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BARCHESTER TOWERS

ANTHONY TROLLOPE was born in London in 1815 and died in 1882. His father was a barrister who went bankrupt and the family was maintained by his mother, Frances, who resourcefully in later life became a bestselling writer. He received little education and his childhood generally seems to have been an unhappy one.



Happily established in a successful career in the Post Office (from which he retired in 1867), Trollope’s first novel was published in 1847. He went on to write over forty novels as well as short stories, and enjoyed, considerable acclaim as a novelist during his lifetime. The idea for The Warden (1855), the first of his novels to achieve success, was conceived while he wandered around Salisbury Cathedral one midsummer evening. It was succeeded by other ‘Barsetshire’ novels employing the same characters including Archdeacon Grantly, the worldly cleric, the immortal Mrs Proudie and the saintly warden, Septimus Harding. These novels are Barchester Towers (1857), Doctor Thorne (1858), Framley Parsonage (1861), The Small House at Allington (1864) and The Last Chronicle of Barset (1867). This series is regarded by many as Trollope’s masterpiece, in which he demonstrates his imaginative grasp of the great preoccupation of eighteenth- and nineteenth-century English novels – property. Almost equally popular were the six brilliant Palliser novels comprising Can You Forgive Her? (1865), Phineas Finn (1869), The Eustace Diamonds (1873), Phineas Redux (1874), The Prime Minister (1876) and The Duke’s Children (1880). The notable titles among his many other novels and books include He Knew He Was Right (1868–9), The Way We Live Now (1874–5), An Autobiography (1875–6) and Dr Worth’s School (1881).
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Preface

Anthony Trollope was born in 1815 with, someone has said, a pen in hand. His father was a financially disastrous barrister, and, in consequence, support of the family came from Frances Milton Trollope, who accomplished an even more prodigious flow of books than eventually would her son, though with the considerable difference that nearly all of them, if not forgettable, are certainly forgotten. The great exception is The Domestic Manners of the Americans, published in 1832, the result of an adventuresome sojourn in the border states. Its picture of the natives is of a people only a few infirm steps up from barbarism. It was, needless to say, not well regarded by the relatively few Americans at the time who were given to English literature; in an enduring tradition, as regards commentary on the United States and its more perverse foibles, it found a much better response in England.

Anthony Trollope was educated at Winchester and Harrow and thereafter in his early life was, like James and John Stuart Mill, sustained by the Civil Service. He rose to a senior position in the Post Office, is credited with the invention of the pillarbox (to non-Britons the ordinary local mailbox) and was importantly involved with various of the negotiations which resulted in the international exchange of mail under the aegis of the Postal Union. Almost everyone, whether a Trollope reader or not, has heard of his writing habits: he arose early in the morning and, with his watch before him, ticked off some twenty-five hundred words at the rate of a thousand words an hour. Then he had breakfast and went to the Post Office. In telling of how he worked he was careful also to tell of the scrupulous care which he exercised as regards his writing. He never, he said, sent a manuscript to the publisher without carefully reading it over first. For a long time after his death Trollope was neglected, and much of the neglect has been traced to his Autobiography, which was published posthumously in 1883. There he tells of his severe writing discipline, and he lists, mercilessly and more or less to the penny, the revenues from each of his books. No good writer, it was said or anyhow felt, should be so scrupulous in his work habits or give such knowledgeable attention to his personal affairs. Genius is always a trifle dissolute and, in financial matters, distinctly careless. And always it is subject to waves of inspiration and despair.

Happily attitudes have long since changed. Trollope has been forgiven his discipline and his diligence; he now ranks fully with the most admired novelists of the Victorian era, and it is quite possible that no other, Dickens excepted, has a larger contemporary following.

After a couple of unsuccessful novels set in Ireland (where he had become a postal inspector) he discovered Barset, and there followed the novels of Barsetshire, of which more in the introduction to the first of these great novels in the pages following. Then he went on to the noted Irish Member of Parliament, Phineas Finn; and after tracing the history of The Eustace Diamonds and the wonderfully devious Lady Eustace, he took up the politically and socially complex life of the greatly influential Pallisers. In the politics of Westminster as, I will tell, in that of the cathedral close in Barchester, Trollope remained consistent: the issues, including such less than heartrending matters as how the minor coinage would be arranged were Britain to have a decimal currency, were always unimportant. Important only was how the game was played and who would win. Trollope anticipated the modern American television commentator who, not wishing to be bothered with the tedious questions of what is right and who is wrong, sees politics purely as a spectator sport. In fact, in real life Trollope was politically much concerned. He deeply suspected conservatives, and after resigning from the Post Office in 1867, he stood for Parliament for Beverley as a Liberal. Fortunately he was defeated. Parliament, even then, might have interfered with his writing.

A familiar figure in the London clubs and an enthusiastic hunter – in the season he went out three times a week, and horses, foxes and dogs figure with great frequency in his works – Trollope continued to write prodigiously through failing health until his death in 1882. It is one of the more rewarding experiences of the modern Trollope habitué, of which there are thousands, that he or she can still come up with a volume that other Trollope fans have not read or did not even know existed.

BARCHESTER TOWERS

There has long been a debate, mostly amiable, over which is the best of Trollope’s novels. There will never be a decision; such controversy is a harmless pastime and for professors of English literature a useful source of lecture material. Were I involved, I would retreat to Trollope’s own judgement, which is that another account of clerical life in Barsetshire, namely The Last Chronicle of Barset, is truly the most ingenious, compelling and otherwise the most impressive of his stories. The Reverend Josiah Crawley, permanent curate of Hogglestock in that book, is a marvel of portraiture and psychological conflict.

But what cannot be in doubt is that Barchester Towers was the work that first informed the world of the Trollope genius. Perhaps it should be read after The Warden, a lovely little book, altogether less ambitious in its reach, which introduces the reader to the Barchester scene, the clerical life of the cathedral close and numerous of the people who reappear in Barchester Towers. But that isn’t necessary. Having bought or otherwise come upon this volume, you can start right in. Trollope gives you all the background you need. You have before you one of the delights of life.

Barchester Towers, like some of Trollope’s other works, is a novel of politics, here between the two parties of the diocese and the cloister. The conflict is intense, preoccupying, often mean and, as noted, this being the special Trollope touch, quite devoid of issues. Vaguely in the background is the difference between High Church liturgy and traditions and the crudities of the Low and modern churchmen. But the issues, like those in the parliamentary novels, do not obtrude, and the reader is never involved with them. What is important is not what wins but who wins. The contest between the Grantly faction and the Proudies, including the superbly depicted Reverend Obadiah Slope, is entirely over who will emerge as the dominant power in the community. Some clerical patronage is at stake – who will be Warden of Hiram’s Hospital, who will be the new dean of the Chapter – but the possession of these prestigious and well-paid posts is far less important than the manifestation of influence that is involved in granting them. It is that – who is on top – that counts.



The struggle presents two of Trollope’s greatest heroes or, as pedants might prefer, anti-heroes. These are the aforementioned Slope, the bishop’s chaplain and clerical man-of-all-work, and Mrs Proudie, the bishop’s wife and the true power in the Proudie party. In interest Mr Slope and Mrs Proudie far outshine Archdeacon Grantly, the leader of the opposing traditional and altogether more reputable forces. Here, either by accident or design, is one of Trollope’s miracles. The author is wholly on the side of Grantly; so, as the story progresses, is the reader; but it is with Slope and Mrs Proudie (and the poor bishop who is their instrument and victim) with whom the reader becomes involved. One is much less concerned with what will happen to Grantly, his wife, the scholarly Mr Arabin or Eleanor Bold, the widow to whose asserted beauty and much more convincing income the unmarried members of the clerical community are greatly attracted.

But also there is no great suspense as regards Slope. Trollope allows you to marvel at his instinct for self-promotion, his energy and resource in the use of the small powers of his position. But he leaves the reader in no doubt that the Reverend Obadiah Slope is one of the most disastrous political operators of all time. Slope should some day return and meet Richard Milhous Nixon.

Mrs Proudie’s skill and resource are in sharp contrast with Slope’s; and this too is evident from the outset. In a perverse way, as the pages pass, one begins to admire this woman. Much later in The Last Chronicle, Trollope kills Mrs Proudie off, in response, he tells in his autobiography, to a conversation overheard by chance in his club in which she is severely condemned. Rising into view from a low chair, he tells the two critics that he will oblige them and dispose of her in an early issue of the magazine in which the story, as was then the custom, was being serialized. She was greatly missed, not least by Trollope.



As Trollope devotees have quarrelled over which is the best of his books, so they have expressed strong, even aggressively personal, views as to what is good and bad within his novels, not excluding Barchester Towers. Thus – a small point – his names have been much attacked as too unambiguously comic – the physicians Dr Fillgrave, Mr Rerechild, Sir Omicron Pie; the farmer, Farmer Greenacre; the upwardly-mobile Look aloft family. I’m all for Trollope. He knew that one man’s fun is another’s too obvious search for laughter. Also the names, Sir Omicron possibly excepted, have a good English sound. There must, somewhere in the world today, be a paediatrician called Rerechild.

More serious is the question of whether in this book the author talks too much. For what it may be worth, I think he does. He digresses at length on women, tradesmen, farmers, politicians, the clerical scene. Some of this chattiness is richly informative on Victorian mores and manners. Some is very wise. His observation that if honest men do not scrounge for money thieves will get it all should no doubt be a little in the minds of authors when they sit down to bargain with publishers. But some of his talk is a bore. The last two or three chapters of Barchester Towers suggest somehow that he had difficulty knowing how to stop. The accomplished reader will cause his or her eye to scan and, on frequent occasion, slide over these passages. You should read just enough to see whether it catches and retains attention; if it doesn’t, then you can move on to where the story resumes, and without the slightest feeling of guilt.

More serious is the problem of Trollope on love and marriage. These are not exactly commercial encounters and transactions; Trollope tells how much his men and women love each other. Allowance must also be made for the different manners and constraints in such matters in the clerical world and in the last century. But after all possible concessions, Trollope’s love passages are still unconvincing. His people can fall in love on the very first and very casual meeting, especially if money or a clerical living is involved. They then agree to marry on the third or fourth deeply hygienic encounter. It is assumed by all that Eleanor Bold will marry Mr Slope merely because she is polite to him, has allowed him to call a couple of times and has received a letter from him. She falls in love with Mr Arabin in the course of an equally fugitive exposure. So it is with all of Trollope’s lovers. He had no time for the long courtships which, in fact, were normal in those times. It should perhaps be noted that when Trollope’s people become lovers, this has none of the modern connotation of bed and sex. It means only that they now call each other by their first names and maybe kiss.



On the other side and overwhelming such fault, if this it be, is the Trollope accomplishment. There is the intricate and beautifully crafted political game to which I have adverted. Also the wonderful portraits not alone of Mr Slope and the Proudies but also of Mr Harding, the former Warden of Hiram’s Hospital, of the bizarre Stanhope family and of the less than sympathetic archdeacon.

There is, as well, the superb sense of scene. Trollope said late in life that he had roamed over the streets and lanes of Barchester and Barset until they had a reality for him greater than that of any city or county of England that was more visibly on the map. This can readily be believed, for he takes his reader with him. I can close my eyes and see it all, too – the cathedral, the palace, Hiram’s Hospital, Plumstead, St Etwold’s, Ullathorne and on out to Puddingdale. So can every reader. Among other things this is a singularly lovely countryside with an exceptionally fine, mellow and affluent architecture. One is surprised on hearing at the big party at Ullathorne that the roads are so bad. Miss Thorne’s party (like the earlier one at the bishop’s palace, it should be added) is another Trollope triumph. The reader also attends and at Ullathorne enjoys it all from noon to dark.

Finally, there is the fun. Neither Barchester Towers nor the later Barset works could rightly be called works of comedy. These are serious people seriously engaged with life. The scene and portraits are real. But lurking just below the surface is Trollope’s rich sense of the absurd. And sometimes, as in dealing with the Stanhope family, with the browbeaten bishop or Mr Slope, it comes fully to the surface. If there is little to be said for Trollope’s love and courtship, there is much to be said for their richly amusing context. Mr Slope’s slightly alcoholic speech of proposal to Eleanor Bold is the pre-eminent example. Here it is in full:

‘Beautiful woman,’ at last he burst forth; ‘beautiful woman, you cannot pretend to be ignorant that I adore you. Yes, Eleanor, yes, I love you. I love you with the truest affection which man can bear to woman. Next to my hopes of heaven are my hopes of possessing you. How sweet to walk to heaven with you by my side, with you for my guide, mutual guides. Say, Eleanor, dearest Eleanor, shall we walk that sweet path together?’

‘Ah! Eleanor,’ he continued, and it seemed to be his idea that as he had once found courage to pronounce her Christian name, he could not utter it often enough. ‘Ah! Eleanor, will it not be sweet, with the Lord’s assistance, to travel hand in hand through this mortal valley which his mercies will make pleasant to us, till hereafter we shall dwell together at the foot of his throne?’ And then a more tenderly pious glance than ever beamed from the lover’s eyes. ‘Ah! Eleanor–’

‘My name, Mr Slope, is Mrs Bold,’ said Eleanor…‘Sweetest angel, be not so cold,’ said he, and as he said it the champagne broke forth, and he contrived to pass his arm round her waist.

The first thought of anyone introducing a book such as Barchester Towers is to envy the reader. The person so introduced is, one presumes, coming to this great novel for the first time. What a pleasure awaits! But I have a second thought. Before writing these words, I read the novel once again – it occupied me for a long aeroplane trip across the United States and many odd hours in a hotel room on the West Coast. It could have been for the fifth or sixth time. So far from envying the Trollope novice, I found myself feeling blessed. I was enjoying it even more than on earlier encounters. So, dear reader, as Trollope himself says a shade too often, if you have been here before, welcome back. Barchester Towers, not alone among Trollope’s works, is meant to be read at, say, ten-year intervals over a whole adult lifetime.

J.K.G.
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Introduction

(New readers are advised that this Introduction makes the detail of the plot explicit.)

When Trollope died in 1882, the Spectator critic R. H. Hutton took the occasion of a recent reissue of Jane Austen’s novels to reflect on the differences between the rural society she had described at the start of the century and the same society as it appeared fifty years later in Trollope’s novels:

The former is, above all things, mild and unobtrusive, not reflecting the greater world at all…while the latter is, above all things, possessed with the sense of the aggressiveness of the outer world, of the hurry which threatens the tranquillity even of such still pools in the rapid currents of life as Hiram’s Hospital at Barchester, of the rush of commercial activity, of the competitiveness of fashion, of the conflict for existence even in outlying farms and country parsonages. Miss Austen’s clergy are gentlemen of such leisurely habits of mind, that even the most energetic of them suggests a spacious and sequestered life. Mr Trollope’s clergy are the centres of all sorts of crowding interests, of ecclesiastical conflicts, of attacks of the press, of temptations from the great London world…Everybody in Mr Trollope is more or less under pressure, swayed hither and thither by opposite attractions, assailed on this side and on that by the strategy of rivals; everywhere someone’s room is more wanted than his company; everywhere time is short.1

Hutton was one of Trollope’s most astute contemporary critics and this is a characteristically perceptive observation, although it may strike a modem reader as a rather surprising one. The idea that ‘time is short’ in Trollope’s world is at odds with that nostalgia for a lost haven of peace and stability which has been one sure source of his appeal in the twentieth century. As V. S. Pritchett wrote in 1946, he has become ‘one of the great air raid shelters’ and Barsetshire ‘one of the great Never-Never Lands of our time. It has been the normal country to which we all aspire.’2 And yet Hutton was surely right, both to set Trollope in the tradition of the novel of manners stemming from Jane Austen, and to perceive that the rural gentry he writes about are under challenge in a way that hers are not.

The challenge comes in part from the power of London and of metropolitan opinion, brought suddenly closer by the technological and social innovations of the first half of the nineteenth century. The electric telegraph, the railway, the increased power of the press – these make their mark in the very first Chapter of Barchester Towers. As Hutton went on to say, ‘the society which in Miss Austen’s tales seems to be wholly local, though it may have a few fine connections with the local capital, is in Mr Trollope’s a great web of which London is the centre, and some kind of London life for the most part the motive-power’ (p. 511 ). But the challenge is deeper than this; it comes from the spirit of reform which had been sweeping across all areas of English life since the 1820s, and had begun to threaten the institution which more than any other held the whole network of gentry society together: the Church of England. Barchester Towers is not set in a Never-Never Land; on the contrary, it captures unforgettably a particular phase, a significant turning-point in the history of a great national institution, and treats it with a combination of humour, sympathy, irony and nostalgia which has made this local subject into a universal comic drama of change.

I

The situation of the provincial Anglican clergy in the middle of the nineteenth century was a splendid and original subject, as Trollope must have realized when he first broached it in The Warden (1855). Before this he had tried his hand at two novels of Irish life. The Macdermots of Ballycloran (1847) and The Kellys and the O’Kellys (1848), and a third work, La Vendée (1850), in what was for him the uncongenial genre of historical romance. The Irish books have a decided interest, but in none of these three early novels does one feel that Trollope had found his true métier. It was only when he returned to England from Ireland in 1851. and started to survey the south-western counties for the Post Office, that the idea of Barsetshire came to him, as he records in his Autobiography: ‘In the course of this job I visited Salisbury, and whilst wandering there on a mid-summer evening round the purlieus of the cathedral I conceived the story of The Warden – from whence came that series of novels of which Barchester, with its bishops, deans, and archdeacon, was the central site’ (Chapter 5). In The Warden Trollope found not only a highly topical subject – the use, or abuse, of charitable funds by clergymen for whom they were not originally intended – but an approach to it that was uniquely his own. He had been struck, he says in the Autobiography, by ‘two opposite evils’:

The first…was the possession by the Church of certain funds and endowments which had been intended for charitable purposes, but which had been allowed to become incomes for idle Church dignitaries…The second…was its very opposite. Though I had been much struck by the injustice above described, I had also often been angered by the undeserved severity of the newspapers towards the recipients of such incomes, who could hardly be considered to be the chief sinners in the matter. (Chapter 5)

The originality of Trollope’s treatment lay in taking neither the reforming nor the conservative view of the abuse, but in concentrating on the reactions of the man who benefits from it. Suppose the Warden of Hiram’s Hospital to be a good man who has never considered the justice or injustice of his preferment, and suppose him to be confronted by the activities of a local reformer and the accusations of the powerful Jupiter newspaper, how would he behave? The answer is the story of Mr Harding and his struggle to do right in a situation which he has just learned to see may possibly be wrong. It is little more than ‘the history of an old man’s conscience’, as Henry James called it,3 and yet the resulting novel is the first truly characteristic expression of Trollope’s genius.

In The Warden the challenge to the quiet ways of the provincial clergy comes from without, from the London office of the Jupiter and what Trollope saw as the tyrannical power of the modern newspaper. In Barchester Towers, which he wrote from 1855 to 1856 and published in 1857, the challenge comes from within the Church as well. Here again he had struck an original seam. There had of course been many religious novels before this, novels dealing with the problems of doubt, like James Anthony Froude’s The Nemesis of Faith (1849), and novels attacking or defending this or that party within the Church. His novelist mother, Fanny Trollope, had written one of the most partisan of these in her anti-Evangelical The Vicar of Wrexhill (1837). But Trollope was the first novelist to perceive the great comic subject that lay in the predicament of the Church of England, considered as an institution, at this point in its history. The ‘subject is so fresh’, the reviewer in The Times remarked, ‘and the representation so vivid, that the contracted limits of the story are forgotten, and we are left to wonder that more has not long ago been made of such promising materials.’4

As in The Warden the issue is reform, although it is treated in a less intense and specific way. The background to Barchester Towers, largely implicit in Trollope’s handling of the battle between the Grantly and Proudie factions, is the troubled state of the Established Church in a period of rapid and what now seems to us inevitable reform. Since Parliament could legislate on ecclesiastical matters, each reforming measure which gave more power and recognition to non-Anglican groups, such as the Catholic Emancipation Act of 1829 and the 1832 Reform Act, seemed to conservative High Churchmen to threaten the Anglican character of the state and, beyond that, the very independence of the Church itself. By what right (the Archdeacon Grantlys of the time asked) could an increasingly non-Anglican Parliament, composed of English and Irish Catholics, as well as Dissenters and atheistic radicals, presume to legislate for the Established Church in England and Ireland? This, the prospect of ‘National Apostasy’ on which John Keble preached his famous Oxford sermon in 1833, when he attacked the government’s plan to suppress ten Irish bishoprics, was the real origin of the Oxford Movement, and it inspired that search for ultimate spiritual authority which, pursued through the study of the early Church Fathers and debated in the Tracts for the Times (hence the name Tractarian), was to lead Newman and many of his followers into the Church of Rome. At the same time the spirit of reform was at work within the Church, in the various enactments of the Ecclesiastical Commission set up by Sir Robert Peel in 1835 (see Volume I, Chapter 1, note 10), and in the willingness of liberal Churchmen to cooperate with the spirit of the age. Threatened from without and divided within, the mid-century Church of England might well seem to an embattled High Churchman like Dr Grantly to be at war with itself and the world.

High Church Barchester has learned to live, however reluctantly, with this era of ecclesiastical reform. What precipitates the crisis in the novel is the arrival of a Low Church bishop with his Evangelical wife and chaplain. In this Trollope was being highly topical. Although there are some features of the outgoing ministry in Chapter 1 which suggest Lord Derby’s short-lived Tory administration of February to December 1852, it seems clear that the new Whig ministry in the novel was suggested by that of Lord Palmerston, which came to power in February 1855. Palmerston was not a devout man himself, but his son-in-law was Lord Shaftesbury, head of the Evangelical party in the country, and the Archbishop of Canterbury was John Bird Sumner, a man of Evangelical sympathies. The evangelicals were never triumphant,’ Professor Owen Chadwick observes in his study of the Victorian Church, ‘But there was an epoch when they were powerful; the epoch after 1855.’5Barchester Towers belongs to the start of this epoch. The almost ten years of Palmerston’s rule saw an exceptionally high number of bishoprics and deaneries fall vacant – in all he had the nomination of nineteen English and Irish sees, and thirteen English deaneries – and most of them, at the suggestion of Lord Shaftesbury, went to Low Church and Evangelical clergymen. Dr Proudie is a man whose political hour has come.

The historical irony in this situation is that the Evangelicals achieved ecclesiastical power when the period of their greatest spiritual vigour had already passed. It was in the first quarter of the nineteenth century, when ‘serious’ religion shaped individuals of the calibre of Gladstone, Macaulay, Newman and George Eliot, that Evangelicalism had achieved its great spiritual and social triumphs, such as the abolition of the slave trade in 1807. By the middle of the century they were numerically powerful – one contemporary writer reckoned that of the 18,000 clergy in the Church of England, roughly 3,300 could be called Evangelical, against 1,000 Tractarians6 – but the spiritual initiative had long since passed to the Oxford Movement. The Palmerston bishops were distinguished neither for great learning nor great piety, and Trollope’s portrait of the Proudies would seem to bear out the truth of Professor Chadwick’s conclusion that ‘those ten years of Palmerston continued to raise the authority and lower the prestige of the evangelical party’ (p. 469).

Although Trollope is more interested in the political than the theological aspect of his subject (as one would expect of a novelist who was later to write the Palliser sequence), the party labels do involve theological positions which would have been familiar to contemporary readers, so some brief outline of the issues at stake may be helpful here. Bishop Proudie and his wife are both ‘Low Church’, but there is a distinction to be made between them. The bishop is Low Church in the older Whig and latitudinarian sense of being broadminded or ‘liberal’ on doctrinal matters, his wife in the newer and sterner Evangelical sense. He is portrayed as an opportunist without clear ecclesiastical principles who has proved politically serviceable for that reason: ‘He bore with the idolatry of Rome, tolerated even the infidelity of Socinianism, and was hand in glove with the Presbyterian Synods of Scotland and Ulster’ (p. 17). She holds to the Evangelical doctrines of the supreme authority of Scripture (reinforced by her wagging forefinger) and the importance of Sunday, or ‘Sabbath’, observance – another topical issue because of Evangelical-led campaigns in 1855 and 1856 to limit Sunday trading and stop military bands in the London parks. Her approval of Mr Slope’s cathedral sermon reveals other Evangelical attitudes: the importance attached to private judgement in religious matters and the corresponding distrust of church music and decoration, those ‘outward ceremonies’ which, Mr Slope tells the congregation, ‘had become all but barbarous at a time when inward conviction was everything’ (p. 45). Conversely, it is through their attachment to these same ‘outward ceremonies’ that the clergy of Barchester reveal their High Church sympathies, for the central doctrine of the High Church party was a belief in the corporate authority of the Church and the redemptive power of the sacraments, in contrast to the individualizing emphasis of Evangelicalism on private judgement, personal conversion and justification by faith. This party has its different shades also. When Trollope writes that ‘the clergymen of the diocese of Barchester are all of the high and dry church’ (p. 44), he means that they are the heirs of the old easy-going, gentlemanly, unenthusiastic, undogmatic Anglicanism of the eighteenth century, which still survives in the unregenerate figure of Dr Vesey Stanhope. Archdeacon Grantly has one foot in the ‘high and dry’ camp, but his vigorous defence of Church privilege and his awareness of the ecclesiastical battles being fought in Oxford and London make him a recognizably contemporary figure, as is the Rev. Francis Arabin: the account of his spiritual struggles after Newman’s departure for Rome (Book II, Chapter 1) is a representative Tractarian case-history.

II

The modern reader encountering the intensity with which these Victorian religious conflicts were fought must often feel like asking the question Mrs Grantly puts to her husband: ‘“My dear archdeacon…what is the use of always fighting?“’ (p. 450). Barchester Towers has two different answers to offer. One is the quietism of Mr Harding, declining the deanship: ‘“I may wish that I had your spirit and energy and power of combating; but I have not Every day that is added to my life increases my wish for peace and rest.”’ To which the archdeacon makes the immortal reply: ‘“And where on earth can a man have peace and rest if not in a deanery?”’ (p. 456). The other is Mr Arabin’s defence of party conflict to Eleanor:

‘I never saw anything like you clergymen,’ said Eleanor; ‘you are always thinking of fighting each other.’

‘Either that,’ said he, ‘or else supporting each other. The pity is that we cannot do the one without the other. But are we not here to fight? Is not ours a church militant? What is all our work but fighting, and hard fighting, if it be well done?’ (p. 183)

If the deeper current of the novel runs with Mr Harding’s ‘wish for peace and rest’, then its comedy exploits the possibilities inherent in the idea of clergymen ‘fighting.’ When Mr Arabin asks, ‘“But are we not here to fight?”’, he is voicing one of the main imperatives of Victorian culture, and Trollope, by staging the fight in a cathedral town, is throwing into a comic light one of that culture’s central metaphors: the battle, in particular the civil war. Thus Thomas Hughes could write in 1891 of Dr Arnold’s influence on his generation at Rugby School: ‘I think this was our most marked characteristic, the feeling that in school and close we were training for a big fight – were in fact already engaged in it – a fight that would last all our lives…’7 One thinks of Dr Arnold’s son Matthew, and the ‘ignorant armies’ clashing by night at the end of ‘Dover Beach’; or of the ‘last, dim, weird battle of the west’ in Tennyson’s Passing of Arthur; or of Browning’s ‘Prospice’: ‘I was ever a fighter, so – one fight more,/The best and the last!’ And then one turns to Chapter 6 of Trollope’s novel (‘War’) and finds that ‘internecine war’ has broken out because of a sermon preached in an English cathedral. The issues at stake may be serious, but the comic inflation prevents us taking them seriously. When the ‘wars of Arabin and Slope’ are compared mock-heroically to the ‘angers of Agamemnon and Achilles’, the inevitable effect is to make them seem like the battle of the frogs and the mice (pp. 116–17).

This may be one reason why Barchester Towers is that rarest of achievements – a topical novel on a contentious subject which from the first seems to have aroused amusement and affection rather than controversy. That it has continued to do so is in large measure due to the way Trollope managed to universalize his clerical subject. We can read Barchester Towers, and profitably, as a novel about the early-Victorian Church, but behind the battles in the cathedral close and the bishop’s palace there hovers a larger and more archetypal theme. It surfaces in the twelfth chapter, ‘Slope versus Harding’, where Mr Slope so gratuitously insults the ex-warden in the name of necessary and inevitable change: ‘“It is not only in Barchester that a new man is carrying out new measures, and carting away the useless rubbish of past centuries. The same thing is going on throughout the country…New men, Mr Harding, are now needed”’ (p. 99). Here, transposed into a minor key, is the grand subject which Coleridge found in the novels of Sir Walter Scott: ‘the contest between the two great moving principles of social humanity; religious adherence to the past and the ancient, the desire and the admiration of permanence, on the one hand; and the passion for increase of knowledge, for truth, as the offspring of reason – in short, the mighty instincts of progression and free agency, on the other’.8 The difference is that whereas in Scott’s fiction these ‘mighty instincts’ are usually allowed a qualified victory, in Barchester Towers they are thwarted. The enduring appeal of Trollope’s novel is that it recognizes the forces making for change in contemporary society, but stages a comic reversal in which the reader’s ‘desire and…admiration of permanence’ is subtly satisfied.

III

Some light is thrown on this aspect of the novel by considering the three-volume structure of the original edition, reprinted here for the first time. It can be seen that the threat of innovation is strongest in Volume I, as is the sense of Barsetshire (in Hutton’s words) as ‘a great web of which London is the centre.’ All seems bustle and controversy, with the telegram to Downing Street, the newspaper debate about the new bishop, the arrival of the metropolitan Proudies, and the ‘War’ which breaks out in this clerical backwater when Mr Slope preaches his calculatedly offensive sermon. The high point is the broad comedy of Mrs Proudie’s reception in Chapters 10 and 11, where the opposing factions come together and the she-bishop suffers her first reverse: the careering sofa which carries away her lace train, exposing the real woman beneath, is appropriately set in motion by Bertie Stanhope and contains the recumbent signora, symbolizing the comic havoc which this pair are to cause in Barchester. But it is only a temporary reverse and the remainder of the volume shows Mr Slope tightening his grip on the diocese. In Volume II a counter-movement is set up. Chapter 1 reveals in Mr Arabin a man as scrupulous and unworldly as Mr Slope is unscrupulous and worldly, a comparison underlined by the difference between Arabin’s quiet sermon at St Ewold’s in Chapter 4 and Slope’s performance in the cathedral in the first volume. There is also a significant movement away from Barchester into its rural hinterland, first to the country vicarages of Plumstead and St Ewold’s, and then to Ullathorne in Chapter 3, where the ultra-conservative Thornes are introduced as seemingly comical survivors of a dying world. Much of the action in this volume takes place in the country, at Puddingdale and Plumstead, while in Barchester Slope starts to overreach himself and is defeated by Mrs Proudie in the battle of the bishop’s bedroom in Chapter 13. Volume III completes the reversal of the novel’s initial premise that undesirable change is inevitable. The first eight chapters all take place at Ullathorne, and through the comic–feudal of the Ullathorne Sports we are asked to re-examine the Thornes and what they stand for. No longer simply absurd anachronisms, they are seen to represent the still living values of old Barsetshire and its ways: true courtesy, generous hospitality, a quaint but genuine paternalism, Their fête champêtre, balancing the bishop’s reception in Volume I, sees the signora – to our delight – complete the discomfiture of the newcomers begun in the earlier scene. Finally it is at Ullathorne, now established as the heartland of Barsetshire, that the awkward and not-so-young lovers are brought together by Miss Thorne. Childless themselves, the Thornes preside over the re-establishment of clerical tradition in the marriage between Mr Harding’s daughter and a new High Church dean. One should hot perhaps expect too symmetrical a shape from Trollope, but the organization of the three volumes does serve to highlight the process of comic reversal in the novel, the resurrection of the traditional values and kindly ways which had earlier been threatened with being carried off on Mr Slope’s ‘rubbish cart’ of history.

It could be said, however, that these values and this outcome have never been seriously threatened in Barchester Towers. At several points in the novel Trollope interrupts the narrative to reassure us that all will be well, as for example in the notorious passage towards the end of Volume I when the ‘gentle-hearted reader’ is told to be under no apprehension about the heroine’s fate: ‘It is not destined that Eleanor shall marry Mr Slope or Bertie Stanhope’ (p. 126). Such comments are of a piece with reminders that we are only reading a novel, with its ‘ordained’ elements of ‘a male and female angel, and a male and a female devil’ (p. 237). The final Chapter opens with the cynical reflection that ‘The end of a novel, like the end of a children’s dinner-party, must be made up of sweetmeats and sugar-plums’ (p. 495). Henry James found these ‘little slaps at credulity’, as he called such interruptions of the realistic illusion, ‘suicidal’ and ‘pernicious.’9 A modern reader familiar with Nabokov and Borges is likely to take a more charitable view, seeing them as evidence of a critical and self-conscious attitude to the conventions of the genre. Barchester Towers is a novel which offers the reader reassurance in the face of change; it is also a novel which knows that it is offering such reassurance and invites the reader’s complicity in the illusion. Like many other novels by Trollope, and indeed by other Victorian novelists, Barchester Towers can be read on two levels. There is the conventional story of the battle for the beautiful widow’s hand and fortune, with the good and the bad angels and the appropriate award of sweetmeats and sugar-plums in the final chapter; and there is another story, a more stationary study of character and situation, which has subtler satisfactions to offer. Indeed, Trollope hints at this way of reading his novel in the passage where he reveals that Eleanor is not to marry either Mr Slope or Bertie Stanhope:

And what can be the worth of that solicitude which a peep into the third volume can utterly dissipate? What the value of those literary charms that are absolutely destroyed by their enjoyment?…Nay, take the third volume if you please – learn from the last pages all the results of our troubled story, and the story shall have lost none of its interest, if indeed there be any interest in it to lose. (p. 127)

It follows that the more interesting characters are those who are least dependent on the conventions of romantic plot-making. Eleanor is almost entirely subservient to those conventions and Trollope confesses as much in the obviously ironical opening to the Chapter ‘Baby Worship’ (Volume I, Chapter 16), or in his statement (p. 281) that all would have been well between the lovers at Plumstead if Eleanor ‘had…but heard the whole truth from Mr Arabin. But then where would have been my novel?’ Arabin is scarcely more developed in his role of bashful lover (the account of his spiritual struggles and worldly awakening in Volume II, Chapter 1 is a good deal more interesting, as we shall see). Slope is an effective villain and a splendid catalyst for some of the novel’s funnier scenes, but, if the truth be told, he remains a somewhat two-dimensional character. Certainly, as a study of an evangelical clergyman he cannot stand comparison with George Eliot’s Amos Barton and Edgar Tryan in the contemporaneous Scenes of Clerical life (1858). In Mrs Proudie, however, in Bertie and Madeline Stanhope, and above all in Archdeacon Grantly, more complex issues are raised.

IV

Prominent among these issues is worldliness. Barchester Towers explores and exploits a central incongruity in its clerical subject: the Church teaches the truths of eternity but has to exist in the world of time, preaches a heavenly kingdom but must survive in an earthly one. Much of the fun in the novel comes from our perception of this incongruity in the behaviour of the characters, as the two clerical factions scheme for power. But whereas another novelist might see only hypocrisy in the discrepancy between the clergy’s high destiny and their human fallibility and worldliness, Trollope is not so categorical. The description of the archdeacon at the start of the novel, for example, caught between love for his dying father and eagerness for the bishopric, achieves a fine balance of sympathy, comedy and judgement which is never lost in the subsequent presentation of the character; and like the surprising defence of clerical ambition at the end of the Chapter – surprising because it challenges the reader’s own double standards in expecting clergymen to be different from other men – it opens a tolerant perspective on the archdeacon’s worldliness. Linked as it may be on one side to the hypocrisies of the Victorian Church, on the other it serves as a rallying-point for certain of the decencies and courtesies which make for the worth of Barsetshire. The archdeacon is generous, hospitable and a gentleman; he can afford to be, as the novel makes plain, but nonetheless these are by no means insignificant attributes to Trollope, and they go to provide some at least of the standards by which the newcomers are judged.

The offence of Mrs Proudie and Mr Slope is not so much their Low Church theology as their bad manners, in first spurning the courtesy of the archdeacon and Mr Harding when they make their visit to the palace in the fifth chapter, and then abusing the hospitality of the dean and Chapter with a sermon which deliberately insults cherished cathedral practices. Mr Harding, who is the touchstone of true courtesy in the novel, puts the matter in what is for Trollope the essential perspective: ‘“It can hardly be the duty of a young man rudely to assail the religious convictions of his elders in the church. Courtesy should have kept him silent, even if neither charity nor modesty could do so.”’ And when Eleanor remarks that ‘the commands of his heavenly Master’ might have a higher priority for Mr Slope, Mr Harding replies:

‘Believe me, my child, that Christian ministers are never called on by God’s word to insult the convictions, or even the prejudices of their brethren; and that religion is at any rate not less susceptible of urbane and courteous conduct among men, than any other study which men may take up.’ (p. 60)

This is admittedly a rather limited view of religion; it smacks a little of what the Tractarian Hurrell Fraude called the ‘gentleman heresy’, the tendency of the Anglican Church to value urbanity more than holiness. But there is no evidence that Trollope saw it as a limitation, at least at this stage in his career. In so far as he has a religious position in Barchester Towers, it could be summed up in the words of an urbane clergyman of the previous generation, Sydney Smith: ‘The longer we live, the more we are convinced of the justice of the old saying, that an ounce of mother wit is worth a pound of clergy; that discretion, gentle manners, common sense, and good nature, are, in men of high ecclesiastical station, of far greater importance than the greatest skill in discriminating between sublapsarian and supralapsarian doctrines.’10

The Proudie party’s offence against ‘discretion, gentle manners…and good nature’ is made worse by their offence against the usual hierarchy: Mrs Proudie has usurped her husband’s episcopal throne. The Grantly faction can cope with discourtesy but petticoat government hits them where they are weakest. As many critics have pointed out, the ostensibly male-dominated clerical world of Barchester is in fact ruled by women. Mrs Proudie runs the bishop, as Charlotte Stanhope does her father, Mrs Quiverful her husband, Miss Thorne her brother, and even, in a suitably discreet way, Mrs Grantly the archdeacon. In this world of inverted authority the imposing archdeacon is comically powerless, while Mr Slope, ‘powerful only over the female breast’ (p. 49), is in his element. He is a dangerous figure in petticoat-governed Barchester because he is untouched by the fear and incomprehension of women which afflict the archdeacon and Mr Arabin. Their groundless suspicions of Eleanor, which breathe some dramatic life into the otherwise rather tedious romantic plot, serve to indicate how little they understand her. Mr Slope, on the other hand, seems to be privy to the sources of female power at the palace; his influence with Mrs Proudie clearly has a sexual element, although in the tactful manner of the Victorian novelist this is never stated, only implied in her obsessive jealousy of the signora.

It is here that the signora has a crucial part to play in the novel. Ostensibly the weakest and most vulnerable of women, her resort to the sofa almost a parody of retiring Victorian womanhood, Madeline Stanhope proves to be the most powerful of all the powerful women in the novel. Her combination of sexuality and wit is lethal, and as with the archdeacon’s worldliness, a certain ambiguity in the reader’s response to her conduct seems inevitable. She is heartless, cynical and unprincipled, but then, as the narrator rather plaintively asks, ‘Is it not a pity that people who are bright and clever should so often be exceedingly improper? and that those who are never improper should so often be dull and heavy?’ (p. 308). It must be a very dull reader of Barchester Towers who cannot forgive much to the character who causes such splendid havoc at Mrs Proudie’s reception, or outstares the Countess De Courcy at Ullathorne. Besides, if the signora is unconventional in her vices, her virtues are unconventional too. She is refreshingly indifferent to rank, and the effect of her impropriety is nearly always to bring out the truth hidden beneath the reticent social surface – the naked appetites of lust and ambition in Slope, the secret hunger for the good things of life in Arabin. It is easy to forget, also, how much the havoc she brings serves the cause of old Barsetshire. In terms of the Saxon-Norman antithesis which Trollope took from Scott’s Ivanhoe and made into a comic mythology of change at the Ullathorne Sports, it is the immobile signora who is the true Saxon champion in the social lists, unhorsing the rude Norman invader De Courcy:

The countess, who since her countess-ship commenced had been accustomed to see all eyes, not royal, ducal, or marquesal, fall before her own, paused as she went on, raised her eyebrows, and stared even harder than before. But she had now to do with one who cared little for countesses. It was, one may say, impossible for mortal man or woman to abash Madeline Neroni. She opened her large, bright, lustrous eyes wider and wider, till she seemed to be all eyes…The Countess De Courcy, In spite of her thirty centuries and De Courcy Castle and the fact that Lord De Courcy was grand master of the ponies to the Prince of Wales, had not a chance with her. At first the little circlet of gold wavered in the countess’s hand, then the hand shook, then the circlet fell, the countess’s head tossed itself into the air, and the countess’s feet shambled out to the lawn. (p. 353)

When Lady De Courcy then joins Mrs Proudie on the lawn the political alignment of ‘Norman’ invaders is plain, and the ‘Saxon’ triumph complete, for the time being at least.

The same is true of Bertie Stanhope’s effect in the novel. He brings to Barchester a spirit of well-bred anarchy which is delightfully subversive of the prickly dignities of the new order. When he asks the bishop, ‘“Is there much to do here, at Barchester?’” (p. 83), or promises on his knees to ‘“fly to the looms of the fairies”’ (p. 85) to repair Mrs Proudie’s ruined dress, the blend of urbanity and bohemianism (the soft glossy beard, the sky-blue suit) is devastatingly comic Again, as with the signora, one can overlook as one laughs the extent to which Bertie’s conduct in this scene is a victory, in its own way, for the social panache and freedom from convention of the old high and dry party. The new Low Church order is unlikely to allow such eccentricity to flourish, and the High Churchmen are too entrenched in their political position to see the wisdom in Bertie’s suggestion that they might ‘“take a lesson from Germany”’ (p. 90). Fifteen years later a similar point will be made more soberly in George Eliot’s Middlemarch by another bohemian outsider, Will Ladislaw, when he reveals that Mr Casaubon’s ignorance of German scholarship has rendered his ‘Key to All Mythologies’ redundant. But this prophetic note is lost in the general outrage at Bertie’s impertinence: ‘There was no answering this. Dignified clergymen of sixty years of age could not condescend to discuss such a matter with a young man with such clothes and such a beard’ (p. 90).

It is scenes and characters like these which make Barchester Towers the great comic novel it is – that, and the author’s bias towards the comfort that lies in recurrence, as opposed to the tragic stress on the finality of loss and the need for stoicism in the face of it. ‘How seldom does such grief endure!’, Trollope observes of Eleanor’s widowhood, ‘how blessed is the goodness which forbids it to do so!’ (p. 14). Grief passes, stoicism is unnatural, men and women must not make excessive demands on their limited capacities for renunciation and self-denial. ‘Not being favourites with the tragic muse’ (p. 271), Trollope teaches the truths of a comic accommodation to the world as it is. The character who more than any other has to learn these truths is Mr Arabin. He is not otherwise a particularly interesting creation, but the account of his spiritual and emotional crisis in the first Chapter of Volume II is one of the finest things in the novel. A man who had aspired in early manhood to a stoical apostleship, he now finds himself at the age of forty sighing for the worldly comforts he had once so easily spurned:

Not for wealth, in its vulgar sense, had he ever sighed; not for the enjoyment of rich things, had he ever longed; but for the allotted share of worldly bliss, which a wife, and children, and happy home could give him, for that usual amount of comfort which he had ventured to reject as unnecessary for him, he did now feel that he would have been wiser to have searched, (p. 177)

Mr Arabin’s discovery about himself points to what is most individual in Trollope’s vision. In an age of reform, the first two Barsetshire novels question the moral absolutism of the reforming temper; they speak up for the comic truth that accepting the human fallibility involved in our need for the ‘usual amount of comfort’ may save us from destructive illusions about ourselves and others. Topical as Barchester Towers is, this emphasis is at odds with the strenuous, angular morality of mid-Victorian culture. In The Mill on the Floss (1860) George Eliot speaks of ‘renunciation’ as ‘that sad patient loving strength which holds the clue of life’, with ‘the thorns…for ever pressing on its brow’ (Book VI, Chapter 14). That is the high Victorian note, but it is not Trollope’s. His is rather to be heard in Archdeacon Grantly’s outburst: ‘“And where on earth can a man have peace and rest if not in a deanery?”’ (p. 456). It is that unique blend of comedy, worldly wisdom and nostalgia for a less hurried past which constitutes the lasting charm of Barsetshire.

R.G.

A Note on the Text

The manuscript of Barchester Towers has not survived, and I have found no evidence that Trollope took an interest in the text of any edition after the first. The copy-text for this edition is therefore taken from the first edition in three volumes, published in 1857 by Longman. Subsequent reprints during Trollope’s lifetime were in single volume form.

In preparing the text, obvious errors have been corrected, capitalization regularized, and archaic spellings (trowsers’, ‘melodrame’, ‘travestie’) modernized. In keeping with Penguin house-style, the point has been omitted after Mr, Mrs, Dr and St, and ‘some one’ and ‘any one’ have been closed up as single words, except where the sense requires their separation. The punctuation of the first edition is careless and has been corrected, and in a limited number of cases redundant commas have been removed. Trollope’s practice of using a comma with the dash, which is consistent in his later novels, is inconsistent in Barchester Towers, and in regularizing punctuation I have opted for the modern form and removed the comma.

Trollope’s correspondence about the novel with Longman, whose reader found certain passages in the manuscript ‘too warm’, is an interesting example of the prudish publishing standards of the 1850s, and can be found in Michael Sadleir’s Trollope: A Commentary (Constable, 1927), pp. 160–66.

A Note on the Church in ‘Barchester Towers’

Barsetshire is both an imaginary county in the south of England and a diocese, or administrative district, of the Church of England. The head of the diocese is the bishop, whose see (from Latin sedes, a seat) Barchester is, and where his throne (cathedra) stands in the cathedral. Since the Church of England is an established or state church, bishops are nominated by the Crown, which in effect means the government of the day, and are entitled – subject to a limitation as to number (see Volume I, Chapter 3, note 7) – to a seat in the House of Lords. The bishop in turn has power of patronage or preferment to appoint a clergyman to a cure (from cura, care) of souls in a parish, which is that clergyman’s living or benefice; he also has the power, in Barchester, to appoint a clergyman to be warden of the charitable home for old men, Hiram’s Hospital. Mr Slope is a ‘man without a cure’ (p. 45) because as the bishop’s chaplain, or private secretary, he is attached to no parish. The humblest of the parish clergy is the curate, who is the assistant to a parson and in Trollope’s day was often wretchedly paid. The parson has full charge of a parish and may be a vicar, traditionally the deputy of a clerical or lay proprietor and entitled to only a portion of the tithes, or a rector, enjoying full tithes and therefore wealthier and more prestigious. The archdeacon, who is nominated by the bishop, is a senior clergyman with a living of his own – in Dr Grantly’s case a wealthy rector with another living in his gift – who has jurisdiction over a part of the diocese, the archdeaconry, in which he is supposed to supervise the clergy and ecclesiastical property.

Next in power to the bishop is the dean, who is also a political nominee. As head of the cathedral chapter, resident in the close, the dean is responsible for the conduct of services in the cathedral and, with the chapter, for the maintenance of its fabric. This gives them considerable independence of the bishop, including the right (see Volume I, Chapter 7) to decide who shall and shall not preach in the cathedral. The Chapter is a semi-collegiate body of clergymen, most of them attached to the cathedral rather than to parishes, and originally devoted to ecclesiastical learning and to maintaining the standard of worship in the cathedral. It consists of canons and prebendaries; minor canons assist at the services but are not members of the chapter. A prebendary is a clergyman who enjoys a prebend, or stipend, historically attached to a particular stall or seat in the cathedral, in return for officiating at stated times, although these duties could be deputed to a vicar-choral; he could therefore be non-resident and combine his prebend with other livings, as does the notorious Dr Stanhope. The system was open to many abuses which were the subject of reforming legislation before the time Barchester Towers opens: the Pluralities Act of 1838 limited to two the number of livings a single clergyman could hold, and strengthened the bishop’s power to enforce residence; the Dean and Chapter Act of 1840 confiscated the revenue of all non-resident prebends and limited the number of resident canons in each cathedral. Life-interests were maintained, however, so Dr Stanhope is not an anachronism, although increasingly an anomaly in this age of ecclesiastical reform.

The contending clerical factions in the novel are fully explained in the Introduction and Notes to this edition.

Suggestions for Further Reading

BIOGRAPHY AND BACKGROUND

No fewer than four biographies of Trollope have appeared in recent years, by R. H. Super (1988), Richard Mullen (1990), N. John Hall (1991) and Victoria Glendinning (1992). Each has its virtues, but Richard Mullen’s Anthony Trollope: A Victorian in his World (Duckworth, 1990) has most of interest to offer on Trollope’s early life and career, devoting nearly half its 660 pages to the period up to the publication of Barchester Towers. N. John Hall has prepared The Letters of Anthony Trollope (Stanford, Calif., 1983). Despite this extensive recent scholarly work, Michael Sadleir’s Trollope: A Commentary (Constable, 1927) is still worth consulting, and Trollope’s own Autobiography (1883; Penguin, 1993) remains an indispensable source.

The non-fictional expression of Trollope’s views on the Church of his day can be found in his Clergymen of the Church of England (1866; reprinted with an introduction by Ruth Roberts, Leicester University Press, 1974) and in The New Zealander, edited by N. John Hall (Clarendon Press, 1972). For the contemporary background of Barchester Towers, Part 1 of Owen Chadwick’s The Victorian Church (A & C Black, 1966) and Elisabeth Jay’s The Religion of the Heart: Anglican Evangelicalism and the Nineteenth-Century Novel (Clarendon Press, 1979) are both highly informative.

CRITICISM

Criticism of Trollope by his contemporaries is collected in Donald Smalley (ed.), Trollope: The Critical Heritage (Routledge, 1969) and analysed by David Skilton in his valuable book Anthony Trollope and his Contemporaries (Longman, 1972). Guidance to more recent criticism can be found in J. C. Olmsted and J. E. Welch, The Reputation of Trollope: An Annotated Bibliography 1925–75 (Garland, 1978). There is an author survey of Trollope by Arthur Pollard (Routledge, 1978). The most recent introduction to the genre in which Trollope worked is Robin Gilmour’s The Novel in the Victorian Age: A Modern Introduction (Arnold, 1986).

The following books have differing perspectives to offer on Barchester Towers:

Henry James, Partial Portraits (Macmillan, 1988)

Frank O’Connor, The Mirror in the Roadway (Knopf, 1956)

Robert Polhemus, The Changing World of Anthony Trollope (University of California Press, 1968)

U. C. Knoepflmacher, Laughter and Despair: Readings in Ten Novels of the Victorian Period (University of California Press, 1968)

James Kincaid, The Novels of Anthony Trollope (Clarendon Press, 1977)

P. D. Edwards, Anthony Trollope: his Art and Scope (Harvester Press, 1978)

T. Bareham (ed.), The Barsetshire Novels: A Casebook (Macmillan, 1983)

Andrew Wright, Anthony Trollope: Dream and Art (Macmillan, 1983)

K. M. Newton, ‘Barchester Towers’ (Macmillan, 1987)

Stephen Wall, Trollope and Character (Faber, 1988)

Jane Nardin, He Knew She was Right: The Independent Woman in the Novels of Anthony Trollope (Southern Illinois University Press, 1989)

CHRONICLES OF BARSETSHIRE

Trollope’s Barsetshire novels are as follows:

The Warden (1855)

Barchester Towers (1857)

Doctor Thorne (1858)

Framley Parsonage (1861)

The Small House at Allington (1864)

The Last Chronicle of Barset (1867)

All are available in Penguin Classics.

Chronology

1815 Battle of Waterloo

         Lord George Gordon Byron, Hebrew Melodies

         Anthony Trollope born 24 April at 16 Keppel Street, Blooms-bury, the fourth son of Thomas and Frances Trollope. Family moves shortly after to Harrow-on-the-Hill

1823 Attends Harrow as a day-boy (–1825)

1825 First public steam railway opened

         Sir Walter Scott, The Betrothed and The Talisman

         Sent as a boarder to a private school in Sunbury, Middlesex

1827 Greek War of Independence won in the battle of Navarino

         Sent to school at Winchester College. His mother sets sail for the USA on 4 November with three of her children

1830 George IV dies; his brother ascends the throne as William IV

         William Cobbett, Rural Rides

         Removed from Winchester. Sent again to Harrow until 1834

1832 Controversial First Reform Act extends the right to vote to approximately one man in five

         Frances Trollope, Domestic Manners of the Americans

1834 Slavery abolished in the British Empire. Poor Law Act introduces workhouses to England

         Edward Bulwer-Lytton, The Last Days of Pompeii

         Trollope family migrates to Bruges to escape creditors.

         Anthony returns to London to take up a junior clerkship in the General Post Office

1835 Halley’s Comet appears. ‘Railway mania’ in Britain

         Robert Browning, Paracelsus

         His father dies in Bruges

1840 Queen Victoria marries Prince Albert of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha. Penny Post introduced

         Charles Dickens, The Old Curiosity Shop (–1841)

         Dangerously ill in May and June

1841 Thomas Carlyle, On Heroes, Hero-Worship, and the Heroic in History

         Appointed Postal Surveyor’s Clerk for Central District of Ireland. Moves to Banagher, King’s County (now Co. Offaly)

1843 John Ruskin, Modern Painters (vol. I)

         Begins to write his first novel. The Macdermots of Ballycloran

1844 Daniel O’Connell, campaigner for Catholic Emancipation, imprisoned for conspiracy; later released

         William Thackeray, The Luck of Barry Lyndon

         Marries Rose Heseltine in June. Transferred to Clonmel, Co. Tipperary

1846 Famine rages in Ireland. Repeal of the Corn Laws

         Dickens, Dombey and Son (–1848)

         First son, Henry Merivale, born in March

1847 Charlotte Brontë, Jane Eyre; Emily Brontë, Wuthering Heights

         A second son, Frederic James Anthony, born in September

         The Macdermots of Ballycloran

1848 Revolution in France; re-establishment of the Republic. The ‘Cabbage Patch Rebellion’ in Tipperary fails

         Trollopes move to Mallow, Co. Cork

         The Kellys and the O’Kellys

1850 Alfred, Lord Tennyson, In Memoriam

         La Vendée. Writes The Noble Jilt, a play and the source of his later novel Can You Forgive Her?

1851 The Great Exhibition

         Herman Melville, Moby Dick

         Sent to survey and reorganize postal system in southwest England and Wales (–1852)

1852 First pillar box in the British Isles introduced in St Helier, Jersey, on Trollope’s recommendation

1853 Thackeray, The Newcomes (–1855)

         Moves to Belfast to take post as Acting Surveyor for the Post Office

1854 Britain becomes involved in the Crimean War (–1856)

         Appointed Surveyor of the Northern District of Ireland

1855 David Livingstone discovers Victoria Falls, Zambia (Zimbabwe)

         Dickens, Little Dorrit (–1857)

         Moves to Donnybrook, Co. Dublin

         The Warden. Writes The New Zealander (published 1972)

1857 Indian Mutiny (–1858)

         Thomas Hughes, Tom Brown’s Schooldays

         Barchester Towers

1858 Irish Republican Brotherhood founded in Dublin

         George Eliot, Scenes of Clerical Life

         Travels to Egypt, England and the West Indies on postal business

         Doctor Thorne

1859 Charles Darwin, On the Origin of Species

         Leaves Ireland to settle in Waltham Cross, Hertfordshire, after being appointed Surveyor of the Eastern District of England

         The Bertrams and The West Indies and the Spanish Main

1860 Dickens, Great Expectations (–1861)

         Framley Parsonage (–1861, his first serialized fiction) and Castle Richmond

1861 American Civil War (–1865)

         John Stuart Mill, Utilitarianism. Mrs Beeton, Book of Household Management

         Travels to USA to research a travel book

         Orley Farm (–1862)

1862 Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Last Poems

         Elected to the Garrick Club

         The Small House at Allington (–1864) and North America

1863 His mother dies in Florence

         Rachel Ray

1864 Elizabeth Gaskell, Wives and Daughters (–1866)

         Elected to the Athenaeum Club

         Can You Forgive Her? (–1865)

1865 Abraham Lincoln assassinated

         Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

         Fortnightly Review founded by Trollope (among others)

         Miss Mackenzie, The Belton Estate (–1866)

1866 Eliot, Felix Holt the Radical

         The Claverings (–1867), Nina Balatka (–1867) and The Last Chronicle of Barset (–1867)

1867 Second Reform Act extends the franchise further, enlarging the electorate to almost two million

         Algernon Charles Swinburne, A Song of Italy

         Resigns from the GPO and assumes editorship of St Paul’s Magazine

         Phineas Finn (–1869)

1868 Last public execution in London

         Wilkie Collins, The Moonstone

         Visits the USA on a postal mission; returns to England to stand unsuccessfully as a Liberal candidate for Beverley, Yorkshire

         He Knew He Was Right (–1869)

1869 Suez Canal opened

         Richard Doddridge Blackmore, Lorna Doone

         The Vicar of Bullhampton (–1870)

1870 Married Women’s Property Act passed

         Dickens, The Mystery of Edwin Drood

         Resigns editorship of St Paul’s Magazine

         Ralph the Heir (–1871), Sir Harry Hotspur of Humblethwaite, and a translation of The Commentaries of Caesar

1871 Eliot, Middlemarch (–1872)

         Gives up house at Waltham Cross and sails to Australia with Rose to visit his son Frederic

         The Eustace Diamonds (–1873)

1872 Thomas Hardy, Under the Greenwood Tree and A Pair of Blue Eyes (–1873)

         Travels in Australia and New Zealand and returns to England via the USA

         The Golden Lion of Granpere

1873 Mill, Autobiography

         Settles in Montagu Square, London

         Lady Anna (–1874), Phineas Redux (–1874); Australia and New Zealand and Harry Heathcote of Gangoil: A Tale of Australian Bush Life

1874 The first Impressionist Exhibition in Paris

         Hardy, Far From the Madding Crowd

         The Way We Live Now (–1875)

1875 Alexander Graham Bell patents the telephone

         Travels to Australia, via Brindisi, Suez and Ceylon

         Begins writing An Autobiography on his return. The Prime Minister (–1876)

1876 Mark Twain, Tom Sawyer

         Finishes writing An Autobiography. The American Senator (–1877)

1877 Henry James, The American

         Visits South Africa

         Is He Popenjoy? (–1878)

1878 Hardy, The Return of the Native

         Sails to Iceland

         John Caldigate (–1879), The Lady of Launay, An Eye for an Eye (–1879) and South Africa

1879 George Meredith, The Egoist

         Cousin Henry The Duke’s Children (–1880) and Thackeray

1880 Greenwich Mean Time made the legal standard in Britain. First Anglo-Boer War (–1881)

         Benjamin Disraeli, Endymion

         Settles in South Harting, W. Sussex

         Dr Wortle’s School and The Life of Cicero

1881 In Ireland, Parnell is arrested for conspiracy and the Land League is outlawed

         Robert Louis Stevenson, Treasure Island (–1882)

         Ayah’s Angel, The Fixed Period (–1882) and Marion Fay (–1882)

1882 Phoenix Park murders in Dublin

         Visits Ireland twice to research a new Irish novel, and returns to spend the winter in London. Dies on 6 December

         Kept in the Dark, Mr Scarborough’s Family (–1883) and The Landleaguers (–1883, unfinished)

1883 An Autobiography is published under the supervision of Trollope’s son Henry

1884 An Old Man’s Love

1923 The Noble Jilt

1927 London Tradesmen (reprinted from the Pall Mall Gazette, 1880)

1972 The New Zealander
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VOLUME I

CHAPTER 1

 Who will be the New Bishop?

IN the latter days of July in the year 185—, a most important question was for ten days hourly asked in the cathedral city of Barchester, and answered every hour in various ways – Who was to be the new bishop?

The death of old Dr Grantly, who had for many years filled that chair with meek authority, took place exactly as the ministry of Lord—was going to give place to that of Lord —.1 The illness of the good old man was long and lingering, and it became at last a matter of intense interest to those concerned whether the new appointment should be made by a conservative or liberal government.

It was pretty well understood that the outgoing premier had made his selection, and that if the question rested with him, the mitre would descend on the head of Archdeacon Grantly, the old bishop’s son. The archdeacon had long managed the affairs of the diocese; and for some months previous to the demise of his father, rumour had confidently assigned to him the reversion of his father’s honours.

Bishop Grantly died as he had lived, peaceably, slowly, without pain and without excitement. The breath ebbed from him almost imperceptibly, and for a month before his death it was a question whether he were alive or dead.

A trying time was this for the archdeacon, for whom was designed the reversion of his father’s see by those who then had the giving away of episcopal thrones. I would not be understood to say that the prime minister had in so many words promised the bishopric to Dr Grantly. He was too discreet a man for that. There is a proverb with reference to the killing of cats,2 and those who know anything either of high or low government places will be well aware that a promise may be made without positive words, and that an expectant may be put into the highest state of encouragement, though the great man on whose breath he hangs may have done no more than whisper that ‘Mr So-and-so is certainly a rising man’.

Such a whisper had been made, and was known by those who heard it to signify that the cures of the diocese of Barchester should not be taken out of the hands of the archdeacon. The then prime minister was all in all at Oxford, and had lately passed a night at the house of the Master of Lazarus. Now the Master of Lazarus – which is, by the by, in many respects the most comfortable, as well as the richest college at Oxford – was the archdeacon’s most intimate friend and most trusted counsellor. On the occasion of the prime minister’s visit, Dr Grantly was of course present, and the meeting was very gracious. On the following morning Dr Gwynne, the master, told the archdeacon that in his opinion the thing was settled.

At this time the bishop was quite on his last legs; but the ministry also were tottering. Dr Grantly returned from Oxford happy and elated, to resume his place in the palace, and to continue to perform for the father the last duties of a son; which, to give him his due, he performed with more tender care than was to be expected from his usual somewhat worldly manners.

A month since, the physicians had named four weeks as the outside period during which breath could be supported within the body of the dying man. At the end of the month the physicians wondered, and named another fortnight. The old man lived on wine alone, but at the end of the fortnight he still lived; and the tidings of the fall of the ministry became more frequent. Sir Lamda Mewnew and Sir Omicron Pie,3 the two great London doctors, now came down for the fifth time, and declared, shaking their learned heads, that another week of life was impossible; and as they sat down to lunch in the episcopal dining-room, whispered to the archdeacon their own private knowledge that the ministry must fall within five days. The son returned to his father’s room, and after administering with his own hands the sustaining modicum of madeira, sat down by the bedside to calculate his chances.

The ministry were to be out within five days: his father was to be dead within – No, he rejected that view of the subject. The ministry were to be out, and the diocese might probably be vacant at the same period. There was much doubt as to the names of the men who were to succeed to power, and a week must elapse before a Cabinet was formed. Would not vacancies be filled by the outgoing men during this week? Dr Grantly had a kind of idea that such would be the case, but did not know; and then he wondered at his own ignorance on such a question.

He tried to keep his mind away from the subject, but he could not. The race was so very close, and the stakes were so very high. He then looked at the dying man’s impassive, placid face. There was no sign there of death or disease; it was something thinner than of yore, somewhat greyer, and the deep lines of age more marked; but, as far as he could judge, life might yet hang there for weeks to come. Sir Lamda Mewnew and Sir Omicron Pie had thrice been wrong, and might yet be wrong thrice again. The old bishop slept during twenty of the twenty-four hours, but during the short periods of his waking moments, he knew both his son and his dear old friend, Mr Harding, the archdeacon’s father-in-law, and would thank them tenderly for their care and love. Now he lay sleeping like a baby, resting easily on his back, his mouth just open, and his few grey hairs straggling from beneath his cap; his breath was perfectly noiseless, and his thin, wan hand, which lay above the coverlid, never moved. Nothing could be easier than the old man’s passage from this world to the next.

But by no means easy were the emotions of him who sat there watching. He knew it must be now or never. He was already over fifty, and there was little chance that his friends who were now leaving office would soon return to it. No probable British prime minister but he who was now in, he who was so soon to be out, would think of making a bishop of Dr Grantly. Thus he thought long and sadly, in deep silence, and then gazed at that still living face, and then at last dared to ask himself whether he really longed for his father’s death.

The effort was a salutary one, and the question was answered in a moment. The proud, wishful, worldly man sank on his knees by the bedside, and taking the bishop’s hand within his own, prayed eagerly that his sins might be forgiven him.

His face was still buried in the clothes when the door of the bedroom opened noiselessly, and Mr Harding entered with a velvet step. Mr Harding’s attendance at that bedside had been nearly as constant as that of the archdeacon, and his ingress and egress was as much a matter of course as that of his son-in-law. He was standing close beside the archdeacon before he was perceived, and would also have knelt in prayer had he not feared that his doing so might have caused some sudden start, and have disturbed the dying man. Dr Grantly, however, instantly perceived him, and ose from his knees. As he did so Mr Harding took both his hands, and pressed them warmly. There was more fellowship between them at that moment than there had ever been before, and it so happened that after circumstances greatly preserved the feeling. As they stood there pressing each other’s hands, the tears rolled freely down their cheeks.

‘God bless you, my dears,’ – said the bishop with feeble voice as he woke – ‘God bless you – may God bless you both, my dear children’: and so he died.

There was no loud rattle in the throat, no dreadful struggle, no palpable sign of death; but the lower jaw fell a little from its place, and the eyes which had been so constantly closed in sleep now remained fixed and open. Neither Mr Harding nor Dr Grantly knew that life was gone, though both suspected it.

‘I believe it’s all over,’ said Mr Harding, still pressing the other’s hands. ‘I think – nay, I hope it is.’

‘I will ring the bell,’ said the other, speaking all but in a whisper. ‘Mrs Phillips should be here.’

Mrs Phillips, the nurse, was soon in the room, and immediately, with practised hand, closed those staring eyes.

‘It’s all over. Mrs Phillips?’ asked Mr Harding.

‘My lord’s no more,’ said Mrs Phillips, turning round and curtseying low with solemn face; ‘his lordship’s gone more like a sleeping babby than any that I ever saw.’

‘It’s a great relief, archdeacon,’ said Mr Harding, ‘a great relief – dear, good, excellent old man. Oh that our last moments may be as innocent and as peaceful as his!’

‘Surely.’ said Mrs Phillips. ‘the Lord be praised for all his mercies; but, for a meek, mild, gentle-spoken Christian, his lordship was –’ and Mrs Phillips, with unaffected but easy grief, put up her white apron to her flowing eyes.

‘You cannot but rejoice that it is over,’ said Mr Harding, still consoling his friend. The archdeacon’s mind, however, had already travelled from the death chamber to the closet of the prime minister. He had brought himself to pray for his father’s life, but now that that life was done, minutes were too precious to be lost. It was now useless to dally with the fact of the bishop’s death – useless to lose perhaps everything for the pretence of a foolish sentiment.

But how was he to act while his father-in-law stood there holding his hand? how, without appearing unfeeling, was he to forget his father in the bishop – to overlook what he had lost, and think only of what he might possibly gain?

‘No; I suppose not,’ said he, at last, in answer to Mr Harding. ‘We have all expected it so long.’

Mr Harding took him by the arm and led him from the room. ‘We will see him again tomorrow morning,’ said he; ‘we had better leave the room now to the women.’ And so they went downstairs.

It was already evening, and nearly dark. It was most important that the prime minister should know that night that the diocese was vacant. Everything might depend on it; and so, in answer to Mr Harding’s further consolation, the archdeacon suggested that a telegraph message should be immediately sent off to London. Mr Harding, who had really been somewhat surprised to find Dr Grantly, as he thought, so much affected, was rather taken aback; but he made no objection. He knew that the archdeacon had some hope of succeeding to his father’s place, though he by no means knew how highly raised that hope had been.

‘Yes,’ said Dr Grantly, collecting himself and shaking off his weakness, ‘we must send a message at once; we don’t know what might be the consequence of delay. Will you do it?’

‘I! oh yes; certainly: I’ll do anything, only I don’t know exactly what it is you want.’

Dr Grantly sat down before a writing-table, and taking pen and ink, wrote on a slip of paper as follows:–

By Electric Telegraph.
For the Earl of —, Downing Street, or elsewhere.
‘the Bishop of Barchester is dead.’
Message sent by the Rev. Septimus Harding.

‘There,’ said he, ‘Just take that to the telegraph office at the railway station, and give it in as it is; they’ll probably make you copy it on to one of their own slips; that’s all you’ll have to do: then you’ll have to pay them half a crown’; and the archdeacon put his hand in his pocket and pulled out the necessary sum.

Mr Harding felt very much like an errand-boy, and also felt that he was called on to perform his duties as such at rather an unseemly time; but he said nothing, and took the slip of paper and the proffered coin.

‘But you’ve put my name into it, archdeacon.’

‘Yes,’ said the other, ‘there should be the name of some clergyman you know, and what name so proper as that of so old a friend as yourself? The earl won’t look at the name, you may be sure of that; but my dear Mr Harding, pray don’t lose any time.’

Mr Harding got as far as the library door on his way to the station, when he suddenly remembered the news with which he was fraught when he entered the poor bishop’s bedroom. He had found the moment so inopportune for any mundane tidings, that he had repressed the words which were on his tongue, and immediately afterwards all recollection of the circumstance was for the time banished by the scene which had occurred.

‘But, archdeacon,’ said he, turning back, ‘I forgot to tell you – The ministry are out.’

‘Out!’ ejaculated the archdeacon, in a tone which too plainly showed his anxiety and dismay, although under the circumstances of the moment he endeavoured to control himself: ‘Out! who told you so?’

Mr Harding explained that news to this effect had come down by electric telegraph, and that the tidings had been left at the palace door by Mr Chadwick.

The archdeacon sat silent for a while meditating, and Mr Harding stood looking at him. ‘Never mind,’ said the archdeacon at last; ‘send the message all the same. The news must be sent to someone, and there is at present no one else in a position to receive it. Do it at once, my dear friend; you know I would not trouble you, were I in a state to do it myself. A few minutes’ time is of the greatest importance.’

Mr Harding went out and sent the message, and it may be as well that we should follow it to its destination. Within thirty minutes of its leaving Barchester it reached the Earl of — in his inner library. What elaborate letters, what eloquent appeals, what indignant remonstrances, he might there have to frame, at such a moment, may be conceived, but not described! How he was preparing his thunder for successful rivals, standing like a British peer with his back to the sea-coal fire, and his hands in his breeches pockets – how his fine eye was lit up with anger, and his forehead gleamed with patriotism – how he stamped his foot as he thought of his heavy associates – how he all but swore as he remembered how much too clever one of them had been – my creative readers may imagine. But was he so engaged? No: history and truth compel me to deny it. He was sitting easily in a lounging-chair, conning over a Newmarket list,4 and by his elbow on the table was lying open an uncut French novel on which he was engaged.

He opened the cover in which the message was enclosed, and having read it, he took his pen and wrote on the back of it –

For the Earl of —,
With the Earl of —’s compliments,

and sent it off again on its journey.

Thus terminated our unfortunate friend’s chance of possessing the glories of a bishopric.

The names of many divines were given in the papers as that of the bishop elect. The British Grandmother declared that Dr Gwynne was to be the man, in compliment to the late ministry. This was a heavy blow to Dr Grantly, but he was not doomed to see himself superseded by his friend. The Anglican Devotee put forward confidently the claims of a great London preacher of austere doctrines; and The Eastern Hemisphere, an evening paper supposed to possess much official knowledge, declared in favour of an eminent naturalist, a gentleman most completely versed in the knowledge of rocks and minerals, but supposed by many to hold on religious subjects no special doctrines whatever. The Jupiter,5 that daily paper, which, as we all know, is the only true source of infallibly correct information on all subjects, for a while was silent, but at last spoke out The merits of all these candidates were discussed and somewhat irreverently disposed of, and then the Jupiter declared that Dr Proudie was to be the man.

Dr Proudie was the man. Just a month after the demise of the late bishop, Dr Proudie kissed the Queen’s hand as his successor elect.

We must beg to be allowed to draw a curtain over the sorrows of the archdeacon as he sat, sombre and sad at heart, in the study of his parsonage at Plumstead Episcopi. On the day subsequent to the despatch of the message he heard that the Earl of — had consented to undertake the formation of a ministry, and from that moment he knew that his chance was over. Many will think that he was wicked to grieve for the loss of episcopal power, wicked to have coveted it, nay, wicked even to have thought about it, in the way and at the moments he had done so.

With such censures I cannot profess that I completely agree. The nolo episcopari,6 though still in use, is so directly at variance with the tendency of all human wishes, that it cannot be thought to express the true aspirations of rising priests in the Church of England. A lawyer does not sin in seeking to be a judge, or in compassing his wishes by all honest means. A young diplomat entertains a fair ambition when he looks forward to be the lord of a first-rate embassy; and a poor novelist when he attempts to rival Dickens or rise above Fitzjeames,7 commits no fault, though he may be foolish. Sydney Smith8 truly said that in these recreant days we cannot expect to find the majesty of St Paul beneath the cassock of a curate. If we look to our clergymen to be more than men, we shall probably teach ourselves to think that they are less, and can hardly hope to raise the character of the pastor by denying to him the right to entertain the aspirations of a man.

Our archdeacon was worldly – who among us is not so? He was ambitious – who among us is ashamed to own that ‘last infirmity of noble minds!’9 He was avaricious, my readers will say. No – it was for no love of lucre that he wished to be Bishop of Barchester. He was his father’s only child, and his father had left him great wealth. His preferment brought him in nearly three thousand a year. The bishopric, as cut down by the Ecclesiastical Commission,10 was only five. He would be a richer man as archdeacon than he could be as bishop. But he certainly did desire to play first fiddle; he did desire to sit in full lawn sleeves among the peers of the realm;11 and he did desire, if the truth must out, to be called ‘My Lord’ by his reverend brethren.

His hopes, however, were they innocent or sinful, were not fated to be realized; and Dr Proudie was consecrated Bishop of Barchester.


CHAPTER 2

 Hiram’s Hospital According to Act of Parliament

IT is hardly necessary that I should here give to the public any lengthened biography of Mr Harding,1 up to the period of commencement of this tale. The public cannot have forgotten how ill that sensitive gentleman bore the attack that was made on him in the columns of the Jupiter, with reference to the income which he received as Warden of Hiram’s Hospital, in the city of Barchester. Nor can it yet be forgotten that a lawsuit was instituted against him on the matter of that charity by Mr John Bold, who afterwards married his, Mr Harding’s, younger and then only unmarried daughter. Under pressure of these attacks, Mr Harding had resigned his wardenship, though strongly recommended to abstain from doing so, both by his friends and by his lawyers. He did, however, resign it, and betook himself manfully to the duties of the small parish of St Cuthbert’s, in the city, of which he was vicar, continuing also to perform those of precentor of the cathedral,2 a situation of small emolument which had hitherto been supposed to be joined, as a matter of course, to the wardenship of the hospital above spoken of.

When he left the hospital from which he had been so ruthlessly driven, and settled himself down in his own modest manner in the High Street of Barchester, he had not expected that others would make more fuss about it than he was inclined to do himself; and the extent of his hope was that the movement might have been made in time to prevent any further paragraphs in the Jupiter. His affairs, however, were not allowed to subside thus quietly, and people were quite as much inclined to talk about the disinterested sacrifice he had made, as they had before been to upbraid him for his cupidity.

The most remarkable thing that occurred was the receipt of an autograph letter from the Archbishop of Canterbury, in which the primate very warmly praised his conduct, and begged to know what his intentions were for the future. Mr Harding replied that he intended to be rector of St Cuthbert’s, in Barchester; and so that matter dropped. Then the newspapers took up his case, the Jupiter among the rest, and waited his name in eulogistic strains through every reading-room in the nation. It was discovered also that he was the author of that great musical work, Harding’s Church Music – and a new edition was spoken of, though, I believe, never printed. It is, however, certain that the work was introduced into the Royal Chapel at St James’s, and that a long criticism appeared in the Musical Scrutator, declaring that in no previous work of the kind had so much research been joined with such exalted musical ability, and asserting that the name of Harding would henceforward be known wherever the Arts were cultivated, or Religion valued.

This was high praise, and I will not deny that Mr Harding was gratified by such flattery; for if Mr Harding was vain on any subject, it was on that of music. But here the matter rested. The second edition, if printed, was never purchased; the copies which had been introduced into the Royal Chapel disappeared again, and were laid by in peace, with a load of similar literature. Mr Towers, of the Jupiter, and his brethren, occupied themselves with other names, and the undying fame promised to our friend was clearly intended to be posthumous.

Mr Harding had spent much of his time with his friend the bishop, much with his daughter Mrs Bold, now, alas, a widow; and had almost daily visited the wretched remnant of his former subjects, the few surviving bedesmen now left at Hiram’s Hospital. Six of them were still living. The number, according to old Hiram’s will, should always have been twelve. But after the abdication of their warden, the bishop had appointed no successor to him, no new occupants of the charity had been nominated, and it appeared as though the hospital at Barchester would fall into abeyance, unless the powers that be should take some steps towards putting it once more into working order.

During the past five years, the powers that be had not overlooked Barchester Hospital, and sundry political doctors had taken the matter in hand. Shortly after Mr Harding’s resignation, the Jupiter had very clearly shown what ought to be done. In about half a column it had distributed the income, rebuilt the buildings, put an end to all bickerings, regenerated kindly feeling, provided for Mr Harding, and placed the whole thing on a footing which could not but be satisfactory to the city and Bishop of Barchester, and to the nation at large. The wisdom of this scheme was testified by the number of letters which ‘Common Sense’, ‘Veritas’,3 and ‘One that loves fair play’ sent to the Jupiter, all expressing admiration, and amplifying on the details given. It is singular enough that no adverse letter appeared at all, and, therefore, none of course was written.

But Cassandra was not believed,4 and even the wisdom of the Jupiter sometimes falls on deaf ears. Though other plans did not put themselves forward in the columns of the Jupiter, reformers of church charities were not slack to make known in various places their different nostrums for setting Hiram’s Hospital on its feet again. A learned bishop took occasion, in the Upper House, to allude to the matter, intimating that he had communicated on the subject with his right reverend brother of Barchester. The radical member for Staleybridge had suggested that the funds should be alienated for the education of the agricultural poor of the country, and he amused the house by some anecdotes touching the superstition and habits of the agriculturists in question. A political pamphleteer had produced a few dozen pages, which he called ‘Who are John Hiram’s heirs?’, intended to give an infallible rule for the governance of all such establishments; and, at last, a member of the government promised that in the next session a short bill should be introduced for regulating the affairs of Barchester, and other kindred concerns.

The next session came, and, contrary to custom, the bill came also. Men’s minds were then intent on other things. The first threatenings of a huge war hung heavily over the nation,5 and the question as to Hiram’s heirs did not appear to interest very many people either in or out of the house. The bill, however, was read and re-read, and in some undistinguished manner passed through its eleven stages without appeal or dissent. What would John Hiram have said in the matter, could he have predicted that some forty-five gentlemen would take on themselves to make a law altering the whole purport of his will, without in the least knowing at the moment of their making it, what it was that they were doing? It is however to be hoped that the under-secretary for the Home Office knew, for to him had the matter been confided.

The bill, however, did pass, and at the time at which this history is supposed to commence, it had been ordained that there should be, as heretofore, twelve old men in Barchester Hospital, each with 1s. 4d. a day; that there should also be twelve old women to be located in a house to be built, each with 1s. 2d. a day; that there should be a matron, with a house and £70 a year; a steward with £150 a year; and latterly, a warden with £450 a year, who should have the spiritual guidance of both establishments, and the temporal guidance of that appertaining to the male sex. The bishop, dean, and warden were, as formerly, to appoint in turn the recipients of the charity, and the bishop was to appoint the officers. There was nothing said as to the wardenship being held by the precentor of the cathedral, nor a word as to Mr Harding’s right to the situation.

It was not, however, till some months after the death of the old bishop, and almost immediately consequent on the installation of his successor, that notice was given that the reform was about to be carried out. The new law and the new bishop were among the earliest works of a new ministry, or rather of a ministry who, having for a while given place to their opponents, had then returned to power; and the death of Dr Grantly occurred, as we have seen, exactly at the period of the change.

Poor Eleanor Bold! How well does that widow’s cap become her, and the solemn gravity with which she devotes herself to her new duties. Poor Eleanor!

Poor Eleanor! I cannot say that with me John Bold was ever a favourite. I never thought him worthy of the wife he had won. But in her estimation he was most worthy. Hers was one of those feminine hearts which cling to a husband, not with idolatry, for worship can admit of no defect in its idol, but with the perfect tenacity of ivy. As the parasite plant will follow even the defects of the trunk which it embraces, so did Eleanor cling to and love the very faults of her husband. She had once declared that whatever her father did should in her eyes be right. She then transferred her allegiance, and became ever ready to defend the worst failings of her lord and master.

And John Bold was a man to be loved by a woman; he was himself affectionate, he was confiding and manly; and that arrogance of thought, unsustained by first-rate abilities, that attempt at being better than his neighbours which jarred so painfully on the feelings of his acquaintance, did not injure him in the estimation of his wife.

Could she even have admitted that he had a fault, his early death would have blotted out the memory of it. She wept as for the loss of the most perfect treasure with which mortal women had ever been endowed; for weeks after he was gone the idea of future happiness in this world was hateful to her; consolation, as it is called, was insupportable, and tears and sleep were her only relief.

But God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb. She knew that she had within her the living source of other cares. She knew that there was to be created for her another subject of weal or woe, of unutterable joy or despairing sorrow, as God in his mercy might vouchsafe to her. At first this did but augment her grief! To be the mother of a poor infant, orphaned before it was born, brought forth to the sorrows of an ever desolate hearth, nurtured amidst tears and wailing, and then turned adrift into the world without the aid of a father’s care! There was at first no joy in this.

By degrees, however, her heart became anxious for another object, and, before its birth, the stranger was expected with all the eagerness of a longing mother. Just eight months after the father’s death a second John Bold was born, and if the worship of one creature can be innocent in another, let us hope that the adoration offered over the cradle of the fatherless infant may not be imputed as a sin.

It will not be worth our while to define the character of the child, or to point out in how far the faults of the father were redeemed within that little breast by the virtues of the mother. The baby, as a baby, was all that was delightful, and I cannot foresee that it will be necessary for us to inquire into the facts of his after life. Our present business at Barchester will not occupy us above a year or two at the furthest, and I will leave it to some other pen to produce, if necessary, the biography of John Bold the Younger.

But, as a baby, this baby was all that could be desired. This fact no one attempted to deny. ‘Is he not delightful?’ she would say to her father, looking up into his face from her knees, her lustrous eyes overflowing with soft tears, her young face encircled by her close widow’s cap and her hands on each side of the cradle in which her treasure was sleeping. The grandfather would gladly admit that the treasure was delightful, and the uncle archdeacon himself would agree, and Mrs Grantly, Eleanor’s sister, would re-echo the word with true sisterly energy; and Mary Bold – but Mary Bold was a second worshipper at the same shrine.

The baby was really delightful; he took his food with a will, struck out his toes merrily whenever his legs were uncovered, and did not have fits. These are supposed to be the strongest points of baby perfection, and in all these our baby excelled.

And thus the widow’s deep grief was softened, and a sweet balm was poured into the wound which she had thought nothing but death could heal. How much kinder is God to us than we are willing to be to ourselves! At the loss of every dear face, at the last going of every well-beloved one, we all doom ourselves to an eternity of sorrow, and look to waste ourselves away in an ever-running fountain of tears. How seldom does such grief endure! how blessed is the goodness which forbids it to do so! ‘Let me ever remember my living friends, but forget them as soon as dead,’ was the prayer of a wise man who understood the mercy of God. Few perhaps would have the courage to express such a wish, and yet to do so would only be to ask for that release from sorrow, which a kind Creator almost always extends to us.

I would not, however, have it imagined that Mrs Bold forgot her husband. She daily thought of him with all conjugal love, and enshrined his memory in the innermost centre of her heart. But yet she was happy in her baby. It was so sweet to press the living toy to her breast, and feel that a human being existed who did owe, and was to owe, everything to her; whose daily food was drawn from herself; whose little wants could all be satisfied by her; whose little heart would first love her and her only; whose infant tongue would make its first effort in calling her by the sweetest name a woman can hear. And so Eleanor’s bosom became tranquil, and she set about her new duties eagerly and gratefully.

As regards the concerns of the world, John Bold had left his widow in prosperous circumstances. He had bequeathed to her all that he possessed, and that comprised an income much exceeding what she or her friends thought necessary for her. It amounted to nearly a thousand a year; and when she reflected on its extent, her dearest hope was to hand it over, not only unimpaired but increased, to her husband’s son, to her own darling, to the little man who now lay sleeping on her knee, happily ignorant of the cares which were to be accumulated in his behalf.

When John Bold died she earnestly implored her father to come and live with her, but this Mr Harding declined, though for some weeks he remained with her as a visitor. He could not be prevailed upon to forego the possession of some small home of his own, and so remained in the lodgings he had first selected over a chemist’s shop in the High Street of Barchester.


CHAPTER 3

 Dr and Mrs Proudie

THIS narrative is supposed to commence immediately after the installation of Dr Proudie. I will net describe the ceremony, as I do not precisely understand its nature. I am ignorant whether a bishop be chaired like a member of Parliament, or carried in a gilt coach like a lord mayor, or sworn in like a justice of peace, or introduced like a peer to the upper house, or led between two brethren like a knight of the garter; but I do know that everything was properly done, and that nothing fit or becoming to a young bishop was omitted on the occasion.

Dr Proudie was not the man to allow anything to be omitted that might be becoming to his new dignity. He understood well the value of forms, and knew that the due observance of rank could not be maintained unless the exterior trappings belonging to it were held in proper esteem. He was a man born to move in high circles; at least so he thought himself, and circumstances had certainly sustained him in this view. He was the nephew of an Irish baron by his mother’s side, and his wife was the niece of a Scotch earl. He had for years held some clerical office appertaining to courtly matters, which had enabled him to live in London and to entrust his parish to his curate. He had been preacher to the royal beefeaters, curator of theological manuscripts in the Ecclesiastical Courts, chaplain to the Queen’s yeomanry guard, and almoner to his Royal Highness the Prince of Rappe-Blankenberg.

His residence in the metropolis, rendered necessary by the duties thus entrusted to him, his high connections, and the peculiar talents and nature of the man, recommended him to persons in power; and Dr Proudie became known as a useful and rising clergyman.

Some few years since, even within the memory of many who are not yet willing to call themselves old, a liberal clergyman was a person not frequently to be met. Sydney Smith was such, and was looked on as little better than an infidel; a few others also might be named, but they were rarae aves1 and were regarded with doubt and distrust by their brethren. No man was so surely a Tory as a country rector – nowhere were the powers that be so cherished as at Oxford.

When, however, Dr Whately was made an archbishop, and Dr Hampden2 some years afterwards regius professor, many wise divines saw that a change was taking place in men’s minds, and that more liberal ideas would henceforward be suitable to the priests as well as to the laity. Clergymen began to be heard of who had ceased to anathematize papists on the one hand, or vilify dissenters on the other. It appeared clear that high church principles, as they are called, were no longer to be surest claims to promotion with at any rate one section of statesmen, and Dr Proudie was one among those who early in life adapted himself to the views held by the Whigs on most theological and religious subjects. He bore with the idolatry of Rome, tolerated even the infidelity of Socinianism,3 and was hand in glove with the Presbyterian Synods of Scotland and Ulster.

Such a man at such a time was found to be useful, and Dr Proudie’s name began to appear in the newspapers. He was made one of a commission who went over to Ireland to arrange matters preparative to the working of the national board;4 he became honorary secretary to another commission nominated to inquire into the revenues of cathedral chapters; and had had something to do with both the regium donum5 and the Maynooth grant.6

It must not on this account be taken as proved that Dr Proudie was a man of great mental powers, or even of much capacity for business, for such qualities had not been required in him. In the arrangement of those church reforms with which he was connected, the ideas and original conception of the work to be done were generally furnished by the liberal statesmen of the day, and the labour of the details was borne by officials of a lower rank. It was, however, thought expedient that the name of some clergyman should appear in such matters, and as Dr Proudie had become known as a tolerating divine, great use of this sort was made of his name. If he did not do much active good, he never did any harm; he was amenable to those who were really in authority, and at the sittings of the various boards to which he belonged maintained a kind of dignity which had its value.

He was certainly possessed of sufficient tact to answer the purpose for which he was required without making himself troublesome; but it must not therefore be surmised that he doubted his own power, or failed to believe that he could himself take a high part in high affairs when his own turn came. He was biding his time, and patiently looking forward to the days when he himself would sit authoritative at some board, and talk and direct, and rule the roast, while lesser stars sat round and obeyed, as he had so well accustomed himself to do.

His reward and his time had now come. He was selected for the vacant bishopric, and on the next vacancy which might occur in any diocese would take his place in the House of Lords,7 prepared to give not a silent vote in all matters concerning the weal of the church establishment. Toleration was to be the basis on which he was to fight his battles, and in the honest courage of his heart he thought no evil would come to him in encountering even such foes as his brethren of Exeter and Oxford.8

Dr Proudie was an ambitious man, and before he was well consecrated Bishop of Barchester he had begun to look up to archiepiscopal splendour, and the glories of Lambeth, or at any rate of Bishopsthorpe.9 He was comparatively young, and had, as he fondly flattered himself, been selected as possessing such gifts, natural and acquired, as must be sure to recommend him to a yet higher notice, now that a higher sphere was opened to him. Dr Proudie was, therefore, quite prepared to take a conspicuous part in all theological affairs appertaining to these realms; and having such views, by no means intended to bury himself at Barchester as his predecessor had done. No! London should still be his ground: a comfortable mansion in a provincial city might be well enough for the dead months of the year. Indeed Dr Proudie had always felt it necessary to his position to retire from London when other great and fashionable people did so; but London should still be his fixed residence, and it was in London that he resolved to exercise that hospitality so peculiarly recommended to all bishops by St Paul.10 How otherwise could he keep himself before the world? how else give to the government, in matters theological, the full benefit of his weight and talents?

This resolution was no doubt a salutary one as regarded the world at large, but was not likely to make him popular either with the clergy or people of Barchester. Dr Grantly had always lived there; and in truth it was hard for a bishop to be popular after Dr Grantly. His income had averaged £9,000 a year; his successor was to be rigidly limited to £5,000. He had but one child on whom to spend his money; Dr Proudie had seven or eight. He had been a man of few personal expenses, and they had been confined to the tastes of a moderate gentleman; but Dr Proudie had to maintain a position in fashionable society, and had that to do with comparatively small means. Dr Grantly had certainly kept his carriage, as became a bishop; but his carriage, horses, and coachman, though they did very well for Barchester, would have been almost ridiculous at Westminster. Mrs Proudie determined that her husband’s equipage should not shame her, and things on which Mrs Proudie resolved were generally accomplished.

From all this it was likely to result that Dr Proudie would not spend much money at Barchester; whereas his predecessor had dealt with the tradesmen of the city in a manner very much to their satisfaction. The Grantlys, father and son, had spent their money like gentlemen; but it soon became whispered in Barchester that Dr Proudie was not unacquainted with those prudent devices by which the utmost show of wealth is produced from limited means.

In person Dr Proudie is a good-looking man; spruce and dapper, and very tidy. He is somewhat below middle height, being about five feet four; but he makes up for the inches which he wants by the dignity with which he carries those which he has. It is no fault of his own if he has not a commanding eye, for he studies hard to assume it. His features are well-formed, though perhaps the sharpness of his nose may give to his face in the eyes of some people an air of insignificance. If so, it is greatly redeemed by his mouth and chin, of which he is justly proud.

Dr Proudie may well be said to have been a fortunate man, for he was not born to wealth, and he is now Bishop of Barchester; but nevertheless he has his cares. He has a large family, of whom the three eldest are daughters, now all grown-up and fit for fashionable life; and he has a wife. It is not my intention to breathe a word against the character of Mrs Proudie, but still I cannot think that with all her virtues she adds much to her husband’s happiness. The truth is that in matters domestic she rules supreme over her titular lord, and rules with a rod of iron. Nor is this all. Things domestic Dr Proudie might have abandoned to her, if not voluntarily, yet willingly. But Mrs Proudie is not satisfied with such home dominion, and stretches her power over all his movements, and will not even abstain from things spiritual. In fact, the bishop is henpecked.

The archdeacon’s wife, in her happy home at Plumstead, knows how to assume the full privileges of her rank, and express her own mind in becoming tone and place. But Mrs Grantly’s sway, if sway she has, is easy and beneficent. She never shames her husband; before the world she is a pattern of obedience; her voice is never loud, nor her looks sharp: doubtless she values power, and has not unsuccessfully striven to acquire it; but she knows what should be the limits of a woman’s rule.

Not so Mrs Proudie. This lady is habitually authoritative to all, but to her poor husband she is despotic. Successful as has been his career in the eyes of the world, it would seem that in the eyes of his wife he is never right. All hope of defending himself has long passed from him; indeed he rarely even attempts self-justification; and is aware that submission produces the nearest approach to peace which his own house can ever attain.

Mrs Proudie has not been able to sit at the boards and committees to which her husband has been called by the state; nor, as he often reflects, can she make her voice heard in the House of Lords. It may be that she will refuse to him permission to attend to this branch of a bishop’s duties; it may be that she will insist on his close attendance to his own closet. He has never whispered a word on the subject to living ears, but he has already made his fixed resolve. Should such attempt be made he will rebel. Dogs have turned against their masters, and even Neapolitans against their rulers,11 when oppression has been too severe. And Dr Proudie feels within himself that if the cord be drawn too tight, he also can muster courage and resist.

The state of vassalage in which our bishop has been kept by his wife has not tended to exalt his character in the eyes of his daughters, who assume in addressing their father too much of that authority which is not properly belonging, at any rate, to them. They are, on the whole, fine, engaging young ladies. They are tall and robust like their mother, whose high cheekbones, and – we may say, auburn hair, they all inherit. They think somewhat too much of their grand uncles, who have not hitherto returned the compliment by thinking much of them. But now that their father is a bishop, it is probable that family ties will be drawn closer. Considering their connection with the church, they entertain but few prejudices against the pleasures of the world; and have certainly not distressed their parents, as too many English girls have lately done, by any enthusiastic wish to devote themselves to the seclusion of a Protestant nunnery.12 Dr Proudie’s sons are still at school.

One other marked peculiarity in the character of the bishop’s wife must be mentioned. Though not averse to the society and manners of the world, she is in her own way a religious woman; and the form in which this tendency shows itself in her is by a strict observance of Sabbatarian rule. Dissipation and low dresses during the week are, under her control, atoned for by three services, an evening sermon read by herself, and a perfect abstinence from any cheering employment on the Sunday. Unfortunately for those under her roof to whom the dissipation and low dresses are not extended, her servants namely and her husband, the compensating strictness of the Sabbath includes all. Woe betide the recreant housemaid who is found to have been listening to the honey of a sweetheart in the Regent’s park, instead of the soul-stirring evening discourse of Mr Slope. Not only is she sent adrift, but she is so sent with a character which leaves her little hope of a decent place. Woe betide the six-foot hero who escorts Mrs Proudie to her pew in red plush breeches, if he slips away to the neighbouring beer-shop, instead of falling into the back seat appropriated to his use. Mrs Proudie has the eyes of Argus13 for such offenders. Occasional drunkenness in the week may be overlooked, for six feet on low wages are hardly to be procured if the morals are always kept at a high pitch; but not even for grandeur or economy will Mrs Proudie forgive a desecration of the Sabbath.

In such matters Mrs Proudie allows herself to be often guided by that eloquent preacher, the Rev. Mr Slope, and as Dr Proudie is guided by his wife, it necessarily follows that the eminent man we have named has obtained a good deal of control over Dr Proudie in matters concerning religion. Mr Slope’s only preferment has hitherto been that of reader and preacher in a London district church: and on the consecration of his friend the new bishop, he readily gave this up to undertake the onerous but congenial duties of domestic chaplain to his lordship.

Mr Slope, however, on his first introduction must not be brought before the public at the tail of a chapter.


CHAPTER 4

 The Bishop’s Chaplain

OF the Rev. Mr Slope’s parentage I am not able to say much. I have heard it asserted that he is lineally descended from that eminent physician who assisted at the birth of Mr T. Shandy, and that in early years he added an ‘e’ to his name, for the sake of euphony, as other great men have done before him. If this be so, I presume he was christened Obadiah, for that is his name, in commemoration of the conflict in which his ancestor so distinguished himself.1 All my researches on the subject have, however, failed in enabling me to fix the dace on which the family changed its religion.

He had been a sizar at Cambridge,2 and had there conducted himself at any rate successfully, for in due process of time he was an M.A., having university pupils under his care. From thence he was transferred to London, and became preacher at a new district church built on the confines of Baker Street. He was in this position when congenial ideas on religious subjects recommended him to Mrs Proudie, and the intercourse had become close and confidential.

Having been thus familiarly thrown among the Misses Proudie, it was no more than natural that some softer feeling than friendship should be engendered. There have been some passages of love between him and the eldest hope, Olivia; but they have hitherto resulted in no favourable arrangement. In truth, Mr Slope, having made a declaration of affection, afterwards withdrew it on finding that the doctor had no immediate worldly funds with which to endow his child; and it may easily be conceived that Miss Proudie, after such an announcement on his part, was not readily disposed to receive any further show of affection. On the appointment of Dr Proudie to the bishopric of Barchester, Mr Slope’s views were in truth somewhat altered. Bishops, even though they be poor, can provide for clerical children, and Mr Slope began to regret that he had not been more disinterested. He no sooner heard the tidings of the doctor’s elevation, than he recommenced his siege, not violently, indeed, but respectfully, and at a distance. Olivia Proudie, however, was a girl of spirit: she had the blood of two peers in her veins, and, better still, she had another lover on her books; so Mr Slope sighed in vain; and the pair soon found it convenient to establish a mutual bond of inveterate hatred.

It may be thought singular that Mrs Proudie’s friendship for the young clergyman should remain firm after such an affair; but, to tell the truth, she had known nothing of it. Though very fond of Mr Slope herself, she had never conceived the idea that either of her daughters would become so, and remembering their high birth and social advantages, expected for them matches of a different sort. Neither the gentleman nor the lady found it necessary to enlighten her. Olivia’s two sisters had each known of the affair, so had all the servants, so had all the people living in the adjoining houses on either side; but Mrs Proudie had been kept in the dark.

Mr Slope soon comforted himself with the reflection that, as he had been selected as chaplain to the bishop, it would probably be in his power to get the good things in the bishop’s gift, without troubling himself with the bishop’s daughter; and he found himself able to endure the pangs of rejected love. As he sat himself down in the railway carriage, confronting the bishop and Mrs Proudie as they started on their first journey to Barchester, he began to form in his own mind a plan of his future life. He knew well his patron’s strong points, but he knew the weak ones as well. He understood correctly enough to what attempts the new bishop’s high spirit would soar, and he rightly guessed that public life would better suit the great man’s taste, than the small details of diocesan duty.

He, therefore, he, Mr Slope, would in effect be Bishop of Barchester. Such was his resolve; and, to give Mr Slope his due, he had both courage and spirit to bear him out in his resolution. He knew that he should have a hard battle to fight, for the power and patronage of the see would be equally coveted by another great mind – Mrs Proudie would also choose to be Bishop of Barchester. Mr Slope, however, flattered himself that he could out-manoeuvre the lady. She must live much in London, while he would always be on the spot. She would necessarily remain ignorant of much, while he would know everything belonging to the diocese. At first, doubtless, he must flatter and cajole, perhaps yield, in some things; but he did not doubt of ultimate triumph. If all other means failed, he could join the bishop against his wife, inspire courage into the unhappy man, lay an axe at the root of the woman’s power, and emancipate the husband.

Such were his thoughts as he sat looking at the sleeping pair in the railway carriage, and Mr Slope is not the man to trouble himself with such thoughts for nothing. He is possessed of more than average abilities, and is of good courage. Though he can stoop to fawn, and stoop low indeed, if need be, he has still within him the power to assume the tyrant; and with the power he has certainly the wish. His acquirements are not of the highest order, but such as they are they are completely under control, and he knows the use of them. He is gifted with a certain kind of pulpit eloquence, not likely indeed to be persuasive with men, but powerful with the softer sex. In his sermons he deals greatly in denunciations, excites the minds of his weaker hearers with a not unpleasant terror, and leaves an impression on their minds that all mankind are in a perilous state, and all womankind too, except those who attend regularly to the evening lectures in Baker Street. His looks and tones are extremely severe, so much so that one cannot but fancy that he regards the greater part of the world as being infinitely too bad for his care. As he walks through the streets, his very face denotes his horror of the world’s wickedness; and there is always an anathema lurking in the corner of his eye.

In doctrine, he, like his patron, is tolerant of dissent, if so strict a mind can be called tolerant of anything. With Wesleyan-Methodists3 he has something in common, but his soul trembles in agony at the iniquities of the Puseyites.4 His aversion is carried to things outward as well as inward. His gall rises at a new church with a high-pitched roof; a full-breasted black silk waistcoat is with him a symbol of Satan; and a profane jest-book would not, in his view, more foully desecrate the church seat of a Christian, than a book of prayer printed with red letters and ornamented with a cross on the back. Most active clergymen have their hobby, and Sunday observances are his. Sunday, however, is a word which never pollutes his mouth – it is always ‘the Sabbath’. The ‘desecration of the Sabbath’, as he delights to call it, is to him meat and drink: he thrives upon that as policemen do on the general evil habits of the community. It is the loved subject of all his evening discourses, the source of all his eloquence, the secret of all his power over the female heart. To him the revelation of God appears only in that one law given for Jewish observance.5 To him the mercies of our Saviour speak in vain, to him in vain has been preached that sermon which fell from divine lips on the mountain – ‘Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth’ – ‘Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy’. To him the New Testament is comparatively of little moment, for from it can he draw no fresh authority for that dominion which he loves to exercise over at least a seventh part of man’s allotted time here below.

Mr Slope is tall, and not ill-made. His feet and hands are large, as has ever been the case with all his family, but he has a broad chest and wide shoulders to carry off these excrescences, and on the whole his figure is good. His countenance, however, is not specially prepossessing. His hair is lank, and of a dull, pale, reddish hue. It is always formed into three straight lumpy masses, each brushed with admirable precision, and cemented with much grease; two of them adhere closely to the sides of his face, and the other lies at right angles above them. He wears no whiskers, and is always punctiliously shaven. His face is nearly of the same colour as his hair, though perhaps a little redder: it is not unlike beef – beef, however, one would say, of a bad quality. His forehead is capacious and high, but square and heavy, and unpleasantly shining. His mouth is large, though his lips are thin and bloodless; and his big, prominent, pale brown eyes inspire anything but confidence. His nose, however, is his redeeming feature: it is pronounced straight and well-formed; though I myself should have liked it better did it not possess a somewhat spongy, porous appearance, as though it had been cleverly formed out of a red-coloured cork.

I never could endure to shake hands with Mr Slope. A cold, clammy perspiration always exudes from him, the small drops are ever to be seen standing on his brow, and his friendly grasp is unpleasant.

Such is Mr Slope – such is the man who has suddenly fallen into the midst of Barchester Close, and is destined there to assume the station which has heretofore been filled by the son of the late bishop. Think, oh, my meditative reader, what an associate we have here for those comfortable prebendaries, those gentlemanlike clerical doctors, those happy, well-used, well-fed minor canons, who have grown into existence at Barchester under the kindly wings of Bishop Grantly!

But not as a mere associate for these does Mr Slope travel down to Barchester with the bishop and his wife. He intends to be, if not their master, at least the chief among them. He intends to lead, and to have followers; he intends to hold the purse strings of the diocese, and draw round him an obedient herd of his poor and hungry brethren.

And here we can hardly fail to draw a comparison between the archdeacon and our new private chaplain; and despite the manifold faults of the former, one can hardly fail to make it much to his advantage.

Both men are eager, much too eager, to support and increase the power of their order. Both are anxious that the world should be priest-governed, though they have probably never confessed so much, even to themselves. Both begrudge any other kind of dominion held by man over man. Dr Grantly, if he admits the Queen’s supremacy in things spiritual,6 only admits it as being due to the quasi-priesthood conveyed in the consecrating qualities of her coronation; and he regards things temporal as being by their nature subject to those which are spiritual. Mr Slope’s ideas of sacerdotal rule are of quite a different class. He cares nothing, one way or the other, for the Queen’s supremacy; these to his ears are empty words, meaning nothing. Forms he regards but little, and such titular expressions as supremacy, consecration, ordination, and the like, convey of themselves no significance to him. Let him be supreme who can. The temporal king, judge, or gaoler, can work but on the body. The spiritual master, if he have the necessary gifts and can duly use them, has a wider field of empire. He works upon the soul. If he can make himself be believed, he can be all-powerful over those who listen. If he be careful to meddle with none who are too strong in intellect, or too weak in flesh, he may indeed be supreme. And such was the ambition of Mr Slope.

Dr Grantly interfered very little with the worldly doings of those who were in any way subject to him. I do not mean to say that he omitted to notice misconduct among his clergy, immorality in his parish, or omissions in his family; but he was not anxious to do so where the necessity could be avoided. He was not troubled with a propensity to be curious, and as long as those around him were tainted with no heretical leaning towards dissent, as long as they fully and freely admitted the efficacy of Mother Church, he was willing that that mother should be merciful and affectionate, prone to indulgence, and unwilling to chastise. He himself enjoyed the good things of this world, and liked to let it be known that he did so. He cordially despised any brother rector who thought harm of dinner-parties, or dreaded the dangers of a moderate claret-jug; consequently dinner-parties and claret-jugs were common in the diocese. He liked to give laws and to be obeyed in them implicitly, but he endeavoured that his ordinances should be within the compass of the man, and not unpalatable to the gentleman. He had ruled among his clerical neighbours now for sundry years, and as he had maintained his power without becoming unpopular, it may be presumed that he had exercised some wisdom.

Of Mr Slope’s conduct much cannot be said, as his grand career is yet to commence; but it may be premised that his tastes will be very different from those of the archdeacon. He conceives it to be his duty to know all the private doings and desires of the flock entrusted to his care. From the poorer classes he exacts an unconditional obedience to set rules of conduct, and if disobeyed he has recourse, like his great ancestor, to the fulminations of an Ernulfus:7 ‘Thou shalt be damned in thy going in and in thy coming out – in thy eating and thy drinking,’ etc. etc. etc. With the rich, experience has already taught him that a different line of action is necessary. Men in the upper walks of life do not mind being cursed, and the women, presuming that it be done in delicate phrase, rather like it But he has not, therefore, given up so important a portion of believing Christians. With the men, indeed, he is generally at variance; they are hardened sinners, on whom the voice of the priestly charmer too often falls in vain; but with the ladies, old and young, firm and frail, devout and dissipated, he is, as he conceives, all-powerful. He can reprove faults with so much flattery, and utter censure in so caressing a manner, that the female heart, if it glow with a spark of low church susceptibility, cannot withstand him. In many houses he is thus an admired guest: the husbands, for their wives’ sake, are fain to admit him; and when once admitted it is not easy to shake him off. He has, however, a pawing, greasy way with him, which does not endear him to those who do not value him for their souls’ sake, and he is not a man to make himself at once popular in a large circle such as is now likely to surround him at Barchester.
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