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THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON

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. His education was disjointed and his childhood generally seems to have been an unhappy one.

Trollope enjoyed considerable acclaim as a novelist during his life-time, publishing over forty novels and many short stories, at the same time following a notable career as a senior civil servant in the Post Office. The Warden (1855), the first of his novels to achieve success, was succeeded by the sequence of ‘Barsetshire’ novels, Barchester Towers (1857), Doctor Thorne (1858), Framely Parsonage (1861), The Small House at Allington (1864) and The Last Chronicle of Barset (1867). This series, regarded by some as Trollope’s masterpiece, demonstrates his imaginative grasp of the great preoccupation of eighteenth- and nineteenth-century English novels – property – and includes a gallery of recurring characters, including, among others, Archdeacon Grantly, the worldly cleric, the immortal Mrs Proudie and the saintly warden, Septimus Harding. Almost equally popular were the six Palliser novels comprising Can You Forgive Her? (1864), Phineas Finn (1869), The Eustace Diamonds (1873), Phineas Redux (1874), The Prime Minister (1876) and The Duke’s Children (1880).

JULLIAN THOMPSON was educated at Hertford College, Oxford, where he currently holds a lectureship. He is also lecturer in English at Regent’s Park College, Oxford. He has edited Anthony Trollope’s Ayala’s Angel and Cousin Henry for Oxford World’s Classics series.





ANTHONY TROLLOPE

The Small House at Allington

Edited with an Introduction and Notes by
JULIAN THOMPSON

PENGUIN BOOKS





PENGUIN BOOKS

Published by the Penguin Group
Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England
Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA
Penguin Books Australia Ltd, 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia
Penguin Books Canada Ltd, 10 Alcorn Avenue, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M4V 3B2
Penguin Books India (P) Ltd, 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi – 110 017, India
Penguin Group (NZ), cnr Airborne and Rosedale Roads, Albany, Auckland 1310, New Zealand
Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd, 24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank 2196, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

www.penguin.com

First published 1864
Published in Penguin Classics 1991
Reprinted with a Chronology 2005

Introduction and notes copyright © Julian Thompson, 1991
All rights reserved

Except in the United States of America, this book is sold subject
to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s
prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in
which it is published and without a similar condition including this
condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser

ISBN: 9781101490815





[image: Image]

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

I SHOULD like to thank my wife Catherine

for help with the preparation of this edition.




[image: Image]

CONTENTS

Acknowledgements

Introduction

Chronology

A Note on the Text

Suggestions for Further Reading

A Map of Allington

THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON

Appendices

Notes





[image: Image]

INTRODUCTION

WHEN TROLLOPE wrote The Small House at Allington for the Cornhill Magazine, he was approaching the height of his popularity and earning power. It was a sequel to Framley Parsonage, with which he had established his own name and, in a sense, that of the magazine. It also atoned for the flashy and grotesque The Struggles of Brown, Jones and Robinson, which had just finished its Cornhill run, and constituted, in Trollope’s view, the ‘hardest bargain which I ever sold to a publisher’. The Small House brought him £3000 – less than half what George Eliot got for Romola’s serialization in the Cornhill, but his highest outright fee to date. More significantly (appearing with Millais’s thoughtful and accessible illustrations), it brought him the kind of popular obsession with the life of his characters reserved in his day for Dickens and in ours for soap-opera. Lily Dale’s personality and predicament particularly fascinated Trollope’s readers (David Skilton has discovered that at least two ships were named after her in the 1860s.)1. The Illustrated London News declared ‘flesh and blood cannot endure’ that ‘one of the most charming creations that ever author devised’ should be ‘sentenced to the life of a widowed maid’. There was ‘as much speculation’, commented the Athenaeum reviewer, ‘whether Lily would marry Johnny Earnes as about any “marriage on the tapis”… in any town or village in Great Britain’. The Spectator reviewer assumed her story was ‘too well known’ to need to repeat its details.2 Letters arrived, and kept coming down the years, beseeching Trollope to marry off Lily to her deserving suitor, or at least to pay Lily and Johnny the compliment of a sequel. Critical reception of the novel was among the most favourable Trollope ever received, with the De Courcys, Squire Dale, Lily, Bell and Crosbie all single out for special praise.

In more recent times, critical opinion has been less enchanted with the book, although there is little uniformity in the complaints which have been made. Professor James Kincaid, perhaps the most influential of modern Trollopians, is troubled by what he calls its ‘darkness’, its failure to adhere to ‘comic form’,3 and R. C. Terry has called it the ‘blackest of the Barsetshire novels’.4 V. S. Pritchett and J. B. Priestley, however, see it as an undisturbing and unevenful book, a quintessential ‘escapist’ Trollope novel, one of the unofficial ‘air raid shelters’ of the Second World War.5 Bradford Booth, doyen of the first post-war generation of Trollope academics, sounds simply bored:

The Small House is probably the weakes link in the [Barsetshire] chain. There is a want of force, a lack of spark, in this slow-paced narrative; in consequence, there are a number of heavy chapters that can only be described as dull. This is the judgement that one must render against the whole Lily Dale–Crosbie romance.6

At first glance this chorus of disillusion is difficult to explain. Part of the trouble, of course, is the novel’s dubious relationship with the remainder of the Barchester Chronicle (apart from Barsetshrie interludes in Chapters 16 and 55 the action is laid either in London or in the adjoining country). Ronald Knox, that formidable cartographer of the forty-first English county, was never reconciled to The Small House, and Trollope himself kept it out of the sequence when he listed the Barchester novels in An Autobiography with a view to ‘combined republication’. When, in 1878, such an edition appeared, The Small House kept its place only on the remonstration of the publishers, Chapman & Hall. Yet, if the book has only adventitious interest for the Barsetophile, that is no excuse for undervaluing it. In many ways The Small House gains by comparison with the less mature Barchester books Trollope wrote in the 1850s. It is demonstrably a novel of greater psychological ambition than The Warden, more assured narrative tone than Barchester Towers, and does not warp like Dr Thorne under a mechanically imposed plot. If it falls short of the comprehensiveness of The Last Chronicle of Barest it has no stretches as arid and redundant as the ‘Jael and Sisera’ sub-plot in that novel, and Johnny Eames’s metropolitan ‘dissipations’ in The Last Chronicle seem more etiolated and pretentious than his dealings with Amelia Roper in The Small House.

Though The Small House at Allington was composed rapidly and under some pressure (see A Note on the Text), and Trollope admitted that he had ‘created better plots’, there is little evidence of hasty writing. Development is leisurely and the multi-plot structure unfolds with more than customary Trollopian expansiveness, but it is not clear where (occasionally in Burton Crescent, perhaps?) interest is supposed to flag. Nor is it easy to see why the novel is considered especially dark. Eames’s disappointment, Crosbie’s marital shipwreck and Lily’s psychological convolutions are handled seriously rather than portentously. The Spectator reviewer (Richard Holt Hutton) struck the right note when he spoke of an ‘admirable representation of our modern social world, with its special temptations, special vices, and special kinds of retribution’.7

Pre-eminently, in any defence of the novel, there is Lily Dale. Where Victorian readers found her compelling, modern critics have followed Trollope’s lead in An Autobiography in finding her exasperating; some have gone beyond him, in finding her tiresome. This is mere pique. Lily is a very lively heroine, filling the scenes in which she appears with judicious banter. She jokes about the ‘savagery’ of doctors, displays an unheroineish appetite for ‘mutton chops’, and is ‘gay, bright and wedding-like’ at her sister’s marriage. Nor is there anything hysterical about her humour, though occasionally, as when she descants on the maddeningly repetitive wallpaper pattern of her bedroom, it suggests an underpinning malaise. As Stephen Wall has commented, ‘Instantly recognisable, she remains a mystery.’8 No convenient formula of sexual frustration or apprehension (Lawrence Lerner opines that ‘she will not marry John because she is frightened of sex’9) will encapsulate her complex psychological predicament. Trollope (who lived with her obstinacy through the sequel, The Last Chronicle of Barset) called her a ‘female prig’ (‘French prig’ in some older copies of An Autobiography is a misreading of Trollope’s manuscript). His verdict is harsh; but it certainly doesn’t signal authorial malevolence, even without the knowledge that Trollope considered Thackeray’s Henry Esmond the finest novel in the lanugage, despite the ‘priggish’ qualities of its central figure. The psychological investigation of priggishness, pace Trollope, has produced finer studies than Thackeray’s Esmond: Clym Yeobright in Hardy’s The Return of the Native, for instance, or Fanny Price in Jane Austen’s Mansfield Park. Lily is much more lively than then taciturn Fanny, but, as with Fanny, it is not her intransigent idealism that alienates readers, but her ultimate inacessibility. Lily, despite her relish for flirting with the aged Earl De Guest, or becoming a heroine to the irascible Hopkins (neither of them sexually eligible), is formidably self-contained. She has no father, and no significant memory of him. Her mother has no practical hold over her (Lily jokes about her own domestic ‘tyranny’) and her elder sister Bell, though devoted, is prone to bouts of unreachable self-communion regarding her own love-life at crucial junctures in the novel. Trollope spends a paragraph or so sketching in the hereditary ‘spice of obstinacy’ in the Dales; but there is no significant examination of Lily’s childhood or belongings to account for her extraordinary attitude to love and her lovers, albeit she sometimes tries to mask it with a conventional novelettish idealism. Lily devotes herself to Crosbie with all the solemnity of Gospel phraseology (‘I shall love you with all my heart and all my strength’), but with disturbing rapidity: it takes a few flirtatious games of croquet and a suspiciously grandiloquent moonlit autumn walk. Her first view of Crosbie, given with bright penetrative gusto, is as a kind of snobbish – albeit ‘ducky’ – ‘Phoebus Apollo’:

‘I’ll tell you what he is, Bell; Mr Crosbie is a swell.’ And Lilian Dale was right; Mr Crosbie was a swell.

Crosbie is a man of superficially overbearing energy and elegance with, at least we judge him early in the novel, a good deal of moral growing up to do. His friends are social conveniences, the Civil Service a gymnasium for his ego. Lily deciphers his pushiness and empty raciness (‘I fancy I do like slang. I think it’s awfully jolly to talk about things being jolly’); and then, almost as though she desired and deserved to be disappointed, investes her soul in him. ‘It was all my own fault, as I had seen it from the first’, she comments later in the novel. Her badinage after she accepts him invests him with a significance he cannot possibly live up to. When Mrs Dale conventionally wonders if he is good enough for her daughter, Lily teaches her that she ‘must think him good enough for anything’. Lily, we hear much later, prefers novels to real life (though she is discerning enough to reject the silly ones she has at Allington), for ‘real life sometimes is so painful’. Her attitude to feminine devotion is troublingly theoretic:

She had an idea of her own, that as a girl should never show any preference for a man till circumstances should have fully entitled him to such manifestation, so also should she make to drawback on her love, but pour it forth for his benefit with all her strength, when such circumstances had come to exist.

Crosbie is this subjected to an automatic torrent of affection, given with an openness that distresses his calculating heart, and which curiously divorces the reader’s attention, as Lily seems herself to be divorced, from the nature of its recipient. ‘All devotion is rather the fruit of the mental gifts of the admirer than the desert of the adored,’ pointed out the critic for the Saturday Review.10 This is extensively illustrated in the long-remembered moonlit walk beside the Allington churchyard:

‘Don’t you like the moon?’ she said, as the took his arm, to which she was now so accustomed that she hardly thought of it as she took it.

‘Like the moon? – well; I fancy I likt the sun better. I don’t quite believe in moonlight. I think it does best to talk about when one wants to be sentimental.’

‘Ah; that is just what I fear. That is what I say to Bell when I tell her that romance will fade as the roses do. And then I shall have to learn that prose is more serviceable than poetry, and that the mind is better than the heart, and – and that money is better than love. It’s all coming, I know; and yet I do like the moonlight.’

‘And the poetry – and the love.’

‘Yes. The poetry much, and the love more. To be loved by you is sweeter even than any of my dreams – is better than all the poetry I have read.’

‘Dearest Lily,’ and his unchecked arm stole round her waist.

‘It is the meaning of the moonlight, and the essence of the poetry,’ continued the impassioned girl. ‘I did not know then why I liked such things, but now I know. It was because I longed to be loved.’

‘And to love.’

‘Oh, yes. I would be nothing without that. But that, you know, is your delight – or should be. The other is mine. And yet it is a delight to love you; to know that I may love you.’

‘You mean that this is the realization of your romance.’

‘Yes; but it must not be the end of it, Adolphus. You must like the soft twilight, and the long evenings when we shall be alone; and you must read to me the books I love, and you must not teach me to think that the world is hard, and dry, and cruel – not yet. I tell Bell so very often; but you must not say so to me.’

‘It shall not be dry and cruel, if I can prevent it.’

‘You understand what I mean, dearest. I will not think it dry and cruel, even though sorrow should come upon us, if you – I think you know what I mean.’

‘If I am good to you.’

‘I am not afraid of that – I am not the least afraid of that. You do not think that I could ever distrust you? But you must not be ashamed to look at the moonlight, and to read poetry, and to –’

‘To talk nonsense, you mean.’

But as he said it, he pressed her closer to his side, and his tone was pleasant to her.

‘I suppose I’m talking nonsence now?’ she said, pouting. ‘You liked me better when I was talking about the pigs; didn’t you?’

‘No; I like you best now.’

‘And why didn’t you like me then? Did I say anything to offend you?’

‘I like you best now, because –’

They were standing in the narrow pathway of the gate leading from the bridge into the gardens of the Great House, and the shadow of the thick-spreading laurels was around them. But the moonlight still pierced brightly though the little avenue, and, she, as she looked up to him, could see the form of his face and the loving softenss of his eye.

‘Because –’ said he; and then he stooped over her and pressed her closely, while she put up her lips to his, standing on tip-toe that she might reach to his face.

‘Oh, my love!’ she said. ‘My love! my love!’

Stephen Wall has recently offered a brilliant analysis of the importance of this passage, claiming that ‘the implications of what Lily says in this scene far outstrip any authorial explanation of her personality that has so far been given’.11 The decorous but demonstrative sexuality that marks Crosbie’s replies is genuine; his juvenile lead persiflage rather perfunctory. Crosbie’s patronizing ways probably do not prevent him from receiving Lily’s emotional articulacy with pleasure, but there is no sense that he understands how extraordinary it is. Lily’s conviction that ‘romance will fade as the roses do’, that the moment of sentimental tryst is fleetingly self-contained, sounds prophetic rather than conventional, and her careful demarcation of roles (a lover’s delight is to be loved rather than to love) suggests that, for her, human affection is a disturbingly hermetic business (Bell Dale, too, is prone to such exquisite introspections, as the firelit scene where she luxuriates in Dr Crofts’ proposal, but does not give him an answer, demonstrates). The landscape of her love and is pleasures (reading in the long evenings) is silvery, twilit, autumnal; her appropriation of Crosbie’s sensibility uncompromising, so that he must love without discrimination the ‘nonsense’ of her poetry, and her nonsense about the pigs. At the end of the scene she strains into his embrace with an abandonment that suggests the ‘impurdence’ Tollope pointed out in private correspondence to one of Lily’s admirers,12 and stresses keenly enough in his narrative voice: ‘she had resolved to trust in everything, and, having so trusted, she would not provide for herself any possibility of retreat.’

Juliet McMaster has discussed the importance of the ‘symbolically elephantine’ moth to which Lily – who files too near Apollo Crosbie’s rays – is compared; more apposite, though more prosaic, is the old parable of the ‘cup and the lip’ which crops up in the noel like a robust leitmotif. ‘Should there be such a fall… the cup would have been so shattered in its fall that no further piecing of its parts would be in any way possible.’ It is difficult to ignore the psychological contingency plans Lily makes for the hour of her disappointment, as if part of Crosbie’s appeal was the inevitability of his selling her short. Before he starts to temporize about her poverty (he had hoped Squire Dale might settle something on her) she assures the man whom she has ‘bowled over’ that she would let him get up quick enough, if he wished it. After a tearful night of self-communion she actually offers to release him, anticipating his vision of the unfashionable house and five children ‘somewhere near the New Road’; but, as Crosbie’s resolve wavers, Lily – appealingly overwrought as in the moonlit garden – takes his cowardly declaration of ‘indissoluble’ love at face value, sealing her embrace with the beautiful idealism of the words of Ruth. After his departure from Allington, Lily’s preparations for the crisis quicken. She declares she ‘could give him up tomorrow, if I could see anyone that could suit him better’. When he sends a meanly scrawled note instead of a love-letter she is already smoothing her path to old maindhood by hoping nothing will ever divide her from her mother. When Crosbie’s defection can be doubted to longer, Lily has already accommodated herself to the calmness of despair, as though a spectator at the great event of her life, and goes placidly down to breakfast. But she asks her mother ‘sternly’ for Crosbie’s ‘last words’, for she is already assembling the apparatus of luxurious disappointment with which she will gratify her inner life for the remainder of the novel. It is impossible to say that her behaviour from this point onwards is straightforwardly masochistic. Lily’s ‘light half-joking’ exterior, and her systematic physical cossetings, see to this. Her days are given over to what seems a productive course of reading, and though she contracts scarlatina, there is nothing wilful or manipulative about her illness. For much of the time her convalescence is ‘pert and saucy’. Only intermittently and in private does Lily relish brooding on her wrongs. She ‘must’ know the day of Crosbie’s marriage, and when it comes she rises late, shielding her body from the chill of Valentine’s morning with exquisitve self-gratulation, while her mind runs a vicarious errand to fashionable St James’s, Piccadilly. She shrinks from facing ‘the cold world beyond her bed’, because:

‘… the fire won’t go all around me, like the bed does. I wish I could know the very moment they’re at the altar. It’s only half-past ten yet… Oh, dear, I used to think so often of the letter that I should get from him on this day, when he would tell me that I was valentine.’

After Crosbie’s marriage, Lily hatches an extraordinary sequence of fantasies, used to repel Eames’s proposal, but which nevertheless look as if they had been prepared in advance. ‘It is to me almost as though I married him’, she declares, suggesting, without theological justification, that in eternity her own claim to Crosbie’s hand will be as strong as the Lady Alexandrina’s. Eames’s suit, if accepted, would be to her a kind of adultery. She justifies her abandonment to a perpetual virgin ‘widowhood’ by invoking Victorian rhetoric regarding the fallen woman (Trollope has recently treated the potentially naughty Lady Dumbello to some). She must shun ‘the sin against which women should be more guarded than against any other’. There are, however, hints that despite her outward resolution she does not fully know her own mind. When she considers the possibility of the Lady Alexandrina’s death, and Crosbie coming to her in five years’ time, she declares that she ‘would still take him. I would feel myself constrained to take him.’ This does not square with her reception of Crosbie’s suit once it is actually renewed in The Last Chronicle of Barset. Yet if some of Lily’s behaviour smacks of disingenuousness and some of a formidably articulate masochism, critical motive-mongering is ultimately powerless to interpret her compelling malaise. It lies trapped in Trollope’s admirable dialogue. What is certain is that part of Lily’s appeal for the general reader lies in her psychic hidebinding, as Trollope wisely determined when he concluded in An Autobiography: ‘It was because she could not get over her troubles that [the public] loved her.’

Crosbie has inevitably proved less fascinating to Trollope’s readers than Lily Dale, but it would be unfair to suggest with Hugh Walpole that he has no appeal.13 The early reviewers were closer to the truth when they saw in his predicament the book’s ‘finest indirect moral teaching’. In life we never get as close to the ambitious, fallible, self-seeking Crosbies as we are permitted in Trollope’s generous and painstaking art; it is early to forget how common are extempore moral and financial calculations of the kind Crosbie brings to bear on life’s crises, and how many men like Crosbie, ‘not altogether a villain’ and ‘just a fraction of a hero’, ‘see and approve the better course’ without necessarily taking it. Crosbie is a smaller man than he looks, as his dwindling official reputation and his slackening ability to impress hacks like his brother-in-law Gazebee and his ‘special friend’ Montgomerie Dobbs demonstrate as the novel proceeds. But he has at the same time a certain social rethlessness and efficiency, as Trollope’s intriguing opening metaphors show:

He had set himself down before the gates of the city of fashion, and had taken them by storm; or, perhaps, to speak with more propriety, he had picked the locks, and let himself in.

He is not a convenient man to displease: Lady Julia De Guest, the members of his Civil Service Board, and miscellaneous operatives of the De Courcy clan all taste his asperity in the course of the book. His resilient evasions when brought to the martial net, whether at Allington or Courcy Castle, have to be reckoned with. He has the self-seeker’s promptness to ‘teach himself that he is an injured man’, the timeserver’s consolation that he is motivated by principle, and the old sophistical placebo ‘that it was right to do what he wished to do’. He is accomplished in conventional amatory wisdom. His analysis of Eames’s calf-love for Lily, its adolescent ‘sense of grace’ and indulgences of pleasurable pain, is not at all injudicious, and he had developed a flexuous plausibility of manner that means he can speak ‘tender loving words’ while keeping his intellect free for nice self-questioning. Trollop’s anatomization of him is as plainspeaking as George Eliot’s of Arthur Donnithorne in Adam Bede, and his mature casuistries are certainly more disconcerting than Arthur’s puppyish vanity; yet Trollope’s compassion, characteristically open and generous, stops short of Eliot’s irony. The novelist’s careful transcription of Crosbie’s interior monologues leaves, as so often in Trollope, no room for overt moral censure.

Crosbie is, moreover, with characteristic Trollopian farimindedness, placed at the centre of what is arguably the book’s finest single scene, his sojourn in Barchester in Chapter 16, on his way to Courcy Castle, Lady Alexandrian and martial ‘Nemesis’. It is here that attempts to exclude The Small House as Allington from the Barchester Chronicle seem least functional. For the habitué of Barchester the episode is pregnant with a sense of the intricacy of Trollope’s long-distance art, the rich rewards of his attentiveness and voluminousness. As A. O. J. Cockshut has pointed out, the events are unremarkable. To Crosbie they have ‘the sweet and sentimental flavour of an interlude irrelevant to the main concerns of his life. This is the great crisis of his existence and he has no idea of the fact.’14 Crosbie, passing the time between trains in Barchester Cathedral, hears the Litany chanted efficiently but at distressing length, comments idly while the verger peddles him half-a-crown of gossip, is shown a prize Portugal laurel by ex-Warden Harding, now a ‘fond garrulous old man’, and filters the picturersqueness of Hiram’s hospital through his apprehensions of Lily’s bearing him a family to match the fourteen children of Mr Quiverful, the present incumbent. Yet to the reader of The Warden there are undertones of another day spent killing time long ago, when Mr Harding, about to resign the Wardenship, took refuge in Westminster Abbey from his brow-beating son-in-law and his moral dilemma, and himself became absorbed in the singing of the Litany. It is impossible to make much symbolic capital out of juxtapositions such as these in Trollope. They carry the unmeaning appositeness, the suggestively random association of such episodes in life, of recurring situations and contrasted personalities, the aesthetic satisfaction of contemplating from an enlightened distance the pattern of events in time. The means Trollope employs to construct the scene seem curiously simple; little more than still having Warden Harding and his belongings novelistically on hand three books after the great events of his life are over. But this is in truth one of his great creative strengths. When a month passes in the world of the novels, Trollope takes care, as he points out in An Autobiography, that ‘as here, in our outer world’ his characters shall be a month older; and he never exhausts their human possibilities first time round, as Henry James tried to do, by a process of artistic sublimation. The one exception to be found in James’s work is Christina Light (of Roderick Hudson), whom he resurrects in The Princess Casamassima only because her ‘ghost’ was especially importunate, fingering the windows and doors of the House of Fiction until he was forced to give her admittance ‘to testify that she had not been – for what she was – completely recorded’. More characteristically, Catherine Sloper in the final sentence of Washington Square turns to her embroidery and husbandless introversion ‘for life, as it were’, her fictional usefulness exhausted. James distrusted recurring characters. Dickens’s disappointing retrieval of Mr Pickwick in Master Humphrey’s Clock suggests that he probably felt the same way. Thackeray is not above inviting trusty old stagers back when inspiration suspiciously flags. But Trollope, who confessed that he lived with the shade of the slain Mrs Proudie ‘in the full reality of established intimacy’, never scrupled to write cameos for his old dramatis personae, and the undemanding artistic richness of Crosebie’s inset journey to Barchester is the result.

The Small House as Allington stands at the crossroads of Trollope’s two great novel sequences, the Barsetshire and Palliser series, and a discussion of Trollope’s addiction to recurring figures is particularly appropriate when considering it. As Mr Harding looks back to the first characteristic success of Trollope’s career as a novelist, so Plantagenet Palliser, who first appears in Chapter 21 of The Small House, looks forward almost to its far end in The Duke’s Children. It appears Trollope was engrossed in the possibilities of his new characters by the time he got to the end of The Small House. Chapter 55, in which we heart the most and (for this novel) the last of the Pallisers, is the novel’s most congested chapter, not only settling the matter of Palliser’s flirtation with lady Dumbello, but also broaching the story of Lady Glencora in a couple of paragraphs that hurry her life to its first crisis, breaking off with a description of the outward trappings of the Palliser marriage, but with the inner drama of her heart unresolved. She is left poised between her gauchely dutiful and attractively authoritative husband, Plantagenet, and her exquisitely futile lover, Burgo Fitzgerald. Having excited his readers’ appetite for a sequel Trollope sat down to write one (Can You Forgive Her?) within six months, while The Small House was still undergoing its serial run, and even squeezed Lady Glencora into a comic chapter on charitable bazaars in his next novel, the decidedly unparliamentary Miss Mackenzie.

Lady Glencora is held over for later treatment, but Palliser gets underway in The Small House. Taken in isolation the history of Palliser’s flirtation with the society beauty Lady Dumbello (formerly Griselda Grantly, the china-doll débutante of Framley Parsonage) is no more than a glittering up-market sideshow. It is possible to draw parallels between the Palliser underplot and the novel’s foreground drama. Chilly Griselda (who is patient only for the good things of the world) contrasts with the patient Grisel of Allington, Lily Dale; middle-class Griselda is born with a fashionable blandness to which blue-blooded Ladies Amelia and Alexandrina can only aspire; Plantagenet the workaholic sets off the more practical careerists, Eames and Crosbie. But the Palliser chapters in The Small House offer, in truth, little purchase for thematic counterpoint. Their real purpose is to introduce characters who will come to occupy thousands of fictional pages as ‘they grow in years’ and ‘encounter the changes that come upon us all’. Sometimes critics complain that Palliser’s gawky lovemaking in The Small House does not square with his unimpeachable integrity elsewhere in the canon (it is both morally careless and humanly gauche). There may be something in this. Yet the attraction between the impassive Lady Dumbello, too stiff to stoop to folly, and the dutiful but ungifted sociability of Palliser is not implausible. He is drawn, in his busiest and most responsible moments, to the outwardly undemonstrative and emotionally unchallenging, much as in The Prime Minister, elevated to the cares of high office, he is to take comfort in Lady Rosina De Courcy’s sanitive prosings about cork-soled shoes. Palliser may not yet have come to stand ‘more firmly on the ground than any other personage I have created’, as Trollope concluded in 1876; but Trollope is already arranging rewarding long perspectives for the character. Moreover, Trollope’s handling of him in The Small House is neither naïve nor tentative. Palliser’s established voice – prosaic, apparently prickly but really shy – sounds in his opening remark (he does ‘not see anything to laugh at’ in Earl De Guest’s misfortunes) and the manuscript of the novel, as Andrew Wright has demonstrated, shows fewer revisions than average in the scenes that feature Palliser.

Johnny Eames, in one sense reborn into manhood at the end of The Small House, but also left equivocally to his mutton chop in a one-night stay at the Great Western Railway Hotel, is another character whose unfinished emotional business is allowed to stray into a later novel. Eames is inevitably coupled with Charley Tudor in The Three Clerks as a character exerting identifiable autobiographical force. Like the young Trollope, they are both junior Civil Servants, loose among the moneylenders and bar-room and lodging-house sirens of Victorian London (an early surviving letter of Trollope’s, printed as an appendix to the present edition, might well have been written to such a girl), and like him each is gifted with an imaginative life. Tudor converts his into a subsidiary career as flashy journalist and popular novelist; Eames, more captivatingly for readers of Trollope’s Autobiography, builds castles for Queen Lily in the air of his Sunday walks. Verbal parallels between these passages of The Small House and the third chapter of An Autobiography are close, and Eames’s juvenile predicaments mirror Trollop’s own; though just as Eames is unlikely to convert his wishfulfilment dreams into the creatively objective fantasies that spawned Trollope’s novels, there is little chance that the mature Johnny will tell us anything about his creator. Eames faces up to difficulties Trollope also encountered during his first six years in the Post Office, but few young clerks in the early-Victorian Civil Service could have avoided them. We learn in The Last Chronicle of Barset that Eames got into the service ‘before the present system of competitive examination had come into vogue’, much as Trollope himself was appointed to a clerkship in the Post Office by means of his mother’s influence with Sir Francis Freeling, the retiring Permanent Secretary. If these beneficiaries of patronage were not quite as idle or incompetent as Dickens’s Mr Wobbler in Little Dorrit, it is clear from Trollope’s handling of Messrs Corkscrew and Scatterall in The Three Clerks, and the muddleheaded Cradell in the present novel, that they could be pretty bad. A memorandum inserted into the Northcote–Trevelyan Report on the Permanent Civil Service (1854) speaks of ‘the idle, the useless, the fool of the family, the consumptive, the hypochondriac, those who have a tendency to insanity’ as those ‘commonly “provided for”, as the term is, in a public office’. Trollope’s immediate predecessor at the Post Office, one Mr Diggle, had been summarily dismissed. Eames himself makes no early mark, and Bradford Booth claims to have seen a Post Office minute listing the young Trollope as ‘a very bad clerk’. What Eames has in common with the young Trollope is a propensity to flourish after unpromising beginnings, and a corresponding inability to make out on eighty pounds a year. Trollope’s sympathy for the young man who comes to grief ‘on the rocks of metropolitan life’ early in his career is not only demonstrated in his moral support for Johnny Eames; a series of articles which he submitted to the Pall Mall Gazette in 1865, the year after The Small House at Allington appeared, demonstrate his sympathy with the plight of trying to live in London like a gentleman on salary of a hundred a year, a feat of domestic husbandry requiring ‘the courage of a hero, the self-denial of a martyr, and much more financial knowledge than generally falls to the share of a Chancellor of the Exchequer’.15

Eames, like Trollope, is a late developer in a career that seems to encourage a protracted adolescence; his inner life flourishes under an outward social ungainliness, and acute self-consciousness leads to further gaffes and gawkiness. He is, in fact, a ‘hobbledehoy’:

The true hobbledehoy is much alone, not being greatly given to social intercourse even with other hobbledehoys – a trait in his character which I think has hardly been sufficiently observed by the world at large. He has probably become a hobbledehoy instead of an Apollo, because circumstances have not afforded him much social intercourse; and, therefore, he wanders about in solitude, taking long walks, in which he dreams of those successes which are so far removed from his powers of achievement. Out in the fields, with his stick in his hand, he is very eloquent, cutting off the heads of the springing summer weeds, as he practises his oratory with energy. And thus he feeds an imagination for which those who know him give him but scanty credit, and unconsciously prepares himself for that latter ripening, if only the ungenial shade will some day cease to interpose itself.

As the novel proceeds Eames certainly ‘ripens’, and is successful in both public and private life. But even his noblest deeds are qualified by an accompanying touch of absurdity. Instead of rescuing a damsel from the bull, Johnny bails out the portly, quasi-somnambulistic Earl De Guest. There is nothing contrived about the episode (as there is about the bull-business in Hardy’s The Mayar of Casterbridge), and as novelistic bulls go Lambkin is agreeably formidable; but Johnny’s proceedings are not allowed even a ghost of the Romantic earnestness which surrounds the rescue of Sir William Ashton and Lucy in The Bride of Lammermoor. His deeds of derring-do as the ‘prince of matadores’ merely help to break the ice among the oldies in the Guestwick Manor drawing-room, and his adventures are retailed with Woodhousian affability. In a similar way Eames’s pugilistic glory on Paddington Station is accompanied with a tip-toe through the banana skins. A black eye, which Eames succeeds in inflicting on Crosbie, is inherently humorous, of course; but Trollope prefaces the moment of violence with the complaints of testy old man, who won’t be hurried into his seat at Barchester Junction; shows Eames’s unwillingness to attack Crosbie in the face of an old lady tucked away in a corner of the carriage; allows the combatants to fall incongruously into W. H. Smith’s station-bookstall; introduces a supernumerary ‘benevolent medical man’ offering to apply leeches to Crosbie’s bruise; and features a railway official whose forbidding dignity depends on the proper arrangement of his hat. This is the unheroic fuddled heroism of everyday life, frequently upstaged by self-important circumstance absorbed in its own business. The episode graphically illustrates Trollop’s realistic methods, but does nothing for Eames’s credit as a public redresser of wrongs.

Things never really get better for him. When he cracks the puzzle of the Crawley cheque in The Last Chronicle of Barset his ‘knight errantry’ has its touch of facetious Quixotism, and even in the description of his walk back to Guestwick after Lily has refused him, long recognized as one of the most moving moments in The Small House, there is something incongruously buoyant about the reflections on Sir Raffle’s absurdities, as though Eames’s inward despair must always be marked by outward flippancy:

He made his way out by the front door, and through the churchyard, and in this way on to the field through which he had asked Lily to walk with him. He hardly began to think of what had passed till he had left the squire’s house behind him. As he made his way through the tombstones he paused and read one, as though it interested him. He stood a moment under the tower looking up at the clock, and then pulled out his own watch, as though to verify the one by the other. He made, unconsciously, a struggle to drive away from his thoughts the facts of the late scene, and for some five or ten minutes he succeeded. He said to himself a word or two about Sir Raffle and his letters, and laughed inwardly as he remembered the figure of Rafferty bringing in the knight’s shoes. He had gone some half mile upon his way before he ventured to stand still and tell himself that he had failed in the great object of his life.

In Ayala’s Angel Tom Tringle’s unrequited devotion for the heroine is made unfortunately ridiculous by his propensity for vulgar overdressing and distressing romanticism. Eames is less absurd than Tom Tringle, but his genial vitality (the origin of his popular appeal) perpetually undermines our sympathy with him as a lover. Fatally, as Trollope points out, he is unable to live up to the expected seriousness of the juvenile lead, his love for ‘L.D.’ refusing to dovetail with the grotesquerie of his London life. For much of The Small House at Allington his destiny is welded to the drunken middle-aged maunderings of Orson Lupex, the theatrical sexiness of Mrs Lupex and the lugubriousness of Mrs Roper, with her Grand Quest for ‘respectbility’ and the means to pay the butcher. The denizens of Burton Crescent stick like burrs to Johnny (the early reviewers, sniffing ‘vulgarity’, gave him a lukewarm reception as a result), and it is surely not an accident when he attracts a fresh set of undesirable companions (second-rate artists and stock-jobbers) in The Last Chronicle of Barset.

Trollope handles both the London phases of Eames’s life well, but the modern reader is likely to find the Civil Service interiors more engrossing than the doings of Burton Crescent. They are a part of an inset chronicle of Civil Service life which Trollope commenced in 1858 with The Three Clerks, carried through the 1860s in The Small House and The Last Chronicle and concluded in one of the stronger sections of an uneven late novel, Marion Fay (1882). Some of the lesser official lights in The Small House do not progress much beyond their type-names: Butterwell’s conciliatory smoothness is brought into play in every scene in which he appears; Major Fiasco is the embittered rallying-point for departmental entropy; Mr Kissing, with his nitpicking and threatening ledgers, is to be found in every phase of departmental life. But the choric scenes are richer, as when the weather-vane of the General Committee Office sets (quite unreasonably) against Crosbie and his black eye in Chapter 35; or the mingled good wished and resentments of the second-raters left behind erupt in the bantering of the promoted Eames in Chapter 46. Best of all is Sir Raffle Buffle, a grand vision of evasive pomposity. In An Autobiography Trollope disclaims an original for the portrait, but critics have been keen to suggest Trollope’s boss for most of the 1830s, Colonel William Leader Maberly. Certainly Johnny Eames stands up to Buffle’s flummeries with admirable importunacy, much as the reminiscent Trollope might have wished he had stood up to Maberly (though there are anecdotes in An Autobiography suggesting that Maberly did not have everything his own way). On one level Buffle is little more than a delicious absurdity, his ‘cracked bell’ of a voice jingling grandiloquently as he drops names and appoinments with an audible clatter. As the novel proceeds, however, Trollope singles out a ‘gentle insanity’ in his attitudinizing, evasions and kow-towing, and he is elevated to one of the ‘heroes’ (or, at any rate, occupational hazards) of the service: a sort of disembodied departmental utterance, a cluster of repeated rigmaroles in which no one, except himself, seems to believe.

Where Sir Raffle is essentially a solitary Trollopian egoist, the De Courcys function as a clan, in spite of an appealing individuality in their manner of dreadfulness. Earl De Courcy is cantankerous and senescent, and revenges himself on an incomprehensible universe with immemorial acts of malice. Other people’s misfortunes and a dose of alcohol are the only things which raise a laugh from him in the course of the novel. His wife is long-suffering, largely because snobbery goads her into preserving her social role. She achieves martyrdom by way of exile at Baden-Baden at the end of the book. The heir to the De Courcy estates, Lord Porlock, is a satirically minded sensualist who is going to revenge himself on the whole pack after his father’s death. The remaining De Courcys are a collection of spongers, sybarites and bores. Lady Amelia has opted for suburban respectability at St John’s Wood and consoles herself with wittily complacent asides as to the parlous predicaments of her vainer sisters and brothers. The Honourable John persecutes any member of the family who will keep him in cigars and lend an ear to his anecdotes, and is regularly but usually ineffectually shown the door. The Honourable George, who has married money in the shape of the middle-aged daughter of a coal-merchant, has developed a taste for miserliness, and resolves to squeeze every penny out of the family property while there is yet time:

He hung by the paternal mansion, either in town or country; drank the paternal wines, rode the paternal horses, and had even contrived to obtain his wife’s dresses from the maternal milliner.

This last-mentioned lady is treated in a fashion which offers a striking cameo of De Courcy courtliness:

She was always called Mrs George, and the effort made respecting her by everybody in and about the family was to treat her as though she were a figure of a woman, a large well-dressed resemblance of a woman, whom it was necessary for certain purposes that the De Courcys should carry in their train.

The Lady Rosina is an energetic and importunate evangelical, on her few apearances in the novel as unfailing in her unselfconscious absurdities as Jane Austen’s Mary Bennet. The Lady Margaretta is perhaps the most outwardly pathetic of the family: a chilly snob who sacrifices her social life on the altar of being grander than other people. Trollope accords her a glassy sympathy. He reveals the ghastliness of these people with Jonsonian exactitude and economy, but without Jonsonian spleen. He discovers something poignant in the hierarchical devotions of empty grandeur and the resourcefulness of the very idle. Only the canny sycophantic son-in-law Mr Gazebee pays residual respect to the rank of Earl. It is a useful handle to his business.

These are the belongings of the thirty-plus-year-old Lady Alexandrina who so captivates Apollo Crosbie, and Trollope weighs her in the same balance. She has made a stiff appearance in Chapter 37 of Barchester Towers (condescending to be sour and taciturn at the Ullathorne Sports), and has some ferociously moral things to say on the subject of Mary Thorne’s illegitimacy in the fourth chapter of Dr Thorne. Like Georgiana Longestaffe in The Way We Live Now she has worked the marriage-market in a po-faced way for fourteen years, and when Crosbie (who has known her for half that time) offers himself at Courcy Castle, she decides it is time to cut her losses. There is some flirtation over the billiard-maces, but soon after that Lady Alexandrina has done with love. She wants her carriage, her friends and her social gatherings; not getting them with Crosbie, she settles for consequence on a reduced scale among the ex-pats at Baden-Baden. After only ten weeks the marriage is at an end, Crosbie’s appreciation of his bride’s beauty having dwindled into a determination to see her as a second edition of her mother. Lady Alexandrina’s inferiority to Lily Dale is frequently signified, but Trollope does not hold it very much against her. When Lady De Courcy and Lady Alexandrina procrastinate in the Bond Street emporium over which egregiously floral carpet to choose for the house in Princess Royal Crescent, Crosbie, who prefers a simple pattern himself, might just have time to remember Lily Dale, the ‘wondrous flower’ that bloomed upon the carpet at Allington. On the whole Trollopw is drily content to chart the terminal disappointment of his two disillusioned egoists. No great injustice is done when the exigencies of plot kill one and release the other from his matrimonial bonds at the beginning of The Last Chronicle of Barset. Lady Alexandrina has what she wants out of life, give or take a pair-and-a-half of coach-horses. Crosbie is tough enough to fight another day.

With so ‘rapacious and decadent’ a clan as the De Courcys at the centre of the novel (R. C. Terry’s phrase),16 it is unsurprising that recent critics (notably Kincaid) have striven to present The Small House at Allington as a version of Pastoral, in which, as in The Way We Live Now, the ancestral values of the shire counties are forlornly opposed to metropolitan cynicism and self-seeking. As with any attempt to schematize Trollope, the results are inevitably reductive. Far from typifying traditional England, Squire Dale of Allington and those around him ultimately represent nothing but themselves. The Squire’s brother (the gambling half-pay colonel of Torquay) is quite as selfish as any of the De Courcys, and his heir, Bernard, is the driest of dry sticks. His gardener, Hopkins, is one of the most agreeably crossgrained men in the Trollope canon, obstinately refusing to play the role of ‘old Adam’s likeness’. He kicks up an unreasonable fuss about some manure in the last chapter, tells everybody their own business when it pleases him, utters hypocritical folk-wisdom to the effect that ‘a poor man mustn’t never lie’ when the denizens of the Small House plead specious headaches, and finally shows his ‘submission to his master’, with whom he has quarrelled, ‘mainly by consenting to receive his wages for the two weeks which he had passed in idleness’. Hugh Walpole calls him ‘one of the finest gardeners in fiction’:17 he is certainly one of the most lively. But he is no advertisement for the poetry of residual feudalism.

Neither will Squire Dale conform to the pattern of a threatened rural idyll. He most usefully illustrates Trollope’s interest in the difficulties of those who are outwardly repugnant to other people, and consequently habitually misunderstood. Trollope was especially proud of his portrait of his ‘old squire down at Allington’, believing his ‘life as a country gentleman with rather straitened income’ had been ‘well described’. Christopher Dale remains single after an early disappointment in love (the parallels with his niece Lily are obvious), drawing gentle solace from the network of grievances which comes down the years to constitute his life. Dale is not a particularly hard man, though he acquires that reputation as landlord and as head of the family. His characteristic failing, if he can be said to have one, is a lack of geniality. He is outwardly proprietorial (‘he could not ask; he could only demand‘), but covertly generous. He lets Mrs Hearn have her cottage at a peppercorn rent, but fails to commiserate at social gatherings with her deafness and rheumatism. He delivers his compliments in ‘a harsh unsympathizing vouce’. He seems congenitally incapable of demonstrating his affection for his family; ‘His thoughts were ever gentler than his words, and his heart softer than any exponent of his heart that he was able to put forth.’ A minor crotchet about firelighting becomes a perennial bone of contention with his brother’s widow. A sort of selfdefeating emotional logic binds him to repeated disappoinment: ‘It had ever been to him a grumbling, cross–grained, unpleasant world; and he did not expect from Mrs Hearn, or from his sister-in-law, anything better than that to which he had ever been used.’ Much as in Cousin Henry the unprepossessing heir of Llanfeare alienates by cravenness, the difficulties of the squire are compounded by his fatal lack of charm. The squire has the malaise in its acutest form, but nephew Bernard is, by the end of the novel, himself a potential casualty. He is a man who has acquired ‘the reputation of a talent’ from going about his business with solid common sense, and it surprises nobody when Bell Dale turns him down. But he ‘was in love with his cousin Bell according to his manner and fashion’, and seems to cling to his dry mixture of duty and affection with the familiar family obstinacy. Whether he gets over Bell’s marriage to Dr Crofts when he goes out to India is not explained; what is clear is that Bell and the ladies at Allington go on thinking there is more head than heart about him, whereas Trollope is less categorical: ‘He was a man capable of doing anything well in the doing of which a little time for consideration might be given to him; but he had not in him that power of passion which will force a man to eloquence in asking for that which he desires to obtain.’ A letter does him more good than an interview, and in this there are obvious similarities with his uncle’s inability to ‘speak quickly’ on matters near his heart.

What finally defeats critical attempts to prove that the Alllington chapters uniformly dramatize the wholesomeness of rural England is their success in dramatizing the inner lives of complex men and women. It is characteristic of Trollope to deploy the kind of novelistic care on minor figures that partial readings of the book, like Knox’s, suggest is reserved for John Eames or Lily Dale. The love scene between Bell and Dr Crofts in Chapter 38, for example, is presented with unexpected physical attentiveness. Bell stands on the hearthrug before the dying fire, between Crofts and the flames. Crofts dreamily keeps his chair. Even if Crofts’ proposal emerges, as one critic has it, ‘incoherently’,18 inarticulate love flowers in the darkness, its mechanism gentle handclasps and the ‘perfect ease and self-possession’ of eloquent silence. The less propitious encounter between Bell and her cousin Bernard in Chapter 8 is, anything, even more assiduosly presented, demonstrating that Trollope was prepared to lavish his full artistic resources even in apparently adventitious corners of the book. When the scene begins Bernard is dutiful, Bell resistant, and their physical proximity probably disturbs them both:

They had sat down on the turf close to the ha-ha, and they were so near that Bernard was able to put out his hand with the view of taking that of his cousin within his own. But she contrived to keep her hands locked together, so that he merely held her gently by the wrist.

Bell’s refusal spurs Bernard’s resolve (‘The thing that he had wanted moderately, he now wanted the more in that it was denied to him’), and Trollope’s next physical vignette meticulously suggests Bell’s intransigence and Bernard’s deliberative laguor:

For some minutes they thus remained, looking down into the ha-ha. She still kept her old position, holding her hands clasped together over her knees; but he was now lying on his side, supporting his head upon his arm, with his face indeed turned towards her, but with his eyes fixed upon the grass.

It would be unreasonable to suggest that such intensely and convincingly dramatized moments demonstrate the superiority of The Small House at Allington to the remainder of the Trollope canon. Such precision is characteristic of moments where Trollope’s imagination is fully involved, and these are to be found in every novel, as Stephen Wall has shown. Trollope’s proficiency in demonstrating the way that social pressure bears down on personal dilemma (Hutton, reviewing the present novel, called it his command of the ‘moral hooks and eyes of life’) is also a common factor in his best writing. What may be claimed for The Small House is that is a large-scale work (260,000 words) without obvious longueurs or crude underplotting; that its academic reputation as a novel of uncharacteristic darkness and morbidity is largely undeserved; and that there are at least some senses in which it deserves the (admittedly extravagant) eulogy which it receives in Trollope’s Autobiography: ‘taking [it] all through, I do not think that I have ever done better work’.

J.T.
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CHRONOLOGY

1815 Battle of Waterloo

Lord George Gordon Byron, Hebrew Melodies

Anthony Trollope born 24 April at 16 Keppel Street, Bloomsbury, 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. Mvoes to Banagher, King’s County (now Co. Offaly)

1843 John Ruskin, Modern Painters (vol. I)

Begins to write his first novel, The Macdermots of Ballyloran

1844 Daniel O’Connell, campaigner for Catholic Emancicpation, 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, Fane 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 Memorium

La Vendée. Writes The Noble Filt, 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 Crimen 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 Thorme

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

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 other)

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

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

Phiness 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 Vicaz 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 Greewood 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), Phineus Redux (–1874); Australia and New Zealand and Harry Heathcote of Gangoil: A Tale of Australian Budh 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

Beings 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)

Ayala’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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A NOTE ON THE TEXT

THE ‘WORKING DIARY’ for The Small House at Allington is kept in the Bodleian Library, Oxford, under the call-mark MSS. Don c. 9. George Smith, of Smith, Elder & Co., and the proprietor of the Cornhill Magazine, wrote to Trollope on 24 June 1861, asking for a novel ‘equal in length to four volumes of Framley Parsonage’. He offered a fee of £3500 to but the novel’s copyright outright, but his was not acceptable to Trollope, who settled (by publisher’s agreement dated 6 July 1861) for £2500 for a novel in 20 numbers of 24 pages per number, with £500 to be paid by Smith to the author for an eighteenmonth licence to issue two kinds of book editions.

Work began on the novel on 20 May 1862, after Trollope’s tour of the Northern United States in 1861–2 (which provided material for his travel book, North America). Between 20 May and 27 May Trollope worked steadily, producing 6 MS pages per day. Between 30 May Trollope worked steadily, producing 6 MS pages per day. Between 30 May and 11 June progress was more erratic, and between 12 June and 23 June there was only one working day as Trollope’s brother Tom had come over from Florence on a month’s visit. Trollope put in a good week’s work between 24 June and 30 June, finishing the third number of the novel, but tended to work only one day in two in July. From 29 July to 10 September work proceeded steadily until the half-way point in the composition of the novel was reached, with weekly aggregates of 48, 30, 31, 40, 43 and 35 pages, and very few missed days. Between 11 September and 22 September Trollope toured Holland (producing an article for ther Athenaeum). 23–29 September is marked as a blank week. On 30 September he started the eleventh number, and composed steadily until 17 November, with weekly aggregates of 35–40 pages (though between 21 and 27 October he managed only 25). The sixteenth number was begun on 17 November, but Trollope then broke off until Christmas Day, filling the intervening weeks with ‘a hunting campaign in Oxfordshire’, the entertainment of a houseful of hunting guests, the composition of a short story (‘The Widow’s Mite’) for the Christmas number of Good Words, and with the assembly of a lecture on ‘The Present Condition of the Northern States of the American Union’. The sixteenth number of The Small House was resumed on Boxing Day 1862, and steady progress (around 35 pages per week) was made until Trollope finished the last chapter on 11 February 1863, sending the MS to Smith the same day for fear of ‘having it burned’ while it remained on his hands. The legend ‘Ohe, Ohe, Ohe!’ (‘holloa!’ ‘soho!’ ‘ho there!’) appears in the last column of the Working Diary.

Gordon Ray (Huntingdon Library Quarterly, 31, 1968, Appendix B) lists the MS of The Small House at Allington as among the holdings of the Henry E. Huntingdon Library, San Marino, California. Trollope himself had made a gift of it to his friend Frederick Locker-Lampson. In ‘Trollope Revises Trollope’ (Trollope Centenary Essays, ed. John Halperin (Macmillan, 1982)), p. 119, Andrew Wright describes the manuscript as ‘remarkably clean’, the work of ‘a confident and unhesitating author’. Of the sixty chapters of the novel only eight (9, 16, 20, 29, 31, 41, 43 and 53) show considerable alteration. Three weeks after completing The Small House, Trollope began writing his next novel, Rachel Ray.

The Small House at Allington was serialized in the Cornhill Magazine between September 1862 and April 1864, in 20 numbers of 3 chapters each number, appearing alongside George Eliot’s Romola for the first eleven months of its run. Trollope’s original choice of title, now the title of the book’s second chapter, was The Two Pearls of Allington. This was withdrawn, apparently reluctantly, in order to avoid possible confusion with another current serial, Harriet Beecher Stowe’s The Pearl of Orr’s Island. As a novel beginning its serial publication before its composition was completed, The Small House is unusual in Trollope’s œuvre, but not unique. Framley Parsonage, Orley Farm, Can You Forgive Her? and The Belton Estate also appeared in this way – though Trollope boasted in As Autobiography (p. 140) that it was only with Framley Parsonage that he had broken his unofficial rule.

This Penguin Classics edition uses as copy-text the first book edition issued in two volumes by Smith, Elder & Co. in March 1864. Between the original serial edition and the first book edition, the text, apart from minor changes in punctuation, remained unaltered. In this edition, in keeping with Penguin house style, the point has been omitted after Mr, Mrs, Dr and St, and the comma dash and the semicolon dash have been replaced with plain dashes. Certain usages have been modernized – ‘nowadays’ for ‘now-a-days’, for example, and ‘someone’ for ‘some one’ – and inconsistencies in spelling and capitalization have been regularized. On p. 314 I have amended ‘Mrs Todgers’ in the first edition to ‘Mrs Todgers’, following the Everyman edition (reprinted 1976).

In December 1875 Trollope dashed off a six hundred word parody of the novel to raise funds for the Massachusetts Infant Asylum. The jeu d’esprit is entitled Never, Never – Never. A Condensed Novel, in Three Volumes, after the Manner of Bret Harte. It was privately reprinted in 1971, with a preface by Lance O. Tingay.
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SUGGESTIONS FOR FURTHER READING

THERE IS no collected edition of the works. A facsimile edition of thirty-six titles (62 vols.), Selected Works of Anthony Trollope, has been published by the Arno Press (1981; General Editor, N. John Hall). Works by Trollope are also available in the Oxford World’s Classics series; in Penguin, Dover, Alan Sutton, Encore and Granville reprints; in the Harting Grange Library Series (mostly the shorter works), published by the Caledonia Press; and in Anthony Trollope: The Complete Short Stories (forty-two stories in 5 vols.), ed. Betty Jane Slemp Breyer (1979–83). The standard bibliography of the works is Michael Sadleir, Trollope: A Bibliography (1928; reprinted 1977). The Letters of Anthony Trollope, 2 vols., ed. N. John Hall (1983), is now the standard edition.

R. H. Super’s long-awaited life of Trollope, The Chronicler of Barsetshire, appeared in 1988. Among the more useful of the other biographical volumes are Bradford A. Booth, Anthony Trollope: Aspects of His Life and Work (1958); James Pope Hennessy, Anthony Trollope (1971); Michael Sadleir, Trollope: A Commentary (1927); C. P. Snow, Trollope (1975); L. P. and R. P. Stebbins, The Trollopes: The Chronicle of a Writing Family (1945); R. C. Terry, ed., Anthony Trollope: Interviews and Recollections (1987), and Trollope: A Chronology (1988). The best sources of information about Trollope’s life remains T. H. S. Escott’s memoir, Anthony Trollope: His Public Services, Private Friends and Literary Originals (1913; reprinted 1967), and the novelist’s Autobiography (1883). Useful reference books are W. and J. Gerould, A Guide to Trollope (1948; reprinted by the Trollope Society, London, in 1987), and N. John Hall, Trollope and His Illustrators (1980), which is especially valuable on Millais’s illustrations for The Small House as Allington.

The best bibliographies of criticism are Rafael Helling, A Century of Trollope Criticism (1956), and The Reputation of Trollope: An Annotated Bibliography 1925–75, ed. John Charles Olmsted and Jeffrey Welch (1978); but see also Ruth apRoberts, ‘Anthony Trollope’ in George H. Ford, ed., Victorian Fiction; a Second Guide to Research (1978), and the bibliographies published annually in Victorian Studies. A selection of contemporary criticism is reprinted in Trollope: The Critical Heritage, ed. Donald Smalley (1969), and contemporary responses are very fully discussed in David Skilton, Anthony Trollope and his Contemporaries (1972).

Of the many general studies of Trollope, the most useful are: Henry James. ‘Anthony Trollope’, in Partial Portraits (1888); A. O. J. Cock-shut, Anthony Trollope: A Critical Study (1955); G. N. Ray, ‘Trollope at Full Length’ Huntingdon Library Quarterly, 31 (1967–8); Ruth apRoberts, Trollope: Artist and Moralist (1971; The Moral Trollope in U S A); James R. Kincaid, The Novels of Anthony Trollope (1977); and Stephen Wall, Trollope and Character (1988).

Most of the full-length studies devote some space to The Small House at Allington. Of the more interesting discussions, Cockshut explores in depth the moral and thematic importance of Crosbie’s visit to Barchester Cathedral in Chapter 16 (Cockshut, pp. 152–3). Kincaid (pp. 125–32), in discussing its relationship with Pastoral, perhaps overstresses the darker aspects of the novel, and is too keen to make it adhere to his ideals of comic form. P. D. Edwards in Anthony Trollope: His Art and Scope (1978), pp. 44–7, oddly undervalues the book, but he matches the novel’s time-scheme with history in an interesting appendix, concluding that the novel is set in 1860–61 (Edwards, pp. 224–5). Andrew Wright reflects on the novel’s relationship with the sentimental tradition and with early Jane Austen in Anthony Trollope: Dream and Art (1983), pp. 60–70. Stephen Wall provides the most sensitive discussion of the book (Wall, pp. 54–71).

A useful collection of critical essays on The Barsetshire Novels appears in the Macmillan Casebook volume, edited by Tony Bareham (1983). This includes a selection of early reviews of The Small House at Allington, though the accounts of the novel included not only (predictably, in an anthology of Barsetshire criticism) marginalize, it, but also somewhat undervalue it.

Virginia Woolf praises the novel highly in ‘The Novels of George Meredith’ (1928) in The Common Reader: Second Series (1932), constellating it with Pride and Prejudice as those ‘two perfect novels’. Of separate studies of The Small House at Allington, that by Juliet McMaster is noteworthy: ‘The Unfortunate Moth’, Nineteenth Century Fiction 26 (1971), pp. 127–44; reprinted in modified form in Juliet McMaster, Trollope’s Palliser Novels (1978).
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VOLUME I
 
CHAPTER 1
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THE SQUIRE OF ALLINGTON

OF COURSE there was a Great House at Allington. How otherwise should there have been a Small House? Our story will, as its name imports, have its closest relations with those who lived in the less dignified domicile of the two; but it will have close relations also with the more dignified, and it may be well that I should, in the first instance, say a few words as to the Great House in its owner.

The squires of Allington had been squires of Allington since squires, such as squires are now, were first known in England. From father to son, and from uncle to nephew, and, in one instance, from second cousin to second cousin, the sceptre had descended in the family of the Dales; and the acres had remained intact, growing in value and not decreasing in number, though guarded by no entail1 and protected by no wonderful mount of prudence or wisdom. The estate of Dale of Allington had been coterminous with the parish of Allington for some hundreds of years; and though, as I have said, the race of squires had possessed nothing of superhuman discretion, and had perhaps been guided in their walks through life by no very distinct principles, still there had been with them so much of adherence to a sacred law, that no acre of the property had ever been parted from the hands of the existing squire. Some futile attempts had been made to increase the territory, as indeed had been done by Kit Dale, the father of Christopher Dale, who will appear as our squire of Allington when the persons of our drama are introduced. Old Kit Dale, who had married money, had bought outlying farms – a bit of ground here and a bit there – talking, as he did so, much of political influence and of the good old Tory cause. But these farms and bits of ground had gone again before our time. To them had been attached no religion. When old Kit had found himself pressed in that matter of the majority of the Nineteenth Dragoons, in which crack regiment his second son made for himself quite a career, he found it easier to sell than to save – seeing that that which he sold was his own and not be the patrimony of the Dales. At his death the remainder of these purchases had gone. Family arrangements required completion, and Christopher Dale required ready money. The outlying farms flew away, as such new purchases had flown before, but the old patrimony of the Dales remained untouched, as it had ever remained.

It had been a religion among them; and seeing that the worship had been carried on without fail, that the vestal fire had never gone down upon the hearth, I should not have said that the Dales had walked their ways without high principle. To this religion they had all adhered, and the new heir had ever entered in upon his domain without other encumbrances than those with which he himself was then already burdened. And yet there had been no entail. The idea of an entail was not in accordance with the peculiarities of the Dale mind. It was necessary to the Dale religion that each squire should have the power of wasting the acres of Allington – and that he should abstain from wasting them. I remember to have dined at a house, the whole glory and fortune of which depended on the safety of a glass goblet. We all know the story. If the luck of Edenhall2 should be shattered, the doom of the family would be sealed. Nevertheless I was bidden to drink out of the fatal glass, as were all guests in that house. It would not have contented the chivalrous mind of the master of protect his doom by lock and key and padded chest. And so it was with the Dales of Allington. To them an entail would have been a lock and key and a padded chest; but the old chivalry of their house denied to them the use of such protection.

I have spoken something slightingly of the acquirements and doings of the family; and indeed their acquirements had been few and their doings little. At Allington, Dale of Allington had always been known as a king. At Guestwick, the neighbouring market town, he was a great man – to be seen frequently on Saturdays, standing in the market-place, and laying down the law as to barley and oxen among men who knew usually more about barley and oxen than did he. At Hamersham, the assize town, he was generally in some repute, being a constant grand juror for the county, and a man who paid his way. But even at Hamersham the glory of the Dales had, at most periods, begun to pale, for they had seldom been widely conspicuous in the county, and had earned no great reputation by their knowledge of jurisprudence in the grand-jury room. Beyond Hamerham their fame had not spread itself.

They had been men generally built in the same mould, inheriting each from his father the same virtues and the same vices – men who would have lived, each, as his father had lived before him, had not the new ways of the world gradually drawn away with them, by an invisible magnetism, the upcoming Dale of the day – not indeed in any case so moving him as to bring him up to the spirit of the age in which he lived, but dragging him forward to a line in advance of that on which his father had trodden. They had been obstinate men; believing much in themselves; just according to their ideas of justice; hard to their tenants – but not known to be hard even by the tenants themselves, for the rules followed had ever been the rules on the Allington estate; imperious to their wives and children, but imperious within bounds, so that no Mrs Dale had fled from her lord’s roof, and no loud scandals had existed between father and sons; exacting in their ideas as to money, expecting that they were to receive much and to give little, and yet not thought to be mean, for they paid their way, and gave money in parish charity and in county charity. They had ever been steady supporters of the Church, graciously receiving into their parish such new vicars as, from time to time, were sent to them from King’s College, Cambridge, to which establishment the gift of the living belonged – but, nevertheless, the Dales had ever carried on some unpronounced warfare against the clergyman, so that the intercourse between the lay family and he clerical had seldom been in all respects pleasant.

Such had been the Dales of Allington, time out of mind, and such in all respects would have been the Christopher Dale of our time, had he not suffered two accidents in his youth. He had fallen in love with a lady who obstinately refused his hand,3 and on her account he had remained single; that was his first accident. The second had fallen upon him with reference to his father’s assumed wealth. He had supposed himself to be richer than other Dales of Allington when coming in upon his property, and had consequently entertained an idea of sitting in Parliament for his county. In order that he might attain this honour he had allowed himself to be talked by the men of Hamersham and Guestwick out of his old family politics, and had declared himself a Liberal. He had never gone to the poll, and, indeed, had never actually stood for the seat. But he had come forward as a liberal politician, and had failed; and, although it was well known to all around that Christopher Dale was in heart as thoroughly conservative as any of his forefathers, this accident had made him sour and silent on the subject of politics, and had somewhat estranged him from his brother squires.

In other respects our Christopher Dale was, if anything, superior to the average of the family. Those whom he did love he loved dearly. Those whom he hated he did not ill-use beyond the limits of justice. He was close in small matters of money, and yet in certain family arrangements he was, as we shall see, capable of much liberality. He endeavoured to do his duty in accordance with his lights, and had succeeded in weaning himself from personal indulgences, to which during the early days of high hopes he had become accustomed. And in that matter of his unrequited love he had been true throughout. In his hard, dry, unpleasant way he had loved the woman; and when at last he learned to know that she would not have his love he had been unable to transfer his heart to another. This had happened just at the period of his father’s death, and he had endeavoured to console himself with politics, with what fate we have already seen. A constant, upright, and by no means insincere man was our Christopher Dale – thin and meagre in his mental attributes, by no means even understanding the fullness of a full man, with power of eye-sight very limited in seeing aught which was above him, but yet worthy of regard in that he had realized a path of duty and did endeavour to walk therein. And, moreover, our Mr Christopher Dale was a gentleman.

Such in character was the squire of Allington, the only regular inhabitant of the Great House. In person, he was a plain, dry man, with short grizzled hair and thick grizzled eyebrows. Of beard, he had very little, carrying the smallest possible grey whiskers, which hardly fell below the points of his ears. He eyes were sharp and expressive, and his nose was straight and well formed – as was also his chin. But the nobility of his face was destroyed by a mean mouth with thin lips; and his forehead, which was high and narrow, though it forbade you to take Mr Dale for a fool, forbade you also to take him for a man of great parts, or of wide capacity. In height, he was about five feet ten; and at the time of our story was as near to seventy as he was to sixty. But years had treated him very lightly, and he bore few signs of age. Such in person was Christopher Dale, Esq., the squire of Allington, and owner of some three thousand a year, all of which proceeded from the lands of that parish.

And now I will speak of the Great House of Allington. After all, it was not very great; nor was it surrounded by much of that exquisite nobility of park appurtenance which graces the habitations of most of our old landed proprietors. But the house itself was very graceful. It had been built in the days of the early Stuarts, in that style of architecture to which we give the name of the Tudors. On its front it showed three pointed roofs, or gables, as I believe they should be called; and between each gable a thin tall chimney stood, the two chimneys thus raising themselves just above the three peaks I have mentioned. I think that the beauty of the house depended much on those two chimneys; on them, and on the mullioned windows with which the front of the house was closely filled. The door, with its jutting porch, was by no means in the centre of the house. As you entered, there was but one window on your right hand, while on your left there were three. And over these there was a line of five windows, one taking its place above the porch. We all know the beautiful old Tudor window, with its stout stone mullions and its stone transoms, crossing from side to side at a point much nearer to the top than to the bottom. Of all windows ever invented it is the sweetest. And here, at Allington, I think their beauty was enhanced by the fact that they were not regular in their shape. Some of these windows were long windows, while some of them were high. That to the right of the door, and that at the other extremity of the house, were among the former. But the others had been put in without regard to uniformity, a long window here, and a high window there, with a general effect which could hardly have been improved. The above, in the three gables, were three other smaller apertures. But these also were mullioned, and the entire frontage of the house was uniform in its style.

Round the house there were trim gardens, not very large, but worthy of much note in that they were so trim – gardens with broad gravel paths, with one walk running in front of the house so broad as to be fitly called a terrace. But this, though in front of the house, was sufficiently removed from it to allow of a coach-road running inside it to the front door. The Dales of Allington had always been gardeners, and their garden was perhaps more noted in the county than any other of their properties. But outside the gardens no pretensions had been made to the grandeur of a domain. The pastures round the house were but pretty fields, in which timber was abundant. There was no deer-park at Allington; and though the Allington woods were well known, they formed no portion of a whole of which the house was a part. They law away, our of sight, a full mile from the back of the house; but not on that account of less avail for the fitting preservation of foxes.

And the house stood much too near the road for purposes of grandeur, had such purposes of grandeur, had such purposes ever swelled the breast of any of the squires of Allington. But I fancy that our ideas of rural grandeur have altered since many of our older country seats were built. To be near the village, so as in some way to afford comfort, protection, and patronage, and perhaps also with some view to the pleasantness of neighbourhood for its own inmates, seemed to be the object of a gentleman when building his house in the old days. A solitude in the centre of a wide park is now the only site that can be recognized as eligible. No cottage must be seen, unless the cottage orné4 of the gardener. The village, if it cannot be abolished, must be got out of sight. The sound of the church bells is not desirable, and the road on which the profane vulgar travel by their own right must be at a distance. When some old Dale of Allington built his house, he thought differently. There stood the church and there the village, and, pleased with such vicinity, he sat himself down close to his God and to his tenants.

As you pass along the road from Guestwick into the village you see the church near to you on your left hand; but the house is hidden from the road. As you approach the church, reaching the gave of it which is not above two hundred yards from the high road, you see the full front of the Great House. Perhaps the best view of it is from the churchyard. The lane leading up to the church ends in a gate, which is the entrance into Mr Dale’s place. There is no lodge there, and the gate generally stands open – indeed, always does no, unless some need of cattle grazing within requires that it should be closed. But there is an inner gate, leading from the home paddock through the gardens to the house and another inner gate, some thirty yards farther on, which will take you into the farmyard. Perhaps it is a defect at Allington that the farmyard is very close to the house. But the stables, and the strawyards, and the unwashed carts, and the lazy lingering cattle of the homestead, are screened off by a row of chestnuts, which, when in its glory of flower, in the early days of May, no other row in England can surpass in beauty. Had anyone told Dale of Allington – this Dale or any former Dale – that his place wanted wood, he would have pointed with mingled pride and distain to his belt of chestnuts.

Of the church itself I will say the fewest possible number of words. It was a church such as there are, I think, thousands in England – low, incommodious, kept with difficulty in repair, too often pervious to the wet, and yet strangely picturesque, and correct too, according to great rules of architecture. It was built with a nave and aisles, visibly in the form of a cross, though with its arms clipped down to the trunk, with a separate chancel, with a large square short tower, and with a bellshaped spire, covered with lead and irregular in its proportions. Who does not know the low porch, the perpendicular Gothic window, the flat-roofed aisles, and the noble old grey tower of such a church as this? As regards its interior, it was dusty; it was blocked up with high-backed ugly pews; the gallery in which the children sat at the end of the church, and in which two ancient musicians blew their bassoons,5, was all awry, and looked as though it would fall; the pulpit was an ugly useless edifice, as high nearly as the roof would allow, and the reading-desk under it hardly permitted the person of keep his head free from the dangling tassels of the cushion above him. A clerk also was there beneath him, holding a third position somewhat elevated;6 and upon the whole things were not quite as I would have had them. But nevertheless, the place looked like a church, and I can hardly say so much for all the modern edifices which have been built in my days towards the glory of God. It looked like a church, and not the less so because in walking up the passage between the pews the visitor trod upon the brass plates which dignified the resting-places of the departed Dales of old.

Below the church, and between that and the village, stood the vicarage, in such position that the small garden of the vicarage stretched from the churchyard down to the backs of the village cottages. This was a pleasant residence, newly built within the last thirty years, and creditable to the ideas of comfort entertained by the rich collegiate body from which the vicars of Allington always came. Doubtless we shall in the course of our sojourn at Allington visit the vicarage now and then, but I do not know that any further detailed account of its comforts will be necessary to us.

Passing by the lane leading to the vicarage, the church and to the house, the high road descends rapidly to a little brook which runs through the village. On the right as you descend you will have seen the ‘Red Lion’, and will have seen no other house conspicuous in any way. At the bottom, close to the brook, is the post-office, kept surely by the crossest old woman in all those parts. Here the road passes through the water, the accommodation of a narrow wooden bridge having been afforded for those on foot. But before passing the stream, you will see a cross street, running to the left, as had run that other lane leading to the house. Here, as this cross street rises the hill, are the best houses in the village. The baker lives here, and that respectable woman, Mrs Frummage, who sells ribbons, and toys, and soap, and straw bonnets, with many other things too long to mention. Here, too, lives an apothecary, whom the veneration of this and neighbouring parishes has raised to the dignity of a doctor.7 And here also, in the smallest but prettiest cottage that can be imagined, lives Mrs Hearn, the widow of a former vicar, on terms, however, with her neighbour the squire which I regret to say are not as friendly as they should be. Beyond this lady’s modest residence, Allington Street, for so the road is called, turns suddenly round towards the church, and at the point of the turn is a pretty low iron railing with a gate, and with a covered way, which leads up to the front door of the house which stands there. I will only say here, at this fag end of a chapter, that it is the Small House at Alington. Allington Street, as I have said, turns short round towards the church at this point, and there ends at a white gate, leading into the churchyard by a second entrance.

So much it was needful that I should say of Allington Great House, of the squire, and of the village. Of the Small House, I will speak separately in a further chapter.





CHAPTER 2
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THE TOW PEARLS OF ALLINGTON

‘BUT MR Crosbie in only mere clerk.’

This sarcastic condemnation was spoken by Miss Lilian Dale to her sister Isabella, and referred to a gentleman with whom we shall have much concern in these pages. I do not say that Mr Crosbie will be our hero, seeing that that part in the drama will be cut up, as it were, into fragments. Whatever of the magnificent may be produced will be diluted and apportioned out in very moderate quantities among two or more, probably among three or four, young gentlemen – to none of whom will be vouchsafed the privilege of much heroic action.

‘I don’t know what you call a mere clerk, Lily. Mr Fanfaron is a mere barrister, and Mr Boyce is a mere clergyman.’ Mr Boyce was the vicar of Allington, and Mr Fanfaron was a lawyer who had made his way over to Allington during the last assizes. ‘You might as well say that Lord De Guest is a mere earl.’

‘So he is – only a mere earl. Had he ever done anything except have fat oxen, one wouldn’t say so. You know what I mean by a mere clerk? It isn’t much in a man to be in a public office, and yet Mr Crosbie gives himself airs.’

‘You don’t suppose that Mr Crosbie is the same as John Eames,’ said Bell, who, by her tone of vice, die not seem inclined to undervalue the qualifications of Mr Crosbie. Now John Eames was a young man from Guestwick, who had been appointed to a clerkship in the Income-tax Office, with eighty pounds a year, two years ago.

‘Then Johnny Eames is a mere clerk,’ said Lily; ‘and Mr Crosbie is – After all, Bell, What is Mr Crosbie, if he is not a mere clerk? Of course, he is older than John Eames; and, as he has been longer at it, I suppose he has more than eighty pounds a year.’

‘I am not in Mr Crosbie’s confidence. He is in the General Committee Office, I know; and I believe, has pretty nearly the management of the whole of it. I have heard Bernard say that he has six or seven young men under him and that –; but, of course, I don’t know what he does at his office.’

‘I’ll tell you what he is, Bell; Mr Crosbie is a swell.’ And Lilian Dale was right: Mr Crosbie was a swell.

And here I may perhaps best explain who Bernard was, and who was Mr Crosbie. Captain Bernard Dale was an officer in the corps of Engineers, was the first cousin of the two girls who had been speaking, and was nephew and heir presumptive to the squire. His father, Colonel Dale, and his mother, Lady Fanny Dale, were still living in Torquay – an effete, invalid, listless couple, pretty well dead to all the world beyond the region of the Torquay card-tables. He it was who had made of himself quite a career in the Nineteenth Dragoons. This he did by eloping with the penniless daughter of that impoverished earl, the Lord De Guest. After the conclusion of that event circumstances had not afforded him the opportunity of making himself conspicuous; and he had gone on declining gradually in the world’s esteem – for the world had esteemed him when he first made good his running with the Lady Fanny – till now, in his slippered years,1 he and his Lady Fanny were unknown except among those Torquay Bath chairs and card-tables. His elder brother was still a hearty man, walking in thick shoes, and constant in his saddled: but the colonel, with nothing beyond his wife’s title to keep his body awake, had fallen asleep somewhat prematurely among his slippers. Of him and of Lady Fanny, Bernard Dale was the only son. Daughters they had had; some were dead, some married, and one living with them among the card-tables. Of his parents Bernard had latterly not seen much; not more that is, than duty and a due attention to the fifth commandment2 required of him. He also was making a career for himself, having obtained a commission in the Engineers, and being known to all his compeers as the nephew of an earl, and as the heir to a property of three thousand a year. And when I say that Bernard Dale was not inclined to throw away any of these advantages, I by no means intend to speak in his dispraise. The advantage of being heir to a good property is so manifest – the advantages over and beyond those which are merely fiscal – that no man thinks of throwing them away, or expects another man to do so. Moneys in possession or in expectation do give a set to the head, and a confidence to the voice, and an assurance to the man, which will help him much in his walk in life – if the owner of them will simply use them, and not abuse them. And for Bernard Dale I will say that he did not often talk of his uncle the earl. He was conscious that his uncle was an earl, and that other men knew the fact. He knew that he would not otherwise have been elected at the Beaufort, or at that most aristocratic of little clubs called Sebright’s.3 When noble blood was called in question he never alluded specially to his own, but he knew how to speak as one of whom all the world was aware on which side he had been placed by the circumstances of his birth. Thus he used his advantage, and did not abuse it. And in his profession he had been equally fortunate. By industry, by a small but wakeful intelligence, and by some did from patronage, he had got on till he had almost achieved the reputation of talent. His name had became known among scientific experimentalists, not as that of one who had himself invented a cannon or an antidote to a cannon, but as of a man understanding in cannons and well fitted to look at those invented by others; who would honestly test this or that antidote; or, if not honestly, seeing that such thin-minded men can hardly go to the proof of any matter without some pre-judgement in their minds, at any rate with such appearance of honesty that the world might be satisfied. And in his way Captain Dale was employed much at home, about London; and was not called on to build barracks in Nova Scotia, or to make roads in the Punjaub.

He was a small slight man, smaller than his uncle, but in face very like him. He had the same eyes, and nose, and chin, and the same mouth; but his forehead was better – less high and pointed, and better formed about the brows. And then he wore moustaches, which somewhat hid the thinness of his mouth. On the whole, he was not ill-looking; and, as I have said before, he carried with him an air of self-assurance and a confident balance, which in itself gives a grace to a young man.

He was staying at the present time in his uncle’s house, during the delicious warmth of the summer – for, as yet, the month of July was not all past; and his intimate friend, Adolphus Crosbie, who was or was not a mere clerk as my readers may choose to form their own opinions on that matter, was a guest in the house with him. I am inclined to say that Adolphus Crosbie was not a mere clerk; and I do not think that he would have been so called even by Lily Dale, had he not given signs to her that he was a ‘swell’. Now a man in becoming a swell – a swell of such an order as could possibly be known to Lily Dale – must have ceased to be a mere clerk in that very process. And, moreover, Captain Dale would not have been Damon to any Pythias,4 of whom it might fairly be said that he was a mere clerk. Nor could any mere clerk have got himself in either at the Beaufort or at Sebright’s. The evidence against that former assertion made by Lily Dale is very strong; but then the evidence as to her latter assertion is as strong. Mr Crosbie certainly was a swell. It is true that he was a clerk in the General Committee Office. But then, in the first place, the General Committee Office is situated in Whitehall;5 whereas poor John Eames was forced to travel daily from his lodgings in Burton Crescent, ever so far beyond Russell Square, to his dingy room in Somerset House.6 And Adolphus Crosbie, when very young, had been a private secretary and had afterwards mounted up in his office to some quasi authority and senior-clerkship, bringing him in seven hundred a year, and giving him a status among assistant secretaries and the like, which even in an official point of view was something. But the triumphs of Adolphus Crosbie had been other than these. Not because he had been intimate with assistant secretaries, and was allowed in Whitehall a room to himself with an arm-chair, would he have been entitled to stand upon the rug at Sebright’s and speak while rich men listened – rich men, and men also who had handles to their names! Adolphus Crosbie had done more than make minutes with discretion on the papers of the General Committee Office. He had set himself down before the gates of the city of fashion, and had taken them by storm; or, perhaps, to speak with more propriety, he had picked the locks and let himself in. In his walks of life he was somebody in London. A man at the West End who did not know who was Adolphus Crosbie knew nothing. I do not say that he was the intimate friend of many great men; but even great men acknowledged the acquaintance of Adolphus Crosbie, and he was to be seen in the drawing-rooms, or at any rate on the staircases, of Cabinet Ministers.

Lilian Dale, dear Lily Dale – for my reader must know that she is to be very dear, and that my story will be nothing to him if he do not love Lily Dale – Lilian Dale had discovered that Mr Crosbie was a swell. But I am bound to say that Mr Crosbie did not habitually proclaim the fact in any offensive manner; nor in becoming a swell had he become altogether a bad fellow. It was not to be expected that a man who was petted at Sebright’s should carry himself in the Allington drawingroom as would Johnny Eames, who had never been petted by anyone but his mother. And this fraction of a hero of ours had other advantages to back him, over and beyond those which fashion had given him. He was a tall, well-looking man, with pleasant eyes and an expressive mouth – a man whom you would probably observe in whatever room you might meet him. And he knew how to talk, and had in him something which justified talking. He was no butterfly or dandy, who flew about in the world’s sun, warmed into prettiness by a sunbeam. Crosbie had his opinion on things – on politics, on religion, on the philanthropic tendencies of the age, and had read something here and there as he formed his opinion. Perhaps he might have done better in the world had he not been placed so early in life in that Whitehall public office. There was that in him which might have earned better bread for him in an open profession.

But in that matter of his bread the fate of Adolphus Crosbie had by this time been decided for him, and he had reconciled himself to fate that was now inexorable. Some very slight patrimony, a hundred a year or so, had fallen to his share. Beyond that he had his salary from his office, and nothing else; and on his income, thus made up, he lived as a bachelor in London, enjoying all that London could give him as a man in moderately easy circumstances, and looking forward to no costly luxuries – such as a wife, house of his own, or a stable full of horses. Those which he did enjoy of the good things of the world would, if known to John Eames, have made him appear fabulously rich in the eyes of that brother clerk. His lodgings in Mount Street7 were elegant in their belongings. During three months of the season in London he called himself the master of a very neat hack. He was always well dressed, though never over-dressed. At his clubs he could live on equal terms with men having ten times his income. He was not married. He had acknowledged to himself that he could not marry without money; and he would not marry for money. He had put aside from him, as not within his reach, the comforts of marriage. But – We will not, however, at the present moment inquire more curiously into the private life and circumstances of our new friend Adolphus Crosbie.

After the sentence pronounced against him by Lilian, the two girls remained silent for awhile. Bell was, perhaps, a little angry with her sister. It was not often that she allowed herself to say much in praise of any gentleman; and, now that she had spoken a word or two in favour of Mr Crosbie, she felt herself to be rebuked by her sister for this unwonted enthusiasm. Lily was at work on a drawing, and in a minute or two had forgotten all about Mr Crosbie; but the injury remained on Bell’s mind and prompted her to go back to the subject. ‘I don’t like those slang words, Lily.’

‘What slang words?’

‘You know what you called Bernard’s friend.’

‘Oh; a swell. I fancy I do like slang. I think it’s awfully jolly to talk about things being jolly. Only that I was afraid of your nerves I should have called him stunning. It’s so slow, you know, to use nothing but words out of a dictionary.’

‘I don’t think it’s nice in talking of gentlemen.’

‘Isn’t it? Well, I’d like to be nice – if I knew how.’

If she knew how! There is no knowing how, for a girl, in that matter. If nature and her mother have not done it for her, there is no hope for her on that head. I think I may say that nature and her mother had been sufficiently efficacious for Lilian Dale in this respect.

‘Mr Crosbie is, at any rate, a gentleman, and knows how to make himself pleasant. That was all that I meant. Mamma said a great deal more about him than I did.’

‘Mr Crosbie is an Apollo; and I always look upon Apollo as the greatest – you know what – that ever lived. I mustn’t say the word, because Apollo was a gentleman.’

At this moment, while the name of the god was still on her lips, the high open window of the drawing-room was darkened, and Bernard entered, followed by Mr Crosbie.

‘Who is talking about Apollo?’ said Captain Dale.

The girls were both stricken dumb. How would it be with them if Mr Crosbie had heard himself spoken of in those last words of poor Lily’s? This was the rashness of which Bell was ever accusing her sister, and here was the result! But, in truth, Bernard had heard nothing more than the name, and Mr Crosbie, who had been behind him, had heard nothing.

‘ “As sweet and musical as bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair,” ’8 said Mr Crosbie, not meaning much by the quotation but perceiving that the two girls had been in some way put out and silenced.

‘What very bad music it must have made,’ said Lily; ‘unless, indeed, his hair was very different from ours.’

‘It was all sunbeams,’ suggested Bernard. But by that time Apollo had served his turn, and the ladies welcomed their guests in the proper form.

‘Mamma is in the garden,’ said Bell, with that hypocritical pretence so common with young ladies when young gentlemen call; as though they were aware that mamma was the object specially sought.

‘Picking peas, with a sun bonnet on,’ said Lily.

‘Let us by all means go and help her,’ said Mr Crosbie; and then they issued out into the garden.

The gardens of the Great House of Allington and those of the Small House open on to each other. A proper boundary of thick laurel hedge, and wide ditch, and of iron spikes guarding the ditch, there is between them; but over the wide ditch there is a foot-bridge, and at the bridge there is a gate which has no key; and for all purposes of enjoyment the gardens of each house are open to the other. And the gardens of the Small House are very pretty. The Small House itself is so near the road that there is nothing between the dining-room windows and the iron rail but a narrow edge rather than border, and a little path made with round fixed cobble stones, not above two feet broad, into which no one but the gardener ever makes his way. The distance form the road to the house is not above five or six feet, and the entrance from the gate is shut in by a covered way. But the garden behind the house, on to which the windows from the drawing-room open, is to all the senses as private as though there was no village of Allington, and no road up to the church within a hundred yards of the lawn. The steeple of the church, indeed, can be seen from the lawn, peering, as it were, between the yew-trees which stand in the corner of the churchyard adjoining to Mrs Dale’s wall. But none of the Dale family have any objection to the sight of that steeple. The glory or the Small House at Allington certainly consists in its lawn, which is as smooth, as level, and as much like velvet as grass has ever yet been made to look. Lily Dale, taking pride in her own, lawn, has declared often that it is no good attempting to play croquet up at the Great House. The grass, she says, grows in tufts, and nothing that Hopkins, the gardener, can or will do has any effect upon the tufts. But there are no tufts at the Small House. As the squire himself has never been very enthusiastic about croquet,9 the croquet implements have been moved permanently down to the Small House, and croquet there has become quite an institution.

And while I am on the subject of the garden I may also mention Mrs Dale’s conservatory, as to which Bell was strenuously of opinion that the Great House had nothing to offer equal to it – ‘For flowers, of course, I mean,’ she would say, correcting herself; for at the Great House there was a grapery very celebrated. On this matter the squire would be less tolerant than as regarded the croquet, and would tell his niece that she knew nothing about flowers. ‘Perhaps not, uncle Christopher,’ she would say. ‘All the same, I like our geraniums best;’ for there was a spice of obstinacy about Miss Dale – as, indeed, there was in all the Dales, male and female, young and old.

It may be as well to explain that the care of this lawn and of this conservatory, and indeed, of the entire garden belonging to the Small House, was in the hands of Hopkins, the head gardener to the Great House; and it was so simply for this reason, that Mrs Dale could not afford to keep a gardener herself. A working lad, at ten shillings a week, who cleaned the knives and shoes, and dug the ground, was the only male attendant on the three ladies. But Hopkins, the head gardener of Allington, who had men under him, was as widely awake to the lawn and the conservatory of the humbler establishment as he was to the grapery, peach-walls, and terraces of the grander one. In his eyes it was all one place. The Small House belonged to his master, as indeed did the very furniture within it; and was lent, not let, to Mrs Dale. Hopkins perhaps, did not love Mrs Dale, seeing that he owed her no duty as one born a Dale. The two young ladies he did love, and also snubbed in a very peremptory way sometimes. To Mrs Dale he was coldly civil, always referring to the squire if any direction worthy of special notice as concerning the garden was given to him.

All this will serve to explain the terms on which Mrs Dale was living at the Small House – a matter needful of explanation sooner or later. Her husband had been the youngest of three brothers, and in many respects the brightest. Early in life he had gone up to London, and there had done well as a land surveyor. He had done so well that Government had employed him, and for some three or four years he had enjoyed a large income, but death had come suddenly on him, while he was only yet ascending the ladder; and, when he died, he had hardly begun to realize the golden prospects which he had seen before him. This had happened some fifteen years before our story commenced, so that the two girls hardly retained any memory of their father. For the first five years of her widowhood, Mrs Dale, who had never been a favourite of the squire’s, lived with her two girls in such modest way as her very limited means allowed. Old Mrs Dale, the squire’s mother, then occupied the Small House. But when old Mrs Dale died, the squire offered the place rent-free to his sister-in-law, intimating to her that her daughters would obtain considerable social advantages by living at Allington. She had accepted the offer, and the social advantages had certainly followed. Mrs Dale was poor, her whole income not exceeding three hundred a year, and therefore her own style of living was of necessity very unassuming; but she saw her girls becoming popular in the county, much liked by the families around them, and enjoying nearly all the advantages which would have accrued to them had they been the daughters of Squire Dale of Allington. Under such circumstances it was little to her whether or not she was loved by her brother-in-law, or respected by Hopkins. Her own girls loved her, and respected her, and that was pretty much all that she demanded of the world on her own behalf.

And uncle Christopher had been very good to the girls in his own obstinate and somewhat ungracious manner. There were two ponies in the stables of the Great House, which they were allowed to ride, and which, unless on occasions, nobody else did ride. I think he might have given the ponies to the girls, but he thought differently. And he contributed to their dresses, sending them home now and again things which he thought necessary, not in the pleasantest way in the world. Money he never gave them, nor did he make them any promises. But they were Dales, and he loved them; and with Christopher Dale to love once was to love always. Bell was his chief favourite, sharing with his nephew Bernard the best warmth of his heart. About these two he had his projects, intending that Bell should be the future mistress of the Great House of Allington: as to which project, however, Miss Dale was as yet in very absolute ignorance.

We may now, I think, go back to our four friends, as they walked our upon the lawn. They were understood to be on a mission to assist Mrs Dale in the picking of the peas; but pleasure intervened in the way of business, and the young people, forgetting the labours of their elder, allowed themselves to be carriėd away by the fascinations of croquet. The iron hoops and the sticks were fixed. The mallets and balls were lying about; and then the party was so nicely made up! ‘I haven’t had a game of croquet yet,’ said Mr Crosbie. It cannot be said that he had lost much time, seeing that he had only arrived before dinner on the preceding day, and then the mallets were in their hands in a moment.

‘We’ll play sides, of course,’ said Lily. ‘Bernard and I’ll play together.’ But this was not allowed. Lily was well known to be the queen of the croquet ground; and as Bernard was supposed to be more efficient than his friend, Lily had to take Mr Crosbie as her partner. ‘Apollo can’t get through the hoops,’ Lily said afterwards to her sister; ‘but then how gracefully he fails to do it!’ Lily, however, had been beaten, and may therefore be excused for a little spite against her partner. But it so turned out that before Mr Crosbie took his final departure form Allington he could get through the hoops; and Lily, though she was still queen of the croquet ground, had to acknowledge a male sovereign in that dominion.

‘That’s not the way we played at –’ said Crosbie, at one point of the game, and then stopped himself.

‘Where was that?’ said Bernard.

‘A place I was at last summer – in Shropshire.’

‘Then they don’t play the game, Mr Crosbie, at the place you were at last summer – in Shrophire,’ said Lily.

‘You mean Lady Hartletop’s, said Bernard. Now, the Marchioness of Hartletop was a very great person indeed, and a leader in the fashionable world.

‘Oh! Lady Hartletop’s!’ said Lily. ‘Then I suppose we must give in;’ which little bit of sarcasm was not lost upon Mr Crosbie, and was put down by him in the tablets of his mind as quite undeserved. He had endeavoured to avoid any mention of Lady Hartletop and her croquet ground, and her ladyship’s had been forced upon him. Nevertheless, he liked Lily Dale through it all. But he thought that he liked Bell the best, though she said little; for Bell was the beauty of the family.

During the game Bernard remembered that they had especially come over to bid the three ladies to dinner at the house on that day. They had all dined there on the day before, and the girl’s, uncle had now sent directions to them to come again. ‘I’ll go and ask mamma about it,’ said Bell, who was out first. And then she returned saying, that she and her sister would obey their uncle’s behest; but that her mother would prefer to remain at home. ‘There are the peas to be eaten, you know,’ said Lily.

‘Send them up to the Great House,’ said Bernard.

‘Hopkins would not allow it,’ said Lily. ‘He calls that a mixing of things. Hopkins doesn’t like mixings.’ And then when the game was over, they sauntered about, out of the small garden into the larger one, and through the shrubberies, and out upon the fields, where they found the still lingering remnants of the haymaking. And Lily took a rake, and raked for two minutes; and Mr Crosbie, making an attempt to pitch the hay into the cart, had to pay half-a-crown for his footing to the haymakers, and Bell sat quiet under a tree, mindful of her complexion; whereupon Mr Crosbie, finding the hay-pitching not much to his taste, threw himself under the same tree also, quite after the manner of Apollo, as Lily said to her mother late in the evening. Then Bernard covered Lily with hay, which was a great feat in the jocose way for him; and Lily in returning the compliment, almost smothered Mr Crosbie – by accident.

‘Oh, Lily,’ said Bell.

‘I’m sure I beg your pardon, Mr Crosbie. It was Bernard’s fault. Bernard, I never will come into a hayfield with you again.’ And so they all became very intimate; while Bell sat quietly under the tree, listening to a word or two now and then as Mr Crosbie chose to speak them. There is a kind of enjoyment to be had in society, in which very few words are necessary. Bell was less vivacious than her sister Lily; and when, an hour after this, she was dressing herself for dinner, she acknowledged that she had passed a pleasant afternoon, though Mr Crosbie had not said very much.





CHAPTER 3

[image: Image]

THE WIDOW DALE OF ALLINGTON

AS MRS Dale, of the Small House, was not a Dale by birth, there can be no necessity for insisting on the fact that none of the Dale peculiarities should be sought for in her character. These peculiarities were not, perhaps, very conspicuous in her daughters, who had taken more in that respect from their mother than from their father; but a close observer might recognize the girls as Dales. They were constant, perhaps obstinate, occasionally a little uncharitable in their judgement, and prone to think that there was a great deal in being a Dale, though not prone to say much about it. But they had also a better pride than this, which had come to them as their mother’s heritage.

Mrs Dale was certainly a proud woman – not that there was anything appertaining to herself in which she took a pride. In birth she had been much lower than her husband, seeing that her grandfather had been almost nobody. Her fortune had been considerable for her rank in life, and on its proceeds she now mainly depended; but it had not been sufficient to give any of the pride of wealth. And she had been a beauty; according to my taste, was still very lovely; but certainly at this time of life, she, a widow of fifteen years’ standing, with two grown-up daughters, took no pride in her beauty. Nor had she any conscious pride in the fact she was a lady. That she was a lady, inwards and outwards, from the crown of her head the sole of her feet, in head, in heart, and in mind, a lady by education and a lady by nature, a lady also by birth in spite of that deficiency respecting her grandfather, I hereby state as a fact – meo periculo.1 And the squire, though he had no special love for her, had recognized this, and in all respects treated her as his equal.

But her position was one which required that she should either be very proud or else very humble. She was poor, and yet her daughters moved in a position which belongs, as a rule, to the daughters of rich men only. This they did as nieces of the childless squire of Allington, and as his nieces she felt that they were entitled to accept his countenance and kindness, without loss of self-respect either to her or to them. She would have ill done her duty as a mother to them had she allowed any pride of her own to come between them and such advantage in the world as their uncle might to able to give them. On their behalf she had accepted the loan of the house in which she lived, and the use of many of the appurtenances belonging to her brother-in-law; but on her own account she had accepted nothing. Her marriage with Philip Dale had been disliked by his brother the squire, and the squire, while philip was still living, had continued to show that his feelings in this respect were not to be overcome. They never had been overcome; and now, though the brother-in-law and sister-in-law had been close neighbours for years, living as one may say almost in the same family, they had never become friends. There had not been a word of quarrel between them. They met constantly. The squire had unconsciously come to entertain a profound respect for his brother’s widow. The widow had acknowledged to herself the truth of the affection shown by the uncle to her daughters. But yet they had never come together as friends. Of her own money matters Mrs Dale had never spoken a word to the squire. Of his intention respecting the girls the squire had never spoken a word to the mother. And in this way they had lived and were living at Allington.

The life which Mrs Dale led was not altogether an easy life – was not devoid of much painful effort on her part. The theory of her life one may say was this – that she should bury herself in order that her daughters might live well above ground. And in order to carry out this theory, it was necessary that she should abstain from all complaint or show of uneasiness before her girls. Their life above ground would not be well if they understood that their mother, in this underground life of hers, was enduring any sacrifice on their behalf. It was needful that they should think that the picking of peas in a sun bonnet, or long readings by her own fireside, and solitary hours spent in thinking, were specially to her mind. ‘Mama doesn’t like going out.’ ‘I don’t think mamma is happy anywhere out of her own drawing-room.’ I do not say that the girls were taught to say such words, but they were taught to have thoughts which led to such words, and in the early days of their going out into the world used so to speak of their mother. But a time came to them before long – to one first and then to the other, in which they knew that it was not so, and knew also all that their mother had suffered for their sakes.

And in truth Mrs Dale could have been as young in heart as they were. She, too, could have played croquet, and have coquetted with a haymaker’s rake, and have delighted in her pony, ay, and have listened to little nothings from this and that Apollo, had she thought that things had been conformable thereto. Women at forty do not become ancient misanthropes, or stern Rhadamanthine moralists,2 indifferent to the world’s pleasures – no, not even though they be widows. There are those who think that such should be the phase of their minds. I profess that I do not so think. I would have women, and men also, young as long as they can be young. It is not that a woman should call herself in years younger than her father’s family bible will have her to be. Let her who is forty call herself forty; but if she can be young in spirit at forty, let her show that she is so.

I think that Mrs Dale was wrong. She would have joined that party on the croquet ground, instead of remaining among the pea-sticks in her sun bonnet, had she done as I would have counselled her. Not a word was spoken among the four that she did not hear. Those pea-sticks were only removed from the lawn by a low wall and a few shrubs. She listened, not as one suspecting, but simply as one loving. The voices of her girls were very dear to her, and the silver ringing tones of Lily’s tongue were as sweet to her ears as the music of the gods. She heard all that about Lady Hartletop, and shuddered at Lily’s bold sarcasm. And she heard Lily say that mamma would stay at home and eat the peas, the said to herself sadly that that was now her lot in life.

‘Dear darling girl – and so it should be!’

It was thus her thoughts ran. And then, when her ear had traced them, as they passed across the little bridge into the other grounds, she returned across the lawn to the house with her burden on her arm, and sat herself down on the step of the drawing-room window, looking out on the sweet summer flowers and the smooth surface of the grass before her.

Had not God done well for her to place her where she was? Had not her lines been set for her in pleasant places?3 Was she not happy in her girls – her sweet, loving, trusting, trusty children? As it was to be that her lord, that best half of herself, was to be taken from her in early life, and that the springs of all the lighter pleasures were to be thus stopped for her, had it not been well that in her bereavement so much had been done to soften her lot in life and give it grace and beauty? ’Twas so, she argued with herself, and yet she acknowledged to herself that she was not happy. She had resolved, as she herself had said often, to put away childish things, and now she pined for those things which she so put from her. As she sat she could still hear Lily’s voice as they went through the shrubbery – hear it when none but a mother’s ears would have distinguished the sound. Now that those young men were at the Great House it was natural that her girls should be there too. The squire would not have young men to stay with him had there been no ladies to grace his table. But for her – she knew that no one would want her there. Now and again she must go, as otherwise her very existence, without going, would be a thing disagreeably noticeable. But there was no other reason why she should join the party; nor in joining it would she either give or receive pleasure. Let her daughters eat from her brother’s table and drink of his cup. They were made welcome to do so from the heart. For her there was no such welcome as that at the Great House – nor at any other house, or any other table!

‘Mamma will stay at home to eat the peas.’

And then she repeated to herself the words which Lily had spoken, sitting there, leaning with her elbow on her knee, and her head upon her hand.

‘Please, ma’am, cook says, can we have the peas to shell?’ and then her reverie was broken.

Whereupon Mrs Dale got up and gave over her basket. ‘Cook knows that the young ladies are going to dine at the Great House?’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘She needn’t mind getting dinner for me. I will tea early.’ And so, after all, Mrs Dale did not perform that special duty appointed for her.

But she soon get herself to work upon another duty. When a family of three persons has to live upon an income of three hundred a year, and nevertheless, makes some pretence of going into society, it has to be very mindful of small details, even though that family may consist only of ladies. Of this Mrs Dale was well aware, and as it pleased her that here daughters should be nice and fresh, and pretty in their attire, many a long hour was given up to that care. The squire would send them shawls in winter, and had given them riding habits, and had sent them down brown silk dresses from London – so limited in quantity that the due manufacture of two dresses out of the material had been found to be beyond the art of woman, and the brown silk garments had been a difficulty from that day to this – the squire having a good memory in such matters, and being anxious to set the fruits of his liberality. All this was doubtless of assistance, but had the squire given the amount which he so expended in money to his nieces, the benefit would have been greater. As it was, the girls were always nice and fresh and pretty, they themselves not being idle in that matter; but their tire-woman4 in chief was their mother. And now she went up to their room and got out their muslin frocks, and – but, perhaps, I should not tell such tales! – She, however, felt no shame in her work, and she sent for a hot iron, and with her owns hands smoothed out the creases, and gave the proper set to the crimp flounces, and fixed a new ribbon where it was wanted, and saw that all was as it should be. Men think but little how much of this kind is endured that heir eyes may be pleased, even though it be but for an hour.

‘Oh! mamma, how good you are,’ said Bell, as the two girls came in, only just in time to make themselves ready for returning to dinner.

‘Mamma is always good,’ said Lily, ‘I wish, mamma, I could do the same for you oftener,’ and then she kissed her mother. But the squire was exact about dinner, so they dresses themselves in haste, and went off again through the garden, their mother accompanying them to the little bridge.

‘Your uncle did not seem vexed at my not coming?’ said Mrs Dale.

‘We have not seen him, mamma,’ said Lily. ‘We have been ever so far down the fields, and forgot altogether what o’clock it was.’

‘I don’t think uncle Christopher was about the place, or we should have met him,’ said Bell.

‘But I am vexed with you, mamma. Are not you, Bell? It is very bad of you to stay here all alone, and not come.’

‘I suppose mamma likes being at home better than up at the Great House,’ said Bell, very gently; and as she spoke she was holding her mother’s hand.

‘Well; good-bye, dears. I shall expect you between ten and eleven. But don’t yourselves if anything is going on.’ And so they went, and the widow was again alone. The path from the bridge ran straight up towards the back of the Great House, so that for a moment or two she could see them as they tripped on almost in a run. And then she saw their dresses flutter as they turned sharp round, up the terrace steps. She would not go beyond the nook among the laurels by which she was surrounded, lest anyone should see her as she looked after her girls. But when the last flutter of the pink muslin had been whisked away from her sight, she felt it hard that she might not follow them. She stood there, however, without advancing a step. She would not have Hopkins telling how she watched her daughters as they went from her own home to that of her brother-in-law. It was not within the capacity of Hopkins to understand why she watched them.

‘Well, girls, you’re not much too soon. I think your mother might have come with you,’ said uncle Christopher. And this was the manner of the man. Had he known his own wished he must have acknowledged to himself that he was better pleased that Mrs Dale should stay away. He felt himself more absolutely master and more comfortably at home at his own table without her company than with it. And yet he frequently made a grievance of her not coming, and himself believed in that grievance.

‘I think mamma was tired,’ said Bell.

‘Hem. It’s not so very far across from one house to the other. If I were to shut myself up whenever I’m tired – But never mind. Let’s go to dinner. Mr Crosbie, will you take my niece Lilian.’ And then, offering his own arm to Bell, he walked off to the dinning-room.

‘If he scolds mamma any more, I’ll go away,’ said Lily to her companion; by which it may be seen that they had all become very intimate during the long day that they had passed together.

Mrs Dale, after remaining for a moment on the bridge, went in to her tea. What succedaneum5 of mutton chop or broiled ham she had for the roast duck and green peas which were to have been provided for the family dinner we will not particularly inquire. We may, however imagine that she did not devote herself to her evening repast with any particular energy of appetite. She took a book with her as she sat herself down – some novel, probably, for Mrs Dale was not above novels – and read a page or tow as she sipped her tea. But the book was soon laid on one side, and the tray on which the warm plate had become cold was neglected, and she threw herself back in her own familiar chair, thinking of herself, and of her girls, and thinking also what might have been her lot in life had he lived who had loved her truly during the few years that they had been together.

It is especially the nature of a Dale to be constant in his likings and his dislikings. Her husband’s affection for her had been unswerving – so much so that he had quarrelled with his brother because his brother would not express himself in brotherly terms about his wife; but, nevertheless, the two brothers had loved each other always. Many years had now gone by since these things had occurred, but still the same feelings remained. When she had first come down to Allington she had resolved to win the squire’s regard, but she had now long known that any such winning was out of the question; indeed, there was no longer a wish for it. Mrs Dale was not one of those soft-hearted women who sometimes thank God that they can love anyone. She could once have felt affection for her brother-in-law – affection, and close, careful, sisterly friendship; but she could not do so now. He had been cold to her, and had with perseverance rejected her advances. That was now seven years since; and during those years Mrs Dale had been, at any rate, as cold to him as he had been to her.

But all this was very hard to bear. That her daughters should love their uncle was not only reasonable, but in every way desirable. He was not cold to them. To them he was generous and affectionate. If she were only out of the way, he would have taken them to his house as his own, and they would in all respects have stood before the world as his adopted children. Would it not be better if she were out of the way?

It was only in her most dismal moods that this question would get itself asked within her mind, and then she would recover herself, and answer it stoutly with an indignant protest against her own morbid weakness. It would not be well that she should be away from her girls – not though their uncle should have been twice a better uncle; not though, by her absence, they might become heiresses of all Allington. Was it not above everything to them that they should have a mother near them? And as she asked of herself that morbid question – wickedly asked it, as she declared to herself – did she not know that they loved her better than all the world beside, and would prefer her caresses and her care to the guardianship of any uncle, let his house be ever so great? As yet they loved her better than all the world beside. Of other love, should it come, she would not be jealous. And if it should come, and should be happy, might there not yet be a bright evening of life for herself? If they should marry, and if their lords would accept her love, her friendship, and her homage, she might yet escape from the deathlike coldness of that Great House, and be happy in some tiny cottage, from which she might go forth at times among those who would really welcome her. A certain doctor there was, living not very far from Allington, at Guest-wick, as to whom she had once thought that he might fill that place of son-in-law – to be well-beloved. Her quiet, beautiful Bell had seemed to like the man; and he had certainly done more than seem to like her. But now, for some weeks past, this hope, or rather this idea, had faded away. Mrs Dale had never questioned her daughter on the matter; she was not a woman prone to put such questions. But during the month or two last past, she had seen with regret that Bell looked almost coldly on the man whom her mother favoured.

In thinking of all this the long evening passed away, and at eleven o’clock she hear the coming steps across the garden. The young men had, of course, accompanied the girls home; and as she stepped out from the still open window of her own drawing-room, she saw them all on the center of the lawn before her.

‘There’s mamma,’ said Lily, ‘Mamma, Mr Crosbie wants to play croquet by moonlight.’

‘I don’t think there is light enough for that,’ said Mrs Dale.

‘There is light enough for him,’ said Lily, ‘for he plays quite independently of the hoops; don’t you, Mr Crosbie?’

‘There’s very pretty croquet light, I should say,’ said Mr Crosbie looking up at the bright moon; ‘and then it is so stupid going to bed.’

‘Yes, it is stupid going to bed,’ said Lily; ‘but people in the country are stupid, you know. Billiards, that you can play all night by gas, is much better, isn’t it?’

‘Your arrows fall terribly astray there, Miss Dale, for I never touch a cue; you should talk to your cousin about billiards.’

‘Is Bernard a great billiard player?’ asked Bell.

‘Well, I do play now and again; about as well as Crosbie does croquet. Come, Crosbie, we’ll go home and smoke a cigar.’

‘Yes,’ said Lily; ‘and then, you know, we stupid people can go to bed. Mamma, I wish you had a little smoking-room here for us. I don’t like being considered stupid.’ And then they parted – the ladies going into the house, and the two men returning across the lawn.

‘Lily, my love,’ said Mrs Dale, when they were all together in her bedroom, ‘it seems to me that you are very hard upon Mr Crosbie.’

‘She has been going on like that all the evening,’ said Bell.

‘I’m sure we are very good friends,’ said Lily.

‘Oh, very,’ said Bell.

‘Now, Bell, you’re jealous; you know you are.’ And then, seeing that her sister was in some slight degree vexed, she went up to her and kissed her. ‘She shan’t be called jealous; shall she, mamma?’

‘I don’t think she deserves it,’ said Mrs Dale.

‘Now, you don’t mean to say that you think I meant anything,’ said Lily. ‘As if I cared a buttercup about Mr Crosbie.’

‘Or I either, Lily.’

‘Of course you don’t. But I do care for him very much, mamma. He is such a duck of an Apollo. I shall always call him Apollo; Phoebus Apollo! And when I draw his picture he shall have a mallet in his hand instead of a bow. Upon my word I am very much obliged to Bernard for bringing him down here; and I do wish he was not going away the day after tomorrow.’

‘The day after tomorrow!’ said Mrs Dale. ‘It was hardly worth coming for two days.’

‘No, it wasn’t – disturbing us all in our quiet little ways just for such a spell as that – not giving one time even to count his rays.’

‘But he says he shall perhaps come again,’ said Bell.

‘There is that hope for us,’ said Lily. ‘Uncle Christopher asked him to come down when he gets his long leave of absence. This is only a short sort of leave. He is better off than poor Johnny Eames. Johnny Eames only has a month, but Mr Crosbie has two months just whenever he likes it; and seems to be pretty much his own master all the year round besides.’

‘And uncle Christopher asked him to come down for the shooting in September,’ said Bell.

‘And though he didn’t say he’d come I think he meant it,’ said Lily. ‘There is that hope for us, mamma.’

‘Then you’ll have to draw Apollo with a gun instead of a mallet.’

‘That is the worst of it, mamma. We shan’t see much of him or of Bernard either. They wouldn’t let us go out into the woods as beaters, would they?’

‘You’d make too much noise to be of any use.’

‘Should I? I thought the beaters had to shout at the birds. I should get very tired of shouting at birds, so I think I’ll stay at home and look after me clothes.’

‘I hope he will come, because uncle Christopher seems to like him so much,’ said Bell.

‘I wonder whether a certain gentleman at Guestwick will like his coming,’ said Lily. And then, as soon as she had spoken the words, she looked at her sister, and saw that she had grieved her.

‘Lily, you let your tongue run too fast,’ said Mrs Dale.

‘I didn’t mean anything, Bell,’ said Lily. ‘I beg your pardon.’

‘It doesn’t signify,’ said Bell. ‘Only Lily says things without thinking.’ And then that conversation came to an end, and nothing more was said among them beyond what appertained to their toilet, and a few last words at parting. But the two girls occupied the same room, and when their own door was closed upon them, Bell did allude to what had passed with some spirit.

‘Lily, you promised me,’ she said, ‘that you would not say anything more to me about Dr Crofts.’

‘I know I did, and I was very wrong. I beg your pardon, Bell; and I won’t do it again – not if I can help it.’

‘Not help it, Lily!’

‘But I’m sure I don’t know why I shouldn’t speak of him – only not in the way of laughing at you. Of all the men I ever saw in my life I like him best. And only that I love you better than I love myself I could find it in my heart to grudge you his –’

‘Lily, what did you promise just now?’

‘Well; after tonight. And I don’t know why you should turn against him.’

‘I have never turned against him or for him.’

‘There’s no turning about him. He’d give his left hand if you’d only smile on him. Or his right either – and that’s what I should like to see; so now you’ve heard it.’

‘You know you are talking nonsense.’

‘So I should like to see it. And so would mamma too, I’m sure; though I never heard her say a word about him. In my mind he’s the finest fellow I ever saw. What’s Mr Apollo Crosbie to him? And now, as it makes you unhappy. I’ll never say another word about him.’

As Bell wished her sister good-night with perhaps more than her usual affection, it was evident that Lily’s words and eager tone had in some way pleased her, in spite of their opposition to the request which she has made. And Lily was aware that it was so.
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