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Anthony Trollope's 'The Warden' is a thought-provoking novel that delves into themes of morality, duty, and social class in mid-19th century England. Set in the fictional cathedral town of Barchester, the book follows the ethical dilemma faced by Mr. Harding, the warden of Hiram's Hospital, as he grapples with the conflict between his conscience and societal expectations. Trollope's narrative style is characterized by its satirical wit and keen observation of human nature, making the book a compelling read for those interested in Victorian literature. 'The Warden' is the first novel in Trollope's acclaimed 'Chronicles of Barsetshire' series, known for its rich character development and exploration of ethical dilemmas against a backdrop of provincial English life. Through his incisive storytelling, Trollope invites readers to reflect on the complexities of moral decision-making and the consequences of upholding tradition in the face of change.
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Pope Gregory I's 'Pastoral Care' is a profound and timeless work that provides guidance to clergy on how to properly care for their flock. Written in the 6th century, this book offers a comprehensive examination of the pastoral duties and responsibilities of church leaders, as well as practical advice on counseling, preaching, and spiritual leadership. Pope Gregory I's writing style is both eloquent and authoritative, reflecting his deep understanding of Christian theology and pastoral practice. This work is a significant contribution to the development of pastoral literature and remains relevant in the contemporary context of pastoral ministry. Pope Gregory I's 'Pastoral Care' is a must-read for anyone interested in the history of Christianity, pastoral theology, or the role of clergy in the church. It serves as an invaluable resource for guiding church leaders in their ministry and upholding the spiritual welfare of their congregations.
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Martha Finley's 'The Novels of Faith – Premium 7 Book Collection' is a captivating series that delves into themes of faith, morality, and the power of redemption. Through richly developed characters and engaging plotlines, Finley weaves together stories that explore the complexities of spirituality in a relatable and thought-provoking manner. The novels are written in a clear and engaging style, making them accessible to readers of all ages, while also offering deeper insights into the human experience. Set in a literary context of 19th century American literature, these works stand out for their exploration of faith in a time of great societal change. Finley's nuanced portrayal of characters grappling with their beliefs adds depth and authenticity to each narrative, making them resonate with readers long after the final page is turned. As a devout Christian herself, Martha Finley's personal beliefs shine through in her writing, infusing her works with a sense of authenticity and sincerity. Her own experiences likely inspired the themes of faith and redemption that are central to 'The Novels of Faith'. By drawing on her own spiritual journey, Finley offers readers a chance to reflect on their own beliefs and values, making her novels a powerful tool for personal growth and introspection. I highly recommend Martha Finley's 'The Novels of Faith – Premium 7 Book Collection' to readers seeking a meaningful exploration of faith and morality. Whether you are looking for a thought-provoking read or simply enjoy well-crafted literature, this collection is sure to leave a lasting impression on your heart and mind.
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Philip Schaff's 'The Complete History of the Christian Church (With Bible)' provides a comprehensive and detailed account of the history of the Christian Church, tracing its origins and development through the centuries. Schaff's meticulous research and engaging narrative style make this book a valuable resource for scholars and students of church history. Drawing on a wide range of primary sources, Schaff presents a thorough examination of the major events, figures, and theological discussions that have shaped the Christian faith. The inclusion of biblical references throughout the text adds depth and insight to Schaff's analysis, highlighting the connections between scripture and church history. This work is a must-read for anyone interested in understanding the evolution of Christianity and its impact on the world. Philip Schaff, a renowned theologian and church historian, brings his expertise and passion for the subject to this monumental work. His background in both academia and the church gives him a unique perspective that enriches the narrative and provides readers with a deeper understanding of the complexities of Christian history. Scholars and lay readers alike will appreciate Schaff's dedication to presenting a balanced and comprehensive account of the Christian Church. With its detailed research, engaging writing style, and insightful analysis, 'The Complete History of the Christian Church (With Bible)' is a highly recommended read for anyone seeking to learn more about the rich and diverse history of Christianity.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Santa's Library: 450+ Christmas Novels, Tales, Carols & Legends



Alcott, Louisa May

4064066385651

12190

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

The Santa's Library: 450+ Christmas Novels, Tales, Carols & Legends' offers a remarkable compilation of festive literature that spans cultures, epochs, and styles, creating an immersive tapestry of Yuletide celebration. From the enchanting fairy tales of Hans Christian Andersen to the profound narratives by Tolstoy, and the poetic carols of Longfellow, this anthology encapsulates the myriad ways Christmas has been celebrated in literature. The collection, versatile in its narrative forms—be it the lyrical, the dramatic, or the whimsical—showcases the potent mix of sentimentality and reflection often evoked by the holiday season, making it a compelling exploration of human emotion and cultural tradition. The accomplished array of authors contributing to this anthology brings not only depth but also a broad spectrum of cultural and philosophical insights. Figures such as Dickens, who has profoundly shaped the Christmas genre with his iconic 'A Christmas Carol', share space with lesser-known contributors who provide fresh perspectives and voices. Collectively, their works not only mirror the historical and social milieus of their respective eras but also the evolution of Christmas literature as a genre, offering readers a comprehensive narrative and thematic diversity that delves deep into the spirit and ethos of Christmas. 'The Santa's Library' is a treasure trove for anyone who cherishes the rich literary tradition of Christmas. It encourages readers to explore beyond the familiar tales, inviting them to experience a world of old and new Christmas stories that together weave a larger narrative of human joy, generosity, and renewal. This anthology is an indispensable resource for both seasoned scholars interested in the cultural studies of Christmas and casual readers seeking to imbibe the festive spirit through a literary lens. Each page promises a journey through the joys, sorrows, and hopes that define the season, making it an essential addition to any holiday collection.
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    In the quiet cathedral city of Barchester, power wears a cassock and politeness hides a contest for hearts, incomes, and influence. Anthony Trollope sets his social comedy where ritual and rivalry share pews, and the gestures of amiability veil negotiations over authority. The stakes are not empire or war but patronage, precedence, and the conduct of respectable lives—precisely the matters that shape communities. Within this measured world, choices about duty and desire take on moral weight, and small victories or slights reverberate through drawing rooms and vestries. Trollope’s drama is humane and sly, revealing how institutions nudge private ambitions while private feelings tug at public roles.

First published in 1857, Barchester Towers is the second novel in Trollope’s Chronicles of Barsetshire, a sequence set in the fictional English county of Barsetshire and its cathedral town. Trollope (1815–1882), a civil servant turned prolific Victorian novelist, wrote the book in the mid-nineteenth century amid ongoing debates about the Church of England’s organization and social position. The novel follows The Warden (1855) but is designed to be enjoyed on its own. It consolidates the series’ premise: that the life of a provincial ecclesiastical community can illuminate national concerns about reform, custom, and authority, all observed with a steady eye for character and everyday consequence.

At the outset, a change in church leadership brings a new bishop to Barchester, accompanied by a formidable household whose preferences quickly color diocesan policy. Their arrival unsettles existing hierarchies, especially the influence of the long-established archdeacon and the quiet moral authority of a retired clergyman connected to the cathedral’s charitable foundation. Social currents ripple outward: a young widow of independent means reenters local society; invitations, sermons, and whispered counsel become instruments of persuasion. The ensuing struggle is less about theology than about tone, precedence, and power—who appoints whom, who speaks for tradition, and who claims the right to reform.

From this premise, Trollope explores enduring themes: tradition versus innovation, institutional responsibility versus personal conscience, public reputation versus private feeling. He is alert to how authority is exercised informally—through letters, dinner tables, and drawing-room alliances as much as through statutes. The comedy arises when solemn principles meet ordinary vanity, when kindness and ambition share the same conversation, and when well-meaning people misread one another’s motives. Barchester Towers treats religion not as doctrine but as lived profession: salaries, schedules, and status, tempered by scruple. The result is a study of power that is intimate rather than grand, made vivid by the texture of small-town life.

Trollope’s narrative voice is an unmistakable companion—confident, urbane, occasionally playful, and deeply attentive to the plausible turns of human conduct. He employs a flexible omniscience that moves through households and minds with calm assurance, pausing to interpret a gesture or to propose how a conversation might have proceeded. The narrator’s candor strengthens the satire without cruelty; motives are weighed, not denounced. Scenes unfold at conversational pace, with moments of farce grounded in recognizable psychology. Because the narrator invites the reader’s judgment, the book teaches us how to observe: to notice how a hesitation, a seating plan, or a visiting card can tip a balance.

The prose is clear and measured, favoring cumulative insight over shock. Trollope’s sentences extend the courtesy of explanation, yet the humor is quick—emerging from timing, contrast, and social exactness. Barsetshire itself becomes a character: the cathedral close with its lawns and lodgings; the surrounding parishes with different customs and expectations; the great houses where ecclesiastical and gentry worlds mingle. This continuity of place supports an intricate web of relationships without demanding melodrama. Characters are introduced with economy and then allowed to reveal themselves through choices rather than declarations. Readers feel the solid weight of custom even as it is tested by new pressures.

Barchester Towers holds classic status because it refines the Victorian novel’s capacity to make ordinary life dramatically meaningful. Trollope avoids sensational crimes and instead uncovers the drama inside administration, courtship, and conversation. His characters are not types arranged to illustrate a thesis; they are fallible, contradictory, and capable of growth, which grants the satire longevity. The book’s balance of institutional portraiture and sympathetic humor has shaped how later readers imagine the mid-Victorian church and the social textures surrounding it. In demonstrating that continuity and change can be narrated without caricature, Trollope secured a central place in the tradition of English realism.

Its influence extends beyond ecclesiastical fiction. The Barsetshire series helped establish the appeal of multi-novel worlds anchored by a consistent setting, allowing minor figures to reemerge and themes to deepen across volumes. Critics and novelists have repeatedly engaged with Trollope’s methods: Henry James wrote substantial assessments of his achievement, and E. M. Forster discussed him when considering how novels create lifelike people. More broadly, the book’s blend of comedy, moral scrutiny, and administrative detail has informed later narratives of institutions—from civil service to campus—where procedure and personality collide. Barchester Towers thus serves as a model for depicting systems through intimate social observation.

Understanding the novel’s context clarifies its gentle urgency. The mid-nineteenth century saw reforms that reshaped the Church of England’s revenues, appointments, and expectations of clerical residence. Public debate over pluralism, sinecures, and the stewardship of charitable endowments made ecclesiastical offices a matter of national scrutiny. Trollope does not write parliamentary fiction here; he shows how such pressures filter into a county town. The anxieties of reassignment, the prestige of a pulpit, and the politics of a hospital or prebend are rendered at human scale. Readers witness a society negotiating change while preserving forms, and a church balancing pastoral service with institutional realities.

The book’s memorable figures exemplify Trollope’s humane exactness. Leaders can be overbearing yet sincere; reformers may speak of principle while serving ambition; gentle spirits still possess pride. Women exercise significant influence through conversation, household management, and social strategy, shaping outcomes in ways not recorded in minutes or statutes. Trollope resists idealization: even the most sympathetic characters are capable of self-deception, and even the most abrasive have understandable aims. This moral evenhandedness nourishes rereading, because respect grows alongside amusement. We may disagree with choices yet recognize the pressures behind them—friendship, family expectation, money, and the recurring question of what integrity requires.

Readers approaching Barchester Towers encounter a narrative that is both accessible and layered. Episodes accumulate through dinners, garden parties, services, and visits, each advancing rivalries while enlarging character. Trollope’s craftsmanship lies in the unobtrusive architecture of these scenes: entrances and exits, the weight of a pause, the ceremony of a letter. Though it follows The Warden, this novel stands comfortably on its own, and its pleasures do not depend on insider knowledge of theology or politics. Instead, it offers an education in attention—how to read a look, how to hear a tone—and rewards patience with a world that feels lived in.

Contemporary readers will recognize the book’s abiding questions. How should institutions balance continuity and reform? What do ambition and service owe each other? Where does public responsibility end and private feeling begin? The settings may be Victorian, but the dynamics—committee rooms, strategic messaging, charismatic upstarts, and guardians of tradition—are familiar. Trollope’s refusal to demonize or deify his characters models a civic imagination grounded in empathy and wit. Barchester Towers remains appealing because it treats power as a social art rather than a mere contest, inviting us to see how manners and morals intersect, and why that intersection still matters.
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    Barchester Towers, published in 1857 as the second novel in Anthony Trollope’s Chronicles of Barsetshire, returns to the cathedral city of Barchester at a moment of transition. The death of the long-serving bishop unsettles the clerical establishment, prompting questions about patronage, precedence, and the distribution of church livings. Trollope situates these concerns within a closely observed provincial society where religious offices shape social standing and domestic fortunes. The narrative follows how institutional change exposes personal ambitions and anxieties, setting tradition-minded figures at odds with advocates of reform, while everyday civility and decorum conceal competitive energies poised to reshape the town’s clerical and social order.

A new bishop, Dr. Proudie, arrives with his forceful wife, Mrs. Proudie, and an ambitious chaplain, Mr. Obadiah Slope. They bring an Evangelical tone that challenges Barchester’s High Church habits. Mrs. Proudie asserts domestic and social authority at the episcopal palace, while Slope seeks professional advancement by pressing for new practices and by exploiting uncertainties over appointments. Their presence provokes resistance from the entrenched cathedral party led by Archdeacon Grantly, creating a contest over influence as much as doctrine. Trollope carefully maps shifting alliances, setting the stage for conflicts that will test both institutional conventions and the personalities intent on guiding them.

Among those most affected are Mr. Septimus Harding, the principled former Warden of Hiram’s Hospital, and his widowed daughter, Eleanor Bold. The question of the hospital’s management reopens when vacancies and policies are reconsidered. Slope’s public sermon, emphasizing change, and his private communications, framed as guidance, aggravate tensions by appearing to dictate terms to seasoned clergy. Harding’s quiet integrity contrasts with the assertiveness of newcomers, and his reluctance to accept preferment at the cost of conscience becomes a silent measure of others’ conduct. Meanwhile, Eleanor’s position as a young, independent widow draws scrutiny, revealing how personal life intersects with clerical politics.

The return of the Stanhope family from Italy infuses Barchester with cosmopolitan irregularity. Dr. Vesey Stanhope’s household—worldly, charming, and unconcerned with provincial expectations—upends the town’s routines. His daughter, the captivating and physically impaired Signora Madeline Neroni, exerts social power through wit and allure, drawing suitors and observers into complicated entanglements. Charlotte Stanhope’s brisk tact and Bertie Stanhope’s easy idleness contribute to a pattern of calculated flirtations and misread signals. Trollope uses the Stanhopes to widen the novel’s palette, showing how imported manners and private theatrics unsettle local hierarchies and tempt those seeking either advancement or romantic success.

Reverend Francis Arabin, a learned Oxford man allied with the High Church camp, arrives as both intellectual counterweight and unwitting participant in Barchester’s competitions. His reserve and sincerity set him apart from Slope’s opportunism, yet he, too, enters the town’s intricate dance of rumor and expectation. Eleanor Bold’s future becomes a matter of speculative conversation, with multiple parties interpreting her independence according to their aims. At the same time, the practical matter of filling church posts grows urgent. The prospect of changes at Hiram’s Hospital and beyond tests whether influence will favor need, service, and competence, or defer to calculation and convenience.

The Quiverful family, headed by Reverend Josiah Quiverful, personifies the stakes of preferment. Numerous children and straitened means render the wardenship of the hospital a question of livelihood as well as principle. Promises and hints circulate, sometimes contradictory, as Slope and the Proudie circle weigh options and the cathedral party counters. Harding, mindful of past controversies, refuses to ignore moral complexities for personal gain. Eleanor’s wealth and independence further complicate perceptions of motive, drawing opportunists even as friends try to protect her reputation. Trollope frames these intersecting needs to ask how charity, justice, and ambition can coexist within a system of patronage.

Public events in Barchester serve as stages for private strategies. Cathedral services, palace receptions, and the celebrated fête at Ullathorne bring together clergy, gentry, and visitors under the appearance of harmony. In these set pieces, comic misunderstandings escalate into reputational tests. Slope presses his ecclesiastical positions and personal courtship; Arabin doubts his footing; Grantly marshals allies with procedural zeal; the Stanhopes complicate every tableau with playful provocations. The town’s attention—amused, pious, and meddlesome—sharpens misunderstandings into temporary certainties. Without resolving the central questions, these scenes clarify character, exposing who adapts, who manipulates, and who clings to principle under social pressure.

As the possibility of further vacancies, including high office at the cathedral, emerges, maneuvering intensifies. Slope courts power while risking overreach; Mrs. Proudie guards her influence within the palace; the Grantly faction seeks outcomes that affirm continuity without ignoring public scrutiny. Eleanor’s suitors confront the difference between admiration and respect, while Harding remains a moral reference point for decisions that affect many livelihoods. Trollope keeps choices open while showing how gossip becomes a political force, and how institutional arrangements reflect private temperaments. The plot advances through negotiations and embarrassments, guiding characters toward outcomes shaped as much by self-knowledge as by patronage.

Without disclosing final appointments or alliances, the novel’s enduring significance lies in its measured satire of power, conscience, and social performance. Trollope’s calm scrutiny of church politics reveals universal dynamics: how organizations change, how families entangle public aims, and how reputations are made or unmade by small acts of vanity or grace. Barchester Towers endures for its humane portrayal of imperfect people navigating duty and desire, and for its confidence that integrity can matter even within systems prone to intrigue. The result is a portrait of community life that asks readers to weigh influence against responsibility, and ambition against kindness.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Barchester Towers unfolds in mid-nineteenth-century England, in the fictional cathedral city of Barchester within Barsetshire. Though invented, the setting closely evokes real provincial cathedral towns, where the Church of England, the cathedral chapter, and the bishop’s palace anchored civic life. The diocese’s offices, incomes, and rituals shape social hierarchies and daily routines. Around the Close live clergy, professionals, and the landed gentry, whose influence spreads through patronage, philanthropy, and social calls. This ecclesiastical milieu provides the novel’s stage: a community where doctrine, ceremony, and office intersect with status, marriage prospects, and local politics, under the visible shadow of the established church and the Crown’s authority.

Anthony Trollope published Barchester Towers in 1857, two years after The Warden introduced Barsetshire. These novels appeared as Britain settled into the high Victorian period, a time of confident administration, expanding print culture, and intense debate about the church’s role in modern society. Trollope’s aim was not sensational controversy but a closely observed portrayal of clerical and provincial life. His careful attention to institutional habits and personal ambitions reflects a writer shaped by bureaucratic work and regular travel, who knew how official structures and private motives intertwine. Readers recognized a faithful, if satirical, mirror of familiar English manners and ecclesiastical customs.

The Church of England, as the established church, linked religion to the state’s machinery. Bishops were formally “elected” by cathedral chapters but, in practice, nominated by the Crown on the prime minister’s advice through the congé d’élire. Changes of government could therefore reset a diocese’s direction. This system lay behind real Victorian disputes over doctrine, discipline, and preferment, and it animates the novel’s premise of a new episcopal regime in Barchester. The work explores, often comically, how official appointments, chaplains, and household influence could redirect patronage and policy in a cathedral city, illuminating the lived consequences of church–state entanglement.

The political backdrop includes the Reform Act of 1832, which broadened the electorate and shifted parliamentary power, and the Municipal Corporations Act of 1835, which restructured urban governance. Through the 1830s–1850s, Whigs/Liberals and Conservatives alternated in office, with Peelites complicating alignments after the 1840s. Prime-ministerial control over bishoprics made national politics consequential for local church life. Cathedral towns, though conservative in tone, felt these currents as borough reform, new civic elites, and parliamentary debates touched church finance, local charities, and the prestige of cathedral establishments, setting the context for the novel’s skirmishes over office and influence.

From the mid-1830s, state-backed ecclesiastical reform pressed for efficiency and equity. The Ecclesiastical Commission, established in 1836, reorganized diocesan revenues, reduced certain cathedral and chapter incomes, and redirected resources to poorer parishes. The Pluralities Act of 1838 tightened residence requirements and discouraged holding multiple benefices. Trollope’s story of preferment, prebendal status, and the redistribution of sinecures echoes these reforms. Its characters’ anxieties about losing stipends or gaining promotion reflect real Victorian efforts to professionalize clerical life, rebalance endowments, and curb abuses without dismantling the establishment—a compromise that left much room for conflict within dioceses like the fictional Barchester.

Victorian church finance also changed at parish level. The Tithe Commutation Act of 1836 replaced tithes in kind with monetary rentcharges, stabilizing clerical income yet altering relationships between clergy and landholders. Church rates—parochial taxes for church upkeep—provoked sustained Nonconformist resistance and recurring local controversy until their compulsory character was effectively ended in the later 1860s. Meanwhile, endowed charities and almshouses, products of earlier centuries, came under greater scrutiny; the Charitable Trusts Act of 1853 created the Charity Commission to oversee them. Trollope’s Barsetshire novels, including Barchester Towers, draw on such debates about endowments, stewardship, and moral responsibility in ecclesiastical institutions.

Religious parties within Anglicanism sharpened these tensions. The Evangelical movement, influential since the late eighteenth century, emphasized Scripture, personal conversion, and plain preaching. In the early to mid-nineteenth century, Evangelicals gained ground in parishes and missions, often urging simpler liturgy and energetic moral reform. Their reforming zeal could clash with cathedral traditions and high-church ceremony. The novel reflects this friction in its depiction of preaching styles, parish priorities, and the push to reshape diocesan policy. Trollope’s satirical eye registers how genuine piety and institutional ambition can mingle, creating both spiritual energy and internecine rivalry.

Counterbalancing Evangelical ascendancy, the Oxford Movement (from 1833) promoted apostolic succession, sacramental theology, and reverent, historically grounded ritual. Figures such as John Henry Newman and Edward Bouverie Pusey urged a recovery of pre-Reformation emphases within Anglicanism. Supporters were sometimes dubbed “Puseyites,” and opponents accused them of “Romanizing.” While Barchester Towers avoids doctrinal treatises, it inhabits towns where such labels carried weight in appointments, music, and church furnishing. The novel’s comedy of manners captures anxieties about ritual and authority, showing how national debates over church identity filtered into cathedral corridors and parish drawing rooms.

A third current, often called Broad Church, sought to accommodate intellectual inquiry and modern scholarship within Anglican boundaries. Associated with figures like Thomas Arnold and, later, F. D. Maurice, it emphasized moral earnestness and institutional breadth over strict party lines. This approach influenced mid-century attempts to reconcile tradition with social change. Though not programmatic, Trollope’s narrative temperament aligns with a Broad Church openness to nuance and compromise, portraying clergy and laity as pragmatic people negotiating reforms without doctrinal extremism. The result is a portrait of Anglican life that resists caricature even as it indulges in gentle satire.

The legal framework of ecclesiastical authority also shifted. The Judicial Committee of the Privy Council, established in the 1830s, became the highest court of ecclesiastical appeal for many matters, a symbol of the state’s ultimate jurisdiction over church disputes. The Gorham Judgment (1847–1850), concerning baptismal regeneration, upheld a clergyman whose views were contested by his bishop. The decision deepened divisions, prompting some to doubt the church’s autonomy and others to welcome latitude. Barchester Towers reflects a milieu shaped by such controversies, portraying debates about episcopal power, doctrinal boundaries, and obedience within a state church.

Beyond Anglican walls, Nonconformity expanded rapidly. The Religious Census of 1851, the only official count of worshippers in nineteenth-century Britain, suggested that a significant portion of attenders were Nonconformists and that overall churchgoing fell short of the total population. Dissenting chapels were strong in many towns, influencing local politics and philanthropy. While Trollope’s narrative stays primarily within the Anglican sphere, the competitive religious marketplace forms part of its atmosphere: the established church’s prestige was no longer unchallenged, encouraging Anglican leaders to reform practices, defend endowments, and court public opinion more actively.

Socially, cathedral cities housed a layered society of gentry, professionals, tradespeople, and servants, with clergy often serving as a bridge between rural landowners and urban elites. Domestic ideology framed expectations: men dominated formal office, while women exerted influence through family networks, philanthropy, and the management of social life. Without describing many political rights for women, the novel nonetheless demonstrates how drawing rooms, visits, and patronage shaped public outcomes. Marriage alliances, social standing, and moral reputation were not private matters alone; they were mechanisms by which ecclesiastical policies and parish fortunes were quietly steered.

Cultural life in cathedral towns revolved around music, sermons, and architectural pride. Choral foundations, organists, and liturgical style mattered for civic identity as well as devotion. The Gothic Revival, energized from the 1830s by the Cambridge Camden Society (later the Ecclesiological Society) and architects influenced by A. W. N. Pugin, promoted “correct” medieval forms and richer ornament. Restoration projects and debates about chancels, altars, and seating reflected theological priorities and social hierarchy. Trollope’s scenes of services and ecclesiastical pomp capture the prestige—and the contentiousness—of church aesthetics in an era when architecture was an argument about belief and order.

Technological change bound provinces to the nation. Railways spread rapidly from the 1830s through the 1850s, shrinking distances and making visits, preferment interviews, and metropolitan consultations easier. The postal system expanded in speed and reach after the 1840s, and the electric telegraph, adopted widely by the press and businesses, sped news and rumor. The period also saw the gradual removal of “taxes on knowledge”: the advertisement duty fell in 1853, the newspaper stamp in 1855, and the paper duty in 1861, fueling a burgeoning press. Barchester Towers reflects a world where letters, newspapers, and travel quickly shape reputations and policy.

The Victorian literary marketplace encouraged long, socially observant fiction for a middle-class readership. Circulating libraries—most notably Mudie’s, founded in 1842—favored multi-volume novels with decorous moral tone, helping to set tastes and economics for publication. Contemporaries such as Dickens and Thackeray offered panoramic social critique; Trollope developed a quieter realism attentive to manners, institutions, and gradual change. Barchester Towers exemplifies this: it courts readers interested in the interplay of character, custom, and office rather than melodrama, using the familiar rhythms of provincial life to probe questions of authority, ambition, and communal responsibility.

Trollope’s long service in the General Post Office, beginning in the 1830s and including years in Ireland, trained him to observe bureaucratic habits, chains of command, and the subtle politics of promotion. His assignments demanded travel and reports, exposing him to the diversity of British and Irish local life. This background informs his depiction of ecclesiastical administration, where rules, personalities, and precedent jostle. He also wrote with disciplined regularity, producing fiction that treats institutions as living organisms. In Barchester Towers, that sensibility yields a nuanced portrait of a diocese adjusting to reform while preserving dignity and continuity.

Finally, the novel’s historical force lies in its double vision. It mirrors the mid-Victorian church—reformed yet established, contested yet authoritative—amid wider social transformation. It also critiques the human foibles that reform cannot erase: vanity, faction, and the temptations of patronage. By situating personal rivalries within real nineteenth-century changes—parliamentary oversight, ecclesiastical commissions, theological parties, and an emboldened press—Barchester Towers shows how an ancient institution negotiated modernity. Without programmatic zeal, it records a culture learning to balance tradition with accountability, ceremony with service, and private influence with public scrutiny. That balance gives the book its enduring historical resonance.
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    Anthony Trollope (1815–1882) was a major Victorian novelist and long-serving civil servant, admired for his steady realism and panoramic portrayals of English society. Working across the mid- and late nineteenth century, he wrote 47 novels, numerous short stories, travel books, and criticism. His fiction probed the workings of institutions—church, Parliament, law, finance, and the press—while anchoring plot in everyday motives and manners. Trollope also pursued a substantive career in the Post Office, whose routines and travel furnished the observational habits that shaped his art. His reputation has endured; readers and critics continue to value his breadth, productivity, and unshowy craft.

He was educated at Harrow School and Winchester College, an experience that brought him into the culture of classical curricula, public performance, and competitive examination. As a young reader he absorbed domestic and social fiction from earlier generations, and the norms of serialization and circulating libraries shaped his sense of pacing, audience, and character continuity. While he did not attach himself to a manifesto-driven school, Trollope is commonly situated within Victorian realism, favoring plausible motives and observed manners over extravagance. The example and competition of contemporaries such as Charles Dickens and William Makepeace Thackeray framed his professional milieu.

Trollope entered the British Post Office as a young man and, after early difficulties, was posted to Ireland, where he found stability and began writing in earnest. As a surveyor he traveled widely, acquiring close knowledge of provincial life that later animated his fiction. During his service he recommended trials of roadside letter boxes in the Channel Islands, helping to normalize their subsequent adoption. He developed a famously disciplined routine—early-morning composition measured by time and word count—described with unusual frankness in his posthumously published An Autobiography, which also explains how regular labor rather than sudden inspiration governed his craft.

His breakthrough arrived with The Warden (1855), the first of the Barsetshire novels centered on a cathedral town, followed by the widely popular Barchester Towers (1857). Subsequent volumes—Doctor Thorne, Framley Parsonage, The Small House at Allington, and The Last Chronicle of Barset—expanded the canvas of clergy, gentry, and professional life. The sequence combined institutional satire with humane characterization and benefited from serial publication in prominent magazines. Contemporary reviewers often praised his composure and fidelity to everyday life, even as some preferred more sensational effects than his measured, observant method typically supplied.

Trollope extended his range in the Palliser (or Parliamentary) novels—Can You Forgive Her?, Phineas Finn, The Eustace Diamonds, Phineas Redux, The Prime Minister, and The Duke’s Children—where elections, office, and ambition intertwine with marriage and money. He also produced significant standalones, including Orley Farm, He Knew He Was Right, and The Way We Live Now, the last a searching critique of speculative finance, journalism, and moral compromise. Critics admired his steady attention to work, law, and social pressure; detractors sometimes faulted his expansiveness. Over time, his consistency of design and psychological moderation became distinguishing strengths.

Beyond fiction, Trollope reported on places he visited for duty and leisure, publishing travel books on North America, Australia and New Zealand, and South Africa. He engaged openly with politics, standing unsuccessfully for Parliament in 1868 as a Liberal, and drew on that contest in later fiction, notably Ralph the Heir’s depiction of electoral malpractice. Leaving the Post Office in the late 1860s to write full time, he contributed essays and reviews and clarified his professional views on payment, serialization, and the dignity of authorship in An Autobiography, whose plainspoken candor shaped his reputation.

In later years he sustained an exacting pace, alternating major sequences with independent novels and shorter works. He died in 1882, leaving a capacious body of writing that continued to attract general readers and scholars. Twentieth-century criticism and numerous adaptations for radio and television renewed interest in Barsetshire and the Palliser world, highlighting his patient construction of community and institution. Today Trollope stands as a cornerstone of realist narrative, valued for ethical steadiness, social breadth, and the durable architecture of his fictional counties and corridors of power.




Barchester Towers

Main Table of Contents












Chapter I. Who Will Be the New Bishop?



Chapter II. Hiram’s Hospital According to Act of Parliament



Chapter III. Dr. And Mrs. Proudie



Chapter IV. The Bishop’s Chaplain



Chapter V. A Morning Visit



Chapter VI. War



Chapter VII. The Dean and Chapter Take Counsel



Chapter VIII. The Ex-Warden Rejoices in His Probable Return to the Hospital



Chapter IX. The Stanhope Family



Chapter X. Mrs. Proudie’s Reception—Commenced



Chapter XI. Mrs. Proudie’s Reception—Concluded



Chapter XII. Slope Versus Harding



Chapter XIII. The Rubbish Cart



Chapter XIV. The New Champion



Chapter XV. The Widow’s Suitors



Chapter XVI. Baby Worship



Chapter XVII. Who Shall Be Cock of the Walk?



Chapter XVIII. The Widow’s Persecution



Chapter XIX. Barchester by Moonlight



Chapter XX. Mr. Arabin



Chapter XXI. St. Ewold’s Parsonage



Chapter XXII. The Thornes of Ullathorne



Chapter XXIII. Mr. Arabin Reads Himself in at St. Ewold’s



Chapter XXIV. Mr. Slope Manages Matters Very Cleverly at Puddingdale



Chapter XXV. Fourteen Arguments in Favour of Mr. Quiverful’s Claims



Chapter XXVI. Mrs. Proudie Wrestles and Gets a Fall



Chapter XXVII. A Love Scene



Chapter XXVIII. Mrs. Bold Is Entertained by Dr. And Mrs. Grantly at Plumstead



Chapter XXIX. A Serious Interview



Chapter XXX. Another Love Scene



Chapter XXXI. The Bishop’s Library



Chapter XXXII. A New Candidate for Ecclesiastical Honours



Chapter XXXIII. Mrs. Proudie Victrix



Chapter XXXIV. Oxford—The Master and Tutor of Lazarus



Chapter XXXV. Miss Thorne’s Fête Champêtre



Chapter XXXVI. Ullathorne Sports—Act I



Chapter XXXVII. The Signora Neroni, the Countess De Courcy, and Mrs. Proudie Meet Each Other at Ullathorne



Chapter XXXVIII. The Bishop Sits Down to Breakfast, and the Dean Dies



Chapter XXXIX. The Lookalofts and the Greenacres



Chapter XL. Ullathorne Sports—Act II



Chapter XLI. Mrs. Bold Confides Her Sorrow to Her Friend Miss Stanhope



Chapter XLII. Ullathorne Sports—Act III



Chapter XLIII. Mr. And Mrs. Quiverful Are Made Happy



Chapter XLIV. Mrs. Bold at Home



Chapter XLV. The Stanhopes at Home



Chapter XLVI. Mr. Slope’s Parting Interview With the Signora



Chapter XLVII. The Dean Elect



Chapter XLVIII. Miss Thorne Shows Her Talent at Match-Making



Chapter XLIX. The Beelzebub Colt



Chapter L. The Archdeacon Is Satisfied With the State of Affairs



Chapter LI. Mr. Slope Bids Farewell to the Palace and Its Inhabitants



Chapter LII. The New Dean Takes Possession of the Deanery, and the New Warden of the Hospital



Chapter LIII. Conclusion




Chapter I.

Who Will Be the New Bishop?



Table of Contents


In the latter days of July in the year 185––, a most important question was for ten days hourly asked in the cathedral city of Barchester, and answered every hour in various ways—Who was to be the new bishop[1q]?

The death of old Dr. Grantly, who had for many years filled that chair with meek authority, took place exactly as the ministry of Lord –––– was going to give place to that of Lord ––––. The illness of the good old man was long and lingering, and it became at last a matter of intense interest to those concerned whether the new appointment should be made by a conservative or liberal government.

It was pretty well understood that the outgoing premier had made his selection and that if the question rested with him, the mitre[1] would descend on the head of Archdeacon[2] Grantly, the old bishop’s son. The archdeacon had long managed the affairs of the diocese, and for some months previous to the demise of his father rumour had confidently assigned to him the reversion of his father’s honours.

Bishop Grantly died as he had lived, peaceably, slowly, without pain and without excitement. The breath ebbed from him almost imperceptibly, and for a month before his death it was a question whether he were alive or dead.

A trying time was this for the archdeacon, for whom was designed the reversion of his father’s see by those who then had the giving away of episcopal thrones. I would not be understood to say that the prime minister had in so many words promised the bishopric to Dr. Grantly. He was too discreet a man for that. There is a proverb with reference to the killing of cats, and those who know anything either of high or low government places will be well aware that a promise may be made without positive words and that an expectant may be put into the highest state of encouragement, though the great man on whose breath he hangs may have done no more than whisper that “Mr. So-and-So is certainly a rising man.”

Such a whisper had been made, and was known by those who heard it to signify that the cures of the diocese of Barchester should not be taken out of the hands of the archdeacon. The then prime minister was all in all at Oxford, and had lately passed a night at the house of the Master of Lazarus. Now the Master of Lazarus—which is, by the by, in many respects the most comfortable as well as the richest college at Oxford—was the archdeacon’s most intimate friend and most trusted counsellor. On the occasion of the prime minister’s visit, Dr. Grantly was of course present, and the meeting was very gracious. On the following morning Dr. Gwynne, the master, told the archdeacon that in his opinion the thing was settled.

At this time the bishop was quite on his last legs; but the ministry also were tottering. Dr. Grantly returned from Oxford, happy and elated, to resume his place in the palace and to continue to perform for the father the last duties of a son, which, to give him his due, he performed with more tender care than was to be expected from his usual somewhat worldly manners.

A month since, the physicians had named four weeks as the outside period during which breath could be supported within the body of the dying man. At the end of the month the physicians wondered, and named another fortnight. The old man lived on wine alone, but at the end of the fortnight he still lived, and the tidings of the fall of the ministry became more frequent. Sir Lamda Mewnew and Sir Omicron Pie, the two great London doctors, now came down for the fifth time and declared, shaking their learned heads, that another week of life was impossible; and as they sat down to lunch in the episcopal dining-room, whispered to the archdeacon their own private knowledge that the ministry must fall within five days. The son returned to his father’s room and, after administering with his own hands the sustaining modicum of madeira, sat down by the bedside to calculate his chances.

The ministry were to be out within five days: his father was to be dead within—no, he rejected that view of the subject. The ministry were to be out, and the diocese might probably be vacant at the same period. There was much doubt as to the names of the men who were to succeed to power, and a week must elapse before a cabinet was formed. Would not vacancies be filled by the outgoing men during this week? Dr. Grantly had a kind of idea that such would be the case but did not know, and then he wondered at his own ignorance on such a question.

He tried to keep his mind away from the subject, but he could not. The race was so very close, and the stakes were so very high. He then looked at the dying man’s impassive, placid face. There was no sign there of death or disease; it was something thinner than of yore, somewhat grayer, and the deep lines of age more marked; but, as far as he could judge, life might yet hang there for weeks to come. Sir Lamda Mewnew and Sir Omicron Pie had thrice been wrong, and might yet be wrong thrice again. The old bishop slept during twenty of the twenty-four hours, but during the short periods of his waking moments, he knew both his son and his dear old friend, Mr. Harding, the archdeacon’s father-in-law, and would thank them tenderly for their care and love. Now he lay sleeping like a baby, resting easily on his back, his mouth just open, and his few gray hairs straggling from beneath his cap; his breath was perfectly noiseless, and his thin, wan hand, which lay above the coverlid, never moved. Nothing could be easier than the old man’s passage from this world to the next.

But by no means easy were the emotions of him who sat there watching. He knew it must be now or never. He was already over fifty, and there was little chance that his friends who were now leaving office would soon return to it. No probable British prime minister but he who was now in, he who was so soon to be out, would think of making a bishop of Dr. Grantly. Thus he thought long and sadly, in deep silence, and then gazed at that still living face, and then at last dared to ask himself whether he really longed for his father’s death.

The effort was a salutary one, and the question was answered in a moment. The proud, wishful, worldly man sank on his knees by the bedside and, taking the bishop’s hand within his own, prayed eagerly that his sins might be forgiven him.

His face was still buried in the clothes when the door of the bedroom opened noiselessly and Mr. Harding entered with a velvet step. Mr. Harding’s attendance at that bedside had been nearly as constant as that of the archdeacon, and his ingress and egress was as much a matter of course as that of his son-in-law. He was standing close beside the archdeacon before he was perceived, and would also have knelt in prayer had he not feared that his doing so might have caused some sudden start and have disturbed the dying man. Dr. Grantly, however, instantly perceived him and rose from his knees. As he did so Mr. Harding took both his hands and pressed them warmly. There was more fellowship between them at that moment than there had ever been before, and it so happened that after circumstances greatly preserved the feeling. As they stood there pressing each other’s hands, the tears rolled freely down their cheeks.

“God bless you, my dears,” said the bishop with feeble voice as he woke. “God bless you—may God bless you both, my dear children.” And so he died[3q].

There was no loud rattle in the throat, no dreadful struggle, no palpable sign of death, but the lower jaw fell a little from its place, and the eyes which had been so constantly closed in sleep now remained fixed and open. Neither Mr. Harding nor Dr. Grantly knew that life was gone, though both suspected it.

“I believe it’s all over,” said Mr. Harding, still pressing the other’s hands. “I think—nay, I hope it is.”

“I will ring the bell,” said the other, speaking all but in a whisper. “Mrs. Phillips should be here.”

Mrs. Phillips, the nurse, was soon in the room, and immediately, with practised hand, closed those staring eyes.

“It’s all over, Mrs. Phillips?” asked Mr. Harding.

“My lord’s no more,” said Mrs. Phillips, turning round and curtseying low with solemn face; “his lordship’s gone more like a sleeping babby than any that I ever saw.”

“It’s a great relief, Archdeacon,” said Mr. Harding, “a great relief—dear, good, excellent old man. Oh that our last moments may be as innocent and as peaceful as his!”

“Surely,” said Mrs. Phillips. “The Lord be praised for all his mercies; but, for a meek, mild, gentle-spoken Christian, his lordship was—” and Mrs. Phillips, with unaffected but easy grief, put up her white apron to her flowing eyes.

“You cannot but rejoice that it is over,” said Mr. Harding, still consoling his friend. The archdeacon’s mind, however, had already travelled from the death chamber to the closet of the prime minister. He had brought himself to pray for his father’s life, but now that that life was done, minutes were too precious to be lost. It was now useless to dally with the fact of the bishop’s death—useless to lose perhaps everything for the pretence of a foolish sentiment.

But how was he to act while his father-in-law stood there holding his hand? How, without appearing unfeeling, was he to forget his father in the bishop—to overlook what he had lost, and think only of what he might possibly gain?

“No, I suppose not,” said he, at last, in answer to Mr. Harding. “We have all expected it so long.”

Mr. Harding took him by the arm and led him from the room. “We will see him again tomorrow morning,” said he; “we had better leave the room now to the women.” And so they went downstairs.

It was already evening and nearly dark. It was most important that the prime minister should know that night that the diocese was vacant. Everything might depend on it; and so, in answer to Mr. Harding’s further consolation, the archdeacon suggested that a telegraph message should be immediately sent off to London. Mr. Harding, who had really been somewhat surprised to find Dr. Grantly, as he thought, so much affected, was rather taken aback, but he made no objection. He knew that the archdeacon had some hope of succeeding to his father’s place, though he by no means knew how highly raised that hope had been.

“Yes,” said Dr. Grantly, collecting himself and shaking off his weakness, “we must send a message at once; we don’t know what might be the consequence of delay. Will you do it?’

“I! Oh, yes; certainly. I’ll do anything, only I don’t know exactly what it is you want.”

Dr. Grantly sat down before a writing-table and, taking pen and ink, wrote on a slip of paper as follows:—

By Electric Telegraph[11].

  For the Earl of ––––, Downing Street, or elsewhere.

  The Bishop of Barchester is dead.

  Message sent by the Rev. Septimus Harding.

“There,” said he. “Just take that to the telegraph office at the railway station and give it in as it is; they’ll probably make you copy it on to one of their own slips; that’s all you’ll have to do; then you’ll have to pay them half a crown[12].” And the archdeacon put his hand in his pocket and pulled out the necessary sum.

Mr. Harding felt very much like an errand-boy, and also felt that he was called on to perform his duties as such at rather an unseemly time, but he said nothing, and took the slip of paper and the proffered coin.

“But you’ve put my name into it, Archdeacon.”

“Yes,” said the other, “there should be the name of some clergyman, you know, and what name so proper as that of so old a friend as yourself? The earl won’t look at the name, you may be sure of that; but my dear Mr. Harding, pray don’t lose any time.”

Mr. Harding got as far as the library door on his way to the station, when he suddenly remembered the news with which he was fraught when he entered the poor bishop’s bedroom. He had found the moment so inopportune for any mundane tidings, that he had repressed the words which were on his tongue, and immediately afterwards all recollection of the circumstance was for the time banished by the scene which had occurred.

“But, Archdeacon,” said he, turning back, “I forgot to tell you—the ministry are out.”

“Out!” ejaculated the archdeacon, in a tone which too plainly showed his anxiety and dismay, although under the circumstances of the moment he endeavoured to control himself. “Out! Who told you so?”

Mr. Harding explained that news to this effect had come down by electric telegraph, and that the tidings had been left at the palace door by Mr. Chadwick.

The archdeacon sat silent for awhile meditating, and Mr. Harding stood looking at him. “Never mind,” said the archdeacon at last; “send the message all the same. The news must be sent to someone, and there is at present no one else in a position to receive it. Do it at once, my dear friend; you know I would not trouble you, were I in a state to do it myself. A few minutes’ time is of the greatest importance.”

Mr. Harding went out and sent the message, and it may be as well that we should follow it to its destination. Within thirty minutes of its leaving Barchester it reached the Earl of –––– in his inner library. What elaborate letters, what eloquent appeals, what indignant remonstrances he might there have to frame, at such a moment, may be conceived but not described! How he was preparing his thunder for successful rivals, standing like a British peer with his back to the sea-coal fire, and his hands in his breeches pockets—how his fine eye was lit up with anger, and his forehead gleamed with patriotism—how he stamped his foot as he thought of his heavy associates—how he all but swore as he remembered how much too clever one of them had been—my creative readers may imagine. But was he so engaged? No: history and truth compel me to deny it. He was sitting easily in a lounging chair, conning over a Newmarket list, and by his elbow on the table was lying open an uncut French novel on which he was engaged.

He opened the cover in which the message was enclosed and, having read it, he took his pen and wrote on the back of it—

For the Earl of ––––,

With the Earl of ––––’s compliments




and sent it off again on its journey.

Thus terminated our unfortunate friend’s chances of possessing the glories of a bishopric.

The names of many divines were given in the papers as that of the bishop-elect. “The British Grandmother” declared that Dr. Gwynne was to be the man, in compliment to the late ministry. This was a heavy blow to Dr. Grantly, but he was not doomed to see himself superseded by his friend. “The Anglican Devotee” put forward confidently the claims of a great London preacher of austere doctrines; and “The Eastern Hemisphere,” an evening paper supposed to possess much official knowledge, declared in favour of an eminent naturalist, a gentleman most completely versed in the knowledge of rocks and minerals, but supposed by many to hold on religious subjects no special doctrines whatever. “The Jupiter[14],” that daily paper which, as we all know, is the only true source of infallibly correct information on all subjects, for awhile was silent, but at last spoke out. The merits of all these candidates were discussed and somewhat irreverently disposed of, and then “The Jupiter” declared that Dr. Proudie was to be the man.

Dr. Proudie was the man[2q]. Just a month after the demise of the late bishop, Dr. Proudie kissed the Queen’s hand[13] as his successor-elect.

We must beg to be allowed to draw a curtain over the sorrows of the archdeacon as he sat, sombre and sad at heart, in the study of his parsonage at Plumstead Episcopi. On the day subsequent to the dispatch of the message he heard that the Earl of –––– had consented to undertake the formation of a ministry, and from that moment he knew that his chance was over. Many will think that he was wicked to grieve for the loss of episcopal power, wicked to have coveted it, nay, wicked even to have thought about it, in the way and at the moments he had done so.

With such censures I cannot profess that I completely agree. The nolo episcopari[3], though still in use, is so directly at variance with the tendency of all human wishes, that it cannot be thought to express the true aspirations of rising priests in the Church of England. A lawyer does not sin in seeking to be a judge, or in compassing his wishes by all honest means. A young diplomat entertains a fair ambition when he looks forward to be the lord of a first-rate embassy; and a poor novelist, when he attempts to rival Dickens or rise above Fitzjeames, commits no fault, though he may be foolish. Sydney Smith truly said that in these recreant days we cannot expect to find the majesty of St. Paul beneath the cassock of a curate. If we look to our clergymen to be more than men, we shall probably teach ourselves to think that they are less, and can hardly hope to raise the character of the pastor by denying to him the right to entertain the aspirations of a man.

Our archdeacon was worldly—who among us is not so? He was ambitious—who among us is ashamed to own that “last infirmity of noble minds!” He was avaricious, my readers will say. No;—it was for no love of lucre that he wished to be Bishop of Barchester. He was his father’s only child, and his father had left him great wealth. His preferment brought him in nearly three thousand a year. The bishopric, as cut down by the Ecclesiastical Commission[4], was only five. He would be a richer man as archdeacon than he could be as bishop. But he certainly did desire to play first fiddle; he did desire to sit in full lawn sleeves among the peers of the realm; and he did desire, if the truth must out, to be called “My lord” by his reverend brethren.

His hopes, however, were they innocent or sinful, were not fated to be realized, and Dr. Proudie was consecrated Bishop of Barchester.
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It is hardly necessary that I should here give to the public any lengthened biography of Mr. Harding up to the period of the commencement of this tale. The public cannot have forgotten how ill that sensitive gentleman bore the attack that was made on him in the columns of “The Jupiter,” with reference to the income which he received as warden of Hiram’s Hospital[6], in the city of Barchester. Nor can it yet be forgotten that a lawsuit was instituted against him on the matter of that charity by Mr. John Bold, who afterwards married his, Mr. Harding’s, younger and then only unmarried daughter. Under pressure of these attacks, Mr. Harding had resigned his wardenship, though strongly recommended to abstain from doing so both by his friends and by his lawyers. He did, however, resign it, and betook himself manfully to the duties of the small parish of St. Cuthbert’s, in the city, of which he was vicar, continuing also to perform those of precentor[5] of the cathedral, a situation of small emolument which had hitherto been supposed to be joined, as a matter of course, to the wardenship of the hospital above spoken of.

When he left the hospital from which he had been so ruthlessly driven, and settled himself down in his own modest manner in the High Street of Barchester, he had not expected that others would make more fuss about it than he was inclined to do himself; extent of his hope was, that the movement might have been made in time to prevent any further paragraphs in “The Jupiter.” His affairs, however, were not allowed to subside thus quietly, and people were quite as much inclined to talk about the disinterested sacrifice he had made, as they had before been to upbraid him for his cupidity.

The most remarkable thing that occurred was the receipt of an autographed letter from the Archbishop of Canterbury, in which the primate very warmly praised his conduct, and begged to know what his intentions were for the future. Mr. Harding replied that he intended to be rector of St. Cuthbert’s, in Barchester, and so that matter dropped. Then the newspapers took up his case, “The Jupiter” among the rest, and wafted his name in eulogistic strains through every reading-room in the nation. It was discovered also that he was the author of that great musical work, Harding’s Church Music,—and a new edition was spoken of, though, I believe, never printed. It is, however, certain that the work was introduced into the Royal Chapel at St. James’s, and that a long criticism appeared in the “Musical Scrutator,” declaring that in no previous work of the kind had so much research been joined with such exalted musical ability, and asserting that the name of Harding would henceforward be known wherever the arts were cultivated, or religion valued.

This was high praise, and I will not deny that Mr. Harding was gratified by such flattery; for if Mr. Harding was vain on any subject, it was on that of music. But here the matter rested. The second edition, if printed, was never purchased; the copies which had been introduced into the Royal Chapel disappeared again, and were laid by in peace, with a load of similar literature. Mr. Towers of “The Jupiter” and his brethren occupied themselves with other names, and the undying fame promised to our friend was clearly intended to be posthumous.

Mr. Harding had spent much of his time with his friend the bishop; much with his daughter Mrs. Bold, now, alas, a widow; and had almost daily visited the wretched remnant of his former subjects, the few surviving bedesmen[7] now left at Hiram’s Hospital. Six of them were still living. The number, according to old Hiram’s will, should always have been twelve. But after the abdication of their warden, the bishop had appointed no successor to him, no new occupants of the charity had been nominated, and it appeared as though the hospital at Barchester would fall into abeyance, unless the powers that be should take some steps towards putting it once more into working order.

During the past five years, the powers that be had not overlooked Barchester Hospital, and sundry political doctors had taken the matter in hand. Shortly after Mr. Harding’s resignation, “The Jupiter” had very clearly shown what ought to be done. In about half a column it had distributed the income, rebuilt the buildings, put an end to all bickerings, regenerated kindly feeling, provided for Mr. Harding, and placed the whole thing on a footing which could not but be satisfactory to the city and Bishop of Barchester, and to the nation at large. The wisdom of this scheme was testified by the number of letters which “Common Sense,” “Veritas,” and “One that loves fair play” sent to “The Jupiter,” all expressing admiration and amplifying on the details given. It is singular enough that no adverse letter appeared at all, and, therefore, none of course was written.

But Cassandra was not believed, and even the wisdom of “The Jupiter” sometimes falls on deaf ears. Though other plans did not put themselves forward in the columns of “The Jupiter,” reformers of church charities were not slack to make known in various places their different nostrums for setting Hiram’s Hospital on its feet again. A learned bishop took occasion, in the Upper House, to allude to the matter, intimating that he had communicated on the subject with his right reverend brother of Barchester. The radical member for Staleybridge had suggested that the funds should be alienated for the education of the agricultural poor of the country, and he amused the house by some anecdotes touching the superstition and habits of the agriculturists in question. A political pamphleteer had produced a few dozen pages, which he called “Who are John Hiram’s heirs?” intending to give an infallible rule for the governance of all such establishments; and, at last, a member of the government promised that in the next session a short bill should be introduced for regulating the affairs of Barchester and other kindred concerns.

The next session came, and, contrary to custom, the bill came also. Men’s minds were then intent on other things. The first threatenings of a huge war hung heavily over the nation, and the question as to Hiram’s heirs did not appear to interest very many people either in or out of the house. The bill, however, was read and re-read, and in some undistinguished manner passed through its eleven stages without appeal or dissent. What would John Hiram have said in the matter, could he have predicted that some forty-five gentlemen would take on themselves to make a law altering the whole purport of his will, without in the least knowing at the moment of their making it, what it was that they were doing? It is however to be hoped that the under-secretary for the Home Office knew, for to him had the matter been confided.

The bill, however, did pass, and at the time at which this history is supposed to commence, it had been ordained that there should be, as heretofore, twelve old men in Barchester Hospital, each with 1s. 4d. a day; that there should also be twelve old women to be located in a house to be built, each with 1s. 2d. a day; that there should be a matron, with a house and £70 a year; a steward with £150 a year; and latterly, a warden with £450 a year, who should have the spiritual guidance of both establishments, and the temporal guidance of that appertaining to the male sex. The bishop, dean, and warden were, as formerly, to appoint in turn the recipients of the charity, and the bishop was to appoint the officers. There was nothing said as to the wardenship being held by the precentor of the cathedral, nor a word as to Mr. Harding’s right to the situation.

It was not, however, till some months after the death of the old bishop, and almost immediately consequent on the installation of his successor, that notice was given that the reform was about to be carried out. The new law and the new bishop were among the earliest works of a new ministry, or rather of a ministry who, having for awhile given place to their opponents, had then returned to power; and the death of Dr. Grantly occurred, as we have seen, exactly at the period of the change.

Poor Eleanor Bold! How well does that widow’s cap become her, and the solemn gravity with which she devotes herself to her new duties. Poor Eleanor!

Poor Eleanor! I cannot say that with me John Bold was ever a favourite. I never thought him worthy of the wife he had won. But in her estimation he was most worthy. Hers was one of those feminine hearts which cling to a husband, not with idolatry, for worship can admit of no defect in its idol, but with the perfect tenacity of ivy. As the parasite plant will follow even the defects of the trunk which it embraces, so did Eleanor cling to and love the very faults of her husband. She had once declared that whatever her father did should in her eyes be right. She then transferred her allegiance, and became ever ready to defend the worst failings of her lord and master.

And John Bold was a man to be loved by a woman; he was himself affectionate; he was confiding and manly; and that arrogance of thought, unsustained by first-rate abilities, that attempt at being better than his neighbours which jarred so painfully on the feelings of his acquaintance, did not injure him in the estimation of his wife.

Could she even have admitted that he had a fault, his early death would have blotted out the memory of it. She wept as for the loss of the most perfect treasure with which mortal woman had ever been endowed; for weeks after he was gone the idea of future happiness in this world was hateful to her; consolation, as it is called, was insupportable, and tears and sleep were her only relief.

But God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb. She knew that she had within her the living source of other cares. She knew that there was to be created for her another subject of weal or woe, of unutterable joy or despairing sorrow, as God in his mercy might vouchsafe to her. At first this did but augment her grief! To be the mother of a poor infant, orphaned before it was born, brought forth to the sorrows of an ever desolate hearth, nurtured amidst tears and wailing, and then turned adrift into the world without the aid of a father’s care! There was at first no joy in this.

By degrees, however, her heart became anxious for another object, and, before its birth, the stranger was expected with all the eagerness of a longing mother. Just eight months after the father’s death a second John Bold was born, and if the worship of one creature can be innocent in another, let us hope that the adoration offered over the cradle of the fatherless infant may not be imputed as a sin.

It will not be worth our while to define the character of the child, or to point out in how far the faults of the father were redeemed within that little breast by the virtues of the mother. The baby, as a baby, was all that was delightful, and I cannot foresee that it will be necessary for us to inquire into the facts of his after-life. Our present business at Barchester will not occupy us above a year or two at the furthest, and I will leave it to some other pen to produce, if necessary, the biography of John Bold the Younger.

But, as a baby, this baby was all that could be desired. This fact no one attempted to deny. “Is he not delightful?” she would say to her father, looking up into his face from her knees, her lustrous eyes overflowing with soft tears, her young face encircled by her close widow’s cap, and her hands on each side of the cradle in which her treasure was sleeping. The grandfather would gladly admit that the treasure was delightful, and the uncle archdeacon himself would agree, and Mrs. Grantly, Eleanor’s sister, would re-echo the word with true sisterly energy; and Mary Bold—but Mary Bold was a second worshipper at the same shrine.

The baby was really delightful; he took his food with a will, struck out his toes merrily whenever his legs were uncovered, and did not have fits. These are supposed to be the strongest points of baby perfection, and in all these our baby excelled.

And thus the widow’s deep grief was softened, and a sweet balm was poured into the wound which she had thought nothing but death could heal. How much kinder is God to us than we are willing to be to ourselves! At the loss of every dear face, at the last going of every well-beloved one, we all doom ourselves to an eternity of sorrow, and look to waste ourselves away in an everrunning fountain of tears. How seldom does such grief endure! How blessed is the goodness which forbids it to do so! “Let me ever remember my living friends, but forget them as soon as dead,” was the prayer of a wise man who understood the mercy of God. Few perhaps would have the courage to express such a wish, and yet to do so would only be to ask for that release from sorrow which a kind Creator almost always extends to us.

I would not, however, have it imagined that Mrs. Bold forgot her husband. She daily thought of him with all conjugal love, and enshrined his memory in the innermost centre of her heart. But yet she was happy in her baby. It was so sweet to press the living toy to her breast, and feel that a human being existed who did owe, and was to owe, everything to her; whose daily food was drawn from herself; whose little wants could all be satisfied by her; whose little heart would first love her and her only; whose infant tongue would make its first effort in calling her by the sweetest name a woman can hear. And so Eleanor’s bosom became tranquil, and she set about her new duties eagerly and gratefully.

As regards the concerns of the world, John Bold had left his widow in prosperous circumstances. He had bequeathed to her all that he possessed, and that comprised an income much exceeding what she or her friends thought necessary for her. It amounted to nearly a thousand a year; when she reflected on its extent, her dearest hope was to hand it over, not only unimpaired but increased, to her husband’s son, to her own darling, to the little man who now lay sleeping on her knee, happily ignorant of the cares which were to be accumulated in his behalf.

When John Bold died, she earnestly implored her father to come and live with her, but this Mr. Harding declined, though for some weeks he remained with her as a visitor. He could not be prevailed upon to forego the possession of some small home of his own, and so remained in the lodgings he had first selected over a chemist’s shop in the High Street of Barchester.


Chapter III.

Dr. And Mrs. Proudie
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This narrative is supposed to commence immediately after the installation of Dr. Proudie. I will not describe the ceremony, as I do not precisely understand its nature. I am ignorant whether a bishop be chaired like a member of Parliament, or carried in a gilt coach like a lord mayor, or sworn like a justice of peace, or introduced like a peer to the upper house, or led between two brethren like a knight of the garter; but I do know that everything was properly done, and that nothing fit or becoming to a young bishop was omitted on the occasion.

Dr. Proudie was not the man to allow anything to be omitted that might be becoming to his new dignity. He understood well the value of forms, and knew that the due observance of rank could not be maintained unless the exterior trappings belonging to it were held in proper esteem. He was a man born to move in high circles; at least so he thought himself, and circumstances had certainly sustained him in this view. He was the nephew of an Irish baron by his mother’s side, and his wife was the niece of a Scotch earl. He had for years held some clerical office appertaining to courtly matters, which had enabled him to live in London, and to entrust his parish to his curate. He had been preacher to the royal beefeaters, curator of theological manuscripts in the Ecclesiastical Courts, chaplain to the Queen’s yeomanry guard, and almoner to his Royal Highness the Prince of Rappe-Blankenberg.

His residence in the metropolis, rendered necessary by duties thus entrusted to him, his high connexions, and the peculiar talents and nature of the man, recommended him to persons in power, and Dr. Proudie became known as a useful and rising clergyman.

Some few years since, even within the memory of many who are not yet willing to call themselves old, a liberal clergyman was a person not frequently to be met. Sydney Smith was such and was looked on as little better than an infidel; a few others also might be named, but they were rarae aves and were regarded with doubt and distrust by their brethren. No man was so surely a Tory as a country rector—nowhere were the powers that be so cherished as at Oxford.

When, however, Dr. Whately was made an archbishop, and Dr. Hampden some years afterwards regius professor, many wise divines saw that a change was taking place in men’s minds, and that more liberal ideas would henceforward be suitable to the priests as well as to the laity. Clergymen began to be heard of who had ceased to anathematize papists on the one hand, or vilify dissenters on the other. It appeared clear that High Church principles, as they are called, were no longer to be surest claims to promotion with at any rate one section of statesmen, and Dr. Proudie was one among those who early in life adapted himself to the views held by the Whigs on most theological and religious subjects. He bore with the idolatry of Rome, tolerated even the infidelity of Socinianism, and was hand and glove with the Presbyterian Synods of Scotland and Ulster.

Such a man at such a time was found to be useful, and Dr. Proudie’s name began to appear in the newspapers. He was made one of a commission who went over to Ireland to arrange matters preparative to the working of the national board; he became honorary secretary to another commission nominated to inquire into the revenues of cathedral chapters; he had had something to do with both the regium donum[8] and the Maynooth grant[9].

It must not on this account be taken as proved that Dr. Proudie was a man of great mental powers, or even of much capacity for business, for such qualities had not been required in him. In the arrangement of those church reforms with which he was connected, the ideas and original conception of the work to be done were generally furnished by the liberal statesmen of the day, and the labour of the details was borne by officials of a lower rank. It was, however, thought expedient that the name of some clergyman should appear in such matters, and as Dr. Proudie had become known as a tolerating divine, great use of this sort was made of his name. If he did not do much active good, he never did any harm; he was amenable to those who were really in authority and, at the sittings of the various boards to which he belonged, maintained a kind of dignity which had its value.

He was certainly possessed of sufficient tact to answer the purpose for which he was required without making himself troublesome; but it must not therefore be surmised that he doubted his own power, or failed to believe that he could himself take a high part in high affairs when his own turn came. He was biding his time, and patiently looking forward to the days when he himself would sit authoritative at some board, and talk and direct, and rule the roost, while lesser stars sat round and obeyed, as he had so well accustomed himself to do.

His reward and his time had now come. He was selected for the vacant bishopric and, on the next vacancy which might occur in any diocese, would take his place in the House of Lords, prepared to give not a silent vote in all matters concerning the weal of the church establishment. Toleration was to be the basis on which he was to fight his battles, and in the honest courage of his heart he thought no evil would come to him in encountering even such foes as his brethren of Exeter and Oxford.

Dr. Proudie was an ambitious man, and before he was well consecrated Bishop of Barchester, he had begun to look up to archiepiscopal splendour, and the glories of Lambeth, or at any rate of Bishopsthorpe. He was comparatively young, and had, as he fondly flattered himself, been selected as possessing such gifts, natural and acquired, as must be sure to recommend him to a yet higher notice, now that a higher sphere was opened to him. Dr. Proudie was, therefore, quite prepared to take a conspicuous part in all theological affairs appertaining to these realms; and having such views, by no means intended to bury himself at Barchester as his predecessor had done. No! London should still be his ground: a comfortable mansion in a provincial city might be well enough for the dead months of the year. Indeed, Dr. Proudie had always felt it necessary to his position to retire from London when other great and fashionable people did so; but London should still be his fixed residence, and it was in London that he resolved to exercise that hospitality so peculiarly recommended to all bishops by St. Paul. How otherwise could he keep himself before the world? How else give to the government, in matters theological, the full benefit of his weight and talents?

This resolution was no doubt a salutary one as regarded the world at large, but was not likely to make him popular either with the clergy or people of Barchester. Dr. Grantly had always lived there—in truth, it was hard for a bishop to be popular after Dr. Grantly. His income had averaged £9,000 a year; his successor was to be rigidly limited to £5,000. He had but one child on whom to spend his money; Dr. Proudie had seven or eight. He had been a man of few personal expenses, and they had been confined to the tastes of a moderate gentleman; but Dr. Proudie had to maintain a position in fashionable society, and had that to do with comparatively small means. Dr. Grantly had certainly kept his carriage as became a bishop, but his carriage, horses, and coachman, though they did very well for Barchester, would have been almost ridiculous at Westminster. Mrs. Proudie determined that her husband’s equipage should not shame her, and things on which Mrs. Proudie resolved were generally accomplished.

From all this it was likely to result that Dr. Proudie would not spend much money at Barchester, whereas his predecessor had dealt with the tradesmen of the city in a manner very much to their satisfaction. The Grantlys, father and son, had spent their money like gentlemen, but it soon became whispered in Barchester that Dr. Proudie was not unacquainted with those prudent devices by which the utmost show of wealth is produced from limited means.

In person Dr. Proudie is a good-looking man; spruce and dapper, and very tidy. He is somewhat below middle height, being about five feet four; but he makes up for the inches which he wants by the dignity with which he carries those which he has. It is no fault of his own if he has not a commanding eye, for he studies hard to assume it. His features are well formed, though perhaps the sharpness of his nose may give to his face in the eyes of some people an air of insignificance. If so, it is greatly redeemed by his mouth and chin, of which he is justly proud.

Dr. Proudie may well be said to have been a fortunate man, for he was not born to wealth, and he is now Bishop of Barchester; nevertheless, he has his cares. He has a large family, of whom the three eldest are daughters, now all grown up and fit for fashionable life;—and he has a wife. It is not my intention to breathe a word against the character of Mrs. Proudie, but still I cannot think that with all her virtues she adds much to her husband’s happiness. The truth is that in matters domestic she rules supreme over her titular lord, and rules with a rod of iron. Nor is this all. Things domestic Dr. Proudie might have abandoned to her, if not voluntarily, yet willingly. But Mrs. Proudie is not satisfied with such home dominion, and stretches her power over all his movements, and will not even abstain from things spiritual. In fact, the bishop is henpecked.

The archdeacon’s wife, in her happy home at Plumstead, knows how to assume the full privileges of her rank and express her own mind in becoming tone and place. But Mrs. Grantly’s sway, if sway she has, is easy and beneficent. She never shames her husband; before the world she is a pattern of obedience; her voice is never loud, nor her looks sharp: doubtless she values power, and has not unsuccessfully striven to acquire it; but she knows what should be the limits of a woman’s rule.

Not so Mrs. Proudie. This lady is habitually authoritative to all, but to her poor husband she is despotic. Successful as has been his career in the eyes of the world, it would seem that in the eyes of his wife he is never right. All hope of defending himself has long passed from him; indeed he rarely even attempts self-justification, and is aware that submission produces the nearest approach to peace which his own house can ever attain.

Mrs. Proudie has not been able to sit at the boards and committees to which her husband has been called by the State, nor, as he often reflects, can she make her voice heard in the House of Lords. It may be that she will refuse to him permission to attend to this branch of a bishop’s duties; it may be that she will insist on his close attendance to his own closet. He has never whispered a word on the subject to living ears, but he has already made his fixed resolve. Should such attempt be made he will rebel. Dogs have turned against their masters, and even Neapolitans against their rulers, when oppression has been too severe. And Dr. Proudie feels within himself that if the cord be drawn too tight, he also can muster courage and resist.

The state of vassalage in which our bishop has been kept by his wife has not tended to exalt his character in the eyes of his daughters, who assume in addressing their father too much of that authority which is not properly belonging, at any rate, to them. They are, on the whole, fine engaging young ladies. They are tall and robust like their mother, whose high cheekbones, and—we may say auburn hair they all inherit. They think somewhat too much of their granduncles, who have not hitherto returned the compliment by thinking much of them. But now that their father is a bishop, it is probable that family ties will be drawn closer. Considering their connexion with the church, they entertain but few prejudices against the pleasures of the world, and have certainly not distressed their parents, as too many English girls have lately done, by any enthusiastic wish to devote themselves to the seclusion of a Protestant nunnery. Dr. Proudie’s sons are still at school.

One other marked peculiarity in the character of the bishop’s wife must be mentioned. Though not averse to the society and manners of the world, she is in her own way a religious woman; and the form in which this tendency shows itself in her is by a strict observance of Sabbatarian rule. Dissipation and low dresses during the week are, under her control, atoned for by three services, an evening sermon read by herself, and a perfect abstinence from any cheering employment on the Sunday. Unfortunately for those under her roof to whom the dissipation and low dresses are not extended, her servants namely and her husband, the compensating strictness of the Sabbath includes all. Woe betide the recreant housemaid who is found to have been listening to the honey of a sweetheart in the Regent’s park instead of the soul-stirring evening discourse of Mr. Slope. Not only is she sent adrift, but she is so sent with a character which leaves her little hope of a decent place. Woe betide the six-foot hero who escorts Mrs. Proudie to her pew in red plush breeches, if he slips away to the neighbouring beershop, instead of falling into the back seat appropriated to his use. Mrs. Proudie has the eyes of Argus for such offenders. Occasional drunkenness in the week may be overlooked, for six feet on low wages are hardly to be procured if the morals are always kept at a high pitch, but not even for grandeur or economy will Mrs. Proudie forgive a desecration of the Sabbath.

In such matters Mrs. Proudie allows herself to be often guided by that eloquent preacher, the Rev. Mr. Slope, and as Dr. Proudie is guided by his wife, it necessarily follows that the eminent man we have named has obtained a good deal of control over Dr. Proudie in matters concerning religion. Mr. Slope’s only preferment has hitherto been that of reader and preacher in a London district church; and on the consecration of his friend the new bishop, he readily gave this up to undertake the onerous but congenial duties of domestic chaplain to his lordship.

Mr. Slope, however, on his first introduction must not be brought before the public at the tail of a chapter.


Chapter IV.

The Bishop’s Chaplain
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Of the Rev. Mr. Slope’s parentage I am not able to say much. I have heard it asserted that he is lineally descended from that eminent physician who assisted at the birth of Mr. T. Shandy, and that in early years he added an “e” to his name, for the sake of euphony, as other great men have done before him. If this be so, I presume he was christened Obadiah, for that is his name, in commemoration of the conflict in which his ancestor so distinguished himself. All my researches on the subject have, however, failed in enabling me to fix the date on which the family changed its religion.

He had been a sizar[16] at Cambridge, and had there conducted himself at any rate successfully, for in due process of time he was an M.A., having university pupils under his care. From thence he was transferred to London, and became preacher at a new district church built on the confines of Baker Street. He was in this position when congenial ideas on religious subjects recommended him to Mrs. Proudie, and the intercourse had become close and confidential.

Having been thus familiarly thrown among the Misses Proudie, it was no more than natural that some softer feeling than friendship should be engendered. There have been some passages of love between him and the eldest hope, Olivia, but they have hitherto resulted in no favourable arrangement. In truth, Mr. Slope, having made a declaration of affection, afterwards withdrew it on finding that the doctor had no immediate worldly funds with which to endow his child, and it may easily be conceived that Miss Proudie, after such an announcement on his part, was not readily disposed to receive any further show of affection. On the appointment of Dr. Proudie to the bishopric of Barchester, Mr. Slope’s views were in truth somewhat altered. Bishops, even though they be poor, can provide for clerical children, and Mr. Slope began to regret that he had not been more disinterested. He no sooner heard the tidings of the doctor’s elevation than he recommenced his siege, not violently, indeed, but respectfully, and at a distance. Olivia Proudie, however, was a girl of spirit: she had the blood of two peers in her veins, and better still she had another lover on her books, so Mr. Slope sighed in vain, and the pair soon found it convenient to establish a mutual bond of inveterate hatred.

It may be thought singular that Mrs. Proudie’s friendship for the young clergyman should remain firm after such an affair, but, to tell the truth, she had known nothing of it. Though very fond of Mr. Slope herself, she had never conceived the idea that either of her daughters would become so, and remembering their high birth and social advantages, expected for them matches of a different sort. Neither the gentleman nor the lady found it necessary to enlighten her. Olivia’s two sisters had each known of the affair, as had all the servants, as had all the people living in the adjoining houses on either side, but Mrs. Proudie had been kept in the dark.

Mr. Slope soon comforted himself with the reflexion that, as he had been selected as chaplain to the bishop, it would probably be in his power to get the good things in the bishop’s gift without troubling himself with the bishop’s daughter, and he found himself able to endure the pangs of rejected love. As he sat himself down in the railway carriage, confronting the bishop and Mrs. Proudie as they started on their first journey to Barchester, he began to form in his own mind a plan of his future life. He knew well his patron’s strong points, but he knew the weak ones as well. He understood correctly enough to what attempts the new bishop’s high spirit would soar, and he rightly guessed that public life would better suit the great man’s taste than the small details of diocesan duty.

He, therefore,—he, Mr. Slope,—would in effect be Bishop of Barchester. Such was his resolve, and to give Mr. Slope his due, he had both courage and spirit to bear him out in his resolution. He knew that he should have a hard battle to fight, for the power and patronage of the see would be equally coveted by another great mind—Mrs. Proudie would also choose to be Bishop of Barchester. Mr. Slope, however, flattered himself that he could outmanoeuvre the lady. She must live much in London, while he would always be on the spot. She would necessarily remain ignorant of much, while he would know everything belonging to the diocese. At first, doubtless, he must flatter and cajole, perhaps yield in some things, but he did not doubt of ultimate triumph. If all other means failed, he could join the bishop against his wife, inspire courage into the unhappy man, lay an axe to the root of the woman’s power, and emancipate the husband.

Such were his thoughts as he sat looking at the sleeping pair in the railway carriage, and Mr. Slope is not the man to trouble himself with such thoughts for nothing. He is possessed of more than average abilities, and is of good courage. Though he can stoop to fawn, and stoop low indeed, if need be, he has still within him the power to assume the tyrant;—and with the power he has certainly the wish. His acquirements are not of the highest order, but such as they are, they are completely under control, and he knows the use of them. He is gifted with a certain kind of pulpit eloquence, not likely indeed to be persuasive with men, but powerful with the softer sex. In his sermons he deals greatly in denunciations, excites the minds of his weaker hearers with a not unpleasant terror, and leaves an impression on their minds that all mankind are in a perilous state, and all womankind, too, except those who attend regularly to the evening lectures in Baker Street. His looks and tones are extremely severe, so much so that one cannot but fancy that he regards the greater part of the world as being infinitely too bad for his care. As he walks through the streets his very face denotes his horror of the world’s wickedness, and there is always an anathema lurking in the corner of his eye.

In doctrine he, like his patron, is tolerant of dissent, if so strict a mind can be called tolerant of anything. With Wesleyan-Methodists he has something in common, but his soul trembles in agony at the iniquities of the Puseyites. His aversion is carried to things outward as well as inward. His gall rises at a new church with a high-pitched roof; a full-breasted black silk waistcoat is with him a symbol of Satan; and a profane jest-book would not, in his view, more foully desecrate the church seat of a Christian than a book of prayer printed with red letters and ornamented with a cross on the back. Most active clergymen have their hobby, and Sunday observances are his. Sunday, however, is a word which never pollutes his mouth—it is always “the Sabbath.” The “desecration of the Sabbath,” as he delights to call it, is to him meat and drink: he thrives upon that as policemen do on the general evil habits of the community. It is the loved subject of all his evening discourses, the source of all his eloquence, the secret of all his power over the female heart. To him the revelation of God appears only in that one law given for Jewish observance. To him the mercies of our Saviour speak in vain, to him in vain has been preached that sermon which fell from divine lips on the mountain—”Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth”—”Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.” To him the New Testament is comparatively of little moment, for from it can he draw no fresh authority for that dominion which he loves to exercise over at least a seventh part of man’s allotted time here below.

Mr. Slope is tall, and not ill-made. His feet and hands are large, as has ever been the case with all his family, but he has a broad chest and wide shoulders to carry off these excrescences, and on the whole his figure is good. His countenance, however, is not specially prepossessing. His hair is lank and of a dull pale reddish hue. It is always formed into three straight, lumpy masses, each brushed with admirable precision and cemented with much grease; two of them adhere closely to the sides of his face, and the other lies at right angles above them. He wears no whiskers, and is always punctiliously shaven. His face is nearly of the same colour as his hair, though perhaps a little redder: it is not unlike beef—beef, however, one would say, of a bad quality. His forehead is capacious and high, but square and heavy and unpleasantly shining. His mouth is large, though his lips are thin and bloodless; and his big, prominent, pale-brown eyes inspire anything but confidence. His nose, however, is his redeeming feature: it is pronounced, straight and well-formed; though I myself should have liked it better did it not possess a somewhat spongy, porous appearance, as though it had been cleverly formed out of a red-coloured cork.

I never could endure to shake hands with Mr. Slope. A cold, clammy perspiration always exudes from him, the small drops are ever to be seen standing on his brow, and his friendly grasp is unpleasant.

Such is Mr. Slope—such is the man who has suddenly fallen into the midst of Barchester Close, and is destined there to assume the station which has heretofore been filled by the son of the late bishop. Think, oh, my meditative reader, what an associate we have here for those comfortable prebendaries, those gentlemanlike clerical doctors, those happy, well-used, well-fed minor canons who have grown into existence at Barchester under the kindly wings of Bishop Grantly!

But not as a mere associate for these does Mr. Slope travel down to Barchester with the bishop and his wife. He intends to be, if not their master, at least the chief among them. He intends to lead and to have followers; he intends to hold the purse-strings of the diocese and draw round him an obedient herd of his poor and hungry brethren.

And here we can hardly fail to draw a comparison between the archdeacon and our new private chaplain, and despite the manifold faults of the former, one can hardly fail to make it much to his advantage.

Both men are eager, much too eager, to support and increase the power of their order. Both are anxious that the world should be priest-governed, though they have probably never confessed so much, even to themselves. Both begrudge any other kind of dominion held by man over man. Dr. Grantly, if he admits the Queen’s supremacy in things spiritual, only admits it as being due to the quasi-priesthood conveyed in the consecrating qualities of her coronation, and he regards things temporal as being by their nature subject to those which are spiritual. Mr. Slope’s ideas of sacerdotal rule are of quite a different class. He cares nothing, one way or the other, for the Queen’s supremacy; these to his ears are empty words, meaning nothing. Forms he regards but little, and such titular expressions as supremacy, consecration, ordination, and the like convey of themselves no significance to him. Let him be supreme who can. The temporal king, judge, or gaoler can work but on the body. The spiritual master, if he have the necessary gifts and can duly use them, has a wider field of empire. He works upon the soul. If he can make himself be believed, he can be all powerful over those who listen. If he be careful to meddle with none who are too strong in intellect, or too weak in flesh, he may indeed be supreme. And such was the ambition of Mr. Slope.

Dr. Grantly interfered very little with the worldly doings of those who were in any way subject to him. I do not mean to say that he omitted to notice misconduct among his clergy, immorality in his parish, or omissions in his family, but he was not anxious to do so where the necessity could be avoided. He was not troubled with a propensity to be curious, and as long as those around him were tainted with no heretical leaning towards dissent, as long as they fully and freely admitted the efficacy of Mother Church, he was willing that that mother should be merciful and affectionate, prone to indulgence, and unwilling to chastise. He himself enjoyed the good things of this world and liked to let it be known that he did so. He cordially despised any brother rector who thought harm of dinner-parties, or dreaded the dangers of a moderate claret-jug; consequently, dinner-parties and claret-jugs were common in the diocese. He liked to give laws and to be obeyed in them implicitly, but he endeavoured that his ordinances should be within the compass of the man and not unpalatable to the gentleman. He had ruled among his clerical neighbours now for sundry years, and as he had maintained his power without becoming unpopular, it may be presumed that he had exercised some wisdom.

Of Mr. Slope’s conduct much cannot be said, as his grand career is yet to commence, but it may be premised that his tastes will be very different from those of the archdeacon. He conceives it to be his duty to know all the private doings and desires of the flock entrusted to his care. From the poorer classes he exacts an unconditional obedience to set rules of conduct, and if disobeyed he has recourse, like his great ancestor, to the fulminations of an Ernulfus: “Thou shalt be damned in thy going in and in thy coming out—in thy eating and thy drinking,” &c. &c. &c. With the rich, experience has already taught him that a different line of action is necessary. Men in the upper walks of life do not mind being cursed, and the women, presuming that it be done in delicate phrase, rather like it. But he has not, therefore, given up so important a portion of believing Christians. With the men, indeed, he is generally at variance; they are hardened sinners, on whom the voice of the priestly charmer too often falls in vain; but with the ladies, old and young, firm and frail, devout and dissipated, he is, as he conceives, all powerful. He can reprove faults with so much flattery and utter censure in so caressing a manner that the female heart, if it glow with a spark of Low Church susceptibility, cannot withstand him. In many houses he is thus an admired guest: the husbands, for their wives’ sake, are fain to admit him; and when once admitted it is not easy to shake him off. He has, however, a pawing, greasy way with him, which does not endear him to those who do not value him for their souls’ sake, and he is not a man to make himself at once popular in a large circle such as is now likely to surround him at Barchester.


Chapter V.

A Morning Visit
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It was known that Dr. Proudie would immediately have to reappoint to the wardenship of the hospital under the act of Parliament to which allusion has been made; no one imagined that any choice was left to him—no one for a moment thought that he could appoint any other than Mr. Harding. Mr. Harding himself, when he heard how the matter had been settled, without troubling himself much on the subject, considered it as certain that he would go back to his pleasant house and garden. And though there would be much that was melancholy, nay, almost heartrending, in such a return, he still was glad that it was to be so. His daughter might probably be persuaded to return there with him. She had, indeed, all but promised to do so, though she still entertained an idea that that greatest of mortals, that important atom of humanity, that little god upon earth, Johnny Bold her baby, ought to have a house of his own over his head.

Such being the state of Mr. Harding’s mind in the matter, he did not feel any peculiar personal interest in the appointment of Dr. Proudie to the bishopric. He, as well as others at Barchester, regretted that a man should be sent among them who, they were aware, was not of their way of thinking; but Mr. Harding himself was not a bigoted man on points of church doctrine, and he was quite prepared to welcome Dr. Proudie to Barchester in a graceful and becoming manner. He had nothing to seek and nothing to fear; he felt that it behoved him to be on good terms with his bishop, and he did not anticipate any obstacle that would prevent it.

In such a frame of mind he proceeded to pay his respects at the palace the second day after the arrival of the bishop and his chaplain. But he did not go alone. Dr. Grantly proposed to accompany him, and Mr. Harding was not sorry to have a companion, who would remove from his shoulders the burden of the conversation in such an interview. In the affair of the consecration Dr. Grantly had been introduced to the bishop, and Mr. Harding had also been there. He had, however, kept himself in the background, and he was now to be presented to the great man for the first time.
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