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Hardy’s Sense of Humour
— Humour in ‘What the Shepherd Saw’ —

MIYAZAKI Takayoshi

Abstract

‘What the Shepherd Saw’ (1881) in 4 Changed Man, The Waiting Supper and Other
Tales (1913) by Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) is kind of a Christmas story like Charles
Dickens’s well-known Christmas stories. This story is certainly a weird one about a
scary murder committed and witnessed on some part of Wessex downs. With well-
constructed structure and calculated foreshadowing, this story is an excellent one in
terms of narrative techniques. Furthermore, this story contains some kind of humour in
the tense scenes.

Hardy is still now regarded rather fixedly as a writer of tragic and pessimistic novels,
stories and poems. This conventional image of Hardy is put in doubt if we read this story
carefully. Hardy started writing novels with an acute critical eye on the society of class
consciousness and on Christian religion; therefore, his works are in a sense full of

satirical and ironical treatment of the then society and its system, and the religious state
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of mind of the people at that time. One of his earliest novels, however, Under the
Greenwood Tree (1872), whose title is from the song in the Wood of Arden in
Shakespeare’s comedy As You Like It (1599), is a pastoral novel with some tint of pathos
and humour. Hardy was as an ambitious writer with a keen consciousness of narrative
techniques and seems to have tried every mode of narratives including humour, which
element is as it were an undercurrent even in the most tragic novels like Tess of the
d’Urbervilles (1891) and Jude the Obscure (1896).

Focusing on Hardy’s sense of humour might lead us to be aware of the hidden quality
of humour in his novels and stories, and would contribute to a reevaluation of his
writings in general. In this paper, ‘What the Shepherd Saw’ is discussed and analyzed
from the point of Hardy’s sense of humour and narrative techniques with the attention

to linguistic characteristics in the story.

I

k< A « /N—35 ¢ (Thomas Hardy, 1840-1928) O fijmtE [Z£b v £CHB] 4
Changed Man, The Waiting Supper and Other Tales, 1913)IZUX D & 1u7z, TEEHWA
W72 % @] (‘What the Shepherd Saw’, 1881) L VY9 7 U A~ A ZHEFE S NT-/EM
%, 7V A ZAORICS IO L BEO—HEEIELX A Mot
NHG, WA ZTHEERIATON IR ANDOBIG A HBE LI WS, BRI
HRENEEROELRTH D, 8, BEEFLWEAEWI LOEH - -5
ThORns, ZJIVASYAYTHLINPZIZ, Z2ErERNa—ET 2D
TEY, ZNPYEEOBAEO R T e RE AT L TNT, 7 AT A
YWOERE LTHHFRREDELLRLTENESD,

7 VA AN, T—X MCORDYEENIFENR TREINTZOEK, T
AT RWIEDT 7 ) A ARFEOYFENRHE D LB LTIV, ZOWEE
LD [7 ) A~ A« %% L] (4 Christmas Carol, 1843)D X 512, Wb s =
— A MpE LT, BRBTIEIT—A NBHET L0V IETHRED < BRTWY
Do W, JVASAZLRATEDIEO S A MLvE, BEELWEAEHOH
BLWLWHSHNFLOBVIEWNCE, FU X MIIHTIONICEAA—F 4 5 LW
ERONDREE T T, FURAMPBEITWLIREERE VD OO
7T —~bEHEATHD, ERTNICHLELT, £ LIEWREONEE K 2T
WO ASRCHE D OBIEICH AT 5 &, Z ORI £ 72 IEF (BRI i & £
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STWLDTHD!,

WIEEIX, 7V A~ ZADOHWANY DR EVWIRETHEY, Whp b &G
fE1 o TERAER) 12 8@k L7 SKOWEEID, 2 2 ORERTIE 4 K%
MRS ) o TfE) & U7z, B2 R D AR B 22 ik & IR AR 0 3K
HLTWT, EFICEEREME LTHE LR > T D, WEEDFED Fix, 2%
DFED FERBFLEEERE L TRO LI ICHHEITHEY T D,

The genial Justice of the Peace—now, alas, no more who made himself responsible
for the facts of this story, used to begin in the good old-fashioned way with a bright
moonlight night and a mysterious figure, an excellent stroke for an opening, even
to this day, if well followed up. (187)?

ZOFEDY FIX, FEVOFEEICHTIERML LI LO%E, BEko TS
I SRR f«f%%Té LIk o THA L <HET 203 5, M 258
B E L TIRABILOMERFF OB S, 2L T, RLHFEOERN L DE
H, WOILEEY OFEDN, A THHEEZIEMFTHLENI L ZAZMHFLT
W5, TORIE, V7 URXLANRRERINRY L0 IpHTIZ1 9D -0 2
EEREZNE, N—TFT 4DV TV RLIKTDHE f%rbfné&%%x%h
TIEFICHIREY, Wb EENRY 7 U XLZEBEENTH o T2—T 4
& o, i Jkwo%ﬁi,Fﬁﬁab@%kté%%%oitaﬁ%m
Ko THEEY | O LI, FHICHETFE2EEZOTDIIEIELELRLOEEAT
WRITIUER BV DTH - T S DICENEZWRED HIECHEN E- T2 %
MOTHEFOHGINL, V7V RALEBATEREIZEADLDZENTEDL LWV
DTHDH, TORTIE, BEELWEAFHOHBEHETHDL ZOWEEL, ~—

DRRSCIE, ftide THBREFED Ok F?Z-A%?4®V$ﬁwﬁﬁt%
D11 TRB R CR] ORBREHRE, 2013412 7) #HAL, #Hii

=T A DA—ETEREIZOVWTOREEMZ T2 D THY, Wi ®H£@ﬁm
DRFEIZ SN T iﬁ@?"é*ﬁ BRHDLZE B LTk,

2 7% A MNX, Thomas Hardy, Wessex Edition, 4 Changed Man (New York: AMS
Press, 1984) &M, LLTFSIHIZT ~TZOMRIZKS,

3 Cf. Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, 1798.

4 Florence E. Hardy, The Life of Thomas Hardy 1840-1928 (London and Basingstoke:
Macmillan, 1975), 252.

5 Harold Orel (ed.), ‘The Science of Fiction’, Thomas Hardy’s Personal Writings
(London: Macmillan, 1967), 138.
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T4 O UNRORE ] CTHRATEWEEOHGE EIEOWEE L TREBYE L= b D
EBIRLTHLWEA D,

AWM ORIZEFO NN B L, ERERORBEICTHAHDOLEWVWIREICLY,
7 U A ZAQREHIZEDNT ZOEMDEELIEO—FHE2HEIEL &0 )
DIEFBELLHAFRLOZLETHAI L, TNIZLSTELENA—T 4 DOFV R
FRICK T HENWEBET LN TED, SHIZHA MUVIRENTNDE
SEEfF & @ [2EfIV ) (the shepherd) & V5 SHEN, [V & TEAD
FEFN] O, WoloWELLERLRTOREA I eV M e, Wik
DFED FIZE 5> THAEPNDHmE DB WAL, BERTTHLNIESNDS
FE, TLTENCEDEATARL EEX I THBIZMEER, I5ICITWEOF
P& FELIWFEL, AR TEEREDOZ OB TORM E DXL, WhiZk:
BOWE OB K> THEEN DRI LD, ZOWREICKT 2R E TWRED |
WD DI B BN R > TERZHEL L TEER > TNDDTH D,

i

WREY | OFkEE LT, ZofEMmE, A, & LR E, 2MowEE
DFED FAOBG AT HIBISED Z LIk, FUb0E L THARR
bh, RAETFHOFEHOENL WS, BEHTREZN TV 2 YEEOETENE L
WO IR OWEEIRIC T 2 EIREOEZ IR LT\ 5, 722, Z ORI,
KAOHT, KADHE, TR, KAZHRS OB L WS, 2—F
T AR, 7V A AMOWEES LS FHZ2BGEIETNL7DIcAE LT
W5, HHNIEBERE L THESN TWAYRELEZX TENA I,

7 ) A AQREMREOFEMICH T, VEOEROR, BADOERH DS
WOUFTC, RO BN ZR—AICEPN BB O/ S 722 E O O/NRO H )
b, DEEEEBL THDELLDET%E I D2 TN D, 8D OFOFRIL,
BEHTORTHEOBHEEA D LW LGN G, REBICIRLH S & R UA0E
WAL h, RN TTOVFEDLLLIICZOWIEOFEY FLizoTNDER, [FFFIZD
HEORBIZF VRS> TWDLZ LR LNTH D,

To the south, in the direction of the young shepherd’s idle gaze, there rose one
conspicuous object above the uniform moonlit plateau, and only one. It was a
Druidical trilithon, consisting of three oblong stones in the form of a doorway, two

on end, and one across as a lintel. Each stone had been worn, scratched, washed,
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nibbled, split, and otherwise attacked by ten thousand different weathers; but now
the blocks looked shapely and little the worse for wear, so beautifully were they
silvered over by the light of the moon. The ruin was locally called the Devil’s
Door. (188)

EENODET, Zo@E TEREOR |, RRWRZ RLvA vy RO Za#Ed s
WL TOEYDEBI-> TS Z LicaS<,

He next looked from the opposite window, and here the case was different. The
frost-facets glistened under the moon as before; an occasional furze bush showed
as a dark spot on the same; and in the foreground stood the ghostly form of the
trilithon. But in front of the trilithon stood a man. (189)

Texmitl, BBEHE2ELT, Y FOFEICL Y DEORBICHVOZE X
REBELTEWIROLNZEET, FEOKRWEZERET S Z & &2RD 5T
bo ZOHFIRS NI &I REE, HHEWRTIE, SEMTEMNRY T
VDAL T DT VT T—BLENIEDTHAI L, N—T 4 BDODITH KD
U7 U RLNHEEOHIBIZH L THIR TH o nE R LTV AHIEE X TEW
ThHhA D, ZLTEOHIBRENTHE, RONHETEND HOR, EhVvo
WEOHMRS, BHEOBREERLTHLVWDIOTH D,

ZORTMAT, 570 BOANRERZ Y] > TESWTL 50 %2 0413
RBZ Ll @6ﬁx%®&tDH@A%iﬁf%é EWNDND, Fox BiE I
ENODEDORICH - T, ODFEERND @&t@@é@kmbﬂé%@%
&@ﬁé&%uﬁﬁﬂékﬁﬁu,9$@ﬁ% LTHIEY ORFEE B2
T HVB/ENPNDLZ LD, RBoBE, HRIC X 23@ICNA T, B

WX DRENIMb L Z LD ThD, FEVOVEOHEHEZELT
Fx BT, ST OMTROLINDIRFEND, IR T Ly KA 7R — 1 (Fred
Ogbourne) & W H WK TH Y, LOFNBRERAD/NY = | (Harriet) TH
HZEEMD, B, MELFELCEIIC, @%%ﬁkﬁ%?f%ﬁ%mﬁiﬂ’%ﬁ\ﬂf
WA, SERICIFR AR, FmSCEEERNR 0 L0 FRENAE
TW5,

A passing breeze blew away the murmur of the reply and several succeeding

sentences, till the man’s voice again became audible in the words, ‘Harriet—truth
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Another breeze broke the thread of discourse for a time. (190-1)

EFNODERRLTZ D BENTZ0 L2 OB W2 T2 A Th 2 0220 T,
BIZBGT 2R LY LIfk2Zx0H, 2F0 U=y FUH%’C“Z% RE/N YN
STV, O UDEMNICHE SIEFEND Livien e Z &8, Fhx

MEIWCK L THOEDDOREEMEE L TREND, ZNIZHOWNWT, 7BV FiX, K
DEICa A NEMZTND,

He released her, and they parted. The Duchess ran rapidly down the hill towards
the outlying mansion of Shakeforest Towers, and when he had watched her out of
sight, he turned and strode off in the opposite direction. All then was silent and
empty as before.

Yet it was only for a moment. When they had quite departed, another shape
appeared upon the scene. He came from behind the trilithon. He was a man of
stouter build than the first, and wore the boots and spurs of a horseman. Two things
were at once obvious from this phenomenon: that he had watched the interview
between the Captain and the Duchess; and that, though he probably had seen every
movement of the couple, including the embrace, he had been too remote to hear
the reluctant words of the lady's conversation—or, indeed, any words at all—so
that the meeting must have exhibited itself to his eye as the assignation of a pair of
well-agreed lovers. But it was necessary that several years should elapse before the

shepherd-boy was old enough to reason out this. (192-3)

FEFRNODEOEIIIINN R D, KRATH L~ G L, DEOREIX
BipoT, BREBRANEF TRV REEDERIZ, KON L FEFIIAFEOL
WEIREE > TLE S, ZAELFAFIC, 520 0RFERHZ0 O 5
Rl b s EHmo b, RBOBIEZ RO LN TND, 2R OWRE
DEBEE —BRDTNLIOTHY, RIZHLTHETHAS LT DHRANY
Ty b e, WD CHTE & DFEE VKA 7R — Ak D4 2o
RV D, ABORHELEDOENVENEA LT SET, ﬁbm%®wm®wﬁ B3
DRI TEINIBBREEEESS2G 20Tl n s & %b@%
@W_ébéﬁé_&&&éo%Lf%@&ﬁmﬁm,w&ﬁ%@ Ak
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DEVEVWRTF AR AZELH L OB ERIE LIRS NERY, Fx
MEIXTOFICF A EN TN DT LV S THN,

B2WICBWT, ARIIBHEIC L > T OEZEDL Y, HOHENEA 7 R—
VR ERET D, ERVODET, ZoRERHREL, BEXOEEH O
INBOFNSDOFERTHBTS Z LA, oM E BIL, YRRN5A
B OREN L AR TT D03, Fxdi#iL, DEOR LT & B
MR FIZE > T, BALWERAMNMIbNI=Z L&, &6, A7 R—VKEO
FEARA DEREORE) OMZ 5 OREORIZREINIZZ AR LB L Tambd
DTHD,

The apathetic and taciturn boy was excited enough to run the risk of rising and
looking from the window, but he could see nothing for the intervening furze boughs,
both the men having gone round to the side. What took place in the few following
moments he never exactly knew. He discerned portion of a shadow in quick
muscular movement; then there was the fall of something on the grass; then there
was stillness.

Two or three minutes later the Duke became visible round the corner of the hut,
dragging by the collar the now inert body of the second man. The Duke dragged
him across the open space towards the trilithon. Behind this ruin was a hollow,
irregular spot, overgrown with furze and stunted thorns, and riddled by the old
holes of badgers, its former inhabitants, who had now died out or departed. The
Duke vanished into this depression with his burden, reappearing after the lapse of

a few seconds. When he came forth he dragged nothing behind him. (196)

HHRPW b O ThIE, TNLEORIAEDETRELTVIHLOE
IV, RO BEZRER L THERIL L5 L35 2 L1F, FEOAFEDOH TH I~
BEIRSTNWDHZETHY, £IFFHAr BEBOREIE LTH-TW LI
15 73 (imagination) ME) VTV D, Z DT, ~—F 4 23 /NGLOFLF | (‘Science
of Fiction’) TH & O/NHAEIERWEwmEZ R LY, 22T, MFEOREL VOB

¢ Harold Orel, ed., ‘The Science of Fiction,” Thomas Hardy’s Personal Writings
(London: Macmillan, 1967), 137-8. £7=, /"—F 4 1%, Wb 5 ‘realism’ (22O T
‘realismis notart’ & L CHE L, BHAZRFE D IZ X DEERO S A 9 H EAE
Z i L C\ 2%, Florence Emily Hardy, The Life of Thomas Hardy 1840-1928
(London and Basingstoke: Macmillan, 1975)D 7 H 24 H D X & X 5
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D& EAET 25 TEEA 72771 (the intuitive power)<® [ & 7202 & - THE#EA
725 SND5BEIDTI] (a power of observation informed by a living heart)(Z fifii
W5 Z &L, ZOWEETRINATWAHEROB AL E W) BILEY R OARE %
Mg 2 L CEERZIETH D,

11
BV ODEL EBICRANE TEBR L Frmad, colffzsfas oo,
Ty REEDR, EHICAZOELHEL LD LRLL T TWZedIc
RO TEZARBICH LT, BFERELLTRLIEI NV =y NOEIZ,
BANFLTOENEOMOBRBE LT L 2 2 Licid, BAZLLT
BIICIR > CTEABEY, EONV Ty MNIOEY THEBIZ S, Wilidziz7
Ly REZLEARL, TORMHTFLEZSZ TCWHLELREETIAFLTH-S
oo, HRR R T CMEICHZ TS NDIETKHTIEENE Z 7L
LDTHD,

When the rider (=the Duke) approached the mansion a small turret door was
quickly opened and a woman came out. As soon as she saw the horseman’s outlines
she ran forward into the moonlight to meet him.

‘Ah dear—and are you come?’ she said. ‘I heard Hero’s tread just when you
rode over the hill, and I knew it in a moment. I would have come further if I had
been aware—’

‘Glad to see me, eh?’

‘How can you ask that?’

‘Well; it is a lovely night for meetings.’

‘Yes, it is a lovely night.’

The Duke dismounted and stood by her side. ‘Why should you have been
listening at this time of night, and yet not expecting me?’ he asked.
‘Why, indeed! There is a strange story attached to that, which I must tell you at

once. But why did you come a night sooner than you said you would come? I am

rather sorry—I really am!’ (shaking her head playfully) ‘for as a surprise to you I

had ordered a bonfire to be built, which was to be lighted on your arrival to-
morrow; and now it is wasted. You can see the outline of it just out there.’

The Duke looked across to a spot of rising glade, and saw the faggots in a heap.
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He then bent his eyes with a bland and puzzled air on the ground, ‘What is this
strange story you have to tell me that kept you awake?’ he murmured.
‘It is this—and it is really rather serious. My cousin Fred Ogbourne—Captain

Ogbourne as he is now—was in his boyhood a great admirer of mine, as I think |
have told you, though I was six years his senior. In strict truth, he was absurdly

fond of me.’

“You have never told me of that before.’

‘Then it was your sister I told—yes, it was. Well, you know I have not seen him
for many years, and naturally I had quite forgotten his admiration of me in old
times. But guess my surprise when the day before yesterday, I received a
mysterious note bearing no address, and found on opening it that it came from him.
The contents frightened me out of my wits. He had returned from Canada to his
father’s house, and conjured me by all he could think of to meet him at once. But
I think I can repeat the exact words, though I will show it to you when we get

indoors.

‘That was all of it. Now, of course, I ought not to have gone, as it turned out, but
that I did not think of then. I remembered his impetuous temper, and feared that
something grievous was impending over his head, while he had not a friend in the
world to help him, or anyone except myself to whom he would care to make his
trouble known. So I wrapped myself up and went to Marlbury Downs at the time
he had named. Don’t you think I was courageous?’

‘Very.’

‘When 1 got there—but shall we not walk on; it is getting cold?” The Duke,

however, did not move. ‘When I got there he came, of course, as a full grown man

and officer, and not as the lad that I had known him. When I saw him I was sorry |
had come. I can hardly tell you how he behaved. What he wanted I don't know even
now; it seemed to be no more than the mere meeting with me. He held me by the
hand and waist—O so tight—and would not let me go till I had promised to meet
him again. His manner was so strange and passionate that I was afraid of him in
such a lonely place, and I promised to come. Then I escaped—then I ran home—
and that’s all. When the time drew on this evening for the appointment—which, of
course, I never intended to keep—I felt uneasy, lest when he found I meant to

disappoint him he would come on to the house; and that’s why I could not sleep.
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But you are so silent!’

‘I have had a long journey.’

‘Then let us get into the house. Why did you come alone and unattended like
this?’

‘It was my humour.” (198-200)

BIABNEL oo, BHZTRES TR LIS R EThrd Lo, #E%
Mx7ent, HEZ T NIRRT LR EAR U IZEZ TV D ARORE
FEDS, HtAPICIEIERICRE L BRE2EAH LT D, £ LTREREHZ, ZFE
Vry hOFEND, RBLEATE L, Rl LTRZR LT\ [Ha) 23,
EEEIZIEZE D TRD-TZEVI ZERHLMIENTND, [BEE) LWnHog
D TE 2RO meetings’ &V ) FHEDN, HEF Lo TNDHIEOIZ, ZhE
THEDL a2 DRENTWELDERESTVAABROENEEREL TV,
—J, REBOFEANV Ty ML, F[BEICELZBECEOSELZ Hllz] LT
B2 TWD, BEETH-TH, INETIMELHBX TVl ETHDHIN
LIRADAREFELRNDOTHD, ZH LESEORFSTEHOEKRN, Zo8ia
L7z CRERDEEFEL TWBIETTRL, BEBRLREDLLDITHZ -
Ta—FTAREZEZIENDHEETNDHLDOTH D,

FIEEDOLD L0, NV Ty PR DRONEBETH > Tiro72, ~A_Y
— « X7 X(Marlbury Downs) OFIOHEZFIZEBNTHRINTND,

There was no help for it. Bill Mills was obliged to stay on duty, in the old
shepherd’s absence, this evening as before, or give up his post and living. He
thought as bravely as he could of what lay behind the Devil’s Door, but with no
great success, and was therefore in a measure relieved, even if awe-stricken, when
he saw the forms of the Duke and Duchess strolling across the frosted greensward.
The Duchess was a few yards in front of her husband and tripped on lightly.

‘I tell you he has not thought it worth while to come again!’ the Duke insisted,

as he stood still, reluctant to walk further.
‘He is more likely to come and wait all night; and it would be harsh treatment to
let him do it a second time.’

‘He is not here; so turn and come home.’

‘He seems not to be here, certainly; I wonder if anything has happened to him.

If it has, I shall never forgive myself!’
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The Duke, uneasily, ‘O, no. He has some other engagement.’

‘That is very unlikely.’

‘Or perhaps he has found the distance too far.’
‘Nor is that probable.’

‘Then he may have thought better of it.’

“Yes, he may have thought better of it; if, indeed, he is not here all the time—

somewhere in the hollow behind the Devil’s Door. Let us go and see; it will serve

him right to surprise him.’

‘0, he’s not there.’

‘He may be lying very quiet because of you,’ she said archly.

‘0. no—mnot because of me!’

‘Come, then. I declare, dearest, you lag like an unwilling schoolboy to-night,
and there’s no responsiveness in you! You are jealous of that poor lad, and it is

quite absurd of you.’

‘I’ll come! I’ll come! Say no more, Harriet!” And they crossed over the green.

Wondering what they would do, the young shepherd left the hut, and doubled
behind the belt of furze, intending to stand near the trilithon unperceived. But, in
crossing the few yards of open ground he was for a moment exposed to view.

‘Ah, I see him at last!” said the Duchess.

‘See him!” said the Duke. ‘“Where?’

‘By the Devil’s Door; don’t you notice a figure there? Ah, my poor lover-cousin,

won’t you catch it now?’ And she laughed half-pityingly. ‘But what’s the matter?’
she asked, turning to her husband.
‘It is not he!” said the Duke hoarsely. ‘It can’t be he!’

‘No, it is not he. It is too small for him. It is a boy.’

‘Ah, I thought so! Boy, come here.’

The youthful shepherd advanced with apprehension.

‘What are you doing here?’

‘Keeping sheep, your Grace.’

‘Ah, you know me! Do you keep sheep here every night?’

‘Off and on, my Lord Duke.’

‘And what have you seen here to-night or last night?’ inquired the Duchess. ‘Any
person waiting or walking about?’

The boy was silent.
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‘He has seen nothing,” interrupted her husband, his eyes so forbiddingly fixed
on the boy that they seemed to shine like points of fire. ‘Come, let us go. The air

is too keen to stand in long.” (201-2)

ZITYH, KN Ty NOFER, RO X TEBIRICEAEZIL L T
LESTEARDOREOEREHBORFFH A28 L, WAITRARSEE)RD
FIOICAESDH LB LTWD, FRICFHRECHRALIZEZAIE, N =y
FOSHEICABRPEREL O ATATHLHEIE, ~NTy FOFD X5, 40
DR ONAENOMEIZTENZEI L LT KT o THVDIEROAF] (an
unwilling schoolboy)?D & 9 TH 5, ¥ = X —OH(Jove)D L 5 ITA ATz H IR
NOENTWEAEN, ZZEORITRHELITHEHIZE B LATHD o
BEHLTVWDIDTHD, ZL T, BLEELWRAETHLIREBN £5 TS
P o TWD B DA T2\ (like an unwilling schoolboy)iZ 72> CLE H Z D
WAENE, BbEbhha—ET#ELEL TS,

Ty RRRICE - TEFEINTWD IR lEolMmbRnn oy
B, BRSO FNT Lo L HEZFEDTNDH DN L] (He may
be lying very quiet because of you!) & 5 > 7= S HIZ & 5 ‘lying very quiet’ X, AR
ZIE [BEATHNCH D> TS EHI ATV, [HRZOFENT] i
L, THRIENBELEENT] LEZZTLEY, RTT IBhotnts
72\ ] (O, no—not because of me!) &, MEHRVDIZFERZ MO THET HDT
b2, [, = aBoZ X% 21572 (Ah, Isee himatlast!) &\ 9 FED S HE
H, BNEZE, BLEEERR SN TLESTZLDOLE RSO LB LEW
TWo, ABBPLEOIIBEZELWEANEWIITHTHLH, TABnEITITh
RNE I, BEEMITZECEONLWVIIITRELEL L TWALARDR,
BNEW) BERBEEOT TL LA I N NMIENVTLER->TNLIDTH D,

v

COEFOEAE, BOLAE, WNIHLBEALWARLE, TONENLL
TRNEHBLIZEMONODELEORLY EVIZHLALND, AMadsE&z mT
TEICHELZ R I, SLIZEFECHELNLERORNROLGITIZEN b AR
%, 2T, ERAVOMEOTFEICR DX, D T & ATEFOOEE S

7 T. Hardy, 195.
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20 THD,

The nobleman, on his part, seemed to have eyes no less sharp than the boy’s, for
he instantly recognized the latter among the ewes, and came straight towards him.

‘Are you the shepherd lad I spoke to a short time ago?’

‘I be, my Lord Duke.’

‘Now listen to me. Her Grace asked you what you had seen this last night or two
up here, and you made no reply. I now ask the same thing, and you need not be
afraid to answer. Have you seen anything strange these nights you have been
watching here?’

‘My Lord Duke, I be a poor heedless boy, and what I see I don’t bear in mind.’

‘I ask you again,’ said the Duke, coming nearer, have you seen anything strange
these nights you have been watching here?’

‘0O, my Lord Duke! I be but the under-shepherd boy, and my father he was but
your humble Grace’s hedger, and my mother only the cinder-woman in the back-

yard! If all asleep when left alone, and I see nothing at all!’

The Duke grasped the boy by the shoulder, and, directly impending over him
stared down into his face, ‘Did you see anything strange done here last night, I
say?’

‘O, my Lord Duke, have mercy, and don’t stab me!’ cried the shepherd, falling

on his knees. ‘I have never seen you walking here. or riding here, or lying-in-wait
for a man, or dragging a heavy load!’

‘H’m!’ said his interrogator, grimly, relaxing his hold. It is well to know that you

have never seen those things. Now, which would you rather—see me do those
things now, or keep a secret all your life?’

‘Keep a secret, my Lord Duke!”
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‘That’s well—very well. But it’s not enough. Come here.” He took the boy across
to the trilithon, and made him kneel down.

‘Now, this was once a holy place,” resumed the Duke. ‘An altar stood here,
erected to a venerable family of gods, who were known and talked of long before
the God we know now. So that an oath sworn here is doubly an oath. Say this after
me: “May all the host above—angels and archangels, and principalities and
powers—punish me; may I be tormented wherever I am—in the house or in the
garden, in the fields or in the roads, in church or in chapel, at home or abroad, on
land or at sea; may I be afflicted in eating and in drinking, in growing up and in
growing old, in living and dying, inwardly and outwardly, and for always, if I ever
speak of my life as a shepherd-boy, or of what I have seen done on this Marlbury
Down. So be it, and so let it be. Amen and a men.” Now kiss the stone.’

The trembling boy repeated the words, and kissed the stone, as desired.

The Duke led him off by the hand. That night the junior shepherd slept in
Shakeforest Towers, and the next day he was sent away for tuition to a remote
village. Thence he went to a preparatory establishment, and in due course to a
public school. (204-5)
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