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DOCTOR THORNE

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

Trollope enjoyed considerable acclaim as a novelist during his lifetime, 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), Framley 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 features 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 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).

Trollope has been acclaimed as a supreme portraitist of the professional and landed classes of mid-Victorian England. His early novels depict, with irony and wit, the comfortable world of the English gentry, contrasting the apparent stability of rural life with the harsh, disturbing rhythms of London. In his later work Trollope’s rural order has given way to the values of industrial society, and his tone is generally gloomier and more pessimistic.

RUTH RENDELL, novelist and crime writer, has written more than forty books both in her own name and under her pseudonym, barbara Vine. Apart from fiction, she is the author of Ruth Rendell’s Suffolk and has edited and introduced a selection of the short stories of the Victorian ghost-story writer and antiquarian M. R. James under the tide A Warning to the Curious. She regularly reviews books for the Daily Telegraph. Ruth Rendell holds an Honorary Doctorate from the University of Essex. She is a Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature.
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Introduction

WHILE writing Doctor Thorne Trollope was sent abroad. His destination was Egypt, where as a Post Office surveyor he was to make a treaty with the Pasha for the transport of the mails through that country by railway. The sea voyage from Marseilles to Alexandria was rough. More than once nausea overcame him and he had to leave his paper on the cabin table and rush to his stateroom. ‘It was February,’ he wrote in An Autobiography, ‘and the weather was miserable; but still I did my work.’

He was in the habit of writing in trains. If it had been possible, he would no doubt have written while riding his horse. He was hardly ever without a pen in his hand, though he put his work as a civil servant first. The man who was responsible for putting pillarboxes on our streets, he had first been in Ireland but in 1851 was sent home on a special job concerned with the rural delivery of letters. On horseback he rode about the West of England and Wales and ‘had an opportunity of seeing a considerable portion of Great Britain, with a minuteness which few have enjoyed’. Novelist that he already was, he was to use the knowledge of human nature and the rural scene thus gained in his fiction and to discover his potential.

By this time he had published three books, none of which had brought him success or any money. But in the course of this new job, while visiting Salisbury and walking about near the cathedral, he was struck by an idea for a story of clerical life. ‘From whence,’ he wrote, ‘came that series of novels of which Barchester, with its bishops, deans and archdeacons, was the central site.’ The public liked The Warden and it liked Barchester Towers, and for years to come these two novels brought him a small annual income. But before returning to Barchester it was of his own experiences as a junior clerk that he wrote in a piece of semi-autobiographical fiction called The Three Clerks. This completed, he was on holiday in Florence with his brother when for some reason not disclosed he asked him to suggest a plot. It was the only occasion on which he had recourse to another’s imagination for the thread of a story. The plot that Thomas Trollope offered him was that of Doctor Thorne.

Trollope himself had little to say about this novel, though more than twenty years later he noted that he believed it to be the most popular book that he had ever written. He finished it in Egypt and began work on The Bertrams on the following day. Of the two books, ‘I myself think that they are of about equal merit,’ he said, ‘but that neither of them is good… The plot of Doctor Thorne is good, and I am led therefore to suppose that a good plot – which, to my own feeling, is the most insignificant part of a tale – is mat which will most raise it or most condemn it in the public judgement… That of The Bertrams was more than ordinarily bad; and as the book was relieved by no special character, it failed. Its failure never surprised me; – but I have been surprised by the success of Doctor Thorne.’

Authors are often poor judges of their own work. Trollope considered the often tedious Phineas Finn and the very nearly unreadable Nina Balatka better novels than The Eustace Diamonds and The Small House at Allington. The kindest adjective applicable to The Bertrams is ‘unmemorable’, while its immediate predecessor was quickly judged by the public for the fine drama of wealth and wedlock it is, yet he saw no difference in merit between them.

Michael Sadlei, classifying Trollope’s novels and stories, gave Doctor Thorne three stars, an order of merit awarded to only four more out of all the fifty-one pieces of fiction. Of these he wrote, ‘There is not a loose end, not a patch of drowsiness, not a moment of false proportion.’1* It is hard to understand why it was disliked by its author. Perhaps the reason lay in the fact that the plot was not his own, or perhaps it was not suffidendy experimental for him. Trollope, not always felicitously, enjoyed writing of new or exotic places, introducing the occasional villainous foreigner, and believed, quite erroneously, that inserting a facetious sub-plot enhanced his fiction.

Happily for us today, there is none of that in Doctor Thorne. It is remarkable, if not unique, among his fiction for the absence in its chapters of convolutions and long-winded digressions. Here are no comic servants, no bibulous commercial travellers, as we find in the political fiction, no taproom wits or well-heeled jolly widows, only a modicum of rustic electioneering and not a single hunt. It is tempting to wonder if these may be among the reasons for what, to its author, was its unaccountable popularity.

There are few clergymen either, for, though in Barsetshire, for the first time in the series we are far from the cathedral city of Barchester. The novel, therefore, stands alone and can be read without a prior knowledge of its two predecessors. Doctor Thorne is complete in itself, Victorian in period if not always in spirit, set almost in the centre of the century, in an unspoiled pastoral countryside and, for the most part, among a landowning upper class.

It has been said that few writers have more than two or three characters inside them and that all the personages they create must be variations on one or other of these. If this is so, Trollope had rather more than his share and drew on a source supply of nearer ten. Because Doctor Thorne was written quite early in his career as a novelist he was here able to introduce new and fresh prototypes. Character was all-important to him; it was by far the most important constituent of his fiction, of greater significance than construction, theme, plot, the inner life or any possible exposition of the human condition. ‘If he was in any degree a man of genius (and I hold that he was),’ wrote Henry James soon after Trollopc’s death, ‘it was in virtue of this happy, instinctive perception of human varieties. His knowledge of the stuff we are made of, his observation of the common behaviour of men and women, was not reasoned or acquired, or even particularly studied. All human beings deeply interested him, human life, to his mind, was a perpetual story.’2 If anything rivalled it, an earnest desire to disseminate moral values would be that rival.

‘A novel should give a picture of common life,’ Trollope himself wrote, ‘enlivened by humour and sweetened by pathos. To make that picture worthy of attention the canvas should be crowded with real portraits, not of individuals known to the world or the author, but of created personages impregnated with traits of character which are known. To my thinking, the plot is but the vehicle for all this; and when you have the vehicle without the passengers, a story of mystery in which the agents never spring to life, you have but a wooden show.’

Thomas Trollope’s plot was a simple one. A rich man makes a will, leaving everything he possesses, if his dissolute son dies before the age of twenty-five, to his sister’s eldest child. Neither the sex nor the name of this child is specified. One person only knows it: the guardian and most affectionate uncle of the legatee, who, sworn to secrecy, watches her made an outcast by the society in which she lives. Illegitimate and apparently poor, she must be prevented at all costs from marrying the heir to ‘the first commoner in Barsetshire’. All his family is ranged against her, until, that is, her good fortune is known.

Suspense was not a quality which Trollope valued. In The Eustace Diamonds he wrote that ‘the chronicler’ scorns to ‘keep from his reader any secret that is known to himself’, and at the end of the fifteenth chapter of Barchester Towers, ‘Our doctrine is, that the author and reader shall move along in full confidence with each other. Let the personages of the drama undergo ever so complete a comedy of errors among themselves, but let the spectator never mistake the Syracusan for the Ephesian; otherwise he is one of the dupes, and the part of a dupe is never dignified.’

He said of the art of Wilkie Collins that his was ‘a branch which I have not myself at all cultivated’ and thus gives everything away in his early chapters, so that the reader knows from the first the parentage of Mary Thorne. There is never any mystery about the seduction of her mother by the dissolute brother of the doctor. It is a tribute to Trollope’s powers as a storyteller that this matters not at all. We know from the start that there is a very good chance of a happy ending, and this radier enhances our enjoyment of the novel, providing a curious smug satisfaction in observing the upright conduct of some characters and the short-sighted folly of others, a pervading I-told-you-so sensation that increases with the continual fulfilment of prophecy. To create this kind of atmosphere was Trollope’s special forte, and it is never seen at greater advantage than in the Barsetshire novels.

As an alternative tide, he tells us in the first chapter, we may if we so desire have The life and Loves of Francis Newbold Gresham – that is, if a middle-aged medical man is not acceptable as hero. That Thomas Thorne – named perhaps for his progenitor, Anthony’s brother Thomas? – is far from unacceptable soon emerges; his combination of an advanced liberalism with a secret snobbery is interesting in itself, and he has ‘within him an inner, stubborn, self-admiring pride… a special pride in keeping his pride silently to himself’. Though not himself a parent, he has that quality seen in the best of Trollope’s fathers, a peculiar womanly sweetness and tenderness towards their girl children. But he is a strong man. He stands up to everyone. He is just and high-principled. In our day the general practitioner, which is more or less what Dr Thorne was, is one of the most respected members of the community. It was not always so. Were it not for the Thorne of Ullathorne blood, it is doubtful if the doctor would even have dined at Greshamsbury. As it is, he is there on a kind of sufferance, but nevertheless he champions his niece with passion when Frank’s mother pronounces a sentence of exile on her.

‘Do you think that I will break bread in a house from whence she has been ignominiously banished? Do you think that I can sit down in friendship with those who have spoken of her as you have now spoken? You have many daughters; what would you say if I accused one of them as you have accused her?’

‘Accused, doctor! No, I don’t accuse her. But prudence, you know, does sometimes require us –’

‘Very well; prudence requires you to look after those who belong to you; and prudence also requires me to look after my one lamb. Good morning, Lady Arabella.’

The doctor is brave. He is chivalrous and gallant, generous and shrewd. He would fulfil nearly all the requirements of a hero were Frank Gresham less handsome, less charming and less obviously heroic than he is. But Frank is probably the most attractive young male protagonist Trollope ever created.

If the preceding Barsetshire novels have heroes at all, they must be the priggish John Bold of The Warden, marked for an early death, and the maidenly don of Bereitester Towers, Francis Arabin, whom Bold’s widow will marry. So many of those who may be more accurately called the young male leads in the novels that follow either share what Trollope himself called a ‘hobbledehoy-ness’, perhaps best exemplified in Johnny Eames of The Small House at Allington and The Last Chronicle of Barset, or have an even less attractive predilection to vacillation in matters of love. Major Grantly in The Last Chronicle, though with a plain duty to rescue Grace Crawley and marry her out of hand, is ridiculously dependent on his father’s whim for an income. Frank Greystock of The Eustace Diamonds abandons Lucy Morris to her fate as a governess and is flagrantly unfaithful to her with his cousin Lizzie. Even Trollope himself said of the hero of Framley Parsonage, ‘I know it will be said of Lord Lufton… that, putting aside his peerage and broad acres and handsome, sonsy face, he was not worth a girl’s care and love.’

But when he created Frank Gresham he was relatively new to the business of hero-making. He did not And it necessary to ascribe to this young man as a chief fault that ‘he was so young’, as he later did to Peregrine Orme in Orley Farm, or bestow on him as among ‘frolics of which he had been guilty’ the liberating of a bag full of rats into the college hall at dinner time. For this and other like offences young Orme was sent down from his university, but Frank desperately wants to return to Cambridge in October, and this in opposition to the wishes of his mother and aunt who would have him stay at home and sell himself to an heiress.

From the first Frank is not interested in money and not much interested in ‘blood’. What has happened to him is what happens to many young men and must have been even more common in Victorian lives; he falls in love with the first young woman he has ever really known well, his sister’s best friend. In Frank’s case, though, this is very like a biological imprinting, not an easy-come, easy-go first love but a strong, permanent and surely lifelong attachment. In his devotion to Mary Thorne, the doctor’s niece, he never really wavers. True to her and to himself, he gives no more than lip service to his ‘lady-aunt’ when set upon to court the ointment ‘ heiress Miss Dunstable. In a series of curious scenes, interesting because they are so un-Victorian, he and Martha Dunstable play a game he knows is false and she, because of her beleaguered situation as a prey to fortune-hunters, only briefly suspects may be sincere.

Frank found the task before him by no means an easy one. He had to make Miss Dunstable understand that he had never had the slightest idea of marrying her, and that he had made love* to her merely with the object of keeping his hand in for the work as it were; with that object, and the other equally laudable one of interfering with his cousin George…

‘Miss Dunstable, I never for a moment thought of doing what you accuse me of; on my honour, I never did. I have been very foolish – very wrong – idiotic, I believe; but I have never intended that.’

‘Then, Mr Gresham, what did you intend?’

This was rather a difficult question to answer; and Frank was not very quick in attempting it. ‘I know you will not forgive me,’ he said at last; ‘and, indeed, I do not see how you can. I don’t know how it came about; but this is certain, Miss Dunstable; I have never for a moment thought about your fortune; that is, thought about it in the way of coveting it.’

‘You never thought of making me your wife, then?’

‘Never,’ said Frank, looking boldly into her face.

‘You never intended really to propose to go with me to the altar, and then make yourself rich by one great perjury?’

‘Never for a moment,’ said he.

Still less has he thought about any fortune that may be coming the way of Mary Thorne. Her poverty dismays his bankrupt father and infuriates his greedy pathetic mother, but he is undeterred by it. His father must not trouble himself about the Greshamsbury estate for his sake. ‘I do not care for it. I can be just as happy without it. Let the girls have what is left, and I will make my own way in the world somehow. I will go to Australia; yes, sir, that will be best. I and Mary will both go…’

Falling in love was to Trollope what A. O. J. Cockshut calls ‘a virtuous art’ and adds that it ‘becomes more virtuous still if it outlasts rejection and loss of hope’.3 All his most attractive heroines have this art. For the best of them there can be no changes of heart, no second thoughts, and Mary Thorne is one of the very best. If one’s belief in her is ever shaken, it is only by wonder that the ‘little chit of a girl’ who comes home from school to be the mistress of Dr Thorne’s establishment at the age of twelve can grow so apparently effortlessly into the beautiful, gracious and astonishingly self-possessed young woman who loves Frank and is loved by him.

Much of Mary’s charm lies in her ability to endear herself to us in spite of her unshakeable poise. Very self-possessed people are often repellent; they provoke shyness in others and a sense of inferiority. But it must be Mary’s modesty – a quality highly valued by Trollope in women – her ready wit and her affection for her uncle, touching to behold, that, far from keeping us in awe of her, make us feel as easy and companionable a liking for her as we have for the doctor himself. Mary and her uncle love each other, but it is an equal and entirely reciprocal love unusual in Victorian fiction. Certainly Mary is respectful. She is respectful to all her elders, even to Lady Arabella who has treated her cruelly. Asking Lady Scatcherd to call her by her first name, she kneels at the old woman’s feet and takes her hand. But with the doctor she is an equal. Their relationship is nearer that of a close brother and sister than an avuncular one. It is as if Trollope has taken a leap forward into the next century, fifty years and more.

‘We are in the same boat,’ [says Mary] ‘and you shan’t turn me overboard.’

‘But if I were to the, what would you do then?’

‘And if I were to the, what would you do? People must be bound together. They must depend on each other. Of course, misfortunes may come; but it is cowardly to be afraid of them beforehand. You and I are bound together, uncle; and though you say these things to tease me, I know you do not wish to get rid of me.’

Perhaps she owes her self-confidence and good manners to the education she has received in the Gresham schoolroom – and her pride. It is unlikely that her modesty and generosity of spirit derive from the same source. Beatrice Gresham, it is true, the second daughter and Mary’s best friend, is a warm-hearted, affectionate girl, but Augusta, the eldest, has all the hauteur and slavish devotion of her cousins, the de Courcys, to rank and blood. Indeed, Lady Amelia de Courcy is her mentor as well as her cousin, a treacherous adviser who finally grabs for herself the suitor she has bidden Augusta reject on grounds of disparity of class. Lady Amelia, Trollope tells us, would have rejected heaven itself unless she could have had prior assurance of a seat in the Upper House. All the de Courcy women, with Lady Arabella Gresham and Augusta, are in alliance against Mary Thorne. She is (apparently) poor. No one knows where she comes from, and therefore they believe the worst. They are the sort of people who generally do believe the worst and do not balk at expressing it aloud. Trollope brought this aristocratic family back again in The Small House at Allington and The Last Chronicle. Like many authors, he was captivated by his own minor portraits and unable to resist re-encountering them, their conversation and their manners.

‘A great deal of Mr Trollope’s popularity is perhaps attributable to the care he has generally taken to fill his stories with nice people,’ wrote one reviewer in 1865. The de Courcys are not nice. Some of the utterances of the Countess probably shock us today more than they shocked contemporary readers. ‘Is it not a waste of time?’ she says briskly of Frank’s proposal to complete his education at Cambridge, and, of his matrimonial prospects, ‘Frank must marry money. I hope he will understand this early… When a man thoroughly understands this, when he knows what his circumstances require, why, the matter becomes easy to him.’ To be fair to the Countess, she has had a terrible time of it at home. She ‘thought over in her mind injuries of a much graver description than her sister-in-law had ever suffered’. Later on, in The Small House at Allington, her eldest son describes the likelihood of her husband’s murdering her.

It is another son who, when his cousin Frank says of his own parent, ‘His father, you know, died when he was very young,’ replies, ‘Yes; I know he had a stroke of luck that doesn’t fall to everyone…’, thus incurring Frank’s disgust. By contrast Squire Gresham is one of the nice people of the novel, a man who married in youthful haste and repented during a long, increasingly penurious leisure. Having the hounds at Greshamsbury – ‘those nasty dogs!’ – has impoverished him, along with political aspirations and keeping up the Gresham town house in Portman Square. His weaknesses, his enfeeblement under the cold winds that have blown upon him from the Courcy Castle quarter, are for Trollope a contrast to Dr Thorne’s strength, the iron will and stubborn pride that have so influenced and affected Mary, forming her own character. The great difference between a balanced, generous and imaginative nature and de Courcy' shallowness is never more admirably shown than in the relative attitudes towards Mary Thorne of Squire Gresham and his daughter Beatrice on the one hand and those of Lady Arabella and her relatives on the other. The Squire and Beatrice are equally fixed in their belief that Frank cannot marry a poor woman, but, while holding these views as to the impossibility of the proposed marriage, they never waver in their love and admiration of Mary. But those lesser minds, corrupted by a vapid idolization of blood and by greed for other people’s money, from another de Courcy daughter’s early encomium, ‘… what little I have seen of her I highly approve’, rapidly come to loathe her for no greater fault than that of falling in love with the heir. An earlier toleration is subsumed in a hatred born of fear that youth, beauty and character may invade their ranks without comprehending the inflated price of an entrance ticket.

Martha Dunstable makes her first appearance in Doctor Thorne. She will reappear again and again. For his models Trollope looked to the new prosperous manufacturing class, the captains of industry whose sons and daughters were getting themselves an education and assuming the manners and graces of the gentry, with funds to back up their pretensions. Miss Dunstable is the heiress to a pharmaceutical king, the now deceased purveyor of a panacea called the Ointment of Lebanon. We are told that he has left his huge fortune of two hundred thousand pounds – millions today – to his daughter.

Another such parvenu is Mr Moffat, the tailor’s son who crudely breaks his engagement to Augusta Gresham, thus giving Frank the opportunity to horsewhip him as he leaves his club. It is a thorough trouncing that Frank gives the man who has jilted his sister in a far more successful attack than that made by Johnny Eames on Adolphus Crosbie in a similar situation. Mr Moffat is a self-seeking, callous opportunist, and if we feel scant sympathy for Augusta, this is Only because she has cared for him no more than he cared for her. We suffer with her eventually, but not until we see her duped by her deceitful cousin. Miss Dunstable is a very different example of the second-generation nouveaux riches. If presumptuous in the reader, it is none the less natural to see her as one of those characters whom Trollope (the least constructive and calculating of writers) invented primarily as a distraction for Frank and a foil to Mary Thorne but who got out of hand and assumed a status among the principals, just as Mrs Proudie did.

Perhaps, then, it is no accident that these two women later become friends (or are described as friends by Miss Dunstable with her tongue in her cheek). In a later chronicle she is mentioned as referring to the Bishop’s wife ‘with almost unmeasured ridicule’, for Miss Dunstable’s humour is of the wry kind, ironic, not a little bitter. In her Trollope shows us the ugly and painful aspect of being a very rich young woman before the Married Women’s Property Acts. By the standards of the time Miss Dunstable was not even very young: she was thirty, and fussy young Frank, ‘no very great judge in such matters’, puts her down as forty. Trollope never tells us she is plain, but her high colour, large mouth and broad nose make a less than attractive picture. One of her instructors in fashion has told her that the crisp black curls she combs close around her face are ‘not the thing’, but she replies drily and with coarse but endearing wit, ‘They’ll always pass muster when they are done up with bank-notes.’

From the first we are aware that Miss Dunstable is very unlikely to marry anyone in Doctor Thorne. She is too clever to be caught by Honourable Georges or entrapped by their mothers. In fact, she will find a husband in the next Barsetshire novel. Trollope himself, scorning a mystery, would probably have revealed her future destiny at, say, Mary’s wedding, had he then thought of it. The reader is driven to conclude that he paired these two off because he needed a mate for each and could find no other incorruptible husband for Miss Dunstable nor a sufficiently clever, generous and jolly wife for his middle-aged hero. For it is Dr Thorne himself that she marries in Framley Parsonage.

Another family has climbed from rags to riches, and Sir Louis, the Scatcherds’ son, is the third in that trio of heirs to the self-made. Brash and vulgar, incapable of opening his mouth without uttering solecisms, he is a brilliantly convincing creation. As each appearance of his is heralded, the reader reacts with exactly that embarrassed recoil experienced in life when we are about to encounter someone known for his gross behaviour and tactless speech. It is as if the diminudve, drink-sodden Sir Louis were an actual acquaintance and our identification with the doctor or Mary or the donnish, delicate-minded Mr Oriel absolute:

‘A very nice girl, Miss Beatrice; very nice.’

Now Mr Oriel was a modest man, and when thus addressed as to his future wife, found it difficult to make any reply.

‘You parsons always have your own luck,’ said Sir Louis. ‘You get all the beauty, and generally all the money, too. Not much of the latter in this case, though – eh?’

Writing in the happiest period of his career, Trollope was a long way from the darker time of the late sixties and seventies that saw the novels in which even he could be cynical and pessimistic. But since he attempted always to paint a true picture of life as it was, since he was a serious novelist, he could not leave out those facts and events which were the ugly underside of his age. Hateful as Sir Louis is, we are not allowed to forget the example he has had before him during his youth and adolescence; nor does Trollope gloss over the young man’s unfortunate infancy. One is driven to wonder what the psychiatrists of later ages would have had to say about the prospects of a child deprived of his own mother’s milk so that she, in desperate want, could serve as wet-nurse to the Greshamsbury heir.

It is no surprise that Sir Louis grows up with a chip on his shoulder, a determination to be taken for as good a gentleman as any of them, with as good a right to a ladylike wife, and a predilection for steering the conversation along the lines of his own abundant wealth and the impecuniosity of others. Sir Roger, his father, has ruined his health with brandy, but the son’s tipple, curiously – or perhaps not curiously – for the times, seems to be liqueurs. Though destined to the young and unmarried and to make way for Mary’s inheritance, Sir Louis has his own heirs in his creator’s subsequent fiction. Lucius Mason of Orley Farm has much in common with him, and Felix Carbury of The Way We Live Now is another parallel, corrupt, self-indulgent, indifferent to the anxiety of an affectionate mother, incurably idle. But of all of them only Louis Scatcherd is pathetic; only he succeeds in winning the reader’s sympathy by the waif-like quality he retains until the very end, so that in the midst of his brutish degradation it is ultimately the neglected baby, driven from his mother’s breast, that we see. ‘I do wish to do what’s right – I do, indeed,’ he tells the doctor. ‘Only, you see, I’m so lonely. As to those fellows up in London, I don’t think that one of them cares a straw about me.’

If The Warden and Barchester Towers, in their different ways, have promotion and disappointed hopes as their theme, the third novel in the sequence is about marriage and money. The cast of characters is not large, but among them are three married couples and three who are engaged. Trollope, himself a happily married man, looked on marriage as a state to which all right-thinking people should aspire, but at the same time he seems to have seen it as more a duty than a pleasurable or even idyllic style of life. He calls marriage the ‘bread and cheese’ of love. It is almost as if he saw it as a job of work, to be entered into as a career.’ Trollope habitually treats the period of engagement as happier than that which follows it and one that the girl at least would wish to be indefinitely prolonged. ‘Yes, very pleasant; very happy,’ says Beatrice Gresham to Mary. ‘But, Mary, I am not at all in such a hurry as he is.’ Men feel sexual desire; women apparently do not; and marriage has the curious property of transmuting the male nature into something transcendently spiritual.

Of the three engagements here described that of Caleb Oriel and Beatrice best conforms to the Trollopian ideal. Frank and Mary, after all, though privately regarding themselves as bound to each other, scarcely have their engagement sanctioned by society before finding themselves married. As to Augusta’s projected alliance with Mr Moffat, her brother – with his robust ideas of demonstrative love – is disappointed by the insipid manner of the lovers’ greeting. He expects them to rush into each other’s arms. But Beatrice and Caleb are a characteristic Trollopian ‘good’ couple. They do everything with quiet simplicity, for ‘Mr Oriel became engaged demurely, nay, almost silently.’ The lovers’ meetings have hitherto been no more than ‘saying a few words to Beatrice’ during what sound like parochial visits to Greshamsbury. Though unstated, it is implicit that passion is lacking – and their relationship is all the better for that. We understand that Beatrice’s future life will not be typical of a poor parson’s household, for Mr Oriel has unspecified private means, but we are left with little doubt that it will be quiet, self-denying and dutiful – in other words, what in Trollope’s eyes constitutes ideal marriage.

His older couples have not attained it. Fate and chance play little part in Trollope’s fiction. People design their own futures, laying the foundations early in life by self-indulgence, excesses of all kinds, by impetuosity and violent acts or, conversely, by prudence, moderation and selflessness. The Oriel marriage is an example of how it should be done. Trollope believed it his duty to teach morality, particularly to his young women readers, and doubdess he introduced the Beatrice—Oriel scenes with this aim partly in mind. Today we see them rather as lessons held up too late to the Earl and Countess, the ill-assorted Greshams and Sir Roger and Lady Scatcherd, whose marriage has become, tiirough drink and brutality, a relationship of master and slave.

Reading Trollope constantly reminds us, perhaps more than the work of any mid-nineteenth-century novelist, of the then indissolubility of matrimony. A hundred years later it is unlikely that any of these marriages would have lasted more than a few years, the Greshams’ perhaps no longer than the months it would have taken Frank senior to tire of the dubious beauty and undisputed snob-bism of Lady Arabella. Only poor Lady Scatcherd retains love for a spouse, and indeed keeps it to the very bitter end. Her devotion is a precursor of the more refined and elevated devotion Mrs Crawley shows to her persecuted husband three books later. ‘“Oh, my man – my own, own man!” exclaimed the widow, remembering in the paroxysm of her grief nothing but the loves of their early days; “the best, the brightest, the cleverest of them all!”’ Wealth misused and misunderstood has helped put a distance between them, for Lady Scatcherd, in her husband’s words, ‘would have been better for a poor man than a rich one’ and is bewildered by the virtually unlimited money that has come her way.

It is hard to find a Trollope novel in which money, the seeking it, the keeping it, the lack of it, or some other involvement with it, does not play a significant part. In Doctor Thorne it is integral to the plot. This is Victorian rural England. The father has dissipated his wealth and mortgaged his estate; the son must redeem it. Love is recognized as a long way down the scale of motives for marriage, the acquisition of money as unashamedly high up that scale. In our society we shy away somewhat from frank and open talk about money, but Trollope’s true-to-life contemporaneous characters had no such inhibitions. Everyone, the young woman herself included, takes it for granted that no suitor will approach Miss Dunstable for any reason other than her fortune. There is a blatant disregard of whatever personality, wit, looks, charm and accomplishments she may possess. As to compatibility of temperament with a putative husband, Trollope in all his fiction scarcely approaches this criterion of matrimonial choice. We are never told what interests, if any, Mary and Frank have in common, or what tastes, apart from that for tranquillity, Beatrice and Caleb share.

It is physical appearance that attracts his young men and women to each other – that and comparable age. Class is important too, but to be readily dismissed if the money is there. Mr Moffat’s father was a tailor but this does not prevent Squire Gresham from giving his consent to the match, and we suspect that Louis Scatcherd’s father’s having been a stonemason militates against his eligibility far less than his vulgar manners and dissolute life. In both cases the money is there. Money is to make all things smooth in Doctor Thorne. But it would be a mistake to see Trollope as in any way approving this Mammon worship or rushing merrily towards an unmitigated happy ending, so facilely ensured.

From another point of view, as A. O. J. Cockshut points out, the ending is a gloomy one.4 The de Courcys and Lady Arabella have their philosophy of life vindicated by Frank’s marriage, for Mary is base-born and Mary is rich. They always said that Frank must marry money and he has done so, proving them right and their hateful, mercenary and callous attitude viable. We are tempted to ask why Trollope did not allow Sir Roger’s will to be declared invalid, the estate to be lost and Frank and Mary to live the much vaunted quiet life as Barsetshire (or Australian) farmers.

The answer, does not lie only in his personal wish to make his novel a comedy, fulfil his brother’s plot outline and please his public. He was a deep-thinking, self-questioning man, and if the darker outlook he was to develop was still in the future, shadows of it cast themselves on the years before. There is no doubt of his profound inner condemnation of such as the de Courcys and, along with it, his inescapable observation that their mores did prevail in the society he saw around him. Their ways were the ways of the world, and it was realism and approximation to contemporary life that he sought.

His exhaustive analysis of the brutish effects an excess of wealth can have on men and women was yet to come. The Way We Live Now was not to be written for another seventeen years. But Lady Arabella’s fawning adulation of Mary once she has been assured that Sir Roger’s fortune is to be hers (’My daughter! my child! my Frank’s own bride!’), an odious and chilling display, rivals any scene in that novel, the masterpiece of his later years.

Just as a recollection of George Eliot brings to mind that deep, prc-Frcudian intense examination of human motive, and thinking of Thomas Hardy recalls glorious evocations of a lost rural beauty, so with Trollope it is ‘scenes’ we remember; such set-pieces as Mrs Proudie’s first encounter with the Archdeacon, the breaking of the news to Lily Dale that her lover has jilted her, Johnny Eamcs, the Earl and the bull, and, in Doctor Thorne, Frank with his aunt, Augusta with Lady Amelia and the magnificent Scatcherd deathbed. Though he knew it so well, Trollope had no interest in descriptions of the countryside, unless it was to be bought, sold or hunted over. He scarcely ever describes what his people wear or has much to say about the interiors of their homes. Like some other writers of prose fiction, he was unsuccessful when he tried to write for the stage. Yet his ear for dialogue was so fine that we know, by some kind of natural perception, that this is precisely the way our Victorian forebears spoke, not a word too many or too few, not a wrong emphasis or grating phrase.

No great gift of visual imagination is needed to ‘see’ his people as they encounter each other in their drawing rooms and stable-yards, country lanes or cathedral closes. Trollope brings them before us, less by description than through their own intensely individual utterance. Across a hundred and thirty years they live for us still, vibrant with life, charged with their creator’s own formidable energy. This is one of the reasons why he is not only read so constantly and is so many readers’ favourite author but is re-read, along with Jane Austen and Dickens, perhaps more than any other. He was almost the only Victorian to bring to modern readers people with whom they can effortlessly identify today.

NOTES

1 From Trollope: A Commentary by Michael Sadleir, 1927.

2 From Partial Portraits by Henry James, first published in the New York Century Magazine, 1883.

3 From Anthony Trollope by A. O.J. Cockshut, 1955.

4 Ibid.
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The Greshams of Ghreshamsbury

BEFORE the reader is introduced to the modest country medical practitioner who is to be the chief personage of the following tale, it will be well that he should be made acquainted with some particulars as to the locality in which, and the neighbours among whom, our doctor followed his profession.

There is a county in the west of England not so full of life, indeed, nor so widely spoken of as some of its manufacturing leviathan brethren in the north, but which is, nevertheless, very dear to those who know it well. Its green pastures, its waving wheat, its deep and shady and – let us add – dirty lanes, its paths and stiles, its tawny-coloured, well-built rural churches, its avenues of beeches, and frequent Tudor mansions, its constant county hunt, its social graces, and the general air of clanship which pervades it, has made it to its own inhabitants a favoured land of Goshen.1 It is purely agricultural; agricultural in its produce, agricultural in its poor, and agricultural in its pleasures. There are towns in it, of course; depots from whence are brought seeds and groceries, ribbons and fire-shovels; in which markets are held and county balls are carried on; which return members to Parliament, generally – in spite of reform bills, past, present, and coming – in accordance with the dictates of some neighbouring land magnate: from whence emanate the country postmen, and where is located the supply of post-horses necessary for county visitings. But these towns add nothing to the importance of the county; they consist, with the exception of the assize town, of dull, all but death-like single streets. Each possesses two pumps, three hotels, ten shops, fifteen beer-houses, a beadle, and a market-place.

Indeed, the town population of the county reckons for nothing when the importance of the county is discussed, with the exception, as before said, of the assize town, which is also a cathedral city. Herein is a clerical aristocracy, which is certainly not without its due weight. A resident bishop, a resident dean, an archdeacon, three or four resident prebendaries, and all their numerous chaplains, vicars, and ecclesiastical satellites, do make up a society sufficiently powerful to be counted as something by the county squirearchy. In other respects the greatness of Barsetshire depends wholly on the landed powers.

Barsetshire, however, is not now so essentially one whole as it was before the Reform Bill divided it. There is in these days an East Barsetshire, and there is a West Barsetshire; and people conversant with Barsetshire doings declare that they can already decipher some difference of feeling, some division of interests. The eastern moiety of the county is more purely Conservative than the western; there is, or was, a taint of Peelism2 in the latter; and then too, the residence of two such great Whig magnates as the Duke of Omnium and the Earl de Courcy in that locality in some degree overshadows and renders less influential the gentlemen who live near them.

It is to East Barsetshire that we are called. When the division above spoken of was first contemplated, in those stormy days in which gallant men were still combating reform ministers, if not with hope, still with spirit, the battle was fought by none more bravely than by John Newbold Gresham of Greshamsbury, the member for Barsetshire. Fate, however, and the Duke of Wellington were adverse, and in the following Parliament John Newbold Gresham was only member for East Barsetshire.

Whether or not it was true, as stated at the time, that the aspect of the men with whom he was called on to associate at St Stephen’s3 broke his heart, it is not for us now to inquire. It is certainly true that he did not live to see the first year of the reformed Parliament brought to a close. The then Mr Gresham was not an old man at the time of his death, and his eldest son, Francis Newbold Gresham, was a very young man; but, notwithstanding his youth, and notwithstanding other grounds of objection which stood in the way of such preferment, and which must be explained, he was chosen in his father’s place. The father’s services had been too recent, too well appreciated, too thoroughly in unison with the feelings of those around him to allow of any other choice; and in this way young Frank Gresham found himself member for East Barsetshire, although the very men who elected him knew that they had but slender ground for trusting him with their suffrages.

Frank Gresham, though then only twenty-four years of age, was a married man, and a father. He had already chosen a wife, and by his choice had given much ground of distrust to the men of East Barsetshire. He had married no other than Lady Arabella de Courcy, the sister of the great Whig earl who lived at Courcy Castle in the west: that earl who not only voted for the Reform Bill,4 but had been infamously active in bringing over other young peers so to vote, and whose name therefore stank in the nostrils of the staunch Tory squires of the county.

Not only had Frank Gresham so wedded, but having thus improperly and unpatriotically chosen a wife, he had added to his sin by becoming recklessly intimate with his wife’s relations. It is true that he still called himself a Tory, belonged to the club of which his father had been one of the most honoured members, and in the days of the great battle got his head broken in a row, on the right side; but, nevertheless, it was felt by the good men, true and blue, of East Barsetshire, that a constant sojourner at Courcy Castle could not be regarded as a consistent Tory. When, however, his father died, that broken head served him in good stead: his sufferings in the cause were made the most of; these, in unison with his father’s merits, turned the scale, and it was accordingly decided, at a meeting held at the George and Dragon at Barchester, that Frank Gresham should fill his father’s shoes.

But Frank Gresham could not fill his father’s shoes; they were too big for him. He did become member for East Barsetshire; but he was such a member – so lukewarm, so indifferent, so prone to associate with the enemies of the good cause, so little willing to fight the good fight, that he soon disgusted those who most dearly loved the memory of the old squire.

De Courcy Castle in those days had great allurements for a young man, and all those allurements were made the most of to win over young Gresham. His wife, who was a year or two older than himself, was a fashionable woman, with thorough Whig tastes and aspirations, such as became the daughter of a great Whig earl; she cared for politics, or thought that she cared for them, more than her husband did: for a month or two previous to her engagement she had been attached to the Court, and had been made to believe that much of the policy of England’s rulers depended on the political intrigues of England’s women. She was one who would fain be doing something if she only knew how, and the first important attempt she made was to turn her respectable young Tory husband into a second-rate Whig bantling. As this lady’s character will, it is hoped, show itself in the following pages, we need not now describe it more closely.

It is not a bad thing to be son-in-law to a potent earl, member of Parliament for a county, and possessor of a fine old English seat, and a fine old English fortune. As a very young man, Frank Gresham found the life to which he was thus introduced agreeable enough. He consoled himself as best he might for the blue looks with which he was greeted by his own party, and took his revenge by consorting more thoroughly than ever with his political adversaries. Foolishly, like a foolish moth, he flew to the bright light, and, like the moths, of course he burnt his wings. Early in 1833 he had become a member of Parliament, and in the autumn of 1834 the dissolution came. Young members of three or four-and-twenty do not think much of dissolutions, forget the fancies of their constituents, and are too proud of the present to calculate much as to the future. So it was with Mr Gresham. His father had been member for Barsetshire all his life, and he looked forward to similar prosperity as though it were part of his inheritance; but he failed to take any of the steps which had secured his father’s seat.

In the autumn of 1834 the dissolution came, and Frank Gresham, with his honourable lady wife and all the De Courcys at his back, found that he had mortally offended the county. To his great disgust another candidate was brought forward as a fellow to his late colleague, and though he manfully fought the battle, and spent ten thousand pounds in the contest, he could not recover his position. A high Tory, with a great Whig interest to back him, is never a popular person in England. No one can trust him, though there may be those who are willing to place him, untrusted, in high positions. Such was the case with Mr Gresham. There were many who were willing, for family considerations, to keep him in Parliament; but no one thought that he was fit to be there. The consequences were, that a bitter and expensive contest ensued. Frank Gresham, when twitted with being a Whig, foreswore the De Courcy family; and then, when ridiculed as having been thrown over by the Tories, foreswore his father’s old friends. So between the two stools he fell to the ground, and, as a politician, he never again rose to his feet.

He never again rose to his feet; but twice again he made violent efforts to do so. Elections in East Barsetshire, from various causes, came quick upon each other in those days, and before he was eight-and-twenty years of age Mr Gresham had three times contested the county and been three times beaten. To speak the truth of him, his own spirit would have been satisfied with the loss of the first ten thousand pounds; but Lady Arabella was made of higher mettle. She had married a man with a fine place and a fine fortune; but she had nevertheless married a commoner and had in so far derogated from her high birth. She felt that her husband should be by rights a member of the House of Lords; but, if not, that it was at least essential that he should have a seat in the lower chamber. She would by degrees sink into nothing if she allowed herself to sit down, the mere wife of a mere country squire.

Thus instigated, Mr Gresham repeated the useless contest three times, and repeated it each time at a serious cost. He lost his money, Lady Arabella lost her temper, and things at Greshamsbury went on by no means as prosperously as they had done in the days of the old squire.

In the first twelve years of their marriage, children came fast into the nursery at Greshamsbury. The first that was born was a boy; and in those happy halcyon days, when the old squire was still alive, great was the joy at the birth of ari heir to Greshamsbury; bonfires gleamed through the country-side, oxen were roasted whole, and the customary paraphernalia of joy usual to rich Britons on such occasions were gone through with wondrous éclat. But when the tenth baby, and the ninth little girl, was brought into the world, the outward show of joy was not so great.

Then other troubles came on. Some of these little girls were sickly, some very sickly. Lady Arabella had her faults, and they were such as were extremely detrimental to her husband’s happiness and her own; but that of being an indifferent mother was not among them. She had worried her husband daily for years because he was not in Parliament, she had worried him because he would not furnish the house in Portman Square, she had worried him because he objected to have more people every winter at Greshamsbury Park than the house would hold; but now she changed her tune and worried him because Selina coughed, because Helena was hectic, because poor Sophy’s spine was weak, and Matilda’s appetite was gone.

Worrying from such causes was pardonable it will be said. So it was; but the manner was hardly pardonable. Selina’s cough was certainly not fairly attributable to the old-fashioned furniture in Portman Square; nor would Sophy’s spine have been materially benefited by her father having a seat in Parliament; and yet, to have heard Lady Arabella discussing those matters in family conclave, one would have thought that she would have expected such results.

As it was, her poor weak darlings were carried about from London to Brighton, from Brighton to some German baths, from the German baths back to Torquay, and thence – as regarded the four we have named – to that bourne from whence no further journey could be made under the Lady Arabella’s directions.

The one son and heir to Greshamsbury was named as his father, Francis Newbold Gresham. He would have been the hero of our tale had not that place been pre-occupied by the village doctor. As it is, those who please may so regard him. It is he who is to be our favourite young man, to do the love scenes, to have his trials and his difficulties, and to win through them or not, as the case may be. I am too old now to be a hard-hearted author, and so it is probable that he may not the of a broken heart. Those who don’t approve of a middle-aged bachelor country doctor as a hero, may take the heir to Greshamsbury in his stead, and call the book, if it so please them, ‘The Loves and Adventures of Francis Newbold Gresham the younger’.

And Master Frank Gresham was not ill adapted for playing the part of a hero of this sort. He did not share his sisters’ ill-health, and though the only boy of the family, he excelled all his sisters in personal appearance. The Greshams from time immemorial had been handsome. They were broad browed, blue eyed, fair haired, born with dimples in their chins, and that pleasant, aristocratic, dangerous curl of the upper lip which can equally express good humour or scorn. Young Frank was every inch a Gresham, and was the darling of his father’s heart.

The De Courcys had never been plain. There was too much hauteur, too much pride, we may perhaps even fairly say, too much nobility in their gait and manners, and even in their faces, to allow of their being considered plain; but they were not a race nurtured by Venus or Apollo. They were tall and thin, with high cheekbones, high foreheads, and large, dignified, cold eyes. The De Courcy girls had all good hair; and, as they also possessed easy manners and powers of talking, they managed to pass in the world for beauties till they were absorbed in the matrimonial market, and the world at large cared no longer whether they were beauties or not. The Misses Gresham were made in the De Courcy mould, and were not on this account the less dear to their mother.

The two eldest, Augusta and Beatrice, lived, and were apparently likely to live. The four next faded and died one after another – all in the same sad year – and were laid in the neat, new cemetery at Torquay. Then came a pair, born at one birth, weak, delicate, frail little flowers, with dark hair and dark eyes, and thin, long, pale faces, with long, bony hands, and long, bony feet, whom men looked on as fated to follow their sisters with quick steps. Hitherto, however, they had not followed them, nor had they suffered as their sisters had suffered; and some people at Greshamsbury attributed this to the fact that a change had been made in the family medical practitioner.

Then came the youngest of the flock, she whose birth we have said was not heralded with loud joy; for when she came into the world, four others, with pale temples, wan, worn cheeks, and skeleton, white arms, were awaiting permission to leave it.

Such was the family when, in the year 1854, the eldest son came of age. He had been educated at Harrow, and was now still at Cambridge; but, of course, on such a day as this he was at home. That coming of age must be a delightful time to a young man born to inherit broad acres and wide wealth. Those full-mouthed congratulations; those warm prayers with which his manhood is welcomed by the grey-haired seniors of the county; the affectionate, all but motherly caresses of neighbouring mothers who have seen him grow up from his cradle, of mothers who have daughters, perhaps, fair enough, and good enough, and sweet enough even for him; the soft-spoken, half-bashful, but tender greetings of the girls, who now, perhaps for the first time, call him by his stern family name, instructed by instinct rather than precept that the time has come when the familiar Charles or familiar John must by them be laid aside; the ‘lucky dogs,’ and hints of silver spoons which are poured into his ears as each young compeer slaps his back and bids him live a thousand years and then never die; the shouting of the tenantry, the good wishes of the old farmers who come up to wring his hand, the kisses which he gets from the farmers’ wives, and the kisses which he gives to the farmers’ daughters; all these things must make the twenty-first birthday pleasant enough to a young heir. To a youth, however, who feels that he is now liable to arrest, and that he inherits no other privilege, the pleasure may very possibly not be quite so keen.

The case with young Frank Gresham may be supposed to be much nearer the former than the latter; but yet the ceremony of his coming of age was by no means like that which fate had accorded to his father. Mr Gresham was now an embarrassed man, and though the world did not know it, or, at any rate, did not know that he was deeply embarrassed, he had not the heart to throw open his mansion and park and receive the county with a free hand as though all things were going well with him.

Nothing was going well with him. Lady Arabella would allow nothing near him or around him to be well. Everything with him now turned to vexation; he was no longer a joyous, happy man, and the people of East Barsetshire did not look for gala doings on a grand scale when young Gresham came of age.

Gala doings, to a certain extent, there were there. It was in July, and tables were spread under the oaks for the tenants. Tables were spread, and meat, and beer, and wine were there, and Frank, as he walked round and shook his guests by the hand, expressed a hope that their relations with each other might be long, close, and mutually advantageous.

We must say a few words now about the place itself. Greshamsbury Park was a fine old English gentleman’s seat – was and is; but we can assert it more easily in past tense, as we are speaking of it with reference to a past time. We have spoken of Greshamsbury Park; there was a park so called, but the mansion itself was generally known as Greshamsbury House, and did not stand in the park. We may perhaps best describe it by saying that the village of Greshamsbury consisted of one long, straggling street, a mile in length, which in the centre turned sharp round, so that one half of the street lay directly at right angles to the other. In this angle stood Greshamsbury House, and the gardens and grounds around it filled up the space so made. There was an entrance with large gates at each end of the village, and each gate was guarded by the effigies of two huge pagans with clubs, such being the crest borne by the family; from each entrance a broad road, quite straight, running through to a majestic avenue of limes, led up to the house. This was built in the richest, perhaps we should rather say in the purest, style of Tudor architecture; so much so that, though Greshamsbury is less complete than Longleat,5 less magnificent than Hatfield,6 it may in some sense be said to be the finest specimen of Tudor architecture of which the country can boast.

It stands amid a multitude of trim gardens and stone-built terraces, divided one from another: these to our eyes are not so attractive as that broad expanse of lawn by which our country houses are generally surrounded; but the gardens of Greshamsbury have been celebrated for two centuries, and any Gresham who would have altered them would have been considered to have destroyed one of the well-known landmarks of the family.

Greshamsbury Park – properly so called – spread far away on the other side of the village. Opposite to the two great gates leading up to the mansion were two smaller gates, the one opening on to the stables, kennels, and farm-yard, and the other to the deer park. This latter was the principal entrance to the demesne, and a grand and picturesque entrance it was. The avenue of limes which on one side stretched up to the house, was on the other extended for a quarter of a mile, and then appeared to be terminated only by an abrupt rise in the ground. At the entrance there were four savages and four clubs, two to each portal, and what with the massive iron gates, surmounted by a stone wall, on which stood the family arms supported by two other club-bearers, the stone-built lodges, the Doric, ivy-covered columns which surrounded the circle, the four grim savages, and the extent of the space itself through which the high road ran, and which just abutted on the village, the spot was sufficiently significant of old family greatness.

Those who examined it more closely might see that under the arms was a scroll bearing the Gresham motto, and that the words were repeated in smaller letters under each of the savages. ‘Gardez Gresham’ had been chosen in the days of motto-choosing probably by some herald-at-arms as an appropriate legend for signifying the peculiar attributes of the family. Now, however, unfortunately, men were not of one mind as to the exact idea signified. Some declared, with much heraldic warmth, that it was an address to the savages, calling on them to take care of their patron; while others, with whom I myself am inclined to agree, averred with equal certainty that it was an advice to the people at large, especially to those inclined to rebel against the aristocracy of the county, that they should ‘beware the Gresham’. The latter signification would betoken strength – so said the holders of this doctrine; the former weakness. Now the Greshams were ever a strong people, and never addicted to a false humility.

We will not pretend to decide the question. Alas! either construction was now equally unsuited to the family fortunes. Such changes had taken place in England since the Greshams had founded themselves that no savage could any longer in any way protect them; they must protect themselves like common folk, or live

















OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  






OEBPS/html/images/9780140433265-01.jpg







OEBPS/html/images/9780140433265.jpg






OEBPS/html/page-map.xml
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




