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THE DUKE'S CHILDREN


ANTHONY TROLLOPE was born in London in 1815 and died in 1882. His father was a barrister who went bankrupt and the family was maintained by his mother, Frances, who was a well-known writer. His education was disjointed 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). Among his other novels are He Knew He Was Right (1869) and The Way We Live Now (1875), each regarded by some as among the greatest of nineteenth-century fiction.
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INTRODUCTION

The Duke's Children, last of the six Palliser novels, closes the long story of the Duke of Omnium. It was written in 1876, when Trollope was sixty-one years old – still in the full flow of his astonishing productivity, but beginning to see his public success decline. The Duke's previous appearance in The Prime Minister, published in four volumes in 1876, had not been well received. Trollope decided not to publish The Duke's Children immediately. He could well afford to wait, for this was a time when he was writing more than publishers and readers could easily cope with. Six novels appeared in quick succession after The Prime Minister, together with two volumes of travel writing and an affectionately commemorative biography of Thackeray. In this obsessive diligence, as in many other traits, Trollope resembles his fictional Duke. He could never thrive without work. His late novels, including The Duke's Children, persistently brood over the difficulties that men and women stumble over in their efforts to find and keep the right work.

When The Duke's Children finally appeared, Trollope had cut it to fit the space allocated by Charles Dickens (son of the novelist) in All the Year Round (4 October 1879 to 24 July 1880). This is the version that Chapman and Hall published in three volumes in 1880. Those who first read it can hardly have done so without some previous knowledge of Trollope's most famous nobleman. Forgetting their recent lamentations over Trollope's alleged decline, critics generally gave a benign welcome to this last episode in the Duke's extended fictional life – ‘the only duke whom all of us know’, as the Westminster Review appreciatively remarked. The parliamentary novels, as Trollope calls them, trace the history of figures associated with Plantagenet Palliser, seen first as an ambitious young Liberal politician, then Duke of Omnium and for a time Prime Minister of England. The opening sentence of The Duke's Children speaks with companionable ease of ‘our old friend, the Duke of Omnium’, and the narrative that follows is resonant with the remembered history of a man who had come to be more than a fiction to Trollope – ‘so much do I love the man whose character I had endeavoured to portray’ (An Autobiography, 1883, Chapter 20).

The wit and acumen of the Duke's wife, Glencora, had contributed much to the success of the parliamentary series. But this novel audaciously begins by expunging what might have seemed its central asset. Glencora is dead, and the austere Duke widowed and desolate. He is left with the responsibility of three wilful children about to embark on adult lives, apparently with little of the high principle and constant discipline which had guided the Duke's own private and political career. His only daughter, Lady Mary, confounds her father by calmly defying his dearest wishes. His two feckless sons, Lord Silverbridge and Lord Gerald, are sent down from university in disgrace, run up gambling debts of breathtaking dimensions, and seem incapable of responsible thought or action. Throughout The Duke's Children, Palliser watches the choices his unruly progeny make with dismay, and ineffectively tries to make their lives conform to the measured patterns of his own.

Of all the many late developers in Trollope's fiction, Palliser is the most impressive. He is a pale and unprepossessing figure when first introduced in The Small House at Allington (1864): ‘He was a thin-minded, plodding, respectable man, willing to devote all his youth to work, in order that in old age he might be allowed to sit among the Councillors of the State’ (Chapter 23). Matured by political and marital vicissitudes, Palliser gains in stature until, at the height of his authority in The Prime Minister, he comes to embody the ‘perfect gentleman. If he be not, then am I unable to describe a gentleman’ (An Autobiography, Chapter 20). For Trollope no finer ideal exists. Yet much in Palliser's life denies what was generally conceived as the ideal of a gentleman. The Duke is socially awkward, and has no time for gentlemanly pursuits like hunting or shooting. His unremittingly single-minded devotion to his work challenges the notion of a gentleman's leisure. Trollope could not be satisfied with one side of a question. In The Duke's Children, he sets out to expose deep flaws in this ‘perfect gentleman’. Through his inept and baffled dealings with his children, the deficiencies of the Duke are unsparingly revealed. For all his integrity, Palliser has a proud and limited nature. The limitations are pitied, but the pride is seen to be culpable and potentially destructive.

The first pages of the novel dwell extensively on the Duke's multiple inadequacies. He has failed to benefit from the European travel which had preceded his wife's death; he is stricken and helpless in her absence; he is unable to make real contact with his remaining family; he is stiff, haughty and prematurely old. When it emerges that his daughter, Lady Mary, has engaged herself to marry Francis Tregear, the impecunious young friend of her brother, the Duke is devastated. What makes the discovery much worse is the revelation that his wife had encouraged this love match. Without the resources of her quick sympathy, the Duke can scarcely deal with the consequences of her rashness.

The Duke's intransigent opposition to the proposed marriage between Francis Tregear and Lady Mary is one of the many points at which the book looks back over the vistas of history accumulated in the Palliser novels. Like her daughter, Glencora Palliser had also made an early commitment to a man with beauty (always a bad sign in the fictions of this homely novelist – Tregear is ‘beautiful as Apollo’, p. 31) – and little money. Her disapproving family and friends had persuaded her to accept young Palliser instead of the rakish Burgo Fitzgerald, but the Duke had persistently felt that Glencora's strongest and most spontaneous affections had been irrevocably bestowed elsewhere. Now, through his wife's impulsive encouragement, it seemed that this story of a destructive early love was to repeat itself. Palliser at first believes that his repudiation of the aspiring Tregear is in the interests of social order and justice, and of Lady Mary herself. In a difficult but necessary acquisition of self-knowledge which amounts to his final act of moral heroism, the Duke comes to understand that his antipathy is in fact driven by his own emotional needs. Learning about himself enables him to recognise others. Lady Mary had been no more than a pretty toy to him – ‘the most charming plaything in the world on the few occasions in which he had allowed himself to play. But as to her actual disposition, he had never taken any trouble to inform himself’ (p. 151). He had not taken her seriously. Many of Trollope's fictional fathers find that their quiet daughters are more determined than anyone had bargained for. For the Duke, it is a profound but salutary shock to find himself weaker than his daughter.

In the parallel story of the Duke's eldest son, Silverbridge, who inflicts a double wound on his father by entering Parliament as a Conservative rather than a Liberal and then deciding to marry Isabel Boncassen, ‘the granddaughter of an American day-labourer’ (p. 414), rather than the aristocratic Lady Mabel Grex, we see Palliser's wishes frustrated again. He is powerless to prevent Silverbridge getting what he wants. The Duke is capable, immensely wealthy and tenacious, but he has grown old. In shaping the concluding episodes of Palliser's life, the ageing Trollope acknowledges the unstoppable precedence of youth.

Yet The Duke's Children remains a comedy, beginning with a death and ending with marriages. For all its sobriety, it is among the most optimistic of Trollope's novels. The Duke is thwarted, but he is also educated, and his story reflects Trollope's faith that parents can and should learn from their inheritors. His family is restored to him, together with a new understanding of ‘how necessary it was that he should have someone who would love him’ (p. 421). Even his work is restored to him, though it too has to be accommodated to new circumstances. At the end of the novel he has become President of the Council in a new Liberal administration. Relinquishing the pride and power of high office, Palliser is rewarded with work proper to his nature. The young have their own lessons to learn, but in this novel they emerge as fixed and relatively thin creations beside their elders. It is the old who have sustained histories of complexity and suffering, with more suffering, and more growth, in store for them. For all his grand principles, the Duke has been living in a moral muddle. The Liberal creed which he proclaims rests on the assertion of human equality. Without knowing that his son intends to marry her, the Duke expounds his beliefs to Isabel Boncassen: ‘There is no greater mistake than to suppose that inferiority of birth is a barrier to success in this country’ (p. 310). This is a theory that the Duke has never been able to reconcile with ‘his own pride of race and name’ (p. 311), and he is aghast when his eldest son and only daughter both propose to marry out of the nobility. What rescues him from a stubborn pride in his public position is the strength of his private affections. Undemonstrative and remorselessly formal, the Duke is repeatedly shown to be the most loving character in the novel. He cannot bear to see the distress of his children, though he attempts to persuade himself that it is his duty to do so. The pathos of the Duke's incapacity to express his deepest feelings is touchingly drawn. He gets closest to openness with Silverbridge. Invited to dine with his son at his club, the Duke's habit of reserve begins to melt: ‘Then the father looked round the room furtively, and seeing that the door was shut, and that they were assuredly alone, he put out his hand and gently stroked the young man's hair. It was almost a caress, – as though he would have said to himself, “Were he my daughter, I would kiss him”’ (p. 168). It is a moment hedged about with qualifications – ‘almost a caress’, ‘as though he would have said’, ‘were he my daughter’. Yet it is in the Duke's terms a momentous emotional surrender.

But Silverbridge is not a daughter. He is a son, and as such he is himself encompassed by the codes of acceptable masculine behaviour that so restrict the Duke's emotional life. In The Duke's Children, Trollope considers the price exacted by such codes. This was not a new theme for him. Perhaps remembering his own sad father, he had repeatedly created versions of the lonely old man whose thoughts, like those of the testy Squire Dale of The Small House at Allington, ‘were ever gentler than his words’ (Chapter 38). Archdeacon Grantly, who bosses and blusters his way through the pages of the Barsetshire novels, is among the liveliest of such portraits. In his final fictional appearance (The Last Chronicle of Barset, published in 1867), the bluff Archdeacon almost allows intransigent pride to separate him from the grown-up son he loves dearly. Like the Duke, he does so because he is convinced that his son is marrying beneath him. However, the Archdeacon is luckier than the Duke in having a sensible wife who can stave off the worst results of his unbending foolishness. The Duke had needed Glencora, who like so many of Trollope's fictional wives was more forceful than her husband. She ‘had been essentially human, had been a link between him and the world’ (p. 3). Without that link, he feels – and almost becomes – lost.

The Duke's long story might have ended in tragedy – or in farce. His uncomprehending obstinacy often provides the novel with a rueful comedy, as Trollope records his bouts of frustrated ‘wailing’ in the face of his children's perverse persistence. The fact that he is finally allowed to retain his dignity in full measure, together with as much happiness as his stern nature could hope to accommodate, represents the element of wish-fulfilling fantasy which the apparently realist fiction of Trollope always contains. This is the novel that Trollope began immediately after he had finished his retrospective An Autobiography (published posthumously) in the spring of 1876, and it is a continuation of that attempt to write a successful life for himself. In its caustic condemnation of greed and hypocrisy, it shares many of the preoccupations of preceding major novels of the 1870s, like The Way We Live Now (1875) and The American Senator (1877). But it is not, as they are, a ‘condition-of-England’ novel. This is a novel in which Trollope is thinking about his own life. Like the Duke, he had two sons who were not finding it easy to settle, having noticeably omitted to inherit their father's habits of unceasing industry: ‘How completely had he failed to indoctrinate his children with the ideas by which his own mind was fortified and controlled!’ (p. 413). The Duke is by no means an image of Trollope. He is much less intelligent, and more ascetic. But his paternal position is comparable. In constructing this narrative of reconciliation and redemption, in which family loyalty and good nature (neither of the Duke's boys is really a bad lot) is at last rewarded, Trollope defends himself against the fear that his own story might have a different ending.

In Trollope's fictional lives, the recalcitrant tangles of his experience are smoothed into something approaching order. But this equanimity is not created without cost, and The Duke's Children acknowledges discordant notes. The theme of age and its defeats is not confined to Trollope's treatment of the Duke and his troubles. It pervades the novel. Curiously, it finds its most sombre expression in a character who is distinctly young in years. Lady Mabel Grex, who fails in her bid to be the next Duchess of Omnium, is twenty-two years old. She is clever, beautiful and firm of mind. Yet she feels herself to be too old to succeed. She has a great deal – too much – already behind her. Her story begins, as Trollope insistently reminds us, ‘in medias res’ (p. 55). Mabel has the noble blood which the Duke values so highly, but the ancient aristocracy she represents is exhausted and corrupt, with a ‘blasé used-up way of life of which Lady Mabel was conscious herself’ (p. 271). The men in her family are characterised by a casually vicious brutality that is a reminder of how far Trollope was from an unreasoned respect for high breeding. Juliet McMaster has noted how deeply Mabel herself is damaged by her identification with a romantic retrospect that has become sterile.* Grex, the family home she venerates, has been ruined by the careless self-indulgence of her ancestors, and is now a Byronically gloomy pile which represents, with an almost Gothic intensity unusual in Trollope, her spent condition. Northern landscapes repeatedly suggest desolation and emotional defeat in Trollope's fictional geography, and the rocks and black water surrounding the old brick walls of Grex haunt Mabel's hopeless story. Silverbridge is half-committed to her edgy sophistication, but finally prefers the buoyant energy embodied in the rival attractions of the very much more wholesome Isabel Boncassen. In choosing the American, Silverbridge chooses youth, and the novel commends the wisdom of his decision.

Mabel's self-destructive struggles undermine the reassuring harmonies of the novel, and end in the bitter loneliness that the Duke is permitted to avoid. They are compounded by the fact that she is a woman. Over the course of his long writing life, Trollope had come to be troubled about the position of women in the complicated society he broods over. The Duke's Children offers significant evidence of his changed thinking. He had not become a feminist: his lecture of 1868 entitled ‘The Higher Education of Women’ (in short, he advised them to hem handkerchiefs instead) makes dispiriting reading now, and his hostility to the growth of feminist activism is recorded in such ugly caricatured figures as the reforming American Wallachia Petrie of He Knew He Was Right (1869), or the fraudulent Baroness Banman of Is He Popenjoy? (1878). But he had met and admired women who held feminist beliefs, notably the American Kate Field, remembered in his Autobiography as ‘a ray of light to me, from which I can always strike a spark by thinking of her’ (Chapter 17). Kate Field's sturdy views on women's rights had some influence on Trollope's thought. His flattering portrait of Isabel Boncassen, who has fashionable London at her feet, reflects some of Kate's glamour, though little of her feminism. Books, too, made an impression. He knew Mill's Subjection of Women (1869), and though he could not bring himself to share Mill's position, he found the arguments hard to ignore. Mabel's professional charm as she looks for marriage is a memorably fearful thing: ‘To be gay was the habit, – we may almost say the work, – of her life’ (p. 125). Here Trollope returns to a theme that he had studied at length in the story of Arabella Trefoil, the dedicated husband-hunter of The American Senator. Arabella and Mabel have to make sexual fascination their vocation. What repelled him about such women, and finally wins his compassion, is that they have no better work.

Stalwart women had never been rare in Trollope's novels, and in the magnificently overbearing Mrs Proudie, the dragon of the Barsetshire novels, he created an example that his readers have found unforgettable. But he was equivocal about the dominance his women are inclined to demonstrate, and the heroines who are blessed with authorial approval usually display at least occasional tokens of trembling docility. Yet Trollope's marriageable young women grow ever more likely to express their frustration in his later novels. Mabel cannot free herself from the social codes which circumscribe her status as a lady, but she knows that they are not to her advantage, and she is prepared to say so: ‘We are dreadfully restricted. If you like champagne you can have a bucketful. I am obliged to pretend that I only want a very little. You can bet thousands. I must confine myself to gloves. You can flirt with any woman you please. I must wait till somebody comes, – and put up with it if nobody does come’ (p. 225). Isabel is less liable to self-pity, but equally sharp about the advantages enjoyed by young men: ‘But take them at their worst they are a deal too good for us, for they become men some day, whereas we must only be women to the end’ (p. 209). Even the more conventional Lady Mary, her spirits subdued by her war of attrition with her father, feels her lover to be more fortunate than she: ‘He does not suffer as I do. He has his borough, and his public life, and a hundred things to think of. I have got nothing but him… A man can never be like a girl’ (p. 405).

Isabel, like Mabel and Mary, has ‘a very high opinion of herself’ (p. 210). But she is an American, and for a man with Trollope's convictions about the eminence of the English, that made a difference. Trollope claimed to believe that Americans regarded the English with something near to reverence: ‘Who… is so much an object of heart-felt admiration to the American man and the American woman as the well-mannered and well-educated English woman or English man?’ (An Autobiography, Chapter 17). Luckily for her prospects in the marriage market she is operating in, Isabel's self-esteem is therefore tinged with uncertainty. Like Henry James, whose Daisy Miller appeared in the Cornhill Magazine in 1878, Trollope writes of what James termed the ‘international situation’. In terms of the history of nineteenth-century fiction, one of the more unexpected revelations of The Duke's Children is the extent of the shared ground between James and Trollope. Hermione Lee gives a cogent account of the American perspectives of the novel in the introduction to her edition of The Duke's Children.* Isabel is no raw colonial: she has (unaccountably) no American accent, and she is, as even the Duke's concedes, ‘ladylike’ (p. 304). Her wealthy father, a very much suaver version of Senator Elias Gotobed (The American Senator), is an accomplished scholar, and possibly a future President. Nevertheless, Isabel's republican high spirits are overawed by the rank and wealth of the aristocratic circles personified by the young Lord Silverbridge: ‘Her brain was firmer than that of most girls, but even her brain was a little turned’ (p. 211). Silverbridge chooses to marry her rather than Mabel because her American origin permits her to see him as a great man. As she confesses in a moment of girlish intimacy with his sister: ‘He is my hero; – and not the less so because there is none higher than he among the nobles of the greatest land under the sun’ (p. 305).

Lady Mabel has a liking for Silverbridge, but knows him too well for respect, let alone worship – a fact that denies her victory in the elaborate and risky erotic game that is played out between these three protagonists. Mabel has none of the ‘trepidation’ (p. 123) that the diffident young lord finds necessary in a prospective wife. She sees and accepts this, as so much else in her own nature, and she feels herself to be in the wrong as a result. Mabel's views on the relations between men and women scarcely amount to anything that could be called feminism: ‘But I could never feel him to be my superior. That is what a wife ought in truth to feel’ (p. 130). Mabel wants to marry Silverbridge because he can make her a duchess, but she does not imagine he will be able to do much else for her. She is caught in a double bind that adds a deeply felt pathos to her situation. Trollope treats her with uneasy compassion, but conceives no way out for her. Mabel's error has been to deny her own deepest needs, for we learn that her real passion is for Francis Tregear, now suitor to the Duke's daughter. Having sent him away because he cannot make her rich, she joins the long procession of the women in Trollope's fiction who find they can never be free of their first unalterable love. Tregear, able but shifty, loses no time in making a better match for himself. But Mabel cannot forget him. She will not marry a man who is not able to offer her both sexual fulfilment and social prestige. She is therefore condemned to the perpetual maidenhood that is in her world a dreadful fate. Trollope's treatment of Mabel's joyless life shows that he had grown uncomfortable about the constraints that have penned her in. Nevertheless he remained fixed in his conviction that only marriage with a gentleman she is able to love and revere as her better can offer deliverance to a right-thinking young lady.

Trollope's position is the more contradictory in that he is unable to see men as the superior creatures that his women supposedly require. It is characteristic of his confusion that He Knew He Was Right, a novel which reflects much of his pained and divided thinking about the cultural situation of women, should be the story of a man who is utterly wrong. His fiction is crowded with women who are stronger and more astute than the men they are associated with, and their dominance is particularly noticeable in this novel. Yet his view of what the social relations between the sexes could be, or should be, is as conservative as ever. The men continue to control the property – here, as invariably in Trollope's world, indispensable to the prospects of his characters. As Mabel and Isabel point out, they also hold powers of public action from which women are precluded. All these advantages seem to do them little good. In The Duke's Children, men are repeatedly shown to be weak and self-deluding creatures beside the constancy and insight of the women who are compelled to be their dependants. Silverbridge and his brother, Gerald, are amiable and well-bred, but neither of them is at all bright. Their moneyed young male companions scarcely lift themselves above the level of the contemptible – Lord Popplecourt is a meagre puppet, Dolly Longstaff a fool, Percival Grex a lout. They earn no one's respect. Even Phineas Finn, the central figure of two earlier Palliser novels, is in this novel no more than a shadow. He is obscured by the forthright Mrs Finn, yet another of the figures who successfully compel the hapless Duke's submission before the novel is over. Tregear is a more complicated case. He has more intelligence and discipline than any other young man in the novel, but carries with him a faint but persistent taint of self-seeking caddishness. Trollope neither wholly condemns nor quite approves his cleverly managed career. Tregear, like Mabel, is punished by self-knowledge: ‘Perhaps the bitterest feeling of all was that her love should have been so much stronger, so much more enduring than his own’ (p. 494).

One of the most intriguing developments of Trollope's uncertain thoughts about the social identity of women in the novel is in the briefly sketched marriage of Mr and Mrs Spooner, a couple whose part in the novel is confined to the hunting scenes that Trollope was rarely able to keep out of his fiction. It might seem that Trollope's passion for hunting simply reflected his wish to associate himself with the life of a country gentleman. The new convenience of railway travel enabled him to combine regular hunting with his Post Office duties. But like all Trollope's activities, hunting took its part in a complicated and intense imaginative life. It meant more than horses and hounds. He had little time for those who devoted themselves singlemindedly to the pursuit and slaughter of game, and in the fatuous figure of the sportsman Reginald Dobbes (yet another of the novel's male boors) he points some caustic satire in their direction. Hunting was different, for its demanding rough and tumble temporarily neutralised the stifling distinctions of social convention, without representing a serious challenge to the status quo. In pursuing the fox, Trollope could play with notions of a different and perhaps less trammelled way of life. And hunting could offer a peculiar kind of freedom for women.

In the early years of the nineteenth century, women had rarely hunted, and those who did were frowned on. Women began to hunt more regularly in the 1850s, partly because of changing social conditions, but also as a result of the development of better side-saddles. In the 1860s, it became a fashionable pursuit for women. For Mrs Spooner, it is a vocation. The ‘penniless daughter of a retired officer’ (p. 392), her social position was ambiguous at best, and at worst hardly respectable, before she had the good fortune to marry Spooner, a hard-riding farmer who figures as a comic character in Phineas Redux (1874). Trollope's astute treatment of her equivocal status is one of the points at which The Duke's Children discloses his profound debt to Thackeray. Mrs Spooner's extravagant devotion to the sport is absurd, but her expertise in the field grants her a freedom of action and of speech that would have been out of the question in the drawing-room. No other female character in the novel uses slang. Her open and friendly domination of her dim husband would have unnerved Trollope in any other context, but is here treated with sympathetic forbearance. When Silverbridge, incompetent as ever, has parted company with his horse in a ploughed field, she cheerfully comes to his rescue:


She went straight after the riderless horse, and when Silverbridge had reduced himself to utter speechlessness by his exertions, brought him back his steed.

‘I am, – I am, I am – so sorry,’ he struggled to say, – and then as she held his horse for him he struggled up into the saddle.

‘Keep down this furrow,’ said Mrs Spooner, ‘and we shall be with them in the second field. There's nobody near them yet.’ (p. 399)


It is a minor incident, but Mrs Spooner's calm command here suggests a relation between a man and woman quite unlike that which is usually encountered in Trollope's fiction. It is one of the many small black marks against Francis Tregear, who likes his women safely conventional, that he does not at all take to the sound of Mrs Spooner. Silverbridge has been impressed, and speculates as to how Tregear might react:


‘I wonder what you'll think of Mrs Spooner?’ he said.

‘Why should I think anything of her?’

‘Because I doubt whether you ever saw such a woman before. She does nothing but hunt.’

‘Then I certainly shan't want to see her again.’

‘And she talks as I never heard a lady talk before.’

‘Then I don't care if I never see her at all.’

‘But she is the most plucky and most good-natured human being I ever saw in my life.’ (p. 400)


In Mrs Spooner, who is a comic figure and safely confined to horseback, Trollope gets as close as he ever dares to an image of real change in the social position of women. Once in the saddle, Mrs Spooner evades the definitions of gender – she is a ‘human being’ rather than a lady, something Trollope's women rarely manage. Trollope's hunting scenes here, as elsewhere in his novels, allow him an oblique approach to areas of speculation that might otherwise threaten the decorous equilibrium of his fiction.

Hunting is a strenuous physical activity, and it sometimes touches the current of retributory violence that moves beneath Trollope's cultivated world. His most despicable rogues (Adolphus Crosbie in The Small House at Allington, Mr Moffat in Doctor Thorne, 1858) rarely escape a beating. Tregear is no rogue, and cannot be treated as such. It is important to the plot that he should be seen as a ‘worthy young man’, or the Duke's prejudice would have more justification than it would suit Trollope's purposes to allow. Nevertheless, he is coldly presented. It is significant that it is only after Tregear has been seriously hurt while hunting, the only occasion in the novel where Silverbridge puts him down (albeit quite. by accident) and the first real misfortune his smooth life has encountered, that he is permitted to claim his prize of marriage with the steadfast Lady Mary.

Silverbridge never has much notion of what is going on, but in his reaction to Mrs Spooner he shows himself capable of sound choices. He has to decide what to admire, and what to be. In the end he admires his father most, which directs the course of his life, but he makes several false starts. His unlucky courtship of Lady Mabel is his most hazardous wrong turning, and he is not quick to put it right. Nor does he easily identify the father he needs. As the novel begins he is entangled with Major Tifto, a gambling adventurer with whom Silverbridge jointly owns a racehorse called, hardly tactfully, Prime Minister. Tifto is both a seedy father substitute and also, curiously, a travestied spouse. Like Mrs Spooner, he is a character who eludes the categories of gender. Hermione Lee has noted how the story of Silverbridge's relations with Tifto has ‘the air of courtship, marital quarrel, divorce, and maintenance arrangements’.* Vulnerable and dependent, emotional, tearful and ‘full of mysteries’ (p. 38), Tifto is a military man who finds masculinity hard to live up to. He is a ‘little man’, ‘light-haired and blue-eyed’ (p. 37), a man who looks younger than his years and, disconcertingly, is even suspected of painting his face. Yet he is also, again like Mrs Spooner, a bold and skilful horseman, with the wit to make a precarious living as Master of the Runnymede Hounds. Despite his murky credentials as a gentleman, his association with Silverbridge allows him to edge into fashionable society as a member of the Beargarden Club.

There is a barely detectable suggestion of homosexual feeling between Silverbridge and Tifto – the moment of severance between them comes when the Major intrudes upon the young man as he lies in bed. That is not, however, the point of what happens between them. The air of sexual licence that clings to Tifto is only part of the evasive marginality that makes him dangerous. His ambivalent function in the novel is another reminder of what Trollope owes to Thackeray. He has no discernible family, always a sign of incipient villainy in Trollope's characters. The fact that the Beargarden welcomes him says much about the rackety nature of that bachelors' den: ‘Such a man, – even though no one did know anything of his father or mother, though no one had ever heard him speak of a brother or a sister, though it was believed that he had no real income, – was felt by many to be the very man for the Beargarden’ (p. 37). Tifto turns out to be treacherous as well as devious. In another surprisingly graphic moment of violence, here with perceptible sexual implications, the discarded Major takes a vicious revenge by hammering a nail into the hoof of Prime Minister on the morning before the St Leger. As a result, his young patron loses £70, 000 – a huge sum, as much as Trollope earned over a lifetime's indefatigable writing. The defrauded Silverbridge is exposed to an important lesson about the advantages of respectability.

Yet Tifto, like Lady Mabel, sounds a persistently dark note in the novel. It was not hope for financial gain that led to his betrayal of Silverbridge, but wounded pride and the desire for vengeance. As he moves closer to an adult world in which such things matter, Silverbridge feels disgraced by the Major's tacky companionship and casts off his outgrown friend. Tifto's humiliation is sympathetically rendered. As always, Trollope's most inward engagement is with the loser rather than the winner, and Tifto is very evidently a loser. The scene of his abject confession to Silverbridge, here unwontedly and coolly in command of the situation, is one of the most painful in the novel. It is painful because Tifto has nothing to lose from telling the truth: ‘“You turned me out.” “That is true, Major Tifto.” “You was very rough then. Wasn't you rough?” (p. 475). A dingy counterpart of Mabel, Tifto is like her consigned to a wretched exile which shadows the nuptial concord affirmed in the novel's conclusion.

Silverbridge has public as well as private choices to make. The product of the old Whig aristocracy, his wish to enter Parliament as a Conservative distresses his father almost as much as his selection of an American bride. Silverbridge claims to have political convictions of his own. In so far as he has (they are expressed with a naïvety that is comic), they bear little relation to the romantic and idealistic Conservatism of Disraeli's Young England movement, which had drawn the allegiance of public-spirited young aristocrats in the 1840s. Thirty years later Silverbridge's political ideas amount to nothing, more than the crudest class interest. ‘We've got to protect our position as well as we can against the Radicals and Communists… The people will look after themselves, and we must look after ourselves. We are so few and they are so many, that we shall have quite enough to do’ (pp. 45, 46). The outraged Duke rightly suspects that Silverbridge has picked up this infection from his rising friend Tregear, who is a Conservative of a very much more knowing kind.

Politics, in this novel, are a matter of personal loyalty rather than intellectual persuasion. It is as a friend rather than a political colleague that Silverbridge helps Tregear through the dismal experience of his election to a seat in Cornwall. Here Trollope gives a bitter account of what had happened to the political life of England after Disraeli's Reform Bill of 1867. He had not forgotten his own forlorn attempt to fulfil a lifelong ambition to become a Member of Parliament. He had stood as a Liberal for the notoriously corrupt Beverley in 1868, and recorded his angry disgust at what had happened to him in An Autobiography: ‘I went down to canvass, and spent, I think, the most wretched fortnight of my manhood’ (Chapter 16). In his account of Silverbridge and Tregear soliciting votes in the muddy streets of Polpenno, Trollope forgets his novel for a while and speaks for himself: ‘Perhaps nothing more disagreeable, more squalid, more revolting to the senses, more opposed to personal dignity, can be conceived. The same words have to be repeated over and over again in the cottages, hovels, and lodgings of poor men and women who only understand that the time has come round in which they are to be flattered instead of being the flatterers’ (p. 352). Here again, what made Trollope miserable in his own life is set in good order. Tregear is elected as resoundingly as Trollope was defeated. The victory is not quite honourably won – it is secured by the skilful manoeuvrings of the town's tailor, who earns £25 for his efforts – but in the case of Tregear, perhaps that does not matter too much.

Musing on political allegiance, Silverbridge (already safely installed in the family seat which bears his name) concludes that it means ‘nothing more than choosing one set of companions or choosing another’ (p. 349). Despite his loyalty to Tregear, he finds that he does not much like the companions he has chosen. Sir Timothy Beeswax, the unprincipled Conservative Leader of the House of Commons, is another shoddy surrogate father to Silverbridge. As well preserved as Tifto, the dignified Sir Timothy also has a touch of paint about him, and of the animal (he is ‘such a beast,’ Silverbridge remarks, p. 349), and even of the female: ‘Of course it is all paint, – but how would the poor girl look before the gaslights if there were no paint? The House of Commons likes a little deportment on occasions’ (p. 481). He will not do long for the Duke's son. Silverbridge returns to the Liberal fold – not because he has been convinced by his father's philanthropic arguments, though Trollope certainly intends that his readers should be, but because he does not care for the company a modern Conservative must keep. It is the only matter in which the old Duke gets his own way. When it happens, he has learned not to expect it. The last words of the novel, and of the series, are given to Palliser. They include the possibility of new beginnings, as the Duke reflects on his protracted resistance to Tregear: ‘I do not know that one ought to be surprised at anything. Perhaps what surprised me most was that he should have looked so high. There seemed to be so little to justify it. But now I will accept that as courage which I before regarded as arrogance’ (pp. 505–6).


FURTHER READING


The Duke's Children (1880) is the last of Trollope's six political novels, and the reader's pleasure will be greatly enhanced by reading the others, preferably in sequence. They are: Can You Forgive Her? (1864), Phineas Finn (1869), The Eustace Diamonds (1873), Phineas Redux (1874) and The Prime Minister (1876). Anyone daunted by this bulk of reading might choose to go on to The Prime Minister, where the Duke's political and marital life takes centre stage.

Trollope's An Autobiography (1883) remains an indispensable introduction to Trollope's life. Of the early biographies, Michael Sadleir's Trollope: A Commentary (1927, rev. edn 1945) is still important. Four recent biographies have much to offer: Robert Super, The Chronicler of Barset: A Life of Anthony Trollope (1988), Richard Mullen, Anthony Trollope: A Victorian in his World (1990); N. John Hall, Trollope: A Biography (1991); Victoria Glendinning, Trollope (1992). The Letters of Anthony Trollope, ed. N. John Hall (two vols, 1983) are indispensable. R. C. Terry (ed.), Trollope: Interviews and Recollections (1987) is a useful collection. Donald Smalley, Trollope: The Critical Heritage (1969) and David Skilton, Anthony Trollope and His Contemporaries (1972) provide a detailed picture of the contemporary response to Trollope.

Important general studies of Trollope include A. O. J. Cockshut, Anthony Trollope: A Critical Study (1955); R. M. Polhemus, The Changing World of Anthony Trollope (1968); Ruth apRoberts, Trollope: Artist and Moralist (1971); James Kincaid, The Novels of Anthony Trollope (1977); P. D. Edwards, Anthony Trollope: His Art and Scope (1978); Shirley Letwin, The Gentleman in Trollope: Individuality and Moral Conduct (1982); and Stephen Wall, Trollope and Character (1988).

Asa Briggs's essay ‘Trollope, Bagehot, and the English Constitution’, Victorian People (1955) gives a helpful account of Trollope's political creed. Critical studies of the political fiction are to be found in Arthur Pollard, Trollope's Political Novels (1968); John Halperin, Trollope and Politics: A Study of the Pallisers and Others (1977); Juliet McMaster, Trollope's Palliser Novels: Theme and Pattern (1978); and Robert Tracy, Trollope's Later Novels (1978). There are a number of essays which deal specifically with The Duke's Children, including John Hagan's influential ‘The Duke's Children: Trollope's Psychological Masterpiece’ (Nineteenth-Century Fiction, 13, 1958–9, pp. 1–21); George Butte, ‘Ambivalence and Affirmation in The Duke's Children’ (Studies in English Literature, 17, Autumn 1977, pp. 709–27); Blair Gates Kennedy, ‘The Two Isabels: A Study in Distortion’ (Victorian Newsletter, 25, 1964, pp. 15–17); Hermione Lee, Introduction to The Duke's Children (1983).




A NOTE ON THE TEXT

Trollope began to write The Duke's Children on 2 May 1876, and completed it on 29 October. Having originally planned to publish it in four volumes, he then cut the manuscript to fit into three, and this shortened version was serially published in All the Year Round from 4 October 1879 to 24 July 1880. Trollope was paid £400. Chapman and Hall bought the book copyright for £1,400, and published The Duke's Children in three volumes in May 1880. The firm lost £120 on the venture, which Trollope characteristically repaid (‘I cannot allow that’).*

The text of the present edition follows the three-volume edition of 1880. A few slips and printer's errors have been silently corrected and a few spellings modernised. The punctuation of the first edition has been preserved where possible. Trollope's capitalisation is sometimes inconsistent (e.g. Conservative/conservative; Liberal/liberal; my Lord/lord; Member/member of Parliament), but these aberrations have been allowed to stand. Finally, notes indicate preferred readings from the manuscript.


Facsimile of the title page of the first volume of the first edition (1880). Reproduced by permission of The Bodleian Library, Oxford (251.f.954).


                       
           





CONTENTS

1 When the Duchess was Dead

2 Lady Mary Palliser

3 Francis Oliphant Tregear

4 Park Lane

5 It is Impossible

6 Major Tifto

7 Conservative Convictions

8 He is a Gentleman

9 ‘In Medias Res’

10 Why not like Romeo if I Feel like Romeo?

11 Cruel

12 At Richmond

13 The Duke's Injustice

14 The New Member for Silverbridge

15 The Duke Receives a Letter, – and Writes One

16 Poor Boy

17 The Derby

18 One of the Results of the Derby

19 ‘No; My Lord, I Do Not’

20 Then He Will Come Again

21 Sir Timothy Beeswax

22 The Duke in his Study

23 Frank Tregear Wants a Friend

24 She Must be Made to Obey

25 A Family Breakfast-Table

26 Dinner at the Beargarden

27 Major Tifto and the Duke

28 Mrs Montacute Jones's Garden-Party

29 The Lovers Meet

30 What Came of the Meeting

31 Miss Boncassen's River-Party No. 1

32 Miss Boncassen's River-Party No. 2

33 The Langham Hotel

34 Lord Popplecourt

35 ‘Don't You Think –?’

36 Tally-ho Lodge

37 Grex

38 Crummie-Toddie

39 Killancodlem

40 And Then!

41 Ischl

42 Again at Killancodlem

43 What Happened at Doncaster

44 How It was Done

45 There Shall Not be Another Word About It

46 Lady Mary's Dream

47 Miss Boncassen's Idea of Heaven

48 The Party at Custins is Broken Up

49 The Major's Fate

50 The Duke's Arguments

51 The Duke's Guests

52 Miss Boncassen Tells the Truth

53 Then I am Proud as a Queen

54 I Don't Think She is a Snake

55 Polpenno

56 The News is Sent to Matching

57 The Meeting at The Bobtailed Fox

58 The Major is Deposed

59 No One Can Tell What May Come to Pass

60 Lord Gerald in Further Trouble

61 ‘Bone of my Bone’

62 The Brake Country

63 ‘I've Seen ‘em Like That Before’

64 ‘I Believe Him to be a Worthy Young Man’

65 ‘Do You Ever Think What Money Is?’

66 The Three Attacks

67 ‘He is Such a Beast’

68 Brook Street

69 Pert Poppet

70 ‘Love May be a Great Misfortune’

71 ‘What am I to Say, Sir?’

72 Carlton Terrace

73 ‘I Have Never Loved You’

74 ‘Let Us Drink a Glass of Wine Together’

75 The Major's Story

76 On Deportment

77 ‘Mabel, Good-Bye’

78 The Duke Returns to Office

79 The First Wedding

80 The Second Wedding


CHAPTER 1 
When the Duchess was Dead

No one, probably, ever felt himself to be more alone in the world than our old friend, the Duke of Omnium, when the Duchess died. When this sad event happened he had ceased to be Prime Minister. During the first nine months after he had left office he and the Duchess remained in England. Then they had gone abroad, taking with them their three children. The eldest, Lord Silverbridge, had been at Oxford, but had had his career there cut short by some more than ordinary youthful folly, which had induced his father to agree with the college authorities that his name had better be taken off the college books, – all which had been cause of very great sorrow to the Duke. The other boy was to go to Cambridge; but his father had thought it well to give him a twelvemonth's run on the Continent, under his own inspection. Lady Mary, the only daughter,1 was the youngest of the family, and she also had been with them on the Continent. They remained the full year abroad, travelling with a large accompaniment of tutors, lady's-maids, couriers, and sometimes friends. I do not know that the Duchess or the Duke had enjoyed it much; but the young people had seen something of foreign courts and much of foreign scenery, and had perhaps perfected their French. The Duke had gone to work at his travels with a full determination to create for himself occupation out of a new kind of life. He had studied Dante, and had striven to arouse himself to ecstatic joy amidst the loveliness of the Italian lakes. But through it all he had been aware that he had failed. The Duchess had made no such resolution, – had hardly, perhaps, made any attempt; but, in truth, they had both sighed to be back among the war-trumpets. They had both suffered much among the trumpets, and yet they longed to return. He told himself from day to day, that though he had been banished2 from the House of Commons, still, as a peer, he had a seat in Parliament; and that, though he was no longer a minister, still he might be useful as a legislator. She, in her career as a leader of fashion, had no doubt met with some trouble, – with some trouble but with no disgrace; and as she had been carried about among the lakes and mountains, among the pictures and statues, among the counts and countesses; she had often felt that there was no happiness except in that dominion which circumstances had enabled her to achieve once, and might enable her to achieve again – in the realms of London society.

Then, in the early spring of 187–,3 they came back to England, having persistently carried out their project, at any rate in regard to time. Lord Gerald, the younger son, was at once sent up to Trinity. For the eldest son a seat was to be found in the House of Commons, and the fact that a dissolution of Parliament was expected served to prevent any prolonged sojourn abroad. Lady Mary Palliser was at that time nineteen, and her entrance into the world was to be her mother's great care and great delight. In March they spent a few days in London, and then went down to Matching Priory.4 When she left town the Duchess was complaining of cold, sore throat, and debility. A week after their arrival at Matching she was dead.

Had the heavens fallen and mixed themselves with the earth, had the people of London risen in rebellion with French ideas of equality, had the Queen persistently declined to comply with the constitutional advice of her ministers, had a majority in the House of Commons lost its influence in the country, – the utter prostration of the bereft husband could not have been more complete. It was not only that his heart was torn to pieces, but that he did not know how to look out into the world. It was as though a man should be suddenly called upon to live without hands or even arms. He was helpless, and knew himself to be helpless. Hitherto he had never specially acknowledged to himself that his wife was necessary to him as a component part of his life. Though he had loved her dearly, and had in all things consulted her welfare and happiness, he had at times been inclined to think that in the exuberance of her spirits she had been a trouble rather than a support to him. But now it was as though all outside appliances were taken away from him. There was no one of whom he could ask a question.

For it may be said of this man that, though throughout his life he had had many Honourable and Right Honourable friends, and that, though he had entertained guests by the score, and though he had achieved for himself the respect of all good men and the thorough admiration of some few who knew him, he had hardly made for himself a single intimate friend – except that one who had now passed away from him. To her he had been able to say what he thought, even though she would occasionally ridicule him while he was declaring his feelings. But there had been no other human soul to whom he could open himself. There was one or two whom he loved, and perhaps liked; but his loving and his liking had been exclusively political. He had so habituated himself to devote his mind and his heart to the service of his country, that he had almost risen above or sunk below humanity. But she, who had been essentially human, had been a link between him and the world.

There were his three children, the youngest of whom was now nearly nineteen, and they surely were links! At the first moment of his bereavement they were felt to be hardly more than burdens. A more loving father there was not in England, but nature had made him so undemonstrative that as yet they had hardly known his love. In all their joys and in all their troubles, in all their desires and all their disappointments, they had ever gone to their mother. She had been conversant with everything about them, from the boys' bills and the girl's gloves to the innermost turn in the heart and the disposition of each. She had known with the utmost accuracy the nature of the scrapes into which Lord Silverbridge had precipitated himself, and had known also how probable it was that Lord Gerald would do the same. The results of such scrapes she, of course, deplored; and therefore she would give good counsel, pointing out how imperative it was that such evil-doings should be avoided; but with the spirit that produced the scrapes she fully sympathised. The father disliked the spirit almost worse than the results; and was therefore often irritated and unhappy.

And the difficulties about the girl were almost worse to bear than those about the boys. She had done nothing wrong. She had given no signs of extravagance or other juvenile misconduct. But she was beautiful and young. How was he to bring her out into the world? How was he to decide whom she should or whom she should not marry? How was he to guide her through the shoals and rocks which lay in the path of such a girl before she can achieve matrimony?

It was the fate of the family that, with a world of acquaintance, they had not many friends. From all close connection with relatives on the side of the Duchess they had been dissevered by old feelings at first, and afterwards by want of any similitude in the habits of life. She had, when young, been repressed by male and female guardians with an iron hand. Such repression had been needed, and had been perhaps salutary, but it had not left behind it much affection. And then her nearest relatives were not sympathetic with the Duke. He could obtain no assistance in the care of his girl from that source. Nor could he even do it from his own cousins' wives, who were his nearest connections on the side of the Pallisers. They were women to whom he had ever been kind, but to whom he had never opened his heart. When, in the midst of the stunning sorrow of the first week, he tried to think of all this, it seemed to him that there was nobody.

There had been one lady, a very dear ally, staying in the house with them when the Duchess died. This was Mrs Finn, the wife of Phineas Finn, who had been one of the Duke's colleagues when in office. How it had come to pass that Mrs Finn and the Duchess had become singularly bound together has been told elsewhere.5 But there had been close bonds, – so close that when the Duchess on their return from the Continent had passed through London on her way to Matching, ill at the time and very comfortless, it had been almost a thing of course, that Mrs Finn should go with her. And as she had sunk, and then despaired, and then died, it was this woman who had always been at her side, who had ministered to her, and had listened to the fears and the wishes and hopes she had expressed respecting the children.

At Matching, amidst the ruins of the old Priory, there is a parish burying-ground, and there, in accordance with her own wish, almost within sight of her own bedroom-window, she was buried. On the day of the funeral a dozen relatives came, Pallisers and McCloskies, who on such an occasion were bound to show themselves, as members of the family. With them and his two sons the Duke walked across to the graveyard, and then walked back; but even to those who stayed the night at the house he hardly spoke. By noon on the following day they had all left him, and the only stranger in the house was Mrs Finn.

On the afternoon of the day after the funeral the Duke and his guest met, almost for the first time since the sad event. There had been just a pressure of the hand, just a glance of compassion, just some murmur of deep sorrow, – but there had been no real speech between them. Now he had sent for her, and she went down to him in the room in which he commonly sat at work. He was seated at his table when she entered, but there was no book open before him, and no pen ready to his hand. He was dressed of course in black. That, indeed, was usual with him, but now the tailor by his funeral art had added some deeper dye of blackness to his appearance. When he rose and turned to her she thought that he had at once become an old man. His hair was grey in parts, and he had never accustomed himself to use that skill in managing his outside person by which many men are able to preserve for themselves a look, if not of youth, at any rate of freshness. He was thin, of an adust complexion, and had acquired a habit of stooping which, when he was not excited, gave him an appearance of age. All that was common to him: but now it was so much exaggerated that he who was not yet fifty might have been taken to be over sixty.

He put out his hand to greet her as she came up to him. ‘Silverbridge,’ he said, ‘tells me that you go back to London tomorrow.’

‘I thought it would be best, Duke. My presence here can be of no comfort to you.’

‘I will not say that anything can be of comfort. But of course it is right that you should go. I can have no excuse for asking you to remain. While there was yet a hope for her – Then he stopped, unable to say a word further in that direction, and yet there was no sign of a tear and no sound of a sob.

‘Of course I would stay, Duke, if I could be of any service.’

‘Mr Finn will expect you to return to him.’

‘Perhaps it would be better that I should say that I would stay were it not that I know that I can be of no real service.’

‘What do you mean by that, Mrs Finn?’

‘Lady Mary should have with her at such a time some other friend.’

‘There was none other whom her mother loved as she loved you – none, none.’ This he said almost with energy.

‘There was no one lately, Duke, with whom circumstances caused her mother to be so closely intimate. But even that perhaps was unfortunate.’

‘I never thought so.’

‘That is a great compliment. But as to Lady Mary, will it not be well that she should have with her, as soon as possible, someone, – perhaps someone of her own kindred if it be possible, or, if not that, at least one of her own kind?’

‘Who is there? Whom do you mean?’

‘I mean no one. It is hard, Duke, to say what I do mean, but perhaps I had better try. There will be, – probably there have been, – some among your friends who have regretted the great intimacy which chance produced between me and my lost friend. While she was with us no such feeling would have sufficed to drive me from her. She had chosen for herself, and if others disapproved her choice that was nothing to me. But as regards Lady Mary, it will be better, I think, that from the beginning she should be taught to look for friendship and guidance to those – to those who are more naturally connected with her.’

‘I was not thinking of any guidance,’ said the Duke.

‘Of course not. But with one so young, where there is intimacy there will be guidance. There should be somebody with her. It was almost the last thought that occupied her mother's mind. I could not tell her, Duke, but I can tell you, that I cannot with advantage to your girl be that somebody.’

‘Cora wished it.’

‘Her wishes, probably, were sudden and hardly fixed.’

‘Who should it be, then?’ asked the father, after a pause.

‘Who am I, Duke, that I should answer such a question?’

After that there was another pause, and then the conference was ended by a request from the Duke that Mrs Finn would stay at Matching for yet two days longer. At dinner they all met, – the father, the three children, and Mrs Finn. How far the young people among themselves had been able to throw off something of the gloom of death need not here be asked; but in the presence of their father they were sad and sombre, almost as he was. On the next day, early in the morning, the younger lad returned to his college, and Lord Silverbridge went up to London, where he was supposed to have his home.

‘Perhaps you would not mind reading these letters,’ the Duke said to Mrs Finn, when she again went to him, in compliance with a message from him asking for her presence. Then she sat down and read two letters, one from Lady Cantrip,6 and the other from a Mrs Jeffrey Palliser,7 each of which contained an invitation for his daughter, and expressed a hope that Lady Mary would not be unwilling to spend some time with the writer. Lady Cantrip's letter was long, and went minutely into circumstances. If Lady Mary would come to her, she would abstain from having other company in the house till her young friend's spirits should have somewhat recovered themselves. Nothing could be more kind, or proposed in a sweeter fashion. There had, however, been present to the Duke's mind as he read it a feeling that a proposition to a bereaved husband to relieve him of the society of an only daughter, was not one which would usually be made to a father. In such a position a child's company would probably be his best solace. But he knew, – at this moment he painfully remembered, – that he was not as are other men. He acknowledged the truth of this, but he was not the less grieved
















* See Juliet McMaster, Trollope's Palliser Novels: Theme and Pattern (1978), p. 141.

* The Duke's Children, ed. Hermione Lee (1983).

* The Duke's Children, ed. Hermione Lee (1983), pp. xvi–xvii.



* N. John Hall, Trollope: A Biography (1991), p. 471.
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