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    A man’s past shadows his present until truth, law, and love wrestle for the right to define him. In John Caldigate, Anthony Trollope turns this tension into a lucid, gripping study of character under pressure. The novel follows a young gentleman whose early imprudence sends him to the Australian goldfields and back again to the measured lanes of Cambridgeshire, where a new life beckons and an old entanglement refuses to fade. Through measured irony and exact observation, Trollope maps how private choices are exposed to public judgment, and how credibility—hard to earn, easy to lose—becomes the true coin by which men and women are valued.

Anthony Trollope (1815–1882) published John Caldigate in 1879, during the late Victorian years of his astonishingly productive career. By then he had completed the Barsetshire chronicles and most of the Palliser novels, and his mastery of English provincial life, its institutions and tempers, was firmly established. The book’s premise is clean and compelling: a squire’s son, having wasted opportunities and money, seeks restoration abroad, returns with renewed prospects, and then confronts a claim from his past that threatens his future. Without relying on sensational devices, Trollope sets a problem as old as storytelling itself—how to prove a life—amid modern networks of travel and communication.

John Caldigate holds classic status because it makes a timeless moral drama out of recognizably ordinary lives. Trollope treats questions of marriage, legitimacy, and reputation not as melodrama but as social process: decisions taken in parlors, letters written in haste, opinions hardened around dinner tables, rumors traveling faster than facts. His prose favors clarity over ornament, and his situations invite reflection rather than shock. The cumulative effect is a novel that remains readable while illuminating how a community calibrates trust. It stands as a touchstone of Victorian realism, demonstrating how narrative patience can yield psychological depth and civic insight.

Although Trollope’s fame rests on several series, this independent narrative shows the breadth of his influence on English fiction’s treatment of the law in everyday life. Later novelists would continue to borrow his unshowy methods—steady omniscience, flexible sympathy, institutional detail—to test character under pressure without sacrificing plausibility. In tracing how evidence is gathered, sifted, and argued long before any judge speaks, the book anticipates a modern appetite for procedural clarity coupled with emotional complexity. Its balance of scruple and suspense helped strengthen the novel’s capacity to interrogate public systems through private stories, a model that remains widely used.

Equally classic is Trollope’s handling of place. The book moves between the flat fens and college townships of Cambridgeshire and the rough energy of the Australian goldfields, mapping the routes by which young Britons sought fortune and identity across the empire. This geographic span lets Trollope contrast settled custom with improvisational frontier life, and to measure what changes in a man when the horizon widens. Ships, cabins, banks, chapels, and quiet drawing rooms all take their turn under his calmly appraising eye. The settings are never exotic backdrops; they are moral arenas where money, risk, and duty are tested.

At its center stands John Caldigate, a protagonist whose faults are frank enough to be believable and whose virtues emerge under trial. He is impetuous, proud, and not always prudent; he is also capable of work, loyalty, and shame. The woman he loves on his return, Hester Bolton, comes from a household of strict principle, bringing to the story a firmness of conscience that complicates every decision. Around them gather figures who profit from uncertainty, others who fear scandal more than injustice, and a few who care simply for what is right. Trollope’s portraiture is sympathetic without surrendering judgment.

Trollope’s narrative method is another reason the novel endures. The narrator observes with a steady intelligence that alternately comforts and challenges the reader, guiding us through motives without dictating verdicts. Scenes unfold with patient economy, so that small acts—an imprudent conversation, a mislaid letter, an unexpected witness—acquire weight without theatrics. The style is plain yet exact, and the structure is unhurried without slackness, creating a slow tightening of moral and social pressure. Trollope resists easy villains and saints; instead he shows how ordinary frailties, when arranged by circumstance, can create crises that no single person intended.

Central to the book’s power is its engagement with evidence—what counts, who decides, and how certainty is achieved. Trollope dramatizes the processes by which claims are made plausible: testimony recollected, documents produced, character assessed. He understands that the law is not merely a set of rules but a theatre of credibility, where class, gender, and reputation can sway outcomes as much as facts. Yet he also respects the impartial ideal that English institutions profess, and he asks what it takes for that ideal to prevail. In this measured inquiry, the novel keeps suspense alive without sacrificing fairness.

John Caldigate also offers a rich social portrait of late Victorian life. Trollope sketches financial anxieties—debts, mortgages, mining shares—and shows how economic instruments bind individuals into webs of obligation. He attends to religious temperaments and their influence over domestic decisions, to the press of family expectations, and to shifting notions of gentlemanly conduct. He is particularly alert to how public opinion forms: how gossip hardens into doctrine, how hierarchy can intimidate conscience, and how fragile promises feel when set against communal fear. The result is a narrative that remains oddly contemporary in its grasp of social pressure.

As a late work, published when Trollope’s long career had already remade the English novel, John Caldigate displays the confidence of a writer working at full command. It stands apart from his two great sequences while drawing on their strengths—intimacy with provincial life, interest in institutions, affection for flawed humanity. Its compactness makes it an inviting entry-point for new readers and a rewarding study for admirers of his broader canvas. Critics have long valued it for the clarity of its construction and the sobriety of its tone, qualities that exemplify Trollope’s claim to classic status.

The book’s legacy lies not only in what it depicts but in how it shaped expectations for social fiction thereafter. By refusing to choose between narrative drive and procedural rigor, Trollope helped affirm that a novel could give equal authority to feeling and to fact. That equilibrium encouraged later storytellers—across courtroom narratives, domestic dramas, and immigrant tales—to ground moral conflict in the ordinary operations of society. Readers still find in John Caldigate a template for scrutinizing certainty with patience and for measuring character by conduct over time, rather than by sudden revelation or sweeping romantic gesture.

For contemporary readers, the themes resonate with undiminished force. Mobility still promises reinvention, while digital echoes of the past complicate new beginnings; reputations are made and unmade in public; institutions ask for trust even as they must justify it. John Caldigate speaks to these conditions with uncommon poise, inviting us to consider how we know what we know, whom we believe, and why. It is a classic not because it is antique but because it continues to illuminate the stubborn entanglement of chance, choice, and community. In its quiet way, it shows how truth must be patiently built.
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    Anthony Trollope’s John Caldigate opens in Cambridgeshire, where the title character, a young man of promising birth and education, undermines his prospects through debt and imprudent habits. Friction with his principled father and the constraints of provincial expectation push him toward a decisive break. Trollope sketches a society keenly attentive to reputation, money, and marriage, and a protagonist who wishes to prove himself beyond inherited comfort. The early chapters establish a tension between personal reform and public suspicion, setting the stage for a narrative that will test whether character can be remade, and whether society will allow such remaking to count.

Seeking fortune and a clean slate, Caldigate departs for the Australian goldfields. Trollope depicts colonial life with brisk realism: the harsh conditions, speculative alliances, and constant calculation of risk and reward. Amid hardship, Caldigate acquires tenacity and practical skill. He also becomes entangled with Euphemia Smith, a woman whose charm, independence, and uncertain past mirror the unsettled world around them. Their connection, formed under rough circumstances, is left deliberately equivocal, as Trollope suggests how fluid obligations can appear in a frontier milieu where legal forms lag behind personal arrangements and where future respectability remains an aspirational hope.

Success arrives through perseverance and chance. Caldigate prospers in mining and related ventures, gaining not only money but the steadiness he earlier lacked. With a stake secured, he returns to England determined to reclaim a respectable place. Trollope’s portrait of the homecoming emphasizes both reintegration and scrutiny: a community remembers youthful failings, a father measures reformation against experience, and petty gossip competes with genuine goodwill. The novel carefully balances sympathy for a penitent son with a sober recognition that reputations, once damaged, are not mended by declarations alone. Material success is portrayed as necessary but insufficient proof of inward transformation.

In England, Caldigate’s ambitions become domestic. He courts Hester Bolton, the daughter of a devout and cautious family wary of worldly temptation and dubious histories. The Boltons’ reserve reflects not merely snobbery but a principled fear of entanglement with risk. Trollope builds the courtship patiently, attending to letters, visits, and the subtle negotiations that Victorian marriage demanded. Hester’s sincerity and moral seriousness provide a foil for Caldigate’s renewed steadiness. Consent is won only after unease is weighed against hope, and the union promises personal happiness and social consolidation, provided that the past remains settled and the present can bear continued scrutiny.

The settled present does not last. Euphemia Smith reappears, asserting that she and Caldigate were married in Australia and that his English marriage is therefore invalid. She offers documents and witnesses, and her claim carries the aura of plausibility that thrives on ambiguity. Trollope excels at showing how quickly private life becomes public matter: acquaintances speculate, newspapers report, and families calculate reputational cost. Hester’s household confronts a crisis in which certainty is demanded but hard to obtain, since the alleged events occurred far away, under different customs, among people with shifting names and loyalties.

Legal proceedings follow, and the novel turns to questions of evidence, procedure, and the burdens of proof. Lawyers assemble narratives from scattered facts—shipboard acquaintances, colonial registers, hotel recollections, and, above all, correspondence with dates and postal markings that must withstand forensic examination. Trollope neither mocks nor idealizes the law; instead, he dramatizes its difficulty when morality and memory collide with paperwork and oath. The charge at issue, bigamy, threatens not merely Caldigate’s liberty but his social standing and the legitimacy of his domestic life. The courtroom becomes a stage where character and document wrestle for authority.

Around the case swirls a community under strain. Friends and neighbors take sides, sometimes from principle, often from prejudice. The Bolton family’s piety is tested by competing duties—charity, truth, and protection of their own. Caldigate’s father measures paternal loyalty against fear of public disgrace. Trollope observes how reputations calcify under pressure, and how love, once pledged, must endure the corrosive effects of suspicion. The stakes are intimate and civic: the peace of a household and the confidence of a county both hang on determinations that cannot fully capture the complexity of lived experience.

To meet the evidentiary challenge, the narrative reaches back to Australia. Messengers seek records; former associates are traced; the reliability of recollection across oceans and years is weighed. A meticulous attention to postal minutiae—dates, cancellations, and the mechanics of the mail—emerges as a pivotal arena where truth might be discerned. Trollope uses these inquiries to explore the fragility of documentation and the opportunities for error or fraud when distance shields events from easy verification. The process illustrates how imperial circuits of travel and communication complicate personal histories while offering, imperfectly, the means to adjudicate them.

Without disclosing the ultimate judicial or domestic resolution, the novel’s enduring significance lies in its sober study of how societies decide what is true about people. John Caldigate probes the interplay of repentance, reputation, and legal proof, asking whether a reformed character can survive the return of an unsettled past. Trollope’s treatment of colonial enterprise, religious rigor, and the apparatus of Victorian law remains resonant, showing both the power and the limits of evidence to settle moral suspicion. The book leaves readers considering how trust is earned, how easily it is lost, and how communities balance mercy with judgment.
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    John Caldigate unfolds within the later Victorian decades, roughly the 1860s to 1870s, moving between rural Cambridgeshire in England and the Australian goldfields. The narrative is framed by institutions that dominated British life: the landed estate with its hierarchies of inheritance and tenancy, the Church of England and powerful Nonconformist congregations, the ancient University at Cambridge, the assize courts that administered law in the provinces, and the rapidly expanding Post Office that knit together families and markets. This setting allows the story to test how character and reputation fare amid a world increasingly governed by written records, public opinion, and the reach of empire.

Anthony Trollope published John Caldigate in 1879, near the end of a long career as one of Victorian Britain’s most prolific realist novelists. His professional life in the General Post Office (1834–1867) shaped his craft: he helped introduce pillar boxes and studied the logistics of routes, cancellations, and schedules. Trollope also traveled widely, including a substantial visit to Australia in 1871–1872, later producing the travel study Australia and New Zealand (1873). The novel’s confident handling of colonial settings, shipboard routines, and the practicalities of correspondence draws on those experiences and on his intimate knowledge of bureaucratic systems.

The English scenes reflect the culture of the rural gentry and squirearchy, particularly marked in counties such as Cambridgeshire, where landownership, agricultural tenancies, and familial expectations shaped social identity. Primogeniture and settlement often concentrated property, while younger sons or profligate heirs could find themselves pressed by debt. The later 1870s brought an agricultural depression—driven by global grain imports and falling prices—that exposed vulnerabilities in landed incomes. Trollope situates his protagonist at the edge of these pressures, where the weight of lineage and the allure of quick fortune collide, registering wider anxieties about the sustainability of traditional rural authority.

Education and socialization among gentlemen were closely tied to Oxford and Cambridge, whose colleges cultivated networks as much as scholarship. Mid-Victorian debates about undergraduate conduct—ranging from gaming and racing to the responsibilities of a gentleman—echo in the period’s fiction and journalism. Rail access made Cambridge both provincial and metropolitan, enabling weekend races, London clubs, and rapid circulation of rumor. Trollope often examined how such youthful patterns of expenditure, sociability, and credit formed character. In John Caldigate, the university’s proximity to the county gentry underscores the tension between genteel expectations and the temptations of a rapidly modernizing economy.

Victorian religious life was marked by the authority of the Church of England and the energetic presence of Nonconformity—Baptists, Methodists, Congregationalists, and Quakers among others—especially strong in parts of eastern England. Evangelical moral reforms promoted sobriety, discipline, and careful courtship, reinforcing parental oversight of marriage choices. Sermons, chapel meetings, and philanthropic committees were not merely private devotions but public forces shaping reputations. Trollope uses these contrasts—Anglican forms, Dissenting rigor, and the wider Victorian preoccupation with respectability—to explore how conscience, family governance, and congregational pressure could either steady or shatter a household when scandal threatened.

Changes in marriage and divorce law frame the novel’s central tensions. The Marriage Act 1836 legalized civil and Nonconformist ceremonies under registration, while the Matrimonial Causes Act 1857 shifted divorce from ecclesiastical to civil courts, making dissolutions more accessible, though still difficult and costly. Bigamy remained a criminal offense under nineteenth-century statutes and prosecutions were public, reputationally ruinous affairs. English law generally recognized marriages valid under the law of the place where they were contracted, a point crucial for unions formed in the colonies. Meanwhile, the Married Women’s Property Acts (1870, 1882) gradually expanded wives’ control of property, revealing a legal order in transition.

The English provincial courts—assizes held on circuit by judges—exert an important presence in the story’s backdrop. Juries of local men weighed evidence under close judicial direction, while barristers and solicitors built cases through letters, testimony, and corroborating documents such as registers and receipts. Victorian trials drew avid press coverage; provincial newspapers routinely reported assize proceedings in detail, shaping community opinion before and after verdicts. Trollope places his characters within this legal culture, where a person’s fate could turn on the perceived reliability of witnesses and the authenticity of records, and where a family’s standing might be reforged—or ruined—under the scrutiny of court and press.

No institution looms larger in subtler ways than the Post Office. The Uniform Penny Post of 1840 and adhesive stamps revolutionized communication, multiplying correspondence across classes. Date-stamps, obliterations, and delivery routines created a paper trail that Victorians learned to trust. Pillar boxes, first trialed in the early 1850s, made posting letters easy even beyond cities. Trollope, a former postal official, weaves into the novel an awareness of how habit, schedule, and mark could become evidence. The story relies on a public that believed the mails were orderly, prompt, and legible—yet also feared that small irregularities might mislead, with grave personal consequences.

The imperial communications web underpins the book’s colonial chapters. Before the Suez Canal opened in 1869, letters between Britain and Australia commonly took two to three months by clipper or steamship via the Cape. After Suez, regular P&O steamers shortened travel times substantially, though voyages still consumed weeks. By 1872, the Australian Overland Telegraph connected to the global cable network, allowing telegrams to pass swiftly, while letters remained the medium for narrative, proof, and persuasion. Maritime schedules, missed connections, and seasonal winds were practical realities; the novel’s plot leverages those constraints to show how distance complicates certainty.

Emigration to the Australian colonies surged after the discovery of gold in 1851 in New South Wales and Victoria. Assisted passages, promotional tracts, and letters from settlers beckoned men and women eager to escape debt, seek independence, or test their luck. On the goldfields, fortunes could rise and fall quickly; many who traveled found hard labor and precarious claims rather than sudden wealth. The colonies became a safety valve for British social pressures and a crucible of personal reinvention. Trollope draws on this historical migration to send his protagonist into an environment where lineage matters less and enterprise—and luck—decides a future.

Goldfield society in the 1850s–1870s was volatile and heterogeneous. Towns like Ballarat and Bendigo in Victoria, and field camps across New South Wales, grew around claims, diggings, and supply stores. Police, mining wardens, and local courts tried to keep order amid disputes over licenses and water. The ratio of men to women remained sharply skewed in many districts, and theatrical troupes, lodging houses, and itinerant traders followed the diggers. Respectability and notoriety could pivot on rumor. By situating part of the narrative there, Trollope explores how colonial social fluidity and scarcity of stable institutions complicate promises, reputations, and the documentation of intimate relationships.

A wider Victorian culture of risk inflects the novel. The mid-century saw speculative booms in railways and later in mining ventures; the crash of 1873 ushered in a prolonged downturn that tempered but did not eliminate appetite for quick gains. Credit and personal bills underwrote much genteel consumption. The Debtors Act 1869 reduced imprisonment for debt, yet insolvency still carried lasting stigma. Gambling among gentlemen, while officially frowned upon, remained common at clubs and racecourses. Trollope’s story absorbs these realities, contrasting slow, earned respectability with hazardous leaps toward fortune, whether on a claim, at a card table, or in joint-stock enterprises.

Railways and improved roads transformed movement within Britain by mid-century. The Great Eastern Railway linked Cambridge with London and the Fens, shrinking distances for business, courtships, and legal consultations. Mail trains synchronized with postal sorting schedules, and telegraph offices clustered at stations. Such connectivity fostered a rapid circulation of news and rumor that could sustain or erode a person’s reputation. In Trollope’s hands, these technologies become more than background; they provide plausible mechanisms for encounters, misunderstandings, and timely disclosures that give provincial life the pace and unpredictability associated with the metropolis.

Victorian governance increasingly relied on documentary systems. Civil registration of births, marriages, and deaths in England and Wales began in 1837; colonial jurisdictions established analogous regimes, with New South Wales instituting civil registration in 1856. Certificates, parish registers, licenses, and witnesses’ attestations served as legal anchors for identity and status. Yet record-keeping was uneven at the peripheries, and the chain linking a document to a person could fray with distance. John Caldigate probes this tension, staging conflicts where fragments of paper—letters with date-stamps, entries in ledgers, or registry notes—must stand in for memory, character, and oath.

The Victorian press fed a broad appetite for causes célèbres, courtroom dramas, and colonial tales. Serial publication and circulating libraries encouraged novels that unfolded through suspense and social inquiry. Trollope, though wary of sensationalism, harnessed these channels to invite readers into debates about credibility and justice. At the same time, new hobbies such as stamp collecting, already popular by the 1860s, reflected a culture fascinated by the material traces of empire and administration. The novel’s attention to postal minutiae resonated with readers who had learned to read the world through marks, schedules, and carefully preserved paper.

By 1879, when John Caldigate appeared, Britain’s self-image combined imperial confidence with unease about economic competition, social mobility, and moral integrity. The readership cultivated by Mudie’s and other libraries expected fiction to instruct as well as entertain, and Trollope’s late novels respond with measured case studies of institutions under stress. The post-1873 climate sharpened concern over prudence and speculation, while debates about church influence, temperance, and the scope of the law persisted. The book’s Anglo-Australian arc gave contemporary readers a familiar mirror of empire’s boons and perils—distance offering opportunity, yet also multiplying ambiguities.

Across his oeuvre, Trollope investigated how systems—parliamentary politics, the Post Office, the church, and the courts—both enable and constrain moral action. Earlier works had dissected politics and marriage with a realist’s patience; John Caldigate extends that inquiry to the imperial periphery and to the evidentiary culture of modern life. The novel measures personal honor against the reliability of bureaucracies and the seductions of fortune-hunting. In doing so, it refrains from caricature, allowing sympathetic and flawed characters to meet institutions that are fallible yet indispensable to an increasingly interconnected society anchored by law and paperwork rather than by face-to-face trust alone.
The result is a fiction that operates as both critique and mirror of its era. It dramatizes how the Victorian faith in systems—postal routes, registries, courts—could secure justice, yet also how errors, zeal, or malice might distort the truth those systems sought to capture. By bridging Cambridgeshire and the Australian fields, Trollope displays the empire’s promise and its administrative fragilities. John Caldigate thus records a moment when mobility, communication, and legal reform had remade everyday life, leaving reputation precarious and proof paramount, and inviting readers to weigh institutional confidence against personal conscience.
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    Anthony Trollope (1815–1882) was a leading Victorian novelist and long-serving civil servant whose fiction mapped the social, clerical, and political life of nineteenth-century Britain. Prolific and methodical, he wrote more than forty novels, along with short stories, travel books, and essays. His two great cycles—the Barsetshire chronicles and the Palliser novels—offered a panoramic portrait of English institutions and private ambition. Trollope’s reputation rests on his steady realism, comic poise, and psychologically attentive characters, qualities that helped bridge popular readership and serious critical interest. He combined a public career in the Post Office with a disciplined approach to writing, turning professional routine into a literary method.

Trollope was born in London and educated at prominent English public schools, including Harrow and Winchester. His schooling was uneven, but it immersed him in classical curricula and the social codes of elite institutions he would later scrutinize in fiction. Early exposure to wide reading and to the burgeoning world of serialized magazines shaped his tastes and technique. His mother, the novelist Frances Trollope, provided a visible example of professional authorship and market-facing literary labor. Trollope’s artistic outlook matured in dialogue with the realist and satiric traditions of his time, alongside contemporaries such as Charles Dickens and William Makepeace Thackeray.

In his youth, Trollope entered the General Post Office, a career he pursued for decades. A transfer to Ireland in the early 1840s proved decisive: the landscapes and politics he encountered informed his first novels, The Macdermots of Ballycloran and The Kellys and the O’Kellys, published in the late 1840s. Though early reception was modest, he developed a durable narrative voice and a habit of writing before work and while traveling. As a postal surveyor he undertook inspections and administrative reforms and is often credited with helping introduce pillar boxes to the British Isles after a trial in the Channel Islands in the early 1850s.

Trollope’s breakthrough came with The Warden (1855), which launched the Barsetshire series, an imagined county whose cathedral town became a stage for conflicts of conscience, patronage, and reform. Barchester Towers (1857) soon followed, securing a wide audience with its comic energy and deft portraiture of clerical life. Subsequent Barsetshire novels expanded the community and deepened moral inquiry while sustaining readerly attachment to a recurring cast. Framley Parsonage and The Last Chronicle of Barset completed a cycle that balanced institutional analysis with humane sympathy, establishing Trollope as a major interpreter of provincial England and its ecclesiastical politics.

From the 1860s into the 1870s, Trollope turned to parliamentary life in the Palliser novels, including Can You Forgive Her?, Phineas Finn, The Eustace Diamonds, Phineas Redux, The Prime Minister, and The Duke’s Children. These books trace the interplay of power, class, money, and marriage within Britain’s governing elite. Alongside them he wrote significant stand-alone works—among them Orley Farm, He Knew He Was Right, and The Way We Live Now—that probe legal process, jealousy, journalism, and financial speculation. He also produced travel writing, notably North America and Australia and New Zealand, and his posthumously published An Autobiography (1883) candidly described his craft and schedule.

Trollope was a noted advocate for the professionalism of authorship. He famously kept to a fixed daily word count, defended the economics of serial publication, and argued that literary labor deserved predictable remuneration. Aligning with Liberal politics, he supported reformist principles and in 1868 stood unsuccessfully for Parliament at Beverley. He retired from the Post Office in the late 1860s to write full time. Contemporary readers admired his consistency and breadth, though some critics questioned his speed. Subsequent scholarship has emphasized his structural control, ethical subtlety, and the way recurring settings enable cumulative insight into character and society.

In his later years Trollope continued to publish widely and to travel, maintaining a pace that few contemporaries matched. He died in London in 1882. His legacy endures as one of the definitive realist chronicles of Victorian institutions, giving lasting form to the cathedral close and the corridors of Parliament. The Barsetshire and Palliser sequences remain central to discussions of the English novel, inspiring numerous adaptations for stage, radio, and television. Modern readers value his clear-eyed treatment of bureaucracy, political compromise, financial risk, and domestic aspiration—concerns that keep his work relevant and frequently reinterpreted today.
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Perhaps it was more the fault of Daniel Caldigate the father than of his son John Caldigate, that they two could not live together in comfort in the days of the young man's early youth. And yet it would have been much for both of them that such comfortable association should have been possible to them. Wherever the fault lay, or the chief fault—for probably there was some on both sides—the misfortune was so great as to bring crushing troubles upon each of them.

There were but the two of which to make a household. When John was fifteen, and had been about a year at Harrow, he lost his mother and his two little sisters almost at a blow. The two girls went first, and the poor mother, who had kept herself alive to see them die, followed them almost instantly. Then Daniel Caldigate had been alone.

And he was a man who knew how to live alone,—a just, hard, unsympathetic man,—of whom his neighbours said, with something of implied reproach, that he bore up strangely when he lost his wife and girls. This they said, because he was to be seen riding about the country, and because he was to be heard talking to the farmers and labourers as though nothing special had happened to him. It was rumoured of him, too, that he was as constant with his books as before; and he had been a man always constant with his books; and also that he had never been seen to shed a tear, or been heard to speak of those who had been taken from him.

He was, in truth, a stout, self-constraining man, silent unless when he had something to say. Then he could become loud enough, or perhaps it might be said, eloquent. To his wife he had been inwardly affectionate, but outwardly almost stern. To his daughters he had been the same,—always anxious for every good thing on their behalf, but never able to make the children conscious of this anxiety. When they were taken from him, he suffered in silence, as such men do suffer; and he suffered the more because he knew well how little of gentleness there had been in his manners with them.

But he had hoped, as he sat alone in his desolate house, that it would be different with him and his only son,—with his son who was now the only thing left to him. But the son was a boy, and he had to look forward to what years might bring him rather than to present happiness from that source. When the boy came home for his holidays, the father would sometimes walk with him, and discourse on certain chosen subjects,—on the politics of the day, in regard to which Mr. Caldigate was an advanced Liberal, on the abomination of the Game Laws, on the folly of Protection, on the antiquated absurdity of a State Church;—as to all which matters his son John lent him a very inattentive ear. Then the lad would escape and kill rabbits, or rats, or even take birds' nests, with a zest for such pursuits which was disgusting to the father, though he would not absolutely forbid them. Then John would be allured to go to his uncle Babington's house, where there was a pony on which he could hunt, and fishing-rods, and a lake with a boat, and three fine bouncing girl-cousins, who made much of him, and called him Jack; so that he soon preferred his uncle Babington's house, and would spend much of his holidays at Babington House.

Mr. Caldigate was a country squire with a moderate income, living in a moderate house called Folking, in the parish of Utterden, about ten miles from Cambridge. Here he owned nearly the entire parish, and some portion of Netherden, which lay next to it, having the reputation of an income of £3,000 a-year. It probably amounted to about two-thirds of that. Early in life he had been a very poor man, owing to the improvidence of his father; but he had soon quarrelled with his father,—as he had with almost everyone else,—and had for some ten years earned his own bread in the metropolis among the magazines and newspapers. Then, when his father died, the property was his own, with such encumbrances as the old squire had been able to impose upon it. Daniel Caldigate had married when he was a poor man, but did not go to Folking to live till the estate was clear, at which time he was forty years old. When he was endeavouring to inculcate good Liberal principles into that son of his, who was burning the while to get off to a battle of rats among the corn-stacks, he was not yet fifty. There might therefore be some time left to him for the promised joys of companionship if he could only convince the boy that politics were better than rats.

But he did not long make himself any such promise. It seemed to him that his son's mind was of a nature very different from his own; and much like to that of his grandfather. The lad could be awakened to no enthusiasm in the abuse of Conservative leaders. And those Babingtons were such fools! He despised the whole race of them,—especially those thick-legged, romping, cherry-cheeked damsels, of whom, no doubt, his son would marry one. They were all of the earth earthy, without an idea among them. And yet he did not dare to forbid his son to go to the house, lest people should say of him that his sternness was unendurable.

Folking is not a place having many attractions of its own, beyond the rats. It lies in the middle of the Cambridgeshire fens, between St. Ives, Cambridge, and Ely. In the two parishes of Utterden and Netherden there is no rise of ground which can by any stretch of complaisance be called a hill. The property is bisected by an immense straight dike, which is called the Middle Wash, and which is so sluggish, so straight, so ugly, and so deep, as to impress the mind of a stranger with the ideas of suicide. And there are straight roads and straight dikes, with ugly names on all sides, and passages through the country called droves, also with ugly appellations of their own, which certainly are not worthy of the name of roads. The Folking Causeway possesses a bridge across the Wash, and is said to be the remains of an old Roman Way which ran in a perfectly direct line from St. Neots to Ely. When you have crossed the bridge going northward,—or north-westward,—there is a lodge at your right hand, and a private road running, as straight as a line can be drawn, through pollard poplars, up to Mr. Caldigate's house. Round the house there are meadows, and a large old-fashioned kitchen garden, and a small dark flower-garden, with clipt hedges and straight walks, quite in the old fashion. The house itself is dark, picturesque, well-built, low, and uncomfortable. Part of it is as old as the time of Charles II., and part dates from Queen Anne. Something was added at a later date,—perhaps early in the Georges; but it was all done with good materials, and no stint of labour. Shoddy had not been received among building materials when any portion of Folking was erected. But then neither had modern ideas of comfort become in vogue. Just behind the kitchen-garden a great cross ditch, called Foul-water Drain, runs, or rather creeps, down to the Wash, looking on that side as though it had been made to act as a moat to the house; and on the other side of the drain there is Twopenny Drove, at the end of which Twopenny Ferry leads to Twopenny Hall, a farmhouse across the Wash belonging to Mr. Caldigate. The fields around are all square and all flat, all mostly arable, and are often so deep in mud that a stranger wonders that a plough should be able to be dragged through the soil. The farming is, however, good of its kind, and the ploughing is mostly done by steam.

Such is and has been for some years the house at Folking in which Mr. Caldigate has lived quite alone. For five years after his wife's death he had only on rare occasions received visitors there. Twice his brother had come to Folking, and had brought a son with him. The brother had been a fellow of a college at Cambridge, and had taken a living, and married late in life. The living was far away in Dorsetshire, and the son, at the time of these visits, was being educated at a private school. Twice they had both been at Folking together, and the uncle had, in his silent way, liked the boy. The lad had preferred, or had pretended to prefer, books to rats; had understood or seemed to understand, something of the advantages of cheap food for the people, and had been commended by the father for general good conduct. But when they had last taken their departure from Folking, no one had entertained any idea of any peculiar relations between the nephew and the uncle. It was not till a year or two more had run by, that Mr. Daniel Caldigate thought of making his nephew George the heir to the property.

The property indeed was entailed upon John[1], as it had been entailed upon John's father. There were many institutions of his country which Mr. Caldigate hated with almost an inhuman hatred; but there were none more odious to him than that of entails, which institution he was wont to prove by many arguments to be the source of all the ignorance and all the poverty and all the troubles by which his country was inflicted. He had got his own property by an entail, and certainly never would have had an acre had his father been able to consume more than a life-interest. But he had denied that the property had done him any good, and was loud in declaring that the entail had done the property and those who lived on it very much harm. In his hearts of hearts he did feel a desire that when he was gone the acres should still belong to a Caldigate. There was so much in him of the leaven of the old English squirarchic aristocracy as to create a pride in the fact that the Caldigates had been at Folking for three hundred years, and a wish that they might remain there; and no doubt he knew that without repeated entails they would not have remained there. But still he had hated the thing, and as years rolled on he came to think that the entail now existing would do an especial evil.

His son on leaving school spent almost the whole four months between that time and the beginning of his first term at Cambridge with the Babingtons. This period included the month of September, and afforded therefore much partridge shooting,—than which nothing was meaner in the opinion of the Squire of Folking. When a short visit was made to Folking, the father was sarcastic and disagreeable; and then, for the first time, John Caldigate showed himself to be possessed of a power of reply which was peculiarly disagreeable to the old man. This had the effect of cutting down the intended allowance of £250 to £220 per annum, for which sum the father had been told that his son could live like a gentleman at the University. This parsimony so disgusted uncle Babington, who lived on the other side of the county, within the borders of Suffolk, that he insisted on giving his nephew a hunter, and an undertaking to bear the expense of the animal as long as John should remain at the University. No arrangement could have been more foolish. And that last visit made by John to Babington House for the two days previous to his Cambridge career was in itself most indiscreet. The angry father would not take upon himself to forbid it, but was worked up by it to perilous jealousy. He did not scruple to declare aloud that old Humphrey Babington was a thick-headed fool; nor did Humphrey Babington, who, with his ten or twelve thousand a-year, was considerably involved, scruple to say that he hated such cheese-paring ways. John Caldigate felt more distaste to the cheese-paring ways than he did to his uncle's want of literature.

Such was the beginning of the rupture which took place before the time had come for John to take his degree. When that time came he had a couple of hunters at Cambridge, played in the Cambridge eleven, and rowed in one of the Trinity boats. He also owed something over £800 to the regular tradesmen of the University, and a good deal more to other creditors who were not 'regular.' During the whole of this time his visits to Folking had been short and few. The old squire had become more and more angry, and not the less so because he was sensible of a non-performance of duty on his own part. Though he was close to Cambridge he never went to see his son; nor would he even press the lad to come out to Folking. Nor when, on rare occasions, a visit was made, did he endeavour to make the house pleasant. He was jealous, jealous to hot anger, at being neglected, but could not bring himself to make advances to his own son. Then when he heard from his son's tutor that his son could not pass his degree without the payment of £800 for recognised debts,—then his anger boiled over, and he told John Caldigate that he was expelled from his father's heart and his father's house.

The money was paid and the degree was taken: and there arose the question as to what was to be done. John, of course, took himself to Babington House, and was condoled with by his uncle and cousins. His troubles at this time were numerous enough. That £800 by no means summed up his whole indebtedness;—covered indeed but a small part of it. He had been at Newmarket; and there was a pleasant gentleman, named Davis, who frequented that place and Cambridge, who had been very civil to him when he lost a little money, and who now held his acceptances for, alas! much more than £800. Even uncle Babington knew nothing of this when the degree was taken. And then there came a terrible blow to him. Aunt Babington,—aunt Polly as she was called,—got him into her own closet upstairs, where she kept her linen and her jams and favourite liqueurs, and told him that his cousin Julia was dying in love for him. After all that had passed, of course it was expected he would engage himself to his cousin Julia. Now Julia was the eldest, the thickest-ankled, and the cherry-cheekedest of the lot. To him up to that time the Babington folk had always been a unit. No one else had been so good-natured to him, had so petted him, and so freely administered to all his wants. He would kiss them all round whenever he went to Babington; but he had not kissed Julia more than her sisters. There were three sons, whom he never specially liked, and who certainly were fools. One was the heir, and, of course, did nothing; the second was struggling for a degree at Oxford with an eye to the family living; the third was in a fair way to become the family gamekeeper. He certainly did not wish to marry into the family;—and yet they had all been so kind to him!

'I should have nothing to marry on, aunt Polly,' he said.

Then he was reminded that he was his father's heir, and that his father's house was sadly in want of a mistress. They could live at Babington till Folking should be ready. The prospect was awful!

What is a young man to say in such a position? 'I do not love the young lady after that fashion, and therefore I must decline.' It requires a hero, and a cold-blooded hero, to do that. And aunt Polly was very much in earnest, for she brought Julia into the room, and absolutely delivered her up into the young man's arms.

'I am so much in debt,' he said, 'that I don't care to think of it.'

Aunt Polly declared that such debts did not signify in the least. Folking was not embarrassed. Folking did not owe a shilling. Every one knew that. And there was Julia in his arms! He never said that he would marry her; but when he left the linen-closet the two ladies understood that the thing was arranged.

Luckily for him aunt Polly had postponed this scene till the moment before his departure from the house. He was at this time going to Cambridge, where he was to be the guest, for one night, of a certain Mr. Bolton, who was one of the very few friends to whom his father was still attached. Mr. Bolton was a banker, living close to Cambridge, an old man now, with four sons and one daughter; and to his house John Caldigate was going in order that he might there discuss with Mr. Bolton certain propositions which had been made between him and his father respecting the Folking property. The father had now realised the idea of buying his son out; and John himself, who had all the world and all his life before him, and was terribly conscious of the obligations which he owed to his friend Davis, had got into his head a notion that he would prefer to face his fortune with a sum of ready money, than to wait in absolute poverty for the reversion of the family estate. He had his own ideas, and in furtherance of them he had made certain inquiries. There was gold being found at this moment among the mountains of New South Wales, in quantities which captivated his imagination. And this was being done in a most lovely spot, among circumstances which were in all respects romantic. His friend, Richard Shand, who was also a Trinity man, was quite resolved to go out, and he was minded to accompany his friend. In this way, and, as he thought, in this way only, could a final settlement be made with that most assiduous of attendants, Mr. Davis. His mind was fully set upon New South Wales, and his little interview with his cousin Julia did not tend to bind him more closely to his own country, or to Babington, or to Folking.
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Perhaps there had been a little treachery on the part of Mr. Davis, for he had, in a gently insinuating way, made known to the Squire the fact of those acceptances, and the additional fact that he was, through unforeseen circumstances, lamentably in want of ready money. The Squire became eloquent, and assured Mr. Davis that he would not pay a penny to save either Mr. Davis or his son from instant imprisonment,—or even from absolute starvation. Then Mr. Davis shrugged his shoulders, and whispered the word, 'Post-obits[2].' The Squire, thereupon threatened to kick him out of the house, and, on the next day, paid a visit to his friend Mr. Bolton. There had, after that, been a long correspondence between the father, the son, and Mr. Bolton, as to which John Caldigate said not a word to the Babingtons. Had he been more communicative, he might have perhaps saved himself from that scene in the linen-closet. As it was, when he started for Cambridge, nothing was known at Babington either of Mr. Davis or of the New South Wales scheme.

Mr. Bolton lived in a large red-brick house, in the village of Chesterton, near to Cambridge, which, with a large garden, was surrounded by an old, high, dark-coloured brick-wall. He rarely saw any company; and there were probably not many of the more recently imported inhabitants of the town who had ever been inside the elaborate iron gates by which the place was to be approached. He had been a banker all his life, and was still reported to be the senior partner in Bolton's bank. But the management of the concern had, in truth, been given up to his two elder sons. His third son was a barrister in London, and a fourth was settled in Cambridge as a solicitor. These men were all married, and were doing well in the world, living in houses better than their father's, and spending a great deal more money. Mr. Bolton had the name of being a hard man, because, having begun life in small circumstances, he had never learned to chuck his shillings about easily; but he had, in a most liberal manner, made over the bulk of his fortune to his sons; and though he himself could rarely be got to sit at their tables, he took delight in hearing that they lived bounteously with their friends. He had been twice married, and there now lived with him his second wife and a daughter, Hester,—a girl about sixteen years of age at the period of John Caldigate's visit to Puritan Grange, as Mr. Bolton's house was called. At this time Puritan Grange was not badly named; for Mrs. Bolton was a lady of stern life, and Hester Bolton was brought up with more of seclusion and religious observances than are now common in our houses.

Mr. Bolton was probably ten years older than the Squire of Folking; but circumstances had, in early life, made them fast friends. The old Squire had owed a large sum of money to the bank, and Mr. Bolton had then been attracted by the manner in which the son had set himself to work, so that he might not be a burden on the estate. They had been fast friends for a quarter of a century, and now the arrangement of terms between the present Squire and his son had been left to Mr. Bolton.

Mr. Bolton had, no doubt, received a very unfavourable account of the young man. Men, such as was Mr. Bolton, who make their money by lending it out at recognised rates of interest,—and who are generally very keen in looking after their principal,—have no mercy whatsoever for the Davises of creation, and very little for their customers. To have had dealings with a Davis is condemnation in their eyes. Mr. Bolton would not, therefore, have opened his gates to this spendthrift had not his feelings for the father been very strong. He had thought much upon the matter, and had tried hard to dissuade the Squire. He, the banker, was not particularly attached to the theory of primogeniture. He had divided his wealth equally between his own sons. But he had a strong idea as to property and its rights. The young man's claim to Folking after his father's death was as valid as the father's claim during his life. No doubt, the severance of the entail, if made at all, would be made in accordance with the young man's wishes, and on certain terms which should be declared to be just by persons able to compute the value of such rights. No doubt, also,—so Mr. Bolton thought,—the property would be utterly squandered if left in its present condition. It would be ruined by incumbrances in the shape of post-obits. All this had been deeply considered, and at last Mr. Bolton had consented to act between the father and the son.

When John Caldigate was driven up through the iron gates to Mr. Bolton's door, his mind was not quite at ease within him. He had seen Mr. Bolton on two or three occasions during his University career, and had called at the house; but he had never entered it, and had never seen the ladies; and now it was necessary that he should discuss his own follies, and own all his faults. Of course, that which he was going to do would, in the eyes of the British world, be considered very unwise. The British world regards the position of heirship to acres as the most desirable which a young man could hold. That he was about to abandon. But, as he told himself, without abandoning it he could not rid himself from the horror of Davis. He was quite prepared to acknowledge his own vice and childish stupidity in regard to Davis. He had looked all round that now, and was sure that he would do nothing of the kind again. But how could he get rid of Davis in any other way than this? And then Folking had no charms for him. He hated Folking. He was certain that any life would suit him better than a life to be passed as squire of Folking. And he was quite alive to the fact that, though there was at home the prospect of future position and future income, for the present, there would be nothing. Were he to submit himself humbly to his father, he might probably be allowed to vegetate at the old family home. But there was no career for him. No profession had as yet been even proposed. His father was fifty-five, a very healthy man,—likely to live for the next twenty years. And then it would be impossible that he should dwell in peace under the same roof with his father. And Davis! Life would be miserable to him if he could not free himself from that thraldom. The sum of money which was to be offered to him, and which was to be raised on the Folking property, would enable him to pay Davis, and to start upon his career with plentiful means in his pocket. He would, too, be wise and not risk all his capital. Shand had a couple of thousand pounds, and he would start with a like sum of his own. Should he fail in New South Wales, there would still be something on which to begin again. With his mind thus fixed, he entered Mr. Bolton's gates.

He was to stay one night at Puritan Grange; and then, if the matter were arranged, he would go over to Folking for a day or two, and endeavour to part from his father on friendly terms. In that case he would be able to pay Davis himself, and there need be no ground for quarrelling on that score.

Before dinner the matter was settled at the Grange. The stern old man bade his visitor sit down, and then explained to him at full length that which it was proposed to do. So much money the Squire had himself put by; so much more Mr. Bolton himself would advance; the value had been properly computed; and, should the arrangement be completed, he, John Caldigate, would sell his inheritance at its proper price. Over and over again the young man endeavoured to interrupt the speaker, but was told to postpone his words till the other should have done. Such interruptions came from the too evident fact that Mr. Bolton thoroughly despised his guest. Caldigate, though he had been very foolish, though he had loved to slaughter rats and rabbits, and to romp with the girls at Babington, was by no means a fool. He was possessed of good natural abilities, of great activity, and of a high spirit. His appreciation was quicker than that of the old banker, who, as he soon saw, had altogether failed to understand him. In every word that the banker spoke, it was evident that he thought that these thousands would be squandered instantly. The banker spoke as though this terrible severance was to be made because the natural heir had shown himself to be irrevocably bad. What could be expected from a youth who was deep in the books of a Davis before he had left his college? 'I do not recommend this,' he said at last. 'I have never recommended it. The disruption is so great as to be awful. But when your father has asked what better step he could take, I have been unable to advise him.' It was as though the old man were telling the young one that he was too bad for hope, and that, therefore, he must be consigned for ever to perdition.

Caldigate, conscious of the mistake which the banker was making, full of hope as to himself, intending to acknowledge the follies of which he had been guilty, and, at the same time, not to promise,—for he would not condescend so far,—but to profess that they were things of the past, and impatient of the judgment expressed against him, endeavoured to stop the old man in his severity, so that the tone in which the business was being done might be altered. But when he found that he could not do this without offence, he leaned back in his chair, and heard the indictment to the end. 'Now, Mr. Bolton,' he said, when at length his time came, 'you shall hear my view of the matter.' And Mr. Bolton did hear him, listening very patiently. Caldigate first asserted, that in coming there, to Puritan Grange, his object had been to learn what were the terms proposed,—as to which he was now willing to give his assent. He had already quite made up his mind to sell what property he had on the estate, and therefore, though he was much indebted to Mr. Bolton for his disinterested and kind friendship, he was hardly in want of counsel on that matter. Mr. Bolton raised his eyebrows, but still listened patiently. Caldigate then went on to explain his views as to life, declaring that under no circumstances—had there been no Davis—would he have consented to remain at Folking as a deputy-squire, waiting to take up his position some twenty years hence at his father's death. Nor, even were Folking his own at this moment, would he live there! He must do something; and, upon the whole, he thought that gold-mining in the colonies was the most congenial pursuit to which he could put his hand. Then he made a frank acknowledgment as to Davis and his gambling follies, and ended by saying that the matter might be regarded as settled.

He had certainly been successful in changing the old man's opinion. Mr. Bolton did not say as much, nor was he a man likely to make such acknowledgment; but when he led John Caldigate away to be introduced to his wife in the drawing-room, he felt less of disdain for his guest than he had done half an hour before. Mr. Bolton was a silent, cautious man, even in his own family, and had said nothing of this business to his wife, and nothing, of course, to his daughter. Mrs. Bolton asked after the Squire, and expressed a hope that her guest would not find the house very dull for one night. She had heard that John Caldigate was a fast young man, and of course regarded him as a lost sinner. Hester, who was with her mother, looked at him with all her young big eyes, but did not speak a word. It was very seldom that she saw any young man, or indeed young people of either sex. But when this stranger spoke freely to her mother about this subject and the other, she listened to him and was interested.

John Caldigate, without being absolutely handsome, was a youth sure to find favour in a woman's eyes. He was about five feet ten in height, strong and very active, with bright dark eyes which were full of life and intelligence. His forehead was square and showed the angles of his brow; his hair was dark and thick and cut somewhat short; his mouth was large, but full of expression and generally, also, of good-humour. His nose would have been well formed, but that it was a little snubbed at the end. Altogether his face gave you the idea of will, intellect, and a kindly nature; but there was in it a promise, too, of occasional anger, and a physiognomist might perhaps have expected from it that vacillation in conduct which had hitherto led him from better things into wretched faults.

As he was talking to Mrs. Bolton he had observed the girl, who sat apart, with her fingers busy on her work, and who had hardly spoken a word since his entrance. She was, he thought, the most lovely human being that he had ever beheld; and yet she was hardly more than a child. But how different from those girls at Babington! Her bright brown hair was simply brushed from off her forehead and tied in a knot behind her head. Her dress was as plain as a child's,—as though it was intended that she should still be regarded as a child. Her face was very fair, with large, grey, thoughtful eyes, and a mouth which, though as Caldigate watched her it was never opened, seemed always as if it was just about to pour forth words. And he could see that though her eyes were intent upon her work, from time to time she looked across at him; and he thought that if only they two were alone together, he could teach her to speak.

But no such opportunity was given to him now, or during his short sojourn at the Grange. After a while the old man returned to the room and took him up to his bed-chamber. It was then about half-past four, and he was told that they were to dine at six. It was early in November,—not cold enough for bedroom fires among thrifty people, and there he was left, apparently to spend an hour with nothing to do. Rebelling against this, declaring that even at Puritan Grange he would be master of his own actions, he rushed down into the hall, took his hat, and walked off into the town. He would go and take one last look at the old college.

He went in through the great gate and across the yard, and passing by the well-known buttery-hatches[3], looked into the old hall for the last time. The men were all seated at dinner, and he could see the fellows up at the high table. Three years ago it had been his fixed resolve to earn for himself the right to sit upon that dais. He had then been sure of himself,—that he would do well, and take honours, and win a fellowship. There had been moments in which he had thought that a college life would suit him till he came into his own property. But how had all that faded away! Everybody had congratulated him on the ease with which he did his work,—and the result had been Newmarket, Davis, and a long score in the ephemeral records of a cricket match. As he stood there, with his slouched hat over his eyes, one of the college servants recognised him, and called him by his name. Then he passed on quickly, and made his way out to the gravel-walk by the river-side. It was not yet closed for the night, and he went on, that he might take one last turn up and down the old avenue.

He had certainly made a failure of his life so far. He did acknowledge to himself that there was something nobler in these classic shades than in the ore-laden dirt of an Australian gold-gully. He knew as much of the world as that. He had not hitherto chosen the better part, and now something of regret, even as to Folking,—poor old Folking,—came upon him. He was, as it were, being kicked out and repudiated by his own family as worthless. And what was he to do about Julia Babington? After that scene in the linen-closet, he could not leave his country without a word either to Julia or to aunt Polly. But the idea of Julia was doubly distasteful to him since that lovely vision of young female simplicity had shone upon him from the corner of Mrs. Bolton's drawing-room. Romping with the Babington girls was all very well; but if he could only feel the tips of that girl's fingers come within the grasp of his hand! Then he thought that it would lend a fine romance to his life if he could resolve to come back, when he should be laden with gold, and make Hester Bolton his wife. It should be his romance, and he swore that he would cling to it.

He turned back, and came down to dinner five minutes after the time. At ten minutes before dinner-time Mr. Bolton heard that he was gone out and was offended,—thinking it quite possible that he would not return at all. What might not be expected from a young man who could so easily abandon his inheritance! But he was there, only five minutes after the time, and the dinner was eaten almost in silence. In the evening there was tea, and the coldest shivering attempt at conversation for half an hour, during which he could still at moments catch the glance of Hester's eyes, and see the moving curve of her lips. Then there was a reading of the Bible, and prayer, and before ten he was in his bed-room.

On the next morning as he took his departure, Mr. Bolton said a word intended to be gracious. 'I hope you may succeed in your enterprise, Mr. Caldigate.'

'Why should I not as well as another?' said John, cheerily.

'If you are steady, sober, industrious, self-denying and honest, you probably will,' replied the banker.

'To promise all that would be to promise too much,' said John. 'But I mean to make an effort.'

Then at that moment he made one effort which was successful. For an instant he held Hester's fingers within his hand.
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That piece of business was done. It was one of the disagreeable things which he had had to do before he could get away to the gold-diggings[4], and it was done. Now he had to say farewell to his father, and that would be a harder task. As the moment was coming in which he must bid adieu to his father, perhaps for ever, and bid adieu to the old place which, though he despised it, he still loved, his heart was heavy within him. He felt sure that his father had no special regard for him;—in which he was, of course, altogether wrong, and the old man was equally wrong in supposing that his son was unnaturally deficient in filial affection. But they had never known each other, and were so different that neither had understood the other. The son, however, was ready to confess to himself that the chief fault had been with himself. It was natural, he thought, that a father's regard should be deadened by such conduct as his had been, and natural that an old man should not believe in the quick repentance and improvement of a young one.

He hired a gig and drove himself over from Cambridge to Folking. As he got near to the place, and passed along the dikes, and looked to the right and left down the droves, and trotted at last over the Folking bridge across the Middle Wash, the country did not seem to him to be so unattractive as of yore; and when he recognised the faces of the neighbours, when one of the tenants spoke to him kindly, and the girls dropped a curtsey as he passed, certain soft regrets began to crop up in his mind. After all, there is a comfort in the feeling of property—not simply its money comfort, but in the stability and reputation of a recognised home. Six months ago there had seemed to him to be something ridiculous in the idea of a permanent connection between the names of Caldigate and Folking. It was absurd that, with so wild and beautiful a world around him, he should be called upon to live in a washy fen because his father and grandfather had been unfortunate enough to do so. And then, at that time, all sympathy with bricks and mortar, any affection for special trees or well-known home-haunts, was absurd in his eyes. And as his father had been harsh to him, and did not like him, would it not be better that they should be far apart? It was thus that he had reasoned. But now all that was changed. An unwonted tenderness had come upon his spirit. The very sallows by the brook seemed to appeal to him. As he saw the house chimneys through the trees, he remembered that they had carried smoke from the hearths of many generations of Caldigates. He remembered, too, that his father would soon be old, and would be alone. It seemed to himself that his very mind and spirit were altered.

But all that was too late. He had agreed to the terms proposed; and even were he now to repudiate them, what could he do with Davis, and how could he live for the present? Not for a moment did he entertain such an idea, but he had lost that alacrity of spirit which had been his when he first found the way out of his difficulties.

His father did not come forth to meet him. He went in across the hall and through the library, into a little closet beyond, in which Mr. Caldigate was wont to sit. 'Well, John,' said the old man, 'how have you and Mr. Bolton got on together?'

There seemed to be something terribly cold in this. It might be better that they should part,—better even, though the parting should be for ever. It might be right;—nay, he knew that it was right that he should be thrust out of the inheritance. He had spent money that was not his own, and, of course, he must pay the debt. But that his father should sit there in his chair on his entrance, not even rising to greet him, and should refer at once to Mr. Bolton and that business arrangement, as though that, and that alone, need now be discussed, did seem to him to be almost cruel. Of all that his father had suffered in constraining himself to
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