
extract from Thomas Hardy’s novel, The Trumpet-Major

'What do you see, sailor?' she asked.
'Almost nothing,' he answered.  'My sight is so gone off lately that 

things, one and all, be but a November mist to me.  And yet I fain would see today.  I 
am looking for the Victory.'

'Why,' she said quickly.
'I have a son aboard her.  He's one of three from these parts.  There's 

the captain, there's my son Ned, and there's young Loveday of Overcombe - he that 
lately joined.'

'Shall I look for you?' said Anne, after a pause.
'Certainly, mis'ess, if so be you please.'  Anne took the glass, and he 

supported it by his arm.  
'It is a large ship,' she said, 'with three masts, three rows of guns along 

the side,and all her sails set.'
'I guessed as much.'
'There is a little flag in front--over her bowsprit.'
'The jack.'
'And there's a large one flying at her stern.'
'The ensign.'
'And a white one on her fore-topmast.'
'That's the admiral's flag, the flag of my Lord Nelson.  What is her 

figurehead, my dear?'
'A coat-of-arms, supported on this side by a sailor.'
Her companion nodded with satisfaction.  'On the other side of that 

figurehead is a marine.'
'She is twisting round in a curious way, and her sails sink in like old 

cheeks, and she shivers like a leaf upon a tree.'
'She is in stays, for the larboard tack.  I can see what she's been doing.  

She's been re'ching close in to avoid the flood tide, as the wind is to the sou'-west, and 
she's bound down; but as soon as the ebb made,d'ye see, they made sail to the 
west'ard.  Captain Hardy may be depended upon for that; he knows every current 
about here, being a native.'

'And now I can see the other side; it is a soldier where a sailor was 
before.  You are sure it is the Victory?'

'I am sure.'
After this a frigate came into view - the Euryalus - sailing in the same 

direction.  Anne sat down, and her eyes never left the ships.  
'Tell me more about the Victory,' she said.  'She is the best sailer in the 

service, and she carries a hundred guns. The heaviest be on the lower deck, the next 
size on the middle deck, the next on the main and upper decks.  My son Ned's place is 
on the lower deck, because he's short, and they put the short men below.'

Bob, though not tall, was not likely to be specially selected 
forshortness.  She pictured him on the upper deck, in his snow-white trousers and 
jacket of navy blue, looking perhaps towards the very point of land where she then 
was. 



The great silent ship, with her population of blue-jackets, 
marines,officers, captain, and the admiral who was not to return alive, passed like a 
phantom the meridian of the Bill.  Sometimes her aspect was that of a large white bat, 
sometimes that of a grey one.  In the course of time the watching girl saw that the ship 
had passed her nearest point;the breadth of her sails diminished by foreshortening, till 
she assumed the form of an egg on end.  After this something seemed to twinkle, and 
Anne, who had previously withdrawn from the old sailor, went back to him,and looked 
again through the glass.  The twinkling was the light falling upon the cabin windows of 
the ship's stern.  She explained it to the old man.

'Then we see now what the enemy have seen but once.  That was in 
seventy-nine, when she sighted the French and Spanish fleet off Scilly, and she 
retreated because she feared a landing.  Well, 'tis a brave ship and she carries brave 
men!'

Anne's tender bosom heaved, but she said nothing, and again became 
absorbed in contemplation. The Victory was fast dropping away.  She was on the 
horizon, and soon appeared hull down.  That seemed to be like the beginning of a 
greater end than her present vanishing.  Anne Garland could not stay by the sailor any 
longer, and went about a stone's-throw off, where she was hidden by the inequality of 
the cliff from his view.  The vessel was now exactly end on, and stood out in the 
direction of the Start, her width having contracted to the proportion of a feather.  She 
sat down again,and mechanically took out some biscuits that she had brought, 
foreseeing that her waiting might be long.  But she could not eat one of them;eating 
seemed to jar with the mental tenseness of the moment; and her undeviating gaze 
continued to follow the lessened ship with the fidelity of a balanced needle to a 
magnetic stone, all else in her being motionless. The courses of the Victory were 
absorbed into the main, then her topsails went, and then her top-gallants.  She was 
now no more than a dead fly'swing on a sheet of spider's web; and even this fragment 
diminished.  

Anne could hardly bear to see the end, and yet she resolved not to 
flinch.  The admiral's flag sank behind the watery line, and in a minute the very truck 
of the last topmast stole away.  The Victory was gone.


