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PHINEAS FINN


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 was a well-known writer. He received little education and his childhood generally seems to have been an unhappy one.

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


JOHN SUTHERLAND, who has edited Anthony Trollope's The Eustace Diamonds and William Thackeray's The History of Henry Esmond for Penguin, is a Professor of English at the California Institute of Technology in Pasadena. His other publications include Fiction and the Fiction Industry and Best Sellers: Popular Fiction of the 1970s.
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Introduction


I

‘COMFORTABLE, but not splendid’ was how the aged Trollope summed up his literary achievement. Sums in fact are very prominent in this final reckoning and Phineas Finn is seen to have contributed generously to the novelist's comforts. In the aggressively indiscreet list of earnings presented at the end of the Autobiography this one work is credited with fetching £3,200, a handsome enough reward by our standards, magnificent by Victorian. Phineas Finn marks the second highest peak in Trollope's literary earnings; more profitably to its readers it also marks a distinct change in the literary formula which had to date netted him close on £30,000. Change was due. By the time he came to write Phineas Finn Trollope had, novel for novel, outwritten Dickens by two and Thackeray by four to one: worse than this he had repeated himself. Facetious reviewers were already speculating about the size of the British Museum and, more seriously, insinuating that English letters would be not a whit the poorer if Mr Trollope never blotted another line. But if he had run through one career as a novelist, Trollope (motto: nulla dies sine linea) was quite prepared to set off on another. His energy was marvellous, his diligence legendary, and hostile criticism though it might modify could not extinguish his urge to write. Indeed it probably stimulated him to necessary creative efforts: the nature of the stimulus is suggested by the famous story he tells against himself, in the Autobiography, of a club conversation between two clergymen overheard in 1865:


They soon began to abuse what they were reading, and each was reading some part of some novel of mine. The gravamen of their complaint lay in the fact that I reintroduced the same characters so often! ‘Here,’ said one, ‘is that archdeacon whom we have had in every novel he has ever written.’ ‘And here,’ said the other, ‘is the old duke whom he has talked about till everybody is tired of him. If I could not invent new characters, I would not write novels at all.’ Then one of them fell foul of Mrs Proudie. It was impossible for me not to hear their words, and almost impossible to hear them and be quiet. I got up, and standing between them I acknowledged myself to be the culprit. ‘As to Mrs Proudie,’ I said, ‘I will go home and kill her before the week is over.’ And so I did. (Chapter 15.)


It is well told: we hear the robust self-mockery through the print and detect the disguised artistic sensitivity. But more to the point here is how Trollope reacts. He does not for a moment contemplate, as his unconscious critic would have him, giving up novels altogether. Instead he is spurred to write something different, at once and with apparently unimpaired vigour.

The immediate outcome of the above encounter was the killing of Mrs Proudie, Trollope's finest dragon, in chapter 66 of The Last Chronicle of Barset. A more important termination is that implied in the novel's title. Not that it should be imagined all this came from one unlucky conversation. Trollope did not have to eavesdrop to gather that the public was sated and inclined to be rude about his novels. His club journals would tell him as much. The reviewer of Phineas Finn's predecessor, The Belton Estate (1866), who declared it ‘insufferably tiresome and absurd’ that Mr Trollope should once again write the same old novel was public enough and, unfortunately, typical enough for Trollope, who conscientiously heeded criticism, to know how he stood.

The reviewer could not have known that as he wrote them his objections were being met. The Belton Estate (an unexciting tale of love and property) marks time at the end of Trollope's great Barsetshire chronicles and the getting under way of his Palliser series, sometimes, but not by Trollope, called ‘the political novels’. One says getting under way rather than launching: for, although the author himself records that with Phineas Finn ‘I commenced a series of semi-political tales’, an earlier false start is evident in Can You Forgive Her? (1864). This forerunner introduces the first portrait at length of Plantagenet Palliser as well as the magnified concerns of the second series. Can You Forgive Her? moves between the big metropolitan world of politics – ‘the saloons of the mighty’ (Disraeli's slightly absurd term; we should probably use the equally absurd sociologism ‘power élite’) and the familiar squirearchical setting where twenty-pound notes are more important than reform acts, small livings than cabinet places. There are respectable critics who talk of a ‘Phineas Finn series’ beginning with our novel, but Can You Forgive Her? is usually taken as the prelude to a more comprehensive Palliser group: Phineas Finn (1868), The Eustace Diamonds (1873), Phineas Redux (1874), The Prime Minister (1876), and The Duke's Children. (1880).

Together these six interpenetrating novels, each long in its own right, make up a composition which is huge and coherent: coherent in a way that the huge Barsetshire chronicles are not, for there Trollope seems to have had neither master-plan nor over-arching time scheme, whereas in starting Phineas Finn he held ‘constantly before me the necessity of progression in character – of marking the changes in men and women which would naturally be produced by the lapse of years’. Change, progression (with the accent on progress) and lapse of years: these, if anything, indicate Trollope's grand endeavour in the Palliser novels. And it is not merely the psychological changes wrought in character by time which occupy him; an extended analysis of politically controlled change is as much his concern. The Barsetshire Trollope, although fascinated by such change, tended to respond emotionally to it as an irritating upset of what would run very well if left alone. He takes side with the Grantlys, Hardings and Tory squires in their resentment against a central governing body whose reform means meddling and muddling: ‘I want no change,’ says Mr Harding, and in the story of Hiram's Hospital or the replacement of Grantlys by Proudies in cathedral palaces he speaks for his author. The Palliser Trollope with his wide social and inner-political perspective is as much the historian as the story-teller. Over the vast expanse of the Palliser series is a rich surface of documentary record, the fashions, slang, manners and politics of twenty years. But more than this the sense of era, of a historical narrative inevitably moving and underlying all the human narratives, is wonderfully achieved.

‘If only he would not write so much!’ The objection to Trollope made in 1870 is commonplace. But it was, as Charles Reade stressed, ‘a GIGANTIC age’ and many of its achievements are to scale. Admittedly Trollope does not always handle bulk gracefully; at times the series resembles Aristotle's 1,000-mile-long animal which has no form because it has too much mass. And in Phineas Finn he is especially guilty of falling into that shapelessness which comes from making endings new beginnings. The last-page marriage in which the hero returns to Ireland and his first love would work if Phineas, Mary and the little Finns could be left in the vagueness of the ‘happily ever after’. But when ‘after’ has to be specified in Phineas Redux some brutal rearrangement is necessary; harmless Mary and her child are killed to release the hero for new adventures: it is a revision Trollope himself felt painful. Phineas Finn whole novel, Phineas Finn half-novel with its sequel, Phineas Finn one-sixth novel in a series are not satisfactorily reconciled and in general the links between the Palliser novels are capricious (partly, one feels, because they were interrupted over the years for unrelated works). But these occasional disconnections, like the occasional disproportions, are small flaws in the large achievement of synchronizing scores of individual dramas with the sustained rhythms of two decades of personal and historical change.

1866–7 (Phineas Finn was in fact written between mid-November and mid-May of these years) was an appropriate moment to ponder change. The political world was stirring: the English Constitution, that peculiar compromise of elements, was reforming itself and this reform is the central political preoccupation of the novel. For prophets like Ruskin, Arnold and Carlyle popular agitation and extension of franchise threatened an ‘epoch of anarchy’. For others, Trollope among them, it was an age of improvement. For still others (Trollope was definitely not of their number) the millennium was promised. But all parties shared a common excitement that society was about to take a ‘leap in the dark’ or was ‘shooting Niagara’ as Carlyle put it, with an image which contrived to associate utter recklessness, abhorred American republicanism and absolute futility.

At this same time Trollope was considering important leaps of his own which he describes in language oddly reminiscent of that the politicians were currently using. ‘In 1867’ he writes ‘I made up my mind to take a step in life which was not unattended with peril, which many would call rash, and which, when taken, I should be sure at some period to regret. This step was the resignation of my place in the Post Office.’ Insofar as we can discern them his reasons for prematurely leaving a profession he had served with distinction were mixed: pique at missing a desired promotion, increasing commitment to journalism – and even his prodigious energies had flagged at being three hard-working men in one, editor, civil servant and novelist. But almost certainly he was partly moved by ambition, ‘the highest object of ambition to every educated Englishman’ he called it – that of going into parliament. In the mid sixties we see Trollope methodically girding himself for a parliamentary career, taking on work for no less than three political journals, writing a life of Palmerston, steeping himself in constitutional theory, following its practice from the visitors' gallery, and of course, introducing politics as a main ingredient in his fiction. Phineas Finn, the story of a tyro MP, may be taken as part of a general mobilization for this new career. But for any close consideration the novel must be more exactly adjusted to its historical and biographical backgrounds. First one notes that although its composition obviously coincides with the period of the second Reform Bill, it was nonetheless written at an awkward moment within that period. The interregnum between the Russell–Gladstone failed reform government of 1866 and the Derby–Disraeli aspirant but as yet unsuccessful reform government of 1867 was a difficult time to back political horses. Consequently the treatment in Phineas Finn of specific issues (notably the Reform Bill itself) is occasionally muffled or uncertain, and it is not fanciful to see a drift of mood in the novel as the Conservative triumph becomes more imminent. Secondly it is important to bear in mind that Phineas Finn was written at that optimistic time of life when Trollope could reasonably expect realization of his political hopes. As it turned out he was never to have the magic letters after his name. His parliamentary ambitions were squashed the next year (1868) when he stood as Liberal candidate for Beverley, an egregiously dirty borough, and came bottom of the poll in a contest so traumatically corrupt as to make electoral purity an idée fixe for the rest of his writing career. Disappointment as severe as this was bound to be consequential. After Phineas Finn the Palliser novels became the defeated candidate's soap-box; Trollope, frank as ever, admits it in his Autobiography: ‘As I was debarred from expressing my opinions in the House of Commons I took this method [the Palliser novels] of declaring myself.’ The angry word ‘debarred’, where a less aggrieved man would surely have used ‘unable’, suggests that even after twelve years Beverley rankled, and one does not have to weigh the niceties of words to find a corrosive chagrin in the novels of the early seventies. There are no sour grapes in Phineas Finn; unlike its immediate successors it is untainted by the disaster at Beverley, unlike them, although unillusioned about political life, it is in no damaging sense disillusioned.



II

It is tempting to recommend Phineas Finn by crying only what is fresh but Trollope had been writing hard for a quarter of a century and had come, it should be admitted, to rely on habit as much as invention in devising his fiction. It is no dispraise to him to say that, if repetitive, he is, at his best, a creatively repetitive novelist. In this respect his professional self-portrait – the industrious shoemaker turning out a variety of shoes on the same last – is more subtle than is generally understood. Phineas Finn has plenty of good Trollopian stock in it. There is, abundantly, the applauded ‘complete appreciation of the usual’. Less to modern taste is the customary front-of-stage love story (Trollope wrote only one novel without it and regarded that as a perverse experiment). The admirable style of the novel is that of the mature Trollope, purged of the facetious extravagance of his earlier comic mode; he would not in Phineas Finn describe married happiness as in Dr Thorne: ‘the sweet bliss of connubial reciprocity’. Instead we have language reduced to the ideal of polite invisibility he advocated to others: ‘I hold that gentleman to be best dressed whose dress no one observes. I am not sure but that the same may be said of an author's written language.’ Subdued the style may be, but we are nonetheless treated to the usual moral good sense in the author's very audible commentary on the action, a treat whose lavishness the modern reader may not always welcome. In plot Phineas Finn has the familiar mainspring of a Trollope novel, a serial dilemma of choice for the unheroic but well-intentioned hero, choice made complicated by conflicting interest, temptation, ambiguous situation and human weakness. Trollopian man lives in a perpetual quandary. As with all Trollope's fiction the matter of Phineas Finn can be abstracted at almost any point to a nagging question – ‘Can a man be honest in parliament and yet abandon all ideas of independence?’ ‘Whom should he marry?’ Even: ‘Can you forgive him?’ And underlying these is a layer of deeper moral uncertainty: ‘What is honesty, truth, goodness?’ ‘Is the world getting better or worse?’ ‘Should conduct be guided by prudence or feeling?’ The mood of Trollope's fiction is, typically, interrogative. This, one repeats, is no dispraise. The fundamental uncertainties are born not of authorial confusion but the recognized fact that, as a character in Phineas Finn remarks, ‘Life is so unlike theory.’ So unlike because although the notional ideals would have been familiar to Chaucer (Trollope's ‘trouthe’, ‘curtesie’ and ‘parfit gentleman’ are different mainly in the spelling), life in its modern forms has become intractable to traditional moral theory. This produces an ethical breakdown which Trollope identifies with a neat conundrum in an essay of 1867: ‘It is good to be honest and true. Yes indeed. There is no doubt of that. But what is truth and goodness?’ (No answer is forthcoming.) Practical examples of this kind of riddle can be found anywhere in the novel: what, for instance, is the honest thing to do when, as a man with strict views on electoral purity, Phineas is offered a rotten borough as his only chance of getting into the House? If he accepts he will be able to help purify the system, but he will have touched pitch; if he declines he will have preserved his personal honour but will be impotent to advance reform. Again no clear answer can be forthcoming. The man who would be honest is thus forced to feel his way inquisitively through every situation, testing, probing and more often than not making mistakes.

Though they sometimes get tangled in an undergrowth of subplots and portrait chapters Trollope's novels are not normally complex in their organization. The main story-line of Phineas Finn is typically simple and loose-strung. A young Irishman comes to England to make his fortune. He starts steadily enough in law but chance gives him an opening in the faster world of politics. He takes his chance and hazards all on a parliamentary career. In it he is assisted by intelligence, energy and sexual charm, hindered by poverty, Catholicism and honesty. He has a great success, a great fall and at the end a partial recovery. His various trials are an education and in his final resignation from political office Phineas exhibits the moral heroism Trollope felt was becoming scarce in public life. In his private, and more especially in his love life, the hero vacillates most unheroically, but he definitely belongs with Trollope's amiable young men whose instincts are good, even if their moral will is not always up to preventing a little unintended caddishness.

To anyone who knows Trollope's other fiction this will sound familiar. Weakish young men making good in the end are numerous in the novels. But one feature does not fall into place: it was odd of Trollope to choose an Irishman. Apart from their being a negligible presence at Westminster, Fenianism in 1866 had made the Irish detested in England (Punch at this time habitually represents them as a rabble of pig-faced anthropoids). Moreover the Pope's encyclical of 1865 which declared liberalism irreligious had made Catholic politicians especially suspect. One could understand Trollope having an Irish Catholic hero if these current problems were to figure importantly in the novel, but though mentioned they are no more than mentioned. There was also the fact that an Irishman in fiction inescapably aroused the stereotype of his race as cultivated by a whole subgenre of literature and centuries of folk-lore. The comic writer Hood summarizes its features in a Theophrastan sketch from which I abstract the main heads:


AN IRISHMAN: Is a Man with two Ideas – no better than one: to wit, a right one and a wrong one, between which, like two Stools, his Wit comes constantly to the ground. Thus it is as natural for him to blunder as to breathe… Hence is he a Catholic by nationality… In his Politics he is commonly a Partisan: his main aversion being a Trimmer, or, as he describeth him, a Man who sits on both sides of the House at once… He hath a Scheme for reducing Tithes… Next to a Donnybrook, his Delight is a Duel or a Pistol-Duet… In Love his Flame is like unto a kitchen Fire, which requireth a wide Range; for he is a Sexagenarian, or in love with some sixty of the Sex at once… Sometimes he will hunt a Fortune, by way of Chance, but he is apt to outrun it as well as his own… For why I as he saith, – ‘It is better to hang than be dependent.’


There is a ready made Irish hero for the novelist, impulsive, hotheaded, engaging and slightly ridiculous. Nor does Trollope contradict the stereotype. Phineas is recognizably ‘Irish’ in Hood's definition: he blunders, he hates trimming, he hunts a fortune in his suit to Violet Effingham, he fights a duel over her with Lord Chiltern, if not a sexagenarian he is in love with some four of the sex at once and he gives up his political ambition because he will not give up his independence – ‘But I have views of my own,’ his first words in the novel, are borne out by his last deeds. Although Phineas is domesticated with the essential mid-Victorian virtues (he does not, for example, booze or roister) Trollope was clearly conscious of the family resemblance between his hero and the traditional Irish adventurer. He had, of course, in his time written proper Irish novels, indeed began and was to finish his novelist's career writing them. But this crossing of genres was provocative. An Irishman at Westminster was not as deliberate an oddity as A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, but nevertheless somewhat along the same lines.

Trollope's explanation of the ‘blunder’ (as he came to see it) of making his hero Irish is singularly direct: ‘I created the scheme of the book during a visit to Ireland.’ Direct but unhelpful, and one is led to speculate further. One can, for example, point to the recurrent drama in Trollope's novels of the outsider struggling to enter the English establishment, a drama which may have had its source in Trollope's own social insecurity. More relevantly, perhaps, one knows that Trollope was sympathetically concerned with the grievances of Irish society. He had personally witnessed ‘the Great Hunger’. In the mid sixties he wrote eloquently against the iniquitous laws regarding land tenure and church tithes: it is quite possible that the original ‘scheme’ of Phineas Finn intended more protest and apology (with regard to current Fenian outrages) than Trollope in the event had mind or stomach for. The Irish land question does, of course, figure in the last chapters of the novel though in so shadowy a way as to be almost unnoticed. But the most plausible explanation for the Irish hero lies in the mood of Phineas Finn. It is an inaugural novel about and by a man starting on a political life. Fittingly it celebrates youth, energy, idealism and ambition. The Irishman's notorious liveliness apart, it was natural for Trollope to associate Ireland with these qualities for it was there at 26 (Phineas's age) that he fell into his ‘better life’. It was in Ireland that the previously dissolute young post-office clerk found his twin vocations of novelist and civil-servant.

Phineas Finn is an anachronistically ‘young’ novel and in this it probably reflects Trollope's mood rather than his fifty-one years. Three times the motto of Disraeli's ‘Young England’ trilogy is evoked as an apparently significant allusion:



Why then the world's mine oyster

Which I with sword will open.



And throughout there is in Phineas a leaven of the conquering energy of Disraeli's golden youths, the feeling that, as the lesser political novelist put it, ‘great consequences can only be brought about by the energy and devotion of our youth’. Of course Trollope was too level-headed to subscribe completely to Disraeli's romantic nonsense and one would not present Phineas Finn as his Vivian Grey. But Phineas is, as Madam Max calls him, ‘full of life’, and Trollope's heroes do not normally exuberate with youthful vitality. Returning to his favourite pastime Trollope more than once pictures Phineas as a high spirited horse, ‘a plunging colt’, and none the worse for it. ‘There are but few horses you cannot put into harness,’ he says, ‘and those of the highest spirits will generally do your work the best.’ Whether Phineas will in fact take the whip and harness himself to the Liberal party or follow his Irish waywardness and break loose creates half the novel's suspense (the other, slacker, half concerns the future Mrs Finn).

One last aspect of Phineas's Irishness may be mentioned here. In the novels of Lever, most famous of the Irish novelists, the hero is characteristically a devil-may-care soldier of fortune whose career is determined by the falling out of chance and miraculous strokes of luck. When Thackeray wrote his Irish novel he called it, deferring to the tradition, The Luck of Barry Lyndon. The Luck of Phineas Finn would be a usefully explanatory title. For Phineas's career is largely conceived as a gambler's lucky streak. When he first ventures at Loughshane ‘he could not but tell himself that the chances were twenty to one against him’. Later the odds shorten but he is still, in both senses, the outsider: ‘at every turn the chances would, of course be very much against him; ten to one against him, perhaps on every point; but it was his lot in life to have to face such odds’. His decisive acts are seen as a gambler's throw: as he determines to propose to Laura at Loughlinter he resolves ‘that he must at any rate play out his game, whether he were to lose it or to win it’. He loses. Lady Laura Standish has more sense than to marry an Irish ‘nothingness’ – even if she loves him. But irrepressibly Phineas bounces back into the game. ‘Whatever colour comes up, you'll hold trumps, I know’, says Miss Fitzgibbon, ‘some hands always hold trumps.’ And Madame Max's last cryptic words to the young man after his political suicide sum up a feeling Trollope's insistent use of this motif suggests throughout – ‘I think you will win.’

The fact that his hero has fortune chained to his chariot allows Trollope the freedom of the possible in his story. Such improbabilities as inheriting a necessary £3,000 from a forgotten relative (‘a wonderful piece of luck’), his being on hand to rescue Kennedy from the garrotters (‘that child of fortune Phineas Finn’), the gift of three pocket boroughs (‘I never heard of such a run of luck’) and all the accidents which take him to the top in five short years would seem far-fetched had Phineas not the luck of the Irish. And by accompanying his hero as he ascends the rungs of society (the vertical image of the ladder is constantly evoked) Trollope can give us a measurement of the hierarchic distances which separate the Fitzgibbons from the Bonteens, the Bonteens from the Greshams, the Greshams from the Omniums. What we get in Phineas Finn is a lift attendant's view of English political society. It is an excellent expository device, but more than this it works towards a fine climactic reversal. Phineas's departure from political life is far from being the result of Fortune's at last frowning on him. He deliberately throws in his hand, to continue the metaphor, and with it all the winnings which have made him at 29 a man of political substance. Le jeu ne va plus: this sober and responsible mood of the novel after chapter 66 is an effective one with which to lower the curtain on Phineas's first act.



III

Trollope was over-pessimistic in supposing that no reader would follow his Palliser series through consecutively. But those who read Phineas Finn in its proper order might well wonder why Palliser, not Finn? Is not Phineas Finn a huge digression, an overblown sub-plot to the Palliser story? To understand that it is not, one must first appreciate that Phineas and Palliser are significantly alternate in character: secondly that in his novels Trollope often conducts an examination of the respective values of alternate philosophies or personalities without, apparently, always knowing what his conclusion will be. As so often with this author one must beware the easy sneer at his confession that ‘when I sit down to write a novel I do not at all know and I do not very much care how it will end’. In the parliamentary novels Trollope investigates, in a quite exploratory way, the personal qualities necessary for a contemporary political paragon. In the early stages Phineas seems more likely to have them. But ultimately the verdict goes to Palliser. One can see why by following Trollope in his gradual assessment of the two very different men.

Palliser has the stolid virtues of prudence, scrupulosity and what Trollope calls a ‘thin-skinned’ moral sensibility. He is cool-blooded, asexual and a Whig aristocrat. Phineas is hot-blooded, sexual, a middle-class democrat with radical edges and an eye to the main chance. The principles the two men live by crystallize out the contradictory ideals of British political life where individuals are elected to submerge their individuality in parties: for Palliser it is ‘service’, for Phineas ‘independence’. Trollope, who liked to materialize these things, presents one as a horse that goes best in harness, the other running free, and elsewhere Phineas as an express train, the Pallisers as mountains.

It is, I think, evident that Trollope changed his mind about Phineas as the series progressed and came to prefer Palliser's aloof, theoretic and serviceable nobility over the Irishman's more passionate manliness. Having to wade through dirt and dishonour at Beverley probably had a lot to do with making him realize that mountains are safer from crashes than express trains, and that while harnessed horses win no races neither do they suffer the crushing disaster of losing them. Palliser (later he becomes Duke of Omnium) is protected by his wealth and rank from the dirty turmoil of politics. Trollope, like Finn, had no such deferential protection and after 1868 was morbidly sensitive about it. But for whatever reason there is a redirection. Phineas Finn makes as if to bear out Bernard Shaw's paradox that ‘Ireland is the only spot on earth which still produces the ideal Englishman of history.’ The Palliser series in its entirety arrives at a different conclusion: energy, ambition and independent honesty cannot outweigh wealth, rank and serviceable honesty. One feels Trollope came to this conclusion reluctantly for, as he makes clear in the Autobiography, he admired Palliser immensely but loved Finn as a part of himself:


I had always been aware of a certain visionary weakness about myself in regard to politics. A man, to be useful in Parliament, must be able to confine himself and conform himself, to be satisfied with doing a little bit of a little thing at a time… If he have grand ideas, he must keep them to himself, unless by chance he can work his way up to the top of the tree. In short he must be a practical man. Now I knew that in politics I could never become a practical man. I should never be satisfied with a soft word from the Chancellor of the Exchequer, but would always be flinging my over-taxed catchup in his face. (Chapter 16.)


Who can doubt that Phineas was Trollope's ‘visionary weakness’ personified in fiction, Palliser his ‘practical man’?

The apotheosis of Palliser involves a curious see-saw. Phineas, who makes such a glorious early blaze, is in the last novel an attendant lord, colourless in the shadow of his wealthy wife. Palliser, who was positively repulsive on first encounter (‘a thin-minded, plodding, respectable man’), is finally Trollope's gentleman in every part, his Colonel Newcome. And with the rebalancing, the political cast of the greater work which promises in Phineas Finn to be sensibly radical (a doctrine embodied in Phineas and his Sidonia, Monk) becomes, latterly, distinctly Whiggish (embodied in Palliser and his elder statesman the Duke of St Bungay). And if Phineas Finn is a novel young in mood The Duke's Children is old, crusty and, like the Whig politics it seems to advocate, out of touch.

Beverley will not answer for all this. Even in Phineas Finn one senses a premonitory cold undercurrent entering Trollope's commentary on his hero. Normally it is faint, the arrangement of priorities, for example, in an apparently unloaded description of the hero's aspirations: ‘Phineas had two things near his heart, – political promotion and Violet Effingham.’ Or the ominous ‘as yet’ in ‘I do not think that Phineas depended much as yet on his own good looks.’ At one point in the novel the doubt forms into accusation; it occurs in a late discussion of Phineas between Laura and Violet:


Mr Finn, when I came to measure him in my mind, was not small, but he was never quite tall enough. One feels oneself to be a sort of recruiting sergeant, going about with a standard of inches. Mr Finn was just half an inch too short. He lacks something in individuality. He is a little too much a friend to everybody. (Chapter 71.)


It is hard not to nod one's assent with Violet. Trollope held a generous psychology, he accepted that a man could love two women at once (a view, incidentally, he seems to have derived from his favourite novel, Thackeray's Esmond). But even Trollope could hardly exonerate a hero who proposes to an earl's daughter, an heiress, and encourages a rich society beauty to propose to him, all the while having an undeclared Irish sweetheart at home. It is not so much the fickleness in these changes of affection which offends as the fact that they happen at moments when it is expedient for Phineas's career that they should happen.

One can understand why the novelist found Phineas evolving unexpectedly from the pleasant hobbledehoy of the early pages. In his make-up are two qualities which Trollope had previously bestowed in generous measure on his villains but only sparingly on his heroes: he is frankly ambitious and dangerously attractive to women. For Phineas all women are allies, all men are rivals. And the women ‘pet’ him, they cannot help themselves. Even homely Mrs Bunce his landlady is, we are told, ‘in love with Phineas’. As with Mrs Bunce so with all her sex, and in his attentions to women powerful in his party Phineas comes perilously near being a kind of political gigolo, a rising man with charms unchecked by conscience. The boundary between profiting by one's attractiveness and sexual exploitation is scrupulously worried over by the narrator in passages like the following, where the slippery self-deceptions of Phineas's mental processes are accentuated into prominence:


Simply as an introduction into official life nothing could be more conducive to chances of success than a matrimonial alliance with Lady Laura. Not that he would have thought of such a thing on that account; No! – he thought of it because he loved her; honestly because he loved her. He swore to that half a dozen times, for his own satisfaction. But, loving her as he did, and resolving that in spite of all difficulties she should became his wife, there could be no reason why he should not, – on her account as well as his own, – take advantage of any circumstances that there might be in his favour. (Chapter 5.)


In this way Phineas is constantly brought to moral brinks over which, unfortunately we may think, the novelist never lets him fall. According to Trollope ‘a man is only as strong as his weakest moment’, but Phineas is never quite given the weakest moment which would make him really credible. He commits no actual seduction, adultery or exploitation. Finally he is more a beau idéal with some interesting human shortcomings than a fully developed human being who has to live with the consequences of his shortcomings. It is a failure to follow through which is undeniable. Nonetheless critics have been unfairly harsh on the novelist for it, accusing him of creating a ‘hollow drum’ of a hero or complaining as did the Spectator (a paper which gunned for St Paul's in the sixties) that he has ‘no life beneath the social surface’. One could argue: it is an overstatement to say we know nothing of Phineas's inner life, or that there is no inner life to know. But the best defence of Trollope is to change ground at once to where the novel is much stronger and more courageous; its treatment of women.

In 1864 Trollope discovered he had crossed one of the more important latitudes in Victorian literature. An angry clergyman informed him that his novels were no longer fit to be read aloud to a gentleman's family, and that because of moral ambiguity in his description of Glencora Palliser's near adulterous love for Burgo Fitzgerald. The narrator, it was implied, should throw the first stone. Undeterred Trollope offended the maiden cheek again in Phineas Finn with his study of the tragically mismarried Laura Kennedy. Trollope, who was not given to self-congratulation, thought Laura was the best thing he had done in the novel. One would disagree only to add that he had as much right to be proud of all three front-line women, Laura, Violet and Madame Max. They each represent a significant complication of what, even to Victorian eyes, had been the excessively conventional heroines in many of the earlier novels. The species of womanhood Trollope had made his own is described, with gloating masculine approval, by the Contemporary reviewer of October 1866:


He has a genuine love of women, and can write of them with innocent delight. The rustle of their dresses, the free lingeringness of their movements, the gentle compulsion, the sweet, soft dignity, the light, the music, the reserved pathos, the whole aroma of their presence is never long absent from the pages of Mr Trollope.



In point of fact Trollope had shown himself able to create eccentric spinsters and in Miss Mackenzie had even devoted a whole novel to one. But he was best known and loved for his more ‘aromatic’ Eleanor Bolds, Mary Thornes and Lily Dales. Quiet, gently palpitating creatures, they express a Victorian ideal which must, to the intelligent woman of the time, have felt like a Victorian tyranny. George Eliot, one of the most intelligent, pungently dismissed the clinging love of the Trollopian heroine in a letter of 1870 – ‘men are very fond of that doglike affection’.

There is evidence to suggest that in the late sixties Trollope was coming to distrust the ‘doglike’ ideal he had so confidently propagated. More than this, that he was coming to distrust marriage, the social destiny of woman. Like Dickens, Trollope in middle age analyses unhappy marriages in his fiction. It is doubtful, or at least until we get the full biography unanswerable, whether as with Dickens this sprang from some skeleton hidden from us. Probably it was simply the longer sight of maturity (most nineteenth-century novels, as Thackeray observed, are ridiculously ‘juvenile’ on the subject of marriage). For whatever reason the clang of wedding bells and prison gates begin to sound ominously alike in Trollope's fiction after 1860. Not that his fundamental conviction about this or any other institution was broken. He never subscribed to the ‘wisdom of the beasts’, that civilized society could stand on any rock other than that of Christian marriage. But there is an increasing interest in wrecked relationships and doctrines which, if forced to put a name to, Trollope would probably have called ‘Bohemian’. They are not necessarily approved but the fact that they are so frequently there at all suggests a mind opening out.

There was a likely influence on Trollope at the time which may account for Phineas Finn's especially fresh perspective on the question of women and marriage, feminine dependence and independence. Work for the advanced Fortnightly Review must have brought him into contact with the ideas if not the person of John Stuart Mill, the leading exponent of women's rights. As Trollope wrote Phineas Finn, Mill was in parliament campaigning vigorously. Close readers will find five specific references to Mill and his feminist movement in the novel, but more notable is the way in which Trollope seems to have absorbed its influence as a willingness to question earlier certainties. In 1862 he declared flatly ‘The best right a woman has is the right to a husband and that is the right to which I would recommend every young woman.’ In 1867, the year when the emancipation of women was introduced in parliament, he does not seem so sure. The aristocrat Laura, the heiress Violet and the adventuress Madame Max are all in their ways seeking liberties, human rights some might say, normally denied their sex. Laura wants to ‘meddle with politics’ (Trollope's interestingly allusive phrase), Violet to be free of the marriage-market in which she is up for sale, Madame Max to make a place for herself in the male-dominated and traditionally exclusive ‘upper ten thousand’. The novel's main theme, the Phineas theme, is concerned with political independence and subjection to party, but it is counterpointed by these three subplots in which, inevitably, we are reminded of Mill's Subjection of Women and the ideal of feminine independence it holds out.

Laura is foremost in the trio. The initial physical description we have of her intimates a powerful personality stifling in the encumbrances of conventional womanhood:


Her face was very fair, though it lacked that softness which we all love in women… She would lean forward when sitting, as a man does, and would use her arms in talking, and would put her hand over her face, and pass her fingers through her hair, – after the fashion of men rather than women; – and she seemed to despise that soft quiescence of her sex in which are generally found so many charms. Her hands and feet were large, – as was her whole frame. Such was Lady Laura Standish. (Chapter 4.)


Moustached battleaxes are common enough among Trollope's women but what is evident here is that Laura's ‘manliness’ is not at all unattractive. Phineas is captivated. The heterodoxy of ‘manly-femininity’ can be better appreciated by comparing the above passage with a piece of sexual legislation by Trollope's contemporary, the popular philosopher Samuel Smiles:


A man no more desires in his wife a manly woman, than the woman desires in her husband a womanly man. A woman's best qualities do not lie in her intellect, but in her affections. She gives refreshment by her sympathies, rather than by her knowledge. ‘The brain-women,’ says Oliver Wendell Holmes, ‘never interest us like the heart-women.’



Laura has manly traits and, as we see from her management of Phineas's early career, is a brain-woman. These sexually renegade aspects together with the piquant fact that they do not defeminize her make her from the start a character we watch with stimulated attention.

Early in the novel Laura is put through the classic Trollopian dilemma – marriage for love or money? She chooses money but for ostensibly noble motives. Having sacrificed her fortune to her brother she honestly believes that as Lady Laura Kennedy, millionaire's wife, she will be more useful to Phineas than as Lady Laura Finn, wife of a penniless Irish member. And, of course, she has certain ambitions of her own as a salon politician. Deliberately she rejects Phineas at Loughlinter with all Mr Kennedy's Perthshire estate spread before her. The scene is particularly arresting. Trollope is not a novelist who normally offers much of what James called ‘solidity of specification’. At most points we do not know what the characters are wearing, what furniture is around them, what the weather is doing. Nor does Trollope normally offer crises in his fiction. His is a relaxed and talkative art. Yet the scene at Loughlinter is intensely solid and critical: an example of the way Trollope can at will transcend the limitations which are sometimes mistakenly thought to be those of artistic inferiority. Phineas follows Laura to the mountain top to make his proposal in form as she looks out on all she would have to sacrifice were she to accept (the obvious religious analogy is hinted, but no more). When she turns to her suitor, gloriously clad in velvet hunting gear, Laura discovers him ‘handsome as a god’, a ‘Phoebus’ and a ‘royal Finn’. It is a moment of destiny for her yet she must turn him down, she has already accepted the millionaire Scot, Phineas's rival. The periphrasis with which she is forced to declare her preference is a confession of ulterior motive, ‘I have accepted the owner of Loughlinter as my husband…’

In the hundreds of pages which follow, this vivid scene hangs in the memory gathering ironic force as the consequences of Laura's decision hatch out. She and Kennedy find themselves chronically mismatched. Emotionally inert, nouveau riche and with a calvinistic sense of duty, Kennedy is through mere incompatibility a tyrant. Meaning well and not understanding the social euphemisms of her circle he insists, for example, that the ‘headaches’ by which Laura protects herself from the ennui of her state are the result of stomach disorder. This is a small affliction. The full dreariness of the wife's condition is portrayed in the brilliant chapter ‘Sunday in Grosvenor Place’, where we see Lady Laura Kennedy withering from emotional and intellectual attrition, frightened to pick up a novel or so much as think of the political ‘meddling’ which had been her passion in life.

Trollope gently points the irony that Laura entered this calculated marriage to escape the limitations imposed on her sex in an unfair age. She had intended to use the world ‘as men use it and not as women do’. Aware that ‘a woman's life is only half a life, as she cannot have a seat in Parliament,’ she planned to make up the missing half by manipulating her husband's wealth and position. Alas she finds that the married woman is in no position to command her life, even in vicarious activity. She to whom ‘the Rights of Women was odious' discovers, in the bitterest way, that married women without them have no recourse against their husbands' enforceable ‘conjugal rights’ (which for Laura means legal rape).

Finally and most horribly the heart which she thought so well controlled betrays her. ‘Criminal’ thoughts and tendernesses for Phineas obsess her. Here, as Trollope well knew, he was treading dangerous ground and he turns to the code of hints and half statements which the more sophisticated Victorian novelists used in their necessarily constrained discussions of sex. Kennedy, whose moral vocabulary owes much to the Old Testament, accuses his wife of unworthy ‘idolatry’ for Phineas and the word rings in her mind:



                       
           



PHINEAS AND LAURA AT LOUGHLINTER


Then Lady Laura was left alone to consider the nature of the accusation which her husband had brought against her; or the nature rather of the accusation which she had chosen to assert that her husband had implied. For in her heart she knew that he had made no such accusation, and had intended to make none such. The idolatry of which he had spoken was the idolatry which a woman might show to her cat, her dog, her picture, her china, her furniture, her carriage and horses or her pet maid-servant. Such was the idolatry of which Mr Kennedy had spoken; – but was there no other worship in her heart, worse, more pernicious than that, in reference to this young man?… when something almost like idolatry grew upon her, she determined that it should be the idolatry of friendship, that she would not sin even in thought, that there should be nothing in her heart of which she need be ashamed. (Chapter 44.)


The echo thrown back is, of course, ‘adultery’ and (to paraphrase) ‘whosoever looketh on a man to lust after him hath committed adultery with him already in her heart’. Laura has her weakest moment. Married life is impossible to her feeling as she does, residence in England impossible the marriage laws being what they are. She is forced into flight and the terrible realization that ‘the curse is to be a woman at all’.

There is a completion in Laura's story which is withheld in Phineas's. And this completion draws Trollope into a much less facile relationship with her. Crossgrained is, perhaps, a term which describes it. Superficially Laura is held to be blameworthy for her misfortunes; she preferred purse to passion, has made her bed and must lie in it. Yet simultaneously we are led to commiserate with her as the victim of an inequitable society, one of those whom Mill describes – ‘What, in unenlightened societies, colour, race, religion, or in the case of a conquered country, nationality, are to some men, sex is to all women; a peremptory exclusion from almost all honourable occupation, but either such as cannot be filled by others, or such as those others do not think worthy of their acceptance.’ The contradiction between a Laura personally culpable yet socially victimized is not resolved in Trollope's novel nor, one suspects, in his mind. What we have is an enactment of the conflict current in 1867 on the female question. In the commentary on Laura we feel the impulse of protest and the inertia of entrenched social attitudes. Trollope, it was generally said in his obituaries, would be excellent material for future social historians: ‘his novels will be helpful in time to come to those who wish to learn what people talked about towards the close of this century.’ True as it is, this standard tribute to his realism does not go far enough. It is not only the surface of contemporary life which Trollope reflects but its unclear depths, not only what people were saying but what they were feeling and perhaps not saying.

Though Violet Effingham is further in the background than Laura her story is as carefully worked through. Bullied by the savage Chiltern before marriage, what protection, after she has surrendered, will she have from his ‘beastliness’? And Chiltern is only one jaw of the vice which is crushing her. Hawked round by her aunt as a desirable item on the marriage-market (marriage is like buying a house or a horse, she bitterly reflects), eligible maidenhood holds no pleasure. And to join the pathetic band of ageing spinsters of her own class with their Female Protestant Unmarried Women's Emigration Society is unthinkable. The only freedom Violet can enjoy is that of a nineteenth-century Millamant, constantly attracting and as constantly rejecting men: an assertion of power the world calls flirtatiousness and which she is too intelligent to see as other than a waste of life. Disgusted self-consciousness is characteristic of Violet's serious utterances:


‘…so many men love me! But, after all, what sort of love is it? It is just as when you and I, when we see something nice in a shop, call it a dear duck of a thing, and tell somebody to go and buy it, let the price be ever so extravagant. I know my own position, Laura. I'm a dear duck of a thing.’ (Chapter 10.)


In Violet as in Laura we feel defiant intelligence imprisoned in a crinoline. Unlike Laura she finally capitulates to the man she loves, at the fourth time of asking. Such scenes of reluctant consent are Trollope's stock-in-trade, but this is quite different from any other he wrote:


‘How is it then? Violet, speak to me honestly. Will you be my wife?’ She did not answer him, and he stood for a moment looking at her. Then he rushed at her, and, seizing her in his arms, kissed her all over, – her forehead, her lips, her cheeks, then both her hands, and then her lips again. ‘By G—, she is my own!’ he said. (Chapter 52.) Chiltern's liberties and his exultant pride in ownership are gross, suggestive of the animal appetites Violet fears in a husband. Her acceptance is acceptance only by virtue of being no refusal and the declaration of love which Chiltern demands from her has a paralysed intermittence: ‘I, – love, – you, – better, – than all the world beside; and I mean, – to be your wife, – some day.’ The fact that all this takes place at Loughlinter with the Kennedys' breaking marriage in the background confirms a sense that Violet like Laura is victimized by her sex. But in spite of the auguries this marriage between the Bohemian and flirt succeeds because, Trollope tells us, it was based on love, not, as with Laura, the intention to love.


Laura and Violet, despite the handicap of their sex, enjoy the place which English society grants ladies of their rank. Madame Max Goesler has not even this. She does have money, inherited from her Jewish husband, but as Bagehot observed, ‘The experiment is tried every day, and every day it is proved that money alone… will not buy “London Society”.’ With Madame Max, however, it is less an experiment than a Napoleonic campaign. As we follow her career we cannot help but notice how Trollope has drawn it parallel to Phineas's, but with sharper and less sympathetic lines. She too is an outsider possessed of sexual charm trying first to enter, then conquer, English society. Her climactic renunciation when she refuses to become mistress (or even wife) of Omnium is equivalent to Phineas's resignation from political office. And her consolation, like Phineas again, is that ‘she would still be free’.

Trollope was curiously ambivalent about outsiders like Madame Max Goesler who could not, or would rather not, reveal who their grandfathers were. Sometimes the Americans, Jews and middle Europeans who swarm in the late novels are shown as providing useful crossbreeding. This is one of the principal themes of The Duke's Children, where the future Duke of Omnium finds his mate not in the purple of his own rank but in an American girl of obscure ancestry. At other moments in the series the grandfatherless outsiders are shown as predators and parasites battening on a decomposing English society. Such is the mood of The Eustace Diamonds, harshest of the Palliser novels.

Trollope's attitude to Madame Max in Phineas Finn is, one suspects, uncommitted for most of the novel. There is something sinister and predatory in the way she consciously trades on her charms. Phineas is attractive because ‘he cannot help himself’ and is redeemed by his blushes. Madame Max has no blushes; in captivating the Duke her techniques are those of the seductress. Trollope makes this clear in his carefully worded descriptions:


As she spoke her eyes sparkled more and more, and her colour went and came, and she shook her curls till they emitted through the air the same soft feeling of a perfume that her note had produced. Then her foot peeped out from beneath the black and yellow drapery of her dress, and the Duke saw that it was perfect. And she put out her finger and touched his arm as she spoke. Her hand was very fair, and her fingers were bright with rich gems. (Chapter 57.)


The transitive verbs ‘shook… put out’ emphasize the dispassionate intelligence operating the charm. At moments like this one shares Lady Glencora's apprehensions, if not her hysterical cattiness, lest ‘a thin, black-browed, yellow-visaged woman with ringlets and devil's eyes and a beard on her upper lip, – a Jewess’ should become the most powerful woman, bar one, in England. But Madame Max is, finally, a benign outsider: one who will help fortify the English social establishment not destroy it. And, curiously, it is to the Jew's widow (in chapter 64) that Trollope gives his finest tribute to the ‘ancient mystery of rank’. It was, one imagines, an irony he relished.

‘Not exactly a great novelist’ was one cautious estimate at the time of Trollope's death. Phineas Finn is, in the same un-ironic sense, not exactly a great novel. It is, however, a very fine one and participates in a larger design whose achievement is acknowledged. But the Palliser connection aside, Phineas Finn has its individual excellences. The liveliness of mood and the consonant preoccupation with socio-political freedoms have been indicated, as have the characteristically subtle ambivalences of Trollope's moral inquisitions. There is more than this: he is nothing if not generous in what he offers the reader. Some parts of Phineas Finn will please more than others but hopefully future readers will agree with Trollope's verdict, in his usual hit-or-miss manner, that the work is to be judged a ‘success’.
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The Background to Phineas Finn

THE late 1860s was a period when politics and literature crossed each other's lines more than is usual in England. Phineas Finn joins Felix Holt, Culture and Anarchy, Shooting Niagara, Put Yourself in his Place and The English Constitution as works which reflect on the reform issue, the great question of the day. As Trollope wrote Phineas Finn it was a question which was near to being resolved: a calendar of events is, in this respect, illuminating.












	Trollope writing 
Phineas Finn
	mid May 1866—
	[image: image]
	—12 March 1866. Gladstone publishes his Reform Bill.



	18 June. Dunkellen's motion defeats the government.



	3 July. Conservatives accept office.



	mid June 1867—
	February 1867. Disraeli outlines his reform proposals.



	February-July. Disraeli sacrifices his ‘fancy franchises’.



	July 1867. Disraeli's Bill passes.



Since, as is well known, Trollope wrote a regular daily quota it is possible to chart certain currents in the novel against contemporary events. One notes in the early chapters, for example, numerous references to the vulnerability and brevity of Conservative administrations. Trollope in fact builds the first act of his political plot around the collapse of the Conservative Daubeny—Terrier ministry. The Disraeli—Derby government did not, however, collapse and as the novel gets into its stride scornful references to this Conservative weakness cease. They are replaced by a rather more stoical mood; in the crucial chapter ‘Mr Monk upon Reform’ which must have been written around February 1867 we find Monk, who in general speaks for Trollope, making the interesting comment: ‘I may truly say that I would as lief have a good measure from Lord De Terrier as from Mr Mildmay [the Liberal leader].’ This probably reflects Trollope's cautious optimism at the period. Disraeli's submissions, however, allowed much more radical reform than Trollope cared for. He regarded this surrender as the kind of treachery to which the Conservative party was peculiarly prone (his other favourite example of such treachery was the Repeal of the Corn Laws in 1846). The gathering pessimism and gloom of the novel towards the end when it seems all an honest politician can do is give up politics probably arise from Trollope's depression just before the triumph of Tory ‘Expediency’.

So much for the shifting mood of the novel. The actual political events it recounts are somewhat different. Trollope invents the fiction that the Liberals, not their opponents, passed the second Reform Bill (in May 1866 and up to Spring 1867 he may have expected them to come back and do so). But he has them pass it in a historical context which is recognizably contemporary. From the early pages the novel is casually sown with topical references to events of 1865–7. Fenianism, the Adullamite Cave, new Government buildings, Mill's feminist Bill, the expected trial of Jefferson Davis, the Hyde Park riots and, arching over all, the reform issue: the modern eye passes these largely unregistered but they would have set Phineas Finn firmly in the present and immediate past for the reader of 1868. There is no more misleading remark about the novel than Lord David Cecil's in his Early Victorian Novelists that ‘if we were wafted suddenly back to 1840, we should find… the world of Phineas Finn’. The close identification of the novel's action with a narrow historical period does, however, raise one obvious chronological problem: the hero's career starts in 1864 and finishes five years later in 1866. To explain this we must assume a double time-scale, one for Phineas, the other for his political world. It is no great difficulty.

Trollope's use of historical personalities in his fiction is more vexed than his use of current historical events. A. O. J. Cockshut in his Trollope: a Critical Study goes so far as to assert that the question of who are the originals of Trollope's political personages should not even be asked, and the reader would lose little by taking the advice. Controversy and far-fetched speculation have, however, made the issue unavoidable. Briefly: there is conclusive evidence that Daubeny is, on occasion at least, Disraeli and Gresham is almost as certainly, on occasion, Gladstone. It has been suggested that Palliser is based on Lord John Russell. Candidates for Mildmay are Palmerston and Russell again. None of these is prominent in Phineas Finn. Turnbull is, and if he was not meant to represent John Bright Trollope was much maligned, for Turnbull was almost universally taken to be a caricature of the great radical. For the rest: T. H. S. Escott asserts that Chiltern is Trollope's ‘snapshot’ at Lord Hartington, later Duke of Devonshire. That they both had red hair and a wild university career behind them supports this identification, nothing else. Hartington, for instance, served a useful parliamentary career; Chiltern never does anything more than play with his dumb-bells and be an M.F.H. Escott also alleges that Madame Max Goesler is a portrait of a famous society hostess whom he is too delicate to name. Finally Phineas himself: Sadleir confidently claims that ‘physically he was Joe Parkinson, an English journalist who married a millionaire's daughter and became a wealthy director of companies; intellectually and politically he was John Pope Hennessy, a young Irish politician of brilliant parts’. Pope Hennessy (1834–91) was Catholic and helped amend the Irish Poor Law in 1862, but he was a staunch Conservative which hardly fits. Assuming Phineas is anybody it seems to me more likely that Trollope had Samuel Chichester Fortescue in mind (see note 98).

All this is the stuff that footnotes are made of, and probably not very important footnotes. We cannot, as with Disraeli's novels, append a key. Trollope was too prudent and, unlike Disraeli, not an insider for whom veiled indiscretion would have an appeal. Clearly he drew ideas and traits from his contemporaries. But since he went to some pains to confuse identifications we should not, perhaps, take greater pains to invent them.




A Note on the Text

THE text of this edition is printed from that first published serially in Saint Paul's Magazine from October 1867 to May 1869, with illustrations by Millais. Asterisks are left to show where the monthly gaps came. Saint Paul's was primarily a political magazine though it regularly carried fiction and articles of general appeal. Trollope was its founder editor and Phineas Finn his main contribution to getting the journal off the ground.

Trollope was not a careful proof reader of his own work. In a justly famous series of articles some twenty-five years ago R. W. Chapman suggested speculative emendations to the then current texts of Trollope's novels. The revisions which, with John Sparrow, he put forward for Phineas Finn were proved to be substantially correct and, where so, have been gratefully adopted here. (A full list of Chapman and Sparrow's emendations for the novel, together with ensuing correspondence, can be found in the TLS, 1944, pp. 156, 192, 372.) A handful of other preferred readings from the manuscript have been silently included in this edition. One, perhaps, calls for some small comment: in the letter to her lodger in chapter 17 Mrs Bunce signs herself ‘Yours 'umbly and respectful’. Bradford Booth in his Trollope: Aspects of his Life and Work rightly points out that this is ludicrous since semi-literates do not annotate their own mis-spellings. The manuscript shows that Trollope wrote ‘Yours umbly and respectful’ so it would seem that the printer, rather than the novelist, deserves Booth's censure.


A facsimile of the title-page from the
first volume of the first edition
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