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•      ANTHONY TROLLOPE      •

THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON

THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON (1864) is Anthony Trollope’s fifth novel in the sequence that has become known as the Barsetshire series. Set against the vividly imagined backdrop of the cathedral town of Barchester, it is the story of the embittered old bachelor Squire Dale and his impoverished nieces, Lily and Bell. In it, Trollope displays all the humor, drama, and subtle grasp of character and motive that have, for more than a century, made his novels a total pleasure to read.
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INTRODUCTION

        

Eighteen sixty-four was an important year in Trollope’s career. It marks the interlocking of his two best-loved series, the Barsetshires, and the Palliser or political series. The Small House at Allington is the fifth of the Barsetshires, with the last still three years in the future; while Can You Forgive Her?, the first Palliser book, followed it directly. While Trollope was writing The Small House, from 20 May 1862 to 11 February 1863, Thackeray was still alive, though he died at the end of 1863, before it was published. Framley Parsonage, the preceding Barsetshire novel, had been in the author’s own words, ‘received with greater favour than any book I had written before’. He had become, as he was to remain for the next fifteen years, a popular, esteemed and well-paid author. He savoured it all the more because of his unhappy youth, and his slow advance into literary notice. In the 1840s, when Thackeray and Dickens (respectively only four and three years his senior) were household names, Trollope had been unknown. He did not compete with Dickens (nobody could), but the removal of Thackeray left him the best-known novelist of social analysis and comedy.

Strictly speaking, there is a doubt whether The Small House counts as one of the Barsetshires; Trollope himself once excluded it. Crosbie, leaving Allington, says he is going to Courcy Castle, ‘in the next county’; and Courcy is undoubtedly in Barsetshire. Trollope’s own map does not contain the name Allington, while later reconstructions have an arrow on the left-hand side of the page, marking the railway to Guestwick and Allington (See Michael Sadleir, Trollope pp. 162–3). However, the author included it in the finely-bound set of Barsetshire novels, and common-sense requires that we count it in, as previous commentators have done. How else, Trollope might have asked, could Mr Harding have an important role?

It resembles Doctor Thorne (1858), the third in the series, in dealing less with the clergy and more with landowners than the other four. The city of Barchester has only one scene. It is hard to know how far Trollope, in his modesty, imagined his readers familiar with earlier volumes. But for most readers today, the towers of Barchester, the rectory at Plumstead, and Hiram’s Hospital (which does make a brief appearance here) are familiar features, ready to be recollected whenever the author desires.

Trollope would have been astonished both by the scholarly interest and the public admiration accorded him in recent years. He thought Plantaganet Palliser and Lady Glencora two of his three most memorable portraits. Their brief appearances in The Small House do not yet foreshadow their importance in Can You Forgive Her? and The Prime Minister. But by associating Palliser with Lady Dumbello, Archdeacon Grantly’s daughter, he forges one of the few links between his two great series.

Some have thought the flirtatious, potentially adulterous Palliser shown here unrecognizable as the future husband and father of the other series. But it is not incredible that such a man might once have dreamed of defying his ducal uncle, his own moral principles, and his own real, as yet not fully perceived, nature. Indeed, his doing so highlights the difficulty of his fortunate position – that everything seems to be made too easy for him. A thoughtful, conscientious man might well jib at the notion of being allowed, as his uncle’s heir, £7,000 a year with no attached duties (perhaps a third of a million in today’s money). He is driven to extreme overwork, and an ambition for an office no accident of birth could ensure for him, to be Chancellor of the Exchequer.

In other ways, Palliser, though as yet only a sketch, is the same man we learn to know so well later, as when he rebukes his host, Lord De Courcy, for being amused by Lord De Guest’s encounter with the bull, or rebuffs his hostess for wishing he could neglect political duties and stay longer.

Actually, the flirtation is more interesting for its effect on Lady Dumbello than for the wooden imitation of a lover that Palliser presents. When the rumour of a possible elopement reaches her mother, Mrs Grantly, Lady Dumbello is able to lull her husband’s suspicions and win back his trust by showing him her mother’s letter, and then she ‘triumphed inwardly, telling herself that she had played her cards well’.

Lovers of Barsetshire revel in its landscape, its lanes, great houses, parsonages, and its recurring characters, just as the author did. They often forget how much of the action is in London. Apart from one or two unimportant scenes in Oxford in Barchester Towers, London is the invariable destination of those, who, often unwillingly, leave the beloved country. In The Warden, Mr Harding spends a tedious day there, before his late interview with Sir Anthony Haphazard. Dr Thorne has to go to settle his niece’s financial affairs. Lady Lufton and Miss Dunstable go to join the fashionable world. Crosbie and Eames earn their living there. Mr Crawley has to go to obtain legal help. Frank Gresham goes to beat up his sister’s faithless lover. But The Small House has the most varied London scenes, ranging from Pawkins’s hotel, where aristocratic countrymen put up, to the fashionable clubs, government offices and low-class boarding-houses. Eames is the link between several of these, dining with Lord De Guest, harried by Sir Raffle Buffle, escaping from Amelia Roper, the observer of the marital discord of the Lupexes, the superior friend of Cradell.

John Eames, whose hopeless courtship of Lily Dale persists till near the end of the series, has a special position in Trollope’s work. A certain inwardness reveals the author brooding on himself. It is not a self-portrait; the events of the real and imagined life are not the same. Yet Eames is a picture of what Trollope escaped from by being talented and energetic. He struck his acquaintance as being quarrelsome, self-righteous, effective and successful. Eames is a version of the inner world of which no one knew.

The office scenes, here and in The Three Clerks, have not been among the most admired of Trollope’s productions; and we can hardly say that the ordinary judgement is wrong. His imagination worked best with glimpses, hints and guesses. As a boy he had lived within half a mile of the cathedral, palace and deanery of Winchester. The impressions gathered then were of more artistic service than many years in the Post Office. There is such a thing as being too near to see the pattern. He counters the boredom of office work with comedy which is seldom in his best vein. His account of Mrs Roper’s boarding-house is accurate in a way that does not exercise his highest gifts. Yet his ear for the differences made by gender, age and class in the way people speak is unerring. No one (except possibly Jane Austen) has surpassed him there. He extends his social range, as he does in a different direction with the brickmakers of The Last Chronicle. His characteristic imaginative depth is present only fitfully. For a few pages he almost sounds like a forerunner of George Gissing. But, taking his work as a whole, we rejoice in the variety and inclusiveness of the panorama.

It is one of the paradoxes of the classic nineteenth-century novel that while marriage is the destined goal of the young characters, in the pictures of existing marriages, dark predominates over light. In their different social spheres, Lord Dumbello and Cradell are equally weak, foolish men, captured by self-centred, ambitious wives. The drunken, maudlin Lupex is matched with a flirtatious wife, who wants the excitement without the reality of adultery. Her insincerity is caught in passages like this:


‘But to have had my name mentioned up with yours in that way is – Oh! Mr Cradell, I don’t know how I’m ever to look you in the face again.’ And she buried hers in her pocket-handkerchief. (Chapter XI)



Colonel Dale, the legendary hero of an ancient elopement, is described by De Guest:


‘He’s a queer sort of fellow; – very well in his way, but he never does anything. He and my sister live at Torquay, and as far as I can find out, they neither of them have any occupation …’ (Chapter XXXII)



The insufferable boredom, the cheeseparing pseudo-elegance of the Crosbie marriage, preceded by his interminable waiting in London stores upon his future mother-in-law’s taste in cheap carpets (admirably caught in Millais’s illustration) is poignant as well as satirically sharp. For Crosbie, unlike Alexandrina, is not utterly deaf to the higher purposes of marriage. If the punishment inflicted by Eames’s fists is melodramatic, his inner suffering is not; it is the true consequence of his nature and actions. The additional financial irritant introduces a finely-drawn contrast between Crosbie, and his brother-in-law, Gazebee. The contrast does not mainly lie in Crosbie’s self-reproach for his treatment of Lily. Crosbie has the wit to see through the pretence of aristocratic importance in the De Courcys; Gazebee is happily imprisoned in the illusions of what George Eliot called ‘that middle-class heaven, rank’. He is prepared to pay good money to have a wife called Lady Amelia. A revealing little scene shows Gazebee anxious to entertain the Countess for the Crosbie wedding:


So the Countess was coming up to Portman Square [the De Courcy town house], not even having been asked on this occasion to St John’s Wood [the Gazebee residence].

‘Don’t you think we’d better,’ Mr Gazebee had said to his wife, almost trembling at the renewal of his own proposition.

‘I think not, my dear,’ Lady Amelia had answered. ‘Mamma is not very particular; but there are little things, you know –’

‘Oh, yes, of course,’ said Mr Gazebee; and then the conversation had been dropped. He would most willingly have entertained his august mother-in-law … and yet her presence in his house would have made him miserable … (Chapter XL)



Trollope does not mention here what happened in Doctor Thorne. This same Lady Amelia had dissuaded her cousin, Augusta Gresham, from marrying Gazebee on the score of ‘the responsibilities’ of high blood. Meanwhile, Gazebee’s growing prosperity has emboldened him to discard a possible marriage into the gentry and attempt the daughter of a Whig earl. Gazebee and Amelia are harmonious enough because each is easy-tempered, and each has received the agreed price of the bargain. But true love and happy marriage are represented mainly by Dr Crofts and Bell Dale; and they are less memorable than some of the perverse or frustrated characters.

In contrast stand the solitary women, the widowed Mrs Dale, Rosina De Courcy and Julia De Guest, a discontented and a contented spinster. More unexpected are the bachelors, Squire Dale and Lord De Guest. A single state was uncommon in the owners of large property. There is a touching moment in Chapter XXXIII when the two old men who have remained unmarried in memory of an early love are plotting the marriage of Lily and Eames. The more cheerful De Guest gives the saturnine Dale a friendly rebuke ‘with no slight touch of feeling and even romance’, with the words: ‘ “We have retricked our beams … and our lives have not been desolate.” ’ His work as a whole shows that Trollope did not have a high view of male constancy to lost love. Most men, placed as these two are, would have married. Here they serve as thematic variations on the sadder celibacy of Eames and Lily.

Lord De Guest is one of the more attractive of Trollope’s infinitely various aristocrats. Like Jane Austen, Trollope had a preference for the rooted Tory squirearchy over a spendthrift, ambitious Whig aristocracy. But he was too fair to allow a preference to become a rule of thumb. And he believed work to be both a duty and a blessing. De Guest is a working farmer, who is seldom in bed after 6 a.m.; Dale is, comparatively, idle.

The old Duke of Omnium and the De Courcys show the worst side of the Whig aristocracy, as Plantaganet Palliser will eventually, though not in this book, show the best. Omnium, first encountered in Doctor Thorne, dies eventually in Phineas Redux (1874). He is a persistent background figure, symbol of the corrupt ways before the Reform Bill of 1832. He still has unquestioned control of his pocket borough, showing how partial that ‘final’ settlement was. His reasons for warning his nephew off Lady Dumbello have nothing to do with morals, everything to do with family comfort. Omnium and the Courcys are in the eyes of hard-working meritocrats like Trollope, survivals, doomed but not yet dying, Omnium still immensely rich, the De Courcys maintaining only a façade of importance in a world which is no longer deceived. Gazebee and Crosbie, neither aristocratic nor rich, become distinct catches for daughters threatened with spinsterhood. The heir, Lord Porlock, is a worn-out roué, whose death is eagerly awaited by his brothers, and the Honourable John cannot be turned out even by a violent, unloving father:


A thorough-going ne’er-do-well in the upper classes has eminent advantages … He can’t be sent to Australia against his will. He can’t be sent to the poor-house without the knowledge of all the world … nor, without terrible scandal, can he be kept away from the paternal properties. (Chapter XVII)



This earl’s son is reduced to cadging cigars off Crosbie.

The countess ‘liked to hear of girls being engaged and then losing their promised husbands. She did not know that she liked it, but she did’ (Chapter XVIII). From Crosbie’s evasive replies she gathers that he is engaged, and she approves of Alexandrina’s scheme to catch him. The De Courcy doublethink is conveyed with unostentatious subtlety. They know that the industrious professional classes have become desirable matches for their daughters. But they speak, and even think, as if they were feudal superiors generously conferring benefits. Gazebee understands the rules of the game, and abides by them; Crosbie understands them, and tries, ineffectively, to rebel.

Meanwhile, the second son has married the daughter of a wealthy coal-merchant, whom his younger brother declares he ‘wouldn’t have taken, not if she had ten times thirty thousand pounds’. Of his father, the Honourable George says: ‘He threw the peerage at me one day, but it didn’t go within a yard of my head.’ The august volume here almost reaches the symbolic significance it had in Jane Austen’s Persuasion. The definitive judgement is given by the servants. Of the countess’s interviews with her husband, the valet says: ‘She gets it worse than I do … and minds it a deal more. I can give warning, and she can’t’ (Chapter XXVI).

Perhaps all the characters and events discussed so far have proved less memorable for most readers than the rejection of Lily Dale by Crosbie, and her subsequent refusal to be consoled by another marriage. It is not (in the main) any superiority of literary merit that has made the difference. Taking the Victorian novel as a whole, we find that spinsters are a separate class easily identified. Young, attractive, potentially passionate girls like Lily almost always marry; so a very rare exception is arresting. Trollope’s problem, to which he was fully equal, was to show why no other outcome was possible.

Trollope often wrote of men who hesitate between two women, especially because they are tempted to sell themselves for rank or money. Perhaps the closest parallel to Crosbie is Frank Greystock in The Eustace Diamonds. Crosbie and Greystock are similar in intelligence, worldly ambition, and a cynical understanding of other people’s selfish motives. Both conceal their engagement when common honesty requires that they should reveal it. But in the end, Greystock is true to his promise, Crosbie breaks his. Each is shown as being very near to making a different choice. Trollope was always aware that ‘character is not cut in marble’, and that circumstances affect more decisions than most of us like to admit, even when the choice, as for these two, is between honour and infamy. Crosbie is not only aware that he is doing wrong, but also that he is ruining his happiness, and actually selling himself below the market price. When he expects sympathy from an easy-going, cynical club friend, he is shown an unflattering mirror of his conduct instead. At the end of Chapter XXV, his self-disgust breaks out in wild clowning and excitement.

Trollope’s first idea for a title (which survives as a chapter-heading) was The Two Pearls of Allington, and this reminds us of the importance of Lily’s sister in his thinking, perhaps not always equalled by her importance for readers. The contrast is clear between Bell’s sturdy realism, and Lily’s dangerous romanticism. As so often, Trollope was less sentimental than some of his readers. He says in chapter ten of his autobiography:


In the love with which Lily has been greeted I have hardly joined with much enthusiasm, feeling that she is somewhat of a female prig.



He received many letters begging him to make her marry Eames at last; and I myself heard an unmarried lady, a distinguished astronomer, say in an Oxford common room, as though speaking of a recalcitrant niece: ‘really she should have married him’.

This common habit of talking about Trollope characters as if they were real people is a tribute to his art, however much literary critics shake their heads. What Trollope knew, and many forgot, was the gulf between our real values and desires and the form they take when the persons are imaginary. If Macbeth were a real person planning to murder Duncan, we would rush to prevent it. In the theatre as spectators we await it eagerly. So here; if Lily were a real person, we should concur with all her friends in urging her to marry Eames. But if she did, it would be a literary anti-climax. She would be merged in a crowd of happy, half-remembered heroines. Moreover, her frustration is true to her character. She is more in love with love than with Crosbie. She comes to enjoy her tragedy-queen status. The wilful perversity with which she teases her mother and sister is the real guide to her character. The hidden depths are indicated by the surface. When the first shock of her rejection by Crosbie is over, and her mother is urging her to marry Eames, we have a glimpse of the deeper levels of her perversity:


‘I should commit a great sin, – the sin against which women should be more guarded than against any other. In my heart I am married to that other man … When he kissed me I kissed him again, and I longed for his kisses. I seemed to live only that he might caress me … I am as you are, mamma, – widowed.’ (Chapter LVII)



A little earlier she says: ‘If she [Crosbie’s wife] died, and he came to me in five years’ time, I would still take him. I should think myself constrained to take him.’ This foreshadows the event in The Last Chronicle. Crosbie does propose, but Lily is mistaken in thinking that she will accept him.

It has been suggested that Lily is a martyr to the ethos of feminine conduct in the mid-Victorian era. This is a misleading half-truth. The Victorians were (mostly) loyal monarchists, but they did not believe in the divine right of kings or the Jacobite succession. Lily’s overstrained idea of purity transposes into the sexual mode the Jacobite pedantry which Scott handled so brilliantly in Redgauntlet. She stands alone against the unanimous opinion of the whole respectable society around her in believing herself soiled for ever by Crosbie’s caresses. She is equally in opposition to common sense and to Christian teaching on forgiveness. She can forgive Crosbie, even say that he was right to reject her, but she cannot forgive herself. She is oblivious of the great truth pointed out by St François de Sales, that in order to love one’s neighbour as oneself, one must first love oneself. There is no one wise enough to tell her this; but it might do no good. Her obstinacy is untameable.

In some ways Mr Harding is the central figure of the whole Barsetshire series. And his brief appearance in this book is central too. Sharing the cathedral worship with him, and learning of his past as Warden of Hiram’s hospital, Crosbie senses his selfless charity. Touched a little by this image of self-sacrifice, constancy, poverty willingly accepted, he yet feels that these are not for him. Mr Harding, without knowing it, clarifies for Crosbie where he really stands. Though he is less depraved than the De Courcys, and well understands them, his interview with Harding makes him realize that he belongs with them, rather than with the Dales. He goes on to Courcy Castle, a doomed man.


        Farewell happy fields

Where joy for ever dwells; Hail horrors, hail

Infernal world …



A. O. J. Cockshut
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CHRONOLOGY

        

Trollope was a prolific writer with over fifty books to his credit. Those which are felt to be important are listed here, together with some events in his life.



	DATE
	AUTHOR’S LIFE
	LITERARY CONTEXT



	1811
	 
	Thackeray born.



	1812
	 
	Dickens born.



	1813
	 
	Jane Austen: Pride and Prejudice.



	1814
	 
	Jane Austen: Mansfield Park.



	 
	 
	Walter Scott: Waverley.



	1815
	Born in Bloomsbury, London, 24 April.
	Jane Austen: Emma.



	1816
	 
	Charlotte Brontë born.



	1817
	 
	Jane Austen dies.



	1818
	 
	Jane Austen: Northanger Abbey and Persuasion.



	 
	 
	Mary Shelley: Frankenstein.



	 
	 
	Walter Scott: The Heart of Midlothian.



	1819
	 
	George Eliot born.



	1820
	 
	Walter Scott: Kenilworth.



	1821
	 
	Keats dies.



	1822
	Day boy at Harrow.
	Shelley dies.



	 
	 
	Matthew Arnold born.



	1824
	 
	Walter Scott: Redgauntlet.



	1826
	 
	Walter Scott: Woodstock.



	1827
	Attends Winchester.
	Blake dies.



	1828
	 
	D. G. Rossetti born.



	1829
	 
	 



	1830
	Returns to Harrow.
	Tennyson: Poems Chiefly Lyrical.



	1831
	 
	 



	1832
	 
	Walter Scott dies.



	1833
	 
	Carlyle: Sartor Resartus.



	 
	 
	Newman: Tracts for the Times (to 1841).



	1834
	Appointed junior clerk in the General Post Office.
	Coleridge dies.
Charles Lamb dies.



	1836
	 
	Dickens: Pickwick Papers.



	1837
	 
	Dickens: Oliver Twist.



	 
	 
	Carlyle: The French Revolution.





HISTORICAL EVENTS


Battle of Waterloo.




Spa Fields riot.

Princess Charlotte dies.




Peterloo Massacre. Queen Victoria born.

George III dies. Trial of Queen Caroline. Cato Street conspiracy.




Castlereagh commits suicide. Canning becomes Foreign Secretary.




Canning dies.

Duke of Wellington becomes Prime Minister. Repeal of Test and Corporation Acts.

Catholic Emancipation.

George IV dies. Agitation for reform. Manchester and Liverpool railway.

July Revolution in France.

Rejection of First Reform Bill.

Grey passes First Reform Bill.

Factory Act limits children’s working hours. Beginning of Oxford Movement. Abolition of slavery in the British Empire.




Transportation of the Tolpuddle Martyrs. The New Poor Law.




Railways begin in London.

Accession of Queen Victoria.




THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON



	DATE
	AUTHOR’S LIFE
	LITERARY CONTEXT



	1838
	 
	Dickens: Nicholas Nickleby.



	1839
	 
	Carlyle: Chartism.



	1840
	 
	Browning: Sordello.



	1841
	Deputy Postal Surveyor in Ireland.
	Carlyle: On Heroes and Hero Worship.



	 
	 
	Dickens: The Old Curiosity Shop.



	1842
	 
	Tennyson: Poems.



	1843
	 
	Wordsworth Poet Laureate.



	 
	 
	Ruskin: Modern Painters (to 1860).



	1844
	Marries Rose Heseltine.
	Dickens: Martin Chuzzlewit.



	 
	 
	Disraeli: Coningsby.



	1845
	 
	Disraeli: Sybil.



	1846
	Son, Henry, born.
	The Brontës: Poems.



	1847
	The Macdermots of Ballycloran published. Second son, Frederic, born.
	Charlotte Brontë: Jane Eyre.
Emily Brontë: Wuthering Heights.



	1848
	The Kellys and the O’Kellys published.
	Emily Brontë dies.
Dickens: Dombey and Son.



	 
	 
	Thackeray: Vanity Fair.



	 
	 
	Charlotte Brontë: Shirley.



	1850
	 
	Wordsworth dies.



	 
	 
	Tennyson: In Memoriam.



	 
	 
	Dickens: David Copperfield.



	 
	 
	Thackeray: Pendennis.



	 
	 
	Wordsworth: The Prelude.



	1851
	On postal mission in west of England and Wales (to 1852).
	 



	1853
	Returns to Ireland as Surveyor of the Northern District (to 1854).
	Arnold: Poems.
Charlotte Brontë: Villette.
Mrs Gaskell: Cranford.



	1854
	 
	Dickens: Hard Times.



	1855
	The Warden published. Works on The New Zealander to 1856 (rejected).
	Charlotte Brontë dies.
Browning: Men and Women.
Mrs Gaskell: North and South.
Tennyson: Maud.
Thackeray: The Newcomes.



	1856
	 
	Elizabeth Barrett Browning: Aurora Leigh.



	1857
	Barchester Towers.
	Dickens: Little Dorrit.



	 
	The Three Clerks published.
	Mrs Gaskell: Life of Charlotte Brontë.





CHRONOLOGY

HISTORICAL EVENTS

Anti-Corn-Law League. Beginning of Chartism.

Chartist riots.

Queen marries Prince Albert. Penny post introduced.

Sir Robert Peel becomes Prime Minister.


Chartist riots. Introduction of income tax. Mines Act – women, and children under ten, were not to be employed underground.




Factory Act – restricted hours of work for women and children.



J. H. Newman joins Catholic Church. Irish potato famine.

Repeal of Corn Laws. Railway expansion.


Communist Manifesto. Chartist Petition presented. Year of revolutions in Europe. Public Health Act.




Great Exhibition in Hyde Park.




Crimean War (Battles of Balaclava and Inkerman).

Palmerston becomes Prime Minister. Sebastopol captured. Florence Nightingale begins work in the Crimea.




Crimean War ends (Treaty of Paris).



Indian Mutiny.


THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON



	DATE
	AUTHOR’S LIFE
	LITERARY CONTEXT



	1858
	Postal mission to Suez.
Dr Thorne published.
Postal mission to the West Indies.
	George Eliot: Scenes of Clerical Life.



	1859
	The Bertrams published.
The West Indies and the Spanish Main published.
Commissioned to write serial novel for new prestigious magazine, the Cornhill, ed. Thackeray.
Surveyor of Eastern District of England; moves to Waltham Cross, Hertfordshire.
	Dickens: A Tale of Two Cities.

George Eliot: Adam Bede.
George Meredith: The Ordeal of Richard Feverel.
Tennyson: Idylls of the King (to 1872).



	1860
	Framley Parsonage begins in Cornhill (to April 1861).
Castle Richmond published.
Visits brother in Florence; meets American girl, Kate Field.
	Wilkie Collins: The Woman in White.
George Eliot: The Mill on the Floss.
Cornhill magazine launched.



	1861
	First number of Orley Farm (to October 1862). Leaves in August for the United States.
	Elizabeth Barrett Browning dies.
Dickens: Great Expectations.
George Eliot: Silas Marner.



	1862
	Returns in March to England.
North America published.
The Small House at Allington begins in Cornhill (to April 1864).
	 



	1863
	Rachel Ray published.
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CHAPTER I
The Squire of Allington

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER II
The Two Pearls of Allington

BUT Mr. Crosbie is only a mere clerk.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After the sentence pronounced against him by Lilian, the two girls remained silent for awhile. Bell was, perhaps, a little angry with her sister. It was not often that she allowed
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