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BIOGRARHY -

Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) is one of Engiand’s greatest and
best-loved writers. His novels are all set in a region of
southern England that he called Wessex. They are famous for
his descriptions of the countryside and the lives of poor
country people in the nineteenth century.

Jude the Obscure is the last of Hardy's major novels, which
also. include Tess of the d’Urbervilles, The Mayor of Casterbridge
and Far From the Madding Crowd (Simply Stornes, Level 3).

After Jude the Obscure, he concentrated on writing poetry.
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PART ONE: AT MARYGREEN
Chapter One

The schoolmaster was leaving the village and everybody
seemed sorry. As his belongings were brought out of the
schoolhouse, tears came into the eyes of a small boy of eleven,
one of his night-school pupils.

‘Why are you going to Christminster, Mr Phillotson?’ asked
the boy.

‘You wouldn’t understand, Jude,’ the schoolmaster said
kindly. “You will, perhaps, when you are older.’

‘I think I would understand now, Mr Phillotson.’

‘Well then,” said the teacher. ‘’'m going to Christminster to
be near the university. My dream is to go to university and
then to enter the Church.’

Jude helped to lift Phillotson’s things onto a cart, all except
a piano. ‘Aunt can look after that,” the boy suggested, ‘until
you send for it.’

At nine o’clock, the schoolmaster got up into the cart
beside his box of books. ‘Goodbye, my friends,” he said. ‘Be a
good boy, Jude. Be kind to animals and read all you can. And
if you ever come to Christminster, hunt me out.’

The horse and cart moved off across the village green, past
the well and the old cottages and the new church. Jude
looked sadly down into the well at the water far below. ‘He
was too clever to stay here any longer,” he said to himself, ‘A
small, sleepy village like Marygreen!’

‘Bring me that water, you lazy young good-for-nothing!” A
thin old woman had come to the door of her cottage.

Jude waved, picked up his buckets and walked across the green.

A little blue sign over the door of the cottage said, ‘Drusilla
Fawley, baker’. This was Jude’s great-aunt, his grandfather’s
sister. As he emptied the buckets, he could hear her talking
inside to some of the other village women.
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‘And who's he?’ asked a newcomer when Jude entered.

‘My great-nephew,” replied Miss Fawley. ‘He came up to
me from South Wessex a year ago, when his father died. Poor
useless boy! But he has to earn a penny wherever he can. Just
now, he keeps the birds away for Farmer Troutham.’

‘And he can help you with the baking, I suppose.’

‘Hmph!” said Miss Fawley. ‘It’s a pity the schoolmaster
didn’t take him with him to Christminster. The boy’s crazy
for books. His cousin Sue’s the same, I’ve heard, though I've
hardly seen her since her mother ~ well, I won’t go into that.
Jude,” she said, turning to him, ‘don’t you ever marry. The
Fawleys shouldn’t marry.’

Jude went out to the bakehouse and ate the cake put out
for his breakfast. Then he climbed over a hedge onto a
path that led down to a large, lonely field planted with
crops.

Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Every few seconds, the boy
banged together two pieces of wood to frighten the birds
away. Then, feeling tired and sorry for them, he threw down
the clacker. ‘Farmer Troutham can afford to let you have some
dinner,” he said aloud. ‘Eat, my dear little birdies!” The birds,
black shapes on the brown earth, stayed and ate.

WHAM-CLACK! Jude and the birds rose together into the
air as a red-faced farmer hit the boy on the seat of his trousers
with his own clacker. ‘So!’ shouted Troutham, hitting him
again and again on his behind. ‘It’s “Eat,"my dear birdies”, is
it, young man? That’s how you earn your sixpence a day
keeping the birds off my crops!” He stopped at last. ‘Here’s
your payment for today. Now, go home and don’t let me ever
see you on my fields again!’

Jude found his aunt at home, selling a loaf to a little girl,

“Why are you back so early?’ the old woman demanded.

"Mr Troutham has sent me away because 1 let the birds eat
a little bit. There are the last wages [ shall ever earn!” Jude
threw the sixpence tragically onto the table.
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‘Ah! Why didn’t you go to Christminster with that
schoolmaster of yours?’ ‘

Jude helped his aunt for the rest of the morning. Then he
went into the village and asked a man where Chnstminster
was.

‘Over there, about twenty miles away.” The man pointed to
the north-east, past Farmer Troutham’s field.

Jude’s curiosity increased. The railway had brought him
from the south up to Marygreen, but he had never been north
beyond it. Quietly, he went back down to Troutham’s field
and up the far side, to where the path joined the main road.
To his surprise, he found he was looking down on miles of
flat lowland.

Not far from the road stood a farm building known as the
Brown House. Jude stopped when he noticed a ladder and
two men repairing the roof.

‘T'want to know where Christminster is, please,” he said.

‘It’s out across there, past those trees.” One of the men
pointed. “You can see it on a clear day.’

“The best time to see it,” said the other man, locking in the
sarne direction, ‘is when the sun’s going down, all faming red.
But you can’t see it now. It’s tvo cloudy.’

In the evening, when Jude passed the Brown House again
on his way home, the ladder was still there though the men
had gone. He climbed up it, prayed, and waited.

About quarter of an hour before sunset, the clouds thinned
in the west. Jude looked to the north-east as the men had told
him. There, now, he could see points of light. The air became
clearer still. Now the points of light showed themselves as the
windows and shiny wet roofs and spires of a city. It was
Christminster! A

The boy looked on and on, until suddenly the shine went
‘and the city was hidden again. The sun had set.

Jude climbed quickly down the ladder and began to run
towards Marygreen, trying not to think about ghosts.
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Jude went to the Brown House whenever he could and looked
eagerly into the distance.

Chapter Two

From this time on, Jude went to the Brown House whenever
he could and looked eagerly into the distance. One evening
when he was there, a team of horses came slowly up the hill,
pulling coal.

‘Have you come from Christminster?’ he asked the carter.

‘No, not that far,” replied the carter pleasantly. He noticed
the book of stories under the boy’s arm. ‘You couldn’t
understand the books they read in Christminster, young man,’
he went on. ‘It’s all learning there, nothing but learning and
religion! I'm talking of the college life, of course. As for
music, there’s beautiful music everywhere in Christminster.
And the buildings, well! There’s nothing like them anywhere
in the world ...
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of light, ke said to himself. ‘It’s a place of learmmg and
religion. It would just suit me.’

But how could he prepare himseif for Chrisiminsicr? He
would start learning. Yes, he would learn Latiri and Greek!
But how could he get the right books?

At about this date, Phillotson sent for his pianc and that
gave Jude an idea. He wrote his hero a letter, asking him to
get him some old grammar-books in Christminster; and he hid
the letter inside the piano.

Every morning before his aunt was up, Jude then called at the
village post office. At last, a packet arrived. He cut the string,
opened the books — and discovered, to his horror, that every
word of both Latin and Greek had to be individually learnt!

‘I can’t do it!” he cried. “Why was I ever born?’

.

Jude was now twelve years old. He quickly recovered from his
disappointment over the grammar-books and began to make
himself useful to his aunt. Her bakery grew, and they bought
an old horse and cart. Jude used this horse and cart for
delivering bread to cottages outside the village, and for
studying his Latin and Greek at the same time.

At sixteen, he decided to concentrate on Christian studies. He
read the New Testament in Greek; and on Sundays he visited all
the local churches, translating anything he found in Latin.

He was as determined as ever to go to Christminster. But
how could he support himself there while he studied? He had
no income and no trade. Perhaps he could enter the building
trade. The uncle he had never met, his cousin Susanna’s
father, did ecclesiastical metal work. Perhaps he, Jude, could
do church work of some sort, too. '

As soon as he had settled matters with his aunt, he went to
the little market-town of Alfredston, on the main road north of
the Brown House, and found work with a stone-mason there.
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Jude now stayed in the town during the week, and walked
the five miles back to Marygreen every Saturday. In this way,
he reached and passed his nineteenth vear.

Chapter Three

One Saturday afternoon at this time, Jude was returning early
to Marygreen with his basket of tools on his back. It was fine
summer weather and he was feeling pleased with his progress.

‘Now,” he said to himseif as he wandered back past the
village of Cresscombe, ‘I must settle in Christminster where [
can buy books more easily. 'l save money and get into a
college. I might even become a leader of the Church ...’

‘Ha-ha~ha!” The sound of girls’ laughter came over the
hedge, but Jude did not notice.

‘At Christminster, I must master ecclesiastical history ...’

‘Ha-ha-ha!’

‘I can work hard. Christminster will be proud of me.’

Jude was still deep in his dream when something soft and
cold bit him on the ear and fell at his feet. He looked down. It
was part of a pig, the unmentionable part of a pig!

He looked over the hedge. There was a stream and a
cottage with some pigs. Three young women were kneeling
by the stream, washing lumps of meat in the running water.

“Thank you!” he said, as he wiped his face.

‘T didn’t throw it!” said one girl to her neighbour.

‘Oh, Anny?!’ said the second.

“You didn’t do it, oh no!” Jude said to the third. He was
almost sure she was responsible.

‘Shan’t tell you.” The girl was dark-eyed, well-built, almost
handsome.

Jude climbed over the hedge and the two met on a small
bridge over the stream.

‘Don’t tell people it was I who threw it!’ said the girl.
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‘How can I? I don’t know your name.’

‘Arabella Donn. I live here. My father sells pigs.’

They talked a little more, and a little more. Jude had never
before looked at 2 woman as a woman. Now he looked from
Arabella’s eyes to her mouth, to her breast, to her round bare
arms. )

‘You should see me on Sundays!’ she said.

‘T don’t suppose I could? Tomorrow? Shall I call?’

‘Yes.” The girl looked at him almost tenderly, and returned
to the congratulations of her companions.

Jude, as he went on his way, breathed new air. Suddenly,
his plans for reading, working and learning were pushed to
one side. ‘But it’s only a bit of fun,” he said to himself.

1 4

[t was Sunday afternoon and Jude was in his room at his
aunt’s. He would not, he decided, go to meet the girl. He
would read his Greek New Testament. He sat down at the
table and, almost as soon, jumped up again. He could surely
give up just one afternoon ... In three minutes, he was out of
the house in his best clothes and on his way down to Arabella
Donn’s, west of the Brown House.

A smell of pigs came from the back and a man called out in
a business-like voice, ‘Arabella! Your young man!’

Jude entered just as Arabella came downstairs in her Sunday
best. She looked so handsome that he was glad he had come.

They walked up to the Brown House, but in his excitement
Jude did not once look towards Christminster. This country
girtl in her Sunday dress had agreed to take a walk with him!
Our student, our future leader of the Church, was quite
overcome. The pair went on to Alfredston and, at Arabella’s
suggestion, had some beer at an inn. ‘

It was getting dark when they started home, and they
walked closer together. ‘Take my arm,’ said Jude, and Arabella
took it, up to the shoulder.
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As they climbed to the Brown House, she put her head on
his shoulder. Jude took the hint and kissed her. When they
were halfway up the hill, he kissed her again. They reached
the top and he kissed her once more.

It was nine o’clock when they arrived at her home and later
still when ‘Arabella’s young man’ got back to Marygreen. In
his room, the New Testament still lay open on the table in
silent accusation. '

*

Jude left early next moming for his usual week in Alfredston.
At the place where he had first kissed Arabella, he stopped and
sighed. Six days before he could see her again!

A little later, Arabella came the same way with her two
companions. She passed the place of the kiss without even
noticing it.

‘And what did le say mext?’

“Then he said ..." Arabella repeated some of Jude’s tenderest
words to her.

“You’ve made him care for you,’ said the one called Anny.

‘Yes,” answered Arabella in a low, hungry voice. ‘But I
want more than that. I want him to have me, to marry me!’

‘Well, he’s an honest countryman. You can get him if you
go about it in the right way.”.

‘What's the right way?’

The other two girls looked at each other. ‘She doesn’t
know! Though she’s lived in a town?’

‘How do you mean? Tell me a sure way to catch a man, as
- a husband.’

Arabella’s companions locked at each othcr again, and
laughed. Then one spoke quietly in her ear.

‘Ah!” Arabella said slowly ‘I didn’t thmk of that.’

‘Lots of girls do it,’” said Anny.
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