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Introduction

We loved each other too much, too selfishly, you and I, Jude; and now
we're punished . . .'

Young Jude Fawley lives in the sleepy village of Marygreen but
he often looks across the fields to the roofs and spires of the city
of Christminster. He promises himself that one day he will leave
his obscure life in Marygreen and go there. He will study at the
university, enter the church and become a great man.

But it is not easy for a poor boy to follow the path Jude
has chosen, and life has many surprises for him. First, there is
Arabella Donn, the beautiful country girl who is looking for a
husband. And then there is Sue Bridehead, whom Jude loves.

Thomas Hardy was born in 1840, in Upper Bockhampton, a
village near Dorchester in the south-west of England. His father
was a stone-mason and builder. Thomas was educated at local
schools and then got a job in a local architect's office, where he
remained for ten years. In 1861, he moved to London and
studied at evening classes. He began to write stories. One of his
early books was Under the Greenwood Tree (1872). The book was
quite successful, and Hardy decided to give up architecture and
become a professional writer. In 1874, he completed Far from the
Madding Crowd. This novel already has some of the sadness and
seriousness that are to be found in Hardy's later work. Other
novels followed, all set in 'Wessex', the south-west of England
where he grew up: The Mayor of Casterbridge (1886), The Wood-
landers (1887), Tess of the D'Urbervilles (1891) and Jude the Obscure
(1896).

Hardy died in 1928 at the age of eighty-eight.

iv

PART 1 AT MARYGREEN

Chapter 1 Goodbye, Mr Phillotson

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. 'I'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.
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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.

'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, turn-
ing 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 I let the birds eat a
little bit. There are the last wages I shall ever earn!' Jude threw
the sixpence tragically onto the table.

'Ah! Why didn't you go to Christminster with that school-
master of yours?'

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

'I 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, looking in the

same direction, 'is when the sun's going down, all flaming red.
But you can't see it now. It's too 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!

The boy looked on and on, until suddenly the shine went and
the city was hidden again. The sun had set.
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Jude went to the Brown House whenever he could and looked
eagerly into the distance.

Jude climbed quickly down the ladder and began to run
towards Marygreen, trying not to think about ghosts.

Chapter 2 Preparing for Christminster

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 beauti-
ful music everywhere in Christminster. And the buildings, well!
There's nothing like them anywhere in the world

Jude walked home, deep in thought. 'Christminster is a city of
light,' he said to himself. 'It's a place of learning and religion. It
would just suit me.'

But how could he prepare himself for Christminster? He
would start learning. Yes, he would learn Latin and Greek! But
how could he get the right books?

At about this date, Phillotson sent for his piano 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
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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.

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 year.

Chapter 3 Arabella

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 himself as he wandered back past the village
of Cresscombe, 'I must settle in Christminster where I can buy
books more easily. I'll 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 hit

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.
'I 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.
'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 a 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.
'I 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.

It 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.
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They walked up to the Brown House, but in his excitement
Jude did not once look towards Christminster. This country girl
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.

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 morning 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 com-
panions. She passed the place of the kiss without even noticing it.

'And what did he say next?'
'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?'
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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 looked at each other again, and
laughed. Then one spoke quietly in her ear.

'Ah!' Arabella said slowly. 'I didn't think of that.'
'Lots of girls do it,' said Anny.

Chapter 4 Tricked into Marriage

Every weekend that summer, Jude walked out with Arabella. He
made no progress with his books — but neither did he make the
sort of progress that Arabella wanted.

Suddenly, one Sunday morning, the girl said to her mother,
'There's a service at Fensworth church this evening. I want you
and Father to walk to that.'

'What's going on tonight, then?'
'Nothing,' said Arabella. 'But he's shy, and he won't come in

when you're here.'
In the afternoon, as usual, she met Jude. They walked on the

high ground and the sound of church bells floated up from
below. When the bells stopped, Arabella suggested that they went
home.

'I won't come in, dear,' Jude said, as usual.
'They've gone to church,' she said. 'Now, you'll come in?'
'Certainly!'
They went indoors. Arabella took off her jacket and hat, and

they sat down, close together.
'You may kiss my cheek,' she said softly.
'Your cheek!' protested Jude and reached towards her. There

was a little struggle. He held her close.
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'One proper kiss,' he said, 'and then I'll go.'
But Arabella had jumped up. 'You must find me first!' she

cried and ran out of the room. It was now dark and her lover
could not see. Then a laugh showed that she had rushed upstairs.
Jude rushed up after her.

In the next two months, the pair met constantly. Arabella seemed
dissatisfied, always waiting, wondering.

Then, one evening, Jude told her that he was going away. 'It'll
be better for both of us,' he said.

Arabella began to cry. 'But it's too late!'
'What?' asked Jude, turning pale.'You're not . . . '
'Yes, and what shall I do if you leave me?'
'Oh, Arabella! You know I wouldn't leave you. I have almost

no wages yet, and this ends my dream of Christminster — but
certainly we'll marry, my dear. We must!'

That night, Jude went out alone and walked in the dark. He
had to marry Arabella. So he must, he told himself, for his own
peace of mind, think well of her.

The marriage notice was sent out immediately. Jude's aunt made
him a wedding-cake, saying it was the last thing she could do for
the fool, and Arabella sent slices to her two friends, labelled 'In
remembrance of good advice'.

On the wedding night, Jude took his wife to a lonely roadside
cottage he had rented between the Brown House and Mary-
green. In their own bedroom for the first time, Arabella unpinned
a long tail of hair from her head and hung it on the mirror.

'What! It wasn't your own hair?' asked Jude in sudden disgust.
'You've enough of your own, surely?'

'Enough for the country,' she said. 'But in towns the men
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'False hair? A barmaid?' Jude turned away.

The couple were poor. Jude was still just a nineteen-year-old
aprentice stone-mason. He had rented the lonely cottage only so
that Arabella could help by keeping a pig.

But Mrs Jude Fawley was pleased with her new position in
life. She had a husband: that was the important thing. And he
would be able to buy her new dresses when he threw away those
stupid books and concentrated on his trade.

One day, in Alfredston, she met her friend Anny for the first
time since the wedding.

'So it was a good plan, you see,' said the girl to the wife. 'And
when do you expect . . . ?'

'Shhh! Not at all. I was mistaken.'
'Oh-ho, Arabella! "Mistaken"! That's clever! But he won't

like it. He'll say it was a trick, a double trick.'
'Pooh! Anyway, what can he do about it? We're married now.'

But Arabella did not look forward to telling Jude.
Then, one evening when he was tired after a hard day's work,

he said as they went to bed, 'You'll soon have plenty of work
yourself, dear, won't you?'

'How do you mean?'
'Well, I meant . . . little clothes to make . . . When will it be?

Can't you tell me exactly yet?'
'There's nothing to tell. I made a mistake. Women get these

things wrong sometimes.'
'Good God!' Jude lay down without another word.
When he woke up next morning, he seemed to see the world

differently. But the marriage remained.
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Chapter 5 Some Family History

Winter came and, one Saturday at dawn, Jude and his wife killed
the pig she had fattened. The killing troubled Jude — the animal's
cries and Arabella's cruel ways.

'You tender-hearted fool!' she said.
Jude set off for his work. The road to Alfredston now

reminded him too much of his first walks with Arabella, so he
read as he walked, to keep his eyes down.

As he walked home that evening, he heard girls' voices behind
a wall, just as he had once heard them behind a hedge.

'If I hadn't suggested it to her, she wouldn't be his wife
today.'

'I think she knew there was nothing the matter when she told
him she was .. . '

The voices belonged to Arabella's old companions. They were
talking about himself and her!

When Jude arrived home, Arabella was boiling up some fat
from the pig. She wanted some money, she said. He ought to
earn more. 'I don't know why you married, on your wages.'

'Arabella. That's unfair! You know why. Those friends of
yours gave you bad advice.'

'What advice?'
Jude told her about the conversation he had heard.
'That was nothing.' Arabella laughed coldly. 'Every woman

has the right to do that.'
'No, Bella. Not when it traps an honest man for life . . . Why

are you boiling up that fat tonight? Please don't.'
'Then I must do it tomorrow morning,' she said angrily.
Next morning, Arabella went back to her pig fat, still in a bad

temper. 'So that's the story about me, is it? That I trapped you?'
She saw some of Jude's books on the table and began throwing
them to the floor.
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'Leave my books alone! Your hands are covered in fat!' Jude
caught her by the arms.

'That's right!' she cried. 'Make me work on a Sunday, then
complain about it! Ill-use me as your father ill-used your mother,
and as his sister ill-used her husband!'

Jude looked at her in amazement. He left her and went, after a
while, to call on his aunt at Marygreen. 'Aunt,' he demanded,
'did my father ill-use my mother? Tell me.'

'I suppose that wife of yours has said something,' Drusilla
Fawley replied. 'Well, there isn't much to tell. Your parents
weren't happy together. Coming home from Alfredston mar-
ket one day, they had their last quarrel and they separated on
the hill by the Brown House. Your mother drowned herself
soon after and your father took you away to South Wessex.
His sister quarrelled with her husband too and went off to
London with little Sue . . . the Fawleys weren't made for
marriage.'

Instead of returning to his own cottage, Jude walked to
Alfredston where, at the same inn he had visited with Arabella,
he drank for an hour or more. When he finally went home,
laughing loudly and unsteady on his legs, he found a note from
his wife: 'Have gone to my friends. Shall not return.'

Then a letter came. She was tired of him and their dull life, she
said. She was leaving this stupid country. She was going to
Australia with her parents.

Jude sent Arabella the money from the sale of their pig and
everything else he had, and he went back into lodgings in
Alfredston.

Eventually he heard of the family's departure for Australia and,
the following evening, he walked by himself in the starlight,
along the main road to the upland.

He felt like a boy again! But he was a man, he reminded
himself, and a man who had separated from his wife. He came to
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the Brown House, where his own parents had separated and
where he had first seen, or imagined, Christminster.

He looked to the north-east and saw, in the far distance, a ring
of light. It was enough. He would go to Christminster, he
decided, as soon as he finished his apprenticeship.

PART 2 AT CHRISTMINSTER

Chapter 6 The First Sight of Sue

Three years after Arabella's departure, Jude finally arrived at
Christminster. He was now a serious and strong-faced young
stone-mason, black-haired with a black beard. He hoped to find
work in the city of his dreams and was pleased that he had
not only a friend there, the schoolmaster Phillotson, but also a
relation. He had seen a photograph of a pretty girl at his
aunt's and she had said that it was his cousin Sue Bridehead,
who now lived somewhere in Christminster.

Jude arrived at sunset and got himself lodgings in a suburb
known as Beersheba. Excited, he went straight out to explore the
place he had dreamed of for so long.

It was a windy, whispering, moonless night. Alone in the
darkness, he wandered along streets and down obscure, forgotten
alleys. He saw the old colleges. He heard their bells. He felt
their aged stonework with his mason's fingers. As the leaves
brushed against their walls in the wind, he met the ghosts of the
university's great men . . .

Next morning, when Jude woke, the ghosts of the past had
gone. He found a good job as a stone-mason and began earning
and learning with enthusiasm, renewing the city's old stonework
by day and studying his books by night. His whole aim was to
enter the university. But, like most dreamers, he had no definite

15



plan of action. He did, however, have the photograph of Sue. His
aunt had sent it, but with a request that he would stay away from
his Bridehead relations and not bring trouble into the family.
Sue's father had gone to London, she added, but the girl was
working as some sort of artist in a shop selling ecclesiastical
objects.

Jude put up the photo in his room and felt, somehow, more at
home. He walked past the ecclesiastical shops and saw, sitting
behind a desk in one of them, a girl just like the one in the
picture. She was doing some lettering on metal, so she must
surely be his cousin, following her father's trade. Jude did not
speak to her. His aunt had asked him not to. Besides, he was in his
rough working-jacket - and she was so pretty! So he walked
away and began day-dreaming about the girl instead.

A few weeks later, Jude saw her in the street, as he worked on
the stonework of one of the colleges. She came so close that he
turned shyly away, but of course she did not know him. She was
light and slight, lovely, nervous, tender . . .

From this moment, the emotion which had been building up
in Jude since his lonely arrival in the city of his dreams, began to
centre on this girl. He knew that, despite his aunt's request, he
would soon introduce himself. But he must think of her in just a
family way, he told himself. He was, after all, a married man. And
she was his cousin. And if Fawley marriages usually ended in
sadness, a Fawley marriage between blood relations might end in
something worse . . .

Jude saw her next at the 'high' Church of St Silas in Beersheba,
where he was doing some work. She was led by the elderly lady
who employed her and he did not dare to make himself known
to her. Man cannot live by work alone, and Jude wanted someone
to love. 'But it can't be!' he told himself. 'I already have a wife!'

As the days went by, however, he found himself thinking of
Sue more instead of less. Indeed, he was always thinking of her.

16

Jude saw Sue next at the 'high' Church of St Silas in Beersheba.
She was led by the elderly lady who employed her.

Chapter 7 A Teaching Position

One afternoon at this time, a dark-haired girl walked into
the place where Jude worked, lifting her skirts to avoid the
stone- dust and asking for Mr Jude Fawley.

'Look,' said a man known as Uncle Joe, 'that's the daughter of
that clever Bridehead man who did the ironwork at St Silas ten
years ago and then went away to London.'

Jude was out, so the girl left a note for him. 'My dear
cousin Jude,' she wrote, 'I have only just learnt that you are in
Christminster. Why did you not let me know? I very much
wanted to get to know you, but now I am probably going
away . . . '
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A cold sweat spread over Jude. He wrote back immediately,
arranging to meet her in the city that same evening.

'I'm sorry,' he began shyly as Sue walked up to him, 'that I
didn't call on you.'

'Oh, I don't mind that.' The voice was silvery. Sue looked
Jude up and down, curiously. 'You seem to know me more than
I know you,' she added.

'Yes, I've seen you now and then.'
'But you didn't speak? And now I'm going away!'
'Yes. That's sad. I know hardly anyone else. Well, I do have one

very old friend here somewhere. I wonder if you know of him,
Mr Phillotson?'

'I've sent books to a Mr Richard Phillotson at Lumsdon. He's
the village schoolmaster there.'

'Only a schoolmaster still!' Jude's face fell. If his hero had
failed in his dream of university, how could he, Jude, ever
succeed? 'Let's go and call on him,' he said.

So they walked to Lumsdon, where a knock brought
Phillotson to the schoolhouse door. He was now forty-five years
old. His face was thin and worn, like his clothes, and Jude's
schoolboy admiration turned to sympathy.

'I don't remember you at all,' said the schoolmaster doubtfully
when Jude told him his name. 'You were one of my pupils, you
say?'

'It was at Marygreen,' Jude replied.
'Yes, I was there a short time. And is this a pupil, too?'
'No, this is my cousin . . . I wrote to you for some

grammar-books, if you remember. And it was you who started
me on that. On the morning you left Marygreen, you told
me to try to go to university - it was the thing to do, you
said.'

'I told you that?' Phillotson was suprised. 'I gave up the idea
years ago.'

18

'I've never forgotten it,' said Jude; 'That's why I came to
Christminster, and to see you tonight.'

'Come in,' said Phillotson, 'and your cousin, too.'
His visitors chatted pleasantly for a while, but they did not stay

to supper. Sue lodged with her elderly employer and she had to
be indoors before it was late.

'Why do you have to leave Christminster?' Jude asked her
regretfully as they walked back. They had talked only on general
subjects, and she had spoken to him only as to a friend, but this
cousin of his was an amazement to him. She was so alive!
Sometimes an exciting thought made her walk so fast that
he could hardly keep up with her!

'I've quarrelled with Miss Fontover,' she said. 'I want some
work in which I can be more independent.'

'Why don't you try teaching again? You taught in London
once, you told Mr Phillotson. Let me ask him to have you at his
school. If you like it and go on to a training college, you'll have
twice as much income and freedom as any church artist
employed by Miss Fontover!'

'Well, ask him. Goodbye, dear Jude. I'm so glad we've met at
last. We needn't quarrel because our parents did, need we?'

persuaded Phillotson to take on Sue Bridehead as a pupil-teacher.

The schoolmaster sat in his little schoolhouse and looked at the
cottage opposite. It was half-past eight in the morning and he
was waiting to see Miss Bridehead come across the road for the
morning's lessons.

She had been with him only for three or four weeks, but she
was an excellent teacher, just as bright as Jude had described her.
Already, he wished to keep her. Indeed, their work together had
become a delight to him.
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How he agreed! Next day, he went to Lumsdon again and



Phillotson had invited Jude to walk out and see them that Friday
evening. It was raining and Jude set off with a feeling of gloom.
He knew now that he loved Sue, but he also knew that this love
was wrong.

As he entered the village, he saw Sue and Phillotson walking
along the empty road in front of him under one umbrella. Then
he saw Phillotson put his arm round the girl's waist. Gently, she
moved it away. Phillotson replaced it and this time, looking
round her quickly and doubtfully, she let it remain. In horror,
Jude sank back against the hedge out of sight; and the couple
entered the school.

'Oh, he's too old for her - too old!' Jude cried hopelessly. But
he could not interfere. Was he not Arabella's husband?

Unable to go on, he returned to Christminster. 'And it was I,'
he said bitterly, 'who introduced them!'

Chapter 8 The Hell of Failure

Jude's old aunt lay unwell at Marygreen, looked after by a
neighbour, and that Sunday he went to see her.

'Was Sue born here?' he soon heard himself asking.
'In this room. So you've been seeing her!' said the old woman

sharply.
'Yes.'
'Then don't! Her father brought her up to hate the Fawleys,

and a town girl like that won't have any time for a working man
like you.'

'But she's thoughtful and tender and —'
'Jude!' cried his aunt from her bed. 'It was bad enough for you

to marry that woman Arabella. But it'll be even worse if you
now go after Sue.'
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The neighbour said she remembered Sue Bridehead at the
village school, before she was taken to London. 'She was the
smallest of them all,' said the Widow Edlin, 'but she could do
things that only boys do usually. I've seen her slide with them on
the ice in winter, with her little curls blowing. All boys except
herself, and they used to cheer her! Then, suddenly, she used to
run indoors and refuse to come out again . . . '

Jude left his aunt's that evening with a heavy heart.
'You're at a college by now?' called out a villager.
'No.' Jude slapped his pocket meaningly, and walked on.
But the question brought him down to earth at last. 'All this

waiting outside the walls of the colleges won't do!' he told him-
self as he journeyed back to Christminster. 'I must get proper
information.'

So he wrote to the Masters of several colleges, asking for
advice. As he waited for their replies he heard news that
Phillotson was leaving the Lumsdon school to go to a larger
one further south. Was Sue involved? Was Phillotson wanting a
bigger income for some reason to do with her? How could he
now ask the schoolmaster's advice on his own situation?

Christminster, Jude realized, had had too powerful a grip on
his imagination. It was not enough just to live there and study
there. Without natural brilliance or proper teaching or a lot of
money, he would never get into its university.

He always remembered the afternoon on which he awoke
from his dream. He went high up into one of Christminster's
many unusual buildings, a round theatre with windows that gave
a view over the whole town. He looked down on all the colleges
below - their spires, halls, churches, gardens - and saw, now, that
they were not for him. His own future lay with the ordinary
workers. Phillotson, he thought, must have had the same sort of
disappointment. But Phillotson now had sweet Sue to cheer him.

That evening, one reply finally arrived from the Master of a
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college. 'Sir,' it said, 'I have read your letter with interest; and,
judging from your description of yourself as a working man, I
suggest that you will succeed better in life if you remain at your

It was a hard blow after ten years of studying. Instead of
reading as usual, Jude went down to the street, had a few glasses
of beer at an inn and walked into town, looking for the real,
ordinary Christminster.

He did not go to his work next day. Again he looked for the real
Christminster life. This time, he went to a low inn and sat there
all day, drinking until his money had gone.

In the evening, the regular customers began to come in -
Jude's fellow mason Uncle Joe, a man known as Tinker Taylor,
an actor, two 'ladies', a couple of students ... Jude, already drunk,
said he was as good as any university Master and showed off his
church Latin in return for another drink.

'Credo in unum Deum, Patrem omnipotentem ...' Suddenly,
he realized what he was doing. In self-disgust, he left the inn
and went to the only person in the world who could help
him.

'Sue! Sue!' Late in the evening, he knocked at the lighted
window of her lodging opposite the Lumsdon school.

'Is it Jude? My dear, dear cousin, what's the matter?'
'I am so bad, Sue. My heart is neary broken. I've been

She took him indoors, sat him down and pulled off his boots.
'Sleep now,' she said. 'I'll come down early in the morning and
get you some breakfast.'

Jude woke at dawn. Ashamed and unable to face her, he left
the house. Whatever could he do? He must get away to some
obscure place and hide, perhaps pray. The only place he could
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think of was his aunt's. She had sold the bakery business now, so
her cottage was quiet enough.

He called at his lodgings and found a note of dismissal from his
employer. Jobless and moneyless, he packed his things and
walked the twenty miles to Marygreen, sleeping one night in a
field outside Alfredston.

'Out of work?' asked his aunt, looking at his clothes.
'Yes,' said Jude heavily. He went up to his old room and lay

down, still dressed. When he woke up, he felt that he was in
hell - the hell of failure, both in ambition and in love. He could
hear his aunt praying in the next room and, not for the first
time, he thought of entering the Church.

PART 3 AT MELCHESTER

Chapter 9 Learning about Sue

Jude did some little local jobs, putting up headstones on graves,
and continued to think about the ecclesiastical life. A man could
do good, he told himself, without going to the colleges of
Christminster. He could enter the Church in a more modest way
and spend his life in an obscure village, helping others. That
might be true religion. The idea encouraged him, but he did
nothing about it until a letter arrived from Sue. She was going to
enter a teacher's training college, she wrote, at Melchester in
Mid-Wessex.

There was a theological college at Melchester also! Jude could
work in the city, study, join the theological college and be ready
to enter the Church at the age of thirty . . .

Christmas came and went. Sue was already at Melchester and

23

own trade ... '

drinking and speaking against God and . . . '



Jude planned to go there in the spring. She had not once
mentioned either his behaviour that night he arrived at her
cottage or any involvement with Phillotson.

Suddenly, however, she sent for him. The college was even
worse than the shop. Could Jude come immediately?

Her cousin packed up his things and left for Melchester with a
lighter heart.

On his way from the station to see Sue, Jude paused under the
walls of Melchester Cathedral. He looked up at its lovely spire
and down at all the new stone lying on the ground. Here too,
then, old stonework was being renewed and he might find
exactly the employment he wanted.

As he came to the west front of the cathedral, a wave of
warmth passed over him. Sue's college was opposite. That quick,
bright-eyed girl with the pile of dark hair was here!

But the college was a college for young ladies, and the girl
who came to greet him was different from before. She wore a
plain, dark dress, her hair was twisted tightly up, her movements
were quieter.

'I'm glad you've come!' Sue came prettily forwards, but there
was no sign that she thought of Jude as a lover. He must, he said to
himself, tell her about his marriage, but he did not want to.

The cousins walked into the town and Sue talked freely
about everything except the subject that most interested Jude.
When they sat for a while, he put his hand on hers. She smiled
and looked coolly at his fingers. 'I like to see a man's hands
rough from his work,' she said. ' . . . Well, I'm glad I came to
Melchester, after all. See how independent I shall be after the
two years' training! And then Mr Phillotson will help to get me
a big school.'

She had mentioned him at last. 'I was afraid,' said Jude, 'that
perhaps he wanted to marry you.'

'Now don't be so silly! An old man like that!'
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'Oh, come, Sue! I saw him putting his arm round your waist.'
Sue bit her lip. 'You'll be angry if I tell you everything . . . But

I shall tell you,' she said, with the sudden change of mood that
was part of her. 'I — I've promised to marry him when I finish at
the college. We'll then take a large school together and have a
good income between us.'

'Oh, Sue!' Jude turned away.
'I knew you'd be angry! We'd better not meet again.'
That was the one thing Jude could not face. 'I'm your cousin,'

he said quickly. 'I can see you when I want to!'
'Then don't let's talk of it any more. What does it matter,

anyway? It's not going to happen for two years!'
Jude could not understand her. 'Shall we go and sit in the

cathedral?' he asked.
'Cathedral? I'd rather sit in the railway station,' she answered

in annoyance. 'That's the centre of town life now. I'm tired of old
things!'

'How modern you are, Sue!'
'I must go back,' she said, 'or I'll be locked out.'
Jude took her to the college gate and said good night. His

drunken visit to her at Lumsdon, he thought, had led to this
promise to marry Phillotson.

Next day, he found the employment he wanted, on the
cathedral repairs. Having also found respectable lodgings close
by, he bought books and began to study Theology.

Chapter 10 A Night Away from College

One Friday, a few weeks after Jude's arrival, Sue had an after-
noon's leave. Where should they go? After some discussion, the
pair went by train into the countryside and started to walk across
high, open land to the next station.
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In their excitement, however, they missed the last train back
and had to stay the night in a lonely cottage.

'Are you a married couple?' the son of the house asked Jude
privately.

'Shhh, no!'
'Then she can go into Mother's room, and you and I can lie in

the outer room after they've gone through. I'll call you early
enough to catch the first train back in the morning.'

'I expect I'll get into trouble,' Sue said.

The following evening, Jude was studying at his lodgings when a
stone was thrown lightly at his window.

'Jude! It's Sue! Can I come up without anyone seeing me?'
Jude's heart leapt. Had she come to him in trouble as he had once
come to her?

In a moment, his cousin entered his room. 'I'm so cold!' she
said. 'Can I sit by your fire?'

'Whatever have you done, darling?' He had not meant to call
her that.

'They locked me up because I stayed out with you. It seemed
so unfair. So I got out of the window and escaped across a
stream!' She was trying hard to sound independent.

'Dear Sue!' Jude took her hand. 'But you're very wet! I'll
borrow some clothes from the lady of the house.'

'No! Don't let her know! They'll find me!'
'Then you must put on some of mine.' Jude gave her his

Sunday suit and left the room.
When he returned, she was asleep in his suit in his only

armchair, with her own clothes spread out to dry. He stood with
his back to the small fire, looking at her, loving her.

Then, saying he had 'a young gentleman visitor', he asked for
supper in his room.
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'Eat this,' he commanded when Sue woke up, 'and stay where
you are. Tomorrow is Sunday. I can sit here by the fire all night
and read. Don't be frightened.'

'I have no fear of men, as such, nor of their books,' she said
thoughtfully. 'I have mixed with them almost as one of their
own sex. When I was eighteen and in Christminster, I became
friendly with one student in particular: he taught me a lot and
lent me many books.'

'Has your friendship finished?'
'Yes. He died, poor man. But we used to go about together -

on walking tours, reading tours - like two men almost. I agreed
to live with him after he graduated. But when I joined him in
London, I found that he meant a different thing from what I
meant, and so after a time we separated. He said I was breaking
his heart. My father was in London, but he wouldn't have me
back, so I returned to Christminster.'

Jude's voice shook. 'However you've lived, Sue, I believe
you're innocent.'

'I've never given myself to any lover, if that's what you mean!'
she said.

'Have you told Mr Phillotson about this friend of yours?'
'Yes, long ago. He just said I was everything to him, whatever I

did.' There was a silence. 'Are you very annoyed with me, dear
Jude?' she suddenly asked in a voice of extraordinary tenderness.
'I care as much for you as for anybody I ever met.'

'But you don't care more!' There was another silence. 'I'm
studying Theology now, you know,' Jude said, to change the
subject. 'Would you like to say evening prayers with me?'

'I'd rather not,' she said. 'My friend taught me to have no
respect for all that tradition . . . But I won't upset your beliefs.
Because we are going to be very nice with each other, aren't we?'
She looked trustfully up at him.

Jude looked away. Was his heart going to be the next one that
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she broke? But she was so dear! If only he could forget her sex as
she seemed able to forget his, what a companion she would
make!

They talked on until Sue fell asleep again, deep inside his
jacket. At six in the morning, when her clothes were dry, he
touched her on the shoulder and went downstairs into the
starlight.

When he returned, she was in her own clothes again. 'Things
seem so different in the cold light of morning,' she said. 'I've run
away from the college! Whatever will Mr Phillotson say? He's
the only man in the world for whom I have any respect or fear
. . . Well, that doesn't matter, I shall do as I choose!' She would
go a few miles away, she said, to a village near the town of
Shaston, to stay with the sister of a fellow-student until the
college allowed her back.

They went quietly out of the house towards the station,
watched equally quietly by a woman at an upstairs window.

'I want to tell you something; two things,' Jude said quickly as
the train came in.

'I know one of them,' Sue said, 'and you mustn't! You mustn't
love me. You must only like me! Goodbye!'

Chapter 11 To Love or Not?

Jude hated Melchester that Sunday, but next morning a letter
arrived which changed everything.

'What a cruel and ungrateful woman I was at the station!' Sue
wrote from the village near Shaston. 'If you want to love me, Jude,
you may.'

Jude wrote straight back, of course. Then, receiving no
reply, he sent a message that he was coming out to see her the
following Sunday.

28

He found her lying in bed. 'Sue, what's wrong?' he cried. 'You
couldn't write?'

'They won't have me back at the college,' she answered.
'That's why I didn't write. Not the fact, but the reason! Some-
body has sent them untrue reports - and they say you and I
ought to marry as soon as possible, for the sake of my good
name! But I don't think of you as a lover. At least, I hadn't quite
begun to. And I never supposed you loved me till the other
evening. Oh, you've been so unkind, not telling me!'

'I'm to blame, Sue,' Jude said simply, 'more than you think.'
He had meant to tell her about Arabella, but still he could not.
'You belong to Mr Phillotson,' was all he said. 'I suppose he's
been to see you?"

'Yes,' she said after a short pause. 'Though I didn't ask him to.'
Jude left in the afternoon, hopelessly unhappy.
But the next morning, another note arrived from the village

near Shaston. 'Jude, I'm coming to Melchester on Saturday to
collect my things from the college. I could walk with you for half
an hour if you like.'

Jude asked her to call for him at the cathedral works.

native town, to run a large school and make preparations for
taking a wife.

Sue Bridehead had written to him, too. Whenever he was
away from his pupils, he read and re-read her short notes from
Melchester, kissing them like a boy of eighteen. But why, he
puzzled, did she not want him to visit her?

One Saturday morning, unable to keep away any longer, he
went to call on her. It was two weeks after her sudden departure
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At Shaston itself, a dozen miles from Melchester, a middle-aged
man was dreaming a dream of great beauty about the writer of
the above note. Richard Phillotson had recently returned to his



from the college, and Sue had told him nothing whatever about
it. Shaken at the news the college now gave him, he entered the
cathedral opposite — and saw Jude among the workmen inside.

Both men were embarrassed: Jude was expecting to see Sue that
same day; Phillotson had just been told that Jude was Sue's lover.

'I hear,' said Phillotson, his eyes on the ground, 'that you have
seen my little friend Sue recently. May I ask —?'

'About her escape from the training college?' Jude readily
explained the whole series of adventures.

'You're telling me,' said Phillotson as he finished, 'that the
college's accusation is untrue?'

'It is,' said Jude. 'Absolutely. I swear it before God!'

The schoolmaster left the cathedral at about eleven, but Sue did
not appear and Jude finally found her in the market square.

'You haven't seen Mr Phillotson today?' he asked.
'I haven't - but I refuse to answer questions about him! I've

already written and said that you may love me ...'
Jude knew that, as an honest man, he must now tell her about

Arabella.
'Why didn't you tell me before!' Sue burst out when he had

finished. 'Before I could write that note!'
'But I never thought you cared for me at all, till quite recently,

so I felt it didn't matter! Do you care about me, Sue?'
She chose not to answer the question. 'I suppose she - your

wife - is a very pretty woman, even if she's bad?'
'She's pretty enough — but I've not seen her for years.'
'How strange of you to stay away from her like this,' said Sue

shakily. 'You, so religious, unlike me!'
Jude tried to put an arm round her waist.
'No, no!' she said, with tears in her eyes. 'You can't mean that

as a cousin; and it mustn't be in any other way.'
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They walked on, and she recovered. 'What does it matter?' she
smiled. 'We have to stay separate, anyway. We're cousins, and I'm
promised to somebody else.'

'There was another reason why I didn't tell you everything,'
said Jude. 'My great-aunt has always told me that I ought not to
marry, that Fawley marriages end badly.'

'That's strange. My father used to say the same!'
They stopped and looked at each other.
'Oh, it can't mean anything,' said Sue lightly. 'Our family's

been unlucky in marriage, that's all.'

Chapter 12 With Fear in her Eyes

Sue returned to her friend's house near Shaston and, a day or two
later, a letter came from her.

'My dear Jude,' she wrote, 'Mr Phillotson and I are to be
married in three or four weeks. You must wish me happiness!
Your affectionate cousin, Susanna Bridehead.'

Jude twisted in pain. Then he laughed a bitter laugh and went
off to work. 'Oh, Susanna!' he said to himself. 'You don't know
what marriage means!' Could the story of his own marriage
have made her agree to this now?

A second letter followed. 'Jude, will you give me away at my
wedding? You are my only married relation in the area, and it
seems from the Prayer Book that somebody has to "give me"
to my husband, like a she-animal. I suppose you too, O
Churchman, have this high view of woman! Ever, Susanna
Bridehead.'

What a fool that 'married relation' made him seem as her
lover! Bravely, Jude wrote back: 'My dear Sue, of course I wish
you happiness! And of course I will give you away. I suggest that
you marry from my house since I am, as you say, your nearest
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So it was all arranged. Jude moved into new and larger
lodgings, away from the woman who had reported on his
'gentleman' visitor; and Sue came to stay in the same house.

They saw each other very little. Phillotson came frequently,
usually when Jude was out. He would obviously be a kind and
loving husband, but what did Sue feel? Jude was depressed that,
having made a wrong marriage himself he was now helping the
woman he loved to do the same.

On the morning of the wedding, the cousins went for a last
walk together.

'That's the church where you'll be married,' Jude said, pointing.
'Indeed? Let's go in!'
They entered by the western door. Sue held Jude's arm, almost

as if she loved him.
'I shall walk through the church like this with my husband in

about two hours,' she said a little later, her hand still on his arm.
'Was it like this when you were married?'

'Good God, Sue, don't be so pitiless!'
'Forgive me, Jude!' Her eyes were wetter than his.
Why did she do these tilings? Later, Jude wondered this again

during the wedding service. Why had she asked him to give her
away — and why had he ever agreed? She was nervous, he could
see. As he gave her away to Phillotson, she could hardly control
herself. And, as the newly-married couple departed, Sue looked
back at Jude with fear in her eyes.

Chapter 13 Arabella Reappears

She could not possibly go home with Phillotson! Surely she
would return! Jude waited, but Sue did not come. He looked out
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of the window and imagined her journey to London, where they
had gone for their holiday. He looked into the future and
imagined her with children .. .

His depression deepened in the following days. Then he heard
that his aunt was seriously ill at Marygreen, and that his old
employer at Christminster had a job for him.

He went first to Marygreen, from where he wrote to Sue at
Shaston. If she wanted to see her Aunt Drusilla alive, he said, she
should come up immediately by train. He would meet her
tomorrow evening, Monday, at Alfredston station, after he had
seen his old employer in Christminster.

The City of Learning looked beautiful, but Jude had lost all
feeling for it. The only ghost it held now was the ghost of Sue.
Her chair was still there in the shop, empty.

He went to see his old employer, but could not bring himself
to return to this place of lost dreams. He met Tinker Taylor and,
in his depression, went with him to the inn where he had got so
drunk before.

With nothing to do until his train left for Alfredston, Jude sat
on alone behind one of the inn's glass screens. A barmaid served
someone on the other side. Jude looked up, and was amazed to
see that the barmaid was Arabella. Arabella, in a black dress with
a white collar, chatting happily.

'Well, have you heard from your husband, my dear?' her
customer asked.

'I left Mm in Australia,' she replied, 'and I suppose he's still
there.' She gave the man Ms change and he caught at her hand.
There was a little struggle, a little laugh, and the man left.

Jude hesitated, then went around the screen.
'Well!' Arabella recognized Mm with surprise. 'I thought you

must have died years ago! Have a drink, for old times' sake!'
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relation. But I don't see why you sign your letter in such a distant
yourway. Ever affectionate,



'No, thanks, Arabella,' Jude said without a smile. 'How long
have you been here?'

'About six weeks. I returned from Sydney three months ago,
and I saw this job in an advertisement.'

'Why did you return?'
'Oh, I had my reasons. You're not at the university or in the

Church?'
'No . . . ' Jude noticed a jewelled ring on her hand. 'So you

tell people you have a living husband?'
'Yes. There might be problems if I called myself a widow. But

we can't talk here. Can you come back at nine?'
'All right,' Jude said gloomily. 'I suppose we'd better arrange

something.' He put down his unemptied glass and went out. He
would not now be able to meet Sue at Alfredston, but he had
no choice. In the eye of the law and the Church, this woman was
his wife.

When he returned to the inn at nine, it was crowded. The
barmaids were pink-cheeked and excited. Arabella insisted on
pouring a drink for Jude as well as another for herself.

'Until we've come to some agreement, we shouldn't be seen
together here,' she said. 'Let's take the train to Aldbrickham.
Nobody will know us there for one night.'

'As you wish.'
They made the half-hour's journey to Aldbrickham, and

entered an inn near the station in time for a late supper.

Chapter 14 Arabella's Second Choice

'You said when we were getting up this morning that you
wished to tell me something.' Jude had just come back to
Christminster on the train with Arabella.

'Two things,' she replied. 'One was about that gentleman I

mentioned last night, who managed the Sydney hotel. You
promise to keep this a secret?' She spoke unusually quickly.
'Well, he kept asking me to marry him, and at last I did.'

Jude turned pale. 'What — marry him? Legally, in church?'
'Yes. And I lived with him till we had a quarrel and I came

back here. He talks of coming to England for me, poor man!'
'So that was the "husband" you talked of in the bar. Why

didn't you tell me last night! Arabella, you've committed a
crime!'

'Crime? Pooh! He was very fond of me and we lived as
respectably as any other married couple out there. There was one
more thing I wanted to tell you, but that can wait. I'll think over
what you said about your circumstances, and let you know.'

Jude watched her disappear into the inn where she worked
and turned back towards the station, burning with shame at the
memory of the last twelve hours.

Suddenly there in front of him was Sue. 'Oh, Jude, I'm so glad
to find you!'

Emotionally, they took each other's hand and walked on
together, each conscious that this was their first meeting since
Sue's marriage.

She had come to Christminster early this morning to look for
him, she said. 'I thought that perhaps you were upset that I was
married and not here as I used to be, so you'd gone drinking
again to drown your feelings!'

'And you came to save me, like a good angel! No, dear, at least
I wasn't doing that. But I'm sorry I didn't meet you at Alfredston
last night, as I arranged. I had a sudden appointment here at nine
o'clock.' Looking at his loved one, so sweet and rare, Jude
became even more ashamed of the hours he had spent with
Arabella.

'Then where did you stay last night?' Sue asked the question
in perfect innocence.
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'At an inn.' How could he possibly explain?
They got on the next train to Alfredston, talking a little stiffly.

Jude could not forget that Sue was now 'Mrs Phillotson', though
she seemed unchanged. She had been married less than a month
but, both on the train and as they walked from Alfredston to
Marygreen, she avoided all conversation about herself. Jude
became sure she was unhappy.

When they reached the cottage beyond the Brown House
where he had lived with Arabella, he heard himself saying:
'That's the house I brought my wife home to.'

Sue looked at it. 'That cottage was to you as the schoolhouse
at Shaston is to me.'

'But I wasn't happy there as you are. If you are happy, Mrs
Phillotson.'

'He's good to me!' Sue burst out. 'If you think I'm not happy
because he's too old for me, then you're wrong.'

Jude said no more. They walked down into the field where
Farmer Troutham had beaten him as a boy, up the other side to
the village — and found Mrs Edlin at their aunt's door.

'She's got out of bed!' she cried. 'I couldn't stop her!'
They entered and saw Drusilla Fawley sitting, wrapped in

blankets, by the fire.
'You'll regret this marrying, too!' she screamed at Sue.

'And why that schoolmaster, of all men? You can't love
him!'

Sue ran out, and Jude found her crying in the old bakehouse.
'It's true!' she said.

'God - you don't like him?'
'I don't mean that,' she said quickly. 'But perhaps I was wrong

to marry.' Then she dried her eyes and said, as she left for
Shaston, that Jude must not come to see her, not yet.

Jude stayed on at his aunt's, studying his Theology and trying
desperately to forget his love for Sue.

While he was there, a letter arrived from Arabella. Her
Australian husband had come to London, she wrote, and
wanted her to run an inn with him in Lambeth. He said he still
loved her, and she felt she belonged to him more than to Jude,
so she had just gone to join him. She wished Jude goodbye and
hoped he would not inform against her.

Then, on the Thursday before Easter, when Jude had returned
to Melchester, a note came from Sue. She was now teaching at
her husband's school, she said, and of course Jude must visit
them. He could come that afternoon if he wished.

PART 4 AT SHASTON

Chapter 15 'We Two Are in Tune'

Jude climbed up from the station to the hilltop town of Shaston and
found the schoolroom empty. Mr Phillotson was away at a
meeting, said a girl cleaning the floor, but Mrs Phillotson would
be back in a few minutes.

There was a piano in the room, the same piano that Phillotson
had had at Marygreen. Jude, as he waited, played a tune he had
heard at a church in Melchester.

Lightly, someone touched his left hand. 'I like that tune,' said
Sue. 'I learnt it at the training college.'

'Then you play it for me.'
Sue sat down and played. When she had finished, they again

touched hands. 'I wonder why we did that?' she said.
'I suppose because we two are in tune!'
'We'll have some tea,' Sue said quickly. 'Are you still studying

Theology?'
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'Yes, harder than ever.'
'I could come and see you at one of your churches next

week.'
'No. Don't come!'
'What have I done? I thought we two —'
'Sue, I sometimes think you're playing with my affections,'

jude said angrily.
She jumped up. 'Oh, Jude, that was a cruel thing to say! Some

women need love so much, and they may not always be able to
give their love to the person licensed by the Church to receive it!
But you're too straight to understand . . . Now you must go. I'm
sorry my husband's not at home.'

'Are you?' Jude went out.
'Jude! Jude!' Sue called pitifully from the window. 'I'm really

all alone! Come and see me again. Come next week.'
'All right,' said Jude.

Two days later, Sue changed her mind. 'Don't come next week,'
she wrote to Jude. 'We were too free. You must try to forget
me.'

'You're right,' Jude wrote back. 'It's a lesson I ought to learn at
this Easter season.'

Their decisions seemed final, but on Easter Monday Drusilla
Fawley died and it was necessary for Jude to inform Sue. 'Aunt
Drusilla is dead,' he wrote from Marygreen. 'She will be buried
on Friday afternoon.'

Sue came, alone and nervous, and the cousins went together to

the burial service.
'She was always against marriage, wasn't she?' asked Sue

afterwards, when they were back at the familiar cottage.
'Yes. Particularly for members of our family.'
Sue looked at Jude. 'Would a woman be very bad, do you
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'What have I done? I thought we two —'
'Sue, I sometimes think you're playing with my affections,' Jude

said angrily

think, if she didn't like living with her husband just because she
had, well, a physical feeling against it?'

Jude looked away. 'Sue, you're not happy in your marriage, are
you?'

'Of course I am! . . . But I have to go back by the six o'clock
train.'

'That train won't take you to Shaston. You'll have to stay here
until tomorrow. Mrs Edlin has a room if you don't wish to stay in
this house.'

Sue's hand lay on the tea-table. Jude put his hand on it, but
Sue took hers away. 'That's silly, Sue!' he cried. 'It was a totally
innocent action!'
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'Then I must tell Richard that you hold my hand,' she said.
'Unless you are sure that you mean it only as my cousin?'

'Absolutely sure. I have no feelings of love now.'
'Oh! How has that happened?'
'I saw Arabella when I was at Christminster.'
'So she's come back and you never told me! I suppose you'll

live with her now?'
'Of course - just as you live with your husband.'
There were tears in Sue's eyes. 'How could your heart go back

to Arabella so soon? . . . But I must be as honest with you as
you've been with me. Though I like Mr Phillotson as a friend, I
hate living with him as a husband! There, now I've told you.'
She bent her face down onto her hands and cried until the little
table shook.

'I thought there was something wrong, Sue.'
'There's nothing wrong, except the awful contract to give

myself to this man whenever he wishes. He does nothing wrong,
except that he has become a little cold since he found out my
feelings. That's why he didn't come today. Oh, I'm so unhappy!
Don't come near me, Jude. You mustn't!'

But Jude had jumped up and put his face against hers. 'It all
happened because I was married before we met, didn't it? That's
the only reason you became his wife, Sue, isn't it?'

Instead of replying, Sue left the house and went across to Mrs
Edlin's cottage.

Next morning, Jude walked with Sue as far as the main road to
Alfredston. He must not kiss her goodbye, she said, unless he
promised that he kissed her only as a cousin and friend. No, he
would not promise that. So they separated. But then both looked
round at the same time — and ran back into each other's arms,
kissing close and long.
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The kiss was a turning-point for Jude. To him it seemed
the purest moment of his life, but to his Church it would
seem nothing of the sort. He realized that he could not possibly
continue in his unlicensed love for Sue and hope to become a
teacher of religion.

That evening, he lit a fire in the garden and calmly put all his
theological books on the flames.

Chapter 16 Separate Lives

Phillotson met his troubled wife at the station and tried to
interest her. His schoolmaster friend Gillingham had called
for the first time since their marriage, he said, and —

'Richard, I let Mr Fawley hold my hand. Was that wrong?'
'I hope it pleased him,' was all Phillotson said.
Sue did not mention the kiss. That evening, she went to bed

early, saying she was tired. Her husband worked on school
matters and did not go to their room until nearly midnight. Sue
was not there.

'I'm not sleepy now. I'm reading by the fire.' Her voice came
from the back of the house, near the kitchen.

Phillotson went to bed, but when he woke up some time later,
she was still not there. He went downstairs. 'Sue?'

'Yes.' The voice, very small, now seemed to come from a
clothes-cupboard under the stairs.

'Whatever are you doing in there? There's no bed, no air!' He
pulled at the door. Sue was lying on some cushions in her white
night-dress.

'Oh, please, go away!' She knelt, wide-eyed and pitiful.
'But I've been kind to you and given you every freedom. It's

awful that you feel this way!'
'Yes, I know,' she said, crying. 'Life is so cruel!'
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'Shhh! The servant will hear. I hate such odd behaviour, Sue.
You give in too much to your feelings.' And so he left her, only
advising her not to shut the door too tightly.

At breakfast the next morning, Sue asked her husband to let
her live away from him. 'Will you let me go? Will you?'

'But we married, Susanna.'
'We made a contract. Surely we can unmake it? Then we

could be friends, and meet without pain. Richard, have pity!'
'But you promised to love me.'
'It's foolish to promise always to love one person!'
'And does "living away" from me mean living by yourself?'
'Well, if you insisted yes. But I meant living with Jude.'
'As his wife?'
'As I choose.'
Phillotson gripped the table. 'I can't allow you to go and live

with your lover. We would lose everyone's respect.'
'Then allow me to live in your house in a separate way.'
To that, finally, the schoolmaster agreed. He watched his

pretty wife teaching in his school, and felt very lonely.

Phillotson kept his promise and moved to a room on the other
side of the house. But then, one night, he absentmindedly
entered their old room and began to undress. There was a cry
from the bed and a quick movement towards the window. Sue
leapt out.

In horror, he ran down and gathered up in his arms the white
shape lying on the ground.

Sue was, in fact, scarcely hurt. 'I was asleep, I think!' she began,
turning her pale face away from him. 'And something frightened
me - a terrible dream. I thought I saw you —'

Sick at heart, Phillotson watched her go slowly upstairs. He sat
with his head in his hands for a long, long time. Then, next day

after school, he walked down to the little town of Leddenton and
knocked at the door of his old friend, Gillingham.

'Now, George, when a woman jumps out of a window and
doesn't care whether she breaks her neck or not, the meaning is
clear. And so I'm going to do as she asks.'

'What, Dick, you'll let her go?' Gillingham was amazed. 'And
with her lover?'

'I shall. I can't defend my decision religiously or any other
way, but I think I'm doing wrong to refuse her . . . I had no idea
that simply taking a woman to church and putting a ring on
her finger could involve one in such a daily tragedy! I shall
let her go.'

'But with a lover!'
'She hasn't definitely said she'll live with him as a wife. And

it's not just animal feeling between the two: I think their
affection will last. One day, in the first jealous weeks of my
marriage, I heard them talking together at the school. There was
an extraordinary sympathy between the pair ...'

'But what about family life? What about neighbours, society?
Good God, what will Shaston say?' Gillingham walked to the
door with his friend, 'Stick to her!' were his final words.

Next morning, Phillotson told Sue that he agreed to her
departure. Only he did not wish to hear, he said, anything about
Jude Fawley or about where she was going.

Having made the decision, he felt a new sense of peace.

Chapter 17 Two Rooms at the Inn

Sue left Shaston one evening after dark, taking with her only
one small trunk. Phillotson put her on the station bus, then
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returned to the schoolhouse and packed away all her remaining
things.

Jude met her at Melchester station, carrying a black bag and
looking handsome in his Sunday suit. His eyes shone with love.
'There wasn't time to tell you, dear one,' he said, getting onto
the train. 'We can't stay here, where we're known. I've given up
my cathedral work. We're going on to Aldbrickham. I've booked
a room for us at a hotel.'

'One room? Oh, Jude, I didn't mean that!' Seeing his shock, Sue
put her face against his cheek. 'Don't be angry, dear. Perhaps I am
free to live with you from this moment, but Richard has been so
generous and if I loved him ever so little as a wife, I'd go back to
him even now . . . But I don't love him.'

'And you don't love me either, I half fear. Sue, I sometimes
think you are incapable of real love.'

Sue moved away from him, looking out into the darkness. 'My
liking for you is not as some women's, perhaps,' she said in a hurt
voice. 'But I do love to be with you. I've let you kiss me and that
tells enough.'

Jude sat back, remembering the poor Christminster graduate.
Then he forgave her, as he always did, and they sat side by side
with joined hands. 'You know you're all the world to me, Sue,'
he said gently, 'whatever you do.'

It was about ten o'clock when they reached Aldbrickham. Sue
would not go to the hotel, so a boy wheeled their luggage to the
George Inn, where they took two rooms.

'Your relation came here once before, late just like this, with
his wife,' said a maid chatting to Sue. 'About a month or two ago.
A big, handsome woman.'

Sue was quiet throughout supper. 'You came here lately with
Arabella,' she accused Jude as they went upstairs afterwards.

Jude looked round him. 'Why, yes, it is the same place! I really
didn't know it, Sue.'
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'When were you here? Tell me!'
'The day before you and I met in Christminster and we

went back to Marygreen together. I told you I had met her
again.'

'But you didn't tell me everything. You've been false to me!'
She was so upset that Jude had to take her into her room.
'But, Sue, you had a new husband and she was my legal wife —'
'Was it this room? Yes, I see by your face that it was!'
Sue buried her face in the bed. 'I thought you cared for

nobody in the world except me!'
'It's true. I did not, and I don't now,' said Jude.
'I thought that a separation - like yours from her and mine

from him - ended a marriage.'
'I don't want to speak against Arabella, but I must tell you one

thing which settles the matter. She has married another man! I
knew nothing about it until after she and I came here. And now
she's asked me for a divorce, so that she can remarry this man
legally. So I'm not likely to see her again.'

Sue got up. 'Then I forgive you. And you may kiss me just
once, here, on my cheek. You do care for me very much, don't
you, in spite of my not - you know?'

'Yes, sweet,' Jude said with a sigh. 'Good night.'

Chapter 18 Phillotson Dismissed

'Shaston' soon began to talk about Sue's absence. A month
after she left, Phillotson was questioned about it by the school
governors and he was too honest to lie. 'She asked my
permission to go away with her lover, and I gave it,' he told
them. 'Why shouldn't I? She wasn't my prisoner.'

But he had young people in his care! He must not appear to
encourage such behaviour! Consider the effect on the town!
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The governors asked Phillotson to leave the school. Against
his friend Gillingham's advice, he refused. So they dismissed him,
and that led to an illness. Day after day, the schoolmaster lay in
his bed: a middle-aged man, facing failure and sadness.

Gillingham came to see him and, after a time, mentioned Sue's
name. 'Where are she and her lover living?' he asked.

'At Melchester, I suppose. That's where he was.'
Gillingham then wrote Sue an unsigned note, addressing the

envelope to Jude. From Melchester, the note was sent on to
Marygreen, from where Mrs Edlin sent it to Aldbrickham.

Three days later, the sick man heard a little knock at his
bedroom door.

Sue entered, as light as a ghost. 'I heard that you were ill,' she
said, 'and as I know that you recognize other feelings between
man and woman than physical love, I've come.'

The amazed servant-girl brought up tea; and Phillotson and
his wife talked of this and that. Sue had heard no news from
Shaston and so he simply told her that he was leaving the school.
He was not seriously ill, he said.

Sue went to the window. 'It's such a beautiful sunset,
Richard,' she said thoughtfully.

'Is it? It doesn't shine into this dark corner.'
'I'll help you to see it,' she said, and moved a mirror to a place

by the window where it caught the sunshine. 'There—you can see
the great red sun now!'

Phillotson smiled sadly at her child-like kindness. 'You are an
odd little thing!' he said, as the sun glowed in his eyes. 'To come
and see me after what has happened!'

'I must go home now,' she said quickly. Jude doesn't know
where I am.' She went to the door, and he noticed tears on her
face.

'Sue!' He had not meant to call her back. 'Do you wish to
stay? I'll forgive you everything.'
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'Oh, you can't!' she said. 'Jude is getting a divorce from his
wife, Arabella.'

'His wife! It's news to me that he has a wife.'
'It was a bad marriage. But he's divorcing her as a kindness

because she wants to remarry. I must go now.' Sue's fear had
returned, and she did not tell her husband that she was still not
living with Jude as a wife.

'She's his, from lips to toe!' said Phillotson as she left.
Next time Gillingham came, Phillotson seemed better. He

told his friend about Sue's visit and said that he had decided, in
kindness, to divorce her.

'Freedom will give her a chance of happiness,' he said.
'Because then they'll be able to marry.'

PART 5 AT ALDBRICKHAM
AND ELSEWHERE

Chapter 19 'The Little Bird Is Caught at Last'

The following year, Sue and Jude were still living separately, in a
little house in Spring Street, Aldbrickham, that was rented by
Jude. A sign on the door said, 'Jude Fawley: Mason'. He now
made headstones, cheaply, for which Sue marked out the letters.

One Sunday morning in February, at breakfast, Sue held up an
envelope. The courts, she said as Jude kissed her, had agreed to her
divorce from Phillotson. Jude's divorce had come through a
month before. 'But I feel that I got my freedom under false pre-
tences,' Sue worried. 'If the courts had known the truth about
you and me, they would not have given Richard the divorce.'

Jude had to smile. 'Well, you have only yourself to blame for
the false pretences, darling!'

His happiness at their new freedom made Sue happier too. She
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suggested that they should go into the countryside for a walk,
and she put on a bright dress to celebrate.

'So, my dear, we can marry at last,' Jude said as they made their
way towards the wintry fields.

'I suppose we can,' said Sue without enthusiasm. 'But I have
the same old fear of a marriage contract. Remember our parents!
I might begin to be afraid of you, dear Jude, when you had a
Government licence to love me!'

'My own sweet love, I don't want to force you into any thing!
For the rest of our walk, we'll talk only about the weather.'

One Friday evening at the end of that month, there was a knock
at the front door. Jude opened his window and saw a woman
under the street-light.

'Is that Mr Fawley?' The voice was Arabella's!
'Whatever do you want, Arabella?'
Sue came into Jude's room, immediately upset.
'I'm sorry to call so late, Jude,' Arabella said, 'but I'm in

trouble.' Her man hadn't married her after all, she went on, and
she had a sudden responsibility that had arrived from Australia. If
Jude could walk with her towards the Prince Inn where she was
staying for the night, she would explain.

'Don't, don't go tonight, dear!' Sue was shaking. 'She only
does it to trap you again. She's such a low sort of woman — I can
see it in her shape, and hear it in her voice!'

'I shall go,' said Jude. 'God knows I love her little enough now,
but I don't want to be cruel.' He moved towards the stairs.

'But she's not your wife!' cried Sue wildly. 'And I —'
'And you're not either, dear, yet,' said Jude. 'I've waited with

patience, but we're living here in one house, both of us free, and
still you will not be mine!'

Sue was now crying as if her heart would break. 'Very well
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then, I will be. Only I didn't mean to! And I didn't want to
marry again! But I do love you.' She ran across and threw her
arms round his neck. 'I give in!'

'And so I'll arrange for our marriage.'
'Yes, Jude.'
'Then I'll let her go,' he said softly. 'Don't cry any more.

There, there and there.' He kissed Sue on one side, and on the
other, and in the middle — and closed the window.

The next morning was wet.
'Now, dear,' said Jude happily. 'I'll take along the marriage

notice so that it can be made public tomorrow.'
'I was so selfish about Arabella!' said Sue. 'Perhaps she really

did have a problem. Perhaps I should go and see her?'
'Arabella can look after herself,' said Jude calmly. 'Still, go to

the inn if you want to. And then we'll take the marriage notice
together.'

Sue went off under an umbrella, letting Jude kiss her and
returning his kisses in a way she had never done before. 'The
little bird is caught at last!' she said with a sad smile.

At the inn, saying she was a friend from Spring Street, Sue was
asked to go upstairs. She found Arabella still in bed. 'I've just
looked in to see if you're all right,' she said gently.

'Oh!' Arabella was disappointed. 'I thought my visitor was
your friend, your husband - Mrs Fawley, as I suppose you call
yourself?'

'Indeed I don't,' said Sue stiffly. She looked at Arabella's tail of
hair hanging on the mirror and at the rain, and felt depressed.

Just then a maid brought in a telegram for 'Mrs Cartlett'.
Arabella read it and brightened. 'From Lambeth!' she said. 'My
man agrees to keep his promise to marry me again. I sent him a
telegram saying I'd almost got together with Jude again, and that
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frightened him! Well, I don't need Jude now, so I advise you, my
dear, to persuade him to marry you as soon as possible.'

'He's waiting to, particularly since last night —' Sue went pink.
'So my visit helped it on - ha-ha!' laughed Arabella. 'Go on,

let him marry you! Then, if he throws you out, the law will
protect you; and if he leaves you, you'll have the furniture.' She
put her hand on Sue's arm. 'I really did want Jude's advice on a
little business matter. I'll write to him from London.'

When Sue reached home, Jude was waiting at the door. But
she persuaded him not to take the marriage notice, not yet.
Arabella, she said, had made her feel more than ever that legal
marriage was a trap to catch a man.

'Sue, you're beginning to frighten me off marriage too! All
right, let's go in and think about it.'

Chapter 20 Little Father Time

Three weeks later, while they were still thinking about it, a
newspaper and a letter arrived from Arabella.

The newspaper, which Sue opened, reported the marriage of
'Cartlett - Donn' in Lambeth. 'Well, at least we don't have to
worry about her now,' said Sue easily.

But Jude's attention was on the letter. 'Listen to this! " . . . The
fact is, Jude, that a son was born of our marriage eight months
after I left you, when I was at Sydney with my parents. They have
looked after him ever since, but now they say they are sending
him over to me. So I must ask you to take him when he arrives,
because Cartlett might not like him. I swear he is your lawful
son. Arabella Cartlett".'

Sue's eyes filled with tears.
'It may be true,' Jude said. 'But does it really matter whether a

child is one's own by blood?'
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At this, Sue jumped up and kissed Jude. 'We'll have him here,
dearest! And if he isn't yours, all the better!'

' . . . Just imagine his life in a Lambeth drinking-house, with a
mother who doesn't want him. The boy — my boy, perhaps
might start asking, "Why was I ever born?'"

'Oh, no, Jude! We must have him. I'll be a mother to him.'
So Jude wrote straight back, telling Arabella to send the boy on

to them — and they agreed to marry before he came.

The next evening, a small pale child knocked at the door of the
house in Spring Street. Arabella had postponed writing to Jude
until the ship from Australia was due; and the boy reached
London Docks on the same day as she received Jude's answer. So
she gave him a good meal, a little money, and put him on the
next train to Aldbrickham, before Cartlett could see him.

Hearing the knock, Sue came down from her room.
'Is this where Father, Mr Fawley, lives?' asked the child.
Sue looked at him and ran to fetch Jude, who picked him up

with a sad tenderness.
'Arabella's speaking the truth!' Sue burst out. 'I see you in him!'
The boy looked across at her. 'Are you my real mother at last?

Can I call you Mother?' He began to cry.
'Yes, if you wish, my poor dear.' Sue put her cheek against his

to hide her own tears. 'I do want to be a mother to this child,'
she said to Jude after they had put him to bed, 'and marriage
might make it easier. Oh, Jude, you'll still love me afterwards,
won't you?'

The boy was very quiet and serious. People called him Little
Father Time, he said, because he looked so old.

His father was disappointed that he was not called Jude. 'We'll
have him properly named in church,' he said to Sue, 'the day
we're married.'
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The morning after his arrival, they took their marriage notice
to the district office. But they did not marry. They could not
make themselves do it, either at the office or in church, even
though the Widow Edlin arrived for the wedding.

'Don't tell the child,' Sue told her. 'We've only postponed it.
And if Jude and I are happy as we are, what does it matter?'

Chapter 21 At the Great Wessex Show

One day in June of that year, two trains arrived at the little
town of Stoke Barehills, bringing visitors to the Great Wessex
Agricultural Show. One train came from Aldbrickharn. The
other came from London and, among the crowd that got off
it, were a well-built, rather red-faced woman in city clothes
and a short, rather top-heavy man with a round stomach.

'Heavens, Cartlett!' cried the woman, looking at a couple
coming off the other platform. 'There's Jude Fawley!'

'They seem fond of one another and of their child.'
'It isn't their child!' said Arabella jealously. 'They haven't been

married long enough!' But Cartlett thought her child was still in
Australia, so she said no more.

Jude and Sue walked on into the show-ground, enjoying their
holiday and trying hard to make Father Time enjoy himself, too.
Sue, in a new summer dress, holding up her white cotton sun-
umbrella, was as light as a bird. Jude looked proud of her. Their
delight in each other was obvious. They seemed like two halves
of a single whole.

Arabella stayed close behind them. 'They can't be married,'
she said, 'or they wouldn't be so much in love! See how —'

Cartlett lost interest and went off to the beer tent:
'Arabella!' She was greeted with a laugh by her girlhood

friend Anny, who had come down for the day from Alfredston.
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Jude and Sue walked on into the show-ground, enjoying their holiday
and trying hard to make Father Time enjoy himself, too.



'Have you seen Jude and his young woman, or wife, or
whatever she is?' said Arabella. 'There they are, by the horses!'

'She's pretty,' said Anny. 'He's nice-looking, too. Why didn't
you stick to him, Arabella?'

'Yes, why didn't I?' She noticed Jude's hand reaching out to
Sue's as the lovers stood close together.

'Happy?' Jude asked Sue, and Sue nodded.
'Silly fools — like two children!' Arabella said gloomily.

She left them admiring some roses and went to join Cartlett,
who was sitting at the bar, drinking and talking to one of the
barmaids. 'Surely you didn't come fifty miles from your own bar
just to stick in another?' she remarked, ready for a quarrel. 'Take
me round the show as other men take their wives!'

Chapter 22 Disapproval

Arabella was not the only person who took an interest in Jude
and Sue. When Father Time suddenly arrived, their neighbours
began to talk about them. And when the child was called 'Jude'
and sent to school, the pupils made hurtful remarks.

So the pair went off for several days 'to London'; and when
they came back, they let people understand that they were legally
married at last. Sue, who had been called Mrs Bridehead, now
openly took the name of Mrs Fawley.

But it was all too secret, too late. People began to avoid them
and to give fewer orders for headstones. In the autumn, when
Sue was expecting a child of her own, the couple were even
dismissed from a lettering job in a local church.

Jude decided then to give up the house and look for work
elsewhere. 'We'll have a better chance where we're not known,'
he said to Sue. 'I'm sickened by ecclesiastical work now. Perhaps if
I went back to baking, our way of life would matter less to people!'

And so they left Aldbrickham. Jude did no more church work.
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He now had few religious beliefs left and he did not want to earn
money from people who disliked his ways. But he accepted
other employment as a stone-mason wherever he found it; and,
for the next two-and-a-half years, he and his growing family
lived all over Wessex.

Chapter 23 Arabella Meets Phillotson

On a Saturday afternoon in May, almost three years after she saw
Jude and Sue at the agricultural show, Arabella came to the busy
town of Kennetbridge, a dozen miles south of Marygreen. Anny
drove the horse and cart in which she came, and the two friends
agreed to meet again in half an hour.

Arabella, all in black, walked around Kennetbridge market
on her own, and stopped in surprise at a little bakery counter
run by a young woman and an old-faced boy. 'Mrs Fawley!'

Sue recognized her and changed colour. 'How are you, Mrs
Cartlett?' she said stiffly. Then, seeing Arabella's black clothes,
she became sympathetic. 'Oh! You've lost —'

'My poor husband, yes. He died suddenly six weeks ago. I'm
living at Alfredston with my friend Anny . . . And you, my little
old man, I suppose you don't know me?'

'You're the woman I thought at first was my mother.'
Sue quickly sent the boy off with a basket of cakes to sell. 'He

doesn't know yet,' she said. 'Jude's going to tell him when he's a
little older.'

'Then you're living with Jude still? Married?'
'Yes.'
'Any children?'
'Two.' Sue hesitated.
'And another coming soon, I see. But why are you selling

cakes now?' Unasked, Arabella took one and ate it. 'Jude used to
be too proud a man for this.'
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Sue bit her lip. 'My husband hasn't been well since he caught
cold last winter, putting up some stonework for a music-hall in
the rain. So now he makes these cakes, which he can do indoors.
We call them Christminster cakes.'

'He still keeps on about Christminster then! But why,'
Arabella's questioning continued, 'don't you go back to
school-teaching? Because of the divorce?'

'That and other things. We gave up all ambition and were
never so happy in our lives until Jude became ill.'

'Here's the boy again,' said Arabella. 'My boy and Jude's!'

'Anny, I've heard of Jude again and seen her!' Arabella and Anny
were driving back to Alfredston. 'I want him back!'

'Fight against it,' said Anny. 'He belongs to someone else.'
They drove on in silence across the upland until they saw the

cottage where Arabella had once lived with Jude.
'He's more mine than hers,' Arabella burst out. 'I'd take him

from her if I could!'
'Arabella! Your husband's only been dead six weeks!'
At the top of the hill by the Brown House, they gave a lift to a

thin, elderly looking man.
Arabella looked at him when he was in the cart, and looked

again. 'Mr Phillotson?' she asked.
'Yes,' said the traveller politely. 'And you are —?'
'I was one of your pupils. Arabella Donn. I used to walk up

from Cresscombe to your school at Marygreen . . . And I
married Jude Fawley, one of your night-school pupils.'

'You were Fawley's wife?' Phillotson lost his stiffness. He had
recently returned to Marygreen, he said. It was the only school
which would take him after his wife left him as she did.

Arabella told him that she had just seen Sue at Kennetbridge.
'She's not doing well. Her husband is ill and she's worried . . .
You were wrong to divorce her.'
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'No,' said Phillotson. 'I'm sure that I was right.'
'She was innocent. The divorce was wrongly given. I talked to

her just afterwards and I'm sure of it.'
He gripped the side of the cart. 'But she wanted to go.'
'Yes. But you shouldn't have let her.'

When Sue had sold all the Christminster cakes, she and the boy
left the market with their empty baskets and walked to some old
cottages with gardens and fruit-trees. The Widow Edlin came to
the door of one, carrying a baby and holding a little girl by the
hand.

Jude was sitting inside, in an armchair. 'You've sold them all?'
he asked, a smile crossing his thin, pale face.

'Yes.' Sue told him about the market. Then, when they were
alone, she kissed him and told him about Arabella.

'Arabella at Alfredston!' Jude looked worried. 'Perhaps it's a
good thing that we've almost decided to move on. I'll be well
enough to leave very soon. Then Mrs Edlin can go home again -
dear, faithful, old Mrs Edlin!'

He had so far avoided all the old places, he said, but now he
would like to go back to Christminster if Sue agreed. 'What does
it matter if we're known there? It's still the centre of the world to
me because of my early dream. I'd like to go back to live there,
perhaps to die there! I'd like to be there by a particular day in
June

PART 6 AT CHRISTMINSTER AGAIN

Chapter 24 In the Streets of Christminster

They arrived at Christminster on Remembrance Day, the day
chosen by Jude.

'Let's go and watch the celebrations,' said Jude suddenly.
'We'll leave our luggage at the station and get lodgings later.'
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He carried their baby son, Sue led their little daughter and
Arabella's boy walked silently beside them until they arrived at a
round theatre — the theatre from which Jude had looked out on
the day he awoke from his Christminster dream.

Today, there were holiday crowds lining the open space
between the theatre and the nearest college. 'Here's the best
place! Here's where they'll pass!' cried Jude in excitement. He
pushed his way close to the barrier, holding the baby in his arms.
Graduates in red and black arrived at the college. The sky turned
dark and it began to rain and thunder.

'It seems like Judgement Day!' whispered Father Time.
Jude would not leave. He explained details of the stonework to

the people around him. Tinker Taylor and the stone-mason
Uncle Joe called out to him. He spoke loudly to the crowd of his
failure to enter the university.

'He does look ill and worn-out,' said a woman.
'I may do some good before I'm dead,' Jude went on, 'as a

terrible example of what not to do —'
'Don't say that!' whispered Sue in tears. 'You've struggled so

hard!' It was raining heavily now. 'Let's go on, dear. We haven't
any lodgings, and you're not well yet.'

But Jude watched and waited until all the university doctors
had walked across to the theatre. 'Well, I'm an outsider to the end
of my days!' he sighed at last. 'But how pale you are, Sue!'

'I saw Richard among the crowd, and I felt afraid
'You're tired. Oh, I forgot, darling! We'll go at once.'

Chapter 25 'Because We Are Too Many'

Lodgings were difficult to find so late in the day. Eventually, a
woman said she could take Sue and the children for a week if
Jude could stay elsewhere.

But when Jude had left to collect their luggage and find
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lodgings for himself at an inn, Sue heard the woman's husband
shouting downstairs. Then the woman came up and said
they would have to leave tomorrow. Her husband, she said,
wanted no children in the house.

The boy was deeply upset. 'Mother, what shall we do?'
'I don't know. I'm afraid this will trouble your father, but we

won't tell him tonight.'
'It's all because of us children, isn't it?'
'Well,people do dislike children sometimes.'
'If children are so much trouble, why do people have them? I

was a trouble in Australia and I'm a trouble here. Why was I ever
born? When children are born that are not wanted, they should
be killed straight away.'

She hesitated. Then she decided to be honest. 'There's going
to be another baby in our family soon,' she said.

'What!' The boy jumped up wildly. 'Oh, Mother, you've
never sent for another! Why couldn't you wait until we've more
money and Father's well?' He burst into tears.

'Forgive me, little Jude,' she begged him, crying too. 'I'll
explain when you're older.'

'I won't forgive you, ever, ever! I'll never believe you love me
or Father or any of us any more!'

He ran into the next little room, where a bed had been spread
on the floor for the three children. 'If we children weren't here,
there'd be no trouble!' she heard him say.

'Go to sleep now, dear!' she commanded.

Sue woke early next morning and she ran across to the inn,
to tell Jude about the problem with the lodgings. They had a
quick meal and then returned together to prepare the children's
breakfast. All was still quiet in the children's little room and,
at half-past eight, Sue went in to call them.

Jude heard a scream and saw her fall to the floor, unconscious.
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He ran forward, then looked down at the children's bed. It was
empty. He looked round the room - and saw two little bodies
hanging from the back of the door, like clothes, and the boy's
body hanging from the ceiling.

In horror, he cut them down, laid Sue on her bed and ran for a
doctor. But it was too late. The children had been hanging for
more than an hour and all three were dead. 'Done because we
are too many,' said a note in little Jude's writing.

Sue was conscious again but, at the sight of the note, her nerves
gave way completely. Screaming and struggling, she was carried
downstairs. She lay there, shaking and staring at the ceiling.

As soon as she could speak, she told Jude about her
conversation with the boy the evening before. That must
have caused the tragedy, she said. She was to blame.

'No,' said Jude, 'it was in his nature to do it, to wish not to
live.' Then he too broke down.

'Oh, oh, my babies!' Sue cried. 'They had done no harm. Why
were they taken, not I? We loved each other too much, too
selfishly, you and I, Jude; and now we're punished . . . '

She had to stay on at the now-hated lodgings. People came and
went — police, lawyers, newspaper men. The law took its course.

At last, the children could be buried. But then Sue tried to
stop the grave-digger from covering the grave with earth. 'I want
to see them once more,' she cried. 'Oh, Jude, please, Jude, I want
to see them! Just one little minute

Later that night, the child Sue was expecting was born dead.

Chapter 26 Separation

Sue hoped for death for herself too, but slowly she recovered.
Jude returned to his old trade of stone-mason, and they moved to
Beersheba, not far from the church of St Silas.
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They talked endlessly that summer of their life together and
of Life itself. Gradually, Jude realized that they had mentally
travelled in opposite directions since the tragedy. Sue was
no longer the fearless, independent thinker she had been. 'It's
no use fighting against God,' she said. 'I must give up my
selfish ways.' While Jude rarely went to church now, she went
frequenty to St Silas.

Finally, one Sunday evening when she returned from a service
there, she told Jude that she did not ever want to marry him.
'And, dear Jude, I don't think I ought to live as your wife any
more.'

'What! But you are my wife, Sue, in all except law.'
'I'm Richard's wife,' she said. 'I feel more and more sure that I

belong to him, or to nobody.'

A few evenings later, Arabella called at the lodgings, behaving
correctly but looking poorer than before.

'Thank you for writing,' she said. 'I've just come from the
child's grave. As it's your trade, Jude, you'll be able to put up a
handsome headstone . . . If he had been with me, perhaps it
wouldn't have happened. But of course I didn't wish to take him
from your wife.'

'I'm not his wife,' said Sue, and left the room.
'Why did she say that?' asked Arabella in a changed voice. 'She

is your wife, isn't she? She once told me so.'
'I cannot tell you,' said Jude firmly.
'Ah, I see! Well, I thought I should call before I go back to

Alfredston. Father has just come back from Australia. I'm living
with him now. Mother died out there.'

As soon as she left, Jude looked for Sue. She was not in
the house. He went to St Silas and found her lying there, in
her black clothes, crying.
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'I wanted to be alone,' she said, almost sharply. 'Why did you
come?'

'Why?' he repeated, wounded to the heart. 'I, who love you
better than my own self! Why did you come here, alone?'

'I felt so unhappy when Arabella came. She seems to be
your wife still and Richard to be my husband. God has taken
my babies from me to show me this. Arabella's child killed
mine. That was God's judgement - the right killing the
wrong.'

'This is terrible!' Jude replied. 'If your religion does this to
you, then I hate it . . . Come home with me, dearest.'

He lifted her up, but she preferred to walk without his support
and she stopped at a little coffee-house. 'Jude,' she said, 'will you
get yourself lodgings here?'

'I will — if you really wish. But do you?' He took her home and
followed her up to the door of their room. She put her hand in
his and said, 'Good night, Jude'.

'You have never loved me as I love you!' he burst out.
'At first, Jude, I admit, I just wanted you to love me. But then I

couldn't let you go - possibly to Arabella again - and so I began
to love you. And now I love you as much as ever. But I mustn't
love you any more. I joined myself to Richard for life.'

'Oh, Sue!' Jude suddenly sensed his own danger. 'I'm a weak
man! Don't leave me just to save yourself!'

'I'll pray for you, Jude, night and day.'
'I mustn't stay? Not just once more, as it has been so many

times? Oh, Sue, my wife, why not? . . . Very well. Perhaps it's all
been my fault. Perhaps I spoilt one of the purest loves that ever
existed between man and woman!' He went to the bed and
threw one of its pair of pillows to the floor. 'Good night,' he said
and started to go.

'This breaks my heart,' she said, her face wet with tears. 'Oh,
kiss me!'
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He took her in his arms and covered her tears with kisses.
'We'll see each other sometimes, won't we, Jude?' she said,

freeing herself. 'We'll be dear friends just the same?'
Jude turned and went down the stairs.

Chapter 27 Remarriage

The man whom Sue now thought of as her husband still
lived at Marygreen. He had seen her on Remembrance Day at
Christminster. Then he had read in the newspaper about the
tragedy, and had puzzled at the age of the eldest boy.

A few weeks later, Phillotson was at Alfredston for the
Saturday market and he met Arabella. She told him that the
eldest boy had been her son, and that Sue was not, after all,
married to Jude. 'And now, I hear, she doesn't live with him any
more. She says she's your wife in the eyes of God.'

'Indeed? Separated, have they?'
'Yes. As for me, I hope soon to be in a bar again at

Christminster or some other big town.'
Phillotson asked for Sue's address. Arabella gave it and walked

on, smiling to herself.
The schoolmaster still wanted Sue in his strange way. He

could remarry her, he thought, on the respectable excuse that he
had divorced her wrongly. Then society might accept him again.

So he wrote to Sue, suggesting that she should return to him.
It was a careful letter. Physical love, he wrote, had little to do with
the matter. He simply wished to make their lives less of a failure.

One evening soon after, Sue walked to Jude's new lodgings and
told him that she was going to remarry Phillotson.

Jude turned on her fiercely. 'But you're my wife!' he shouted.
'I loved you, and you loved me, and we made our own contract.
We still love each other. I know it, Sue!'
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Jude turned on her fiercely. 'But you're my wife!' he shouted.
'I loved you, and you loved me, and we made our own contract.'

'But I'm going to marry him again,' she answered, 'at the
Marygreen church. And you should take back Arabella.'

'Good God, what next? What if you and I had married
legally?'

'I'd have felt just the same.'
Jude shook his head hopelessly. Had the tragedy destroyed her

reason? 'Wrong, all wrong! You don't love him.'
'I admit it. But I shall try to learn to, by obeying him.'
Jude argued and begged, but she was unshakeable. 'I didn't

think you'd be so rough with me,' she said. 'I was going to ask
you —'

'To give you away?'
'No. To come to the children's grave with me.'
So they went to the grave, and there they said goodbye.
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The next day was a Friday. Sue left Christminster alone, having
asked Phillotson not to come for her. She wanted to return to
him freely, she said, just as she had freely left him.

She sent her luggage on in front of her and walked the last
half mile into Marygreen in the early evening. 'I've come,
Richard,' she said, looking pale and sinking into a chair in the
new schoolhouse. 'Will you take me back?'

'Darling Susanna.' He bent and kissed her cheek — and Sue.
moved nervously away. 'So you still dislike me!'

'Oh no, dear! I'm cold and wet from the journey, that's all.
When is our wedding?'

'Tomorrow morning early, I thought. But it's not too late to
refuse if you —'

'I want it done quickly.'
'Well, my friend Gillingham has already come up from

Shaston to help us. Join us for supper and then I'll take you over
to your room at Mrs Edlin's.'

Morning came. A thick fog had moved up from the lowland and
drifted by the trees on the village green covering them with big
drops. At half-past eight, before many people were around, Sue
and Phillotson were remarried.

Later in the day, Phillotson walked out a little way to say
goodbye to Gillingham. Sue seemed nervous when he got back.
'Of course, my dear,' he said, 'I shall allow you to live just as
privately as before.'

Sue brightened a little.

Chapter 28 Back with Arabella

The following evening, a woman in black stood on the doorstep
of Jude's lodgings in the rain. 'Father's turned me out after
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borrowing all my money for his new business! Can you take
me in, Jude, while I look for work?'

'No!' said Jude coldly. But Arabella cried, and finally he agreed
to let her use a little room at the top of the house for a few days.

'You've heard the news, I suppose?' she said then. 'Anny
writes that the wedding was arranged for yesterday.'

'I don't want to talk about it.'
At first, Arabella did not come near Jude. But, the next Sunday,

she asked if she could join him for breakfast as she had broken
her teapot.

They sat for a while in silence. Then she said that she could
find out about the wedding if he wanted to know. She needed to
go to Alfredston to see Anny — and Anny had relations at
Marygreen.

Hating himself, Jude agreed. He paid for her journey and,
impatiently, met her at the station in the evening.

'They're married,' she smiled. 'Mrs Edlin said Sue was so
upset that she even burnt the prettiest things she'd worn with
you. Still,' Arabella sighed, 'she feels that he's her only husband
in the eyes of God.' She sighed again. 'I feel exactly the same!'

Jude left her without a word. In his depression, he walked to
all the places in the city he had visited with Sue. Then he turned
into an inn.

Hours later, Arabella went to the inn where she had once
worked as a barmaid and, as she expected, found Jude sitting
there, half drunk.

'I've come to look after you, dear boy. You're not well.'
Arabella suddenly seemed to have some money again. She bought
him more drinks, stronger drinks. And whenever Jude said, 'I
don't care what happens to me,' she replied, 'But I do, very much!'

When closing time came, she guided him out onto the street.
'You can't go back to your lodgings in this condition. Come
round to my father's. He's more friendly towards me now.'
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'Anything, anywhere,' said Jude. 'What does it matter?'
And so she guided him to her father's new little pork-

and-sausage shop, her arm around his waist and his arm, at last,
through unsteadiness, around her.

'This way,' she said in the dark, after she had shut the door. 'I'll
pull off your boots,' she whispered. 'Now, hold on to me. First
stair, second stair, that's it . . . '

Arabella looked at Jude's curly black hair and beard on the white
pillow next morning, and felt well pleased.

'I've got a prize upstairs!' she told her father down in the shop.
'It's Jude. He's come back to me.'

She went off to Jude's lodgings and, unasked, brought away all
his things and her own. Then, 'to advertise Father's new shop',
she invited people like Uncle Joe and Tinker Taylor from the inn
to a party. And, all the time, she kept Jude so drunk that he did
not know where he was or what he did.

On the fourth day, in front of all the party guests, she said,
'Come along then, old darling, as you promised.'

'When did I promise anything?' asked Jude.
Arabella looked at her father. 'Now, Mr Fawley,' said Donn,

'you and my daughter have been living here together on the
understanding that you were going to marry her.'

'If that's so,' said Jude hotly, standing up, 'then by God I will
marry her!'

'Don't go,' Arabella said to the guests. 'We'll all have a good,
strong cup of tea when we come back.'

'I like a woman that a breath of wind won't blow down,' said
Tinker Taylor after the three had left for the church. 'Mrs
Fawley, I suppose?' he said when they returned.

'Certainly,' said Arabella smoothly, pulling off her glove and
holding out her left hand.
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'She said I ought to marry you again,' said Jude thickly. 'True
religion! Ha-ha-ha! Give me some more to drink!'

Chapter 29 To See Sue Again

After their remarriage, Jude and his wife moved to new lodgings
nearer the centre of the city. At first, Jude was able to work, but
by the autumn he was a sick man again.

'Why can't you stay healthy?' complained Arabella, as he
coughed and coughed. 'Soon I'll have to sell sausages out on the
street to support you!'

Jude laughed bitterly. 'I've been thinking of that pig you and I
once had. I tried to finish it off as quickly as possible. If only
someone would now do the same for me!'

He did not get any better, and one day he begged Arabella to
write and tell Sue. 'You know I love her, and I'd like to see her
once more. I've one foot in the grave, so what can it matter?'

'I won't have that loose woman in my house!'
Jude leapt up from his chair, forcing Arabella back onto a sofa.

'Say anything like that again and I'll kill you!'
'Kill me?' she laughed. 'You couldn't even kill that pig

properly!'
Jude began to cough and had to let her go. But one morning

soon afterwards, in heavy wind and rain, he left the house when
she was out and went to the station.

Wrapped in a long coat and blanket, pale as a ghost, he
travelled by train to Alfredston and from there he walked the five
miles to Marygreen. At half-past three, he stood by the familiar
well. He crossed the green, asked a boy to fetch Mrs Phillotson
from the schoolhouse, and entered the church.

There was a light footstep. 'Oh, Jude, I didn't know it was
you!' Sue tried to go back, but he begged her not to. 'Why did
you come?' she asked, tears running down her face. 'I know — it
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was in the Alfredston newspaper - that you've done the right
thing and married Arabella again.'

'God above, "the right thing"? It's the worst thing of my life,
this contract with Arabella! You're my wife. How could you go
back to Phillotson?'

'He's a kind husband to me. And I've struggled and prayed
and I've nearly made myself accept him. You mustn't wake —'

'Oh, you darling little fool! Where has all that intelligence
gone, that fighting spirit?'

'You insult me, Jude. Go away!' She turned.
'I will. Sue, you're not worth a man's love.'
She turned back. 'Don't! Kiss me, oh, kiss me, and say I'm not

a coward!' She rushed to him. 'I must tell you, my darling love!
My remarriage has been a marriage in name only. Richard
himself suggested it.'

'Sue!' Pressing her to him, Jude hurt her mouth with kisses. 'I
have a moment's happiness now. You do love me still?'

'You know it! But I mustn't kiss you back . . . And you look so
ill—'

'So do you! There's one more kiss, in memory of our dead
children, yours and mine.'

The words struck Sue like a blow. 'I can't go on with this . . .
But there, darling, I give you back your kisses. I do, I do!'

'I ask you one last time. We were both out of our senses when
we remarried. Let's run away together!'

'No; again, no! Why do you tempt me, Jude? Don't follow me,
don't look at me. Leave me, for pity's sake!'

Sue ran to the east end of the church and knelt there. Jude
picked up his blanket and went straight out, coughing. Sue
hesitated, then put her hands over her ears. At the corner of
the green, by the path to Farmer Troutham's old field, Jude
looked back at Marygreen for the last time. Then he walked on.

When a cold wind is blowing, the coldest place in all Wessex is
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Jude picked up his blanket and went straight out, coughing. Sue
hesitated, then put her hands over her ears.

the top of the hill by the Brown House. Here Jude now walked,
wet through, against a bitter, north-east wind. It was ten o'clock
when he finally reached Christminster.

Arabella was waiting on the platform. 'You've been to see her?'
'I have. I've got my only two remaining wishes in the world:

I've seen her and I've finished myself.
All the way back to their lodgings, Jude saw the same ghosts of

great men that he had seen on his first arrival at Christminster.
'They seem to be laughing at me now. But, Arabella, when I'm
dead, you'll see my ghost among these!'

'Pooh! Come along and I'll buy you something warm to drink.'

While Jude and Arabella were walking home, Sue was talking to
Mrs Edlin in the schoolhouse. 'I've done wrong today, Mrs
Edlin. Jude has been here and I find that I still love him . . . I'll
never see him again, but I must now make things right with my
husband. I shall go to his room tonight.'

'I wouldn't, my dear. He agrees to separate rooms, and it's
gone on very well for three months as it is.'

'Yes, but I was wrong to accept the arrangement . . . Don't go,
Mrs Edlin!' Sue begged nervously. 'Please stay in my room
tonight.'

They went up the stairs together. Sue undressed in her own
room. Then, with a frightened look at the widow, she crossed to
her husband's room and half-opened the door.

'Is that you, Susanna?'
'Yes, Richard.' She almost sank to the floor. 'I've come to beg

your pardon and ask you to let me in.'
'You know what it means?' Phillotson said firmly.
'Yes. I belong to you. Please let me in.'
Mrs Edlin closed the door of Sue's old room and got into bed.

'Poor little thing!' she said. 'How it blows and rains!'
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After Christmas, Jude again lay ill at home.
'You were clever,' said Arabella, 'to get yourself a nurse by

marrying me! I suppose you want to see your Sue?'
'No. Don't tell her that I'm ill. Let her go!'
One day, however, Mrs Edlin came to see him. Arabella left

the old woman alone with Jude, and he immediately asked about
Sue. 'I suppose,' he said bluntly, 'they are still husband and wife
in name only?'

Mrs Edlin hesitated. 'Well, no. It's been different since the day
you came. She insisted. To punish herself.'

'Oh no, my Sue! . . . Mrs Edlin, she was once a woman who
shone like a star. Then tragedy hit us, and she broke. Our ideas
were fifty years too soon, and they brought disaster on us both!'
Jude cursed the world angrily, and then began to cough.

Chapter 30 Remembrance Day

Summer came round again and, with it, the Remembrance
celebrations. Jude lay on his bed, very sick.

One afternoon, while the bells rang out, Arabella sat waiting
for her father to take her place as nurse. He did not come. She
looked impatiently at Jude. He was asleep. So she went out
anyway, to join the crowds.

It was a warm, cloudless day. The sound of concert music
reached Jude's room as his cough started and woke him. 'A little
water, please,' he said, his eyes still closed. 'Some water - Arabella
- Sue - darling! Please!' No water came. 'Oh, God,' Jude
whispered, 'why was I ever born?'

When Arabella returned, she was met outside by two or three
of the stone-masons. 'We're going down to the river for the
Remembrance games,' said Uncle Joe. 'But we've called on our
way to ask how your husband is.'

'He's sleeping nicely, thank you,' said Arabella.
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'Then why not come along with us for half an hour, Mrs
Fawley? It would do you good.'

'I wish I could. Well, wait a minute. Father is with him, I
believe, so I can probably come.'

She ran upstairs. Her father had not arrived, but Jude seemed
to be sleeping, although he lay strangely still. Arabella went close
to the bed. His face was quite white. His fingers were cold. She
listened at his chest. His heart, after nearly thirty years, had stopped.

The happy rum-tum-tum of a band reached her ears from the
river. 'Why did he die just now!' said Arabella, annoyed.

She thought for a moment. Then she softly closed the
bedroom door again and went off with the men to the river.

'Oh, I'm glad I came!' she said, looking at all the boats and
flags and people. 'And my absence can't hurt my husband.' A
man she knew put his arm around her waist, and she pretended
not to notice. 'Well, it's been good,' she cried later, when all the
excitement was over. 'Now I must get back to my poor husband.'

By ten o'clock that night, Jude's body was laid out on the bed.
Through the half-open window, the sound of dance music
entered from one of the colleges.

Two days later, two women stood looking down at Jude's face as
the sounds of Remembrance Day itself came into the room from
the round theatre.

'How beautiful he is!' said Mrs Edlin, red-eyed.
'Yes; handsome,' agreed Arabella. 'Do you think she'll come?'
'I don't know. She swore not to see him again! Poor heart! She

looks years and years older.'
'If Jude had seen her again, perhaps he wouldn't have cared for

her any more . . . But he told me not to send for her.'
'Well, the poor little thing says she's found peace.'
'She may swear that on her knees,' said Arabella, 'but it's not

true. She'll never find peace again until she's where he is now!'



74 75

ACTIVITIES

Look at the picture on the cover of this book. What does it suggest
to you? What is the young man thinking about?
The words below all come from this part of the story. Use your
dictionary to check their meaning.
apprentice cottage dismissal lodgings
obscure spire stone-mason trade
Now match each word with its meaning in the list below:

Before you read

a small house in the country
dark, not well-known
a cutter of stone
a line of work, e.g. building
a pointed tower
being told to leave one's job
a room rented to live in
a young person in training for skilled work

3 Answer these questions:
What would a barmaid sell you?
What could you do at an inn?
What do you get from a well?
Where do people do ecclesiastical work?
Where do hedges grow?
What farm animal is used to pull a cart?

After you read
4 Answer these questions:

Why does Jude decide to marry Arabella?
Why does she leave him?
Where does she go?
Who is 'light and slight, lovely, nervous, tender'?
Who do Jude and his cousin visit at Lumsdon?
How does this person help the cousin to get a job?

What does Jude see in Lumsdon one evening that fills him with
horror?

Chapters 9-18

Before you read
5 At the end of Chapter 8, Jude suffers 'the hell of failure', both in

ambition and love. What does this mean? What would you advise
him to do to improve his life? Discuss your ideas with other
students.

6 These words come in this part of the story. Use a dictionary to
check their meaning.
divorce headstone theological
Now match each word to one of the meanings below:

to do with religion
the legal ending of a marriage between two people
a piece of stone marking a grave

After you read
7 Answer these questions:

Why is Sue told to leave the college at Melchester?
Who does Jude spend the night with at an Inn in Aldbrickham?
'The kiss was a turning point for Jude.' What does it cause him
to do?

8 Who says these words? Who to?
'Something frightened me - a terrible dream."
'I sometimes think you are incapable of real love.'
'Your relation came here once before ... with his wife.'

Chapters 19-30

Before you read
9 Phillotson has decided to divorce Sue. Do you think that she will

finally marry Jude? What other problems could possibly happen
now?

Chapters 1-8



After you read
10 Answer these questions:

Who are the parents of 'Little Father Time'?
What shocking thing does he do in the lodgings in
Christminster?
When Arabella says, 'I've got a prize upstairs!', what does she
mean?

11 Complete these sentences:
Although he is very ill, Jude returns to Marygreen because ...
Sue decides to return to sharing her husband's room
because ...
Arabella says, 'My absence can't hurt my husband'
because ...

12 Just before he dies, Jude says: 'Our ideas were fifty years too soon
and they brought disaster on us both,' What does he mean? Do
you agree with him? Discuss these questions.

Writing

13 Read Chapter 6 again. Imagine you are Jude's Aunt Drusilla. Write
the letter you send him with Sue's photo.

14 You are Jude. Look again at page 21. Write one of the letters to the
master of a college, asking for information and advice about uni-
versity studies.

15 Imagine that Jude is a young man born in the 1960s. How do you
think his life story might be different? Tell the story in a few words.

16 Write a note to a friend about this book. Say what it is about,
whether you liked it and whether or not your friend will like it. Give
your reasons.


	Blank Page
	Jude The Obscure 1.pdf
	Jude The Obscure Pdf




