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PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION

THE HISTORY of this novel (whose birth in its pres-
ent 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 on-
wards, some of the circumstances being suggested by the
death of a woman in the former year. The scenes were re-
visited in October, 1892; the narrative was written in out-
line 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, be-
ing 1n 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 mag-
azine version was for various reasons an abridged and
modified one, the present edition being the first in which
the whole appears as originally written. And in the diffi-
culty of coming to an early decision in the matter of a title,
the tale was issued under a provisional name, two such ti-
tles 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, derision and disaster, that may press in the wake
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of the strongest passion known to humanity; to tell, with-
out a mincing of words, of a deadly war waged between
flesh and spirit; and to point the tragedy of unfulfilled
aims, | am not aware that there is anything in the handling
to which exception can be taken.

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

August, 1895



POSTSCRIPT

THE ISSUE of this book sixteen years ago, with the
explanatory Preface given above, was followed by
unexpected incidents, and one can now look back for a
moment at what happened. Within a day or two of its
publication the reviewers pronounced upon it in tones to
which the reception of Tess of the d 'Urbervilles bore no
comparison, though there were two or three dissentients
from the chorus. This salutation of the story in England
was instantly cabled to America, and the music was re-
inforced on that side of the Atlantic in a shrill cre-
scendo.

In my own eyes the sad feature of the attack was that
the greater part of the story—that which presented the
shattered i1deals of the two chief characters, and had
been more especially, and indeed almost exclusively, the
part of interest to myself~—was practically ignored by
the adverse press of the two countries; the while that
some twenty or thirty pages of sorry detail deemed nec-
essary to complete the narrative, and show the antithe-
ses in Jude’s life, were almost the sole portions read and
regarded. And curiously enough, a reprint the next year
of a fantastic tale that had been published in a family
paper some time before, drew down upon my head a
continuation of the same sort of invective from several
quarters.
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So much for the unhappy beginning of Jude’s career
as a book. After these verdicts from the press its next
misfortune was to be burnt by a bishop—probably in
his despair at not being able to burn me.

Then somebody discovered that Jude was a moral
work—austere 1n its treatment of a difficult subject—as
if the writer had not all the time said in the Preface that
it was meant to be so. Thereupon many uncursed me,
and the matter ended, the only effect of it on human
conduct that I could discover being its effect on my-
self—the experience completely curing me of further
interest in novel-writing.

One incident among many arising from the storm of
words was that an American man of letters, who did not
whitewash his own morals, informed me that, having
bought a copy of the book on the strength of the
shocked criticism, he read on and on, wondering when
the harmfulness was going to begin, and at last flung it
across the room with execrations at having been in-
duced by the rascally reviewers to waste a dollar-and-
half on what he was pleased to call “a religious and
ethical treatise.”

[ sympathized with him, and assured him honestly that
the misrepresentations had been no collusive trick of
mine to increase my circulation among the subscribers to
the papers in question.

Then there was the case of the lady who having shud-
dered at the book in an influential article bearing inter-
mediate headlines of horror, and printed in a world-read
journal, wrote to me shortly afterwards that it was her
desire to make my acquaintance.

To return, however, to the book itself. The marriage
laws being used in great part as the tragic machinery of
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the tale, and its general drift on the domestic side tend-
ing to show that, in Diderot’s words, the civil law
should be only the enunciation of the law of nature (a
statement that requires some qualification, by the way),
[ have been charged since 1895 with a large respon-
sibility in this country for the present “shop-soiled”
condition of the marriage theme (as a learned writer
characterized it the other day). I do not know. My opin-
ion at that time, if I remember rightly, was what it is
now, that a marriage should be dissolvable as soon as it
becomes a cruelty to either of the parties—being then
essentially and morally no marriage—and it seemed a
good foundation for the fable of a tragedy, told for its
own sake as a presentation of particulars containing a
good deal that was universal, and not without a hope
that certain cathartic, Aristotelian qualities might be
found therein.

The difficulties down to twenty or thirty years back
of acquiring knowledge in letters without pecuniary
means were used in the same way; though I was in-
formed that some readers thought these episodes an
attack on venerable institutions, and that when Ruskin
College was subsequently founded it should have been
called the College of Jude the Obscure.

Artistic effort always pays heavily for finding its
tragedies in the forced adaptation of human instincts to
rusty and irksome moulds that do not fit them. To do
Bludyer and the conflagratory bishop justice, what
they meant seems to have been only this: “We Britons
hate ideas, and we are going to live up to that privi-
lege of our native country. Your picture may not show
the untrue or the uncommon, or even be contrary to the
canons of art; but it 1s not the view of life that we who
thrive on conventions can permit to be painted.”
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But what did it matter. As for the matrimonial scenes,
in spite of their “touching the spot,” and the scream-
ing of a poor lady in Blackwood that there was an unholy
anti-marriage league afoot, the famous contract—
sacrament I mean—is doing fairly well still, and people
marry and give in what may or may not be true marriage
as light-heartedly as ever. The author has even been re-
proached by some earnest correspondents that he has
left the question where he found it, and has not pointed
the way to a much-needed reform.

After the issue of Jude the Obscure as a serial story in
Germany, an experienced reviewer of that country in-
formed the writer that Sue Bridehead, the heroine, 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 produc-
ing, mainly in cities as yet; who does not recognize the
necessity for most of her sex to follow marriage as a
profession, and boast themselves as superior people
because they are licensed to be loved on the premises.
The regret of this critic was that the portrait of the
newcomer had been left to be drawn by a man, and was
not done by one of her own sex, who would never have
allowed her to break down at the end.

Whether this assurance is borne out by dates I can-
not say. Nor am | able, across the gap of years since
the production of the novel, to exercise more crit-
icism upon it of a general kind than extends to a few
verbal corrections, whatever, good or bad, it may con-
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‘tain. And no doubt there can be more in a book than
the author consciously puts there, which will help ei-
ther to its profit or to its disadvantage as the case
may be.

T.H.
April, 1912



-



PART FIRST

AT MARYGREEN

“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?”

| —ESDRAS.

T HE 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 de-
parting teacher’s effects. For the schoolhouse had been
partly furnished by the managers, and the only cumber-
some 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
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purchased article had been a perpetual trouble to him ever
since 1in 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 ar-
rived 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, 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 assist-
ing 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 have 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, sald the blacksmith.

[t was decided that a deputation should wait on the
boy’s aunt—an old maiden resident—and ask her 1f she
would house the piano till Mr. Phillotson should send for
it. The smith and the bailiff started to see about the practi-
cability of the suggested shelter, and the boy and the
schoolmaster were left standing alone.

“Sorry | am going, Jude?” 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 pres-
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ent moment afar off, like certain historic disciples, indis-
posed 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 part-
ing gift, and admitted that he was sorry.

*So am 1,” said Mr. Phillotson.

“Why do you go, sir?” asked the boy.

“Ah—that would be a long story. You wouldn’t under-
stand 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
hallmark 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, [ 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 |
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 remov-
ing 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 shan’t forget you, Jude,” he said, smiling, as the cart
moved off. “Be a good boy, remember; and be kind to ani-
mals and birds, and read all you can. And if ever you come
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to Christminster remember you hunt me out for old ac-
quaintance’ 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 framework, 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
down. 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 | 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 un-
furled 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
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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—mnearly in the centre of the little
village, or rather hamlet of Marygreen.

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, 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 flowerbeds of the
neighbourhood. In place of it a tall new building of modern
Gothic design, unfamiliar to English eyes, had been erected
on a new piece of ground by a certain obliterator 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 eighteen-penny castiron crosses warranted to last five
years.



