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In "The House of Heine Brothers, in Munich," Anthony Trollope intricately weaves a narrative that explores themes of family dynamics, cultural identity, and social class within a distinctly European context. Set against the backdrop of 19th-century Munich, the novel employs a realistic literary style characteristic of Trollope, marked by keen observations of human behavior and social hierarchies. Through the lives of the Heine brothers and their aspirations, the text serves as both a character study and a social commentary, showcasing Trollope's adeptness at portraying complex relationships while immersing the reader in the nuances of a richly depicted milieu. Trollope, a prolific Victorian novelist, was known for his deep engagement with the societal constructs of his time. His experiences with banking and politics as well as his extensive travels across Europe informed his nuanced understanding of the socio-economic landscapes he depicted in his work. His exposure to various cultures, combined with an acute awareness of class and privilege, undoubtedly influenced his portrayal of the Heine brothers'Äô ambitions and struggles, revealing the multifaceted nature of identity in a changing Europe. Recommended for readers interested in Victorian literature and social realism, this novel merits attention for its insightful exploration of familial obligations and the pursuit of personal dreams amidst societal pressures. Trollope'Äôs masterful storytelling invites reflection on the ever-relevant themes of ambition and belonging, making it a timeless read that resonates with contemporary audiences.
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In 'Cousin Henry', Anthony Trollope weaves a captivating narrative that delves into the intricacies of familial obligation, financial intrigue, and moral quandary. Set against the backdrop of Victorian England, the novel explores the impact of inheritance and social class through the character of Henry, a morally ambiguous cousin who becomes embroiled in a bitter family dispute. Trollope's characteristic blend of sharp wit and keen psychological insight reveals the complexities of human behavior, making this work a rich study in character development and moral philosophy, while situating itself within the broader context of 19th-century realism. Anthony Trollope, an accomplished novelist and a keen observer of social dynamics, drew inspiration for 'Cousin Henry' from his experiences navigating the intricate social structures of his time. His background in the British postal system provided him unique insights into the lives of various social classes, shaping his literary voice. Trollope's familiarity with both the societal norms and the nuances of personal relationships informed his exploration of themes such as greed, loyalty, and the consequences of individual choices. This novel is highly recommended for readers interested in a nuanced exploration of familial relationships and moral dilemmas. Trollope's elegant prose and masterful storytelling invite you to reflect on your own values and the nature of human connection, making 'Cousin Henry' not just a story, but a thought-provoking experience that resonates within the realm of modern discussions on ethics and self-interest.
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In "Phineas Redux," Anthony Trollope intricately weaves a narrative that explores the complex themes of political ambition, societal norms, and personal redemption. This novel, the fourth in the Palliser series, showcases Trollope's signature style'Äîlucid prose, sharp characterizations, and keen social observations. Set against the backdrop of Victorian England, Trollope delves into the protagonist Phineas Finn's return to the political arena after a scandalous fall from grace, foregrounding the interplay between public life and private morality. The narrative unfolds with a keen sense of irony and a deep understanding of the political machinations of the time, providing an astute commentary on the nature of reputation and integrity in a rapidly changing society. Anthony Trollope, a prominent Victorian novelist, was deeply influenced by his own experiences in politics and civil service, which informed his understanding of the complexities of political life. His extensive travels and keen observations of social dynamics in England and abroad enriched his narrative authority. Trollope's own career as a Member of Parliament lends an authenticity to Finn's tribulations, making the moral dilemmas and societal critiques all the more resonant. Readers seeking a profound exploration of character and society will find "Phineas Redux" a compelling read. Trollope'Äôs skillful blending of personal conflict with broader political themes invites reflection on contemporary issues of integrity, ambition, and redemption, making this work not only a historical study but a timeless examination of the human condition.
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Anthony Trollope's "Castle Richmond" is a masterful narrative set in the tranquil yet tumultuous backdrop of 19th-century Ireland, exploring themes of love, duty, and social class. The novel is characterized by Trollope's signature style, adeptly weaving intricate plots with richly drawn characters that resonate with emotional depth. Through the lens of a young couple navigating the complexities of inheritance and societal pressures during the Great Famine, the book illuminates the tensions between personal desires and familial obligations, framed within a distinctively Victorian moral landscape. Trollope, an astute observer of human nature and society, drew upon his own experiences and keen insights into the social dynamics of his time as he penned this work. His time spent managing the Irish postal system exposed him to the harsh realities of life in Ireland, allowing him to depict the nuanced struggles of the Irish people with authenticity. This personal history, coupled with his profound understanding of character and community, invigorates the narrative, making it a poignant examination of a critical period in Irish history. "Castle Richmond" is a compelling read for those who appreciate historical fiction rich in social commentary. It invites readers to reflect on the sacrifices and moral dilemmas faced by its characters while simultaneously offering a vivid portrayal of an era marked by both hardship and resilience. Trollope'Äôs ability to balance romance with the harsh realities of life ensures that this novel remains a vital contribution to both literary and historical discourse.
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In "Orley Farm," Anthony Trollope crafts a meticulously woven narrative that explores the themes of property, social class, and moral integrity within Victorian England. The novel centers around a contentious dispute over a will, delving into the intricacies of human relationships and the societal norms that dictate behavior. Trollope'Äôs characteristic prose combines witty satire and vivid characterization, while his nuanced portrayal of the legal and moral dilemmas faced by the characters provides a critical examination of the period's legal framework and social expectations. The novel stands as a testament to Trollope's keen observational skills and ability to dramatize complex moral questions within a richly detailed setting. Anthony Trollope, one of the most prolific and esteemed writers of the Victorian era, was not only a novelist but also a public servant, which greatly informed his understanding of societal structures and human motivations. His familiarity with the intricacies of the law and property led him to keenly explore these themes in "Orley Farm," intertwining his personal experiences and observations of society into the fabric of his storytelling. Trollope'Äôs unique perspective on Victorian society, alongside his extensive writing career, culminates in this compelling examination of justice and integrity. "Orley Farm" is recommended for readers seeking a profound exploration of social dynamics and moral ambiguity in 19th-century England. This novel appeals to both those interested in historical fiction and readers who appreciate richly developed characters tangled in the dilemmas of existence. With its deft mix of humor and serious reflection, Trollope invites readers to confront the complexities of human motives, making it an enduring masterpiece worth exploring.
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    A newborn’s title becomes a family’s question, and a marriage becomes its battleground. From this single uncertainty Anthony Trollope builds a world where lineage, law, and love grind against one another with quiet but relentless force. The novel’s tension never relies on melodrama; rather, it accrues through choices made in parlors, vestries, and lawyers’ chambers, where reputations are weighed like coin. The inquiry turns inward as much as outward, asking who controls truth when documents, memories, and motives collide. The question of identity—of a child, of a couple, of a class—animates every page, shaping the drama with exquisite steadiness.

Is He Popenjoy? endures as a classic because it epitomizes Victorian realism at its most lucid and exacting. Trollope’s patient scrutiny of social mechanisms—marriage settlements, ecclesiastical influence, aristocratic custom—creates a narrative that is both richly particular and unexpectedly universal. The novel’s economy of incident, moral poise, and tonal moderation helped define standards for the English social novel. Its balance of sympathy and satire enabled subsequent writers to treat domestic life as a site of public consequence. Readers return to it not only to observe a vanished world, but to measure how institutions shape intimacy and how private vows weather public storms.

Anthony Trollope, one of the foremost novelists of the Victorian period, composed this work in the late 1870s, during the mature phase of his career. A standalone novel outside his major series, it reflects his seasoned command of structure and his fascination with the friction between custom and conscience. Set among the English aristocracy and the church, the story investigates a contested succession that unsettles both household and hierarchy. Trollope writes not as a prosecutor but as an examiner, anatomizing manner, motive, and mistake. His purpose is to illuminate the ethical strain imposed by privilege and to test the sturdiness of affection under scrutiny.

At its center lies a young couple whose union is forged in hope yet quickly encircled by the eddies of a grand family dispute. A reclusive noble brother, a sudden return, a foreign marriage, and an infant proclaimed heir give rise to murmurs that will not be hushed. The child bears a courtesy title that symbolizes both promise and peril, and with it comes a legal and moral riddle. Counsel is sought, lines are drawn, and the household becomes a courtroom in miniature. Trollope frames this initial predicament without theatrics, letting the smallest decisions reverberate with life‑altering consequence.

Trollope’s intention is not to deliver a legal treatise but to stage the law’s pressure upon feeling. He examines how claims of legitimacy enlist ambition, pride, and fear, and how the rhetoric of right can shade into the desire to win. Inheritance here is not only property but identity: a bequeathal of roles, duties, and expectations that can bless or deform. By placing a delicate marriage at the hinge of a dynastic puzzle, Trollope reveals how public forms—title, ceremony, pedigree—can either safeguard private truth or extinguish it. The novel becomes a study in the ethics of persuasion and proof.

The book’s artistry lies in its narrative tact. Trollope avoids sensational turns, preferring the accumulative force of conversation, letter, consultation, and quiet resolve. His omniscient presence is calm but alert, guiding the reader through competing versions of events without foreclosing judgment. Social spaces are observed with pinpoint care: dining tables where intimacy thins, pews where piety is paraded, offices where decisions are drafted as if they were fate. He grants even difficult figures their reasons, resisting caricature. This restraint gives the climactic matters their gravity, establishing a standard for realism that privileges moral inquiry over mere plot mechanics.

As a late‑Victorian social novel, Is He Popenjoy? consolidates techniques Trollope refined across decades: a tempered irony, a faith in nuanced motive, and an unflinching look at institutional habit. It contributes to the tradition that treats the domestic sphere as an arena where the state’s interests quietly operate. Its exploration of contested identity, marital negotiation, and the choreography of rank anticipated themes that later writers of manners and public life would inherit. The book’s classic status rests on how sturdily it sustains tension without spectacle, inviting readers to participate in judgment rather than supplying verdicts ready‑made.

Thematically, the novel turns on legitimacy in its many registers—legal, social, and emotional. It asks what constitutes proof when documents can be incomplete and memories partial, and whether truth can be secured without breaking the hearts it implicates. Marriage is examined as covenant and contract, a site of tenderness that can be freighted with calculation. The church appears not as mere ornament but as an institution that can sanctify, constrain, or be cleverly used. Class customs exert their pull, but Trollope steadily measures the human cost of deference. Throughout, affection contends with ambition, and privacy contends with the hunger for public certainty.

Characterization supplies the novel’s lasting warmth. The young wife is neither sainted nor scolded; she learns the grammar of influence while guarding her sense of self. Her husband, a younger son tethered to rank, must decide whether duty means obedience or moral independence. Ambitious relatives, clerical authorities, and legal minds press their claims with credible motives that keep the reader’s sympathies in motion. Trollope refuses to assign villainy where habit or fear can explain action. This complexity makes the suspense humane. The question is not only who is entitled to a name, but who becomes worthy of trust under pressure.

Historically, the novel inhabits a moment when aristocratic prestige met an expanding culture of news, gossip, and public debate. Titles still carried weight, yet their authority increasingly depended on recognizability and assent. Marriage settlements, parish structures, and family councils served as mechanisms of order, but they also exposed fractures when confronted with uncertainty. Trollope captures this hinge between custom and modernity: the confidence of old forms and the arrival of a more argumentative world. The result is a portrait of a society learning that proof must persuade not only a lineage but an audience beyond the gates.

For contemporary readers, the book’s questions feel uncannily current. Arguments over identity and verification, the tension between private life and public judgment, and the ethics of wielding process to achieve power still animate civic conversation. Trollope’s measured approach offers a corrective to the quick verdict, modeling attention, patience, and an openness to mixed motives. The marital plot remains resonant as well, exploring how intimacy is tested by competing loyalties and how trust can be both fragile and resilient. In an age saturated with claims and counterclaims, the novel’s insistence on humane deliberation is bracing and restorative.

Is He Popenjoy? invites us to weigh the meaning of inheritance, the responsibilities of love, and the price of being right. Its artistry lies in how quietly it raises the stakes, how generously it renders its people, and how steadily it holds competing truths in view. This is why it endures: it distills complex social machinery into felt experience without reducing anyone to a device. Readers leave it alert to the ways institutions live inside relationships and to the courage required to keep faith with both. The question in its title persists, but the novel’s answer is an education in judgment.
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    Is He Popenjoy? begins in the cathedral town of Brotherton, where a powerful aristocratic family has long awaited the return of its head. The younger son, Lord George, lives modestly and dutifully under the shadow of an absent elder brother, the Marquis, whose reappearance would determine the line of succession. The local dean, ambitious and energetic, takes a keen interest in the family’s prospects. His daughter, Mary, bright and spirited, encounters Lord George amid this web of rank, duty, and expectation. Their meeting sets in motion a story that ties domestic hopes to public prerogatives and the intricate etiquette of inheritance.

The courtship between Mary and Lord George is conducted within the strict social codes of the day. He is honorable, reserved, and conscious of his dependence on his brother’s status; she is affectionate, eager for life, and encouraged by her father’s aspirations. Marriage follows, bringing Mary into a world where silence, economy, and propriety are prized. The alliance suits the dean’s plans while promising Mary the distinction of a great name. Yet from the start, contrasts in temperament surface. Lord George’s seriousness meets Mary’s vivacity, and small misunderstandings test the balance between conjugal tenderness, parental influence, and the dignities that attach to rank.

The young couple moves through London’s social rooms and returns to quiet domestic routines, learning each other’s limits and longings. Mary enjoys admiration and conversation, while Lord George prefers circumspection, careful of reputation and wary of the city’s temptations. The dean counsels vigilance and prudence, with an eye toward the family’s future. Invitations, visits, and the delicate commerce of favors knit Mary into a wider world, even as her husband grows uneasy about the freedoms and rhythms of fashionable life. Their home becomes an arena where affection contends with social caution, and where small acts of independence raise questions about obedience, trust, and mutual respect.

A dramatic shift arrives with news that the long-absent Marquis has returned, bringing a foreign-born wife and an infant son. The child is publicly styled by the courtesy title that marks him as heir, a designation that instantly alters the expectations of all concerned. For Lord George, the change erases any prospect of succession; for Mary and the dean, it recasts ambitions and alarms. Society, delighted by novelty and scandal, scrutinizes dates, ceremonies, and appearances. The existence of the child transforms private anxieties into public questions, knitting personal fortunes to the rigid but intricate principles that govern marriage, legitimacy, and noble inheritance.

The dean, feeling a duty to his family and emboldened by a taste for inquiry, begins to sift evidence surrounding the Marquis’s marriage and the child’s birth. Letters are examined, witnesses consulted, and rumors measured against civil and ecclesiastical standards. The possibility of international complications arises, as the marriage and birth touch foreign jurisdictions and customs. Legal opinion is quietly sought, and the dean’s restless energy drives a more formal investigation. Dates, documents, and recollections are compared for consistency. The inquiry’s object is presented as justice and clarity, though personal motives and material consequences hover close, giving gravity to each apparent fact and contradiction.

As inquiries deepen, the pressure of public scrutiny and private suspicion strains the young marriage. Mary’s wish for companionship and cheerful society clashes with Lord George’s insistence on caution. The dean’s interventions, though meant to protect the family’s interests, risk exposing them to gossip. Mary’s friendships and the attentions she receives in London become points of contention, and she contends with expectations that confine her movements and opinions. Domestic scenes turn tense, and the boundaries between loyalty to a husband and deference to a father blur. The stakes grow more than financial or titular; they become questions of character, freedom, and mutual confidence.

The investigation leads to interviews with those closest to the Marquis and his household, and to examinations of records thought decisive. The Marchioness’s position, her history, and the circumstances of her union come under close review. Lawyers weigh proofs and likelihoods, while the family confronts the risk that any finding will leave resentment and injury behind. The narrative’s pace accelerates as testimonies and documents appear, are disputed, and then reinterpreted. Confrontations ensue—some quiet and procedural, others charged with personal grievance. The matter edges toward a formal resolution, but the cost of establishing certainty threatens to unsettle bonds that law alone cannot mend.

Alongside the legal controversy, Trollope traces Mary’s growth as she learns to navigate rank, affection, and self-respect. Social outings, drawing-room alliances, and delicate flirtations test the limits of propriety, while whispers of scandal make prudence essential. Domestic responsibilities deepen, and hints of motherhood and household management alter her outlook. Lord George, conscientious yet rigid, faces the demands of pride and duty as he adjusts to changing prospects. The dean’s determination, benevolent and overbearing by turns, highlights the tension between worldly advancement and pastoral care. Through these subplots, the story broadens, showing how private temperaments shape the public drama.

The narrative converges on judgments—moral, legal, and familial—about identity, legitimacy, and the burdens of rank. Without revealing the outcome, the concluding movement underscores how certainty, once obtained or refused, reshapes futures and affections. Trollope’s design emphasizes the costs of suspicion and the resilience tested by public talk. The novel’s central question is less a puzzle than a means of exploring marriage, ambition, and the law’s reach into intimate life. Is He Popenjoy? ultimately presents a measured portrait of people negotiating duty and desire, suggesting that titles and proofs matter, but the conditions that sustain trust and happiness are subtler and more exacting.
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    Anthony Trollope’s Is He Popenjoy? is set chiefly in provincial and aristocratic England in the early to mid-1870s, a high-Victorian moment when landed families still dominated local life yet felt new political and religious pressures. The narrative gravitates around a cathedral city—Brotherton—and an ancestral seat—Manor Cross—evoking the interplay between ecclesiastical authority and hereditary privilege. Trollope situates his characters between drawing rooms, cathedral precincts, and estate offices, foregrounding routines of parish, county society, and family settlements. Italy also shadows the setting through an offstage marriage whose validity is disputed, importing continental law, clerical authority, and questions of documentation into English property and title claims.

The time is marked by widening suffrage after the 1867 Reform Act, the 1872 secret ballot, and mounting debates over church ritual, Catholic authority, and the legal status of marriage and legitimacy. Steam travel, a dense railway network, and regular postal service knit England to the Continent, making an Italian marriage plausible yet legally complex. The period’s legal order—shifting from ecclesiastical to civil forums in matrimonial matters after 1857—frames the novel’s concern with proof, registration, and jurisdiction. Within this environment, the aristocratic house’s continuity hinges on documentation and the interpretation of foreign rites, exposing how Victorian law adjudicated lineage and rank.

Catholic Emancipation (Roman Catholic Relief Act, 1829) removed most civil disabilities from Catholics, but suspicion endured, intensifying with the 1850 restoration of a Catholic hierarchy in England—the so-called “Papal Aggression.” Parliament responded with the Ecclesiastical Titles Act (1851), aiming to curb Catholic bishops’ use of territorial titles; its practical effect was limited and it was repealed in 1871. These controversies normalized public debate about papal authority, episcopal jurisdiction, and the boundaries of English law. In Trollope’s novel, doubts about a foreign Catholic marriage and clerical attestations resonate with long-standing English anxieties about Roman influence over civil status and inheritance.

The First Vatican Council (1869–1870) defined papal infallibility (Pastor Aeternus, 18 July 1870), while the Italian army’s capture of Rome (Breccia di Porta Pia, 20 September 1870) ended the Papal States and folded Rome into the Kingdom of Italy. These events reshaped the legal and ecclesiastical landscape in Italy, with civil authority advancing over traditional clerical prerogatives. The novel’s reliance on Italian records and clerical witnesses reflects a moment when the status of marriages celebrated under Roman Catholic auspices confronted new national civil codes. Trollope channels this transition by dramatizing tensions between canon law forms and English expectations about proof and legitimacy.

Victorian marriage law hinged on place, form, and record. The Marriage Act 1836 (6 & 7 Will. IV c. 85) created civil marriage and nationwide registration, and the General Register Office began recording births, marriages, and deaths in 1837. English courts generally applied the lex loci celebrationis, presuming a marriage valid if valid where celebrated, yet proof of the local form and capacity remained essential. Certificates, banns, and registers became decisive evidence of status. Trollope’s plot turns on whether foreign rites were properly observed and documented, dramatizing how, by the 1870s, social rank and property depended upon paperwork as much as upon pedigree.

The Matrimonial Causes Act 1857 (20 & 21 Vict. c. 85) shifted divorce from ecclesiastical courts to a civil tribunal, codifying evidence and procedure and placing marital status more squarely under secular authority. Case law soon exposed conflicts between English policy and foreign or canon-law marriages. In Brook v. Brook (1861), the House of Lords invalidated a marriage to a deceased wife’s sister contracted abroad, prioritizing English prohibitions over local validity and unsettling the predictability of lex loci celebrationis. Trollope’s narrative channels this uncertainty, where a cross-border union can be litigated in England under standards that are at once documentary, doctrinal, and public-policy driven.

Headline litigation made legitimacy a public spectacle. The Yelverton marriage case (Longworth v. Yelverton, 1861–1864) saw Irish jurors first accept, and the House of Lords later reject, the validity of an irregular Catholic ceremony, highlighting evidentiary disputes over rites, consent, and notice. Earlier peerage controversies—such as the Banbury Peerage case (1811–1813) and the Gardner Peerage case (1825)—refined rules on presumption of legitimacy and proof of non-access, with the Lords acting as ultimate arbiter of noble status. Is He Popenjoy? mirrors these anxieties: a child’s right to a courtesy title depends on proving a valid marriage, echoing notorious courtroom battles over name and blood.

Primogeniture and entail structured aristocratic continuity. The Fines and Recoveries Act 1833 (3 & 4 Will. IV c. 74) simplified the disentailing of estates but left settlements and strict settlements central to managing land, dowers, and portions. Courtesy titles signaled the line of succession, while disputes over legitimacy could be referred to the House of Lords’ Committee for Privileges. Trollope’s story leverages this framework: whether an infant may bear the style associated with the marquisate turns on legal recognition of marriage and issue, showing how private family arrangements intersected with public law governing peerage, inheritance, and the authority of parliamentary adjudication.

The Tichborne case (1871–1874) riveted Britain as a butcher’s son, Arthur Orton, claimed to be the missing Sir Roger Tichborne. A civil trial in the Court of Common Pleas (1871–1872) failed, followed by a perjury trial at the Old Bailey (1873–1874) ending in conviction. Chief Justice Sir Alexander Cockburn’s exhaustive summing up epitomized the era’s forensic zeal. Public fascination with identity, documentary proof, and testimony created a culture alert to imposture and contested pedigrees. Trollope’s plot, circling the authenticity of an heir and the weight of evidence, taps into precisely this climate of skeptical scrutiny and sensational litigation.

Political reform altered the social footing of the nobility. The Second Reform Act (1867) expanded the urban male electorate, and the Ballot Act (1872) introduced secret voting, weakening traditional landlord influence over tenants’ choices. These changes eroded automatic deference and recalibrated local power in counties and boroughs. In the novel’s world, such reforms form the backdrop to aristocratic defensiveness: preserving a title and estate becomes even more symbolically important as political privilege narrows. Trollope’s attention to household authority, patronage, and public reputation reflects a class adjusting to legal-rational procedures replacing informal control and inherited claim.

The legal status of married women was in transition. The Married Women’s Property Act 1870 (33 & 34 Vict. c. 93) allowed wives to own their earnings and some property independently, though full proprietary autonomy arrived only with the 1882 Act. Custody reforms, from the Custody of Infants Act 1839 to subsequent measures in 1873, gave courts discretion to grant mothers access or custody in defined circumstances. These incremental changes illuminate the unequal power within Victorian marriage. Trollope’s depiction of a young wife negotiating authority, money, and maternal claims aligns with a period when the law still privileged husbands, intensifying the stakes of marital choice.

Religious politics animated public life. The Irish Church Act 1869 disestablished the Church of Ireland (effective 1871), signaling a rebalancing of church–state relations across the Isles. In England, the Public Worship Regulation Act 1874 sought to curb ritualist practices within the Church of England, exposing fissures between evangelicals and Anglo‑Catholics. These debates fostered scrutiny of clerical jurisdiction and liturgical conformity. Trollope, placing a cathedral dignitary at the center of family negotiations, captures an atmosphere in which ecclesiastical prestige intersects with social ambition, while anxieties about Roman ritual and authority give added edge to evaluating a Catholic marriage abroad.

By the 1870s, railways and steamships compressed distance: regular services linked London with Paris, Marseilles, and Italian ports, and travel agencies such as Thomas Cook organized continental tours. The Suez Canal (opened 1869) symbolized modern mobility even for European journeys. Mobility multiplied cross-border romances and marriages, but also multiplied legal uncertainties about domicile, capacity, and form. In the novel, an aristocrat’s sojourn in Italy and a ceremony performed under foreign auspices generate English disputes over proof and recognition, exemplifying how technological connectivity outpaced harmonization of private international law regarding family status and legitimacy.

The Risorgimento culminated with the proclamation of the Kingdom of Italy (1861), Venetian annexation (1866), and the capture of Rome (1870), after which Rome became the capital (1871). Italy adopted the 1865 Civil Code (the Codice Pisanelli), establishing civil marriage and centralized registration across the kingdom; however, in the Papal States before 1870, canon law predominated, and civil registers were incomplete or non-existent. This patchwork affected British litigants relying on Italian acts. Trollope’s plot, turning on whether a Roman or provincial Italian marriage satisfied local law at the time of celebration, reflects the real evidentiary puzzles created by Italian unification.

The agricultural depression beginning in 1873—driven by falling grain prices from American and Russian imports, cheaper freight, and new technologies—squeezed English landed incomes. Rents were renegotiated, estates retrenched, and aristocratic households sought financial stability through settlements and advantageous marriages. While Trollope does not center commodity prices, the pressure to secure lineage and property through a legitimate male heir gains urgency in an era of shrinking economic buffers. The contested status of an infant heir in Is He Popenjoy? can thus be read against a backdrop where the symbolic capital of a title and the legal security of succession bolstered fragile material fortunes.

The novel functions as a social critique by exposing how Victorian law fused rank with record, allowing technicalities of form, domicile, and evidence to determine a family’s fate. It interrogates primogeniture’s indifference to character, making legitimacy—proved by distant clerics and ambiguous registers—the pivot of wealth and status. The narrative also scrutinizes clerical and aristocratic authority, showing how church dignities and noble titles negotiate power behind a veneer of propriety. Trollope thereby indicts the social order’s dependence on procedural certainties that can be manipulated or obscured, rather than on equitable assessments of obligation, care, and the common good.

Politically, the book depicts a class clinging to inherited privilege while secular law, public opinion, and international entanglements unsettle its claims. By foregrounding a young wife’s constrained agency and the marital bargaining that envelops her, Trollope critiques the patriarchal legal framework that renders women’s security contingent upon male honor and documentary luck. Suspicion of foreign Catholics becomes a lens on xenophobia and confessional bias in adjudicating rights. The emphasis on committees, counsel, and certificates satirizes a state that locates justice in paperwork, exposing how class divides and gendered dependency were maintained through rules that prized status over substantive fairness.
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    Anthony Trollope was a leading Victorian novelist and a long-serving civil servant whose fiction mapped the institutions and social mores of nineteenth-century Britain. Writing across the mid to late 1800s, he produced an extensive body of novels, stories, and travel books known for realism, moral nuance, and intricate plotting. Two interlinked cycles—the Chronicles of Barsetshire and the Palliser novels—established him as a chronicler of provincial church life and national politics. Celebrated for steady craftsmanship and humane insight, he balanced narrative clarity with irony, creating characters that developed across books and years. His dual career in the Post Office and literature made him emblematic of professional authorship in an industrial age.

Born in the early nineteenth century in London, Trollope received a traditional classical education, including time at Harrow School. He grew up amid financial uncertainty but with a close view of literary labor, as his mother, Frances Trollope, became a successful writer. Early reading in English fiction and the realist tradition shaped his taste for ordinary lives, institutional dramas, and understated moral analysis. In adulthood he would credit steady work habits rather than flashes of inspiration for his progress. That ethic, combined with observational acuity, informed his debut novels, including The Macdermots of Ballycloran and The Kellys and the O’Kellys, which drew on settings and experiences from outside metropolitan England.

Trollope joined the General Post Office in the 1830s, a parallel vocation that profoundly influenced his writing life. Stationed for years in Ireland and later entrusted with inspections across Britain and overseas, he became known for practical reforms and organizational competence. He advocated measures to make posting letters easier, including the early adoption of roadside pillar boxes in the Channel Islands that later spread more widely. The travel and routine of administrative work cultivated disciplined habits: he famously wrote to a daily quota, often before breakfast, wherever duty sent him. His journeys also yielded travel books such as The West Indies and the Spanish Main and North America, attentive to society and infrastructure.

His breakthrough came with The Warden, the first of the Chronicles of Barsetshire, a sequence exploring cathedral towns, clerical politics, and provincial networks. Barchester Towers quickly broadened his readership, and novels like Dr. Thorne, Framley Parsonage, The Small House at Allington, and The Last Chronicle of Barset deepened the series’ canvas. Their appeal lay in recurring characters, subtle satire, and an impartial narrative voice that allowed competing moral claims to stand. Serial publication helped build momentum; Framley Parsonage, for instance, appeared in the Cornhill Magazine and brought him a larger middle-class audience. By the late 1850s and 1860s, Trollope was firmly established among major English novelists.

In the later 1860s and 1870s, Trollope expanded from ecclesiastical and provincial spheres to national politics with the Palliser novels. Beginning with Can You Forgive Her? and continuing through Phineas Finn, Phineas Redux, The Eustace Diamonds, The Prime Minister, and The Duke’s Children, the sequence examines ambition, marriage, money, and parliamentary life with intricate social detail. Alongside these, he produced notable standalones such as Orley Farm, He Knew He Was Right, and The Way We Live Now, the last a powerful anatomy of speculation and fraud. Critics praised his steadiness and psychological realism, even as some contemporaries debated his refusal of sensational extremes. His range demonstrated mastery of both series architecture and self-contained design.

Trollope’s professional creed—art as diligent craft—was stated most explicitly in An Autobiography, published posthumously in the early 1880s. There he described timing his work and writing to a fixed daily tally, a candor that surprised readers accustomed to romanticized ideas of inspiration. He defended serialization and the commercial conditions of Victorian print culture while insisting on moral seriousness within popular forms. Public life occasionally crossed into politics: in the late 1860s he stood unsuccessfully for Parliament as a Liberal, reflecting interests that animate the Palliser sequence. Throughout, he maintained a distinctive realist method—measured tone, ethical complexity, and sympathy across classes—anchored by a narratorial presence both judicious and quietly ironic.

Trollope wrote vigorously into the 1870s, continuing fiction and travel writing until ill health curtailed his output in the early 1880s. After his death, his reputation fluctuated, but the twentieth century brought renewed critical and popular interest. Scholars admire his social breadth, control of recurring characters, and insight into institutions—from church and law to finance and Parliament. Readers value his humane treatment of motive and consequence, and his novels have inspired stage and screen adaptations that keep his worlds in circulation. Today he stands as a central figure of Victorian realism, read for the way he turns everyday choices into narrative drama and for the sustained architecture of his interlinked series.
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INTRODUCTORY.—NUMBER ONE.

I would that it were possible so to tell a story that a reader should beforehand know every detail of it up to a certain point, or be so circumstanced that he might be supposed to know. In telling the little novelettes of our life, we commence our narrations with the presumption that these details are borne in mind, and though they be all forgotten, the stories come out intelligible at last. "You remember Mary Walker. Oh yes, you do;—that pretty girl, but such a queer temper! And how she was engaged to marry Harry Jones, and said she wouldn't at the church-door, till her father threatened her with bread and water; and how they have been living ever since as happy as two turtle-doves down in Devonshire,—till that scoundrel, Lieutenant Smith[1], went to Bideford[2]! Smith has been found dead at the bottom of a saw-pit. Nobody's sorry for him. She's in a madhouse at Exeter; and Jones has disappeared, and couldn't have had more than thirty shillings in his pocket." This is quite as much as anybody ought to want to know previous to the unravelling of the tragedy of the Jones's. But such stories as those I have to tell cannot be written after that fashion. We novelists are constantly twitted with being long; and to the gentlemen who condescend to review us, and who take up our volumes with a view to business rather than pleasure, we must be infinite in length and tedium. But the story must be made intelligible from the beginning, or the real novel readers will not like it. The plan of jumping at once into the middle has been often tried, and sometimes seductively enough for a chapter or two; but the writer still has to hark back, and to begin again from the beginning,—not always very comfortably after the abnormal brightness of his few opening pages; and the reader who is then involved in some ancient family history, or long local explanation, feels himself to have been defrauded. It is as though one were asked to eat boiled mutton after woodcocks, caviare, or maccaroni cheese. I hold that it is better to have the boiled mutton first, if boiled mutton there must be.

The story which I have to tell is something in its nature akin to that of poor Mrs. Jones, who was happy enough down in Devonshire till that wicked Lieutenant Smith came and persecuted her; not quite so tragic, perhaps, as it is stained neither by murder nor madness. But before I can hope to interest readers in the perplexed details of the life of a not unworthy lady, I must do more than remind them that they do know, or might have known, or should have known the antecedents of my personages. I must let them understand how it came to pass that so pretty, so pert, so gay, so good a girl as Mary Lovelace, without any great fault on her part, married a man so grim, so gaunt, so sombre, and so old as Lord George Germain. It will not suffice to say that she had done so. A hundred and twenty little incidents must be dribbled into the reader's intelligence, many of them, let me hope, in such manner that he shall himself be insensible to the process. But unless I make each one of them understood and appreciated by my ingenious, open-hearted, rapid reader,—by my reader who will always have his fingers impatiently ready to turn the page,—he will, I know, begin to masticate the real kernel of my story with infinite prejudices against Mary Lovelace.

Mary Lovelace was born in a country parsonage; but at the age of fourteen, when her life was in truth beginning, was transferred by her father to the deanery of Brotherton. Dean Lovelace[3] had been a fortunate man in life. When a poor curate, a man of very humble origin, with none of what we commonly call Church interest, with nothing to recommend him but a handsome person, moderate education, and a quick intellect, he had married a lady with a considerable fortune, whose family had bought for him a living. Here he preached himself into fame. It is not at all to be implied from this that he had not deserved the fame he acquired. He had been active and resolute in his work, holding opinions which, if not peculiar, were at any rate advanced, and never being afraid of the opinions which he held. His bishop had not loved him, nor had he made himself dear to the bench of bishops generally. He had the reputation of having been in early life a sporting parson. He had written a book which had been characterised as tending to infidelity, and had more than once been invited to state dogmatically what was his own belief. He had never quite done so, and had then been made a dean. Brotherton, as all the world knows, is a most interesting little city, neither a Manchester nor a Salisbury; full of architectural excellencies, given to literature, and fond of hospitality. The Bishop of Brotherton,—who did not love the dean,—was not a general favourite, being strict, ascetic, and utterly hostile to all compromises. At first there were certain hostile passages between him and the new dean. But the Dean, who was and is urbanity itself, won the day, and soon became certainly the most popular man in Brotherton. His wife's fortune doubled his clerical income, and he lived in all respects as a dean ought to live.
His wife had died very shortly after his promotion, and he had been left with one only daughter on whom to lavish his cares and his affection.

Now we must turn for a few lines to the family of Lord George Germain. Lord George was the brother of the Marquis of Brotherton, whose family residence was at Manor Cross, about nine miles from the city. The wealth of the family of the Germains was not equal to their rank, and the circumstances of the family were not made more comfortable by the peculiarities of the present marquis. He was an idle, self-indulgent, ill-conditioned man, who found that it suited his tastes better to live in Italy, where his means were ample, than on his own property, where he would have been comparatively a poor man. And he had a mother and four sisters, and a brother with whom he would hardly have known how to deal had he remained at Manor Cross. As it was, he allowed them to keep the house, while he simply took the revenue of the estate. With the marquis I do not know that it will be necessary to trouble the reader much at present. The old marchioness and her daughters lived always at Manor Cross in possession of a fine old house in which they could have entertained half the county, and a magnificent park,—which, however, was let for grazing up to the garden-gates,—and a modest income unequal to the splendour which should have been displayed by the inhabitants of Manor Cross.

And here also lived Lord George Germain, to whom at a very early period of his life had been entrusted the difficult task of living as the head of his family with little or no means for the purpose. When the old Marquis died,—very suddenly, and soon after the Dean's coming to Brotherton,—the widow had her jointure, some two thousand a year, out of the property, and the younger children had each a small settled sum. That the four ladies,—Sarah, Alice, Susanna, and Amelia,—should have sixteen thousand pounds among them, did not seem to be so very much amiss to those who knew how poor was the Germain family; but what was Lord George to do with four thousand pounds, and no means of earning a shilling? He had been at Eton, and had taken a degree at Oxford with credit, but had gone into no profession. There was a living in the family, and both father and mother had hoped that he would consent to take orders; but he had declined to do so, and there had seemed to be nothing for him but to come and live at Manor Cross. Then the old Marquis had died, and the elder brother, who had long been abroad, remained abroad. Lord George, who was the youngest of the family, and at that time about five-and-twenty, remained at Manor Cross, and became not only ostensibly but in very truth the managing head of the family.

He was a man whom no one could despise, and in whom few could find much to blame. In the first place he looked his poverty in the face, and told himself that he was a very poor man. His bread he might earn by looking after his mother and sisters, and he knew no
other way in which he could do so. He was a just steward, spending nothing to gratify his own whims, acknowledging on all sides that he had nothing of his own, till some began to think that he was almost proud of his poverty. Among the ladies of the family, his mother and sisters, it was of course said that George must marry money. In such a position there is nothing else that the younger son of a marquis can do. But Lord George was a person somewhat difficult of instruction in such a matter. His mother was greatly afraid of him. Among his sisters Lady Sarah alone dared to say much to him; and even to her teaching on this subject he turned a very deaf ear. "Quite so, George," she said; "quite so. No man with a spark of spirit would marry a woman for her money,"—and she laid a great stress on the word "for,"—"but I do not see why a lady who has money should be less fit to be loved than one who has none. Miss Barm is a most charming young woman, of excellent manners, admirably educated, if not absolutely handsome, quite of distinguished appearance, and she has forty thousand pounds. We all liked her when she was here." But there came a very black frown upon Lord George's brow, and then even Lady Sarah did not dare to speak again in favour of Miss Barm.

Then there came a terrible blow. Lord George Germain was in love with his cousin, Miss De Baron! It would be long to tell, and perhaps unnecessary, how that young lady had made herself feared by the ladies of Manor Cross. Her father, a man of birth and fortune, but not perhaps with the best reputation in the world, had married a Germain of the last generation, and lived, when in the country, about twenty miles from Brotherton. He was a good deal on the turf, spent much of his time at card-playing clubs, and was generally known as a fast man. But he paid his way, had never put himself beyond the pale of society, and was, of course, a gentleman. As to Adelaide de Baron, no one doubted her dash, her wit, her grace, or her toilet. Some also gave her credit for beauty; but there were those who said that, though she would behave herself decently at Manor Cross and houses of that class, she could be loud elsewhere. Such was the lady whom Lord George loved, and it may be conceived that this passion was distressing to the ladies of Manor Cross. In the first place, Miss De Baron's fortune was doubtful and could not be large; and then—she certainly was not such a wife as Lady Brotherton and her daughters desired for the one male hope of the family.

But Lord George was very resolute, and for a time it seemed to them all that Miss de Baron,—of whom the reader will see much if he go through with our story,—was not unwilling to share the poverty of her noble lover. Of Lord George personally something must be said. He was a tall, handsome, dark-browed man, silent generally and almost gloomy, looking, as such men do, as though he were always revolving deep things in his mind, but revolving in truth things not very deep,—how
far the money would go, and whether it would be possible to get a new pair of carriage-horses for his mother. Birth and culture had given to him a look of intellect greater than he possessed; but I would not have it thought that he traded on this or endeavoured to seem other than he was. He was simple, conscientious, absolutely truthful, full of prejudices, and weak-minded. Early in life he had been taught to entertain certain ideas as to religion by those with whom he had lived at college, and had therefore refused to become a clergyman. The bishop of the diocese had attacked him; but, though weak, he was obstinate. The Dean and he had become friends, and so he had learned to think himself in advance of the world. But yet he knew himself to be a backward, slow, unappreciative man. He was one who could bear reproach from no one else, but who never praised himself even to himself.

But we must return to his love, which is that which now concerns us. His mother and sisters altogether failed to persuade him. Week after week he went over to Baronscourt, and at last threw himself at Adelaide's feet. This was five years after his father's death, when he was already thirty years old. Miss De Baron, though never a favourite at Manor Cross, knew intimately the history of the family. The present marquis was over forty, and as yet unmarried;—but then Lord George was absolutely a pauper. In that way she might probably become a marchioness; but then of what use would life be to her, should she be doomed for the next twenty years to live simply as one of the ladies of Manor Cross? She consulted her father, but he seemed to be quite indifferent, merely reminding her that though he would be ready to do everything handsomely for her wedding, she would have no fortune till after his death. She consulted her glass, and told herself that, without self-praise, she must regard herself as the most beautiful woman of her own acquaintance. She consulted her heart, and found that in that direction she need not trouble herself. It would be very nice to be a marchioness, but she certainly was not in love with Lord George. He was handsome, no doubt—very handsome; but she was not sure that she cared much for men being handsome. She liked men that "had some go in them," who were perhaps a little fast, and who sympathised with her own desire for amusement. She could not bring herself to fall in love with Lord George. But then, the rank of a marquis is very high! She told Lord George that she must take time to consider.

When a young lady takes time to consider she has, as a rule, given way, Lord George felt it to be so, and was triumphant. The ladies at Manor Cross thought that they saw what was coming, and were despondent. The whole county declared that Lord George was about to marry Miss De Baron. The county feared that they would be very poor; but the recompence would come at last, as the present marquis was known not to be a marrying man. Lady Sarah was mute with despair. Lady
Alice had declared that there was nothing for them but to make the best of it. Lady Susanna, who had high ideas of aristocratic duty, thought that George was forgetting himself. Lady Amelia, who had been snubbed by Miss De Baron, shut herself up and wept. The Marchioness took to her bed. Then, exactly at the same time, two things happened, both of which were felt to be of vital importance at Manor Cross. Miss De Baron wrote a most determined refusal to her lover, and old Mr. Tallowax died. Now old Mr. Tallowax had been Dean Lovelace's father-in-law, and had never had a child but she who had been the Dean's wife.

Lord George did in truth suffer dreadfully. There are men to whom such a disappointment as this causes enduring physical pain,—as though they had become suddenly affected with some acute and yet lasting disease. And there are men, too, who suffer the more because they cannot conceal the pain. Such a man was Lord George. He shut himself up for months at Manor Cross, and would see no one. At first it was his intention to try again, but very shortly after the letter to himself came one from Miss De Baron to Lady Alice, declaring that she was about to be married immediately to one Mr. Houghton; and that closed the matter. Mr. Houghton's history was well known to the Manor Cross family. He was a friend of Mr. De Baron, very rich, almost old enough to be the girl's father, and a great gambler. But he had a house in Berkeley Square, kept a stud of horses in Northamptonshire, and was much thought of at Newmarket. Adelaide De Baron explained to Lady Alice that the marriage had been made up by her father, whose advice she had thought it her duty to take. The news was told to Lord George, and then it was found expedient never to mention further the name of Miss De Baron within the walls of Manor Cross.

But the death of Mr. Tallowax was also very important. Of late the Dean of Brotherton had become very intimate at Manor Cross. For some years the ladies had been a little afraid of him, as they were by no means given to free opinions. But he made his way. They were decidedly high; the bishop was notoriously low; and thus, in a mild manner, without malignity on either side, Manor Cross and the Palace fell out. Their own excellent young clergyman was snubbed in reference to his church postures, and Lady Sarah was offended. But the Dean's manners were perfect. He never trod on any one's toes. He was rich, and as far as birth went, nobody,—but he knew how much was due to the rank of the Germains. In all matters he obliged them, and had lately made the deanery very pleasant to Lady Alice,—to whom a widowed canon at Brotherton was supposed to be partial. The interest between the deanery and Manor Cross was quite close; and now Mr. Tallowax had died leaving the greater part of his money to the Dean's daughter.

When a man suffers from disappointed love he requires consolation.
Lady Sarah boldly declared her opinion,—in female conclave of course,—that one pretty girl is as good to a man as another, and might be a great deal better if she were at the same time better mannered and better dowered than the other. Mary Lovelace, when her grandfather died, was only seventeen. Lord George was at that time over thirty. But a man of thirty is still a young man,[1q] and a girl of seventeen may be a young woman. If the man be not more than fifteen years older than the woman the difference of age can hardly be regarded as an obstacle. And then Mary was much loved at Manor Cross. She had been a most engaging child, was clever, well-educated, very pretty, with a nice sparkling way, fond of pleasure no doubt, but not as yet instructed to be fast. And now she would have at once thirty thousand pounds, and in course of time would be her father's heiress.

All the ladies at Manor Cross put their heads together,—as did also Mr. Canon Holdenough, who, while these things had been going on, had been accepted by Lady Alice. They fooled Lord George to the top of his bent, smoothing him down softly amidst the pangs of his love, not suggesting Mary Lovelace at first, but still in all things acting in that direction. And they so far succeeded that within twelve months of the marriage of Adelaide De Baron to Mr. Houghton, when Mary Lovelace was not yet nineteen and Lord George was thirty-three, with some few grey hairs on his handsome head, Lord George did go over to the deanery and offer himself as a husband to Mary Lovelace.
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INTRODUCTORY NUMBER TWO.

"What ought I to do, papa?" The proposition was in the first instance made to Mary through the Dean. Lord George had gone to the father, and the father with many protestations of personal goodwill, had declared that in such a matter he would not attempt to bias his daughter. "That the connection would be personally agreeable to myself, I need hardly say," said the Dean. "For myself, I have no objection to raise. But I must leave it to Mary. I can only say that you have my permission to address her." But the first appeal to Mary was made by her father himself, and was so made in conformity with his own advice. Lord George, when he left the deanery, had thus arranged it, but had been hardly conscious that the Dean had advised such an arrangement. And it may be confessed between ourselves,—between me and my readers, who in these introductory chapters may be supposed to be looking back together over past things,—that the Dean was from the first determined that Lord George should be his son-in-law. What son-in-law could he find that would redound more to
his personal credit, or better advance his personal comfort. As to his daughter, where could a safer husband be found! And then she might in this way become a marchioness! His own father had kept livery stables at Bath. Her other grandfather had been a candlemaker in the Borough. "What ought I to do, papa?" Mary asked, when the proposition was first made to her. She of course admired the Germains, and appreciated, at perhaps more than its full value the notice she had received from them. She had thought Lord George to be the handsomest man she had ever seen. She had heard of his love for Miss De Baron, and had felt for him. She was not as yet old enough to know how dull was the house at Manor Cross, or how little of resource she might find in the companionship of such a man as Lord George. Of her own money she knew almost nothing. Not as yet had her fortune become as a carcase to the birds. And now, should she decide in Lord George's favour, would she be saved at any rate from that danger.

"You must consult your own feelings, my dear," said her father. She looked up to him in blank dismay. She had as yet no feelings.

"But, papa——"

"Of course, my darling, there is a great deal to be said in favour of such a marriage. The man himself is excellent,—in all respects excellent. I do not know that there is a young man of higher principles than Lord George in the whole county."

"He is hardly a young man, papa."

"Not a young man! He is thirty. I hope you do not call that old. I doubt whether men in his position of life should ever marry at an earlier age. He is not rich."

"Would that matter?"

"No; I think not. But of that you must judge. Of course with your fortune you would have a right to expect a richer match. But though he has not money, he has much that money gives. He lives in a large house with noble surroundings. The question is whether you can like him?"

"I don't know, papa." Every word she spoke she uttered hesitatingly. When she had asked whether "that would matter," she had hardly known what she was saying. The thing was so important to her, and yet so entirely mysterious and as yet unconsidered, that she could not collect her thoughts sufficiently for proper answers to her father's sensible but not too delicate inquiries. The only ideas that had really struck her were that he was grand and handsome, but very old.

"If you can love him I think you would be happy," said the Dean. "Of course you must look at it all round. He will probably live to be the Marquis of Brotherton. From all that I hear I do not think that his brother is likely to marry. In that case you would be the Marchioness of Brotherton, and the property, though not great, would then be handsome. In the meanwhile you would be Lady George
Germain, and would live at Manor Cross. I should stipulate on your behalf that you should have a house of your own in town, for, at any rate, a portion of the year. Manor Cross is a fine place, but you would find it dull if you were to remain there always. A married woman too should always have some home of her own."

"You want me to do it, papa?"

"Certainly not. I want you to please yourself. If I find that you please yourself by accepting this man, I myself shall be better pleased than if you please yourself by rejecting him; but you shall never know that by my manner. I shall not put you on bread and water, and lock you up in the garret either if you accept him, or if you reject him." The Dean smiled as he said this, as all the world at Brotherton knew that he had never in his life even scolded his daughter.

"And you, papa?"

"I shall come and see you, and you will come and see me. I shall get on well enough. I have always known that you would leave me soon. I am prepared for that." There was something in this which grated on her feelings. She had, perhaps, taught herself to believe that she was indispensable to her father's happiness. Then after a pause he continued: "Of course you must be ready to see Lord George when he comes again, and you ought to remember, my dear, that marquises do not grow on every hedge."

With great care and cunning workmanship one may almost make a silk purse out of a sow's ear, but not quite. The care which Dean Lovelace had bestowed upon the operation in regard to himself had been very great, and the cunning workmanship was to be seen in every plait and every stitch. But still there was something left of the coarseness of the original material. Of all this poor Mary knew nothing at all; but yet she did not like being told of marquises and hedges where her heart was concerned. She had wanted,—had unconsciously wanted,—some touch of romance from her father to satisfy the condition in which she found herself. But there was no touch of romance there; and when she was left to herself to work the matter out in her own heart and in her own mind she was unsatisfied.

Two or three days after this Mary received notice that her lover was coming. The Dean had seen him and had absolutely fixed a time. To poor Mary this seemed to be most unromantic, most unpromising. And though she had thought of nothing else since she had first heard of Lord George's intention, though she had laid awake struggling to make up her mind, she had reached no conclusion. It had become quite clear to her that her father was anxious for the marriage, and there was much in it which recommended it to herself. The old elms of the park of Manor Cross were very tempting. She was not indifferent to being called My Lady. Though she had been slightly hurt when told that marquises did not grow on hedges, still she knew that it would be much to be a marchioness. And the man himself was
good, and not only good but very handsome. There was a nobility about him beyond that of his family. Those prone to ridicule might perhaps have called him Werter-faced, but to Mary there was a sublimity in this. But then was she in love with him?

She was a sweet, innocent, ladylike, high-spirited, joyous creature. Those struggles of her father to get rid of the last porcine taint, though not quite successful as to himself, had succeeded thoroughly in regard to her. It comes at last with due care, and the due care had here been taken. She was so nice that middle-aged men wished themselves younger that they might make love to her, or older that they might be privileged to kiss her. Though keenly anxious for amusement, though over head and ears in love with sport and frolic, no unholy thought had ever polluted her mind. That men were men, and that she was a woman, had of course been considered by her. Oh, that it might some day be her privilege to love some man with all her heart and all her strength, some man who should be, at any rate to her, the very hero of heroes, the cynosure of her world! It was thus that she considered the matter. There could surely nothing be so glorious as being well in love. And the one to be thus worshipped must of course become her husband. Otherwise would her heart be broken, and perhaps his,—and all would be tragedy. But with tragedy she had no sympathy. The loved one must become her husband. But the pictures she had made to herself of him were not at all like Lord George Germain. He was to be fair, with laughing eyes, quick in repartee, always riding well to hounds. She had longed to hunt herself, but her father had objected. He must be sharp enough sometimes to others, though ever soft to her, with a silken moustache and a dimpled chin, and perhaps twenty-four years old. Lord George was dark, his eyes never laughed; he was silent generally, and never went out hunting at all. He was dignified, and tall, very handsome, no doubt,—and a lord. The grand question was that;—could she love him? Could she make another picture, and paint him as her hero? There were doubtless heroic points in the side wave of that coal-black lock,—coal-black where the few grey hairs had not yet shown themselves, in his great height, and solemn polished manners.

When her lover came, she could only remember that if she accepted him she would please everybody. The Dean had taken occasion to assure her that the ladies at Manor Cross would receive her with open arms. But on this occasion she did not accept him. She was very silent, hardly able to speak a word, and almost sinking out of sight when Lord George endeavoured to press his suit by taking her hand. But she contrived at last to make him the very answer that Adelaide De Baron had made. She must take time to think of it. But the answer came from her in a different spirit. She at any rate knew as soon as it was given that it was her destiny in life to become Lady George Germain. She did not say "Yes" at the moment, only because it is so hard for a girl to tell a man that she will marry him at the first asking! He made his second offer by letter, to which the Dean wrote the reply:—


"My dear Lord George,

"My daughter is gratified by your affection, and flattered by your manner of showing it. A few plain words are perhaps the best. She will be happy to receive you as her future husband, whenever it may suit you to come to the deanery[4].


"Yours affectionately,
 "Henry Lovelace."



Immediately upon this the conduct of Lord George was unexceptionable. He hurried over to Brotherton, and as he clasped his girl in his arms, he told her that he was the happiest man in England. Poor as he was he made her a handsome present, and besought her if she had any mercy, any charity, any love for him, to name an early day. Then came the four ladies from Manor Cross,—for Lady Alice had already become Lady Alice Holdenough,—and caressed her, and patted her, and petted her, and told her that she should be as welcome as flowers in May. Her father, too, congratulated her with more of enthusiasm, and more also of demonstrated feeling than she had ever before seen him evince. He had been very unwilling, he said, to express any strong opinion of his own. It had always been his desire that his girl should please herself. But now that the thing was settled he could assure her of his thorough satisfaction. It was all that he could have desired; and now he would be ready at any time to lay himself down, and be at rest. Had his girl married a spendthrift lord, even a duke devoted to pleasure and iniquity, it would have broken his heart. But he would now confess that the aristocracy of the county had charms for him; and he was not ashamed to rejoice that his child should be accepted within their pale. Then he brushed a real tear from his eyes, and Mary threw herself into his arms. The tear was real, and in all that he said there was not an insincere word. It was to him a very glory of glories that his child should be in the way of becoming the Marchioness[5] of Brotherton. It was even a great glory that she should be Lady George Germain. The Dean never forgot the livery stable[7], and owned day and night that God had been very good to him.

It was soon settled that Mary was to be allowed three months for preparation, and that the marriage was to be solemnized in June. Of course she had much to do in preparing her wedding garments, but she had before her a much more difficult task than that at which she worked most sedulously[8]. It was now the great business of her life to fall in love with Lord George. She must get rid of that fair young man with the silky moustache and the darling dimple. The sallow,
the sublime, and the Werter-faced must be made to take the place of laughing eyes and pink cheeks. She did work very hard, and sometimes, as she thought, successfully. She came to a positive conclusion that he was the handsomest man she ever saw, and that she certainly liked the few grey hairs. That his manner was thoroughly noble no one could doubt. If he were seen merely walking down the street he would surely be taken for a great man. He was one of whom, as her husband, she could be always proud[2q];—and that she felt to be a great thing. That he would not play lawn tennis, and that he did not care for riding were points in his character to be regretted. Indeed, though she made some tenderly cautious inquiries[6], she could not find what were his amusements. She herself was passionately fond of dancing, but he certainly did not dance. He talked to her, when he did talk, chiefly of his family, of his own poverty, of the goodness of his mother and sisters, and of the great regret which they all felt that they should have been deserted by the head of their family.

"He has now been away," said Lord George, "for ten years; but not improbably he may return soon, and then we shall have to leave Manor Cross."

"Leave Manor Cross!"

"Of course we must do so should he come home. The place belongs to him, and we are only there because it has not suited him to reside in England."

This he said with the utmost solemnity, and the statement had been produced by the answer which the Marquis had made to a letter announcing to him his brother's marriage. The Marquis had never been a good correspondent. To the ladies of the house he never wrote at all, though Lady Sarah favoured him with a periodical quarterly letter. To his agent, and less frequently to his brother, he would write curt, questions on business, never covering more than one side of a sheet of notepaper, and always signed "Yours, B." To these the inmates of Manor Cross had now become accustomed, and little was thought of them; but on this occasion he had written three or four complete sentences, which had been intended to have, and which did have, a plain meaning. He congratulated his brother, but begged Lord George to bear in mind that he himself might not improbably want Manor Cross for his own purpose before long. If Lord George thought it would be agreeable, Mr. Knox, the agent[9], might have instructions to buy Miss Lovelace a present. Of this latter offer Lord George took no notice; but the intimation concerning the house sat gravely on his mind.

The Dean did exactly as he had said with reference to the house in town. Of course it was necessary that there should be arrangements as to money between him and Lord George, in which he was very frank. Mary's money was all her own,—giving her an income of nearly
£1500 per annum. The Dean was quite of opinion that this should be left to Lord George's management, but he thought it right as Mary's father to stipulate that his daughter should have a home of her own. Then he suggested a small house in town, and expressed an opinion that his daughter should be allowed to live there six months in the year. The expense of such a sojourn might be in some degree shared by himself if Lord George would receive him for a month or so in the spring. And so the thing was settled, Lord George pledging himself that the house should be taken. The arrangement was distasteful to him in many ways, but it did not seem to be unreasonable, and he could not oppose it. Then came the letter from the Marquis. Lord George did not consider himself bound to speak of that letter to the Dean; but he communicated the threat to Mary. Mary thought nothing about it, except that her future brother-in-law must be a very strange man.

During all those three months she strove very hard to be in love, and sometimes she thought that she had succeeded. In her little way she studied the man's character, and did all she could to ingratiate herself with him. Walking seemed to be his chief relaxation, and she was always ready to walk with him. She tried to make herself believe that he was profoundly wise. And then, when she failed in other things, she fell back upon his beauty. Certainly she had never seen a handsomer face, either on a man's shoulders or in a picture. And so they were married.

Now I have finished my introduction,—having married my heroine to my hero,—and have, I hope, instructed my reader as to those hundred and twenty incidents, of which I spoke—not too tediously. If he will go back and examine, he will find that they are all there. But perhaps it will be better for us both that he should be in quiet possession of them without any such examination.
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LIFE AT MANOR CROSS.

The married couple passed their honeymoon in Ireland, Lady Brotherton having a brother, an Irish peer, who lent them for a few months his house on the Blackwater. The marriage, of course, was celebrated in the cathedral, and equally of course, the officiating clergymen were the Dean and Canon Holdenough. On the day before the marriage Lord George was astonished to find how rich a man was his father-in-law.

"Mary's fortune is her own," he said; "but I should like to give her something. Perhaps I had better give it to you on her behalf."

Then he shuffled a cheque for a thousand pounds into Lord George's hands. He moreover gave his daughter a hundred pounds in notes on the morning of the wedding, and thus acted the part of the benevolent father and father-in-law to a miracle. It may be acknowledged here that the receipt of the money removed a heavy weight from Lord George's heart. He was himself so poor, and at the same time so scrupulous, that he had lacked funds sufficient for the usual brightness of a wedding tour. He would not take his mother's money, nor lessen his own small patrimony; but now it seemed that wealth was showered on him from the deanery.

Perhaps a sojourn in Ireland did as well as anything could towards assisting the young wife in her object of falling in love with her husband. He would hardly have been a sympathetic companion in Switzerland or Italy, as he did not care for lakes or mountains. But Ireland was new to him and new to her, and he was glad to have an opportunity of seeing something of a people as to whom so little is really known in England. And at Ballycondra, on the Blackwater, they were justified in feeling a certain interest in the welfare of the tenants around them. There was something to be done, and something of which they could talk. Lord George, who couldn't hunt, and wouldn't dance, and didn't care for mountains, could enquire with some zeal how much wages a peasant might earn, and what he would do with it when earned. It interested him to learn that whereas an English labourer will certainly eat and drink his wages from week to week,—so that he could not be trusted to pay any sum half-yearly,—an Irish peasant, though he be half starving, will save his money for the rent. And Mary, at his instance, also cared for these things. It was her gift, as with many women, to be able to care for everything. It was, perhaps, her misfortune that she was apt to care too much for many things. The honeymoon in Ireland answered its purpose, and Lady George, when she came back to Manor Cross, almost thought that she had succeeded. She was at any rate able to assure her father that she had been as happy as the day was long, and that he was absolutely—"perfect."

This assurance of perfection the Dean no doubt took at its proper value. He patted his daughter's cheek as she made it, and kissed her, and told her that he did not doubt but that with a little care she might make herself a happy woman. The house in town had already been taken under his auspices, but of course was not to be inhabited yet.

It was a very small but a very pretty little house, in a quaint little street called Munster Court, near Storey's Gate, with a couple of windows looking into St. James's Park. It was now September, and London for the present was out of the question. Indeed, it had been arranged that Lord George and his wife should remain at Manor Cross till after Christmas. But the house had to be furnished, and the Dean evinced his full understanding of the duties of a father-in-law in such
an emergency. This, indeed, was so much the case that Lord George became a little uneasy. He had the greater part of the thousand pounds left, which he insisted on expending,—and thought that that should have sufficed. But the Dean explained in his most cordial manner,—and no man's manner could be more cordial than the Dean's,—that Mary's fortune from Mr. Tallowax had been unexpected, that having had but one child he intended to do well by her, and that, therefore, he could now assist in starting her well in life without doing himself a damage. The house in this way was decorated and furnished, and sundry journeys up to London served to brighten the autumn which might otherwise have been dull and tedious.

At this period of her life two things acting together, and both acting in opposition to her anticipations of life, surprised the young bride not a little. The one was her father's manner of conversation with her, and the other was her husband's. The Dean had never been a stern parent; but he had been a clergyman, and as a clergyman he had inculcated a certain strictness of life,—a very modified strictness, indeed, but something more rigid than might have come from him had he been a lawyer or a country gentleman. Mary had learned that he wished her to attend the cathedral services, and to interest herself respecting them, and she had always done so. He had explained to her that, although he kept a horse for her to ride, he, as the Dean of Brotherton, did not wish her to be seen in the hunting field. In her dress, her ornaments, her books, her parties, there had been always something to mark slightly her clerical belongings. She had never chafed against this because she loved her father and was naturally obedient; but she had felt something perhaps of a soft regret. Now her father, whom she saw very frequently, never spoke to her of any duties. How should her house be furnished? In what way would she lay herself out for London society? What enjoyments of life could she best secure? These seemed to be the matters on which he was most intent. It occurred to her that when speaking to her of the house in London he never once asked her what church she would attend; and that when she spoke with pleasure of being so near the Abbey, he paid little or no attention to her remark. And then, too, she felt, rather than perceived, that in his counsels to her he almost intimated that she must have a plan of life different from her husband's. There were no such instructions given, but it almost seemed as though this were implied. He took it for granted that her life was to be gay and bright, though he seemed to take it also for granted that Lord George did not wish to be gay and bright.

All this surprised her. But it did not perhaps surprise her so much as the serious view of life which her husband from day to day impressed upon her. That hero of her early dreams, that man with the light hair and the dimpled chin, whom she had not as yet quite forgotten, had never scolded her, had never spoken a serious word to
her, and had always been ready to provide her with amusements that never palled. But Lord George made out a course of reading for her,—so much for the two hours after breakfast, so much for the hour before dressing,—so much for the evening; and also a table of results to be acquired in three months,—in six months,—and so much by the close of the first year; and even laid down the sum total of achievements to be produced by a dozen years of such work! Of course she determined to do as he would have her do. The great object of her life was to love him; and, of course, if she really loved him, she would comply with his wishes. She began her daily hour of Gibbon after breakfast with great zeal. But there was present to her an idea that if the Gibbon had come from her father, and the instigations to amuse herself from her husband, it would have been better.

These things surprised her; but there was another matter that vexed her. Before she had been six weeks at Manor Cross she found that the ladies set themselves up as her tutors. It was not the Marchioness who offended her so much as her three sisters-in-law. The one of the family whom she had always liked best had been also liked best by Mr. Holdenough, and had gone to live next door to her father in the Close. Lady Alice, though perhaps a little tiresome, was always gentle and good-natured. Her mother-in-law was too much in awe of her own eldest daughter ever to scold anyone. But Lady Sarah could be very severe; and Lady Susanna could be very stiff; and Lady Amelia always re-echoed what her elder sisters said.

Lady Sarah was by far the worst. She was forty years old, and looked as though she were fifty and wished to be thought sixty. That she was, in truth, very good, no one either at Manor Cross or in Brotherton or any of the parishes around ever doubted. She knew every poor woman on the estate, and had a finger in the making of almost every petticoat worn. She spent next to nothing on herself, giving away almost all her own little income. She went to church whatever was the weather. She was never idle and never wanted to be amused. The place in the carriage which would naturally have been hers she had always surrendered to one of her sisters when there had been five ladies at Manor Cross, and now she surrendered again to her brother's wife. She spent hours daily in the parish school. She was doctor and surgeon to the poor people,—never sparing herself. But she was harsh-looking, had a harsh voice, and was dictatorial. The poor people had become used to her and liked her ways. The women knew that her stitches never gave way, and the men had a wholesome confidence in her medicines, her plasters, and her cookery. But Lady George Germain did not see by what right she was to be made subject to her sister-in-law's jurisdiction.

Church matters did not go quite on all fours at Manor Cross. The ladies, as has before been said, were all high, the Marchioness being
the least exigeant in that particular, and Lady Amelia the most so. Ritual, indeed, was the one point of interest in Lady Amelia's life. Among them there was assent enough for daily comfort; but Lord George was in this respect, and in this respect only, a trouble to them. He never declared himself openly, but it seemed to them that he did not care much about church at all. He would generally go of a Sunday morning; but there was a conviction that he did so chiefly to oblige his mother. Nothing was ever said of this. There was probably present to the ladies some feeling, not uncommon, that religion is not so necessary for men as for women. But Lady George was a woman.

And Lady George was also the daughter of a clergyman. There was now a double connexion between Manor Cross and the Close at Brotherton. Mr. Canon Holdenough, who was an older man than the Dean, and had been longer known in the diocese, was a most unexceptional clergyman, rather high, leaning towards the high and dry, very dignified, and quite as big a man in Brotherton as the Dean himself. The Dean was, indeed, the Dean; but Mr. Holdenough was uncle to a baronet, and the Holdenoughs had been Holdenoughs when the Conqueror came. And then he also had a private income of his own. Now all this gave to the ladies at Manor Cross a peculiar right to be great in church matters,—so that Lady Sarah was able to speak with much authority to Mary when she found that the bride, though a Dean's daughter, would only go to two services a week, and would shirk one of them if the weather gave the slightest colouring of excuse.

"You used to like the cathedral services," Lady Sarah said to her, one day, when Mary had declined to go to the parish church, to sing the praises of St. Processus.

"That was because they were cathedral services," said Mary.

"You mean to say that you attended the House of God because the music was good!" Mary had not thought the subject over sufficiently to be enabled to say that good music is supplied with the object of drawing large congregations, so she only shrugged her shoulders. "I, too, like good music, dear; but I do not think the want of it should keep me from church." Mary again shrugged her shoulders, remembering, as she did so, that her sister-in-law did not know one tune from another. Lady Alice was the only one of the family who had ever studied music.

"Even your papa goes on Saints' days," continued Lady Sarah, conveying a sneer against the Dean by that word "even."

"Papa is Dean. I suppose he has to go."

"He would not go to church, I suppose, unless he approved of going."

The subject then dropped. Lady George had not yet arrived at that sort of snarling home intimacy, which would have justified her
in telling Lady Sarah that if she wanted a lesson at all, she would prefer to take it from her husband.

The poor women's petticoats was another source of trouble. Before the autumn was over,—by the end of October,—when Mary had been two months at Manor Cross, she had been got to acknowledge that ladies living in the country should employ a part of their time in making clothes for the poor people; and she very soon learned to regret the acknowledgment. She was quickly driven into a corner by an assertion from Lady Sarah that, such being the case, the time to be so employed should be defined. She had intended to make something,—perhaps an entire petticoat,—at some future time. But Lady Sarah was not going to put up with conduct such as that. Mary had acknowledged her duty. Did she mean to perform it, or to neglect it? She made one petticoat, and then gently appealed to her husband. Did not he think that petticoats could be bought cheaper than they could be made? He figured it out, and found that his wife could earn three-halfpence a day by two hours' work; and even Lady Sarah did not require from her more than two hours daily. Was it worth while that she should be made miserable for ninepence a week,—less than £2 a-year? Lady George figured it out also, and offered the exact sum, £1 19s., to Lady Sarah, in order that she might be let off for the first twelve months. Then Lady Sarah was full of wrath. Was that the spirit in which offerings were to be made to the Lord? Mary was asked, with stern indignation, whether in bestowing the work of her hands upon the people, whether in the very fact that she was doing for the poor that which was distasteful to herself, she did not recognise the performance of a duty? Mary considered a while, and then said that she thought a petticoat was a petticoat, and that perhaps the one made by the regular petticoat-maker would be the best. She did not allude to the grand doctrine of the division of labour, nor did she hint that she might be doing more harm than good by interfering with regular trade, because she had not studied those matters. But that was the line of her argument. Lady Sarah told her that her heart in that matter was as hard as a nether millstone. The young wife, not liking this, withdrew; and again appealed to her husband. His mind was divided on the subject. He was clearly of opinion that the petticoat should be obtained in the cheapest market, but he doubted much about that three-halfpence in two hours. It might be that his wife could not do better at present; but experience would come, and in that case, she would be obtaining experience as well as earning three-halfpence. And, moreover, petticoats made at Manor Cross would, he thought, undoubtedly be better than any that could be bought. He came, however, to no final decision; and Mary, finding herself every morning sitting in a great petticoat conclave, hardly had an alternative but to join it.

It was not in any spirit of complaint that she spoke on the subject
to her father as the winter came on. A certain old Miss Tallowax had come to the deanery, and it had been thought proper that Lady George should spend a day or two there. Miss Tallowax, also, had money of her own, and even still owned a share in the business; and the Dean had pointed out, both to Lord George and his wife, that it would be well that they should be civil to her. Lord George was to come on the last day, and dine and sleep at the deanery. On this occasion, when the Dean and his daughter were alone together, she said something in a playful way about the great petticoat contest.

"Don't you let those old ladies sit upon you," said the Dean. He smiled as he spoke, but his daughter well knew, from his tone, that he meant his advice to be taken seriously.

"Of course, papa, I should like to accommodate myself to them as much as I can."

"But you can't, my dear. Your manner of life can't be their manner, nor theirs yours. I should have thought George would see that."

"He didn't take their part, you know."

"Of course he didn't. As a married woman you are entitled to have your own way, unless he should wish it otherwise. I don't want to make this matter serious; but if it is pressed, tell them that you do not care to spend your time in that way. They cling to old fashions. That is natural enough; but it is absurd to suppose that they should make you as old-fashioned as themselves."

He had taken the matter up quite seriously, and had given his daughter advice evidently with the intention that she should profit by it. That which he had said as to her being a married woman struck her forcibly. No doubt these ladies at Manor Cross were her superiors in birth; but she was their brother's wife, and as a married woman had rights of her own. A little spirit of rebellion already began to kindle itself within her bosom; but in it there was nothing of mutiny against her husband. If he were to desire her to make petticoats all day, of course she would make them; but in this contest he had been, as it were, neutral, and had certainly given her no orders. She thought a good deal about it while at the deanery, and made up her mind that she would sit in the petticoat conclave no longer. It could not be her duty to pass her time in an employment in which a poor woman might with difficulty earn sixpence a day. Surely she might do better with her time than that, even though she should spend it all in reading Gibbon.
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AT THE DEANERY.

There was a dinner-party at the deanery during Miss Tallowax's sojourn at Brotherton. Mr. Canon Holdenough and Lady Alice were there. The bishop and his wife had been asked,—a ceremony which was gone through once a year,—but had been debarred from accepting the invitation by the presence of clerical guests at the palace. But his lordship's chaplain, Mr. Groschut, was present. Mr. Groschut also held an honorary prebendal stall, and was one of the chapter,—a thorn sometimes in the Dean's side. But appearances were well kept up at Brotherton, and no one was more anxious that things should be done in a seemly way than the Dean. Therefore, Mr. Groschut, who was a very low churchman and had once been a Jew, but who bore a very high character for theological erudition, was asked to the deanery. There were also one or two other clergymen there, with their wives, and Mr. and Mrs. Houghton. Mrs. Houghton, it will be remembered, was the beautiful woman who had refused to become the wife of Lord George Germain. Before taking this step, the Dean had been careful to learn whether his son-in-law would object to meet the Houghtons. Such objection would have been foolish, as the families had all known each other. Both Mr. De Baron, Mrs. Houghton's father, and Mr. Houghton himself, had been intimate with the late marquis, and had been friends of the present lord before he had quitted the country. A lady when she refuses a gentleman gives no cause of quarrel. All this the Dean understood; and as he himself had known both Mr. Houghton and Mr. De Baron ever since he came to Brotherton, he thought it better that there should be such a meeting. Lord George blushed up to the roots of his hair, and then said that he should be very glad to meet the gentleman and his wife.

The two young brides had known each other as girls, and now met with, at any rate, an appearance of friendship.

"My dear," said Mrs. Houghton, who was about four years the elder, "of course I know all about it, and so do you. You are an heiress, and could afford to please yourself. I had nothing of my own, and should have had to pass all my time at Manor Cross. Are you surprised?"

"Why should I be surprised?" said Lady George, who was, however, very much surprised at this address.

"Well, you know; he is the handsomest man in England. Everybody allows that; and, then, such a family—and such possibilities! I was very much flattered. Of course he had not seen you then, or
only seen you as a child, or I shouldn't have had a chance. It is a great deal better as it is,—isn't it?"

"I think so, certainly."

"I am so glad to hear that you have a house in town. We go up about the first of April, when the hunting is over. Mr. Houghton does not ride much, but he hunts a great deal. We live in Berkeley Square, you know; and I do so hope we shall see ever so much of you."

"I'm sure I hope so too," said Lady George, who had never hitherto been very fond of Miss De Baron, and had entertained a vague idea that she ought to be a little afraid of Mrs. Houghton. But when her father's guest was so civil to her she did not know how to be other than civil in return.

"There is no reason why what has passed should make any awkwardness;—is there?"

"No," said Lady George, feeling that she almost blushed at the allusion to so delicate a subject.

"Of course not. Why should there? Lord George will soon get used to me, just as if nothing had happened; and I shall always be ever so fond of him,—in a way, you know. There shall be nothing to make you jealous."

"I'm not a bit afraid of that," said Lady George, almost too earnestly.

"You need not be, I'm sure. Not but what I do think he was at one time very—very much attached to me. But it couldn't be. And what's the good of thinking of such a thing when it can't be? I don't pretend to be very virtuous, and I like money. Now Mr. Houghton, at any rate, has got a large income. If I had had your fortune at my own command, I don't say what I might not have done."

Lady George almost felt that she ought to be offended by all this,—almost felt that she was disgusted; but, at the same time, she did not quite understand it. Her father had made a point of asking the Houghtons, and had told her that of course she would know the Houghtons up in town. She had an idea that she was very ignorant of the ways of life; but that now it would behove her, as a married woman, to learn those ways. Perhaps the free and easy mode of talking was the right thing. She did not like being told by another lady that that other lady would have married her own husband, only that he was a pauper; and the offence of all this seemed to be the greater because it was all so recent. She didn't like being told that she was not to be jealous, especially when she remembered that her husband had been desperately in love with the lady who told her so not many months ago. But she was not jealous, and was quite sure she never would be jealous; and, perhaps, it did not matter. All this had occurred in the drawing-room before dinner. Then Mr. Houghton came up to her, telling that he had been commissioned
by the Dean to have the honour of taking her down to dinner. Having made his little speech, Mr. Houghton retired,—as gentlemen generally do retire when in that position.

"Be as nice as you can to him," said Mrs. Houghton. "He hasn't much to say for himself, but he isn't half a bad fellow; and a pretty woman like you can do what she likes with him."

Lady George, as she went down to dinner, assured herself that she had no slightest wish to take any unfair advantage of Mr. Houghton.

Lord George had taken down Miss Tallowax, the Dean having been very wise in this matter; and Miss Tallowax was in a seventh heaven of happiness. Miss Tallowax, though she had made no promises, was quite prepared to do great things for her noble connexions, if her noble connexions would treat her properly. She had already made half-a-dozen wills, and was quite ready to make another, if Lord George would be civil to her. The Dean was in his heart a little ashamed of his aunt; but he was man enough to be able to bear her eccentricities without showing his vexation, and sufficiently wise to know that more was to be won than lost by the relationship.

"The best woman in the world," he had said to Lord George beforehand, speaking of his aunt; "but, of course, you will remember that she was not brought up as a lady."

Lord George, with stately urbanity, had signified his intention of treating Miss Tallowax with every consideration.

"She has thirty thousand pounds at her own disposal," continued the Dean. "I have never said a word to her about money, but, upon my honour, I think she likes Mary better than any one else. It's worth bearing in mind, you know."

Lord George smiled again in a stately manner,—perhaps showing something of displeasure in his smile. But, nevertheless, he was well aware that it was worth his while to bear Miss Tallowax and her money in his mind.

"My lord," said Miss Tallowax, "I hope you will allow me to say how much honoured we all feel by Mary's proud position." Lord George bowed and smiled, and led the lady into the deanery dining-room. Words did not come easily to him, and he hardly knew how to answer the lady. "Of course, it's a great thing for people such as us," continued Miss Tallowax, "to be connected with the family of a Marquis." Again Lord George bowed. This was very bad, indeed,—a great deal worse than he had anticipated from the aunt of so courtly a man as his father-in-law, the Dean. The lady looked to be about sixty; very small, very healthy, with streaky red cheeks, small grey eyes, and a brown front. Then came upon him an idea, that it would be a very long time before the thirty thousand pounds, or any part of it, would come to him. And then there came to him another idea, that as he had married the Dean's daughter, it was his duty to behave well to the Dean's aunt, even though the money should never
come to him. He therefore told Miss Tallowax that his mother hoped to have the pleasure of seeing her at Manor Cross before she left Brotherton. Miss Tallowax almost got out of her seat, as she curtseyed with her head and shoulders to this proposition.

The Dean was a very good man at the head of his own dinner-table, and the party went off pleasantly in spite of sundry attempts at clerical pugnacity made by Mr. Groschut. Every man and every beast has his own weapon. The wolf fights with his tooth, the bull with his horn, and Mr. Groschut always fought with his bishop,—so taught by inner instinct. The bishop, according to Mr. Groschut, was inclined to think that this and that might be done. That such a change might be advantageously made in reference to certain clerical meetings, and that the hilarity of the diocese might be enhanced by certain evangelical festivities. These remarks were generally addressed to Mr. Canon Holdenough, who made almost no reply to them. But the Dean was, on each occasion, prepared with some civil answer, which, while it was an answer, would still seem to change the conversation. It was a law in the Close that Bishop Barton should be never allowed to interfere with the affairs of Brotherton Cathedral; and if not the bishop, certainly not the bishop's chaplain. Though the Canon and the Dean did not go altogether on all fours in reference to clerical affairs generally they were both agreed on this point. But the Chaplain, who knew the condition of affairs as well as they did, thought the law a bad law, and was determined to abolish it. "It certainly would be very pleasant, Mr. Holdenough, if we could have such a meeting within the confines of the Close. I don't mean to-day, and I don't mean to-morrow; but we might think of it. The bishop, who has the greatest love for the cathedral services, is very much of that mind."

"I do not know that I care very much for any out-of-door gatherings," said the Canon.

"But why out of doors?" asked the Chaplain.

"Whatever meeting there is to be in the Close, will, I hope, be held in the deanery," said the Dean; "but of all meetings, I must say that I like meetings such as this, the best. Germain, will you pass the bottle?" When they were alone together he always called his son-in-law, George; but in company he dropped the more familiar name.

Mr. De Baron, Mrs. Houghton's father, liked his joke. "Sporting men," he said, "always go to a meet, and clerical men to a meeting. What's the difference?"

"A good deal, if it is in the colour of the coat," said the Dean.

"The one is always under cover," said the Canon. "The other, I believe, is generally held out of doors."

"There is, I fancy, a considerable resemblance in the energy of those who are brought together," said the Chaplain.

"But clergymen ain't allowed to hunt, are they?" said Mr. Houghton, who, as usual, was a little in the dark as to the subject under consideration.

"What's to prevent them?" asked the Canon, who had never been out hunting in his life, and who certainly would have advised a young clergyman to abstain from the sport. But in asking the question, he was enabled to strike a sidelong blow at the objectionable chaplain, by seeming to question the bishop's authority.

"Their own conscience, I should hope," said the Chaplain, solemnly, thereby parrying the blow successfully.

"I am very glad, then," said Mr. Houghton, "that I didn't go into the Church." To be thought a real hunting man was the great object of Mr. Houghton's ambition.

"I am afraid you would hardly have suited us, Houghton," said the Dean. "Come, shall we go up to the ladies?"

In the drawing-room, after a little while, Lord George found himself seated next to Mrs. Houghton—Adelaide De Baron, as she had been when he had sighed in vain at her feet. How it had come to pass that he was sitting there he did not know, but he was quite sure that it had come to pass by no arrangement contrived by himself. He had looked at her once since he had been in the room, almost blushing as he did so, and had told himself that she was certainly very beautiful. He almost thought that she was more beautiful than his wife; but he knew,—he knew now,—that her beauty and her manners were not as well suited to him as those of the sweet creature whom he had married. And now he was once more seated close to her, and it was incumbent on him to speak to her. "I hope," she said, almost in a whisper, but still not seeming to whisper, "that we have both become very happy since we met last."

"I hope so, indeed," said he.

"There cannot, at least, be any doubt as to you, Lord George. I never knew a sweeter young girl than Mary Lovelace; so pretty, so innocent, and so enthusiastic. I am but a poor worldly creature compared to her."

"She is all that you say, Mrs. Houghton." Lord George also was displeased,—more thoroughly displeased than had been his wife. But he did not know how to show his displeasure; and though he felt it, he still felt, also, the old influence of the woman's beauty.

"I am so delighted to have heard that you have got a house in Munster Court. I hope that Lady George and I may be fast friends. Indeed, I won't call her Lady George; for she was Mary to me before we either of us thought of getting husbands for ourselves." This was not strictly true, but of that Lord George could know nothing. "And I do hope,—may I hope,—that you will call on me?"
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