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JUDE THE OBSCURE

THOMAS HARDY was born in a cottage in Higher Bockhampton, near Dorchester, on 2 June 1840. He was educated locally and at sixteen was articled to a Dorchester architect, John Hicks. In 1862 he moved to London and found employment with another architect, Arthur Blomfield. He now began to write poetry and published an essay. By 1867 he had returned to Dorset to work as Hicks’s assistant and began his first (unpublished) novel, The Poor Man and the Lady.

On an architectural visit to St Juliot in Cornwall in 1870 he met his first wife, Emma Gifford. Before their marriage in 1874 he had published four novels and was earning his living as a writer. More novels followed and in 1878 the Hardys moved from Dorset to the London literary scene. But in 1885, after building his house at Max Gate near Dorchester, Hardy again returned to Dorset. He then produced most of his major novels: The Mayor of Casterbridge (1886), The Woodlanders (1887), Tess of the D’Urbervilles (1891), The Pursuit of the Well-Beloved (1892) and Jude the Obscure (1895). Amidst the controversy caused by Jude the Obscure, he turned to the poetry he had been writing all his life. In the next thirty years he published over nine hundred poems and his epic drama in verse, The Dynasts.

After a long and bitter estrangement, Emma Hardy died at Max Gate in 1912. Paradoxically, the event triggered some of Hardy’s finest love poetry. In 1914, however, he married Florence Dugdale, a close friend for several years. In 1910 he had been awarded the Order of Merit and was recognized, even revered, as the major literary figure of the time. He died on 11 January 1928. His ashes were buried in Westminster Abbey and his heart at Stinsford in Dorset.
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GENERAL EDITOR’S PREFACE

This edition uses, with one exception, the first edition in volume form of each of Hardy’s novels and therefore offers something not generally available. Their dates range from 1871 to 1897. The purpose behind this choice is to present each novel as the creation of its own period and without revisions of later times, since these versions have an integrity and value of their own. The outline of textual history that follows is designed to expand on this statement.

All of Hardy’s fourteen novels, except Jude the Obscure (1895) which first appeared as a volume in the Wessex Novels, were published individually as he wrote them (from 1871 onwards). Apart from Desperate Remedies (1871) and Under the Greenwood Tree (1872), all were published first as serials in periodicals, where they were subjected to varying degrees of editorial interference and censorship. Desperate Remedies and Under the Greenwood Tree appeared directly in volume form from Tinsley Brothers. By 1895 ten more novels had been published in volumes by six different publishers.

By 1895 Hardy was sufficiently well-established to negotiate with Osgood, McIlvaine a collected edition of all earlier novels and short story collections plus the volume edition of Jude the Obscure. The Well-Beloved (radically changed from its serialized version) was added in 1897, completing the appearance of all Hardy’s novels in volume form. Significantly this collection was called the ‘Wessex Novels’ and contained a map of ‘The Wessex of the Novels’ and authorial prefaces, as well as frontispieces by Macbeth-Raeburn of a scene from the novel sketched ‘on the spot’. The texts were heavily revised by Hardy, amongst other things, in relation to topography, to strengthen the ‘Wessex’ element so as to suggest that this half-real half-imagined location had been coherently conceived from the beginning, though of course he knew that this was not so. In practice ‘Wessex’ had an uncertain and ambiguous development in the earlier editions. To trace the growth of Wessex in the novels as they appeared it is necessary to read them in their original pre-1895 form. For the 1895 – 6 edition represents a substantial layer of reworking.

Similarly, in the last fully revised and collected edition of 1912 – 13, the Wessex Edition, further alterations were made to topographical detail and photographs of Dorset were included. In the more open climate of opinion then prevailing, sexual and religious references were sometimes (though not always) made bolder. In both collected editions there were also many changes of other kinds. In addition, novels and short story volumes were grouped thematically as ‘Novels of Character and Environment’, ‘Romances and Fantasies’ and ‘Novels of Ingenuity’ in a way suggesting a unifying master plan underlying all texts. A few revisions were made for the Mellstock Edition of 1919 – 20, but to only some texts.

It is various versions of the 1912 – 13 edition which are generally available today, incorporating these layers of alteration and shaped in part by the critical climate when the alterations were made. Therefore the present edition offers the texts as Hardy’s readers first encountered them, in a form of which he in general approved, the version that his early critics reacted to. It reveals Hardy as he first dawned upon the public and shows how his writing (including the creation of Wessex) developed, partly in response to differing climates of opinion in the 1870s, 1880s and early 1890s. In keeping with these general aims, the edition will reproduce all contemporary illustrations where the originals were line drawings. In addition for all texts which were illustrated, individual volumes will provide an appendix discussing the artist and the illustrations.

The exception to the use of the first volume editions is Far from the Madding Crowd, for which Hardy’s holograph manuscript will be used. That edition will demonstrate in detail just how the text is ‘the creation of its own period’: by relating the manuscript to the serial version and to the first volume edition. The heavy editorial censoring by Leslie Stephen for the serial and the subsequent revision for the volume provide an extreme example of the processes that in many cases precede and produce the first book versions. In addition, the complete serial version (1892) of The Well-Beloved will be printed alongside the volume edition, since it is arguably a different novel from the latter.

To complete the picture of how the texts developed later, editors trace in their Notes on the History of the Text the major changes in 1895 – 6 and 1912 – 13. They quote significant alterations in their explanatory notes and include the authorial prefaces of 1895 – 6 and 1912 – 13. They also indicate something of the pre-history of the texts in manuscripts where these are available. The editing of the short stories will be separately dealt with in the two volumes containing them.

Patricia Ingham

St Anne’s College, Oxford

CHRONOLOGY: HARDY’S LIFE AND WORKS


	1840           

	2 June: Thomas Hardy born, Higher Bockhampton, Dorset, eldest child of a builder, Thomas Hardy, and Jemima Hand, who had been married for less than six months. Younger siblings: Mary, Henry, Katharine (Kate), to whom he remained close.


	1848–56

	Schooling in Dorset.


	1856

	Hardy watched the hanging of Martha Browne for the murder of her husband. (Thought to be remembered in the death of Tess Durbeyfield.)


	1856–60

	Articled to Dorchester architect, John Hicks; later his assistant.


	late 1850s

	Important friendship with Horace Moule (eight years older, middle-class and well-educated), who became his intellectual mentor and encouraged his self-education.


	1862

	London architect, Arthur Blomfield, employed him as a draughtsman. Self-education continued.


	1867

	Returned to Dorset as a jobbing architect. He worked for Hicks on church restoration.


	1868

	Completed his first novel The Poor Man and the Lady but it was rejected for publication (see 1878).


	1869

	Worked for the architect Crickmay in Weymouth, again on church restoration.


	1870

	After many youthful infatuations thought to be referred to in early poems, met his first wife, Emma Lavinia Gifford, on a professional visit to St Juliot in north Cornwall.


	1871

	Desperate Remedies published in volume form by Tinsley Brothers.


	1872

	Under the Greenwood Tree published in volume form by Tinsley Brothers.


	1873

	A Pair of Blue Eyes (previously serialized in Tinsleys’ Magazine). Horace Moule committed suicide.


	1874

	Far from the Madding Crowd (previously serialized in the Cornhill Magazine). Hardy married Emma and set up house in London (Surbiton). They had no children, to Hardy’s regret; and she never got on with his family.


	1875

	The Hardys returned to Dorset (Swanage).


	1876

	The Hand of Ethelberta (previously serialized in the Cornhill Magazine).


	1878

	The Return of the Native (previously serialized in Belgravia). The Hardys moved back to London (Tooting). Serialized version of part of first unpublished novel appeared in Harper’s Weekly in New York as An Indiscretion in the Life of an Heiress. It was never included in his collected works.


	1880

	The Trumpet-Major (previously serialized in Good Words). Hardy ill for many months.


	1881

	A Laodicean (previously serializedin Harper’s New Monthly Magazine). The Hardys returned to Dorset.


	1882

	Two on a Tower (previously serialized in the Atlantic Monthly).


	1885

	The Hardys moved for the last time to a house, Max Gate, outside Dorchester, designed by Hardy and built by his brother.


	1886

	The Mayor of Casterbridge (previously serialized in the Graphic).


	1887

	The Woodlanders (previously serialized in Macmillan’s Magazine).


	1888

	Wessex Tales.


	1891

	A Group of Noble Dames (tales). Tess of the D’Urbervilles (previously serialized in censored form in the Graphic). It simultaneously enhanced his reputation as a novelist and caused a scandal because of its advanced views on sexual conduct.


	1892

	Hardy’s father, Thomas, died. Serialized version of The Well-Beloved , entitled The Pursuit of the Well-Beloved in the Illustrated London News. Growing estrangement from Emma.


	1892–3

	Our Exploits at West Poley, a long tale for boys, published in an American periodical, the Household.


	1893

	Met Florence Henniker, one of several society women with whom he had intense friendships. Collaborated with her on The Spectre of the Real (published 1894).


	1894

	Life’s Little Ironies (tales).


	1895

	Jude the Obscure, a savage attack on marriage which worsened relations with Emma. Serialized previously in Harper’s New Monthly Magazine. It received both eulogistic and vitriolic reviews. The latter were a factor in his ceasing to write novels.


	1895–6

	First Collected Edition of novels: Wessex Novels (16 volumes), published by Osgood, McIlvaine. This included the first book edition of Jude the Obscure.


	1897

	The Well-Beloved (rewritten) published as a book; added to the Wessex Novels as vol. XVII. From now on he published only the poetry he had been writing since the 1860s. No more novels.


	1898

	Wessex Poems and Other Verses. Hardy and Emma continued to live at Max Gate but were now estranged and ‘kept separate’.


	1901

	Poems of the Past and the Present.


	1902

	Macmillan became his publishers.


	1904

	Part 1 of The Dynasts (epic-drama in verse on Napoleon). Hardy’s mother, Jemima, ‘the single most important influence in his life’, died.


	1905

	Met Florence Emily Dugdale, his future second wife, then aged 26. Soon a friend and secretary.


	1906

	Part 2 of The Dynasts.


	1908

	Part 3 of The Dynasts.


	1909

	Time’s Laughingstocks and Other Verses.


	1910

	Awarded Order of Merit, having previously refused a knighthood.


	1912–13

	Major collected edition of novels and verse, revised by Hardy: The Wessex Edition (24 volumes). 27 November: Emma died still estranged. This triggered the writing of Hardy’s finest love-lyrics about their early time in Cornwall.


	1913

	A Changed Man and Other Tales.


	1914

	10 February: married Florence Dugdale (already hurt by his poetic reaction to Emma’s death). Satires of Circumstance. The Dynasts: Prologue and Epilogue.


	1915

	Mary, Hardy’s sister, died. His distant young cousin, Frank, killed at Gallipoli.


	1916

	Selected Poems.


	1917

	Moments of Vision and Miscellaneous Verses.


	1919–20

	Mellstock Edition of novels and verse (37 volumes).


	1922

	Late Lyrics and Earlier with Many Other Verses.


	1923

	The Famous Tragedy of the Queen of Cornwall (drama).


	1924

	Dramatized Tess performed at Dorchester. Hardy infatuated with the local woman, Gertrude Bugler, who played Tess.


	1925

	Human Shows, Far Phantasies, Songs and Trifles.


	1928

	Hardy died on 11 January. His heart was buried in Emma’s grave at Stinsford, his ashes in Westminster Abbey. Winter Words in Various Moods and Metres published posthumously. Hardy’s brother, Henry, died.


	1928–30

	Hardy’s autobiography published (on his instructions) under his second wife’s name.


	1937

	Florence Hardy (his second wife) died.


	1940

	Hardy’s last sibling, Kate, died.
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INTRODUCTION

THE LETTER OF WHAT LAW?

Jude the Obscure is a powerfully prophetic novel which has long been read for its indictment of the human condition in late Victorian England. Hardy’s Life reads:

‘“Never retract. Never explain. Get it done and let them howl.” Words said to Jowett by a very practical friend.’

On the 1st November Jude the Obscure was published.

The Life goes on to say:

The onslaught started by the vituperative section of the press – unequalled in violence since the publication of Swinburne’s Poems and Ballads thirty years before – was taken up by the anonymous writers of libellous letters and post-cards, and other such gentry. It spread to America and Australia, whence among other appreciations he received a letter containing a packet of ashes, which the virtuous writer stated to be those of his wicked novel.

The book burning continued in England where ‘the Bishop of Wakefield announced in a letter to the papers that he had thrown Hardy’s novel into the fire’. The critical attacks, Hardy said, ‘completely cur[ed] me of further interest in novel-writing’ (see below, Appendix I). Hardy was about to embark on his second great career, as a full-time poet: ‘Perhaps I can express more fully in verse ideas and emotions which run counter to the inert crystallized opinion – hard as a rock – which the vast body of men have vested interests in supporting.’1

However Hardy may have been rewriting his life to explain his transition to poetry, the question remains: what ‘crystallized opinion’ is the novel attempting to indict? Hardy suggested that some such indictment was intended when he added an epigraph to the title: ‘The letter killeth’, from 2 Corinthians 3: 6: ‘[our sufficiency is of God] Who also hath made us able ministers of the new testament; not of the letter, but of the spirit: for the letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life.’ In his own copy, Hardy underlined: ‘Ye are our epistle written in our hearts, known and read of all men’ (3: 2). St Paul’s next verse explains this epistle as Christ’s message ‘written not with ink but with the Spirit of the living God; not in tables of stone, but in fleshy tables of the heart’. Paul’s distinction between the Spirit and the Letter has meant many things in the Christian and secular traditions, including a legalistic adherence to Christianity itself at the expense of the ‘living heart’. In Jude the Obscure, what does the letter of the law mean and how does it kill?

The most obvious candidate is the marriage law. The textual history of Jude shows, as Patricia Ingham demonstrated, that the marriage theme was more important than the university theme;2 in the early deleted manuscript version, Sue not Phillotson is present in Marygreen at the beginning of the novel, though she leaves just before Jude arrives; Jude then wants to go to Christminster because she is there. Hardy notes how ‘many a man had made love-promises to a woman at whose voice he had trembled by the next seed-time after fulfilling them in the church’. When the reason for Jude’s marriage with Arabella ‘proved to be non-existent’, Hardy adds: ‘But the marriage remained.’ And Jude feels they are ruined by the ‘fundamental error of their matrimonial union: that of having based a permanent contract on a temporary feeling which had no necessary connection with affinities that alone render a life-long comradeship tolerable’. Jude’s being intimidated by the marriage law, ‘the law being the law’, makes him return briefly and tragically to Arabella. Sue bemoans ‘the dreadful contract to feel in a particular way, in a matter whose essence is its voluntariness’.

Surprisingly, however, Hardy claimed that he had no opinion on the marriage laws. In November 1895, Hardy wrote: ‘The only remarks which can be said to bear on the general marriage question occur in dialogue, & comprise no more than half a dozen pages in a book of five hundred. And of these remarks I state… that my own views are not expressed therein’; and again: ‘I feel that a bad marriage is one of the direst things on earth, & one of the cruellest things, but beyond that my opinions on the subject are vague enough.’ In a letter to Florence Henniker in June 1896, Hardy denied the revolutionary moral: ‘By the way, I have been offended with you for some time… for what you said – that I was an advocate for “free love”. I hold no theory whatever on the subject, except by way of experimental remarks at tea parties, & seriously I don’t see any possible scheme for the union of the sexes that wd be satisfactory.’3

Also, within the plot of the novel, the problem of the marriage law turns out to be less of a problem than it first seemed. Arabella disregards her legal marriage to Jude and they are eventually divorced with relative ease. The Divorce Act of 1857 had created a civil divorce court, which granted divorces for adultery or cruelty or two years’ desertion (though making divorce easier for men than for women). When Phillotson refuses to ‘be cruel to her [Sue] in the name of the law’, he is able legally to act on his conscience. The letter of the marriage law does not prevent Sue and Jude taking to the road as lovers. Whether to get a divorce from their earlier partners is clearly their choice. What then in the letter of the marriage law is so killing?

Perhaps the issue is not so much formal law so much as social conventions. Thus Sue complains that ‘the social moulds civilization fits us into have no more relation to our actual shapes than the conventional shapes of the constellations have to the real star-patterns’; and Jude says earlier: ‘There seemed to him… something wrong in a social ritual which made necessary a cancelling of well-formed schemes’, and later: ‘I perceive there is something wrong somewhere in our social formulas.’ Just a few pages later, Sue feels ‘an awe, or terror, of conventions I don’t believe in’.

There is much to be said for this point of view, and indeed for all these candidates for the letter of the law. Each of them has provided material for a critical industry of Hardy scholarship. Social conventions have a powerful influence over many townspeople who shun Jude and Sue and drive them from place to place (the same force drives the serial censorship to which Hardy was subject). But here again we find that Jude and Sue and Arabella are often able to evade the letter of social convention as well as of the legal system. The social conventions are a nuisance to them, and Sue and Jude have to move once or twice to avoid the neighbours’ whispers. But they keep finding nooks where they are quite happy. They are not killed by the letter of social convention.

A third candidate for the letter of the law is the religious code. By marriage, Hardy means not just legal marriage but church marriage. You may be able to get a divorce, and evade social conventions, but the religious marriage law strait-jackets your mind. Thus Milton’s anti-marriage tract is quoted at the beginning of Part Fourth: ‘Whoso prefers either Matrimony or other Ordinance before the Good of Man and the plain Exigence of Charity, let him profess Papist, or Protestant, or what he will, he is no better than a Pharisee.’ Throughout the novel we keep hearing phrases from the marriage ceremony of the Book of Common Prayer, given with great bitterness and irony. Thus when Sue (though legally divorced) says ‘I am still his wife’ we feel that she is being crushed by a religious fear of the holy ordinance. Indeed Hardy specifically applies the novel’s epigraph to this theme, when Jude exclaims at Sue’s decision: ‘Sue! we are acting by the letter; and “the letter killeth!”’

This is a powerful theme in the novel. Nevertheless Hardy disclaimed an ideological agenda against church marriage. In November 1895, he wrote: ‘The story of Jude, however, makes only an objective use of marriage & its superstitions as one, & only one, of the antagonistic forces in the tragedy. You are right in assuming that I have no suggestion or guidance to offer.’4 It is also interesting that Sue is a radical free-thinker at the beginning of the novel, and that Jude grows out of his belief in the validity of such Christian codes. Arabella makes manipulative sport of the religious code when she tries to recapture Jude on the basis of the principle, ‘What God hath joined together, let no man put asunder’; to such language Jude had said earlier: ‘I don’t want any cant!’ The religious code seems to have as little necessary power as social convention and legality. Yet how do we explain Sue’s terrible return to Phillotson, after the death of her children, if not due to a religious superstition that she has been punished and must repent?

So the deeper letter of the law here would seem to be: religious belief itself, belief in a punishing God, all the things that rouse the primitivist religious impulse, what Hardy (before revisions) called ‘supernaturalism’ and ‘mysticism’, saving your own soul at the expense of others, taking religious realities as literally real, as in prayers for favours and belief in divine intervention. There is indeed a powerful religious critique in the novel, and the reviewers were not unreasonable in noticing it. In a letter of June 1896, Hardy alludes to the incident of a Bishop supposedly burning a copy of Jude, and rejoins: ‘theology & burning (spiritual & temporal) have been associated for so many centuries that I suppose they will continue allies to the end’.5 Thus Sue internalizes religious self-punishment: ‘We ought to be continually sacrificing ourselves on the altar of duty!’ She speaks of her submission to ‘purification’, and her belief that the children’s deaths were a divine punishment for sin, which then becomes the basis of one of the more horrific (if inexplicit) sexual scenes in literature: Sue’s forcing herself back into Phillotson’s bed. The climactic moment connects Hardy’s novel with Gothic horror stories and also with the higher tragedy of Dorothea and Casaubon in George Eliot’s Middlemarch, and in Sue’s case religion seems squarely blamed. Sue prostrate in front of the cross at St Silas seems the fundamental religious perversion. By contrast, Jude says: ‘I would have died game!’

Hardy’s reputation as the ‘village atheist brooding and blaspheming over the village idiot’ is well known.6 But Hardy’s anti-theology has a way of becoming problematic the more deeply it is probed. His loss of faith, under the influence of Swinburne, Gibbon, Leslie Stephen, ‘Darwin, Huxley, Spencer, Comte, Hume, Mill, and others’, was a major turning point in his life. But he retained an odd loyalty to the church, and to the Bible as in formulas like ‘the letter killeth’. Indeed, in revising the novel, Hardy toned down the more overtly anti-religious statements (which he had maintained from ms. to serial), and included more positively religious parallels, as when Jude is newly compared to Job. Alluding to the book burning by the bishop (see above), Hardy said: ‘The only sad feature in the matter to Hardy was that if the bishop could have known him as he was, he would have found a man whose personal conduct, views of morality, and of the vital facts of religion, hardly differed from his own.’7 The case gets even more puzzling when we discover that Hardy disavowed the anti-religious point in the portrayal of Sue’s submission. To Lady Jeune, Hardy wrote in November 1895: ‘indeed, I felt that by the heroine’s recantation of all her views, at the end of the story, & becoming a penance-seeking Christian, I was almost too High-Churchy’;8 he repeated the same, in letters of the same month, to Edmund Gosse and to Sir George Douglas, to whom he added: ‘you can imagine my surprise at the Guardian saying that everything sacred is brought into contempt’. Of course, Hardy may be hiding his hand; and he is notorious for his coy disclaimers. But the novel keeps pushing us to seek other candidates, as well, for the letter that killeth.

It is possible to argue that the novel does not attack religion so much as hypocrisy and religious literalism. Thus, the sound of Farmer Troutham’s abuse of Jude echoes towards the church building ‘of which structure the farmer had largely subscribed, to testify his love for God and man’; and Father Time is not christened by Arabella in order to save the expense of Christian burial in case of his death. A year after publishing Jude, Hardy wrote: ‘The older one gets, the more deplorable seems the effect of that terrible, dogmatic ecclesiasticism – Christianity so called (but really Paulinism plus idolatry) – on morals & true religion: a dogma with which the real teaching of Christ has hardly anything in common.’9 What is interesting here is that Hardy refers respectfully to ‘true religion’ and ‘the real teaching of Christ’. In his ‘Apology’ to Late Lyrics and Earlier, Hardy said he hoped for ‘an alliance between religion, which must be retained unless the world is to perish, and complete rationality, which must come, unless also the world is to perish, by means of the interfusing effect of poetry’.

The fact is that Jude the Obscure hits at a combination of many things, legal, social, religious, which keeps us searching for the thing itself, the ultimate letter that kills. Given his search, we can see why university admissions policy is sometimes made the key letter that kills in the novel. One of Hardy’s early notes, later edited by him, reads:

‘A short story of a young man – “who could not go to Oxford” – his struggles and ultimate failure. Suicide. [Probably the germ of Jude the Obscure.] There is something [in this] the world ought to be shown, and I am the one to show it to them – though I was not altogether hindered going, at least to Cambridge, and could have gone up easily at five-and-twenty.’10

Jude’s exclusion from Christminster is palpable. The letter of class and economic privilege (supported by the ‘established’ church) kills his chances, and he ends a sick and disappointed man outside the walls of Christminster. Hardy would seem to establish a priority when he wrote Gosse in November 1895 that the novel ‘is concerned first with the labours of a poor student to get a University degree, & secondly with the tragic issues of two bad marriages’.11 This theme touches some of Hardy’s deepest experiences, his family’s relegation by class, education and money, and his own exclusion from the world of the higher classes including the Oxbridge elite and the parsons. The powerful sense of being excluded in the novel may connect with Hardy’s early sense of the experience of his ancestors. Among the earliest ‘germs’ for Jude the Obscure were the stories told Hardy by his mother and grandmother, both of whom had experienced terrible poverty and deprivation when young. His mother had ‘some very stressful experiences of which she could never speak in her maturer years without pain’. Hardy’s grandmother’s tale of her terrible life at Fawley is alluded to in a later visit made by Hardy and his wife in 1923:

‘They paused also at Fawley, that pleasant Berkshire village described in the same novel under the name of Marygreen. Here some of Hardy’s ancestors were buried, and he searched fruitlessly for their graves in the little churchyard. His father’s mother, the gentle, kindly grandmother who lived with the family at Bockhampton during Hardy’s childhood, had spent the first thirteen years of her life here as an orphan child, named Mary Head, and her memories of Fawley were so poignant that she never cared to return to the place after she had left it as a young girl. The surname of Jude was taken from this place.’12

Thus also Hardy gives Fawley the fictional name of Marygreen, Jude Fawley’s name is Head in an early deleted ms. version, and the heroine Sue Bridehead. The Christminster headmaster’s advice to Jude, that he would do better ‘remaining in your own sphere’, resonated deeply in Hardy’s own experience. Though Hardy, the son of a master mason, early interacted with his betters like Lady Augusta Martin and the Moule family, he was not their social equal, and his Life shows a continual anxiety about being socially acceptable.

Of course we must insist that Jude the Obscure has an artistic integrity detached from Hardy’s personal life; and Hardy said in a 1919 letter that ‘there is not a scrap of personal detail in it’.13 Jude is a distinctive character, an orphan, more disadvantaged and isolated than Hardy, more dependent on unguided self-education. But the earlier chapters have deep roots in Hardy’s life, in his emotional and educational history. Several themes in the Life parallel themes in the novel: the sense of the family decline, the portrait of young Hardy lying in the field with his straw hat, his early readings in the classics and his lists of books, his wish to enter the church but decision to be an apprentice Gothic architect, his purchase of Griesbach’s Greek Testament, his Dick Whittington-like move to London, his decision against trying to enter Cambridge, his various character traits: his love of music, his romantic longing for the ‘well-beloved’, his desire to rise in the world, his responsiveness to suffering. Jude’s loss of religious belief at age 25 corresponds to Hardy’s own loss at that age.

Nevertheless, as Ingham has shown, the university theme in the genesis of the novel was in fact secondary. Also, the focus in the novel is more upon Jude’s relation with women than his relation with Christminster. In his four schemes outlining a dramatization of the novel (in the Dorset County Museum), Hardy omitted the Christminster theme altogether, and concentrated almost entirely on the Sue–Jude–Phillotson relationship. Discussing such schemes in the Life in 1926 Hardy suggested that the ‘villain of the piece’ might be Arabella, or Jude’s ‘personal constitution’, or just ‘blind Chance’. He added: ‘Christminster is of course the tragic influence of Jude’s drama in one sense, but innocently so, and merely as crass obstruction.’14 The university theme is sometimes connected with Hardy’s own de facto exclusion from the universities, and yet he denied that he himself was particularly prevented from going to Cambridge at least. Also, statements in the novel seem to downplay the importance for the university ideal.

As for economic exclusion, Jude’s is hardly the tragedy of Tess driven to Alec for want of money for her family. Jude has the energy of a self-supporting artisan, and if working conditions bring him down into illness, they do so in combination with other factors in his life. Nevertheless, there is in the novel a powerful sense of being excluded from something. One source in Hardy may have been his dread of being excluded, not so much from college-hall and parsonage, but from the hall of the Muses, namely the vocation of being a poet. It was a bitter experience for him to give up his poetic ambitions early on, first for architectural work. Even his novel writing, he claimed, was a long delay of returning to being a full-time poet which he felt he could not afford to do until after writing Jude, when also the storm over the novel gave him the excuse he needed. His ‘bitterness’ at the bad Spectator review of his first novel was perhaps due to the threat of a door being shut to the world of literature: ‘at the time he wished that he were dead’.15

Another source of exclusion may be Hardy’s increasing sense over the years of the decline of the rural stabilities celebrated in Under the Greenwood Tree, though under assault even there. Because of his own development and because of the changing society, Hardy could not go home again to the world he once knew, even though he tried his best in building his home, Max Gate, in Dorchester. There is a large body of scholarship which discusses Hardy’s portrait of the decline of a cohesive rural culture into a modern dehumanized transient society, of which Jude is a double victim, without community yet also burdened by laws and customs retained from a world no longer in existence.

Another motive for the sense of being excluded in the novel is a sexual one. One source of the novel is Hardy’s memory of a lost girl friend, Tryphena Sparks (see Preface note 1). In addition, the novel resonates with fragments of Hardy’s poem ‘A Broken Appointment’ (c. 1893), 16 with its first refrain, ‘You did not come’: ‘She did not come… why should she not come?… But she did not come’… ‘She did not come’. Here, the letter of the law is the letter of Sue’s refusal of Jude. Again, this is a powerful motive, but it is surprising to base such a huge novel on this lyric and personal theme alone – and clearly Hardy does not mean this to be the only basis.

Nevertheless the sexual theme suggests a psychological letter of the law: the letter of Sue’s frigidity. ‘She was born with the vital female atrophied in her’ according to D. H. Lawrence’s passionate argument.17 Her frigidity entangles three men, causes the death of two and the moral corruption of a third.

In his revisions to the 1912 edition, Hardy deliberately altered Sue to meet the charges of frigidity. In his 1912 Postscript, Hardy noted a critic’s view that Sue ‘was the first delineation in fiction of the woman who was coming into notice in her thousands every year – the woman of the feminist movement – the slight, pale, “bachelor” girl – the intellectualized, emancipated bundle of nerves that modern conditions were producing, mainly in cities as yet: who does not recognize the necessity for most of her sex to follow marriage as a profession’. There is a large body of scholarship on Sue as an example of the ‘New Woman’ of the 1880s and 1890s.18 Ibsen is a primary source; Hardy saw his Hedda Gabler twice, and noted the epithet ‘Ibscene’ which may then have suggested the parody title, ‘Jude the Obscene’ (see Appendix I note 1). The key novels of the ‘New Woman’, by Olive Schreiner (1855 – 1920), Sarah Grand (1862 – 1943), George Egerton (1859 – 1945), Iota (K. Caffyn, d. 1926), Grant Allen (1848 – 99) and others, were all in Hardy’s library, several with markings by him. In a letter of 16 February 1895, Hardy congratulated Grant Allen on his novel, The Woman Who Did (1895), owned by Hardy (Maggs Bros. catalogue 1938): ‘The great stroke of the tragedy to my mind is the daughter’s revolt… my poor heroine learns only by experience what yours know by instinct.’19

Appropriate as this tradition is for understanding Sue, there is some sense of Hardy’s latching on to a popular theme in his ‘Postscript’ defence for a character he had experienced long before the period of the ‘New Woman’. Sue is in a line with Hardy’s earlier portrayals of heroines challenging the sexual stereotype (see Ingham). Also, Sue is modelled partly after Hardy’s beloved sister, Mary, also Tryphena (his cousin and perhaps his well beloved), as well as Florence Henniker (1855 – 1923), society lady and novelist, the subject of ‘A Broken Appointment’ and Hardy’s ambiguous romance in the 1890s. Thus, Sue’s full name is Susanna Florence Mary Bridehead. Another possibility is that Hardy is pioneering a characterization of a person which has only begun to be described in recent years, in studies concerned with hyperactivity and attention deficit. Sue is thus distractible and unfocused in her sexuality. In the first book edition (1895), here reprinted, Hardy accentuated these characteristics. Hardy may have been pioneering a new character insight which our critical vocabulary, fixating on ‘frigidity’, has been unable to describe.

If there is any sexual villain in the novel, it is either Arabella or Phillotson. Phillotson betrays his own good nature and takes advantage of Sue’s superstitious panic about the bonds of marriage in order to get her back into his house, and bed. But he is a befuddled villain, indeed more a woolly minded schoolteacher than a calculating seducer and manipulator of religious conventions. If he is the agent of the killing letter, the deeper villain is the marriage law or convention or religion or something which uses Phillotson to ruin Sue.

There is much to defend in Arabella. Interestingly, Hardy’s earliest surviving note (1888) in preparation for the novel was: ‘Rachel H—, and her rich colour, and vanity, and frailty, and clever artificial dimple-making. [She is probably in some respects the original of Arabella in Jude the Obscure.]’20 D. H. Lawrence’s provocative claim that Arabella ‘was, like Eustacia, amazingly lawless, even splendidly so’ at least acknowledges in Arabella an energy not to be controlled by the letter of the moral law.21 In some ways, Arabella is more victim than victimizer. Hardy indeed struggles in his revisions to keep her from being the melodramatic villain. Jude early complains to Arabella that she pushed him towards marriage before he was ready, and she replies: ‘What ought I to have done?’ This is one of those points where Arabella’s position becomes more defensible, and also where a deeper rage in the novel reveals itself, rage not so much at marriage laws, but at the ‘law’ of a Schopenhauerian universe (in combination with man-made laws) where the battle of the sexes sometimes overrides the individual’s welfare.

So perhaps we need to look elsewhere, to the deeper conditions of life, the deeper laws that kill, the law of the jungle, the war of the sexes, the law of the survival of the fittest. Arabella struck when she had the chance, she played the game, she observed the letter of sexual warfare. Jude is led by the erotic in himself to make a bad marriage. Sue talks about ‘that inborn craving… to attract’ which involves her, half willingly, in the game of the sexes. Phillotson follows his repressed sensual nature in pressing his advantage with Sue. Women are ‘The Weaker’ and bear ‘the penalty of the sex… while the inexorable laws of nature remain what they are’. And men ‘have run out of their wits for women, and become servants for their sakes’, as in the Esdras epigram to Part First. Jude speaks of the fatal effect of the ‘artificial system of things, under which the normal sex-impulses are turned into devilish domestic gins’. The Schopenhauerian immanent will blindly urges its ways through the appetites and decisions of victimized humans.

Yet in all these cases the characters retain some freedom and choice whether to follow the laws of the jungle to the bitter letter. Also, the sexual plot is not necessarily binding, especially with the new divorce laws, and can become a ‘liberal education’. Despite Arabella, Jude proceeds to Christminster as an only slightly tarnished Dick Whittington, and eventually will have a sexual union with Sue, which becomes tragic for other reasons.

Another form of law, in Jude’s case, is genetic inheritance. Thus, his family is supposedly unfit for marriage. In his letter to Clodd in November 1895 Hardy says: ‘Owing, I suppose to the accident of its appearance just after the sheaf of purpose-novels we have had lately on the marriage question, – though written long before them – some of the papers class mine with them – though the case of my people is one of temperamental unfitness for the contract, peculiar to the family of the parties.’22 And to Gosse on the same day, Hardy wrote that the novel is concerned first, with the university theme, and ‘secondly with the tragic issues of two bad marriages, owing in the main to a doom or curse of hereditary temperament peculiar to the family of the parties’. Sometimes Hardy interprets such heredity as low biology – or high fate as when Jude says: ‘It makes me feel as if a tragic doom overhung our family, as it did the house of Atreus.’

A related theme in the novel is the theme of the incest prohibition, that Jude and Sue’s tragedy is that they are cousins, and cursed by the biological law against inbreeding. Jude and Sue are often compared to incestuous couples, such as Shelley’s Laon and Cythna. The novel struggles to find the right word to describe Sue and Jude’s relation, cousins, lovers, comrades, friends. The marriage of cousins had long been a staple in English literature, but as genetic awareness increased in the nineteenth century, such marriages became more controversial. ‘It was not well for cousins to fall in love’, Jude thinks. The unfitness of the Fawleys for normal marriage may be that they are torn between being too intimate (incest) and not being intimate enough (abandonment). Their intense unions and bitter separations evoke the Gothic romance of Emily Brontë’s Heathcliff and Catherine. Not for them is the serene familial eros of Jane Austen’s Fanny and Edmund.

A variant of the hereditary theme is that Jude and Father Time belong to a new generation unfit for life, a ‘victim to the spirit of mental and social restlessness that make so many unhappy in these days’: ‘The doctor says there are such boys springing up amongst us… He says it is the beginning of the coming universal wish not to live.’

But perhaps the most credible law of the universe invoked in the novel is simply that which decrees the painful opposition between desire and reality, between instincts and civilization, between human welfare and the harshness of life. In his November 1895 letter to Gosse, Hardy said: ‘The “grimy” features of the story go to show the contrast between the ideal life a man wished to lead, & the squalid real life he was fated to lead.’23 But this theme is universalized out of Jude’s particular social context to cover all human beings who suffer. Thus Hardy’s Preface speaks of ‘the tragedy of unfulfilled aims’. ‘Cruelty is the law pervading all nature and society’, says Phillotson, echoing an important conversation between Sue and Father Time:

‘O why should Nature’s law be mutual butchery!’

‘Is it so, mother?’ asked the boy intently.

‘Yes!’ said Sue vehemently.

The letter of this law is that one’s dreams are often betrayed, that learning often comes with pain and difficulty, that one must labour for one’s keep, that one experiences hurt and loss, that one dies. Thus in I, II, Jude does not want to grow up. We are over-evolved, victims of a ‘development of emotional perceptiveness’ which dooms us to pain. Hardy’s most ringing clauses echo this law: ‘nobody did come because nobody does’, a clause which subsumes the historical tragedy of social injustice under the universal tragedy of missed connections.

Because of Hardy’s insistence on this universal law, Edmund Gosse posed his famous question: ‘What has Providence done to Mr. Hardy that he should rise up in the arable land of Wessex and shake his fist at his Creator?’24

But against such charges, Hardy insisted that his theories of the universe were merely ‘personal impressions’ (Preface) not to be taken literally. Indeed, Hardy’s persistent disclaimers lead to the hypothesis that another candidate for the letter of the law is: literalism itself, taking things literally, literal reading not just of religious law, but of any ‘crystallized opinion’. Because Sue spoke ‘vehemently’ to Father Time and because he took her literally, he murdered his siblings and hanged himself. As Sue says, ‘I said the world was against us, that it was better to be out of life than in it at this price; and he took it literally.’

Which letter of the law then is Hardy attacking? One answer is: all of the above, and none of the above. Hardy’s passionate sense of hurt strikes out like a loose cannon, and hits every target, and no target. His novel is a curious combination of definiteness, the scream of the prophet, and ambivalence. Thus critics have critiqued his incoherence, and yet said it allows for great art.

If Hardy does not take his formulas literally, how does he take them at all? We may be led by Hardy to a postmodern suspension of interpretation and its replacement by questioning the possibility of meaning itself. Yet there is some awkwardness in applying postmodern relativism to Hardy, who somehow remains too rooted in certainties or distinctive uncertainties which might be called late Victorian. We can still ask what it is that for Hardy exists outside the letter of the law, and the letter of his formula. Whatever these things are, they lead easily to the various crystallizing formulas we have described which then must be distinguished from the things which are their source. What are these things?

I think the answer comes when we return to what Hardy did when he prepared to write the novel. He reread his Bible, and where he made markings in the 1860s, he now made markings in 1894 just as he was beginning Jude. The key parts of the Bible which influenced Hardy were the Book of Job, along with Ecclesiastes, and Paul’s Epistles to the Corinthians, and together they confirmed for Hardy that the two things outside the letter of the law were suffering and mercy.

‘Pain has been, and pain is: no new set of morals in Nature can remove pain from the past and make it pleasure… And no injustice, however slight, can be atoned for by her future generosity.’25 Irrespective of how the causes are interpreted and the laws formulated, the stubborn fact remains that people suffer. Jude longs to find a confidant in the musical composer ‘for he must have suffered, and throbbed, and yearned’. The word ‘suffer’ is used twenty-four times in the novel. In a November 1895 letter, Hardy wrote to Gosse: ‘As for the story itself, it is really sent out to those into whose souls the iron has entered, & has entered deeply, at some time of their lives’, and on the same day to Florence Henniker: ‘The tragedy is really addressed to those into whose souls the iron of adversity has deeply entered at some time of their lives, & can hardly be congenial to self-indulgent persons of ease & affluence.’26 The biblical theme also connects with the classical theme, to which Hardy alludes, that it is better not to be born. But here the paradox of this apparently anti-religious novel is that Hardy found increasing inspiration in biblical sources.

The key influence on the theme of suffering was Job. Hardy wrote ‘1868 – 71’ next to Job 12: 4, and he returned to Job when he revised Jude. Where in his first manuscript and serial versions he had opposed Jude’s cursing to Job’s submission, in the first book edition he paralleled Jude’s suffering to Job’s, and inserted Job’s speeches into Jude’s last words: ‘Wherefore is light given to him that is in misery, and life unto the bitter in soul?’, one passage among many which Hardy marked in his Bible. Eliphaz, an adviser of Job, tries to dismiss the problem of unjust suffering and defend to Job the letter of God’s justice: ‘Remember, I pray thee, who ever perished, being innocent?… they that plow iniquity, and sow wickedness, reap the same’ (4: 7 – 8); and Job replies: ‘Teach me… to understand wherein I have erred. How forcible are right words! but what doth your arguing reprove?’ (6: 24 – 5; Hardy marked the last question in his Bible). Thus Hardy increased the parallels of Jude and Job in the first book edition. From the earliest manuscript versions, he had already incorporated several parallels of Jude and the Jesus of the passion scenes. One difference is that Jude will die at age 30, without getting his public years; and that he will die in his familiar Capernaum (trapped in the place Jesus left). ‘What a poor Christ he made’, Jude says at one point, forgetting that ‘poor Christ’ is not necessarily an oxymoron.

It was because of his raw emphasis on suffering that Hardy rejected the biblical notion which he had accepted as late as Far from the Madding Crowd, that suffering is a training of the soul, a purgatorial refinement, a testing and maturing of the spirit. At least Hardy rejected its superficial versions, for example, the ‘devotional motto that all was for the best’. There is a cheap way of saying this, and an earned way; but Hardy was also very wary of the earned way. He put St Paul’s theory of purgatorial testing, ‘saved as by fire’, into the mouth of the minister who remarries Sue and Phillotson; and Hardy clearly disassociates himself from the self-punishment Sue takes on in order to repent of what she decides is her sin. Whatever one’s view of the ultimate validity of the spiritual development principle, it is easy to see how the principle can become a new letter of the law, a new rationalization, a new justification of suffering, a new way of saying what Job’s advisers keep telling him, that if he is suffering, it must be his fault: in other words, a new letter of the law that ‘happy is the man whom God correcteth’, as Job’s legalizing adviser puts it (5: 17). And Job keeps responding: I am suffering, period; there is no explanation. In insisting on this dimension of Job, Hardy is not unlike someone very different, Kierkegaard, with his notion of the absolute absurdity of Job’s pain.

If suffering is the first thing that is outside the law, the second thing is mercy, which is very close to the Pauline vision. In a November 1895 letter, Hardy said to Florence Henniker: ‘Though not a novel with a purpose, I think it turns out to be a novel which “makes for” humanity – more than any other I have written: an opinion that will probably surprise you’; and the next day he wrote that Jude promoted ‘the inculcation of Mercy, to youths & girls who have made a bad marriage, & to animals who have to be butchered’.27 Charity for Hardy was, of course, not just a Christian notion. In his revisions, for example, he changed the phrase, ‘Christian charity’, to ‘natural charity’ and ‘charity, Christian or heathen’.

There are curious moments of charity, or mercy, in Jude the Obscure, minor moments when the law you expect to be enforced is suspended, and in the interval something kinder enters, a mercy of some kind. When young Jude loses his job with Farmer Troutham, Aunt Drusilla relents and says ‘There! don’t ye look so deedy’ (and she quotes Job); the policeman, ‘to do that official justice’, overlooks Jude’s unsafe driving while reading his books; the Shaston circus people rousing to the defence of Phillotson’s ‘natural charity’ are reminiscent of similar generous types in Dickens’s Hard Times; Jude and Sue have many moments of joy together as they go from town to town making their Christminster tea-cakes. There are moments of human spontaneity, of joy and natural vitality (simple things like Jude springing up ‘like the natural boy’ just after the passage about not wanting to grow up), moments of communication and humour, which make this novel continuously invigorating in spite of its tragedy. There are constant chance exceptions to the various letters of the law. Jude and Sue’s spontaneous kiss, rather than some metaphysical challenge, hastens the destruction of Jude’s religious faith which has become ‘materialized in the fact’, in the letter of the law which would condemn such.

These moments of mercy, where we might say that Hardy has mercy on the reader, or that life has mercy on Jude, build into the late Pauline dialogue of the book. Jude says to Sue: ‘But is there anything better on earth than that we should love one another?’, with which Sue legalistically argues: ‘It depends on the sort of love; and yours – and ours – is the wrong.’ Here the stakes are laid out most clearly, one religious notion of love which imposes requirements, and another religious notion of love which is outside requirements. In Jude’s penultimate conversation with Sue, she compliments him and says: ‘Every successful man is more or less a selfish man. The devoted fail… “Charity seeketh not her own.”’ And Jude replies: ‘In that chapter we are at one, ever beloved darling, and on it we’ll part friends. Its verses will stand fast when all the rest that you call religion has passed away!’

Hardy attacked the ways that religion, and any other system, can become a letter of the law that kills; and yet he repeatedly returns to the Pauline formula which makes Charity supreme as the norm by which all else is measured. In seducing Jude the , Arabella violates charity; in leaving Jude, Sue violates charity; in taking Sue back, Phillotson violates charity; in multiple ways the Church, the class structure, the educational system and the economic system violate charity. And we fail in charity in not reaching out to the Judes of this world. Suffering and mercy are Hardy’s two great principles, and they stand as his great late Victorian alternatives to the Letters that Kill.
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A NOTE ON THE HISTORY OF THE TEXT

The stages of the writing of Jude the Obscure can be well documented. On the basis of the materials available, we can see the stages of the text, from the ur-Jude discernible in the manuscript to late revisions Hardy made in his copy of the Wessex Edition perhaps as late as 1925. The physical materials we have are: the manuscript at the Fitzwilliam Museum, Cambridge; the serial publication in Harper’s magazine; the proofs for the first book edition published by Osgood, McIlvaine; the first edition itself; and subsequent editions. Some of these materials are complicated: the manuscript shows various kinds of corrections, as do the proofs. So we need to separate out the various stages of the development of the novel.

The first and earliest stage can be gleaned from the few fragments still discernible in the deleted ms., under the deletions made in black ink. In this version of the story, Sue, not Mr Phillotson, is the one Jude first seeks in Christminster.1 Her childhood history includes the death of her parents and her being adopted by a Provost of a Christminster college. Phillotson’s first name is ‘Luke’, while Little Father Time is named ‘Ancient’. The last sentence focuses on Arabella’s triumph over Sue: ‘“She’s never found peace since she left my man’s arms”, said Arabella triumphantly.’

The next stage is represented in the fair ms. that remains after the black ink deletions and corrections. The ms. contains strong anti-religious language later toned down, for example Jude’s ‘doubt if I am even a Christian’, his attack on Sue’s ‘senseless mysticism which has led you on to a sickening degradation’, his statement, ‘Supernaturalism, supernaturalism, what vices & crimes you’ve to answer for.’ The ms. also has strong anti-marriage language also later toned down, for example Sue’s definition of marriage as manufactured ‘by chaining people together’and the passage, ‘for a man and woman who don’t love each other to live on intimate terms is adultery’. Jude  (in the early pages ‘Jack’ with various surnames) speaks of ‘legalized prostitution’and the ‘code which makes cruelty a part of its system’.

In the ms., Sue is a warmer and less nervous character than in later versions; she is ‘affectionate’, passionate rather than nervous, tender rather than an epicure, with an ‘arch’ humour; she comes forward ‘impulsively’ to be kissed, rushes into Jude’s arms ‘with an uncontrollable impulse’ and speaks in ‘hurt’ not ‘cut’tones; ‘the bare woman was revealed, her face flushed with gladness’.

Arabella is a little more humanized: ‘I wish I had never come back from Aldbrickham. ’Tis horrid to have no place of one’s own’, a remark changed to something more callous in later versions, as for example the serial’s ‘’Tis horrid to have not enough young men to play ’em off against one another.’

Phillotson, replacing Sue as Jude’s early focus, would be written into the early chapters of this version, only after the first eleven chapters of the cancelled version were completed.2 In the ms., he is a more simple, beaten man, whose ‘convictions were nearly thrashed out of him’ by his experience with Sue.

According to Hardy’s preface to the novel, ‘the narrative was written… at full length, as it now appears, from August 1893 onwards into the next year; the whole, with the exception of a few chapters, being in the hands of the publisher by the end of 1894’. At the end of the manuscript, Hardy appended the date ‘March. 1895’ by which time the ‘few chapters’ were finished. In July 1894, Hardy had finished at least through II, V, since Part II, I – V were mailed to the publisher in that month (according to a note in ms.).

The next stage can be discerned in the serial version. We cannot say that all of the serial is later, however, than all of the ms., because Hardy continued to work on the serial at the same time that he was finishing the ms.

Hardy had entered into a serial publication agreement with Harper’s in December 1893. In April 1894, Hardy proposed to Harper’s that the serial be withdrawn because of the direction the story was taking, but he was turned down. Agreeing to bowdlerize, Hardy reported in September 1894 that he had ‘the serial story in hand’. Since the serial began publication in December 1894 and Hardy dated the conclusion of his ms. ‘March. 1895’, it would appear that through March he was revising the first twenty-one chapters to be published in serial form, while also finishing and revising the remaining ms. for book publication. Committed then to finishing the ms. while bowdlerizing it from beginning to end, Hardy needed to keep in mind which were serial revisions and which were final ms. revisions. So he made the serial revisions in blue (and some green), and kept reminding himself with notes in the ms. that such revisions were ‘for serial publication only’. In February 1895, Hardy wrote Grant Allen: ‘I wish I could send you the real copy of the story I have written for Harper’s, as the form in which it is appearing there is a conventionalized one, in several points’; and to Sir George Douglas in March: ‘don’t read it in the Magazine, for I have been obliged to make many changes, omissions, & glosses. It will be restored to its original shape in the volume.’ ‘At the end of the summer at Max Gate he was “restoring the MS. of ‘Jude the Obscure’ to its original state”.’3

The serial version was published in Harper’s New Monthly Magazine (December 1894–November 1895) in London and New York, and the first instalment entitled The Simpletons but thereafter Hearts Insurgent.

The serial is famous especially for Hardy’s bowdlerizing of his original sexual references. The sexual relation of Sue and Jude is omitted, and they are merely cousinly friends; their children are adopted. The serial approaches the question of marriage between the two cousins only when Sue’s religious conversion makes that marriage impossible for her. Thus, Sue’s motive for clinging to Jude is weakened, the radical liberalism of Phillotson’s letting her go to Jude is omitted, the full motive for her anguish at the children’s death is muted, her extreme self-punishment for having left Phillotson is puzzling and the full horror of her return to Phillotson is diminished. It is also somewhat mysterious why Jude would marry Arabella, why Jude and Sue aroused such scandal and why Phillotson’s motives in remarrying are sordid. The serial finds it hard to justify the novel’s plot.

In addition, the serial omits Arabella’s pregnancy trick in favour of the ‘letter-from-fictional-lover’ trick. The serial also omits Arabella’s pulling Jude down on the sod, and playing with the egg in her bosom; several vivid details from the pig-killing episode; the undergraduate’s proposal that Sue live with him in London; the Training-School student’s seduction (in serial a ‘mishap’); Jude’s sleeping with Arabella later in the novel, and their cohabiting as part of Arabella’s remarriage plot; the physical nature of Sue’s distaste for Phillotson; Jude’s proneness to women and drink; Vilbert’s late move on Arabella while Jude lay dying. When Arabella is hungering for a man, the serial will let her ‘think’ about it, but not ‘dream’ about it. Phillotson is not allowed to undress in the window-leap scene. The ‘facts of life’ Sue wished she had told Father Time are not about sex.

The next stage of the novel can be discerned in the proofs for the first book edition published by Osgood, McIlvaine. ‘About the end of August… he sent off the restored copy to the publishers.’ Proofs quickly arrived and are dated between 2 September and 1 October 1895. Hardy wrote to William Archer in October 1895: ‘on the first of November the book will be out as written originally.’ But Hardy in fact added changes to the original ms., including revisions in some of the changes made for the serial. The proofs include first proofs (missing, however, for the first half of the novel) and second proofs or revises.4

In the proofs, then, we can discern the next stage of the novel. This version adds not only to the serial but also to the ms. in strengthening the sexual material. Arabella’s unbuttoned gown and bodice is portrayed. Sue is now a more sexual being, Jude’s ‘lover’; they kiss now instead of clasp. The sexual problem between Sue and Phillotson is clearer, Phillotson sees Sue’s premarital sex as a liberal education and Jude sees himself as her ‘seducer’. In this more sexually frank context, Phillotson is made more devious and repellent, more calculating and ‘evasive’, a characterization developed fully in the revisions to the proofs; the proofs add a third child to increase the horror. Similarly, the proofs begin the complication of Sue’s character, now ‘vivacious’ rather than ‘affectionate’, ‘in a nervous quiver’ rather than passionate, and her ‘natural elusiveness’ changed to ‘the elusiveness of her curious double nature’. This complication will be completed in the alterations made to the proofs.

However, though the proofs restore the sexual material, they mute some of the anti-religious sentiments which had persisted from ms. to serial. If in ms. and serial Jude had ‘been doing what Job was afraid to do’, now Jude’s complaints are likened to the biblical complaints of Job. Jude’s ‘grin of bitterness’ in ms. is now a ‘grin of some sort’. Also into this version Hardy puts his title and part epigraphs, for example, ‘The letter killeth’ and the Esdras quotation which reinforce religious parallels; the Milton quotation which attacks the letter of marriage law but from a religious source; the Esther quotation for Part Sixth is admittedly ironic (but see Introduction, above).

In this version, Hardy also divides the story into six parts, with their epigraphs, and associates the parts with a special place. He also moves the long description of Shaston to the beginning of Part Fourth.

The next stage can be discerned in the alterations which Hardy made to the proofs and revises (though, again, the original proofs for the first half are missing). This version continues the change of Sue into a more skittish, nervous, creature, with a forced manner, more theatrical with a ‘tragic contralto note’ and knowing her attractiveness, ‘with aberrant passions’. A second important change is further to complicate Phillotson, led by ‘his own physical wishes’, but with a repressed sexual excitement and ‘amative patience’, ‘for desire was renascent in him’, who now acts ‘advisedly’.

Subsequent stages of the novel are easier to trace since they correspond to the published editions of the novel.

These include the first book edition, published by Osgood, McIlvaine in November 1895 with a new title, Jude the Obscure, and postdated 1896: a one-volume edition, reflecting the phasing out of the more expensive three-volume format used for several of Hardy’s earlier novels. The book was published as the eighth volume of Osgood, McIlvaine’s Wessex Novels, the first complete collected edition of Hardy; it was also published by Harper and Brothers in America with Americanized spelling and other minor variants. The book edition shows that some minor changes were made to the corrected proofs. This is the version reprinted in this edition.

Next, the 1896 Tauschnitz continental edition shows some minor revisions.

Next, the 1903 Macmillan Uniform edition, based on the 1895 first edition, corrected some inaccuracies, and bowdlerized the pig’s pizzle scene a little. However, Arabella is changed from a ‘female human’ to a ‘female animal’.

Next, for Macmillan’s Wessex Edition of 1912, Hardy revised a copy of the Uniform edition to provide printer’s copy and thus kept the 1903 changes. In addition, there is some return to the warmer Sue of the ms. version. Though Sue is ‘perverse’, and with a ‘troublousness’ rather than ‘tearfulness’ in her tones, she shows more passion in her ‘close and long kiss’ of Jude, owns that she likes being kissed, is no longer ‘cold’, can say ‘I do love you’, and her physical revulsion to Phillotson is tempered. Arabella is made more sensuous (if that is possible): her ‘low, fierce tone’ is now a ‘low, hungry tone’, she lights a cigarette ‘with ministering archness’, her ‘fierceness’ becomes ‘covetousness’. Phillotson is made a trifle more manipulative, as he decides to act under a heartless code now called ‘artificial’ rather than ‘cultivated’.

Various stylistic and historical corrections are made, as will be evident in the notes. St Luke’s Church, where Sue’s father had worked in Christminster, is changed to St Silas’s Church, the same church to which she returns late in the novel.

Subsequent stages, or editions with minor changes, include Harper’s 1912 ‘Autograph Edition’ (New York), based on the revised Wessex Edition, and Harper’s 1921 Anniversary edition.

In addition, Hardy made two corrections in his copy of the 1912 Wessex Edition, now in the Dorset County Museum. On the front flap is written (but the date is barely legible): ‘Corrections (not sent anywhere Sept 1925[?]).’

All of the variations described here have been signalled in the notes to this edition.

The present edition, in line with the general policy of the Penguin Classics Hardy, prints the first volume edition (1895). Only obvious errors are silently emended; original punctuation and accidentals are retained. The 1912 Postscript is included as Appendix I.

Notes

1. This was first made clear by Patricia Ingham, ‘The Evolution of Jude the Obscure’, Review of English Studies, n.s. 27 (1976), 27 – 37, 159 – 69.

2. Ibid, p. 161.

3. Life, 279, 287 – 8; Collected Letters, II, 63, 68 – 9, 70; Life, 286.

4. See S. Gatrell, Hardy the Creator, A Textual Biography (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1988), pp. 157 – 64, 254 – 5.
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PREFACE

The history of this novel (whose birth in its present shape has been much retarded by the necessities of periodical publication) is briefly as follows. The scheme was jotted down in 1890, from notes made in 1887 and onwards, some of the circumstances being suggested by the death of a woman1 in the former year. The scenes were revisited in October 1892; the narrative was written in outline in 1892 and the spring of 1893, and at full length, as it now appears, from August 1893 onwards into the next year; the whole, with the exception of a few chapters, being in the hands of the publisher by the end of 1894. It was begun as a serial story in Harper’s Magazine at the end of November 1894, and was continued in monthly parts.

But, as in the case of Tess of the D’urbervilles, the magazine version was for various reasons abridged and modified in some degree, the present edition being the first in which the whole appears as originally written. And in the difficulty of coming to an early decision in the matter of a title, the tale was issued under a provisional name – two such titles2 having, in fact, been successively adopted. The present and final title, deemed on the whole the best, was one of the earliest thought of.

For a novel addressed by a man to men and women of full age; which attempts to deal unaffectedly with the fret and fever, 3 derision and disaster, that may press in the wake of the strongest passion known to humanity, and to point, without a mincing of words, the tragedy of unfulfilled aims, I am not aware that there is anything in the handling to which exception can be taken.

Like former productions of this pen, Jude the Obscure is simply an endeavour to give shape and coherence to a series of seemings, or personal impressions, 4 the question of their consistency or their discordance, of their permanence or their transitoriness, being regarded as not of the first moment.

T. H.

August 1895
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PART FIRST

At Marygreen1

‘Yea, many there be that have run out of their wits for women, and become servants for their sakes. Many also have perished, have erred, and sinned, for women… O ye men, how can it be but women should be strong, seeing they do thus?’

– ESDRAS2

I

The schoolmaster was leaving the village, and everybody seemed sorry. The miller at Cresscombe lent him the small white tilted cart and horse to carry his goods to the city of his destination, about twenty miles off, such a vehicle proving of quite sufficient size for the departing teacher’s effects. For the schoolhouse had been partly furnished by the managers, and the only cumbersome article possessed by the master, in addition to the packing-case of books, was a cottage piano that he had bought at an auction during the year in which he thought of learning instrumental music. But the enthusiasm having waned he had never acquired any skill in playing, and the purchased article had been a perpetual trouble to him ever since in moving house.

The rector had gone away for the day, being a man who disliked the sight of changes. He did not mean to return till the evening, when the new school-teacher would have arrived and settled in, and everything would be smooth again.

The blacksmith, the farm bailiff, and the schoolmaster himself were standing in perplexed attitudes in the parlour before the instrument. The master had remarked that even if he got it into the cart he should not know what to do with it on his arrival at Christminster, 1 the city he was bound for, since he was only going into temporary lodgings just at first.

A little boy of eleven, who had been thoughtfully assisting in the packing, joined the group of men, and as they rubbed their chins he spoke up, blushing at the sound of his own voice: ‘Aunt hev got a great fuel-house, and it could be put there, perhaps, till you’ve found a place to settle in, sir.’

‘A proper good notion, ’ said the blacksmith.

It was decided that a deputation should wait on the boy’s aunt – an old maiden resident – and ask her if she would house the piano till Mr. Phillotson should send for it. The smith and the bailiff started to see the practicability of the suggested shelter, and the boy and the schoolmaster were left standing alone.

‘Sorry I am going, Jude?’ 2 asked the latter kindly.

Tears rose into the boy’s eyes, for he was not among the regular day scholars, who came unromantically close to the schoolmaster’s life, but one who had attended the night school only during the present teacher’s term of office. The regular scholars, if the truth must be told, stood at the present moment afar off, like certain historic disciples, 3 indisposed to any enthusiastic volunteering of aid.

The boy awkwardly opened the book he held in his hand, which Mr. Phillotson had bestowed on him as a parting gift, and admitted that he was sorry.

‘So am I,’ said Mr. Phillotson.

‘Why do you go, sir?’ asked the boy.

‘Ah – that would be a long story. You wouldn’t understand my reasons, Jude. You will, perhaps, when you are older.’

‘I think I should now, sir.’

‘Well – don’t speak of this everywhere. You know what a university is, and a university degree? It is the necessary hall-mark of a man who wants to do anything in teaching. My scheme, or dream, is to be a university graduate, and then to be ordained. By going to live at Christminster, or near it, I shall be at headquarters, so to speak, and if my scheme is practicable at all, I consider that being on the spot will afford me a better chance of carrying it out than I should have elsewhere.’

The smith and his companion returned. Old Miss Fawley’s fuel-house was dry, and eminently practicable; and she seemed willing to give the instrument standing-room there. It was accordingly left in the school till the evening, when more hands would be available for removing it, and the schoolmaster gave a final glance round.

The boy Jude assisted in loading some small articles, and at nine o’clock Mr. Phillotson mounted beside his box of books and other impedimenta, and bade his friends good-bye.

‘I sha’n’t forget you, Jude, ’ he said, smiling, as the cart moved off. ‘Be a good boy, remember; and be kind to animals and birds, and read all you can. And if ever you come to Christminster remember you hunt me out for old acquaintance’ sake.’

The cart creaked across the green, and disappeared round the corner by the rectory-house. The boy returned to the draw-well at the edge of the greensward, where he had left his buckets when he went to help his patron and teacher in the loading. There was a quiver in his lip now, and after opening the well-cover to begin lowering the bucket, he paused and leant with his forehead and arms against the frame-work, his face wearing the fixity of a thoughtful child’s who has felt the pricks of life somewhat before his time. The well into which he was looking was as ancient as the village itself, and from his present position appeared as a long circular perspective ending in a shining disk of quivering water at a distance of a hundred feet. There was a lining of green moss near the top, and nearer still the hart’s-tongue fern.

He said to himself, in the melodramatic tones of a whimsical boy, that the schoolmaster had drawn at that well scores of times on a morning like this, and would never draw there any more. ‘I’ve seen him look down into it, when he was tired with his drawing, just as I do now, and when he rested a bit before carrying the buckets home! But he was too clever to bide here any longer – a small sleepy place like this!’

A tear rolled from his eye into the depths of the well. The morning was a little foggy, and the boy’s breathing unfurled itself as a thicker fog upon the still and heavy air. His thoughts were interrupted by a sudden outcry:

‘Bring on that water, will ye, you idle young harlican!’

It came from an old woman who had emerged from her door towards the garden gate of a green-thatched cottage not far off. The boy quickly waved a signal of assent, drew the water with what was a great effort for one of his stature, landed and emptied the big bucket into his own pair of smaller ones, and pausing a moment for breath, started with them across the patch of clammy greensward whereon the well stood – nearly in the centre of the little village, or rather hamlet.

It was as old-fashioned as it was small, and it rested in the lap of an undulating upland adjoining the North Wessex downs. Old as it was, however, the well-shaft was probably the only relic of the local history that remained absolutely unchanged. Many of the thatched and dormered dwelling-houses had been pulled down of late years, and many trees felled on the green. Above all, the original church, hump-backed, wood-turreted, and quaintly hipped, 4 had been taken down, and either cracked up into heaps of road-metal in the lane, or utilized as pig-sty walls, garden seats, guard-stones to fences, and rockeries in the flower-beds of the neighbourhood. In place of it a tall new building of German-Gothic5 design, unfamiliar to English eyes, had been erected on a new piece of ground by a certain obliterator6 of historic records who had run down from London and back in a day. The site whereon so long had stood the ancient temple to the Christian divinities was not even recorded on the green and level grass-plot that had immemorially been the churchyard, the obliterated graves being commemorated by ninepenny cast-iron crosses warranted to last five years.

II

Slender as was Jude Fawley’s frame he bore the two brimming house-buckets of water to the cottage without resting. Over the door was a little rectangular piece of blue board, on which was painted in yellow letters, ‘Drusilla Fawley, 1 Baker.’ Within the little lead panes of the window – this being one of the few old houses left – were five bottles of sweets, and three buns on a plate of the willow pattern.2

While emptying the buckets at the back of the house he could hear an animated conversation in progress within-doors between his great-aunt, the Drusilla of the signboard, and some other villagers. Having seen the schoolmaster depart, they were summing up particulars of the event, and indulging in predictions of his future.

‘And who’s he?’ asked one, comparatively a stranger, when the boy entered.

‘Well ye med ask it, Mrs. Williams. He’s my great-nephew 3 – come since you was last this way.’ The old inhabitant who answered was a tall, gaunt woman, who spoke tragically on the most trivial subject, and gave a phrase of her conversation to each auditor in turn. ‘He come from Mellstock, 4 down in South Wessex, about a year ago – worse luck for ’n, Belinda’ (turning to the right) ‘where his father was living, and was took wi’ the shakings for death, and died in two days, as you know, Caroline’ (turning to the left). ‘It would ha’ been a blessing if Goddy-mighty had took thee too, wi’ thy mother and father, poor useless boy! But I’ve got him here to stay with me till I can see what’s to be done with un, though I be obliged to let him earn any penny he can. Just now he’s a-scaring of birds for Farmer Troutham.5 It keeps un out of mischty. Why do ye turn away, Jude?’ she continued, as the boy, feeling the impact of their glances like slaps upon his face, moved aside.

The local washerwoman replied that it was perhaps a very good plan of Miss or Mrs. Fawley’s (as they called her indifferently) to have him with her – ‘to kip ’ee company in your loneliness, fetch water, shet the winder-shetters o’ nights, and help in the bit o’ baking.’

Miss Fawley doubted it… ‘Why didn’t ye get the schoolmaster to take ’ee to Christminster wi’ un, and make a scholar of ’ee, ’ she continued, in frowning pleasantry. ‘I’m sure he couldn’t ha’ took a better one. The boy is crazy for books, that he is. It runs in our family rather. His cousin Sue is just the same – so I’ve heard; but I have not seen the chile for years, though she was born in this place, within these four walls, as it happened. My niece and her husband, after they were married, didn’ get a house of their own for some year or more; and then they only had one till – Well, I won’t go into that. Jude, my chile, don’t you ever marry. ’Tisn’t for the Fawleys to take that step any more. She, their only one, was like a chile o’ my own, Belinda, till the split come! Ah, that a little maid should know such changes!’

Jude, finding the general attention again centering on himself, went out to the bakehouse, where he ate the cake provided for his breakfast. The end of his spare time had now arrived, and emerging from the garden by getting over the hedge at the back he pursued a path northward, till he came to a wide and lonely depression in the general level of the upland, which was sown as a corn-field. This vast concave was the scene of his labours for Mr. Troutham the farmer, and he descended into the midst of it.

The brown surface of the field went right up towards the sky all round, where it was lost by degrees in the mist that shut out the actual verge and accentuated the solitude. The only marks on the uniformity of the scene were a rick of last year’s produce standing in the midst of the arable, the rooks that rose at his approach, and the path athwart the fallow by which he had come, trodden now by he hardly knew whom, though once by many of his own dead family.

‘How ugly it is here!’ he murmured.

The fresh harrow-lines seemed to stretch like the channellings in a piece of new corduroy, lending a meanly utilitarian air to the expanse, taking away its gradations, and depriving it of all history beyond that of the few recent months, though in every clod and stone there really lingered associations enough and to spare – echoes of songs from ancient harvest-days, 6 of spoken words, and of sturdy deeds. Every inch of ground had been the site, first or last, of energy, gaiety, horse-play, bickerings, weariness. Groups of gleaners had squatted in the sun on every square yard. Love-matches that had populated the adjoining hamlet had been made up there between reaping and carrying. Under the hedge which divided the field from a distant plantation girls had given themselves to lovers who would not turn their heads to look at them by the next harvest; and in that ancient corn-field many a man had made love-promises to a woman at whose voice he had trembled by the next seed-time after fulfilling them in the church adjoining. But this neither Jude nor the rooks around him considered. For them it was a lonely place, possessing, in the one view, only the quality of a work-ground, and in the other that of a granary good to feed in.

The boy stood under the rick before mentioned, and every few seconds used his clacker or rattle briskly. At each clack the rooks left off pecking, and rose and went away on their leisurely wings, burnished like tassets of mail, afterwards wheeling back and regarding him warily, and descending to feed at a more respectful distance.

He sounded the clacker till his arm ached, and at length his heart grew sympathetic with the birds’ thwarted desires. They seemed, like himself, to be living in a world which did not want them. Why should he frighten them away? They took upon them more and more the aspect of gentle friends and pensioners – the only friends he could claim as being in the least degree interested in him, for his aunt had often told him that she was not. He ceased his rattling, and they alighted anew.

‘Poor little dears!’ said Jude, aloud. ‘You shall have some dinner – you shall. There is enough for us all. Farmer Troutham can afford to let you have some. Eat, then, my dear little birdies, and make a good meal!’

They stayed and ate, inky spots on the nut-brown soil, and Jude enjoyed their appetite. A magic thread of fellow-feeling united his own life with theirs. Puny and sorry as those lives were, they much resembled his own.

His clacker he had by this time thrown away from him, as being a mean and sordid instrument, offensive both to the birds and to himself as their friend. All at once he became conscious of a smart blow upon his buttocks, followed by a loud clack, which announced to his surprised senses that the clacker had been the instrument of offence used. The birds and Jude started up simultaneously, and the dazed eyes of the latter beheld the farmer in person, the great Troutham himself, his red face glaring down upon Jude’s cowering frame, the clacker swinging in his hand.

‘So it’s “Eat, my dear birdies,” is it, young man? “Eat, dear birdies, ” indeed! I’ll tickle your breeches, and see if you say, “Eat dear birdies, ” again in a hurry! And you’ve been idling at the schoolmaster’s too, instead of coming here, ha’n’t ye, hey? That’s how you earn your sixpence a day for keeping the rooks off my corn!’

Whilst saluting Jude’s ears with this impassioned rhetoric, Troutham had seized his left hand with his own left, and swinging his slim frame round him at arm’s-length, again struck Jude on the hind parts with the flat side of Jude’s own rattle, till the field echoed with the blows, which were delivered once or twice at each revolution.

‘Don’t ’ee, sir – please don’t ’ee!’ cried the whirling child, as helpless under the centrifugal tendency of his person as a hooked fish swinging to land, and beholding the hill, the rick, the plantation, the path, and the rooks going round and round him in an amazing circular race. ‘I – I – sir – only meant that – there was a good crop in the ground – I saw ’em sow it – and the rooks could have a little bit for dinner – and you wouldn’t miss it, sir – and Mr. Phillotson said I was to be kind to ’em – O, O, O!’

This truthful explanation seemed to exasperate the farmer even more than if Jude had stoutly denied saying anything at all; and he still smacked the whirling urchin, the clacks of the instrument continuing to resound all across the field, and as far as the ears of distant workers – who gathered thereupon that Jude was pursuing his business of clacking with great assiduity – and echoing from the brand-new church tower just behind the mist, towards the building of which structure the farmer had largely subscribed, to testify his love for God and man.

Presently Troutham grew tired of his punitive task, and depositing the quivering boy on his legs, took a sixpence from his pocket and gave it him in payment for his day’s work, telling him to go home and never let him see him in one of those fields again.

Jude leaped out of arm’s reach, and walked along the trackway weeping – not from the pain, though that was keen enough; not from the perception of the flaw in the terrestrial scheme, by which what was good for God’s birds was bad for God’s gardener; but with the awful sense that he had wholly disgraced himself before he had been a year in the parish, and hence might be a burden to his great-aunt for life.

With this shadow on his mind he did not care to show himself in the village, and went homeward by a roundabout track behind a high hedge and across a pasture. Here he beheld scores of coupled earthworms lying half their length on the surface of the damp ground, as they always did in such weather at that time of the year. It was impossible to advance in regular steps without crushing some of them at each tread.

Though Farmer Troutham had just hurt him, he was a boy who could not himself bear to hurt anything. He had never brought home a nest of young birds without lying awake in misery half the night after, and often reinstating them and the nest in their original place the next morning. He could scarcely bear to see trees cut down or lopped, from a fancy that it hurt them; and late pruning, when the sap was up and the tree bled profusely, had been a positive grief to him in his infancy. This weakness of character, as it may be called, suggested that he was the sort of man7 who was born to ache a good deal before the fall of the curtain upon his unnecessary life should signify that all was well with him again. He carefully picked his way on tiptoe among the earthworms, without killing a single one.

On entering the cottage he found his aunt selling a penny loaf to a little girl, and when the customer was gone she said, ‘Well, how do you come to be back here in the middle of the morning like this?’

‘I’m turned away.’

‘What?’

‘Mr. Troutham have turned me away because I let the rooks have a few peckings of corn. And there’s my wages – the last I shall ever hae!’

He threw the sixpence tragically on the table.

‘Ah!’ said his aunt, suspending her breath. And she opened upon him a lecture on how she would now have him all the spring upon her hands doing nothing. ‘If you can’t skeer birds, what can ye do? There! don’t ye look so deedy! Farmer Troutham is not so much better than myself, come to that. But ’tis as Job said, 8 “Now they that are younger than I have me in derision, whose fathers I would have disdained to have set with the dogs of my flock.” His father was my father’s journeyman, anyhow, and I must have been a fool to let ’ee go to work for ’n, which I shouldn’t ha’ done but to keep ’ee out of mischty.’

More angry with Jude for demeaning her by coming there than for dereliction of duty, she rated him primarily from that point of view, and only secondarily from a moral one.

‘Not that you should have let the birds eat what Farmer Troutham planted. Of course you was wrong in that. Jude, Jude, why didstn’t go off with that schoolmaster of thine to Christminster or somewhere?9 But, O no – poor or’nary child – there never was any sprawl on thy side of the family, and never will be!’

‘Where is this beautiful city, aunt – this place where Mr. Phillotson is gone to?’ asked the boy, after meditating in silence.

‘Lord! you ought to know where the city of Christminster is. Near a score of miles from here. It is a place much too good for you ever to have much to do with, poor boy, I’m a-thinking.’

‘And will Mr. Phillotson always be there?’

‘How can I tell?’

‘Couldn’t I go to see him?’

‘Lord, no! You didn’t grow up hereabout, or you wouldn’t ask such as that. We’ve never had anything to do with folk in Christminster, nor folk in Christminster with we.’ 10

Jude went out, and, feeling more than ever his existence to be an undemanded one, he lay down upon his back on a heap of litter near the pig-sty. The fog had by this time become more translucent, and the position of the sun could be seen through it. He pulled his straw hat over his face, and peered through the interstices of the plaiting at the white brightness, vaguely reflecting.11 Growing up brought responsibilities, he found. Events did not rhyme quite as he had thought. Nature’s logic was too horrid for him to care for. That mercy towards one set of creatures was cruelty towards another sickened his sense of harmony. As you got older, and felt yourself to be at the centre of your time, and not at a point in its circumference, as you had felt when you were little, you were seized with a sort of shuddering, he perceived. All around you there seemed to be something glaring, garish, rattling, and the noises and glares hit upon the little cell called your life, and shook it, and scorched it.

If he could only prevent himself growing up! He did not want to be a man.

Then, like the natural boy, he forgot his despondency, and sprang up. During the remainder of the morning he helped his aunt, and in the afternoon, when there was nothing more to be done, he went into the village. Here he asked a man whereabouts Christminster lay.

‘Christminster? O, well, out by there yonder; though I’ve never bin there – not I. I’ve never had any business at such a place.’

The man pointed north-eastward, in the very direction where lay that field in which Jude had so disgraced himself. There was something unpleasant about the coincidence for the moment, but the fear-someness of this fact rather increased his curiosity about the city. The farmer had said he was never to be seen in that field again; yet Christminster lay across it, and the path was a public one. So, stealing out of the hamlet he descended into the same hollow which had witnessed his punishment in the morning, never swerving an inch from the path, and climbing up the long and tedious ascent on the other side, till the track joined the highway by a little clump of trees. Here the ploughed land ended, and all before him was bleak open down.

III

Not a soul was visible on the hedgeless highway, or on either side of it, and the white road seemed to ascend and diminish till it joined the sky. At the very top it was crossed at right angles by a green ‘ridgeway’ – the Icknield Street and original Roman road through the district.1 This ancient track ran east and west for many miles, and down almost to within living memory had been used for driving flocks and herds to fairs and markets. But it was now neglected and overgrown.

The boy had never before strayed so far north as this from the nestling hamlet in which he had been deposited by the carrier from a railway station southward, 2 one dark evening some few months earlier,3. and till now he had had no suspicion that such a wide, flat, low-lying country lay so near at hand, under the very verge of his upland world. The whole northern semicircle between east and west, to a distance of forty or fifty miles, spread itself before him; a bluer, moister atmosphere, evidently, than that he breathed up here.

Not far from the road stood a weather-beaten old barn of reddish-gray brick and tile. It was known as the Brown House4 by the people of the locality. He was about to pass it when he perceived a ladder against the eaves; and the reflection that the higher he got, the further he could see, 5 led Jude to stand and regard it. On the slope of the roof two men were repairing the tiling. He turned into the ridgeway and drew towards the barn.

When he had wistfully watched the workmen for some time he took courage, and ascended the ladder till he stood beside them.

‘Well, my lad, and what may you want up here?’

‘I wanted to know where the city of Christminster is, if you please.’

‘Christminster is out across there, by that clump. You can see it – at least you can on a clear day. Ah, no, you can’t now.’

The other tiler, glad of any kind of diversion from the monotony of his labour, had also turned to look towards the quarter designated. ‘You can’t often see it in weather like this, ’ he said. ‘The time I’ve noticed it is when the sun is going down in a blaze of flame, and it looks like – I don’t know what.’

‘The heavenly Jerusalem, ’6 suggested the serious urchin.

‘Ay – though I should never ha’ thought of it myself… But I can’t see no Christminster to-day.’

The boy strained his eyes also; yet neither could he see the far-off city. He descended from the barn, and abandoning Christminster with the versatility of his age he walked along the ridge-track, looking for any natural objects of interest that might lie in the banks thereabout. When he repassed the barn to go back to Marygreen he observed that the ladder was still in its place, but that the men had finished their day’s work and gone away.

It was waning towards evening; there was still a faint mist, but it had cleared a little except in the damper tracts of subjacent country and along the river-courses. He thought again of Christminster, and wished, since he had come two or three miles from his aunt’s house on purpose, that he could have seen for once this attractive city of which he had been told. But even if he waited here it was hardly likely that the air would clear before night. Yet he was loth to leave the spot, for the northern expanse became lost to view on retreating towards the village only a few hundred yards.

He ascended the ladder to have one more look at the point the men had designated, and perched himself on the highest rung, overlying the tiles. He might not be able to come so far as this for many days. Perhaps if he prayed, the wish to see Christminster might be forwarded. People said that, if you prayed, things sometimes came to you, even though they sometimes did not. He had read in a tract7 that a man who had begun to build a church, and had no money to finish it, knelt down and prayed, and the money came in by the next post. Another man tried the same experiment, and the money did not come; but he found afterwards that the breeches he knelt in were made by a wicked Jew. This was not discouraging, and turning on the ladder Jude knelt on the third rung, where, resting against those above it, he prayed that the mist might rise.

He then seated himself again, and waited. In the course of ten or fifteen minutes the thinning mist dissolved altogether from the eastern horizon, as it had already done elsewhere, and about a quarter of an hour before the time of sunset the westward clouds parted, the sun’s position being partially uncovered, and the beams streaming out in visible lines between two bars of slaty cloud. The boy immediately looked back in the old direction.

Some way within the limits of the stretch of landscape, points of light like the topaz gleamed. The air increased in transparency with the lapse of minutes, till the topaz points showed themselves to be the vanes, windows, wet roof slates, and other shining spots upon the spires, domes, freestone-work, and varied outlines that were faintly revealed. It was Christminster, unquestionably; either directly seen, or miraged in the peculiar atmosphere.

The spectator gazed on and on till the windows and vanes lost their shine, going out almost suddenly like extinguished candles. The vague city became veiled in mist. Turning to the west, he saw that the sun had disappeared. The foreground of the scene had grown funereally dark, and near objects put on the hues and shapes of chimæras.

He anxiously descended the ladder, and started homewards at a run, trying not to think of giants, Herne the Hunter, Apollyon lying in wait for Christian, or of the captain with the bleeding hole in his forehead, and the corpses round him that remutinied every night on board the bewitched ship.8 He knew that he had grown out of belief in these horrors, yet he was glad when he saw the church tower and the lights in the cottage windows, even though this was not the home of his birth, and his great-aunt did not care much about him.

Inside and round about that old woman’s ‘shop’ window, with its twenty-four little panes set in lead-work, the glass of some of them oxidized with age, so that you could hardly see the poor penny articles exhibited within, and forming part of a stock which a strong man could have carried, Jude had his outer being for some long tideless time. But his dreams were as gigantic as his surroundings were small.

Through the solid barrier of cold cretaceous upland to the northward he was always beholding a gorgeous city – the fancied place he had likened to the new Jerusalem, though there was perhaps more of the painter’s imagination and less of the diamond merchant’s in his dreams thereof than in those of the Apocalyptic writer. And the city acquired a tangibility, a permanence, a hold on his life, mainly from the one nucleus of fact that the man for whose knowledge and purposes he had so much reverence9 was actually living there; not only so, but living among the more thoughtful and mentally shining ones therein.

In sad wet seasons, though he knew it must rain at Christminster too, he could hardly believe that it rained so drearily there. Whenever he could get away from the confines of the hamlet for an hour or two, which was not often, he would steal off to the Brown House on the hill and strain his eyes persistently; sometimes to be rewarded by the sight of a dome or spire, at other times by a little smoke, which in his estimate had some of the mysticism of incense.

Then the day came when it suddenly occurred to him that if he ascended to the point of view after dark, or possibly went a mile or two further, he would see the night lights of the city. It would be necessary to come back alone, but even that consideration did not deter him, for he could throw a little manliness into his mood, no doubt.

The project was duly executed. It was not late when he arrived at the place of outlook, only just after dusk; but a black north-east sky, accompanied by a wind from the same quarter, made the occasion dark enough. He was rewarded; but what he saw was not the lamps in rows, as he had half expected. No individual light was visible, only a halo or glow-fog overarching the place against the black heavens behind it, making the light and the city seem distant but a mile or so.

He set himself to wonder on the exact point in the glow where the schoolmaster might be – he who never communicated with anybody at Marygreen now; who was as if dead to them here. In the glow he seemed to see Phillotson promenading at ease, like one of the forms in Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace.10

He had heard that breezes travelled at the rate of ten miles an hour, and the fact now came into his mind. He parted his lips as he faced the north-east, and drew in the wind as if it were a sweet liquor.

‘You, ’ he said, addressing the breeze caressingly, ‘were in Christminster city between one and two hours ago, floating along the streets, pulling round the weather-cocks, touching Mr. Phillotson’s face, being breathed by him, and now you be here, breathed by me – you, the very same.’ 11

Suddenly there came along this wind something towards him – a message from the place – from some soul residing there, it seemed. Surely it was the sound of bells, the voice of the city, faint and musical, calling to him, ‘We are happy here!’

He had become entirely lost to his bodily situation during this mental leap, and only got back to it by a rough recalling. A few yards below the brow of the hill on which he paused a team of horses made its appearance, having reached the place by dint of half an hour’s serpentine progress from the bottom of the immense declivity. They had a load of coals behind them – a fuel that could only be got into the upland by this particular route. They were accompanied by a carter, a second man, and a boy, who now kicked a large stone behind one of the wheels, and allowed the panting animals to have a long rest, while those in charge took a flagon off the load and indulged in a drink round.

They were elderly men, and had genial voices. Jude addressed them, inquiring if they had come from Christminster.

‘Heaven forbid, with this load!’ said they.

‘The place I mean is that one yonder.’ He was getting so romantically attached to Christminster that, like a young lover alluding to his mistress, he felt bashful at mentioning its name again. He pointed to the light in the sky – hardly perceptible to their older eyes.

‘Yes. There do seem a spot a bit brighter in the nor’-east than elsewhere, though I shouldn’t ha’ noticed it myself, and no doubt it med be Christminster.’

Here a little book of tales which Jude had tucked up under his arm, having brought them to read on his way hither before it grew dark, slipped and fell into the road. The carter eyed him while he picked it up and straightened the leaves.

‘Ah, young man, ’ he observed, ‘you’d have to get your head screwed on t’other way before you could read what they read there.’

‘Why?’ asked the boy.

‘O, they never look at anything that folks like we can understand, ’ the carter continued, by way of passing the time. ‘On’y foreign tongues used before the Flood, 12 when no two families spoke alike. They read that sort of thing as fast as a night-hawk will whir. ’Tis all learning there – nothing but learning, except religion. And that’s learning too, for I never could understand it. Yes, ’tis a serious-minded place. Not but there’s wenches in the streets o’ nights… You know, I suppose, that they raise pa’sons there like radishes in a bed? And though it do take – how many years, Bob? – five years to turn a lirruping hobble-de-hoy chap into a solemn preaching man with no corrupt passions, they’ll do it, if it can be done, and polish un off like the workmen they be, and turn un out wi’ a long face, and a long black coat and waistcoat, and a religious collar and hat, same as they used to wear in the Scriptures, so that his own mother wouldn’t know un sometimes… There, ’tis their business, like anybody else’s.’

‘But how should you know–’

‘Now don’t you interrupt, my boy. Never interrupt your senyers. Move the fore hoss aside, Bobby; here’s som’at coming… You must mind that I be a-talking of the college life. ’Em lives on a lofty level; there’s no gainsaying it, though I myself med not think much of ’em. As we be here in our bodies on this high ground, so be they in their  minds – noble-minded men enough, no doubt – some on ’em – able to earn hundreds by thinking out loud. And some on ’em be strong young fellows that can earn a’most as much in silver cups. As for music, there’s beautiful music everywhere in Christminster. You med be religious, or you med not, but you can’t help striking in your homely note with the rest. And there’s a street in the place – the main street – that ha’n’t another like it in the world. I should think I did know a little about Christminster!’

By this time the horses had recovered breath and bent to their collars again. Jude, throwing a last adoring look at the distant halo, turned and walked beside his remarkably well-informed friend, who had no objection to tell him as they moved on more yet of the city – its towers and halls and churches. The waggon turned into a cross-road, whereupon Jude thanked the carter warmly for his information, and said he only wished he could talk half as well about Christminster as he.

‘Well, ’tis oonly what has come in my way, ’ said the carter unboastfully. ‘I’ve never been there, no more than you; but I’ve picked up the knowledge here and there, and you be welcome to it. A-getting about the world as I do, and mixing with all classes of society, one can’t help hearing of things. A friend o’ mine, that used to clane the boots at the Crozier Hotel in Christminster when he was in his prime, why, I knowed un as well as my own brother in his later years.’

Jude continued his walk homeward alone, pondering so deeply that he forgot to feel timid. He suddenly grew older. It had been the yearning of his heart to find something to anchor on, to cling to – for some place which he could call admirable. Should he find that place in this city if he could get there? Would it be a spot in which, without fear of farmers, or hindrance, or ridicule, he could watch and wait, and set himself to some mighty undertaking like the men of old of whom he had heard? As the halo had been to his eyes when gazing at it a quarter of an hour earlier, so was the spot mentally to him as he pursued his dark way.

‘It is a city of light, ’ 13 he said to himself.

‘The tree of knowledge14 grows there, ’ he added a few steps further on.

‘It is a place that teachers of men spring from and go to.’

‘It is what you may call a castle, manned by scholarship and religion.’

After this figure he was silent a long while, till he added:

‘It would just suit me.’

IV

Walking somewhat slowly, by reason of his concentration, the boy – an ancient man in some phases of thought, much younger than his years in others – was overtaken by a light-footed pedestrian, whom, notwithstanding the gloom, he could perceive to be wearing an extraordinarily tall hat, a swallow-tailed coat, and a watch-chain that danced madly and threw around scintillations of sky-light as its owner swung along upon a pair of thin legs and noiseless boots. Jude, beginning to feel lonely, endeavoured to keep up with him.

‘Well, my man! I’m in a hurry, so you’ll have to walk pretty fast if you keep alongside of me. Do you know who I am?’

‘Yes, I think. Physician Vilbert?’

‘Ah – I’m known everywhere, I see! That comes of being a public benefactor.’

Vilbert was an itinerant quack-doctor, well known to the rustic population, and absolutely unknown to anybody else, as he, indeed, took care to be, to avoid inconvenient investigations. Cottagers formed his only patients, and his Wessex-wide repute was among them alone. His position was humbler and his field more obscure than those of the quacks with capital and an organized system of advertising. He was, in fact, a survival. The distances he traversed on foot were enormous, and extended nearly the whole length and breadth of Wessex. Jude had one day seen him selling a pot of coloured lard to an old woman as a certain cure for a bad leg, the woman arranging to pay a guinea, in instalments of a shilling a fortnight, for the precious salve, which, according to the physician, could only be obtained from a particular animal which grazed on Mount Sinai, 1 and was to be captured only at great risk to life and limb. Jude, though he already had his doubts about this gentleman’s medicines, felt him to be unquestionably a travelled personage, and one who might be a trustworthy source of information on matters not strictly professional.

‘I s’pose you’ve been to Christminster, Physician?’

‘I have – many times, ’ replied the long thin man. ‘That’s one of my centres.’

‘It’s a wonderful city for scholarship and religion?’

‘You’d say so, my boy, if you’d seen it. Why, the very sons of the old women who do the washing of the college can talk in Latin – not good Latin, that I admit, as a critic: dog-Latin – cat-Latin, as we used to call it in my undergraduate days.’

‘And Greek?’

‘Well – that’s more for the men who are in training for bishops, that they may be able to read the New Testament in the original.’

‘I want to learn Latin and Greek myself.’

‘A lofty desire. You must get a grammar of each tongue.’2

‘I mean to go to Christminster some day.’

‘Whenever you do, you say that Physician Vilbert is the only proprietor of those celebrated pills that infallibly cure all disorders of the alimentary system, as well as asthma and shortness of breath. Two and threepence a box – specially licensed by the government stamp.’

‘Can you get me the grammars if I promise to say it hereabout?’

‘I’ll sell you mine with pleasure – those I used as a student.’

‘O, thank you, sir!’ said Jude gratefully, but in gasps, for the amazing speed of the physician’s walk kept him in a dog-trot which was giving him a stitch in the side.

‘I think you’d better drop behind, my young man. Now I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll get you the grammars, and give you a first lesson, if you’ll remember, at every house in the village, to recommend Physician Vilbert’s golden ointment, life-drops, and female pills.’

‘Where will you be with the grammars?’

‘I shall be passing here this day fortnight at precisely this hour of five-and-twenty minutes past seven. My movements are as truly timed as those of the planets in their courses.’

‘Here I’ll be to meet you, ’ said Jude.

‘With orders for my medicines?’

‘Yes, Physician.’

Jude then dropped behind, waited a few minutes to recover breath, and went home with a consciousness of having struck a blow for Christminster.

Through the intervening fortnight he ran about and smiled outwardly at his inward thoughts, as if they were people meeting and nodding to him – smiled with that singularly beautiful irradiation which is seen to spread on young faces at the inception of some glorious idea, as if a supernatural lamp were held inside their transparent natures, giving rise to the flattering fancy that heaven lies about them3 then.

He honestly performed his promise to the man of many cures, in whom he now sincerely believed, walking miles hither and thither among the surrounding hamlets as the physician’s agent in advance. On the evening appointed he stood motionless on the plateau, at the place where he had parted from Vilbert, and there awaited his approach. The road physician was fairly up to time; but, to the surprise of Jude on striking into his pace, which the pedestrian did not diminish by a single unit of force, the latter seemed hardly to recognize his young companion, though with the lapse of the fortnight the evenings had grown light. Jude thought it might perhaps be owing to his wearing another hat, and he saluted the physician with dignity.

‘Well, my boy?’ said the latter abstractedly.

‘I’ve come,’ said Jude.

‘You? who are you? O yes – to be sure! Got any orders, lad?’

‘Yes.’ And Jude told him the names and addresses of the cottagers who were willing to test the virtues of the world-renowned pills and salve. The quack mentally registered these with great care.

‘And the Latin and Greek grammars?’ Jude’s voice trembled with anxiety.

‘What about them?’

‘You were to bring me yours, that you used before you took your degree.’

‘Ah, yes, yes! Forgot all about it – all! So many lives depending on my attention, you see, my man, that I can’t give so much thought as I would like to other things.’

Jude controlled himself sufficiently long to make sure of the truth; and he repeated, in a voice of dry misery, ‘You haven’t brought ’em!’

‘No. But you must get me some more orders from sick people, and I’ll bring the grammars next time.’

Jude dropped behind. He was an unsophisticated boy, but the gift of sudden insight which is sometimes vouchsafed to children showed him all at once what shoddy humanity the quack was made of. There was to be no intellectual light from this source. The leaves dropped from his imaginary crown of laurel;4 he turned to a gate, leant against it, and cried bitterly.

The disappointment was followed by an interval of blankness. He might, perhaps, have obtained grammars from Alfredston, but to do that required money, and a knowledge of what books to order; and though physically comfortable, he was in such absolute dependence as to be without a farthing of his own.

At this date Mr. Phillotson sent for his pianoforte, and it gave Jude a lead. Why should he not write to the schoolmaster, and ask him to be so kind as to get him the grammars in Christminster? He might slip a letter inside the case of the instrument, and it would be sure to reach the desired eyes. Why not ask him to send any old second-hand copies, which would have the charm of being mellowed by the university atmosphere?

To tell his aunt of his intention would be to defeat it. It was necessary to act alone.

After a further consideration of a few days he did act, and on the day of the piano’s departure, which happened to be his next birthday, 5 clandestinely placed the letter inside the packing-case, directed to his much-admired friend; being afraid to reveal the operation to his aunt Drusilla, lest she should discover his motive, and compel him to abandon his scheme.

The piano was despatched, and Jude waited days and weeks, calling every morning at the cottage post-office before his great-aunt was stirring. At last a packet did indeed arrive at the village, and he saw from the ends of it that it contained two thin books. He took it away into a lonely place, and sat down on a felled elm to open it.

Ever since his first ecstasy or vision of Christminster and its possibilities, Jude had meditated much and curiously on the probable sort of process that was involved in turning the expressions of one language into those of another. He concluded that a grammar of the required tongue would contain, primarily, a rule, prescription, or clue of the nature of a secret cipher, which, once known, would enable him, by merely applying it, to change at will all words of his own speech into those of the foreign one. His childish idea was, in fact, a pushing to the extremity of mathematical precision what is everywhere known as Grimm’s Law6 – an aggrandizement of rough rules to ideal completeness. Thus he assumed that the words of the required language were always to be found somewhere latent in the words of the given language by those who had the art to uncover them, such art being furnished by the books aforesaid.

When, therefore, having noted that the packet bore the postmark of Christminster, he cut the string, opened the volumes, and turned to the Latin grammar, which chanced to come uppermost, he could scarcely believe his eyes.

The book was an old one – thirty years old, soiled, scribbled wantonly over with a strange name in every variety of enmity to the letterpress, and marked at random with dates twenty years earlier than his own day. But this was not the cause of Jude’s amazement. He learnt for the first time that there was no law of transmutation, as in his innocence he had supposed (there was, in some degree, but the grammarian did not recognize it), but that every word in both Latin and Greek was to be individually committed to memory at the cost of years7 of plodding.

Jude flung down the books, lay backward along the broad trunk of the elm, and was an utterly miserable boy for the space of a quarter of an hour. As he had often done before, he pulled his hat over his face and watched the sun peering insidiously at him through the interstices of the straw. This was Latin and Greek, then, was it, this grand delusion! The charm he had supposed in store for him was really a labour like that of Israel in Egypt.8

What brains they must have in Christminster and the great schools, he presently thought, to learn words one by one up to tens of thousands! There were no brains in his head equal to this business; and as the little sun-rays continued to stream in through his hat at him, he wished he had never seen a book, that he might never see another, that he had never been born.9

Somebody might have come along that way who would have asked him his trouble, and might have cheered him by saying that his notions were further advanced than those of his grammarian. But nobody did come, because nobody does;10 and under the crushing recognition of his gigantic error Jude continued to wish himself out of the world.

V

During the three or four succeeding years a quaint and singular vehicle might have been discerned moving along the lanes and by-roads near Marygreen, driven in a quaint and singular way.

In the course of a month or two after the receipt of the books, Jude had grown callous to the shabby trick played him by the dead languages. In fact, his disappointment at the nature of those tongues had, after a while, been the means of still further glorifying the erudition of Christminster. To acquire languages, departed or living, in spite of such obstinacies as he now knew them inherently to possess, was a herculean performance which gradually led him on to a greater interest in it than in the presupposed patent process. The mountain-weight of material under which the ideas lay in those dusty volumes called the classics piqued him into a dogged, mouselike subtlety of attempt to move it piecemeal.

He had endeavoured to make his presence tolerable to his crusty maiden aunt by assisting her to the best of his ability, and the business of the little cottage bakery had grown in consequence. An aged horse with a hanging head had been purchased for eight pounds at a sale, a creaking cart with a whity-brown tilt obtained for a few pounds more, and in this turnout it became Jude’s business thrice a week to carry loaves of bread to the villagers and solitary cotters immediately around Marygreen.

The singularity aforesaid lay, after all, less in the conveyance itself than in Jude’s manner of conducting it along its route. Its interior was the scene of most of Jude’s education by ‘private study.’ As soon as the horse had learnt the road and the houses at which he was to pause awhile, the boy, seated in front, would slip the reins over his arm, ingeniously fix open, by means of a strap attached to the tilt, the volume he was reading, spread the dictionary on his knees, and plunge into the simpler passages from Cæsar, Virgil, or Horace, 1 as the case might be, in his purblind stumbling way, and with an expenditure of labour that would have made a tender-hearted pedagogue shed tears; yet somehow getting at the meaning of what he read, and divining rather than beholding the spirit of the original, which often to his mind was something else than that which he was taught to look for.

The only copies he had been able to lay hands on were old Delphine editions, 2 because they were superseded, and therefore cheap. But, bad for idle schoolboys, it did so happen that they were passably good for him. The hampered and lonely itinerant conscientiously covered up the marginal readings, and used them merely on points of construction, as he would have used a comrade or tutor who should have happened to be passing by. And though Jude may have had little chance of becoming a scholar by these rough and ready means, he was in the way of getting into the groove he wished to follow.

While he was busied with these ancient pages, which had already been thumbed by hands possibly in the grave, digging out the thoughts of these minds, so remote, yet so near, the bony old horse pursued his rounds, and Jude would be aroused from the woes of Dido3 by the stoppage of his cart and the voice of some old woman crying, ‘Two to-day, baker, and I return this stale one.’

He was frequently met in the lanes by pedestrians and others without his seeing them, and by degrees the people of the neighbourhood began to talk about his method of combining work and play (such they considered his reading to be), which, though probably convenient enough to himself, was not altogether a safe proceeding for other travellers along the same roads. There were murmurs. Then a private resident of an adjoining place informed the local policeman that the baker’s boy should not be allowed to read while driving, and insisted that it was the constable’s duty to catch him in the act, and take him to the police court at Alfredston, and get him fined for dangerous practices on the highway. The policeman thereupon lay in wait for Jude, and one day accosted him and cautioned him.

As Jude had to get up at three o’clock in the morning to heat the oven, and mix and set in the bread that he distributed later in the day, he was obliged to go to bed at night immediately after laying the sponge; so that if he could not read his classics on the highways, he could hardly study at all. The only thing to be done was, therefore, to keep a sharp eye ahead and around him as well as he could in the circumstances, and slip away his books as soon as anybody loomed in the distance, the policeman in particular. To do that official justice, he did not put himself much in the way of Jude’s bread-cart, considering that in such a lonely district the chief danger was to Jude himself, and often on seeing the white tilt over the hedges he would move in another direction.

On a day when Fawley was getting quite advanced, being now about sixteen, 4 and had been stumbling through the ‘Carmen Sæculare, ’5 on his way home, he found himself to be passing over the high edge of the plateau by the Brown House. The light had changed, and it was the sense of this which had caused him to look up. The sun was going down, and the full moon was rising simultaneously behind the woods in the opposite quarter. His mind had become so impregnated with the poem that, in a moment of the same impulsive emotion which years before had caused him to kneel on the ladder, he stopped the horse, alighted, and glancing round to see that nobody was in sight, knelt down on the roadside bank with open book. He turned first to the shiny goddess, who seemed to look so softly and critically at his doings, then to the disappearing luminary on the other hand, as he began:

‘Phœbe silvarumque potens Diana!’

The horse stood still till he had finished the hymn, which Jude repeated under the sway of a polytheistic fancy that he would never have thought of humouring in broad daylight.

Reaching home, he mused over his curious superstition, innate or acquired, in doing this, and the strange forgetfulness which had led to such a lapse from common-sense and custom in one who wished, next to being a scholar, to be a Christian divine. It had all come of reading heathen works exclusively. The more he thought of it, the more convinced he was of his inconsistency. He began to wonder whether he could be reading quite the right books for his object in life. Certainly there seemed little harmony between this pagan literature and the mediæval colleges at Christminster, that ecclesiastical romance in stone.

Ultimately he decided that in his sheer love of reading he had taken up a wrong emotion for a Christian young man. He had dabbled in Homer, 6 but had never yet worked much at the New Testament in the Greek, though he possessed a copy, obtained by post from a second-hand bookseller. He abandoned the now familiar Ionic7 for a new dialect, and for a long time onward limited his reading almost entirely to the Gospels and Epistles in Griesbach’s text.8 Moreover, on going into Alfredston one day, he was introduced to patristic literature by finding at the bookseller’s some volumes of the Fathers9 which had been left behind by an insolvent clergyman of the neighbourhood.

As another outcome of this change of groove, he visited on Sundays all the churches within a walk, and deciphered the Latin inscriptions on fifteenth-century brasses and tombs. On one of these pilgrimages he met with a hunchbacked old woman of great intelligence, who read everything she could lay her hands on, and she told him more yet of the romantic charms of the city of light and lore. Thither he resolved as firmly as ever to go.

But how live in that city? At present he had no income at all. He had no trade or calling of any dignity or stability whatever on which he could subsist while carrying out an intellectual labour which might spread over many years.

What was most required by citizens? Food, clothing, and shelter. An income from any work in preparing the first would be too meagre; for making the second he felt a distaste; the preparation of the third requisite he inclined to. They built in a city; therefore he would learn to build. He thought of his unknown uncle, his cousin Susanna’s father, an ecclesiastical worker in metal, and somehow mediæval art in any material was a trade for which he had rather a fancy. He could not go far wrong in following his uncle’s footsteps, and engaging himself awhile with the carcases that contained the scholar souls.

As a preliminary he obtained some small blocks of freestone, metal not being available, and suspending his studies awhile, occupied his spare half-hours in copying the heads and capitals in his parish church.10

There was a stone-cutter11 of a humble kind in Alfredston, and as soon as he had found a substitute for himself in his aunt’s little business, he offered his services to this man for a trifling wage. Here Jude had the opportunity of learning at least the rudiments of freestone-working. Some time later he went to a church-builder in the same place, and under the architect’s direction became handy at restoring the dilapidated masonries of several village churches round about.

Not forgetting that he was only following up this handicraft as a prop to lean on while he prepared those greater engines which he flattered himself would be better fitted for him, he yet was interested in his pursuit on its own account. He now had lodgings during the week in the little town, whence he returned to Marygreen village every Saturday evening. And thus he reached and passed his nineteenth12 year.

VI

At this memorable date of his life he was, one Saturday, returning from Alfredston to Marygreen about three o’clock in the afternoon. It was fine, warm, and soft summer weather, and he walked with his tools at his back, his little chisels clinking faintly against the larger ones in his basket. It being the end of the week he had left work early, and had come out of the town by a roundabout route which he did not usually frequent, having promised to call at a flour-mill in that direction1 to execute a commission for his aunt.

He was in an enthusiastic mood. He seemed to see his way to living comfortably in Christminster in the course of a year or two, and knocking at the doors of one of those strongholds of learning of which he had dreamed so much. He might, of course, have gone there now, in some capacity or other, but he preferred to enter the city with a little more assurance as to means than he could be said to feel at present. A warm self-content suffused him when he considered what he had already done. Now and then as he went along he turned to face the peeps of country on either side of him. But he hardly saw them; the act was an automatic repetition of what he had been accustomed to do when less occupied; and the one matter which really engaged him was the mental estimate of his progress thus far.

‘I have acquired quite an average student’s power to read the common ancient classics, Latin in particular.’ This was true, Jude possessing a facility in that language which enabled him with great ease to himself to beguile his lonely walks by imaginary conversations therein.2

‘I have read two books of Homer, besides being pretty familiar with3 passages such as the speech of Phœnix in the ninth book, the fight of Hector and Ajax in the fourteenth, the appearance of Achilles unarmed and his heavenly armour in the eighteenth, and the funeral games in the twenty-third. I have also done some Hesiod, a little scrap of Thucydides, and a lot of the Greek Testament… I wish there was only one dialect, all the same.

‘I have done some mathematics, including the first six and the eleventh and twelfth books of Euclid; and algebra as far as simple equations.

‘I know something of the Fathers, and something of Roman and English history.4

‘These things are only a beginning. But I shall not make much further advance here, from the difficulty of getting books. Hence I must next concentrate all my energies on settling in Christminster. Once there I shall so advance, with the assistance I shall there get, that my present knowledge will appear to me but as childish ignorance. I must save money, and I will; and one of those colleges shall open its doors to me – shall welcome whom now it would spurn, if I wait twenty years for the welcome.

‘I’ll be D.D. before I have done!’

And then he continued to dream, and thought he might become even a bishop by leading a pure, energetic, wise, Christian life. And what an example he would set! If his income were £5000 a year, he would give away £4500 in one form and another, and live sumptuously (for him) on the remainder. Well, on second thoughts, a bishop was absurd. He would draw the line at an archdeacon.5 Perhaps a man could be as good and as learned and as useful in the capacity of archdeacon as in that of bishop. Yet he thought of the bishop again.

‘Meanwhile I will read, as soon as I am settled in Christminster, the books I have not been able to get hold of here: Livy, Tacitus, Herodotus, æschylus, Sophocles, Aristophanes – ’6

‘Ha, ha, ha! Hoity-toity!’ The sounds were expressed in light voices on the other side of the hedge, but he did not notice them. His thoughts went on:

‘ – Euripides, Plato, Aristotle, Lucretius, Epictetus, Seneca, Antoninus.7 Then I must master other things: the Fathers thoroughly; Bede8 and ecclesiastical history generally; a smattering of Hebrew – I only know the letters as yet – ’

‘Hoity-toity!’

‘ – but I can work hard. I having staying power in abundance, thank God! and it is that which tells… Yes, Christminster shall be my Alma Mater; and I’ll be her beloved son, in whom she shall be well pleased.’9

In his deep concentration on these transactions of the future, Jude’s walk had slackened, and he was now standing quite still, looking at the ground as though the future were thrown thereon by a magic lantern. On a sudden something smacked him sharply in the ear, and he became aware that a soft cold substance had been flung at him, and had fallen at his feet.

A glance told him what it was – a piece of flesh, the characteristic part of a barrow-pig, 10 which the countrymen used for greasing their boots, as it was useless for any other purpose. Pigs were rather plentiful hereabout, being bred and fattened in large numbers in certain parts of North Wessex.

On the other side of the hedge was a stream, whence, as he now for the first time realized, had come the slight sounds of voices and laughter that had mingled with his dreams. He mounted the bank and looked over the fence. On the further side of the stream stood a small homestead, having a garden and pigsties attached; in front of it, beside the brook, three young women were kneeling, with buckets and platters beside them containing heaps of pigs’ chitterlings, which they were washing in the running water. One or two pairs of eyes slyly glanced up, and perceiving that his attention had at last been attracted, and that he was watching them, they braced themselves for inspection by putting their mouths demurely into shape and recommencing their rinsing operations with assiduity.

‘Thank you!’ said Jude severely.

‘I didn’t throw it, I tell you!’ asserted one girl to her neighbour, as if unconscious of the young man’s presence.

‘Nor I, ’ the second answered.

‘O, Anny, how can you!’ said the third.

‘If I had thrown anything at all, it shouldn’t have been such an indecent thing as that!’

‘Pooh! I don’t care for him!’ And they laughed and continued their work, without looking up, still ostentatiously accusing each other.

Jude grew sarcastic as he wiped the spot where the clammy flesh had struck him.

‘ You didn’t do it – O no!’ he said to the up-stream one of the three.

She whom he addressed was a fine dark-eyed girl, not exactly handsome, but capable of passing as such at a little distance, despite some coarseness of skin and fibre. She had a round and prominent bosom, full lips, perfect teeth, and the rich complexion of a Cochin hen’s egg. She was a complete and substantial female human11 – no more, no less; and Jude was almost certain that to her was attributable the enterprise of throwing the lump of offal at him, the bladder, from which she had obviously just cut it off, lying close beside her.12

‘That you’ll never be told, ’ said she deedily.

‘Whoever did it was wasteful of other people’s property.’

‘O, that’s nothing. The pig is my father’s.’

‘But you want it back, I suppose?’

‘O yes; if you like to give it me.’

‘Shall I throw it across, or will you come to the plank above here for me to hand it to you?’

Perhaps she foresaw an opportunity; for somehow or other the eyes of the brown girl rested in his own when he had said the words, and there was a momentary flash of intelligence, a dumb announcement of affinity in posse, between herself and him, which, so far as Jude Fawley was concerned, had no sort of premeditation in it. She saw that he had singled her out from the three, as a woman is singled out in such cases, for no reasoned purpose of further acquaintance, but in commonplace obedience to conjunctive orders from headquarters, unconsciously received13 by unfortunate men when the last intention of their lives is to be occupied with the feminine.

Springing to her feet, she said: ‘Don’t throw it! Give it to me.’

Jude was now aware that the intrinsic value of the missile had nothing to do with her request. He set down his basket of tools, raked out with his stick the slip of flesh from the ditch, and got over the hedge. They walked in parallel lines, one on each bank of the stream, towards the small plank bridge. As the girl drew nearer to it, she gave, without Jude perceiving it, an adroit little suck to the interior of each of her cheeks in succession, by which curious and original manœuvre she brought as by magic upon its smooth and rotund surface a perfect dimple, which she was able to retain there as long as she continued to smile. This production of dimples at will was a not unknown operation, which many attempted, but only a few succeeded in accomplishing.

They met in the middle of the plank, and Jude held out his stick with the fragment of pig dangling therefrom, looking elsewhere the while, and faintly colouring.14

She, too, looked in another direction, and took the piece as though ignorant of what her hand was doing. She hung it temporarily on the rail of the bridge, and then, by a species of mutual curiosity, they both turned, and regarded it.

‘You don’t think I threw it?’

‘O no.’

‘It belongs to father, and he med have been in a taking if he had wanted it. He makes it into dubbin.’

‘What made either of the others throw it, I wonder?’ Jude asked, politely accepting her assertion, though he had very large doubts as to its truth.

‘Impudence. Don’t tell folk it was I, mind!’

‘How can I? I don’t know your name.’

‘Ah, no. Shall I tell it to you?’

‘Do!’

‘Arabella Donn. I’m living here.’

‘I must have known it if I had often come this way. But I mostly go straight along the high-road.’

‘My father is a pig-breeder, and these girls are helping me wash the innerds for black-puddings and chitterlings.’

They talked a little more and a little more, as they stood regarding the limp object dangling across15 the hand-rail of the bridge. The unvoiced call of woman to man, which was uttered very distinctly by Arabella’s personality, held Jude to the spot against his intention – almost against his will, and in a way new to his experience. It is scarcely an exaggeration to say that till this moment Jude had never looked at a woman to consider her as such, but had vaguely regarded the sex as beings outside his life and purposes. He gazed from her eyes to her mouth, thence to her bosom, and to her full round naked arms, wet, mottled with the chill of the water, and firm as marble.

‘What a nice-looking girl you are!’ he murmured, though the words had not been necessary to express his sense of her magnetism.

‘Ah, you should see me Sundays!’ she said piquantly.

‘I don’t suppose I could?’ he answered.

‘That’s for you to think on. There’s nobody after me just now, though there med be in a week or two.’ She had spoken this without a smile, and the dimples disappeared.

Jude felt himself drifting strangely, but could not help it. ‘Will you let me?’

‘I don’t mind.’

By this time she had managed to get back one dimple by turning her face aside for a moment and repeating the odd little sucking operation before mentioned, Jude being still unconscious of more than a general impression of her appearance. ‘Next Sunday?’ he hazarded.

‘To-morrow, that is?’

‘Yes.’

‘Shall I call?’

‘Yes.’

She brightened with a little glow of triumph, swept him almost tenderly with her eyes in turning, and throwing the offal out of the way upon the grass, 16 rejoined her companions.

Jude Fawley shouldered his tool-basket and resumed his lonely way, filled with an ardour at which he mentally stood at gaze. He had just inhaled a single breath from a new atmosphere, which had evidently been hanging round him everywhere he went, for he knew not how long, but had somehow been divided from his actual breathing as by a sheet of glass. The intentions as to reading, working, and learning, which he had so precisely formulated only a few minutes earlier, were suffering a curious collapse into a corner, he knew not how.

‘Well, it’s only a bit of fun,’ he said to himself, faintly conscious that to common-sense there was something lacking, and still more obviously something redundant, in the nature of this girl who had drawn him to her, which made it necessary that he should assert mere sportiveness on his part as his reason in seeking her – something in her quite antipathetic to that side of him which had been occupied with literary study and the magnificent Christminster dream. It had been no vestal who chose that missile for opening her attack on him. He saw this with his intellectual eye, just for a short fleeting while, as by the light of a falling lamp one might momentarily see an inscription on a wall before being enshrouded in darkness. And then this passing discriminative power was withdrawn, and Jude was lost to all conditions of things in the advent of a fresh and wild pleasure, that of having found a new channel for emotional interest hitherto unsuspected, though it had lain close beside him. He was to meet this enkindling one of the other sex on the following Sunday.

Meanwhile the girl had joined her companions, and she silently resumed her flicking and sousing of the chitterlings in the pellucid stream.

‘Catched un, my dear?’ laconically asked the girl called Anny.

‘I don’t know. I wish I had thrown something else than that!’ regretfully murmured Arabella.

‘Lord! he’s nobody, though you med think so. He used to drive old Drusilla Fawley’s bread-cart out at Marygreen, till he ’prenticed himself at Alfredston. Since then he’s been very stuck up, and always reading. He wants to be a scholar, they say.’

‘O, I don’t care what he is, or anything about ’n. Don’t you think it, my child!’

‘O, don’t ’ee! You needn’t try to deceive us! What did you stay talking to him for, if you didn’t want un? Whether you do or whether you don’t, he’s as simple as a child. I could see it as you courted on the bridge, wi’ that piece o’ the pig hanging between ye – haw-haw! What a proper thing to court over! Well, he’s to be had by any woman who can get him to care for her a bit, if she likes to set herself to catch him the right way.’

VII

The next day Jude Fawley was pausing in his bedroom with the sloping ceiling, looking at the books on the table, and then at the black mark on the plaster above them, made by the smoke of his lamp in past months.

It was Sunday afternoon, four and twenty hours after his meeting with Arabella Donn. During the whole bygone week he had been resolving to set this afternoon apart for a special purpose, – the re-reading of his Greek Testament – his new one, with better type than his old copy, following Griesbach’s text as amended by numerous correctors, and with variorum readings in the margin. He was proud of the book, having obtained it by boldly writing to its London publisher, a thing he had never done before.

He had anticipated much pleasure in this afternoon’s reading, under the quiet roof of his great-aunt’s house as formerly, where he now slept only two nights a week. But a new thing, a great hitch, had happened yesterday in the gliding and noiseless current of his life, and he felt as a snake must feel who has sloughed off its winter skin, and cannot understand the brightness and sensitiveness of its new one.

He would not go out to meet her, after all. He sat down, opened the book, and with his elbows firmly planted on the table, and his hands to his temples, began at the beginning:

H KAINH ΔIAθHKH.
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Had he promised to call for her? Surely he had! She would wait indoors, poor girl, and waste all her afternoon on account of him. There was a something in her, too, which was very winning, apart from promises. He ought not to break faith with her. Even though he had only Sundays and week-day evenings for reading he could afford one afternoon, seeing that other young men afforded so many. After to-day he would never probably see her again. Indeed, it would be impossible, considering what his plans were.

In short, as if materially, a compelling arm of extraordinary muscular power seized hold of him – something which had nothing in common with the spirits and influences that had moved him hitherto. This seemed to care little for his reason and his will, nothing for his so-called elevated intentions, and moved him along, as a violent schoolmaster a schoolboy he has seized by the collar, in a direction which tended towards the embrace of a woman for whom he had no respect, and whose life had nothing in common with his own except locality.

H KAINH ΔIAθHKH was suddenly closed, 1 and the predestinate Jude sprang up and across the room. Foreseeing such an event he had already arrayed himself in his best clothes. In three minutes he was out of the house and descending by the path across the wide vacant hollow of corn-ground which lay between the village and the isolated house of Arabella in the dip beyond the upland.

As he walked he looked at his watch. He could be back in two hours, easily, and a good long time would still remain to him for reading after tea.

Passing the few unhealthy fir-trees and cottage where the path joined the highway he hastened along, and struck away to the left, descending the steep side of the country to the west of the Brown House. Here at the base of the chalk formation he neared the brook that oozed from it, and followed the stream till he reached her dwelling. A smell of piggeries came from the back, and the grunting of the originators of that smell. He entered the garden, and knocked at the door with the knob of his stick.

Somebody had seen him through the window, for a male voice on the inside said:

‘Arabella! Here’s your young man come coorting! Mizzel, my girl!’

Jude winced at the words. Courting in such a business-like aspect as it evidently wore to the speaker was the last thing he was thinking of. He was going to walk with her, perhaps kiss her; but ‘courting’ was too coolly purposeful to be anything but repugnant to his ideas.

The door was opened and he entered, just as Arabella came downstairs in full 2 walking attire.

‘Take a chair, Mr. What’s-your-name?’ said her father, an energetic, black-whiskered man, in the same business-like tones Jude had heard from outside.

‘I’d rather go out at once, wouldn’t you?’ she whispered to Jude.

‘Yes, ’ said he. ‘We’ll walk up to the Brown House and back, we can do it in half-an-hour.’

Arabella looked so handsome amid her untidy surroundings that he felt glad he had come, and all the misgivings vanished that had hitherto haunted him.

First they clambered to the top of the great down, during which ascent he had occasionally to take her hand to assist her. Then they bore off to the left along the crest into the ridgeway, which they followed till it intersected the high-road at the Brown House aforesaid, the spot of his former fervid desires to behold Christminster. But he forgot them now. He talked the commonest local twaddle to Arabella with greater zest than he would have felt in discussing all the philosophies with all the Dons in the recently adored University, and passed the spot where he had knelt to Diana and Phœbus without remembering that there were any such people in the mythology, or that the Sun was anything else than a useful lamp for illuminating Arabella’s face. An indescribable lightness of heel served to lift him along; and Jude, the incipient scholar, prospective D. D., Professor, Bishop, or what not, felt himself honoured and glorified by the condescension of this handsome country wench in agreeing to take a walk with him in her Sunday frock and ribbons.

They reached the Brown House barn – the point at which he had planned to turn back. While looking over the vast northern landscape from this spot, they were struck by the rising of a dense volume of smoke from the neighbourhood of the little town3 which lay beneath them at a distance of a couple of miles.

‘It is a fire, ’ said Arabella. ‘Let’s run and see it – do! It is not far!’

The tenderness which had grown up in Jude’s bosom left him no will to thwart her inclination now – which pleased him in affording him excuse for a longer time with her. They started off down the hill almost at a trot; but on gaining level ground at the bottom, and walking a mile, they found that the spot of the fire was much further off than it had seemed.

Having begun their journey, however, they pushed on; but it was not till five o’clock that they found themselves on the scene, – the distance being altogether about half-a-dozen miles from Marygreen, and three from Arabella’s. The conflagration had been got under by the time they reached it, and after a short inspection of the melancholy ruins they retraced their steps – their course lying through the town of Alfredston.

Arabella said she would like some tea, and they entered an inn of an inferior class, and gave their order. As it was not for beer they had a long time to wait. The maid-servant recognized Jude, and whispered her surprise to her mistress in the background, that he, the student, ‘who kept hisself up so particular, ’ should have suddenly descended so low as to keep company with Arabella. The latter guessed what was being said, and laughed as she met the serious and tender gaze of her lover – the low and triumphant laugh of a careless woman who sees she is winning her game.

They sat and looked round the room, and at the picture of Samson and Delilah4 which hung on the wall, and at the circular beer-stains on the table, and at the spittoons underfoot filled with sawdust. The whole aspect of the scene had that depressing effect on Jude which few places can produce like a tap-room on a Sunday evening when the setting sun is slanting in, and no liquor is going, and the unfortunate wayfarer finds himself with no other haven of rest.

It began to grow dusk. They could not wait longer, really, they said. ‘Yet what else can we do?’ asked Jude. ‘It is a three-mile walk for you.’

‘I suppose we can have some beer, ’ said Arabella.

‘Beer, O yes. I had forgotten that. Somehow it seems odd to come to a public-house for beer on a Sunday evening.’

‘But we didn’t.’

‘No, we didn’t.’ Jude by this time wished he was out of such an uncongenial atmosphere; but he ordered the beer, which was promptly brought.

Arabella tasted it. ‘Ugh!’ she said.

Jude tasted. ‘What’s the matter with it?’ he asked. ‘I don’t understand beer very much now, it is true. I like it well enough, but it is bad to read on, and I find coffee better. But this seems all right.’

‘Adulterated – I can’t touch it!’ She mentioned three or four ingredients that she detected in the liquor beyond malt and hops, much to Jude’s surprise.

‘How much you know!’ he said good-humouredly.

Nevertheless she returned to the beer and drank her share, and they went on their way. It was now nearly dark, and as soon as they had withdrawn from the lights of the town they walked closer together, till they touched each other. She wondered why he did not put his arm round her waist, but he did not; he merely said what to himself seemed a quite bold enough thing: ‘Take my arm.’

She took it, thoroughly, up to the shoulder. He felt the warmth of her body against his, and putting his stick under his other arm held with his right hand her right as it rested in its place.

‘Now we are well together, dear, aren’t we?’ he observed.

‘Yes,’ said she; adding to herself: ‘Rather mild!’

‘How fast I have become!’ he was thinking.

Thus they walked till they reached the foot of the upland, where they could see the white highway ascending before them in the gloom. From this point the only way of getting to Arabella’s was by going up the incline, and dipping again into her valley on the right. Before they had climbed far they were nearly run into by two men who had been walking on the grass unseen.

‘These lovers – you find ’em out o’ doors in all seasons and weathers – lovers and homeless dogs only, ’ said one of the men as they vanished down the hill.

Arabella tittered lightly.

‘Are we lovers?’ asked Jude.

‘You know best.’

‘But you can tell me?’

For answer she inclined her head upon his shoulder. Jude took the hint, and encircling her waist with his arm, pulled her to him and kissed her.

They walked now no longer arm in arm but, as she had desired, clasped together. After all, what did it matter since it was dark, said Jude to himself. When they were half way up the long hill they paused as by arrangement, and he kissed her again. They reached the top, and he kissed her once more.

‘You can keep your arm there, if you would like to, ’ she said gently.

He did so, thinking how trusting she was.

Thus they slowly went towards her home. He had left his cottage at half-past three, intending to be sitting down again to the New Testament by half-past five. It was nine o’clock when, with another embrace, he stood to deliver her up at her father’s door.

She asked him to come in, if only for a minute, as it would seem so odd otherwise, and as if she had been out alone in the dark. He gave way, and followed her in. Immediately that the door was opened he found, in addition to her parents, several neighbours sitting round. They all spoke in a congratulatory manner, and took him seriously as Arabella’s intended partner.

They did not belong to his set or circle, and he felt out of place and embarrassed. He had not meant this: a mere afternoon of pleasant walking with Arabella, that was all he had meant. He did not stay longer than to speak to her stepmother, a simple, quiet woman without features or character; and bidding them all good night plunged with a sense of relief into the track over the down.

But that sense was only temporary: Arabella soon reasserted her sway in his soul. He walked as if he felt himself to be another man from the Jude of yesterday. What were his books to him? what were his intentions, hitherto adhered to so strictly, as to not wasting a single minute of time day by day? ‘Wasting!’ It depended on your point of view to define that: he was just living for the first time: not wasting life. It was better to love a woman than to be a graduate, or a parson; ay, or a pope!

When he got back to the house, his aunt had gone to bed, and a general consciousness of his neglect seemed written on the face of all things confronting him. He went upstairs without a light, and the dim interior of his room accosted him with sad inquiry.5 There lay his book open, just as he had left it, and the capital letters on the title-page regarded him with fixed reproach in the grey starlight, like the unclosed eyes of a dead man:

CHAPTER VII
H KAINH ΔIAθHKH.
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Jude had to leave early next morning for his usual week of absence at lodgings; and it was with a sense of futility that he threw into his basket upon his tools and other necessaries the unread book he had brought with him.

He kept his impassioned doings a secret almost from himself. Arabella, on the contrary, made them public among all her friends and acquaintance.

Retracing by the light of dawn the road he had followed a few hours earlier, under cover of darkness, with his sweetheart by his side, he reached the bottom of the hill, where he walked slowly, and stood still. He was on the spot where he had given her the first kiss. As the sun had only just risen it was possible that nobody had passed there since. Jude looked on the ground and sighed. He looked closely, and could just discern in the damp dust the imprints of their feet as they had stood locked in each other’s arms. She was not there now, and ‘the embroidery of imagination upon the stuff of nature’ so depicted her past presence that a void was in his heart which nothing could fill. A pollard willow stood close to the place, and that willow was different from all other willows in the world. Utter annihilation of the six days which must elapse before he could see her again as he had promised would have been his intensest wish if he had had only the week to live.

An hour and half later Arabella came along the same way with her two companions of the Saturday. She passed unheedingly the scene of the kiss, and the willow that marked it, though chattering freely on the subject to the other two.

‘And what did he tell ’ee next?’

‘Then he said – ’ And she related almost word for word some of his tenderest speeches. If Jude had been behind the fence he would have felt not a little surprised at learning how very few of his sayings and doings on the previous evening were private.

‘You’ve got him to care for ’ee a bit, ’nation if you ha’n’t!’ murmured Anny judicially. ‘It’s well to be you!’

In a few moments Arabella replied in a curiously low, fierce tone of latent sensuousness:6 ‘I’ve got him to care for me: yes! But I want him to more than care for me; I want him to have me – to marry me!7 I must have him. I can’t do without him. He’s the sort of man I long for. I shall go mad if I can’t give myself to him altogether! I felt I should when I first saw him!’

‘As he is a romancing, straightfor’ard, honest chap, he’s to be had, and as a husband, if you set about catching him in the right way.’

Arabella remained thinking awhile. ‘What med be the right way?’ she asked.

‘O you don’t know – you don’t!’ said Sarah, the third girl.

‘On my word I don’t! – No further, that is, than by plain courting, and taking care he don’t go too far!’

The third girl looked at the second. ‘She don’tknow!’

‘’Tis clear she don’t!’ said Anny.

‘And having lived in a town, too, as one may say! Well, we can teach ’ee som’at then, as well as you us.’

‘Yes. And how do you mean – a sure way to gain a man? Take me for a’ innocent, and have done wi’ it!’

‘As a husband.’

‘As a husband.’

‘A countryman that’s honourable and serious-minded such as he; God forbid that I should say a sojer, or sailor, or commercial gent from the towns, or any of them that be slippery with poor women! I’d do no friend that harm!’

‘Well, such as he, of course!’

Arabella’s companions looked at each other, and turning up their eyes in drollery began smirking. Then one went up close to Arabella, and, although nobody was near, imparted some information in a low tone, the other observing curiously the effect upon Arabella.8

‘Ah!’ said the last-named slowly. ‘I own I didn’t think of that way!

…But suppose he isn’t honourable? A woman had better not have tried it!’

‘Nothing venture nothing have! Besides, you make sure that he’s honourable before you begin. You’d be safe enough with yours. I wish I had the chance! Lots of girls do it; or do you think they’d get married at all?’

Arabella pursued her way in silent thought. ‘I’ll try it!’ she whispered; but not to them.

VIII

At the week’s end Jude was again walking out to his aunt’s at Marygreen from his lodging in Alfredston, a walk which now had large attractions for him quite other than his desire to see his aged and morose relative. He diverged to the right before ascending the hill with the single purpose of gaining, on his way, a glimpse of Arabella that should not come into the reckoning of regular appointments. Before quite reaching the homestead his alert eye perceived the top of her head moving quickly hither and thither over the garden hedge. Entering the gate he found that three young unfattened pigs had escaped from their sty by leaping clean over the top, and that she was endeavouring unassisted to drive them in through the door which she had set open. The lines of her countenance changed from the rigidity of business to the softness of love when she saw Jude, and she bent her eyes languishingly upon him. The animals took advantage of the pause by doubling and bolting out of the way.

‘They were only put in this morning!’ she cried, stimulated to pursue in spite of her lover’s presence. ‘They were drove from Spaddleholt Farm1 only yesterday, where father bought ’em at a stiff price enough. They are wanting to get home again, the stupid toads! Will you shut the garden gate, dear, and help me to get ’em in? There be no men-folk at home, only mother, and they’ll be lost if we don’t mind.’

He set himself to assist, and dodged this way and that over the potato rows and the cabbages. Every now and then they ran together, when he caught her for a moment and kissed her. The first pig was got back promptly; the second with some difficulty; the third, a long-legged creature, was more obstinate and agile. He plunged through a hole in the garden hedge, and into the lane.

‘He’ll be lost if I don’t follow ’n!’ said she. ‘Come along with me!’

She rushed in full pursuit out of the garden, Jude alongside her, barely contriving to keep the fugitive in sight. Occasionally they would shout to some boy to stop the animal, but he always wriggled past and ran on as before.

‘Let me take your hand, darling, ’ said Jude. ‘You are getting out of breath.’ She gave him her now hot hand with apparent willingness, and they trotted along together.

‘This comes of driving ’em home, ’ she remarked. ‘They always know the way back if you do that. They ought to have been carted over.’

By this time the pig had reached an unfastened gate admitting to the open down, across which he sped with all the agility his little legs afforded. As soon as the pursuers had entered and ascended to the top of the high ground it became apparent that they would have to run all the way to the farmer’s if they wished to get at him. From this summit he could be seen as a minute speck, following an unerring line towards the farm.

‘It is no good!’ cried Arabella. ‘He’ll be there long before we get there. It don’t matter now we know he’s not lost or stolen on the way. They’ll see it is ours, and send un back. O dear, how hot I be!’

Without relinquishing her hold of Jude’s hand she swerved aside and flung herself down on the sod under a stunted thorn, precipitately pulling Jude on to his knees at the same time.2

‘O, I ask pardon – I nearly threw you down, didn’t I! But I am so tired!’

She lay supine, and straight as an arrow, on the sloping sod of this hill-top, gazing up into the blue miles of sky, and still retaining her warm hold of Jude’s hand. He reclined on his elbow near her.

‘We’ve run all this way for nothing, ’ she went on, her form heaving and falling in quick pants, her face flushed, her full red lips parted, and a fine dew of perspiration on her skin. ‘Well – why don’t you speak, deary?’

‘I’m blown too. It was all up hill.’

They were in absolute solitude – the most apparent of all solitudes, that of empty surrounding space. Nobody could be nearer than a mile to them without their seeing him. They were, in fact, on one of the summits of the county, and the distant landscape around Christminster could be discerned from where they lay. But Jude did not think of that then.

‘O, I can see such a pretty thing up this tree, ’ said Arabella. ‘A sort of a – caterpillar, of the most loveliest green and yellow you ever came across!’

‘Where?’ said Jude, sitting up.

‘You can’t see him there – you must come here, ’ said she.

He bent nearer and put his head by hers. ‘No – I can’t see it, ’ he said.

‘Why, on the limb there where it branches off – close to the moving leaf – there!’ She gently pressed his face towards the position.

‘I don’t see it, ’ he repeated, the back of his head against her cheek. ‘But I can, perhaps, standing up.’ He stood accordingly, placing himself in the direct line of her gaze.

‘How stupid you are!’ she said crossly, turning away her face.

‘I don’t care to see it, dear: why should I?’ he replied, looking down upon her. ‘Get up, Abby.’

‘Why?’

‘I want you to let me kiss you. I’ve been waiting to ever so long!’

She rolled round her face, remained a moment looking deedily aslant at him; then with a slight curl of the lip sprang to her feet, and exclaiming abruptly ‘I must mizzel!’ walked off quickly homeward. Jude followed and rejoined her.

‘Just one!’ he coaxed.

‘Shan’t!’ she said.

He, surprised: ‘What’s the matter?’

She kept her two lips resentfully together, and Jude followed her like a pet lamb till she slackened her pace and walked beside him, talking calmly on indifferent subjects, and always checking him if he tried to take her hand or clasp her waist. Thus they descended to the precincts of her father’s homestead, and Arabella went in, nodding good-bye to him with a supercilious, affronted air.

‘I expect I took too much liberty with her, somehow, ’ Jude said to himself, as he withdrew with a sigh and went on to Marygreen.

On Sunday morning the interior of Arabella’s home was, as usual, the scene of a grand weekly cooking, the preparation of the special Sunday dinner. Her father was shaving before a little glass hung on the mullion of the window, and her mother3 and Arabella herself were shelling beans hard by. A neighbour passed on her way home from morning service at the nearest church, and seeing Donn engaged at the window with the razor, nodded and came in.

She at once spoke playfully to Arabella: ‘I zeed ’ee running with ’un – hee-hee! I hope ’tis coming to something?’

Arabella merely threw a look of consciousness into her face without raising her eyes.

‘He’s for Christminster, I hear, as soon as he can get there.’

‘Have you heard that lately – quite lately?’ asked Arabella with a jealous, tigerish indrawing of breath.

‘O no! But it has been known a long time that it is his plan. He’s on’y waiting here for an opening. Ah well: he must walk about with somebody I s’pose. Young men don’t mean much now-a-days. ’Tis a sip here and a sip there with ’em. ’Twas different in my time.’

When the gossip had departed Arabella said suddenly to her mother: ‘I want you and father to go and inquire how the Edlins4 be, this evening after tea. Or no – there’s evening service at Fensworth – you can walk to that.’

‘Oh? What’s up to-night, then?’

‘Nothing. Only I want the house to myself. He’s shy; and I can’t get un to come in when you are here. I shall let him slip through my fingers if I don’t mind, much as I care for ’n!’5

‘If it is fine we med as well go, since you wish.’

In the afternoon Arabella met and walked with Jude, who had now for weeks ceased to look into a book of Greek, Latin, or any other tongue. They wandered up the slopes till they reached the green track along the ridge, which they followed to the circular British earth-bank6 adjoining, Jude thinking of the great age of the trackway, and of the drovers who had frequented it, probably before the Romans knew the country. Up from the level lands below them floated the chime of church bells. Presently they were reduced to one note, which quick

ened, and stopped.

‘Now we’ll go back, ’ said Arabella, who had attended to the sounds.

Jude assented. So long as he was near her he minded little where he was. When they arrived at her house he said lingeringly: ‘I won’t come in. Why are you in such a hurry to go in to-night? It is not near dark.’

‘Wait a moment, ’ said she. She tried the handle of the door and found it locked.

‘Ah – they are gone to church, ’ she added. And searching behind the scraper she found the key and unlocked the door. ‘Now, you’ll come in a moment?’ she asked lightly. ‘We shall be all alone.’

‘Certainly, ’ said Jude with alacrity, the case being unexpectedly altered.

Indoors they went. Did he want any tea? No, it was too late: he would rather sit and talk to her. She took off her jacket and hat, and they sat down – naturally enough close together.

‘Don’t touch me, please, ’ she said softly. ‘I am part egg-shell. Or perhaps I had better put it in a safe place.’ She began unfastening the collar of her gown.

‘What is it?’ said her lover.

‘An egg – a bantam’s egg.7 I am hatching a very rare sort. I carry it about everywhere with me, and it will get hatched in less than three weeks.’

‘Where do you carry it?’

‘Just here.’ She put her hand into her bosom and drew out the egg, which was wrapped in wool, outside it being a piece of pig’s bladder, in case of accidents. Having exhibited it to him she put it back, ‘Now mind you don’t come near me. I don’t want to get it broke, and have to begin another.’

‘Why do you do such a strange thing?’

‘Just for a fancy. I suppose it is natural for a woman to want to bring live things into the world.’

‘It is very awkward for me just now, ’ he said, laughing.

‘It serves you right. There – that’s all you can have of me.’

She had turned round her chair, and, reaching over the back of it, presented her cheek to him gingerly.

‘That’s very shabby of you!’

‘You should have catched me a minute ago when I had put the egg down! There!’ she said defiantly, ‘I am without it now!’ She had quickly withdrawn the egg a second time; but before he could quite reach her she had put it back as quickly, laughing with the excitement of her strategy. Then there was a little struggle, Jude making a plunge for it and capturing it triumphantly. Her face flushed; and becoming suddenly conscious he flushed also.

They looked at each other, panting; till he rose and said: ‘One kiss, now I can do it without damage to property; and I’ll go!’

But she had jumped up too. ‘You must find me first!’ she cried.

Her lover followed her as she withdrew. It was now dark inside the room, and the window being small he could not discover for a long time what had become of her, till a laugh revealed her to have rushed up the stairs, whither Jude rushed at her heels.

IX

It was some two months later in the year, and the pair had met constantly during the interval. Arabella seemed dissatisfied; she was always imagining, and waiting, and wondering.

One day she met the itinerant Vilbert. She, like all the cottagers thereabout, knew the quack well, and they began talking about her experiences. Arabella had been gloomy, but before he left her she had grown brighter.1 That evening she kept an appointment with Jude, who seemed sad.

‘I am going away, ’ he said to her. ‘I think I ought to go. I think it will be better both for you and for me. I wish some things had never begun! I was much to blame, I know. But it is never too late to mend.’

Arabella began to cry. ‘How do you know it is not too late?’ she said. ‘That’s all very well to say! I haven’t told you yet!’ and she looked into his face with streaming eyes.

‘What?’ he asked, turning pale. ‘Not…?’

‘Yes! And what shall I do if you desert me!’

‘O Arabella – how can you say that, my dear! You know I wouldn’t desert you!’

‘Well then–’

‘I have next to no wages as yet, you know; or perhaps I should have thought of this before… But, of course, if that’s the case, we must marry! What other thing do you think I could dream of doing?’

‘I thought – I thought, deary, perhaps you would go away all the more for that, and leave me to face it alone!’

‘You knew better! Of course I never dreamt six months ago, or even three, of marrying. It is a complete smashing up of my plans – I mean my plans before I knew you, my dear. But what are they, after all! Dreams about books, and degrees, and impossible scholarships, and all that. Certainly we’ll marry: we must!’

That night he went out alone, and walked in the dark, self-communing. He knew well, too well, in the secret centre of his brain, that Arabella was not worth a great deal as a specimen of womankind. Yet, such being the custom of the rural districts, among honourable young men who had drifted so far into intimacy2 with a woman as he unfortunately had done, he was ready to abide by what he had said, and take the consequences. For his own soothing he kept up a factitious belief in her. His idea of her was the thing of most consequence, not Arabella herself, he sometimes said laconically.

The banns were put in and published the very next Sunday. The people of the parish all said what a simple fool young Fawley was. All his reading had only come to this, that he would have to sell his books to buy saucepans. Those who guessed the probable state of affairs, Arabella’s parents being among them, declared that it was the sort of conduct they would have expected of such an honest young man as Jude in reparation of the wrong he had done his innocent sweetheart. The parson who married them seemed to think it satisfactory too.

And so, standing before the aforesaid officiator, the two swore that at every other time of their lives3 they would assuredly believe, feel, and desire precisely as they had believed, felt, and desired during the few preceding weeks. What was as remarkable as the undertaking itself was the fact that nobody seemed at all surprised at what they swore.

Fawley’s aunt being a baker she made him a bride-cake, saying bitterly that it was the last thing she could do for him, poor silly fellow; and that it would have been far better if, instead of his living to trouble her, he had gone underground years before with his father and mother. Of this cake Arabella took some slices, wrapped them up in white note-paper, and sent them to her companions in the pork-dressing business, Anny and Sarah, labelling each packet ‘In remembrance of good advice.’

The prospects of the newly married couple were certainly not very brilliant even to the most sanguine mind. He, a stone-cutter’s apprentice, nineteen years of age, was working for half wages till he should be out of his time. His wife was absolutely useless in a town-lodging, where he at first had considered it would be necessary for them to live. But the urgent need of adding to income in ever so little a degree caused him to take a lonely roadside cottage between the Brown House and Marygreen, that he might have the profits of a vegetable garden, and utilize her past experiences by letting her keep a pig. But it was not the sort of life he had bargained for, and it was a long way to walk to and from Alfredston every day. Arabella, however, felt that all these makeshifts were temporary; she had gained a husband; that was the thing – a husband with a lot of earning power in him for buying her frocks and hats when he should begin to get frightened a bit, and stick to his trade, and throw aside those stupid books for practical undertakings.

So to the cottage he took her on the evening of the marriage, giving up his old room at his aunt’s – where so much of the hard labour at Greek and Latin had been carried on.

A little chill overspread him at her first unrobing. A long tail of hair, which Arabella wore twisted up in an enormous knob at the back of her head, was deliberately unfastened, stroked out, and hung upon the looking-glass which he had bought her.

‘What – it wasn’t your own?’ he said, with a sudden distaste for her.

‘O no – it never is nowadays with the better class.’

‘Nonsense! Perhaps not in towns. But in the country it is supposed to be different. Besides, you’ve enough of your own, surely? Why, it’s a lot!’

‘Yes, enough as country notions go. But in towns the men expect more, and when I was barmaid at Aldbrickham–’

‘Barmaid at Aldbrickham?’

‘Well, not exactly barmaid – I used to draw the drink at a public-house there – just for a little time; that was all. Some people put me up to getting this, and I bought it just for a fancy. The more you have the better in Aldbrickham, which is a finer town than all your Christminsters. Every lady of position wears false hair – the barber’s assistant told me so.’

Jude thought with a feeling of sickness that though this might be true to some extent, for all that he knew, many unsophisticated girls would and did go to towns and remain there for years without losing their simplicity of life and embellishments. Others, alas, had an instinct towards artificiality in their very blood, and became adepts in counterfeiting at the first glimpse of it. However, perhaps there was no great sin in a woman adding to her hair, and he resolved to think no more of it.

A new-made wife can usually manage to look interesting for a few weeks, even though the prospects of the household ways and means are cloudy. There is a certain piquancy about her situation, and her manner to her acquaintance at the sense of it, which carries off the gloom of facts, and renders even the humblest bride independent awhile of the real. Mrs. Jude Fawley was walking in the streets of Alfredston one market-day with this quality in her carriage when she met Anny her former friend, whom she had not seen since the wedding.

As usual they laughed before talking; the world seemed funny to them without saying it.

‘So it turned out a good plan you see!’ remarked the girl to the wife. ‘I knew it would with such as him. He’s a dear good fellow, and you ought to be proud of un.’

‘I am, ’ said Mrs. Fawley quietly.

‘And when do you expect–?’

‘Ssh! Not at all.’

‘What!’

‘I was mistaken.’

‘O Arabella, Arabella; you be a deep one! Mistaken! well, that’s clever – it’s a rale stroke of genius! It is a thing I never thought o’, wi’ all my experience! I never thought beyond the rale thing – not that one could sham it!’

‘Don’t you be too quick to cry sham! ’Twasn’t sham. I didn’t know.’

‘My word – won’t he be in a taking! He’ll give it to ’ee o’ Saturday nights! Whatever it was, he’ll say it was a trick – a double one, by the Lord!’

‘I’ll own to the first, but not to the second… Pooh – he won’t care! He’ll be glad I was wrong in what I said. He’ll shake down, bless ’ee – men always do. What can ’em do otherwise? Married is married.’

Nevertheless it was with a little uneasiness that Arabella approached the time when in the natural course of things she would have to reveal that the alarm she had raised had been without foundation. The occasion was one evening at bed-time, and they were in their chamber in the lonely cottage by the wayside, to which Jude walked home from his work every day. He had worked hard the whole twelve hours, and had retired to rest before his wife. When she came into the room he was between sleeping and waking, and was barely conscious of her undressing before the little looking-glass as he lay.

One action of hers, however, brought him to full cognition. Her face being reflected towards him as she sat, he could perceive that she was amusing herself by artificially producing in each cheek the dimple before alluded to, a curious accomplishment of which she was mistress, effecting it by a momentary suction. It seemed to him for the first time that the dimples were far oftener absent from her face during his intercourse with her nowadays than they had been in the earlier weeks of their acquaintance.

‘Don’t do that, Arabella!’ he said suddenly. ‘There is no harm in it, but – I don’t like to see you.’

She turned and laughed. ‘Lord. I didn’t know you was awake!’ she said. ‘How countrified you are! That’s nothing.’

‘Where did you learn it?’

‘Nowhere that I know of. They used to stay without any trouble when I was at the public-house; but now they won’t. My face was fatter then.’

‘I don’t care about dimples. I don’t think they improve a woman – particularly a married woman, and of full-sized figure like you.’

‘Most men think otherwise.’

‘I don’t care what most men think, if they do. How do you know?’

‘I used to be told so when I was serving in the tap-room.’

‘Ah – that public-house experience accounts for your knowing about the adulteration of the ale when we went and had some that Sunday evening. I thought when I married you that you had always lived in your father’s house.’

‘You ought to have known better than that, and seen I was a little more finished than I could have been by staying where I was born. There was not much to do at home, and I was eating my head off, so I went away for three months.’

‘You’ll soon have plenty to do now, dear, won’t you?’

‘How do you mean?’

‘Why, of course – little things to make.’

‘Oh.’

‘When will it be? Can’t you tell me exactly, instead of in such general terms as you have used?’

‘Tell you?’

‘Yes – the date.’

‘There’s nothing to tell. I made a mistake.’

‘What?’

‘It was a mistake.’

He sat bolt upright in bed and looked at her. ‘How can that be?’

‘People fancy wrong things sometimes.’

‘But–! Why, of course, so unprepared as I was, without a stick of furniture, and hardly a shilling, I shouldn’t have hurried on our affair, and brought you to a half-furnished hut before I was ready, if it had not been for the news you gave me, which made it necessary to save you, ready or no… Good God!’

‘Don’t take on, dear. What’s done can’t be undone.’4

‘I have no more to say!’

He gave the answer simply, and lay down; and there was silence between them.

When Jude awoke the next morning he seemed to see the world with a different eye. As to the point in question he was compelled to accept her word; in the circumstances he could not have acted otherwise while ordinary notions prevailed. But how came they to prevail?

There seemed to him, vaguely and dimly, something wrong in a social ritual which made necessary a cancelling of well-formed schemes involving years of thought and labour, of foregoing a man’s one opportunity of showing himself superior to the lower animals, and of contributing his units of work to the general progress of his generation, because of a momentary surprise by a new and transitory instinct which had nothing in it of the nature of vice, and could be only at the most called weakness. He was inclined to inquire5 what he had done, or she lost, for that matter, that he deserved to be caught in a gin which would cripple him, if not her also, for the rest of a lifetime? There was perhaps something fortunate in the fact that the immediate reason of his marriage had proved to be non-existent. But the marriage remained.

X

The time arrived for killing the pig which Jude and his wife had fattened in their sty during the autumn months, and the butchering was timed to take place as soon as it was light in the morning, so that Jude might get to Alfredston without losing more than a quarter of a day.

The night had seemed strangely silent. Jude looked out of the window long before dawn, and perceived that the ground was covered with snow – snow rather deep for the season, it seemed, a few flakes still falling.

‘I’m afraid the pig-killer won’t be able to come, ’ he said to Arabella.

‘O, he’ll come. You must get up and make the water hot, if you want Challow to scald him. Though I like singeing best.’

‘I’ll get up, ’ said Jude. ‘I like the way of my own county.’

He went downstairs, lit the fire under the copper, and began feeding it with bean-stalks, all the time without a candle, the blaze flinging a cheerful shine into the room; though for him the sense of cheerfulness was lessened by thoughts on the reason of that blaze – to heat water to scald an animal that as yet lived, and whose voice could be continually heard from a corner of the garden. At half-past six, the time of appointment with the butcher, the water boiled, and Jude’s wife came downstairs.

‘Is Challow come?’ she asked.

‘No.’

They waited, and it grew lighter, with the dreary light of a snowy dawn. She went out, gazed along the road, and returning said, ‘He’s not coming. Drunk last night, I expect. The snow is not enough to hinder him, surely!’

‘Then we must put it off. It is only the water boiled for nothing. The snow may be deep in the valley.’

‘Can’t be put off. There’s no more victuals for the pig. He ate the last mixing o’ barleymeal yesterday morning.’

‘Yesterday morning? What has he lived on since?’

‘Nothing.’

‘What – he has been starving?’

‘Yes. We always do it the last day or two, to save bother with the innerds.1 What ignorance, not to know that!’

‘That accounts for his crying so. Poor creature!’

‘Well – you must do the sticking – there’s no help for it. I’ll show you how. Or I’ll do it myself – I think I could. Though as it is such a big pig I had rather Challow had done it. However, his basket o’ knives and things have been already sent on here, and we can use ’em.’

‘Of course you shan’t do it, ’ said Jude. ‘I’ll do it, since it must be done.’

He went out to the sty, shovelled away the snow for the space of a couple of yards or more, and placed the stool in front, with the knives and ropes at hand. A robin peered down at the preparations from the nearest tree, and, not liking the sinister look of the scene, flew away, though hungry. By this time Arabella had joined her husband, and Jude, rope in hand, got into the sty, and noosed the affrighted animal, who, beginning with a squeak of surprise, rose to repeated cries of rage. Arabella opened the sty-door, and together they hoisted the victim on to the stool, legs upward, and while Jude held him Arabella bound him down, looping the cord over his legs to keep him from struggling.

The animal’s note changed its quality. It was not now rage, but the cry of despair; long-drawn, slow and hopeless.

‘Upon my soul I would sooner have gone without the pig than have had this to do!’ said Jude. ‘A creature I have fed with my own hands.’

‘Don’t be such a tender-hearted fool! There’s the sticking-knife – the one with the point. Now whatever you do, don’t stick un too deep.’

‘I’ll stick un effectually, so as to make short work of it. That’s the chief thing.’

‘You must not!’ she cried. ‘The meat must be well bled, and to do that he must die slow. We shall lose a shilling a score if the meat is red and bloody! Just touch the vein, that’s all. I was brought up to it, and I know. Every good butcher keeps un bleeding long. He ought to be eight or ten minutes dying, at least.’

‘He shall not be half a minute if I can help it, however the meat may look, ’ said Jude determinedly. Scraping the bristles from the pig’s upturned throat, as he had seen the butchers do, he slit the fat; then plunged in the knife with all his might.

‘’Od damn it all!’ she cried, ‘that ever I should say it! You’ve over-stuck un! And I telling you all the time–’

‘Do be quiet, Arabella, and have a little pity on the creature!’

However unworkmanlike the deed, it had been mercifully done. The blood flowed out in a torrent instead of in the trickling stream she had desired. The dying animal’s cry assumed its third and final tone, the shriek of agony; his glazing eyes rivetting themselves on Arabella with the eloquently keen reproach of a creature recognizing at last the treachery of those who had seemed his only friends.

‘Make un stop that!’ said Arabella. ‘Such a noise will bring somebody or other up here, and I don’t want people to know we are doing it ourselves.’ Picking up the knife from the ground whereon Jude had flung it, she slipped it into the gash, and slit the wind-pipe. The pig was instantly silent, his dying breath coming through the hole.

‘That’s better, ’ she said.

‘It is a hateful business!’ said he.

‘Pigs must be killed.’

The animal heaved in a final convulsion, and, despite the rope, kicked out with all his last strength. A tablespoonful of black clot came forth, the trickling of red blood having ceased for some seconds.

‘That’s it; now he’ll go, ’ said she. ‘Artful creatures – they always keep back a drop like that as long as they can!’

The last plunge had come so unexpectedly as to make Jude stagger, and in recovering himself he kicked over the vessel in which the blood had been caught.

‘There!’ she cried, thoroughly in a passion. ‘Now I can’t make any blackpot. There’s a waste, all through you!’

Jude put the pan upright, but only about a third of the whole steaming liquid was left in it, the main part being splashed over the snow, and forming a dismal, sordid, ugly spectacle – to those who saw it as other than an ordinary obtaining of meat. The lips and nostrils of the animal turned livid, then white, and the muscles of his limbs relaxed.

‘Thank God!’ Jude said. ‘He’s dead.’

‘What’s God got to do with such a messy job as a pig-killing, I should like to know!’ she said scornfully. ‘Poor folks must live.’

‘I know, I know, ’ said he. ‘I don’t scold you.’

Suddenly they became aware of a voice at hand.

‘Well done, young married volk! I couldn’t have carried it out much better myself, cuss me if I could!’ The voice, which was husky, came from the garden-gate, and looking up from the scene of slaughter they saw the burly form of Mr. Challow leaning over the gate, critically surveying their performance.

‘’Tis well for ’ee to stand there and glane!’ said Arabella. ‘Owing to your being late the meat is blooded and half spoiled! ’Twon’t fetch so much by a shilling a score!’

Challow expressed his contrition. ‘You should have waited a bit, ’ he said, shaking his head, ‘and not have done this – in the delicate state, too, that you be in at present, ma’am. ’Tis risking yourself too much.’

‘You needn’t be concerned about that, ’ said Arabella, laughing. Jude too laughed, but there was a strong flavour of bitterness in his amusement.

Challow made up for his neglect of the killing by zeal in the scalding and scraping. Jude felt dissatisfied with himself as a man at what he had done, though aware of his lack of common sense, and that the deed would have amounted to the same thing if carried out by deputy. The white snow, stained with the blood of his fellow-mortal, wore an illogical look to him as a lover of justice, not to say a Christian; but he could not see how the matter was to be mended. No doubt he was, as his wife had called him, a tender-hearted fool.

He did not like the road to Alfredston now. It stared him cynically in the face. The wayside objects reminded him so much of his courtship of his wife that, to keep them out of his eyes, he read whenever he could as he walked to and from his work. Yet he sometimes felt that by caring for books he was not escaping commonplace nor gaining rare ideas, every working-man being of that taste now. When passing near the spot by the stream on which he had first made her acquaintance he one day heard voices just as he had done at that earlier time. One of the girls who had been Arabella’s companions was talking to a friend in a shed, himself being the subject of discourse, possibly because they had seen him in the distance. They were quite unaware that the shed-walls were so thin that he could hear their words as he passed.

‘Howsomever, ’twas I put her up to it! “Nothing venture nothing have, ” I said. If I hadn’t she’d no more have been his mis’ess than I.’

‘’Tis my belief she knew before…’

What had Arabella been put up to by this woman, so that he should make her his ‘mis’ess, ’ otherwise wife? The suggestion was horridly unpleasant, and it rankled in his mind so much that instead of entering his own cottage when he reached it he flung his basket inside the garden-gate and passed on, determined to go and see his old aunt and get some supper there.

This made his arrival home rather late. Arabella, however, was busy melting down lard from fat of the deceased pig, for she had been out on a jaunt all day, and so delayed her work. Dreading lest what he had heard should lead him to say something regrettable to her he spoke little. But Arabella was very talkative, and said among other things that she wanted some money. Seeing the book sticking out of his pocket she added that he ought to earn more.

‘An apprentice’s wages are not meant to be enough to keep a wife on, as a rule, my dear.’

‘Then you shouldn’t have had one.’

‘Come, Arabella! That’s too bad, when you know how it came about.’

‘I’ll declare afore Heaven that I thought what I told you was true. Doctor Vilbert thought so. It was a good job for you that it wasn’t so!’

‘I don’t mean that, ’ he said hastily. ‘I mean before that time. I know it was not your fault; but those women friends of yours gave you bad advice. If they hadn’t, or you hadn’t taken it, we should at this moment have been free from a bond which, not to mince matters, galls both of us devilishly. It may be very sad, but it is true.’

‘Who’s been telling you about my friends? What advice? I insist upon your telling me.’

‘Pooh – I’d rather not.’

‘But you shall – you ought to. It is mean of ’ee not to!’

‘Very well.’ And he hinted gently what had been revealed to him. ‘But I don’t wish to dwell upon it. Let us say no more about it.’

Her defensive manner collapsed. ‘That was nothing, ’ she said, laughing coldly. ‘Every woman has a right to do such as that. The risk is hers.’

‘I quite deny it, Bella. She might if no life-long penalty attached to it for the man, or, in his default, for herself; if the weakness of the moment could end with the moment, or even with the year. But when effects stretch so far she should not go and do that which entraps a man if he is honest, or herself if he is otherwise.’

‘What ought I to have done?’

‘Given me time… Why do you fuss yourself about melting down that pig’s fat to-night? Please put it away!’

‘Then I must do it to-morrow morning. It won’t keep.’

‘Very well – do.’

XI

Next morning, which was Sunday, she resumed operations about ten o’clock; and the renewed work recalled the conversation which had accompanied it the night before, and put her back into the same intractable temper.

‘That’s the story about me in Marygreen, is it – that I entrapped ’ee? Much of a catch you was, Lord send!’ As she warmed she saw some of Jude’s dear ancient classics on a table where they ought not to have been laid. ‘I won’t have them books here in the way!’ she cried petulantly; and seizing them one by one she began throwing them upon the floor.

‘Leave my books alone!’ he said. ‘You might have thrown them aside if you had liked, but as to soiling them like that, it is disgusting!’ In the operation of making lard Arabella’s hands had become smeared with the hot grease, and her fingers consequently left very perceptible imprints on the book-covers. She continued deliberately to toss the books severally upon the floor, till Jude, incensed beyond bearing, caught her by the arms to make her leave off. Somehow, in doing so, he loosened the fastening of her hair, and it rolled about her ears.

‘Let me go!’ she said.

‘Promise to leave the books alone.’

She hesitated. ‘Let me go!’ she repeated.

‘Promise!’

After a pause: ‘I do.’

Jude relinquished his hold, and she crossed the room to the door, out of which she went with a set face, and into the highway. Here she began to saunter up and down, perversely pulling her hair into a worse disorder than he had caused, and unfastening several buttons of her gown.1 It was a fine Sunday morning, dry, clear and frosty, and the bells of Alfredston Church could be heard on the breeze from the north. People were going along the road, dressed in their holiday clothes; they were mainly lovers – such pairs as Jude and Arabella had been when they sported along the same track some months earlier. These pedestrians turned to stare at the extraordinary spectacle she now presented, bonnetless, her dishevelled hair blowing in the wind, her bodice apart, 2 her sleeves rolled above her elbows for her work, and her hands reeking with melted fat. One of the passers said in mock terror: ‘Good Lord deliver us!’

‘See how he’s served me!’ she cried. ‘Making me work Sunday mornings when I ought to be going to my church, and tearing my hair off my head, and my gown off my back!’3

Jude was exasperated, and went out to drag her in by main force. Then he suddenly lost his heat. Illuminated with the sense that all was over between them, and that it mattered not what she did, or he, her husband stood still, regarding her. Their lives were ruined, he thought; ruined by the fundamental error of their matrimonial union: that of having based a permanent contract on a temporary feeling which had no necessary connection with affinities that alone render a life-long comradeship tolerable.

‘Going to ill-use me on principle, as your father ill-used your mother, and your father’s sister ill-used her husband?’ she asked. ‘All you be a queer lot as husbands and wives!’

Jude fixed an arrested, surprised look on her. But she said no more, and continued her saunter till she was tired. He left the spot, and, after wandering vaguely a little while, walked in the direction of Marygreen. Here he called upon his great-aunt, whose infirmities daily increased.

‘Aunt – did my father ill-use my mother, and my aunt her husband?’ said Jude abruptly, sitting down by the fire.

She raised her ancient eyes under the rim of the bygone bonnet that she always wore. ‘Who’s been telling you that?’ she said.

‘I have heard it spoken of, and want to know all.’

‘You med so well, I s’pose; though your wife – I reckon ’twas she – must have been a fool to open up that! There isn’t much to know after all. Your father and mother couldn’t get on together, and they parted. It was coming home from Alfredston market, when you were a baby – on the hill by the Brown House barn – that they had their last difference, and took leave of one another for the last time. Your mother soon afterwards died – she drowned herself, in short, and your father went away with you to South Wessex, and never came here any more.’

Jude recalled his father’s silence about North Wessex and Jude’s mother, never speaking of either till his dying day.

‘It was the same with your father’s sister. Her husband offended her, and she so disliked living with him afterwards that she went away to London4 with her little maid. The Fawleys were not made for wedlock: it never seemed to sit well upon us. There’s sommat in our blood that won’t take kindly to the notion of being bound to do what we do readily enough if not bound. That’s why you ought to have hearkened to me, and not ha’ married.’

‘Where did father and mother part – by the Brown House, did you say?’

‘A little further on – where the road to Fenworth branches off, and the handpost stands. A gibbet once stood there.’

In the dusk of that evening Jude walked away from his old aunt’s as if to go home. But as soon as he reached the open down he struck out upon it till he came to a large round pond. The frost continued, though it was not particularly sharp, and the larger stars overhead came out slow and flickering. Jude put one foot on the edge of the ice, and then the other: it cracked under his weight; but this did not deter him. He ploughed his way inward to the centre, the ice making sharp noises as he went. When just about the middle he looked around him and gave a jump. The cracking repeated itself; but he did not go down. He jumped again, but the cracking had ceased. Jude went back to the edge, and stepped upon the ground.

It was curious, he thought. What was he reserved for? He supposed he was not a sufficiently dignified person for suicide. Peaceful death abhorred him as a subject, and would not take him.

What could he do of a lower kind than self-extermination; what was there less noble, more in keeping with his present degraded position? He could get drunk. Of course that was it; he had forgotten. Drinking was the regular, stereotyped resource of the despairing worthless. He began to see now why some men boozed at inns. He struck down the hill northwards and came to an obscure public-house. On entering and sitting down the sight of the picture of Samson and Delilah on the wall caused him to recognize the place as that he had visited with Arabella on that first Sunday evening of their courtship. He called for liquor and drank briskly for an hour or more.

Staggering homeward late that night, with all his sense of depression gone, and his head fairly clear still, he began to laugh boisterously, and to wonder how Arabella would receive him in his new aspect. The house was in darkness when he entered, and in his stumbling state it was some time before he could get a light. Then he found that, though the marks of pig-dressing, of fats and scallops, were visible, the materials themselves had been taken away. A line written by his wife on the inside of an old envelope was pinned to the cotton blower of the fireplace:

‘Have gone to my friends. Shall not return.’

All the next day he remained at home, and sent off the carcase of the pig to Alfredston. He then cleaned up the premises, locked the door, put the key in a place she would know if she came back, and returned to his masonry at Alfredston.

At night when he again plodded home he found she had not visited the house. The next day went in the same way, and the next. Then there came a letter from her.

That she had grown tired of him she frankly admitted. He was such a slow old coach, and she did not care for the sort of life he led. There was no prospect of his ever bettering himself or her. She further went on to say that her parents had, as he knew, for some time considered the question of emigrating to Australia, the pig-jobbing business being a poor one nowadays. They had at last decided to go, and she proposed to go with them, if he had no objection. A woman of her sort would have more chance over there than in this stupid country.

Jude replied that he had not the least objection to her going. He thought it a wise course, since she wished to go, and one that might be to the advantage of both. He enclosed in the packet containing the letter the money that had been realized by the sale of the pig, with all he had besides, which was not much.

From that day he heard no more of her except indirectly, though her father and his household did not immediately leave, but waited till his goods and other effects had been sold off. When Jude learnt that there was to be an auction at the house of the Donns he packed his own household goods into a waggon, and sent them to her at the aforesaid homestead, that she might sell them with the rest, or as many of them as she should choose.

He then went into lodgings at Alfredston, and saw in a shop-window the little handbill announcing the sale of his father-in-law’s furniture. He noted its date, which came and passed without Jude’s going near the place, or perceiving that the traffic out of Alfredston by the southern road was materially increased by the auction. A few days later he entered a little broker’s shop in the main street of the town, and amid a heterogeneous collection of saucepans, a clothes-horse, rolling pin, brass candlestick, swing looking-glass, and other things at the back of the shop, evidently just brought in from a sale, he perceived a little framed photograph, which turned out to be his own portrait.

It was one which he had had specially taken and framed by a local man in bird’s-eye maple, as a present for Arabella, and had duly given her on their wedding-day. On the back was still to be read, ‘Jude to Arabella, ’ with the date. She must have thrown it in with the rest of her property at the auction.

‘Oh, ’ said the broker, seeing him look at this and the other articles in the heap, and not perceiving that the portrait was of himself: ‘It is a small lot of stuff that was knocked down to me at a cottage sale out on the road to Marygreen. The frame is a very useful one, if you take out the likeness. You shall have it for a shilling.’

The utter death of every tender sentiment in his wife, as brought home to him by this mute and undesigned evidence of her sale of his portrait and gift, was the conclusive little stroke required to demolish all sentiment in him. He paid the shilling, took the photograph away with him, and burnt it, frame and all, when he reached his lodging.

Two or three days later he heard that Arabella and her parents had departed. He had sent a message offering to see her for a formal leave-taking, but she had said that it would be better otherwise, since she was bent on going, which perhaps was true. On the evening following their emigration, when his day’s work was done, he came out of doors after supper, and strolled in the starlight along the too familiar road towards the upland whereon had been experienced the chief emotions of his life. It seemed to be his own again.

He could not realize himself. On the old track he seemed to be a boy still, hardly a day older than when he had stood dreaming at the top of that hill, inwardly fired for the first time with ardours for Christminster and scholarship. ‘Yet I am a man, ’ he said. ‘I have a wife. More, I have arrived at the still riper stage of having disagreed with her, disliked her, had a scuffle with her, and parted from her.’

He remembered then that he was standing not far from the spot at which the parting between his father and his mother was said to have occurred.

A little further on was the summit, whence Christminster, or what he had taken for that city, had seemed to be visible. A milestone, now, as always, stood at the roadside hard by. Jude drew near it, and felt rather than read the mileage to the city. He remembered that once on his way home he had proudly cut with his keen new chisel an inscription on the back of that milestone, embodying his aspirations. It had been done in the first week of his apprenticeship, before he had been diverted from his purposes by an unsuitable woman. He wondered if the inscription were legible still, and going to the back of the milestone brushed away the nettles. By the light of a match he could still discern what he had cut so enthusiastically so long ago:

[image: image]

The sight of it, unimpaired, within its screen of grass and nettles, lit in his soul a spark of the old fire.5 Surely his plan should be to move onward through good and ill – to avoid morbid sorrow even though he did see uglinesses in the world? Bene agere et lætari– to do good cheerfully – which he had heard to be the philosophy of one Spinoza, 6 might be his own even now.

He might battle with his evil star, and follow out his original intention.

By moving to a spot a little way off he uncovered the horizon in a north-easterly direction. There actually rose the faint halo, a small dim nebulousness, hardly recognizable save by the eye of faith. It was enough for him. He would go to Christminster as soon as the term of his apprenticeship expired.

He returned to his lodgings in a better mood, and said his prayers.
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