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   Kapitel I
 
    
 
   Hirams KRANKENHAUS
 
    
 
    
 
   Die Rev. Septimus Harding war, ein paar Jahre her, ein beneficed
 
   Geistlicher mit Wohnsitz in der Domstadt –-; nennen wir es
 
   Barchester. Würden wir Wells oder Salisbury, Exeter, Hereford, oder nennen
 
   Gloucester, könnte davon ausgegangen werden, dass etwas persönlicher werden bestimmt war;
 
   und wie dieser Geschichte wird hauptsächlich beziehen sich auf die Kathedrale Würdenträger der
 
   Stadt in Frage, wir sind besorgt, dass keine Persönlichkeit angenommen werden kann.
 
   Lassen Sie uns davon ausgehen, dass Barchester eine ruhige Stadt im Westen von England ist,
 
   bemerkenswerter zu machen für die Schönheit seiner Kathedrale und dem Alter der
 
   seine Denkmäler als für kommerzielle Wohlstand, dass die westlichen Ende
 
   von Barchester ist die Kathedrale in der Nähe, und die Aristokratie
 
   Barchester sind der Bischof, Dekan und Kanonen, mit ihren jeweiligen
 
   Ehefrauen und Töchter.
 
    
 
   Schon früh im Leben Herr Harding fand sich bei Barchester entfernt. Ein feiner
 
   Stimme und eine Vorliebe für Kirchenmusik hatte die Position entschieden, in dem
 
   er war es, seine Berufung ausüben, und für viele Jahre führte er die
 
   einfach, aber nicht hoch Pflichten eines kleinen Kanon bezahlt. Im Alter von vierzig
 
   ein kleines Wohnzimmer in der näheren Umgebung der Stadt erhöht sowohl seine
 
   Arbeit und sein Einkommen, und im Alter von fünfzig wurde er Kantor der
 
   die Kathedrale.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding hatte schon früh im Leben, verheiratet und war der Vater von zwei
 
   Töchter. Der älteste, Susan, wurde bald nach seiner Heirat geboren; die
 
   andere, Eleanor, erst zehn Jahre später.
 
    
 
   Zu dem Zeitpunkt, an dem wir ihn einführen, um unseren Lesern wurde er als lebende
 
   Vorsänger bei Barchester mit seiner jüngsten Tochter, dann vierundzwanzig
 
   Jahren; nachdem er viele Jahre ein Witwer, und nachdem heiratete seine
 
   älteste Tochter, einen Sohn des Bischofs eine sehr kurze Zeit vor seinem
 
   Installation für das Amt des Vorsänger.
 
    
 
   Skandal bei Barchester bekräftigte, dass wäre es nicht für die Schönheit gewesen
 
   seine Tochter, würde Herr Harding blieben eine kleine canon, aber hier
 
   wahrscheinlich Scandal belogen, wie sie es tut so oft, denn auch als eine kleine canon
 
   niemand war mehr beliebt bei seinen ehrwürdigen Brüder im nahe
 
   als Herr Harding und Skandal, bevor sie verworfen hatte Herr Harding für
 
   gemacht Vorsänger von seinem Freund, dem Bischof, hatte laut getadelt die
 
   Bischof dafür, dass so lange versäumt, etwas für seinen Freund Herrn tun
 
   Harding. Sei dem wie ihm wolle, Susan Harding, etwa zwölf Jahren, da,
 
   geheiratet hatte den Pfarrer Dr. Theophilus Grantly, Sohn des Bischofs,
 
   Archidiakon Barchester und Rektor der Plumstead Episcopi, und ihre
 
   Vater wurde, ein paar Monate später, Vorsänger der Barchester Kathedrale,
 
   dieses Amt ist, wie es nicht ungewöhnlich, in der Bischof Geschenk.
 
    
 
   Nun gibt es besondere Umstände mit dem precentorship verbunden
 
   welche muss erklärt werden. Im Jahr 1434 starben bei Barchester
 
   einem John Hiram, die Geld in der Stadt gemacht hatte als Wolle-Hefter und
 
   in seinen Willen verließ er das Haus, in dem er starb und bestimmte Wiesen und
 
   schließt der Nähe der Stadt, noch unter dem Namen Hiram Butts, und Hiram ausbessern,
 
   für die Unterstützung von zwölf überalterten Wolle-Karden, von denen alle
 
   sollte geboren worden und aufgewachsen und verbrachte ihre Tage in Barchester, er
 
   auch berufen, dass ein Armenhaus für ihre Wohnung gebaut werden sollte,
 
   mit einem passenden Wohnsitz für einen Aufseher, der Aufseher war auch
 
   erhalten eine bestimmte Summe jährlich aus den Mieten der genannten Unter-und
 
   Patches. Er übrigens gewollt, nachdem eine Seele hatte am Leben, Harmonie,
 
   dass der Vorsänger der Kathedrale sollte die Wahl des Seins
 
   auch Aufseher der Armenhäuser, wenn der Bischof in jedem Fall genehmigt.
 
    
 
   Von diesem Tag an bis heute die Liebe hatte und gegangen florierte - zumindest,
 
   die Nächstenliebe hatte weg, und die Stände gediehen. Wool-Karden
 
   in Barchester gab es nicht mehr, so der Bischof, Dekan, und
 
   Aufseher, die es wiederum nahm, um in den alten Männern setzen, in der Regel
 
   ernannt einige Mitläufer von ihren eigenen, abgenutzten Gärtner, altersschwach
 
   Totengräber oder Achtzigjährigen Küster, die glücklicherweise erhalten eine
 
   komfortablen Unterkünften und einem Schilling und vier Pence pro Tag, wie Wesen
 
   das Stipendium, denen, nach dem Willen von John Hiram, sie deklariert wurden
 
   berechtigt werden. Früher, ja, - das heißt, bis in einigen fünfzig
 
   Jahre der heutigen Zeit, - sie erhielten aber sixpence einen Tag, und
 
   Frühstück und Abendessen wurde sie an einem gemeinsamen Tisch gefunden, indem die
 
   warden, dass eine solche Anordnung in strenger Übereinstimmung mit den
 
   absolute Wortlaut der alten Hiram Wille: aber dies galt als
 
   unbequem, und um den Geschmack der weder Wärter noch bedesmen anzupassen,
 
   und die tägliche einem Schilling und vier Pence wurde das substituierte
 
   gemeinsamen Zustimmung aller Parteien, einschließlich der Bischof und der
 
   Körperschaft des Barchester.
 
    
 
   So war der Zustand des Hiram zwölf alte Männer, als Herr Harding war
 
   ernannt warden, aber wenn sie so betrachtet werden kann in der well-to-do-
 
   Welt nach ihrem Zustand, war der glückliche warden so viel mehr.
 
   Die Patches und Hintern, die in John Hiram Zeit produzierte Heu oder fed
 
   Kühe wurden nun mit Reihen von Häusern abgedeckt, der Wert der Immobilie
 
   hatte sich allmählich von Jahr zu Jahr und Jahrhundert zu Jahrhundert erhöht und
 
   wurde jetzt von denen, die nichts davon wussten vermutlich, um in zu bringen
 
   ein sehr gutes Einkommen, und durch einige, die nichts davon wussten, haben
 
   erhöhte sich auf einem geradezu sagenhafte Umfang.
 
    
 
   Das Anwesen wurde von einem Herrn in Barchester, der auch gehandelt bewirtschaftet
 
   als Verwalter des Bischofs, - ein Mann, dessen Vater und Großvater war
 
   Stewards an die Bischöfe von Barchester, und die Landwirte von John Hiram
 
   Immobilien. Die Chadwicks hatte einen guten Namen in Barchester verdient, sie
 
   gelebt hatte respektiert von Bischöfen, Dekanen, Kanons und Kantoren, sie
 
   hatte in den Bezirken der Kathedrale begraben worden, sie hatten nie
 
   wurde als Kneifen, harte Männer bekannt, aber immer gelebt hatte, komfortabel
 
   gepflegt ein gutes Haus und hielt eine hohe Position in Barchester
 
   Gesellschaft. Die vorliegende Herr Chadwick war ein würdiger Spross einer würdig
 
   Lager, und die Mieter leben auf den Hintern und Patches, sowie
 
   die auf den breiten bischöflichen Domänen der See wurden auch gerne
 
   haben, um mit so würdig und liberal Steward zu tun.
 
    
 
   Für viele, viele Jahre, - Aufzeichnungen kaum sagen, wie viele, wahrscheinlich aus
 
   die Zeit, als Hiram die Wünsche hatte zunächst vollständig durchgeführt, - die
 
   Erlös des Anwesens war vom Steward oder Landwirt die bezahlt worden
 
   warden, und von ihm geteilt unter den bedesmen, nach denen Teilung
 
   er zahlte sich die Beträge, die sich ihm gebührt. Zeiten gewesen, wenn die
 
   schlechte Aufseher bekam nichts als seinen nackten Haus, für die Patches gewesen
 
   sich Überschwemmungen und das Land Barchester Hintern wurde gesagt, dass
 
   unproduktiv, und in diesen schwierigen Zeiten der Direktor war kaum in der Lage,
 
   machen die tägliche Almosen für seine zwölf Angehörigen. Aber nach und nach
 
   Dinge ausgebessert; die Patches wurden trockengelegt, und fing an, auf dem Land
 
   steigen auf den Hintern, und die Wärter, mit Fairness genug, zurückgezahlt
 
   sich für die bösen Tage vergangen. In schlechten Zeiten die armen Männer hatten
 
   hatten ihren Grund, weshalb sie in guten Zeiten nicht mehr erwarten konnte.
 
   Auf diese Weise das Einkommen der Aufseher hatte zugenommen; die malerische
 
   Haus angrenzend an das Krankenhaus wurde vergrößert und geschmückt, und
 
   Das Amt habe sich zu einem der begehrtesten der gemütlichen klerikalen
 
   Pfründe zu unserer Kirche angebracht. Es war jetzt ganz in der Bischofsstadt
 
   Geschenk, und obwohl der Dekan und Kapitel, in früheren Tagen, machte einen Stand
 
   zu diesem Thema, hatte sie gedacht, es förderlich für ihre Ehre
 
   eine reiche Vorsänger vom Bischof ernannt, als eine schlechte haben
 
   ernannt von sich. Das Stipendium der Vorsänger von Barchester
 
   war £ 80 pro Jahr. Die Erträge aus der wardenship von
 
   das Krankenhaus war achthundert neben dem Wert des Hauses.
 
    
 
   Murmeln, sehr leichte Geräusche, hatte in Barchester gehört worden - wenige
 
   in der Tat, und weit zwischen, - dass die Erlöse aus John Hiram Eigentum
 
   war nicht fair aufgeteilt: aber sie kann kaum gesagt werden, gewesen
 
   von solcher Art, um Unruhe zu jedermann verursacht haben: immer noch die
 
   Sache war, flüsterte und Herr Harding hatte es gehört. So war seine
 
   Charakter in Barchester, so universal war seine Popularität, dass die
 
   Tatsache seiner Ernennung wäre lauter flüstert beruhigt haben
 
   als diejenigen, die nicht gehört hatte, aber Herr Harding war eine offene Hand,
 
   just-gesinnten Mann, und das Gefühl, dass es vielleicht in Wahrheit, was hatte sein
 
   gesagt worden, er hatte auf seinem Rate, erklärte seine Absicht, indem
 
   Twopence einen Tag, um jedes Mannes Hungerlohn, was eine Summe von zweiundsechzig
 
   Pfund elf Schilling und vier Pence, die er zu zahlen aus
 
   seiner eigenen Tasche. Damit er jedoch deutlich und wiederholt
 
   beobachtet, dass die Männer, dass, obwohl er für sich selbst versprochen, konnte er nicht
 
   versprechen für seine Nachfolger, und dass die zusätzliche twopence konnte nur
 
   werden sah als Geschenk von selbst, und nicht aus dem Vertrauen. Die
 
   bedesmen waren jedoch die meisten von ihnen älter als Herr Harding, und waren
 
   sehr zufrieden mit der Sicherheit, auf denen ihre Nebeneinkommen war zufrieden
 
   basiert.
 
    
 
   Diese Großzügigkeit seitens der Herr Harding war nicht einstimmig.
 
   Herr Chadwick hatte mild aber ernsthaft ihn davon abzubringen, und seine
 
   strong-minded Sohn-in-law, der Archidiakon, der Mann, von dem allein Herr
 
   Harding stand in awe, hatte dringend, ja vehement gegen so
 
   unpolitisch ein Zugeständnis: aber der Wärter hatte seine Absicht bekannt
 
   ins Krankenhaus, bevor die Archidiakon der Lage gewesen, sich einzumischen,
 
   und die Tat geschehen war.
 
    
 
   Hiram Krankenhaus, als der Rückzug genannt wird, ist ein malerisches Gebäude
 
   genug, und zeigt den richtigen Geschmack, mit denen die kirchlichen
 
   Architekten jener Tage wurden erfüllt. Es steht am Ufer der
 
   kleinen Fluss, der fast rund um die Kathedrale in der Nähe fließt, da sie auf
 
   die Seite am weitesten von der Stadt. Die Londoner Straße überquert den Fluss
 
   von einem schönen one-Bogenbrücke, blickte von dieser Brücke, die
 
   Fremde sehen die Fenster der alten Männer Zimmer, jedes Paar
 
   Fenster von einem kleinen Strebepfeiler getrennt. Ein breiter Kiesweg führt
 
   zwischen dem Gebäude und dem Fluss, ist die immer ordentlich und gepflegt
 
   für, und am Ende der Wanderung, unter der Brüstung der Ansatz zur
 
   die Brücke, ist eine große und gut getragen Sitz, auf dem, in milden Witterung,
 
   drei oder vier von Hiram bedesmen sind sicher, gesehen sitzen. Über
 
   diese Reihe von Stützpfeilern, und weiter von der Brücke, sowie weitere
 
   aus dem Wasser, die hier plötzlich biegt, sind die hübschen Erkern
 
   von Mr Harding Haus, und seine gut gemähten Rasen. Der Eingang zu der
 
   Krankenhaus ist von der Londoner Straße, und wird durch einen schwerfälligen gemacht
 
   Gateway unter einer schweren Steinbogen, unnötig, würde man annehmen, bei
 
   zu jeder Zeit, für den Schutz der zwölf alten Männern, aber sehr förderlich
 
   zum guten Aussehen des Hiram-Charity. Beim Passieren dieser
 
   Portal, nie geschlossen, um jedermann von 06.00 bis 10.00 Uhr, und nie
 
   öffnen danach, außer auf Anfrage zu einem riesigen, kunstvoll aufgehängt
 
   mediæval Glocke, der Griff, von denen keine Uneingeweihten Eindringling
 
   vielleicht finden die sechs Türen der alten Männer abodes gesehen werden, und
 
   dahinter ist eine leichte Eisen Bildschirm, durch die die mehr glücklich
 
   Teil des Barchester Elite Pass ins Elysium von Herrn Harding
 
   Wohnung.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding ist ein kleiner Mann, der jetzt 60 Jahre hart an, aber einige tragen
 
   von den Zeichen des Alters, sein Haar ist eher grizzled, wenn auch nicht grau;
 
   sein Auge ist sehr mild, aber klar und hell, obwohl die doppelte Gläser
 
   Welches sind gehalten schwingen von der Hand, es sei denn, wenn auf seinem fixiert
 
   Nase, zeigen, dass die Zeit nach seinem Anblick sagte, seine Hände sind zart
 
   weiß, und beide Hände und Füße sind klein, er trägt immer eine schwarze
 
   Gehrock, schwarze Kniehosen und schwarzen Gamaschen und etwas
 
   scandalises einige seiner hyperclerical Brüder von einem schwarzen
 
   Hals-Taschentuch.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding wärmsten Bewunderer kann nicht sagen, dass er jemals eine war
 
   fleißiger Mann, die Umstände seines Lebens noch nicht aufgerufen
 
   ihn so zu sein, und doch kann er kaum als ein Faulenzer werden. Seit seiner
 
   Termin vereinbaren, um seine precentorship hat er veröffentlicht, mit allen möglichen
 
   Zugaben von Pergament, Typografie und Vergoldung, eine Sammlung von unseren
 
   alten Kirchenmusik, mit einigen richtigen Dissertationen zu Purcell,
 
   Crotch und Nares. Er hat sich den Chor der Barchester verbessert,
 
   die unter seiner Herrschaft, jetzt Rivalen, die von einem Kathedrale in
 
   England. Er hat etwas mehr als seinen fairen Anteil in die gemacht
 
   Kathedrale Dienstleistungen, und spielte das Violoncello täglich solche
 
   Publikum, wie er sammeln konnte, oder, _faute de mieux_, um ohne Publikum
 
   überhaupt.
 
    
 
   Wir müssen erwähnen, eine weitere Besonderheit der Herr Harding. Da haben wir
 
   bereits erwähnt, hat er ein Einkommen von achthundert pro Jahr, und hat keine
 
   Familie, aber seine einzige Tochter, und doch ist er nie ganz wohl in
 
   Geldangelegenheiten. Das Pergament und Vergoldung von “Harding Kirchenmusik”
 
   mehr kosten als jemand weiß, außer dem Autor, den Verleger und
 
   Pfarrer Theophilus Grantly, die keiner von seinem Vater-in-law ist erlaubt
 
   Extravaganzen zu entkommen ihm. Dann ist er großzügig zu seiner Tochter, für
 
   deren Dienst er hält eine kleine Zweispänner Ponys. Er ist,
 
   in der Tat, großzügig an alle, vor allem aber an die zwölf Männer, die sind alt
 
   in einer besonderen Art und Weise unter seiner Obhut. Kein Zweifel, mit einem solchen Einkommen Herr
 
   Harding sollte über der Welt zu sein, wie man sagt, aber auf jeden Fall,
 
   er ist nicht über Archdeacon Theophilus Grantly, denn er ist immer mehr
 
   oder weniger in der Schuld an seinen Sohn-in-law, wer hat, zu einem gewissen Grad,
 
   angenommen, die Anordnung der Vorsänger der finanziellen Angelegenheiten.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kapitel II
 
    
 
   DIE Barchester REFORMER
 
    
 
    
 
   Herr Harding hat jetzt der Vorsänger Barchester seit zehn Jahren, und
 
   leider sind die Geräusche Wahrung der Erlös aus dem Nachlass Hiram wieder
 
   immer hörbar. Es ist nicht so, dass einem gönnt Herrn Harding
 
   die Einkünfte, die er genießt, und die komfortable Ort, der so gut
 
   wird ihn, aber solche Dinge haben begonnen, der in verschiedenen gesprochen werden
 
   Teile von England. Eager drängen Politiker haben in der geltend gemachten
 
   House of Commons, mit sehr aufschlussreich Empörung, dass das Greifen
 
   Priester der Kirche von England mit dem Reichtum, der überfüllt
 
   Nächstenliebe früherer Zeiten ist für den Trost des Alters verlassen hat oder die
 
   Erziehung der Jugend. Der bekannte Fall des Krankenhauses von St.
 
   Kreuz hat auch vor den Gerichten des Landes kommen, und die
 
   Kämpfe von Herrn Whiston, bei Rochester, haben mit Sympathie begegnet und
 
   unterstützt. Männer beginnen sich zu sagen, dass diese Dinge betrachtet werden muss
 
   in.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding, dessen Gewissen in der Sache klar, und wer hat noch nie
 
   fühlte, daß er ein Pfund von Hiram Willen, auf die er empfangen wurde
 
   nicht befugt ist, hat natürlich die Rolle der Kirche im Gespräch genommen
 
   über diese Dinge mit seinem Freund, dem Bischof und sein Sohn-in-law,
 
   der Archidiakon. Der Archidiakon, ja, Dr. Grantly hat etwas gewesen
 
   laut in der Sache. Er ist ein persönlicher Freund von den Würdenträgern der
 
   Rochester Kapitel und hat Briefe geschrieben in der Öffentlichkeit Druck auf die
 
   Gegenstand dieser turbulenten Dr Whiston, die seine Bewunderer denken, müssen
 
   schier die Frage in Ruhe gesetzt. Es ist auch bekannt, dass bei Oxford
 
   Er ist der Autor des Pamphlets signiert “Sacerdos” zum Thema
 
   der Graf von Guildford und St. Kreuz, in dem es so klar argumentiert
 
   dass die Manieren der heutigen Zeit nicht von einer wörtlichen zugeben
 
   Haftung auf den Worten des Gründers der Wille, sondern die
 
   Interessen der Kirche, für die die Gründer so tief besorgt wurde
 
   sind am besten bei, dass seine Bischöfe diejenigen belohnen, glänzenden konsultiert
 
   Lichter, deren Dienste wurden die meisten signally dienstbar
 
   Christentum. In Antwort auf diese, wird behauptet, dass Henry de Blois,
 
   Gründer von St. Kreuz, war nicht sehr interessiert am Wohlergehen des
 
   reformierte Kirche, und dass die Meister von St Kreuz, seit vielen Jahren
 
   Vergangenheit kann nicht als Lichtgestalten in den Dienst des Christentums werden;
 
   es ist jedoch betonte immer und zweifellos Filz, die von allen
 
   archdeacon Freunde, dass seine Logik ist schlüssig und hat nicht, in
 
   Tatsächlich beantwortet.
 
    
 
   Mit einem solchen Turm der Stärke, um sowohl seine Argumente und sein Rücken
 
   Gewissen, kann man sich vorstellen, dass Herr Harding hat nie gefühlt werden
 
   Gewissensbisse als auf den Empfang seiner vierteljährlichen Summe von zweihundert Pfund.
 
   In der Tat hat das Thema nie selbst seine Meinung dargestellt, dass
 
   Form. Er hat nicht selten, sprach und hörte sehr viel über die
 
   Willen der alten Gründer und die Einkommen aus ihren Gütern,
 
   im letzten Jahr oder zwei, er wollte sogar, in einem Moment, fühlen sich ein
 
   Zweifel (da von seinem Sohn-in-law Logik ausgeschlossen), ob Herr
 
   Guildford war eindeutig berechtigt, so enorm, ein Einkommen erhalten
 
   wie er sich aus den Erlösen von St Kreuz, aber das war er selbst
 
   zuviel mit seinem bescheidenen £ 800, - er, der aus, dass
 
   freiwillig auf 62 £ elf Schilling und vier Pence ein
 
   Jahr auf seine zwölf alten Nachbarn, - er, der für das Geld, tut sein
 
   Vorsänger Arbeit als ohne Vorsänger hat es vor, da Barchester getan
 
   Kathedrale gebaut wurde, - eine solche Idee hat nie seine ruhige besudelt oder
 
   gestört sein Gewissen.
 
    
 
   Dennoch ist Herr Harding immer an dem Gerücht das er unruhig
 
   kennt in Barchester zum Thema vorherrschen. Er ist sich bewusst, dass bei
 
   jedenfalls zwei seiner alten Männern gehört worden zu sagen, dass, wenn jeder
 
   hatte seine eigene, könnten sie haben jeweils ihre 100 £ pro Jahr, und
 
   leben wie Herren, statt eines armseligen einen Schilling und sechs Pence
 
   pro Tag, und dass sie hatte schlanke Ursache sein für eine miserable dankbar
 
   Dole von zwei Pence, als Herr Harding und Herr Chadwick, zwischen ihnen lief
 
   weg mit Tausenden von Pfund, die guten alten John Hiram nie beabsichtigt
 
   für die, wie von ihnen. Es ist die Undankbarkeit dieser die Stacheln Herr
 
   Harding. Eine dieser unzufriedenen Paar, Abel Handlich, wurde in der Put-
 
   Krankenhaus von sich, er war ein Steinmetz in Barchester und hatte
 
   gebrochen seinem Oberschenkel nach einem Sturz von einem Gerüst, während etwa beschäftigt
 
   die Kathedrale, und Herr Harding hatte ihm die erste freie Stelle in der
 
   Krankenhaus nach dem Auftreten, obwohl Dr. Grantly sehr gewesen
 
   bestrebt, hineingesteckt ein unerträglicher Schreiber bei seiner Plumstead
 
   Episcopi, der alle seine Zähne verloren hatte, und die der Archidiakon kaum
 
   wusste, wie man loswerden mit anderen Mitteln. Dr. Grantly hat nicht vergessen,
 
   daran zu erinnern, Herr Harding, wie gut mit seiner ein-und-sixpence einem zufrieden
 
   Tage alten Joe Mutters wäre gewesen, und wie unklug es war auf dem
 
   Teil der Herr Harding, damit ein Rest aus der Stadt, in der sich
 
   Besorgnis. Wahrscheinlich Dr Grantly vergessen, in dem Moment, dass die Nächstenliebe
 
   wurde kaputten Gesellen Barchester gedacht.
 
    
 
   Es ist lebendig in Barchester, ein junger Mann, ein Chirurg namens John
 
   Bold und sowohl Herr Harding und Dr. Grantly sind sich bewusst, dass ihm
 
   ist aufgrund der pestilent rebellischen Gefühl, das sich gezeigt hat, in
 
   das Krankenhaus, ja, und die Erneuerung auch dieses unangenehme Diskussion
 
   über Hirams Stände die jetzt wieder häufiger in Barchester.
 
   Dennoch sind Herr Harding und Herrn Bold miteinander bekannt;
 
   können wir sagen, sind Freunde, angesichts der großen Unterschiede in ihrer
 
   Jahren. Dr. Grantly hat jedoch einen heiligen Schrecken des gottlosen
 
   Demagoge, wie er einmal genannt Bold, wenn man von ihm
 
   der Vorsänger und ein umsichtiger weitsichtiger Mann als Herr
 
   Harding und besaß eine stärkere Kopf, er erkennt, dass bereits
 
   Diese John Bold wird große Probleme in Barchester arbeiten. Er hält
 
   dass er als Feind angesehen werden, und denkt, dass er es nicht sollte
 
   in das Lager auf so etwas wie freundschaftliche Beziehungen aufgenommen werden. Als John
 
   Bold wird viel von unserer Aufmerksamkeit zu besetzen, müssen wir uns bemühen, zu erklären,
 
   wer er ist, und warum nimmt er die Rolle des John Hiram bedesmen.
 
    
 
   John Bold ist ein junger Chirurg, der viele seiner jungenhaften Jahre vergangen
 
   Barchester. Sein Vater war ein Arzt in der Stadt London, wo
 
   machte er eine moderate Vermögen, das er in Häuser investiert in dieser Stadt.
 
   Der Drache des Wantly Gasthaus und Poststation Haus gehörte ihm auch vier
 
   Geschäfte in der High Street, und eine Einheit der neuen Reihe von vornehmer
 
   Villen (so in der Werbung genannt), außerhalb der Stadt gebaut nur
 
   über Hiram Krankenhaus. Um eines dieser Dr Bold Ruhestand zu verbringen
 
   den Abend seines Lebens, und um zu sterben, und hier sein Sohn John verbrachte seine
 
   Feiertage und danach seine Weihnachtsferien, als er aus ging
 
   Schule zu studieren Chirurgie in der Londoner Krankenhäusern. So wie John Bold
 
   berechtigt war, selbst zu schreiben Chirurgen und Apotheker, alte Dr Bold
 
   starb, hinterließ seine Barchester Eigentum an seinen Sohn, und eine bestimmte Summe in
 
   die drei pro Cent. seine Tochter Maria, die etwa vier oder fünf ist
 
   Jahre älter als ihr Bruder.
 
    
 
   John Bold entschlossen, sich an Barchester niederzulassen, und suchen nach
 
   sein Eigentum, sowie die Knochen und Organe wie seiner
 
   Nachbarn als würde ihn um Hilfe in ihren Sorgen nennen.
 
   Er hat daher in Aufmachungen eine große Messingplatte mit “John Bold, Chirurg” auf
 
   es zum großen Ekel der neun Praktizierenden, die schon
 
   versuchen, ihren Lebensunterhalt aus dem Bischof, Dekan, und Kanons zu bekommen, und begann
 
   Haus-halten mit Hilfe seiner Schwester. Zu diesem Zeitpunkt war er nicht
 
   mehr als 24 Jahre alt, und obwohl er seit nunmehr drei
 
   Jahren in Barchester haben wir nicht gehört, dass er viel Schaden getan
 
   die neun würdig Praktiker. Tatsächlich hat sich ihre Furcht vor ihm gestorben
 
   weg, denn in drei Jahren hat er nicht drei Gebühren gemacht.
 
    
 
   Dennoch ist John Bold ein kluger Mann, und würde, mit der Praxis,
 
   sein ein kluger Arzt, aber er hat durchaus in eine andere Linie des Lebens bekam.
 
   Mit genug zum Leben hat er nicht gezwungen worden, für Brot zu arbeiten;
 
   er hat es abgelehnt, sich zu dem, was er ruft die Plackerei unterwerfen
 
   der Beruf, von dem ich glaube, er meint die allgemeine Arbeit ein
 
   praktizierender Chirurg, und hat festgestellt, andere Beschäftigung. Er häufig
 
   bindet bis die blauen Flecken und setzt die Glieder wie der ärmeren Klassen
 
   als bekennen seiner Denkweise, - aber das tut er für die Liebe. Jetzt habe ich
 
   will nicht sagen, dass die archdeacon streng richtig ist in stigmatisieren
 
   John Bold als Demagoge, denn ich weiß kaum, wie extreme muss sein
 
   Mannes Meinungen bevor er mit Recht so genannt werden kann, aber Bold ist ein starkes
 
   Reformer. Seine Leidenschaft ist die Reform aller Missbräuche, staatliche Übergriffe,
 
   Kirche Mißbräuche, Körperschaft Missbräuche (er hat sich eine Stadt gewählt
 
   Stadtrat Barchester und hat so drei aufeinanderfolgenden Bürgermeister besorgt,
 
   dass es etwas schwierig war, eine vierte zu finden), Misshandlungen in
 
   medizinischen Praxis und allgemeine Missstände in der Welt im Ganzen. Bold ist
 
   gründlich aufrichtig in seinem patriotischen Bestrebungen der Menschheit zu flicken, und
 
   gibt es etwas in der Energie, mit der er widmet bewundert werden
 
   selbst zu beheben Böse und Stoppen Ungerechtigkeit, aber ich fürchte, dass
 
   er ist zu sehr mit dem Gedanken, dass er eine besondere Mission hat durchdrungen
 
   für die Reform. Es wäre gut, wenn man so jung hatte ein wenig
 
   mehr Zurückhaltung selbst, und mehr Vertrauen in die ehrlichen Zwecke
 
   andere - wenn er könnte gebracht zu glauben, dass alte Bräuche nicht brauchen werden
 
   unbedingt böse sein, und dass Änderungen möglicherweise gefährlich sein kann, aber
 
   nein, hat Bold all den Eifer und all die Selbstsicherheit eines Danton,
 
   und schleudert seine anathemas gegen altehrwürdigen Praktiken mit dem
 
   Gewalt von einem Französisch Jakobiner.
 
    
 
   Kein Wunder, dass Dr. Grantly sollte als einen Feuerbrand Bold, fallen,
 
   wie er getan hat, fast in der Mitte des ruhigen alten Nähe von
 
   Barchester Cathedral. Dr. Grantly hätte ihn vermieden werden, da die
 
   Pest, aber der alte Doktor und Herr Harding waren schnell Freunde. Junge
 
   Johnny Bold verwendet werden, um als Junge auf Herrn Harding Rasen spielen, er hat viele
 
   Zeit gewann der Vorsänger das Herz durch das Hören mit gespannter Aufmerksamkeit auf seine
 
   heiligen Stämme, und seit jenen Tagen, um die Wahrheit zu sagen, auf einmal, er
 
   hat fast ein anderes Herz innerhalb derselben Mauern gewonnen.
 
    
 
   Eleanor Harding hat ihre Treue zu John Bold plighted, noch hat sie,
 
   vielleicht gehört sich, wie lieb ihr die jungen Reformer ist, aber
 
   sie kann es nicht ertragen, daß jemand hart von ihm reden. Sie tut
 
   nicht wagen, ihn zu verteidigen, als ihr Bruder-in-law ist so laut gegen ihn;
 
   für sie, wie ihr Vater, ist etwas Angst vor Dr. Grantly, aber sie ist
 
   Beginn stark, um den Archidiakon mögen. Sie überredet ihren Vater
 
   , es wäre sowohl ungerecht und unklug, seine junge verbannen
 
   Freund wegen seiner Politik, sie kümmert sich wenig um die Häuser gehen, wo
 
   sie wird nicht ihn treffen, und in der Tat, sie ist in der Liebe.
 
    
 
   Auch gibt es keinen guten Grund, warum Eleanor Harding nicht lieben sollte John
 
   Bold. Er hat all die Qualitäten, die wahrscheinlich ein Mädchen berühren sind
 
   Herz. Er ist mutig, eifrig, und amüsant; gut gemachte und gut aussehend;
 
   junge und unternehmungslustige, sein Charakter ist in jeder Hinsicht gut, er hat
 
   ausreichendes Einkommen zur Unterstützung einer Frau, er ist Freund ihres Vaters, und
 
   vor allem ist er in sie verliebt: warum sollte dann nicht Eleanor Harding
 
   John Bold angebracht werden?
 
    
 
   Dr. Grantly, der so viele Augen hat wie Argus, und ist seit langem gesehen, wie die
 
   Wind weht in diese Richtung denkt, gibt es verschiedene gute Gründe
 
   warum sollte dies nicht so sein. Er hielt es nicht für klug, als noch
 
   sprechen zu seinem Vater-in-law zu diesem Thema, denn er weiß, wie töricht
 
   nachsichtig ist Herr Harding in alles, was seine Tochter betrifft, aber
 
   er hat die Sache mit seinem all-vertrauenswürdige Helfer diskutiert, innerhalb
 
   dass heilige Vertiefung durch die klerikale Bett-Vorhänge an Plumstead gebildet
 
   Episcopi.
 
    
 
   Wie viel süßer Trost, wie viel geschätzt beraten unsere archdeacon
 
   erhielt in diesem heiligen Gehäuse! ‘Tis dort allein, dass er
 
   Unbends kommt und von seinem hohen Sockel Kirche auf das Niveau der
 
   ein sterblicher Mensch. In der Welt Dr. Grantly nie ablegt, dass Verhalten
 
   die so gut wird ihn. Er hat all die Würde eines alten Heiligen
 
   mit der Geschmeidigkeit eines modernen Bischof, er ist immer der gleiche, er ist
 
   immer der Archidiakon, im Gegensatz zu Homer, nickt er nie. Sogar mit seinem
 
   Vater-in-law, auch mit dem Bischof und Dekan, behauptet er, dass
 
   sonorer Klang und hohen Betragen die Ehrfurcht Streiks in der
 
   jungen Herzen von Barchester und absolut Kühe das ganze Pfarrei
 
   Plumstead Episcopi. ‘Tis nur, wenn er ausgetauscht hat, dass immer wieder neue
 
   Schaufel Hut für einen tasselled Schlummertrunk, und diejenigen, glänzend schwarz
 
   habiliments für seine gewohnten _robe de nuit_, das Grantly Dr Gespräche,
 
   und sieht, und denkt wie ein gewöhnlicher Mensch.
 
    
 
   Viele von uns haben oft gedacht, wie schwer ein Versuch des Glaubens muss diese
 
   werden, um die Frauen von unserer großen kirchlichen Würdenträger. Für uns sind diese Männer
 
   Personifikationen von St Paul, ihr Gang ist sehr eine sprechende Predigt;
 
   ihre saubere und düstere Kleidung exakt von uns den Glauben und Unterwerfung,
 
   und die Kardinaltugenden scheinen zu schweben rund um ihre heiligen Hüte.
 
   Ein Dekan oder Erzbischof, in das Gewand seines Ordens, ist sicher von unserer
 
   Ehrfurcht, und eine gut-up bekam Bischof füllt unsere Seelen mit Ehrfurcht.
 
   Aber wie kann dieses Gefühl in den Herzen derer, die sehen verewigt werden
 
   die Bischöfe ohne ihre Schürzen und die archdeacons auch in einem niedrigeren
 
   Zustand dishabille?
 
    
 
   Haben wir nicht alle wissen, einige Pfarrer, alle, aber heilig, Persönlichkeit vor
 
   die unsere Zunge aufhört laut zu sein und unsere Schritt elastisch zu sein? Aber
 
   wurden wir einmal sehen, wie er sich unter den strecken Bettwäsche, gähnen
 
   weit, und begraben sein Gesicht auf seinem Kissen, könnten wir Geschwätz vor
 
   ihn als schlagfertig wie vor einem Arzt oder einem Rechtsanwalt. Aus irgendeinem Grund, wie,
 
   zweifellos, entstand es, dass unsere Archidiakon der Ratschläge hörte
 
   seine Frau, obwohl er sich als berechtigt, Rat zu geben,
 
   jedes andere Wesen, denen er begegnete.
 
    
 
   “Meine Liebe,” sagte er, als er die reichlichen Falten seines Schlummertrunk eingestellt,
 
   “Es war, dass John Bold bei Ihrem Vater ist heute wieder. Muss ich sagen,
 
   Ihr Vater ist sehr unklug. “
 
    
 
   “Er ist unklug, - er war immer”, antwortete Frau Grantly, spricht aus
 
   unter den bequemen Bett-Kleidung. “Es gibt nichts Neues.”
 
    
 
   “Nein, mein Lieber, es ist nichts Neues, - ich weiß, dass, aber in der gegenwärtigen
 
   Stelle der Dinge, ist eine solche Unvorsichtigkeit - ist - ich werde Ihnen sagen, was, mein
 
   lieb, wenn er nicht kümmern, was er über ist, wird John Bold ausgeschaltet sein
 
   mit Eleanor. “
 
    
 
   “Ich glaube, er will, ob Papa kümmert oder nicht kommt, und warum nicht?”
 
    
 
   “Warum nicht!” fast schrie der Archidiakon, was so rau einen Zug an
 
   seinen Schlummertrunk wie fast um es über seine Nase zu bringen, “warum nicht -, dass!
 
   pestilent, störende Emporkömmling, John Bold, - die meisten vulgären jungen
 
   Person, die ich je getroffen habe! Sie wissen, dass er mit deinem Vater Einmischung
 
   Angelegenheiten in einer höchst unangebracht - die meisten - “Und als an einem Verlust für ein
 
   Beinamen ausreichend schädlich, beendete er seine Ausdrücke des Grauens
 
   durch murmelte “Du lieber Himmel!” in einer Weise, die gefunden worden war sehr
 
   wirksam in klerikalen Sitzungen des Bistums. Er muss für die
 
   Moment haben vergessen, wo er war.
 
    
 
   “Was seine Vulgarität, Archidiakon” (Frau Grantly hatte nie eine angenommen
 
   gängige Bezeichnung als diese bei der Bewältigung ihres Mannes), “Ich weiß nicht
 
   stimme mit Ihnen überein. Nicht, dass Ich mag Herrn Bold; - er ist ein viel zu
 
   eingebildet für mich, aber dann Eleanor tut, und es wäre das Beste
 
   Sache der Welt für papa, wenn sie heiraten konnten. Bold würde nie
 
   kümmerte sich über Hiram Krankenhaus, wenn er Papas Sohn-in-law waren. “
 
   Und die Dame drehte sich Runde unter der Bettdecke, in einer Art und Weise
 
   zu dem der Arzt war gut gewöhnt, und die sagte ihm, wie
 
   deutlich als Worte, dass so weit wie sie das Thema betraf war
 
   über für die Nacht.
 
    
 
   “Du lieber Himmel!” murmelte der Arzt wieder, - er war offenbar viel setzen
 
   außer sich.
 
    
 
   Dr. Grantly ist keineswegs ein schlechter Mensch, er ist genau der Mann, die eine solche
 
   eine Ausbildung als sein war wahrscheinlich zu bilden; sein Intellekt ist
 
   ausreichend für einen solchen Ort in der Welt, aber nicht ausreichend, um setzen
 
   ihm im Voraus davon. Er führt mit einem starren Konstanz wie der
 
   Aufgaben eines Geistlichen Gemeinde sowie, wenn sein Denken, über die Sphäre
 
   seiner Pfarrer, aber es ist als Archidiakon, dass er glänzt.
 
    
 
   Wir glauben, in der Regel, dass entweder ein Bischof oder sein archdeacons
 
   Pfründe haben: wo ein Bischof arbeitet, haben aber wenig zu archdeacons
 
   tun, und _vice versa_. In der Diözese Barchester die Archdeacon
 
   von Barchester macht die Arbeit. In dieser Eigenschaft ist er fleißig,
 
   autoritär, und, wie seine Freunde besonders rühmen, kluge. Sein
 
   großer Fehler ist eine anmaßende Zusicherung der Tugenden und Ansprüche
 
   seine Ordnung und seine große Schwäche ist ein ebenso starkes Vertrauen in die
 
   Würde seiner eigenen Art und Weise und die Beredsamkeit von seinen eigenen Worten. Er ist ein
 
   moralischen Menschen, zu glauben, die Gebote, die er lehrt, und zu glauben, auch
 
   dass er wirkt auf sie zu, obwohl wir nicht sagen können, dass er seine geben
 
   Mantel um den Mann, der seinen Mantel nahm, oder dass er bereit ist, zu vergeben
 
   seinen Bruder sogar siebenmal. Er ist stark genug, in seiner anspruchsvollen
 
   Gebühren, wenn man bedenkt, dass jede Nachlässigkeit in dieser Hinsicht wäre die Gefahr
 
   Sicherheit der Kirche, und er konnte seinen Weg haben, würde er Sendungen
 
   Dunkelheit und Verderben, nicht nur jeden einzelnen Reformer, aber
 
   Jeder Ausschuss und jede Kommission, die einmal wagen würde zu einer fragen
 
   Frage über die Verwendung des kirchlichen Einnahmen.
 
    
 
   “Sie sind Kirche Erträge: die Laien Sicherlich gebe es die Kirche ist.
 
   in der Lage, ihre eigenen Einnahmen zu verwalten. “‘Twas damit er gewohnt war,
 
   argumentieren, wenn die frevelhaften Taten von Lord John Russell und andere
 
   wurden entweder bei Barchester oder Oxford diskutiert.
 
    
 
   Es war kein Wunder, dass Dr. Grantly nicht wie John Bold, und dass seine
 
   Frau den Vorschlag, er solle sich genau mit einem solchen verbunden
 
   Mann bestürzt ihn. Um ihm seine Schuld, das wollte nie archdeacon
 
   Mut, er war durchaus bereit, seinen Feind auf ein beliebiges Feld und treffen
 
   jede Waffe. Er hatte diesen Glauben in seinem eigenen Argumente, dass er sich sicher fühlte,
 
   Erfolg, konnte er nur sicher sein, einen fairen Kampf auf dem Teil seiner
 
   Gegner. Er hatte keine Ahnung, dass John Bold könnte wirklich beweisen, dass die
 
   Einkommen des Krankenhauses wurde malappropriated, warum sollte dann Ruhe sein
 
   suchte auf Basis solcher Begriffe? Was! bestechen einen ungläubigen Feind
 
   die Kirche mit dem Schwester-in-law von einem Würdenträger und der Tochter
 
   der andere - mit einer jungen Dame, deren Verbindungen mit der Diözese und
 
   Kapitel Barchester wurden so zu schließen, um ihr einen unbestreitbaren Anspruch
 
   zu einem Mann mit einigen seiner heiligen Reichtum ausgestattet! Als Dr. Grantly
 
   spricht von ungläubigen Feinde, er bedeutet nicht, zu implizieren wollen des Glaubens
 
   in den Lehren der Kirche, aber ebenso gefährlich Skepsis
 
   seiner Reinheit in Geldangelegenheiten.
 
    
 
   Frau Grantly ist in der Regel nicht taub für die Ansprüche des hohen Um
 
   dem sie gehört. Sie und ihr Mann selten so auf den Ton nicht einverstanden
 
   mit denen die Kirche sollte verteidigt werden; wie Singular, also, dass in
 
   In einem solchen Fall, da dies sie sollten bereit sein, zu erliegen! Der Archidiakon
 
   wieder murmelt “Du lieber Himmel!” so legt er sich neben sie, aber er
 
   tut dies mit einer Stimme nur hörbar vor sich hin, und er wiederholt es, bis
 
   Schlaf entlastet ihn von tiefen Gedanken.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding selbst hat keinen Grund gesehen, warum seine Tochter nicht lieben sollte
 
   John Bold. Er war nicht unaufmerksam von ihren Gefühlen, und vielleicht
 
   seine tiefsten Bedauern über die Rolle, die er fürchtet Bold steht kurz vor dem
 
   über das Krankenhaus ergibt sich aus der Furcht, dass er abgetrennt werden können
 
   von seiner Tochter, oder dass sie möglicherweise von dem Mann getrennt werden sie
 
   liebt. Er hat noch nie zu Eleanor über ihren Geliebten gesprochen, er ist der
 
   letzte Mann auf der Welt verweisen auf einen solchen Gegenstand ungehörten, auch
 
   mit seiner eigenen Tochter, und er hatte angenommen, dass er zu erden
 
   missbilligen Bold, würde er ihr entfernt haben, oder ihm verboten sein
 
   Haus, aber er sah keinen solchen Boden. Er würde wahrscheinlich lieber gewesen, ein
 
   zweiten geistlichen Sohn-in-law, für Herrn Harding, auch wird seine angebracht
 
   Ordnung, und, in Ermangelung, dass, würde er auf jeden Fall haben wollte, dass
 
   so in der Nähe sollte eine Verbindung mit ihm gleichermaßen gedacht haben auf Kirche
 
   Angelegenheiten. Er würde jedoch nicht, lehnen den Mann seiner Tochter liebte
 
   weil er unterschied sich über solche Themen mit sich.
 
    
 
   Bisher Bold hatte keine Schritte in der Sache in keiner Weise störend gemacht
 
   Herrn Harding persönlich. Einige Monate, da nach einer schweren Schlacht,
 
   welche Kosten ihm nicht ein wenig Geld erwarb er einen Sieg über einen bestimmten
 
   alten Schlagbaum Frau in der Nachbarschaft, deren Kosten einem anderen alten
 
   Frau hatte bei ihm beschwert. Er bekam das Gesetz des Parlaments im Zusammenhang
 
   das Vertrauen, fand, dass seine _protégée_ sei zu Unrecht besteuert,
 
   ritt durch das Tor selbst, zahlen die Maut, dann brachte ein
 
   Klage gegen die Gate-keeper, und bewiesen, dass alle Menschen kommen
 
   bis eine bestimmte by-lane, und wolle man einen bestimmten anderen durch-lane, waren
 
   gebührenfrei. Der Ruhm seines Erfolges im Ausland weit verbreitet, und er
 
   begann, sich als Verfechter der Rechte der Armen betrachtet werden
 
   Barchester. Nicht lange nach diesem Erfolg, hörte er aus verschiedenen
 
   Viertel, dass Hiram bedesmen als Bettler behandelt wurden, während die
 
   Eigentums, an dem sie waren, in der Tat, war Erben sehr groß, und er
 
   wurde von dem Anwalt, den er im Falle der Beschäftigten angestiftet hatte
 
   Schlagbaum, um auf Herrn Chadwick für eine Anweisung aufrufen, um den Fonds
 
   das Anwesen.
 
    
 
   Bold hatte oft seine Empörung über die malappropriation ausgedrückt
 
   Kirche Fonds in der Regel in der mündlichen Verhandlung von seinem Freund, dem Vorsänger;
 
   aber das Gespräch war noch nie in irgendetwas Barchester bezeichnet, und
 
   wenn Finney, der Anwalt, veranlasste ihn, mit dem Angelegenheiten einmischen
 
   des Krankenhauses, war es gegen Herrn Chadwick, dass seine Bemühungen, waren
 
   gerichtet. Bold fand bald, dass, wenn er gestört Herr Chadwick
 
   als Steward, muss er auch mit Herrn Harding als Aufseher stören; und
 
   obwohl er die Situation bedauert, in denen diese würde ihn platzieren, er
 
   war nicht der Mann, von seinem Unternehmen aus persönlichen Motiven zusammenzucken.
 
    
 
   Sobald er hatte beschlossen, die Sache in die Hand zu nehmen, setzte er
 
   über seine Arbeit mit seiner gewohnten Energie. Er bekam eine Kopie von John Hiram
 
   Willen des Wortlauts von denen er sich perfekt zu beherrschen. Er
 
   ermittelt das Ausmaß der Immobilie, und so nahe wie er konnte die
 
   Wert der IT, und machte einen Zeitplan, was er unterrichtet war die
 
   gegenwärtige Verteilung der Einkommen. Bewaffnet mit diesen Angaben,
 
   er forderte Herr Chadwick, gegeben haben, dass Herr Notiz von seiner
 
   besuchen, und bat ihn um eine Erklärung der Einnahmen und Ausgaben der
 
   das Krankenhaus für die letzten 25 Jahre.
 
    
 
   Dies wurde natürlich abgelehnt, Herr Chadwick behauptet, dass er nicht hatte
 
   Behörde für die Herstellung von Öffentlichkeit die Anliegen einer Immobilie in der Verwaltung
 
   dem er nur ein bezahlter Knecht.
 
    
 
   “Und wer ist zuständig, um Ihnen die Behörde, Herr Chadwick?” gefragt
 
   Bold.
 
    
 
   “Nur diejenigen, die mich beschäftigen, Herr Bold”, sagte der Verwalter.
 
    
 
   “Und wer sind diejenigen, Herr Chadwick?” forderte Bold.
 
    
 
   Herr Chadwick bat zu sagen, dass, wenn diese Anfragen nur gemacht wurden
 
   aus Neugier, muss er sinken sie zu beantworten: wenn Herr Bold gehabt
 
   Hintergedanken Verfahren in Aussicht, vielleicht wäre es wünschenswert, dass jede
 
   notwendigen Informationen sollten in einer professionellen Art und Weise beantragt werden
 
   ein professioneller Mensch. Herr Chadwick Anwälte waren die Herren Cox und
 
   Cummins, von Lincolns Inn. Herr Bold nahm sich die Adresse von Cox und
 
   Cummins, bemerkte, dass das Wetter kalt für die Zeit des Jahres war,
 
   und wünschte Herr Chadwick guten Morgen. Herr Chadwick sagte, es war kalt
 
   für Juni, und verbeugte sich ihn aus.
 
    
 
   Er ging sofort zu seinem Anwalt, Finney. Nun, das war nicht sehr gern Bold
 
   von seinem Anwalt, aber, wie er sagte, er wollte nur einen Mann, der wusste,
 
   Formen des Rechts, und wer würde das tun, was er für sein Geld gesagt wurde. Er
 
   hatte keine Idee, sich in die Hände eines Anwalts. Er wollte
 
   Gesetz von einem Anwalt, als er einen Mantel aus einem Schneider tat, denn er konnte
 
   es nicht so gut selbst, und er dachte Finney den Stärksten Mann
 
   in Barchester für seine Zwecke. In einer Hinsicht jedenfalls war er
 
   rechts: Finney war Demut sich.
 
    
 
   Finney riet eine sofortige Brief an Cox und Cummins, eingedenk
 
   seine sechs-und acht Pence. “Slap bei ihnen auf einmal, Herr Bold. Nachfrage
 
   kategorisch und eindeutig ein vollständiger Angabe der Angelegenheiten der
 
   Krankenhaus. “
 
    
 
   “Angenommen, ich war zu sehen, Herr Harding erste”, meinte Kühnen.
 
    
 
   “Ja, ja, mit allen Mitteln”, sagte der Duldung Finney, “aber
 
   vielleicht, wie Herr Harding ist kein Mann der Wirtschaft, kann es führen - führen
 
   auf einige kleine Schwierigkeiten, aber vielleicht hast du recht. Herr Bold, ich
 
   glaube nicht, dass Herr Harding sehen können keinen Schaden tun. “Finney sah aus dem
 
   Ausdruck seines Mandanten ins Gesicht, dass er seinen eigenen Weg haben soll.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kapitel III
 
    
 
   Der Bischof von Barchester
 
    
 
    
 
   Bold auf einmal ins Krankenhaus repariert. Der Tag war nun weit fortgeschritten,
 
   aber er wusste, dass Herr Harding im Sommer aßen in vier, dass Eleanor
 
   gewohnt war, am Abend fahren, und dass er vielleicht deshalb
 
   wahrscheinlich feststellen, Herr Harding allein. Es war zwischen sieben und acht, wenn
 
   erreichte er den leichten Eisentor führt in der Vorsänger Garten,
 
   und wenn, wie Herr Chadwick beobachtet, hatte der Tag war für Juni kalt,
 
   der Abend war mild und weich und süß. Das kleine Tor war offen.
 
   Als er den Riegel hob er hörte die Erläuterungen von Herrn Harding Violoncello
 
   vom anderen Ende des Gartens, und, voran vor dem Haus
 
   und über den Rasen, fand er ihn spielen; - und das nicht ohne eine
 
   Publikum. Der Musiker wurde in einem Garten-Stuhl nur innerhalb der sitzt
 
   Sommer-Haus, um zu ermöglichen, das Violoncello, das er zwischen seiner statt
 
   Knien auf dem Trockenen Steinboden ruhen, vor ihm stand eine grobe
 
   Notenpult, wurde auf der eine Seite öffnen, dieser liebe heilige Buch, dass
 
   viel mühsamer und vielgeliebten Volumen der Kirchenmusik, die so gekostet
 
   viele guineas; und Umgebung saß und lag und stand, und lehnte sich, zehn
 
   die zwölf alten Männer, die mit ihm unter alten John Hiram Dach wohnte.
 
   Die beiden Reformatoren waren nicht da. Ich will nicht sagen, dass in ihrem Herzen
 
   sie waren sich bewusst jeglicher falsch gemacht oder zu ihrem milden getan werden
 
   warden, aber zuletzt hatten sie gehalten fern von ihm, und seine Musik war
 
   nicht mehr an ihren Geschmack.
 
    
 
   Es war amüsant, um die Positionen zu sehen, und am liebsten hört Gesichter
 
   diese well-to-do alte Männer. Ich will nicht sagen, dass sie alle schätzen
 
   die Musik, die sie hören, aber sie waren darauf bedacht, zu erscheinen
 
   also, erfreut über sein, wo sie waren, waren sie entschlossen, als
 
   Soweit in ihnen lag, um Freude im Gegenzug geben, und sie waren nicht
 
   erfolglos. Es erfreute der Vorsänger das Herz zu denken, dass die
 
   alt bedesmen denen er so sehr liebte, bewunderte die Stämme, die waren
 
   ihn so voll von fast ekstatischer Freude, und er verwendet, dass eine solche rühmen war
 
   die Luft des Krankenhauses, wie machen es zu einem Precinct speziell für fit
 
   die Verehrung der Heiligen Cäcilie.
 
    
 
   Unmittelbar vor ihm, auf der äußersten Ecke der Bank, die
 
   lief rund um die Sommer-Haus, saß ein alter Mann, mit dem Taschentuch
 
   reibungslos auf den Knien gelegen, haben die den Moment zu genießen, oder gehandelt
 
   Genuss gut. Er war einer, auf dessen großen Rahmen vielen Jahren, denn er
 
   wurde über achtzig, hatte kleine Chaos gemacht, - er war immer noch aufrecht,
 
   stämmiger, schöne Gestalt, mit einer offenen, schwerfällig Stirn, rund die
 
   klammerte sich einige, wenn auch sehr wenige, dünnen grauen Locken. Die groben schwarzen Kleid
 
   des Krankenhauses wurden die Hosen, und Schnallenschuhen ihn gut, und
 
   so saß er mit seinen Händen auf seine Mitarbeiter gefaltet, und das Kinn auf
 
   seine Hände, er war wie ein Zuhörer als die meisten Musiker freut sich,
 
   willkommen.
 
    
 
   Dieser Mann war sicherlich der Stolz des Krankenhauses. Es war immer
 
   der Brauch, dass man als zu einem gewissen Grad in gewählt werden
 
   Autorität über die anderen, und obwohl Herr Bunce, denn das war sein Name,
 
   und er war immer von seiner inferior Brüder bezeichnet, hatte keine
 
   Bezüge größer als sie, hatte er angenommen, und auch wusste, wie man
 
   halten, die Würde seiner Erhebung. Der Vorsänger erfreut,
 
   nennen ihn seine Sub-Aufseher, und schämte sich nicht, gelegentlich, wenn keine
 
   andere Gast war dort, um zu bieten ihm hinsetzen von der gleichen Stube Feuer,
 
   und trinken Sie das volle Glas Portwein, die ihm nahe gelegt wurde. Bunce
 
   ging nie ohne das zweite Glas, aber kein Flehen jemals machte ihn
 
   einen dritten Platz.
 
    
 
   “Gut, gut, Herr Harding, Sie zu gut sind, viel zu gut”, hatte er immer
 
   sagen, wie das zweite Glas gefüllt war, aber wenn das betrunken war und die
 
   halbe Stunde vorbei, stand Bunce aufrecht, und mit einem Segen die seine
 
   Schirmherr bewertet, zog sich in seine eigene Wohnung. Er kannte die Welt zu gut
 
   , um den Komfort eines solchen glücklichen Momente riskieren, durch eine Verlängerung bis sie
 
   sie waren unangenehm.
 
    
 
   Herr Bunce, wie man sich denken kann, wurde am stärksten auf Innovation entgegen.
 
   Nicht einmal Dr. Grantly hatte ein heiliger Schrecken derer, würde
 
   einmischen in die Angelegenheiten des Krankenhauses, er war jeder Zoll ein
 
   Kirchenmann, und obwohl er nicht sehr gern Dr. Grantly persönlich
 
   das kam von dort nicht in der Zimmer im Krankenhaus für zwei Personen
 
   so ähnlich wie der Arzt und sich selbst, anstatt von einem
 
   Verschiedenheit im Gefühl. Herr Bunce war geneigt zu glauben, dass
 
   der Aufseher und selbst konnte das Krankenhaus ohne weitere verwalten
 
   Unterstützung, und dass, obwohl der Bischof die verfassungsgemäß sei
 
   Besucher, und als solche berechtigt, besondere Verehrung von allen angeschlossenen
 
   mit John Hiram Willen, John Hiram nie beabsichtigt, dass seine Angelegenheiten
 
   sollten von einem Archidiakon gestört werden.
 
    
 
   Zum gegenwärtigen Zeitpunkt jedoch waren diese Sorgen aus seinem Kopf, und er
 
   wurde in seinem Wärter suchen, als ob er die Musik himmlisch gedacht,
 
   und der Musiker kaum weniger.
 
    
 
   Als Bold ging schweigend über den Rasen, auch Herr Harding nicht auf den ersten
 
   wahrnehmen ihn und fuhr fort, seinen Bogen langsam ziehen über die
 
   klagenden Drähte, aber er fand bald von seinem Publikum, dass einige
 
   Fremder da war, und blickte, fing an seinen jungen Freund willkommen
 
   mit frank Gastfreundschaft.
 
    
 
   “Beten Sie, Herr Harding - beten lass mich nicht stören”, sagte Bold, “du
 
   wissen, wie lieb ich Kirchenmusik bin. “
 
    
 
   “Oh! Es ist nichts”, sagte der Vorsänger, schloss das Buch und dann
 
   Öffnen wieder, als er den flehenden Blick herrlich seiner alten sah
 
   Freund Bunce. Oh, Bunce, Bunce, Bunce, fürchte ich, dass nach allen thou art
 
   aber ein Schmeichler. “Nun, ich werde nur dann beenden, es ist ein Favorit
 
   wenig Bischofs, und dann, Herr Bold, haben wir einen Spaziergang und
 
   ein Chat bis Eleanor kommt herein und gibt uns Tee. “Und so saß Bold
 
   sich auf den weichen Rasen zu hören, oder vielmehr zu denken, wie nach einer solchen
 
   süße Harmonie, könnte er am besten vorstellen ein Thema von so viel Zwietracht, um
 
   stören die Ruhe dessen, der so bereit, ihn freundlich willkommen war.
 
    
 
   Bold gedacht, dass die Leistung bald vorbei war, denn er fühlte, dass
 
   er hatte eine etwas schwierige Aufgabe, und er bedauerte fast die endgültige
 
   Abschied von der letzten der alten Männer, wie sie langsam in Going waren
 
   durch ihre adieux.
 
    
 
   Bold Herz war in seinem Mund, wie der Vorsänger machte einige gewöhnliche, sondern
 
   Art Bemerkung über die Freundlichkeit des Besuches.
 
    
 
   “Eines Abends anrufen”, sagte er, “ist es wert zehn Uhr morgens. Es ist alles
 
   Formalität in den Morgen; realen gesellschaftlichen Diskussion beginnt nie erst nach
 
   Abendessen. Das ist, warum ich speisen früh, so dass so viel wie ich kann von sich
 
   es. “
 
    
 
   “Ganz recht, Herr Harding”, sagte der andere, “aber ich fürchte, ich habe umgekehrt
 
   die Ordnung der Dinge, und ich schulde Ihnen viel Entschuldigung für beunruhigend Sie auf
 
   Unternehmen zu dieser Stunde, aber es ist auf Geschäftsreise, die ich rief
 
   gerade jetzt. “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding sah leer und verärgert, da war etwas in die
 
   Ton des jungen Mannes Stimme, die ihm sagte, dass das Interview
 
   soll unangenehm sein, und er schrumpfte wieder auf der Suche nach seiner freundlicherweise
 
   Begrüßung so zurückgeschlagen.
 
    
 
   “Ich möchte mit Ihnen über das Krankenhaus zu sprechen”, so Bold.
 
    
 
   “Gut, gut, alles, was ich kann Ihnen sagen, ich werde sehr glücklich sein -“
 
    
 
   “Es geht um die Konten.”
 
    
 
   “Dann, mein Lieber, ich kann dir nichts sagen, denn ich bin so unwissend
 
   wie ein Kind. Alles was ich weiß ist, dass sie zahlen mir 800 £ pro Jahr. Gehe zu
 
   Chadwick, er weiß alles über die Konten, und jetzt sagen Sie mir, schlechte
 
   Mary Jones jemals die Verwendung ihres Körpers wieder? “
 
    
 
   “Nun, ich denke, sie wird, wenn sie vorsichtig ist, aber, Herr Harding, ich hoffe,
 
   Sie werden nichts dagegen, mit mir zu diskutieren, was ich über das sagen haben
 
   Krankenhaus. “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding hat einen tiefen, langgezogenen Seufzer. Er tat Objekt, sehr stark
 
   Objekt, um eine solche Person mit John Bold diskutieren, aber er hatte nicht die
 
   Business-Takt Herr Chadwick, und nicht wissen, wie um sich zu erleichtern
 
   ab dem kommenden Bösen, er seufzte traurig, aber gab keine Antwort.
 
    
 
   “Ich habe die größte Achtung vor Ihnen, Herr Harding,” fuhr Bold, “die
 
   wahrsten Respekt, die aufrichtigsten - “
 
    
 
   “Ich danke euch, ich danke euch, Herr Bold” interjaculated die Vorsänger etwas
 
   ungeduldig: “Ich bin sehr dankbar, aber nie daran, dass, ich bin so wahrscheinlich
 
   sein in der falschen wie ein anderer Mensch, -. ganz so wahrscheinlich “
 
    
 
   “Aber, Herr Harding, muss ich sagen, was ich fühle, damit Sie denken sollten
 
   es ist die persönliche Feindschaft, was ich tun werde. “
 
    
 
   “Persönliche Feindschaft! Tun! Warum gehst du nicht zu schneiden meine
 
   Hals, noch hat mich in die kirchliche Gericht! “
 
    
 
   Bold versuchte zu lachen, aber er konnte es nicht. Er war ganz im Ernst, und
 
   bestimmt in seinem Kurs, und konnte nicht einen Witz von ihm. Er ging
 
   auf eine Weile in Stille, bevor er seinen Angriff wieder aufgenommen, während der
 
   Herr Harding, der immer noch den Bogen in der Hand, spielte schnell auf ein
 
   imaginären Violoncello. “Ich fürchte, es gibt Grund zu glauben, dass John
 
   Hiram Willen nicht aus dem Schreiben, Herr Harding durchgeführt “, sagte der
 
   junge Mann endlich, “und ich bin gebeten worden, um in sie zu sehen.”
 
    
 
   “Sehr gut, ich habe nichts dagegen, auf der Erde, und jetzt müssen wir nicht sagen,
 
   ein anderes Wort darüber. “
 
    
 
   “Nur ein Wort hat Herr Harding. Chadwick mir Cox bezeichnet und
 
   Cummins, und ich denke, es ist meine Pflicht, die ihnen für eine Aussage gelten
 
   über das Krankenhaus. In was ich ich kann anscheinend mit stören
 
   Sie, und ich hoffe, Sie werden mir dafür zu verzeihen. “
 
    
 
   “Herr Bold”, sagte der andere, Stoppen und sprechen mit einigen Feierlichkeit,
 
   “Wenn du gerecht zu handeln, nichts sagen, aber in dieser Angelegenheit die Wahrheit, und verwenden
 
   keine unfairen Waffen bei der Durchführung Ihrer Sinne, werde ich nichts
 
   zu vergeben. Ich nehme an, du, ich bin nicht in der Gewinn-Titel
 
   Erhalte ich aus dem Krankenhaus, und dass andere dazu berechtigt.
 
   Was manche tun, werde ich Ihnen nie zuschreiben niedrigen Beweggründen
 
   weil Sie halten eine Stellungnahme gegenüber meiner eigenen und meiner negativen
 
   Interessen: beten tun, was Sie Ihrer Pflicht betrachten, die ich geben kann
 
   Sie keine Hilfe, weder ich Ihnen jedes Hindernis. Lassen Sie mich,
 
   jedoch nahe an Sie, dass Sie in keiner Weise uns Ihre Ansichten
 
   noch ich meine, von jeder Diskussion zwischen uns. Kommt Eleanor und die
 
   Ponys, und wir gehen in den Tee. “
 
    
 
   Bold, aber das Gefühl, dass er sich nicht hinsetzen wohl mit Herr Harding
 
   und seine Tochter nach dem, was vergangen war, und deshalb entschuldigte sich
 
   mit viel peinliche Entschuldigung, und nur den Hut und verbeugte sich, als er
 
   übergeben Eleanor und das Pony Stuhl, ließ sie in Erstaunen enttäuscht
 
   bei seiner Abreise.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding Benehmen sicherlich beeindruckt Bold mit voller Überzeugung
 
   dass der Wärter fühlte, dass er aus stichhaltigen Gründen stand und fast geschafft
 
   ihm denken, dass er im Begriff, ohne Haftbefehl wegen in die stören war
 
   privaten Angelegenheiten einer gerechten und ehrenhaften Mann, aber Herr Harding selbst
 
   war alles andere als zufrieden mit seiner eigenen Sicht der Fall.
 
    
 
   In erster Linie wollte er für Eleanor willen gut zu denken
 
   Bold und ihn zu mögen, und doch konnte er nicht, aber fühlen sich die angewidert
 
   Arroganz seines Verhaltens. Welches Recht hatte er zu sagen, dass John Hiram
 
   wird nicht fair durchgeführt? Aber dann würde die Frage entstehen
 
   in seinem Herzen, - war, dass sie fair gehandelt auf? Hat John Hiram bedeuten
 
   dass der Direktor von seinem Krankenhaus sollte deutlich mehr heraus erhalten
 
   der Erbe als alle zwölf alten Männer zusammen, für deren behoof
 
   das Krankenhaus gebaut wurde? Könnte es möglich sein, dass John Bold war
 
   rechts, und dass der ehrwürdige Direktor des Krankenhauses hatte für die seit
 
   letzten zehn Jahre und mehr die ungerechte Empfänger einer rechtlich und Einkommen
 
   gerecht, die anderen gehören? Was, wenn es vor sollte bewiesen werden
 
   das Licht der Welt, dass er, dessen Leben so glücklich gewesen war, so ruhig,
 
   so respektiert, hatte 8000 £ zu denen er nicht absorbiert
 
   Titel, und die er nie zurückzahlen? Ich sage nicht, dass er fürchtete,
 
   dass eine solche wirklich der Fall war, aber die ersten Schatten des Zweifels fiel nun
 
   über seinem Kopf, und aus diesem Abend für viele ein langer, langer Tag,
 
   unsere gute, liebevolle Art Direktor war weder glücklich noch an der Mühelosigkeit.
 
    
 
   Gedanken dieser Art, diese ersten Momente viel Elend, unterdrückten
 
   Herr Harding, als er nippte an seinem Tee, abwesend und unbehaglich Sa Schlecht
 
   Eleanor fühlte, dass nicht alles richtig war, aber ihre Ideen über die Ursache von
 
   des Abends Beschwerden nicht über ihren Geliebten zu gehen, und seine plötzliche
 
   und unhöflich Abreise. Sie dachte, es müssen einige Streit haben
 
   zwischen Bold und ihr Vater, und sie war halb zornig mit den beiden, obwohl
 
   sie hat nicht versucht, sich selbst zu erklären, warum sie so war.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding dachte lange und tief über diese Dinge, sowohl vor als er
 
   ging zu Bett und danach, als er wach lag, fragend in sich
 
   die Gültigkeit der seinen Anspruch auf die Einkünfte, die er genoss. Es schien,
 
   klar, dass auf jeden Fall jedoch unglücklich, er könnte an nachdem er sein
 
   platziert in einer solchen Position, konnte niemand sagen, dass er entweder sollte
 
   haben sich geweigert, die Ernennung erste oder das Einkommen abgelehnt haben
 
   danach. Die ganze Welt, - also die kirchliche Welt als
 
   beschränkt sich auf die englische Kirche, - wusste, dass der wardenship der
 
   Barchester Krankenhaus war eine gemütliche Pfründe, aber niemand hatte je zuvor
 
   Schuld für sie zu akzeptieren. Um wie viel Schuld, aber er hätte
 
   offen hatte er es abgelehnt! Wie verrückt hätte er gedacht hatte
 
   erklärte er, wenn die Situation war leer und bot an, ihn, dass er
 
   Skrupel hatte, wie den Empfang 800 £ pro Jahr von John Hiram Eigentum,
 
   und dass er eher hatte ein Fremder sollte es besitzen! Wie würde Dr
 
   Grantly haben seine kluge Kopf geschüttelt, und haben mit seinen Freunden konsultiert
 
   in der Nähe, um ein paar anständige Rückzug für das kommende Wahnsinn des
 
   arme kleine Kanon! Wenn er recht in der Annahme der Ort war, war es
 
   ihm klar, dass er auch falsch wäre an der Ablehnung eines Teils der
 
   Einkommen damit verbunden. Die Schirmherrschaft war eine wertvolle Apanage der
 
   Bistum und sicherlich wäre es nicht seine Pflicht, um den Wert zu verringern
 
   dieser Bevorzugung, die auf sich selbst geschenkt worden war, sicherlich war er
 
   verpflichtet, durch seine Bestellung stehen.
 
    
 
   Aber irgendwie diese Argumente, obwohl sie logisch schien, waren nicht
 
   zufriedenstellend. War John Hiram wird ziemlich durchgeführt? das war das
 
   wahre Frage: und wenn nicht, war es nicht seine besondere Pflicht zu sehen, dass
 
   dies geschah, - seine besondere Pflicht, unabhängig von Verletzungen könnte es tun, um
 
   seine Bestellung, - aber wie krank Pflicht könnte durch seinen Gönner empfangen werden und
 
   seine Freunde? Auf die Idee, seine Freunde, drehte seinen Kopf unglücklich
 
   an seinen Sohn-in-law. Er wusste auch, wie stark er unterstützt werden würde
 
   von Dr. Grantly, könnte er über sich bringen, seinen Fall in der Put-
 
   archdeacon Hände und ihm zu erlauben, den Kampf zu kämpfen, aber er wusste,
 
   auch, dass er kein Verständnis gibt für seine Zweifel finden, kein freundlicher
 
   Gefühl, nicht nach innen Komfort. Dr. Grantly bereit wäre genug, um
 
   seine Keule gegen alle Ankömmlinge im Namen der Kirche militant,
 
   aber er würde so tun, auf dem Boden des geschmacklos Kirche
 
   Unfehlbarkeit. Ein solcher Wettbewerb würde keinen Trost an Herrn Harding geben
 
   Zweifel. Er war nicht so darauf bedacht, sich als richtig erweisen, als so zu sein.
 
    
 
   Ich habe gesagt, dass Dr. Grantly war der arbeitenden Menschen der Diözese,
 
   und dass sein Vater der Bischof war etwas zu einem Leerlauf Leben geneigt.
 
   So war es, aber der Bischof, obwohl er nie ein aktiver Mann, war
 
   einer, dessen Qualitäten hatte ihn lieb zu allen, die ihn kannten. Er
 
   war das genaue Gegenteil zu seinem Sohn, er war ein fad und ein freundlicher alter Mann,
 
   Gegensatz von jedem Gefühl, maßgebliche Demonstrationen und bischöflichen
 
   Prahlerei. Es war vielleicht gut für ihn, in seiner Situation, dass seine
 
   Sohn hatte schon früh im Leben in der Lage gewesen zu tun, was er konnte nicht gut tun
 
   Als er jünger war, und die er überhaupt nicht getan haben, dass nun
 
   er war über siebzig. Der Bischof wusste, wie man die Geistlichen unterhalten
 
   seiner Diözese, zu sprechen einfach mit der Rektorenkonferenz Ehefrauen kleinen sprechen,
 
   und legte Pfarrer an ihrer Bequemlichkeit, aber es erforderte die starke Hand des
 
   die archdeacon mit wie behandeln waren entweder in ihrer feuerfesten
 
   Lehren und ihr Leben.
 
    
 
   Der Bischof und Herr Harding liebten einander herzlich. Sie war alt geworden
 
   zusammen, und hatte gemeinsam verbrachte viele, viele Jahre in kirchlichen Verfolgungen
 
   und klerikalen Gespräch. Als einer von ihnen war ein Bischof und die
 
   anderen nur ein kleiner Kanon waren sie auch dann viel zusammen, aber da
 
   ihre Kinder geheiratet hatte, und Herr Harding geworden warden und
 
   Vorsänger, sie waren alles in allem miteinander. Ich will nicht sagen, dass
 
   sie leitete die Diözese zwischen ihnen, aber sie verbrachte viel Zeit in
 
   Erörterung der Mann, der getan hat, und bei der Bildung von kleinen Pläne zu mildern
 
   sein Zorn gegen Delinquenten Kirche und erweichen seine Bestrebungen für
 
   Kirche Herrschaft.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding entschlossen, seinen Geist zu öffnen und bekennen seine Zweifel zu
 
   seinem alten Freund, und ihm ging er am Morgen nach John Kühnen
 
   uncourteous Besuch.
 
    
 
   Bis zu dieser Zeit kein Gerücht dieser grausamen Verfahren gegen die
 
   Krankenhaus hatte der Bischof zu Ohren gekommen. Er hatte wohl gehört, dass
 
   Männer gab, die in Frage gestellt sein Recht auf eine Pfründe von £ 800 zu präsentieren
 
   ein Jahr, wie er von Zeit zu Zeit von einem besonderen Unmoral gehört
 
   oder schändliche Störung in der Regel anständig und ruhigen Stadt
 
   Barchester: aber alles, was er getan hat, und alles, was er wurde aufgefordert, zu tun, auf solche
 
   Gelegenheiten, war es, den Kopf zu schütteln, und an seinen Sohn, der große betteln
 
   Diktator, um zu sehen, dass kein Schaden an der Kirche passiert.
 
    
 
   Es war eine lange Geschichte, die Herr Harding zu sagen, bevor er das gemacht hatte
 
   Bischof begreifen seine eigene Sicht der Fall, aber wir brauchen nicht folgen
 
   ihn durch die Geschichte. Auf den ersten der Bischof riet aber einen Schritt,
 
   empfohlen, ist aber ein Mittel, hatte aber eine Medizin in seiner ganzen
 
   Arzneibuch stark genug, um einen so schweren Erkrankung zu berühren; - er
 
   verordnet die archdeacon. “Siehe ihn zum Archidiakon”, sagte er
 
   wiederholt, wie Herr Harding sprach von Bold und sein Besuch. “Der Archidiakon
 
   werden Sie ganz richtig darüber gesetzt “, sagte er freundlich, als sein Freund
 
   Zögern sprach mit der Gerechtigkeit seiner Sache. “Kein Mensch hat bekam
 
   bis alles, was so gut wie der Archidiakon, “aber die Dosis, obwohl groß,
 
   nicht, um den Patienten zu beruhigen, ja fast produziert Übelkeit.
 
    
 
   “Aber, Bischof,” sagte er, “hast du jemals gelesen John Hiram Willen?”
 
    
 
   Der Bischof dachte wahrscheinlich hatte er 35 Jahre her, als
 
   zuerst zu sehen sein eingeleitet, konnte aber nicht positiv sagen: aber,
 
   er sehr gut wusste, dass er das absolute Recht, bis zur Gegenwart hatte
 
   wardenship, und dass das Einkommen der Aufseher hatte regelmäßig gewesen
 
   abgerechnet.
 
    
 
   “Aber, Bischof, ist die Frage, wer die Macht hat, es zu regeln?
 
   Wenn, wie dieser junge Mann sagt, bietet der Wille, dass die Erlöse aus
 
   Eigentum werden in Aktien, die die Macht hat aufgeteilt werden
 
   diese Bestimmungen ändern? “Der Bischof hatte eine undeutliche Vorstellung, dass
 
   sie verändert sich durch das Verstreichen der Jahre; dass eine Art
 
   kirchlichen Verjährungsfrist verjährt die Rechte der zwölf
 
   bedesmen zu einer Erhöhung der Erträge aus dem erhöhten Wert von
 
   Immobilien. Er sagte etwas über die Tradition, mehr von den vielen gelernt
 
   Männer, die durch ihre Praxis die vorliegende Anordnung bestätigt hatte;
 
   ging dann irgendwann in die Länge Anstand der Aufrechterhaltung der aufgrund
 
   Unterschied in Rang und Einkommen zwischen einem Geistlichen und beneficed
 
   bestimmte arme alte Männer, die abhängig von Nächstenliebe waren, und schloss seine
 
   Argument von einem anderen Hinweis auf die archdeacon.
 
    
 
   Der Vorsänger saß nachdenklich blickte auf das Feuer, und das Hören
 
   der gutmütige Argumentation seines Freundes. Was sagte der Bischof hatte eine
 
   Art von Trost darin, aber es war nicht Fördermitglied Komfort. Es machte
 
   Herr Harding das Gefühl, dass viele andere - in der Tat, alle anderen seiner eigenen
 
   Ordnung - würde ihm Recht zu denken, aber es versäumt, ihm zu beweisen, dass er
 
   war wirklich so.
 
    
 
   “Bischof”, sagte er, endlich, nachdem beide gesessen hatte für eine Weile: “Ich
 
   sollten Sie und mich täuschen auch wenn ich nicht sagen, dass ich bin
 
   sehr unglücklich darüber. Nehmen wir an, ich kann mich nicht dazu bringen zu vereinbaren
 
   mit Dr. Grantly - dass ich finde, nach Anfrage, dass der junge Mann ist
 
   rechts, und dass ich mich irre, - was dann? “
 
    
 
   Die beiden alten Männer wurden nahe beieinander sitzen, - so nahe, dass der Bischof
 
   konnte seine Hand auf des andern Knie lag, und er tat dies mit einer
 
   sanften Druck. Herr Harding gut wusste, was bedeutete, dass der Druck. Die
 
   Bischof hatte keine weiteren Argument anführen, er konnte nicht für den Kampf
 
   verursachen als seinen Sohn tun würde, er konnte nicht beweisen all die Vorsänger der
 
   Zweifel als unbegründet, aber er konnte mit seinem Freund sympathisieren, und
 
   er tat es, und Herr Harding das Gefühl, dass er erhalten hatte, für die er
 
   kam. Es war eine andere Zeit der Stille, nach dem der Bischof
 
   fragte mit einer gewissen Energie reizbar, sehr ungewöhnlich mit ihm,
 
   ob diese “pestilent Eindringling” (dh John Bold) hatte keine Freunde
 
   in Barchester.
 
    
 
   Herr Harding hatte völlig seinen Entschluss gefasst, den Bischof alles zu erzählen;
 
   um seiner Tochter die Liebe zu sprechen, ebenso wie seine eigenen Sorgen; zu reden
 
   von John Bold in seiner doppelten Eigenschaft als zukünftigen Schwiegersohn-in-law und Gegenwart
 
   Feind, und wenn er es als ausreichend unangenehm gefühlt, jetzt war
 
   seine Zeit, es zu tun.
 
    
 
   “Er ist sehr intim in meinem eigenen Haus, Bischof.” Der Bischof sah. Er
 
   wurde bisher nicht in Orthodoxie und Kirche Militanz als seinen Sohn gegangen, aber
 
   noch konnte er sich nicht entschließen, zu verstehen, wie so erklärte ein
 
   Feind der Einrichtung konnte über die Bedingungen der Intimität zugelassen werden in
 
   das Haus, nicht nur so fest wie eine Säule Herr Harding, aber man so viel
 
   verletzt als Aufseher des Krankenhauses.
 
    
 
   “In der Tat, ich möchte Herrn Bold viel, persönlich”, so die uneigennützige
 
   Opfer “, und zu sagen, die ‘Wahrheit’” - er zögerte, als er gebracht
 
   die schreckliche Botschaft, - “Ich habe manchmal gedacht, es nicht unwahrscheinlich,
 
   ., dass er mein zweiter Sohn-in-law sein “Der Bischof nicht pfeifen:
 
   wir glauben, dass sie die Macht, dies zu tun ist auf geweiht verlieren;
 
   und dass in diesen Tagen könnte man so leicht erfüllen einen korrupten Richter als
 
   Pfeifen Bischof, aber er sah aus, als wenn er dies getan hätte, aber
 
   für seine Schürze.
 
    
 
   Was ein Bruder-in-law für die archdeacon! was ein Bündnis für
 
   Barchester schließen! was für eine Verbindung für noch des bischöflichen Palastes!
 
   Der Bischof, in seiner einfachen Geist, fühlte keinen Zweifel daran, dass John Bold, hatte er
 
   so viel Macht, würde den Mund halten alle Kathedralen und wahrscheinlich alle Pfarrei
 
   Kirchen; vertreiben alle Zehnten unter Methodisten, Baptisten und andere
 
   wilden Stämmen; völlig vernichten die heilige Bank und machen Schaufel
 
   Hüte und Rasen Ärmel als illegal als Kutten, Sandalen und Sack!
 
   Hier war ein netter Mann in die Geheimnisse des komfortablen eingeleitet werden
 
   kirchlichen Stuben, einer, der die Integrität des Pfaffen bezweifelte,
 
   und wahrscheinlich ungläubig die Dreifaltigkeit!
 
    
 
   Herr Harding sah, was ein Effekt seiner Mitteilung gemacht hatte, und fast
 
   bereute die Offenheit seiner Offenbarung, er jedoch tat, was er
 
   konnte, um den Schmerz seines Freundes und Mäzens moderieren. “Ich sage nicht,
 
   , dass es einen Eingriff zwischen ihnen. Hätte es, Eleanor
 
   gesagt hätte mich, ich kenne sie gut genug, um sicher sein, dass sie
 
   würde so getan haben, aber ich sehe, dass sie gern miteinander sind, und
 
   als Mann und Vater, ich habe keine Einwände gegen ihre drängen
 
   Intimität. “
 
    
 
   “Aber, Herr Harding,” sagte der Bischof, “Wie geht es Ihnen, sich ihm zu widersetzen, wenn er
 
   ist dein Sohn-in-law? “
 
    
 
   “Ich meine nicht, sich ihm zu widersetzen, es ist er, der mich widersetzt, und wenn was ist
 
   zur Verteidigung getan werden, nehme ich an Chadwick wird es tun. Ich nehme an, - “
 
    
 
   “Oh, wird das Archidiakon zu sehen, dass: waren der junge Mann zweimal seine
 
   Bruder-in-law, wird der Archidiakon nie zu tun, was abgeschreckt werden
 
   er fühlt sich als richtig. “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding erinnerte der Bischof, dass die Archidiakon und der Reformer
 
   wurden noch nicht Brüder, und sehr wahrscheinlich nie sein würde; aus gefordert
 
   ihm ein Versprechen, dass Eleanor Name sollte nicht in jeder erwähnt werden
 
   Diskussion zwischen Vater und Sohn Bischof archdeacon Wahrung der
 
   Krankenhaus, und dann nahm er seine Abreise, so dass seine armen alten Freund
 
   verwirrt, erstaunt und verwirrt.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kapitel IV
 
    
 
   Hirams BEDESMEN
 
    
 
    
 
   Die Parteien in den meisten der Bewegung, die etwa um interessiert
 
   Barchester durch die Ohren waren nicht die Linie, das Verdienst zu diskutieren
 
   der Frage, wie es oft der Fall, aber wenn der Bischof, der
 
   Archidiakon, der Aufseher, der Steward, und die Herren Cox und Cummins,
 
   waren alle beschäftigt mit der Frage, jeder auf seine Weise, ist es nicht zu sein
 
   angenommen, dass Hiram bedesmen sich ganz passiv waren
 
   Zuschauer. Finney, der Anwalt hatte unter ihnen gewesen, fragen schlau
 
   Fragen und Anhebung maßlose Hoffnungen, die Schaffung eines feindlichen Partei
 
   der Aufseher, und zur Einführung eines Korps in das feindliche Lager, als er
 
   bildlich nennt es sich. Der arme, alte Männer: Wer kann
 
   richtete oder durch diese Untersuchung Unrecht getan, sie jedenfalls wird sicher
 
   nur verletzt: sie kann es nur eine unvermischt Bösen. Wie können
 
   ihr Los verbessert werden? all ihre Wünsche werden geliefert, jeder Komfort
 
   verabreicht, sie haben warme Häuser, gute Kleidung, reichlich Nahrung,
 
   und Erholung nach einem Leben der Arbeit, und vor allem, dass so Schatz
 
   unschätzbarem in rückläufigen Jahren ein wahrer Freund und Art zu hören
 
   ihre Sorgen, über ihre Krankheit zu sehen, und zu verwalten Komfort
 
   Was diese Welt, und die Welt zu kommen!
 
    
 
   John Bold manchmal denkt dieser, wenn er laut spricht der
 
   Rechte der bedesmen, die er unter seinen Schutz genommen hat, aber er
 
   beruhigt den Vorschlag in seiner Brust mit dem hochtrabenden Namen
 
   Justiz: “. _Fiat Justitia, ruat coelum_” Diese alten Männer sollten
 
   durch Rechte, haben £ 100 pro Jahr anstelle von einem Schilling
 
   und sechs Pence pro Tag, und der Aufseher sollte zweihundert oder drei
 
   £ 100 anstelle von 800 £. Was ist ungerecht muss
 
   falsch sein, was falsch ist sollte aufgerichtet werden, und wenn er sank der
 
   Aufgabe, wer würde sonst tun?
 
    
 
   “Jeder von euch ist eindeutig zu hundert Pfund pro Jahr nach dem Titel
 
   common law “: wie war das wichtig Flüstern von Finney zu dem gemacht,
 
   die Ohren Abel Handlich, und von ihm im Einzelhandel verkauft, um seine elf Brüder.
 
    
 
   Zu viel darf nicht aus dem Fleisch und Blut auch von John erwartet werden
 
   Hiram bedesmen und das positive Versprechen von hundert im Jahr, um
 
   jeder der zwölf alten Männer hatten ihren Weg mit den meisten von ihnen. Der große
 
   Bunce wurde nicht entfernt wiled werden und wurde in seiner Orthodoxie bestätigt
 
   zwei Anhängern. Abel Handlich, wer der Anführer der Aspiranten nach war
 
   Reichtum, hatte leider eine stärkere folgenden. Nicht weniger als fünf der
 
   zwölf bald glaubte, dass seine Ansichten waren einfach, was mit ihren
 
   Führer eine Einheit des Krankenhauses. Die anderen drei, flüchtigen instabil
 
   Köpfen, zwischen den beiden Häuptlingen schwankte, jetzt weg von der Hoffnung geführt
 
   von Gold, jetzt bestrebt, besänftigen die Befugnisse, die noch existierte.
 
    
 
   Es wurde vorgeschlagen, eine Petition an den Bischof als Besucher ansprechen,
 
   Beten seine Lordschaft zu sehen Gerechtigkeit den gesetzlichen Empfänger getan
 
   John Hiram Charity, und Kopien dieser Petition und der Sende-
 
   antworten würde es zu allen führenden Londoner Zeitungen zu entlocken, und dadurch
 
   zu Bekanntheit für das Thema zu erhalten. Dies dachte man würde ebnen
 
   den Weg für Hintergedanken Gerichtsverfahren. Es wäre eine große haben
 
   Sache gehabt zu haben, die Signaturen und Marken aller zwölf verletzt
 
   Vermächtnisnehmer, aber das war unmöglich: Bunce würde seine Hand abgeschnitten worden
 
   früher, als es unterzeichnet haben. Es wurde dann von Finney vorgeschlagen, dass
 
   wenn auch nur elf könnte zu sanktionieren induziert werden das Dokument, das eine
 
   hartnäckigen recusant könnte als untauglich zu beurteilen vertreten haben
 
   eine solche Frage, - in der Tat, als _non Compos mentis_, - und die
 
   Petition als Vertreter das Gefühl der Männer getroffen wurden.
 
   Aber das konnte nicht durchgeführt werden: Bunce Freunde waren so fest, wie sich selbst,
 
   und bisher nur sechs Kreuze geschmückt das Dokument. Es war das mehr
 
   provozieren, als Bunce selbst konnte seinen Namen leserlich zu schreiben, und eine der
 
   diese drei zweifelnden Seelen hatte für Jahre wie Macht rühmte, und
 
   besaß, in der Tat, eine Bibel, in dem er war stolz auf seinen Namen zeigen
 
   von ihm selbst geschrieben vor etwa dreißig Jahren - “Job Skulpit,” aber es war
 
   dachte, dass Job Skulpit, vergessen hat seine Gelehrsamkeit, auf dass
 
   Konto wich von der Petition, und dass die anderen Zweifler würde
 
   folgen, wie er sie führte. Eine Petition, die von der Hälfte der Krankenhaus unterzeichnet würde
 
   haben aber eine schlechte Wirkung.
 
    
 
   Es war in Skulpit das Zimmer, dass die Petition lag jetzt, warten wie
 
   zusätzliche Signaturen Abel Handlich, durch seine Beredsamkeit, konnte erhalten
 
   für sie. Die sechs Mark trug sie wurden ordnungsgemäß bescheinigte, also:
 
    
 
    
 
            seine seine seine
 
        Abel X Handlich, Gregy X Moody, Mathew X Spriggs,
 
            mark mark Marke
 
    
 
    
 
   & C., Und Orte wurden ordnungsgemäß in Bleistift für die Brüder bezeichnet, die
 
   wurden nun erwartet, zu verbinden: für Skulpit allein einen Platz übrig war, auf dem
 
   seine echte Unterschrift könnte in fairen Schreiber-Stil geschrieben werden.
 
   Praktisch hatte im Dokument gebracht und breitete es auf dem kleinen Deal
 
   Tabelle wurde und nun stand es durch überzeugende und eifrig. Moody hatte
 
   folgte mit einem Tintenfass, sorgfältig hinter Finney von links und Spriggs
 
   Bohrung oben, als ob es ein Schwert, ein well-worn-Tinte schwarz pen waren,
 
   welche von Zeit zu Zeit bemühte er sich, in Skulpit Vorstoß
 
   unwillig Hand.
 
    
 
   Mit dem gelehrten Mann waren seine beiden Helfershelfer in Unentschlossenheit, William Gazy
 
   und Jonathan Crumple. Wenn jemals der Petition waren weitergeleitet werden, jetzt
 
   war die Zeit, - so sagte Herr Finney, und groß war die Angst auf die
 
   Teil von denen, deren 100 £ pro Jahr, wie sie glaubten,
 
   hauptsächlich hing auf dem Dokument in Frage.
 
    
 
   “Um aus all dem Geld gehalten werden,” als geizig Moody hatte
 
   murmelte zu seinem Freund Handlich, “von einem alten Narren sagen, was er kann
 
   seinen eigenen Namen schreiben wie seine Besseren! “
 
    
 
   “Nun, Job”, sagte Handlich, versucht, seinen eigenen sauer vermitteln,
 
   unheilvollen Gesicht ein Lächeln der Zustimmung, in denen er sehr
 
   gescheitert, “so, du bist jetzt bereit, sagt Herr Finney, hier ist der
 
   Ort, sehen d’ye; “- und er legte seine großen braunen Finger auf
 
   das schmutzige Papier; - “Name oder Zeichen, es ist alles eine Komm.
 
   alter Junge, und wenn ja werden wir die Ausgaben von diesem Geld haben,
 
   warum je früher desto besser, -. das ist mein Motto “
 
    
 
   “Um sicher zu sein”, sagte Moody. “Wir a’n’t keiner von uns so jung, wir können nicht
 
   bleiben abzuwarten alt Catgut nicht mehr. “
 
    
 
   Es war also diese Schurken namens unserer ausgezeichneten Freund. Der Spitzname
 
   er könnte leicht verziehen haben, aber die Anspielung auf die göttliche Quelle
 
   aller seiner melodiösen Freude wäre sogar irritiert ihn. Lasst uns hoffen,
 
   er nie wusste, dass die Beleidigung.
 
    
 
   “Denken Sie nur, alte Billy Gazy”, sagte Spriggs, die in größeren freute
 
   Jugend als seine Brüder, aber mit ins Feuer gefallen, wenn er betrunken, hatte
 
   hatte ein Auge ausgebrannt, verbrannt durch eine Wange, und ein Arm fast
 
   ab, verbrannt und die daher in Hinblick auf die persönliche Erscheinung, war
 
   nicht die einnehmend von Männern, “hundert pro Jahr, und alle
 
   verbringen, nur zu denken, alte Billy Gazy; “und er gab einen scheußlichen Grinsen, dass
 
   zeigte sein Unglück in vollem Umfang.
 
    
 
   Old Billy Gazy war nicht lebendig, viel Begeisterung. Auch diese golden
 
   Aussichten nicht wecken ihn, mehr zu tun als zu reiben seine armen alten getrübten
 
   Augen mit der Manschette seines bedesman Gewand, und sanft murmeln: “Er
 
   nicht wissen, nicht er, er wisse nicht, “.
 
    
 
   “Aber Sie würden wissen, Jonathan,” fuhr Spriggs und wandte sich an die anderen
 
   Freund von Skulpit die, die auf einem Stuhl sitzt am Tisch und starrte
 
   geistesabwesend an der Petition. Jonathan Crumple war ein sanftmütiger, mild Mann, der
 
   kannte bessere Tage, seine Mittel waren durch schlechte Kinder vergeudet worden,
 
   wer hatte sein Leben elend bis er in die eingegangen
 
   Krankenhaus, von denen er nicht lange Mitglied. Seit diesem Tag, als er
 
   kannten weder Leid noch Schwierigkeiten, und diesen Versuch, ihn zu füllen
 
   mit neuen Hoffnungen, war tatsächlich, eine Grausamkeit.
 
    
 
   “Ein hundert pro Jahr ist eine schöne Sache, für sartain, Nachbar Spriggs”
 
   sagte er. “Ich hatte einmal nahe bei, dass ich mich, aber es hat nicht mir nicht
 
   gut. “Und er gab ein leiser Seufzer, als er von den Kindern seiner gedacht
 
   eigenen Lenden, die ihn bestohlen hatte.
 
    
 
   “Und wird wieder, Joe”, sagte Handlich, “und wird jemand zu
 
   halten es richtig und fest für Sie diese Zeit. “
 
    
 
   Crumple seufzte wieder, - hatte er die Ohnmacht der weltlichen Reichtum gelernt,
 
   und wäre zufrieden gewesen, wenn links untempted, geblieben zu sein
 
   glücklich mit einem und sechs Pence pro Tag.
 
    
 
   “Komm, Skulpit”, wiederholte Handlich, ungeduldig, “du wirst doch nicht
 
   zu gehen zusammen mit alten Bunce zu helfen, dass Pfarrer für uns alle berauben.
 
   Nehmen Sie den Stift, ein Mann, und rechts sich. Nun, “fügte er hinzu, zu sehen, dass
 
   Skulpit noch zweifelte, “einen Mann zu sehen, wie Angst, durch hisself stehen
 
   ist, mein Denken, das gemeinste, was wie es ist. “
 
    
 
   “Sink sie alle für Parsons, sagt, ich”, knurrte Moody, “hungry Bettler,
 
   wie denkt nie ihre Bäuche voll, bis sie alle und ausgeraubt haben
 
   alles! “
 
    
 
   “Wer ist, Ihnen zu schaden, Mann?” argumentiert Spriggs. “Lassen Sie sie nie so aussehen
 
   schwarz auf Sie, können sie nicht bekommen, setzen Sie heraus, wenn Sie einmal in sind; - nein,
 
   nicht alt Catgut, mit Kälbern, ihm zu helfen! “Es tut mir leid das sagen
 
   archdeacon selbst wurde von diesem skurrilen Anspielung auf seinen designierten
 
   Unterwelt Person.
 
    
 
   “Ein hundert pro Jahr zu gewinnen und nichts zu verlieren”, so handlich. “Meine
 
   Augen auf! Nun, wie ein Mensch ist, um über Sich ein bisschen Käse als die Zweifel
 
   reicht mir, - aber einige Männer ist ängstlich; - einige Männer mit nicht zupfen geboren
 
   in ihnen; - einige Männer ist auf den ersten Anblick eines Gentleman eingeschüchtert
 
   Rock und Weste. “
 
    
 
   Oh, Herr Harding, wenn Sie hatte aber die Archidiakonskirche Beratung in die ergriffen
 
   strittigen Fall, wenn Joe Mutters dieser undankbaren Demagoge Rivale war
 
   Kandidaten!
 
    
 
   “Angst vor einem Pfarrer”, knurrte Moody, mit einem Blick der Verachtung unaussprechlich.
 
   “Ich sage ihr, was ich hatte Angst - ich würde Angst vor nicht bekommen nichts
 
   aus ‘em, aber genau das, was ich konnte von Macht und Recht nehmen, - das ist die
 
   Ich würde am meisten Angst auf jeder Pfarrer ‘em all “.
 
    
 
   “Aber”, sagte Skulpit, entschuldigend, “Mr Harding nicht so schlimm; - er tat
 
   geben uns Twopence am Tag, nicht er jetzt? “
 
    
 
   “Twopence ein Tag!” rief Spriggs mit Verachtung, die Öffnung der furchtbar
 
   roten Höhle seines verlorenen Auges.
 
    
 
   “Twopence ein Tag!” murmelte Moody mit einem Fluch, “sinken seine twopence!”
 
    
 
   “Twopence ein Tag!” rief Handlich, “und ich bin zu gehen, den Hut in der Hand, und
 
   danke für eine twopence täglich Kerl, wenn er mir schuldet hundert Pfund ein
 
   Jahr, nein, danke ihr, das kann für Sie tun, aber es wird nicht für mich. Komm,
 
   Ich sage, Skulpit, Sie sind ein gehen, um Ihre Marke zu diesem hier Papier zu bringen,
 
   oder bist du nicht? “
 
    
 
   Skulpit sah in elenden Unentschlossenheit Runde zu seinen beiden Freunden. “Was
 
   d’ye denken, Bill Gazy? “, sagte er.
 
    
 
   Aber Bill Gazy konnte nicht denken. Er machte ein Geräusch wie das Blöken eines
 
   alte Schafe, die dazu bestimmt sind, die Qual seiner Zweifel auszudrücken wurde, und
 
   wieder murmelte, dass “er nicht wusste.”
 
    
 
   “Fassen, du alter Krüppel”, sagte Handlich, stieß die Feder in armen
 
   Billys Hand: “Es gibt, so - ugh du alter Narr, du warst und beschmiert
 
   alles, - es, - that’ll für Sie tun; - das ist so gut wie das am besten
 
   Namen wie eh und je geschrieben wurde “, und ein großer Fleck der Tinte wurde vermutet,
 
   repräsentieren Billy Gazy die Duldung.
 
    
 
   “Nun, Jonathan”, sagte Handlich, wandte sich an Crumple.
 
    
 
   “Ein hundert pro Jahr ist eine schöne Sache, für sartain” wieder argumentiert Crumple.
 
   “Nun, Nachbar Skulpit, wie es zu sein?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, bitte selbst”, sagte Skulpit: “bitte selbst, und du wirst
 
   gefällt mir. “
 
    
 
   Der Stift wurde in Crumple Hand gestoßen, und ein leises, wandern,
 
   bedeutungslose Zeichen gemacht wurde, wie betokening Sanktion und Autorität als
 
   Jonathan Crumple konnte vermitteln.
 
    
 
   “Komm, Job”, sagte Handlich, aufgeweicht durch Erfolg “, lassen Sie sich nicht ‘em müssen
 
   sagen, dass alte Bunce hat ein Mann wie Sie unter dem Daumen - ein Mann,
 
   immer hält seinen Kopf in das Krankenhaus so hoch wie Bunce sich, obwohl
 
   du bist nie gestrichen, Wein zu trinken, und schleichen, und erzählen Lügen über Ihre
 
   betters wie er es tut. “
 
    
 
   Skulpit hielt den Stift und machte wenig Schnörkel mit ihm in der Luft,
 
   aber immer noch zögerte.
 
    
 
   “Und wenn Sie von mir gesagt werden”, so Handlich, “du wirst nicht schreiben Sie Ihre
 
   nennen, um es überhaupt, aber setzen Sie Ihre Marke wie die anderen; “- die Wolke
 
   begann aus Skulpit Stirn löschen; - “wir alle wissen, dass Sie es tun können, wenn Sie
 
   mögen, aber vielleicht haben Sie möchte nicht scheinen uppish, wissen Sie. “
 
    
 
   “Nun, die Marke wäre am besten”, sagte Skulpit. “Ein Name und der Rest
 
   Noten würde nicht gut aussehen, nicht wahr? “
 
    
 
   “Das Schlimmste in der Welt”, sagte Handlich, “es - es gibt”: und Bücken
 
   über die Petition, machte der gelernte Sekretärin eine riesige Kreuz auf dem Platz
 
   links für seine Unterschrift.
 
    
 
   “Das ist das Spiel”, sagte Handlich, triumphierend Taschendiebstahl die Petition;
 
   “Wir sind alle in einem Boot jetzt, das heißt, die neun von uns, und da für alte
 
   Bunce und seine Kumpane, können sie - “Aber als er humpelnd aus, um die
 
   Tür, mit einer Krücke auf der einen Seite und einem Stock, auf der anderen Seite wurde er traf
 
   von Bunce sich.
 
    
 
   “Nun Handlich, und was alt Bunce zu tun?” sagte der grauhaarige, aufrecht
 
   senior.
 
    
 
   Handlich murmelte etwas und wurde verlassen, aber er wurde in der gestoppt
 
   Tür von der riesigen Rahmen des Newcomers.
 
    
 
   “Du machst nicht gut hier, Abel Handlich,” sagte er, “‘s ist deutlich zu
 
   sehen, dass, und ‘tisn’t viel gut, ich denke, Sie jemals zu tun. “
 
    
 
   “Ich dagegen mein eigenes Geschäft, Bunce Meister”, murmelte der andere, “und tun
 
   Sie tun das gleiche. Es ist nicht nichts, was ich machen; - und Ihr
 
   Spionage und Stossen hier nicht tun nichts Gutes noch noch keinen Schaden. “
 
    
 
   “Ich nehme an, dann, Job,” fuhr Bunce, nicht zu bemerken, sein Gegner, “wenn
 
   muss die Wahrheit heraus, Sie haben Ihren Namen auf diese Petition von ihnen stecken
 
   endlich. “
 
    
 
   Skulpit sah aus, als wäre er im Begriff, in den Boden versinken waren mit
 
   Scham.
 
    
 
   “Was ist es an Ihnen, was er unterschreibt?” sagte handlich. “Ich nehme an, wenn wir alle
 
   will Axt für unsere eigenen, müssen wir nicht Abschied von ax Sie zuerst, Herr Bunce,
 
   großen Mann, wie du bist, und wie Ihre schleichen hier, in Hiobs Zimmer
 
   wenn er beschäftigt ist, und wo man nicht wollte - “
 
    
 
   “Ich habe Skulpit Job, Mann und Junge, 60 Jahre wußte”, sagte Bunce,
 
   Blick auf den Mann, von dem er sprach, “und das ist seit dem Tag,
 
   er geboren wurde. Ich wußte, daß die Mutter, die ihn geboren hat, als sie und ich waren
 
   wee wenig Dinge, Kommissionierung Gänseblümchen zusammen in der Nähe dort, und
 
   Ich habe unter dem gleichen Dach mit ihm mehr noch 10 Jahre lebte, und nach
 
   dass ich in sein Zimmer ohne axing Urlaub kommen, und doch kein schleichen
 
   auch nicht. “
 
    
 
   “So kann Herr Bunce”, sagte Skulpit; “, so können Sie, jede Stunde, Tag oder
 
   Nacht. “
 
    
 
   “Und ich bin auch frei, ihm zu sagen meine Meinung”, fuhr Bunce, Blick auf
 
   die ein Mann und Adressierung der andere, “und ich sage ihm jetzt, dass er
 
   getan töricht und eine falsche Sache. Er hat seinen Rücken auf eine sich
 
   wer ist sein bester Freund und wird das Spiel von anderen, die Pflege
 
   nichts für ihn, ob er arm oder reich, gut oder schlecht, oder lebendig sein
 
   Toten. Ein hundert pro Jahr? Sind das viele von euch weich genug, zu denken, dass
 
   wenn ein hundert pro Jahr gegeben werden kann, ist es die Gleichen von ihr, die ihr
 
   es bekommen? “- und er zeigte auf Billy Gazy, Spriggs und Crumple.” Hat
 
   jeder von uns jemals etwas wert Hälfte des Geldes? War es zu machen
 
   Herren von uns, wir wurden hier gebracht, wenn die ganze Welt sich
 
   gegen uns, und wir konnten nicht mehr unser tägliches Brot zu verdienen? A’n’t Sie
 
   alle so reich an deine Wege, wie er in seinem “- und der Redner wies auf
 
   die Seite, auf welcher der Direktor wohnte. “Sie bekommen alle A’n’t Sie gehofft
 
   für, ja, und mehr als Sie sich erhofft? Würde nicht jeder von euch haben
 
   der liebste Teil seines Körpers zu gewährleisten, dass das jetzt macht Sie so
 
   undankbar? “
 
    
 
   “Wir wollen das, was John Hiram uns verlassen”, sagte handlich. “Wir wollen, was ourn
 
   durch das Gesetz, es spielt keine Rolle, was wir erwartet hatten. Was ist ourn durch Gesetz sollte
 
   werden ourn und durch goles wir es haben. “
 
    
 
   “Law!” sagte Bunce, mit all der Verachtung er wusste, wie man befehlen - “Gesetz!
 
   Habt ihr jemals wissen, ein armer Mann war noch besser für Rechts oder für eine
 
   Anwalt? Will Herr Finney jemals so gut zu dir, Job, als dass der Mensch
 
   gewesen? Wird er, dich zu sehen, wenn du krank bist, und dich trösten, wenn
 
   du bist elend? Will er - “
 
    
 
   “No, noch Ihnen Portwein, alter Junge, in kalten Winternächten! Wird er nicht
 
   ? tun, wird er “, fragte Handlich und lachend an der Schwere seiner
 
   eigenen Witz, zog er sich und seine Kollegen, die Durchführung mit ihnen jedoch
 
   die nun mächtig Petition.
 
    
 
   Es gibt keine Hilfe für verschüttete Milch, und Herr Bunce konnte nur in den Ruhestand
 
   sein eigenes Zimmer, an der Gebrechlichkeit der menschlichen Natur angewidert. Job Skulpit
 
   kratzte sich am Kopf, - Jonathan Crumple wieder bemerkte, dass “für
 
   sartain, sicher hundert pro Jahr war sehr schön, “- und Billy Gazy wieder
 
   rieb sich die Augen, und demütig murmelte, dass “er nicht wusste.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kapitel V
 
    
 
   DR Grantly BESUCH IM KRANKENHAUS
 
    
 
    
 
   Obwohl Zweifel und Zögern störte den Rest unseres armen Wärter, keine
 
   wie Schwäche ratlos die edleren Brust seines Sohnes-in-law. Da die
 
   unbeugsamen Schwanz Vorbereitung für den Kampf schärft seine Sporen, schüttelt
 
   seine Federn, und errichtet seinen Kamm, so hat der Archidiakon arrangieren seine
 
   Waffen für den kommenden Krieg, ohne Bedenken und ohne Angst. Dass
 
   er war voll überzeugt von der Gerechtigkeit seiner Sache lassen niemanden Zweifel.
 
   Manch ein Mann kann seinen Kampf mit guten Mut zu kämpfen, sondern mit einem zweifelnden
 
   Gewissen. Dies war nicht der Fall mit Dr. Grantly. Er tat es nicht
 
   glaubt an das Evangelium mit mehr Sicherheit, als er in der heiligen tat
 
   Gerechtigkeit aller kirchlichen Einnahmen. Wenn er seine Schulter
 
   das Rad, um die Einkommen der Gegenwart und Zukunft zu verteidigen Kantoren
 
   von Barchester, wurde er von so starken Sinne einer heiligen Sache beseelt,
 
   wie diejenige, die Mut gibt Missionar in Afrika, oder ermöglicht eine
 
   Schwester der Barmherzigkeit zu geben, die Freuden der Welt für den Stationen
 
   eines Krankenhauses. Er war im Begriff, das Allerheiligste aus der Verteidigung
 
   berühren des Profanen, um die Zitadelle von seiner Kirche von der Wache
 
   wildeste seiner Feinde; sich auf seine gute Rüstung in den besten setzen
 
   Kämpfe, und sicher, wenn möglich, den Komfort seines Glaubens für die kommenden
 
   Generationen von kirchlichen Würdenträgern. Ein solches Werk nicht erforderlich
 
   gewöhnlichen Kraft, und der Archidiakon war daher außerordentlich
 
   kräftig. Es forderte eine lebhafte Mut und ein Herz glücklich in seiner
 
   Mühsal und der Archidiakon Herz war glücklich, und sein Mut war
 
   lebhaft.
 
    
 
   Er wusste, dass er nicht in der Lage, sein Vater-in-law animieren
 
   mit Gefühlen wie seine eigene, aber das hat nicht viel stören ihn. Er
 
   bevorzugt, die Hauptlast des Kampfes allein tragen, und zweifelte nicht daran,
 
   dass die Aufseher würden sich in seine Hände Rücktritt mit passiven
 
   Unterwerfung.
 
    
 
   “Nun, Herr Chadwick,” sagte er und ging in das Büro des Verwalters ein Tag
 
   oder zwei Jahre nach der Unterzeichnung der Petition als gedacht in der letzten
 
   Kapitel: “alles von Cox und Cummins heute morgen?” Herr Chadwick
 
   übergab ihm einen Brief, die er las, streichelte die eng gaitered Kalb
 
   von seinem rechten Bein, als er so tat. Herren Cox und Cummins sagte bloß
 
   dass sie noch keine Notiz von ihren Gegnern empfangen;
 
   dass sie empfehlen keine vorbereitenden Schritte, aber das sollte jeder
 
   ausgehend von den wirklich bedesmen genommen werden, wäre es zweckmäßig,
 
   beraten, dass sehr bedeutende Königin Counsel, Sir Abraham Haphazard.
 
    
 
   “Ich stimme mit ihnen”, sagte Dr. Grantly, Rückfaltung den Brief.
 
   “Ich stimme mit ihnen vollkommen Haphazard ist ohne Zweifel der beste Mann;. Ein
 
   gründliche Kirchenmann, ein Sound-konservativ, und das in jeder Hinsicht
 
   beste Mann, den wir bekommen konnte; - er ist im Haus, auch das ist ein großer
 
   Sache. “
 
    
 
   Herr Chadwick ganz einig.
 
    
 
   “Sie erinnern sich, wie er ganz unten setzen, dass Schurken Horseman über
 
   der Bischof von Beverley Einkommen; wie vollständig er setzte sie alle treiben
 
   in des Grafen Fall. “Seit die Frage der Heilig-Kreuz-Debatte gestanden
 
   von der Öffentlichkeit hatte ein edler Herr geworden “der Graf”, _par excellence_,
 
   in der Arzt-Schätzung. “Wie er zum Schweigen gebracht, dass die Mitarbeiter am
 
   Rochester. Natürlich müssen wir Haphazard, und ich sag dir was,
 
   Herr Chadwick, müssen wir darauf achten, dass in der Zeit, oder die andere Partei
 
   zuvorzukommen uns. “
 
    
 
   Mit all seiner Bewunderung für Sir Abraham, schien der Arzt zu denken
 
   es ist nicht unmöglich, dass dieses großen Mannes induziert werden könnte zu leihen sein
 
   gigantische Kräfte auf die Seite der Feinde der Kirche.
 
    
 
   Nach ständiger diesen Punkt zu seiner Zufriedenheit, trat der Arzt nach unten
 
   ins Krankenhaus, um zu lernen, wie die Dinge waren dort vor sich geht, und da er
 
   ging über den geheiligten nah, und blickte zu den Raben, die
 
   krächzte mit einer besonderen Verehrung wie er seinen Weg bahnten, dachte er mit
 
   erhöhte Schärfe von denen, deren Gottlosigkeit wage zu stören die
 
   stattliche Gnade Kathedrale Institutionen.
 
    
 
   Und wer hat nicht das gleiche Gefühl? Wir glauben, dass Herr Reiter selbst
 
   würde nachgeben, und der Geist von Sir Benjamin Hall nachgeben, das waren
 
   großen Reformatoren, um sich bei Mondschein spazieren rund um die
 
   Türme von einigen unserer alten Kirchen. Wer hätte nicht das Gefühl, Nächstenliebe
 
   für ein Domherr beim Gehen die ruhige Länge dieser langen Gang an
 
   Winchester und sich auf die anständige Häuser, dass trim Rasenplatz und
 
   Gefühl, als ein Muss, die feierliche, ordentlich Komfort der Stelle! Welche
 
   könnte auf eine harte Dekan beim Wandern rund um den süßen Abschluss des
 
   Hereford und besitzen, dass in diesem Bezirk, Ton und Farbe, Design
 
   und Form, feierliche Turm und ereignisreiche Fenster sind alle im Chor, und alle
 
   perfekt! Wer könnte das liegen sonnen sich in den Kreuzgängen der Salisbury, und
 
   Blick auf die Bibliothek und Jewel diesem unvergleichlichen Turm, ohne das Gefühl
 
   dass die Bischöfe sollten manchmal reich sein!
 
    
 
   Der Ton unserer archdeacon Geist darf nicht erstaunen uns, es war
 
   das Wachstum von Jahrhunderten der Kirche Aufstieg, und obwohl einige Pilze
 
   Jetzt entstellen den Baum, obwohl es viel Totholz sein, wie viel
 
   gute Früchte haben wir nicht dankbar sein? Wer, ohne Reue, kann
 
   einrennen die toten Ästen einer alten Eiche, jetzt nutzlos, aber, ach!
 
   noch so schön, oder ziehen Sie sich die Fragmente des alten Wald,
 
   ohne das Gefühl, dass sie die jüngeren Pflanzen geschützt, zu denen sie
 
   werden nun aufgefordert, um so in einem Ton, so gebieterisch und so hart zu geben?
 
    
 
   Der Archidiakon, mit all seinen Tugenden, war kein Mann der zarten
 
   Gefühl, und nachdem er seinen morgendlichen Begrüßungen in der Wächter-
 
   Salon, hat er keine Bedenken, einen Angriff auf “pestilent” beginnen
 
   John Bold in Anwesenheit von Miss Harding, obwohl er vermutete zu Recht
 
   dass diese Dame war nicht gleichgültig gegenüber den Namen seines Feindes.
 
    
 
   “Nelly, mein Lieber, hol mir meine Brille aus dem Hinterzimmer”, sagte ihr
 
   Vater, darauf bedacht, sowohl ihr errötet und ihre Gefühle zu speichern.
 
    
 
   Eleanor brachte die Brille, während ihr Vater habe versucht, in
 
   mehrdeutige Sätze, zu ihr zu-praktischen Bruder-in-law zu erklären, dass
 
   es könnte genauso gut sein, nichts über Bold vor ihr zu sagen, und
 
   dann zurückgezogen. Nichts hatte sich mit ihr über Bold und erläutert worden
 
   Krankenhaus, aber, mit einer Frau, die Instinkt sie wusste, dass die Dinge liefen
 
   falsch.
 
    
 
   “Wir müssen bald etwas tun,” begann der Archidiakon, wischte
 
   Brauen mit einem großen, bunten Taschentuch, denn er hatte gefühlt
 
   beschäftigt hatte und ging schnell, und es war ein broiling Sommertag. “Von
 
   Natürlich haben Sie von der Petition gehört? “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding gehört, etwas widerwillig, dass er davon gehört.
 
    
 
   “Nun” - die archdeacon sah für einige Meinungsäußerungen, aber
 
   keine kommen, fuhr er fort, - “Wir müssen etwas tun, wissen Sie, wir
 
   dürfen nicht zulassen, dass diese Menschen den Boden unter uns geschnitten, während wir
 
   sitzen auf der Suche. “Der Archidiakon, der ein Mann der Praxis war, erlaubt
 
   sich die Verwendung von alltäglichen expressive Formen der Rede, als unter seinen
 
   engsten Vertrauten, obwohl niemand in eine kompliziertere steigen
 
   Labyrinth von raffiniertem Phraseologie, wenn die Kirche das Thema war, und
 
   seinem unteren Brüder waren seine Zuhörer.
 
    
 
   Der Direktor sah immer noch stumm in sein Gesicht, so dass die geringste
 
   möglich Durchgängen mit einer imaginären Geige Bogen, und stoppen, als er
 
   tat so, verschiedene imaginären Saiten mit den Fingern der anderen Hand.
 
   ‘Twas sein ständiger Trost in Gesprächssituationen Probleme. Während
 
   diese ärgerte ihn schmerzlich, würden die Pässe kurz und langsam, und die
 
   Oberhand hätte nicht gesehen, um zu arbeiten, ja, die Saiten auf dem es
 
   betrieben würde manchmal liegen verborgen in der Musiker Tasche und
 
   das Instrument, auf dem er gespielt würde unter seinem Stuhl sein, - aber wie
 
   sein Geist erwärmt, um das Thema, - als seine vertrauensvolle Herz schauen, um
 
   der Boden das, was geärgert ihn sehen würde seiner klaren Ausweg - er
 
   würde zu einer höheren Melodie steigen, kehren die unsichtbaren Saiten mit einem kühner
 
   Hand und schnell Fingersatz die Kabel von seinem Hals, entlang seiner
 
   Weste und wieder auf seine ganz Ohr, erstellen Sie eine ekstatische Stamm
 
   perfekte Musik, hörbar zu sich selbst und St Cecilia, und nicht ohne
 
   Wirkung.
 
    
 
   “Ich stimme mit Cox und Cummins,” fuhr der Archidiakon.
 
   “Sie sagen, wir müssen zu sichern Sir Abraham Haphazard. Werde ich nicht haben
 
   die geringste Angst beim Verlassen der Fall in Sir Abraham in die Hände. “
 
    
 
   Der Wärter spielte die langsamste und traurigste Melodien. Es war aber ein
 
   Klagelied auf einer Saite.
 
    
 
   “Ich denke, Sir Abraham wird nicht mehr lange in der Vermietung Meister Bold wissen, was
 
   er geht. Ich glaube ich höre Sir Abraham Querschnitt seiner Befragung am
 
   Allgemeinen Vorwände. “
 
    
 
   Der Aufseher Gedanken seines Einkommens ist somit diskutiert, sein bescheidenes
 
   Leben, seine täglichen Gewohnheiten und seine leichte Arbeit, und nichts von den ausgegebenen
 
   dass einzelne Kabel, aber eine niedrige Jammern der Trauer. “Ich nehme an, sie haben geschickt
 
   Diese Petition hinauf zu meinem Vater “Der Aufseher nicht wissen;. stellte er sich vor
 
   sie würden so tun dies noch heute.
 
    
 
   “Was ich nicht verstehen kann, ist, wie Sie lassen sie es tun, mit einem solchen
 
   befehlen, wie Sie an der Stelle haben, oder sollte mit einem solchen Mann, wie haben
 
   Bunce. Ich kann nicht verstehen, warum lassen Sie sie es tun. “
 
    
 
   “Was denn?” fragte der Aufseher.
 
    
 
   “Warum dieser Kerl Bold zu hören, und dass andere niedrig pettifogger,
 
   Finney; - und Sie erhalten bis diese Petition zu. Warum hast du nicht sagen, Bunce zu
 
   zerstören die Petition? “
 
    
 
   “Das wäre kaum klug”, sagte der Aufseher.
 
    
 
   “Wise; - ja, es wäre sehr klug, wenn sie es getan hatte unter
 
   sich. Ich muss gehen bis in den Palast und beantworten es jetzt, nehme ich an.
 
   Es ist eine sehr kurze Antwort, die sie bekommen, kann ich Ihnen sagen. “
 
    
 
   “Aber warum sollten sie nicht Petition, Herr Doktor?”
 
    
 
   “Warum sollten sie nicht!” antwortete der Archidiakon, in einem lauten ehernen
 
   Stimme, als ob alle Männer im Krankenhaus wurden erwartet, um ihn zu hören
 
   durch die Wände;? “warum sollten sie nicht Ich lasse sie wissen, warum sie
 
   sollte nicht, durch die bye, Aufseher, würde Ich mag ein paar Worte, um sie alle sagen
 
   zusammen. “
 
    
 
   Der Aufseher Geist misgave ihn und sogar für einen Moment vergaß er
 
   spielen. Er keineswegs wollte seinem Sohn-in-law seinen Platz delegieren
 
   und die Autorität der Wärter, er hatte ausdrücklich bestimmt nicht zu stören
 
   in jedem Schritt, den die Männer wollen in der Sache nehmen könnte unter
 
   Streit, er war sehr besorgt um sie weder anklagen noch verteidigen
 
   selber. All diese Dinge, die er kannte die archdeacon würde in seinem tun
 
   Namen, und zwar nicht in der mildesten Weise, und doch wusste er nicht, wie man
 
   verweigern die Genehmigung beantragt.
 
    
 
   “Ich würde so viel früher bleiben in der Sache ruhig,” sagte er, in ein
 
   apologetischen Stimme.
 
    
 
   “Ruhe!” sagte der Archidiakon, immer noch mit seinem ehernen Trompete;
 
   “Sie wollen in Ruhe ruiniert werden?”
 
    
 
   “Warum., Wenn ich ruiniert, sicherlich bin”
 
    
 
   “Unsinn, Wärter, ich sage Ihnen etwas getan werden muss, - wir müssen handeln;
 
   lassen Sie mich einfach klingeln, und senden Sie den Männern Wort, das ich sprechen werde
 
   sie in dem Quad. “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding wusste nicht, wie man widerstehen, und die unangenehmen Auftrag war
 
   gegeben. Das Quad, da sie vertraulich genannt wurde, war ein kleines Viereck,
 
   öffnen auf einer Seite des Flusses, und ist umgeben von den anderen durch die
 
   hohe Mauer von Herrn Harding Garten, von einem Giebel Herr Harding
 
   Haus, und am Ende der Reihe von Gebäuden, die gebildete
 
   Residenzen der bedesmen. Es war rundum markiert, und das Zentrum
 
   wurde gesteinigt, kleine Stein Dachrinnen lief aus den vier Ecken des
 
   Quadrat zu einem Gitter in der Mitte und an dem Ende von Herrn
 
   Harding Haus war eine Leitung mit vier Hähne über von der überdachten
 
   Wetter, bei dem die alten Männer bekamen ihre Wasser, und ganz allgemein
 
   führten ihre Morgentoilette. Es war ein ruhiger, düsterer Ort, im Schatten
 
   Übernahme durch die Bäume des Wärters Garten. Auf der Seite zum
 
   Fluss, dort stand eine Reihe von steinernen Sitze, auf denen die alten Männer würden
 
   sitzen und an der kleinen Fische bestaunen, wie sie von huschte in der laufenden
 
   Stream. Auf der anderen Seite des Flusses war ein reicher, grüne Wiese,
 
   läuft bis Eintritt in die Dekanats, und so wenig, um die offenen
 
   öffentlichen wie der Garten des Dekans sich. Nichts könnte daher sein
 
   mehr private als der Quad des Krankenhauses, und es war dort, dass die
 
   archdeacon entschlossen, sie zu vermitteln sein Sinn für ihre feuerfesten
 
   Verfahren.
 
    
 
   Der Diener bald in Wort gebracht, dass die Männer in die versammelt waren
 
   Quad und der Archidiakon, große mit seinem Zweck, stieg um ihnen zu begegnen.
 
    
 
   “Nun, Warden, natürlich, dass Sie kommen”, sagte er, zu sehen, dass Herr
 
   Harding nicht vorbereitet, ihm zu folgen.
 
    
 
   “Ich wünschte, du würdest mich entschuldigen”, sagte Harding.
 
    
 
   “Um Himmels willen, lassen Sie sich nicht uns Teilung im Lager”, antwortete
 
   die archdeacon: “lassen Sie uns einen langen Zug und eine starke Anziehungskraft, sondern vor
 
   alle ein einem Strang ziehen, kommen, warden, kommen, haben Sie keine Angst vor Ihrem
 
   Pflicht. “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding hatte Angst, er hatte Angst, er werde geführt, um das zu tun
 
   das war nicht seine Aufgabe, er war jedoch nicht stark genug, um zu widerstehen,
 
   so stand er auf und folgte seinem Sohn-in-law.
 
    
 
   Die alten Männer wurden in Gruppen in das Viereck zusammengebaut - elf von ihnen
 
   zumindest für arme alte Johnny Bell war bettlägerig und konnte nicht kommen;
 
   er hatte jedoch seinen Stempel auf die Petition, wie man von Handy die
 
   frühesten Anhänger. Es ist wahr, er könne nicht aus dem Bett bewegen, wo
 
   er lag; ‘tis wahr, dass er keinen Freund auf Erden hatte, aber diejenigen, die der
 
   Krankenhaus enthalten sind, und von denen der Direktor und seine Tochter waren
 
   die konstant und am meisten geschätzt; ‘tis wahr, dass alles war
 
   verabreicht, um ihm die seiner schwindenden Körper erfordern könnte, oder was seine
 
   schwachen Appetit genießen konnte, aber immer noch seine dumpfe Auge hatte für ein glänzte
 
   Moment bei der Vorstellung des Besitzes hundert Pfund im Jahr “, seine eigene
 
   Wange “, wie Abel Handlich hatte es eloquent ausgedrückt, und der arme alte Johnny
 
   Glocke hatte gierig seinen Stempel auf die Petition.
 
    
 
   Wenn die beiden Geistlichen erschienen, sie alle aufgedeckt ihren Köpfen.
 
   Praktisch war langsam, es zu tun, und zögerte, aber der schwarze Mantel und
 
   Weste von denen er so respektlos in Skulpit im Zimmer gesprochen,
 
   hatte seine Wirkung auch auf ihn, und auch er zog den Hut. Bunce,
 
   Förderung vor den anderen, verbeugte sich demütig dem Archidiakon und mit
 
   liebevolle Verehrung äußerte den Wunsch, dass die Aufseher und Miss
 
   Eleanor waren ganz gut “, und der Arzt Dame”, fügte er hinzu, sich
 
   zum Archidiakon, “und die Kinder bei Plumstead, und mein Herr,” und
 
   nachdem seine Rede hielt, auch er zog sich unter den anderen, und nahm
 
   seinen Platz mit dem Rest auf den steinernen Bänken.
 
    
 
   Wie der Archidiakon stand bis zu seiner Rede zu machen, in der Mitte zu errichten
 
   dass wenig Platz, sah er aus wie einer kirchlichen Statue platziert
 
   es, als passende Identitätswechsel der Kirche militanten hier auf
 
   Erde, seine Schaufel Hut, groß, neu und gut ausgeprägt, ein Kirchenmann die
 
   Hut in jedem Zentimeter, erklärte der Beruf so deutlich wie auch die
 
   Quaker breiter Krempe, seine buschigen Augenbrauen, große offene Augen und voller
 
   Mund und Kinn drückte die Solidität seiner Bestellung, die breite Brust,
 
   reichlich mit feinen Tuch bedeckt, erzählte, wie gut zu tun war seine Liegenschaften; ein
 
   Hand in seiner Tasche eingenistet, die praktische halten, die unsere bekundete
 
   Mutter Kirche hält an ihrem zeitlichen Besitz, und die andere, lose
 
   Handlungsbedarf, war bereit zu kämpfen, wenn sie in ihrer Verteidigung werden müssen; und unten
 
   Davon zeigt die decorous Reithose, schwarze Gamaschen und ordentlich so
 
   bewundernswert, dass gut gedrehten Bein, betokened den Anstand, die nach außen
 
   Schönheit und Anmut der Errichtung unserer Kirche.
 
    
 
   “Nun, meine Herren”, begann er, wenn er selbst auch in seiner beigelegt
 
   Position: “Ich möchte noch ein paar Worte zu sagen. Ihre gute Freundin, die
 
   Aufseher hier, und ich, und mein Herr, der Bischof, in deren Namen ich
 
   möchte mit Ihnen sprechen, würde alles sehr leid, sehr leid Tat
 
   dass Sie gerade haben keine Rüge. Jede nur Boden
 
   von Beschwerden Ihrerseits würde auf einmal durch die Aufseher entfernt werden, oder
 
   durch seine Lordschaft, oder von mir in seinem Auftrag, ohne die Notwendigkeit von
 
   jede Petition auf Ihrer Seite. “Hier der Redner hielt einen Moment inne,
 
   erwarten, dass einige kleine Murmeln des Beifalls würde zeigen, dass
 
   das schwächste der Männer begannen zu weichen, aber nicht so
 
   Gemurmel kam. Bunce, sich selbst saß mit geschlossenen Lippen, Stummschaltung und
 
   unbefriedigend. “Ohne die Notwendigkeit einer Petition überhaupt”, sagte er
 
   wiederholt. “Mir wurde gesagt, Sie haben eine Petition zu meinem Herrn gerichtet.” Er
 
   Pause auf eine Antwort von den Männern, und nach einer Weile, gerupft Handlich up
 
   Mut und sagte: “Ja, wir auch.”
 
    
 
   “Sie haben eine Petition an meinem Herrn angesprochen, in denen, wie ich informiert bin,
 
   Sie äußern die Meinung, dass Sie nicht von Hiram Nachlass erhalten alle
 
   das ist Ihre fällig. “Hier sind die meisten der Männer äußerten ihre Zustimmung.” Jetzt
 
   was ist das man mehr verlangen? Was willst du denn, dass Sie bekam hav’n’t
 
   hier? Was ist das - “
 
    
 
   “Hundert pro Jahr”, murmelte alt Moody mit einer Stimme, als ob es herauskam
 
   des Bodens.
 
    
 
   “Ein hundert pro Jahr!” rief der Archidiakon militant, trotzt der
 
   Frechheit dieser Kläger mit einer Hand ausgestreckt und geschlossen,
 
   während er mit der anderen fest ergriffen und gesichert in seinem
 
   Hosentasche, ist das Symbol des kirchlichen Reichtums, seine eigene
 
   lose Halbkronen nicht untreffend vertreten. “Ein hundert pro Jahr!
 
   Warum, meine Männer, müssen Sie verrückt sein, und Sie reden über John Hiram Willen!
 
   Als John Hiram baute ein Krankenhaus für abgenutzte alte Männer, abgenutzte alte
 
   arbeitenden Männer, gebrechliche Greise Vergangenheit ihre Arbeit, Krüppel, Blinde,
 
   bettlägerig, und so mögen, denken Sie, er wollte Herren machen
 
   sie? Glaubst du, John Hiram soll ein hundert geben ein Jahr, um
 
   alte alleinstehende Männer, die vielleicht zwei Schillinge oder eine halbe Krone pro Tag verdient
 
   für sich und ihre Familien in den besten ihrer Zeit? Nein, meine Herren,
 
   Ich werde Ihnen sagen, was John Hiram bedeutete: er meinte, dass zwölf arme alte
 
   abgenutzte Arbeiter, Männer, die nicht mehr unterstützen könnte selbst, die
 
   hatte keine Freunde, sie zu unterstützen, die hungern und sterben muss kläglich
 
   wenn nicht durch die Hand der Nächstenliebe geschützt; - er meinte, dass zwölf solcher
 
   Männer wie diese sollten hier in ihrer Armut und Elend zu kommen,
 
   und innerhalb dieser Mauern Schutz und Nahrung finden, bevor ihr Tod, und eine
 
   wenig Freizeit, um ihren Frieden mit Gott zu machen. Das war das, was John Hiram
 
   gemeint ist: Sie haben nicht gelesen John Hiram Willen, und ich bezweifle, ob die
 
   böse Menschen, die Beratung sind Sie getan haben. Ich habe, ich weiß, was seine
 
   Wille war, und ich sage Ihnen, dass dies sein Wille war, und dass das seine war
 
   Absicht. “
 
    
 
   Kein Laut kam aus den elf bedesmen, als sie hören saß
 
   Was nach dem Archidiakon war ihre beabsichtigten Anwesen. Sie
 
   grimmig starrte auf seine stämmige Figur, aber nicht so ausdrücken, durch Wort
 
   oder Zeichen, die Wut und Ekel auf die sich diese Sprache war sicher sein, geben
 
   steigen.
 
    
 
   “Jetzt lassen Sie mich fragen,” fuhr er fort: “Sie denken, Sie sind schlechter dran
 
   als John Hiram soll Sie machen? Haben Sie nicht schützen, und Essen,
 
   und Freizeit? Haben Sie nicht viel mehr? Haben Sie nicht jede Nachsicht
 
   dem Sie in der Lage sind zu genießen? Haben Sie nicht zweimal besseres Essen,
 
   zweimal ein besseres Bett, zehnmal mehr Geld in der Tasche, als Sie waren
 
   immer in der Lage, für sich selbst zu verdienen, bevor Sie Glück genug, um es
 
   an diesen Ort? Und jetzt senden Sie eine Petition an den Bischof zu fragen
 
   für hundert Pfund pro Jahr! Ich sage Ihnen was, meine Freunde, du bist
 
   getäuscht, und Narren von den bösen Männer, die für ihre schauspielerischen werden
 
   eigenen Zwecke. Sie werden nie hundert Pence pro Jahr mehr als das, was
 
   Sie haben jetzt: es ist sehr möglich, dass Sie weniger zu bekommen, es ist sehr
 
   möglich, dass mein Herr, der Bischof, und Ihre warden kann Änderungen vornehmen - “
 
    
 
   “Nein, nein, nein”, unterbrach Herr Harding, die mit zugehört hatte
 
   unbeschreibliche Elend der Tirade von seinem Sohn-in-law, “nein, meine Freunde.
 
   Ich will keine Änderungen, - zumindest keine Änderungen, die Sie schlechter wird
 
   als du jetzt bist, solange du und ich zusammen leben. “
 
    
 
   “Gott segne Sie, Herr Harding”, sagte Bunce und “Gott segne dich, Herr
 
   Harding, Gott segne dich, mein Herr: Wir wissen, Sie war immer unser Freund “, war
 
   rief nach genug von den Männern, um es den Anschein, dass sich die Stimmung
 
   war allgemein.
 
    
 
   Der Archidiakon hatte in seiner Rede unterbrochen wurde, bevor er recht hatte
 
   fertig ist, aber er fühlte, dass er nicht mit Würde wieder aufzunehmen
 
   Nach dieser kleinen Wallung, und er führte den Weg zurück in den Garten,
 
   gefolgt von seinem Vater-in-law.
 
    
 
   “Nun”, sagte er, sobald er selbst fand in der kühlen Rückzugsort
 
   der Aufseher den Garten, “ich glaube, ich sprach mit ihnen klar.” Und er
 
   wischte sich den Schweiß von der Stirn, denn eine Rede unter ein
 
   Braten Mittagssonne im Sommer, in einem vollen Anzug von dicken schwarzen Tuch,
 
   Arbeit ist warm.
 
    
 
   “Ja, du klar genug waren”, antwortete der Aufseher, in einem Ton, der tat
 
   nicht ausdrücken Approbation.
 
    
 
   “Und das ist alles”, sagte der andere, der offensichtlich gut war
 
   zufrieden mit sich selbst, “das ist alles: mit diesen Art von Menschen
 
   muss klar sein, oder wird man nicht verstanden werden. Nun, ich glaube, sie
 
   hat mir zu verstehen, - ich glaube, sie wusste, was ich meinte. “
 
    
 
   Der Aufseher vereinbart. Er sicherlich dachten, sie hätten die verstanden
 
   voll, was ihnen gesagt wurde.
 
    
 
   “Sie wissen sehr gut, was sie von uns erwarten haben, sie wissen, wie
 
   wir treffen keine feuerfesten Geist ihrerseits, sie wissen, dass wir
 
   haben keine Angst vor ihnen. Und jetzt werde ich nur in Chadwick Schritt und
 
   ihm sagen, was ich getan habe, und dann gehe ich bis zum Palast, und beantworten
 
   diese Petition von ihnen. “
 
    
 
   Die Chefin der Geist war sehr voll, - voll fast Überladung selbst;
 
   und hatte es getan, - hatte er ließ sich die Gedanken sprechen
 
   die wurden in ihm arbeiten, würde er in der Tat die erstaunt gewesen
 
   Archidiakon von der Verwerfung, er würde als die zum Ausdruck gebracht haben
 
   Verfahren, von denen er nicht gewillt war so ein Zeuge. Aber verschiedene
 
   Gefühle hielt ihn still, er war noch Angst vor der sich von seiner
 
   Sohn-in-law, - er war besorgt über die Maßen, auch nur einen Schein zu vermeiden
 
   der Bruch mit einer seiner Ordnung und war schmerzlich Angst mit
 
   zu einem offenen Streit mit einer Person zu einem Thema kommen. Sein Leben
 
   hatte bisher so ruhig, so frei von Streit, seine wenig zu früh
 
   Probleme hatte nichts als passive Kraft erforderlich, seine anschließende
 
   Wohlstand noch nie auf ihm alle aktiven Sorgen gezwungen, - noch nie
 
   brachte ihn in Kontakt mit jemandem unangenehm. Er spürte, dass
 
   er würde fast alles - viel mehr, als er wusste, er sollte
 
   tun, - um sich vor dem Sturm, den er fürchtete kam zu entlasten.
 
   Es war so schwer, dass die angenehmen Wasser seines kleinen Bach sollte
 
   gestört und durch raue Hände getrübt; dass seine ruhigen Wegen sollte
 
   machte ein Schlachtfeld; dass die unauffällige Ecke der Welt, hatte
 
   wurde ihm zugeteilt, wie von Providence, sollte überfallen werden und
 
   entweiht, und alle in ihr unglücklich gemacht und unsolide.
 
    
 
   Geld hatte er keines zu geben; das Talent setzen guineas zusammen
 
   war ihm noch nie gehörte, aber wie bereitwillig, mit dem, was ein törichter
 
   Leichtigkeit, mit welcher Bereitwilligkeit glücklich, würde er die Hälfte aufgegeben haben
 
   seines Einkommens für alle Zeit zu kommen, hätte er von so tun leise
 
   zerstreut die Wolken, die über ihn sammelten, - er konnte somit
 
   beeinträchtigt die Angelegenheit zwischen dem Reformer und dem konservativen,
 
   zwischen seinen möglichen Sohn-in-law, Bold und seine positive Sohn-in-law,
 
   der Archidiakon.
 
    
 
   Und dieser Kompromiss würde nicht von einem aufsichtsrechtlichen gemacht worden
 
   Motiv des Sparens, was noch bleiben, denn Herr Harding fühlte sich immer noch
 
   wenig Zweifel, aber er sollte für das Leben in ruhigen Besitz der linken Seite
 
   gute Dinge, die er hatte, wenn er sie behalten wollte. Nein, er hätte
 
   so von der schieren Liebe ruhig, und von einem Schrecken gemacht getan
 
   Gegenstand der öffentlichen Diskussion. Er hatte sehr oft erbarmte -. Zum
 
   dass nach innen Weinen des Herzens für andere “Leiden, aber keiner hatte er
 
   immer bemitleidet mehr als diesen alten Herrn, dessen geradezu sagenhafte Reichtum,
 
   gezeichnet von seiner Kirche Vorteigen, hatte sich das Thema so viel
 
   Schmach, von solchen öffentlichen Verachtung; dass elenden klerikalen Achtzigjährigen
 
   Krösus, wen würden die Menschen nicht erlauben, in Frieden zu sterben, - den alle Welt
 
   vereint zu beklagen und zu verabscheuen.
 
    
 
   War er ein solches Schicksal erleiden? War seine bescheidenen Namen in hantiert werden
 
   Männer Münder, als gormandiser der Ressourcen der Armen, als
 
   von einem, der von der Liebe des anderen Zeitaltern Reichtum geklaut hatte die
 
   beabsichtigt war, die alte und die Schwachen zu lindern? War er zu sein
 
   gibbeted in der Presse, um ein Synonym für Unterdrückung geworden, der nicht genannt werden
 
   als ein Beispiel für die Gier der englischen Kirche? Sollte es jemals
 
   gesagt werden, dass er die alten Männer, die er so wirklich und so beraubt
 
   zärtlich in seinem Herzen geliebt zu werden? Als er langsam ging, eine Stunde nach
 
   Stunde unter diesen edlen Linden, drehen diese traurigen Gedanken in
 
   ihm wurde er aber alle fest in seine Entschlossenheit, dass einige große Schritt muss
 
   getroffen werden, um ihn vor der Gefahr einer so schrecklichen Schicksal zu entlasten.
 
    
 
   In der Zwischenzeit die Archidiakon, mit zufriedenen Geist und unruffled
 
   Geist, ging über sein Geschäft. Er sagte, ein oder zwei Worte an Herrn
 
   Chadwick, und dann festzustellen, wie er erwartet hatte, lag die Petition in seiner
 
   Bibliothek des Vaters, schrieb er eine kurze Antwort auf die Männer, in der er sagte
 
   ihnen, dass sie hatten keine Übel zu beseitigen, sondern große Barmherzigkeit für
 
   die dankbar zu sein und gesehen zu haben der Bischof unterschreiben, bekam er in
 
   seine brougham und kehrte nach Hause zu Frau Grantly und Plumstead Episcopi.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Kapitel VI
 
    
 
   Die Chefin der Tee-Party
 
    
 
    
 
   Nach viel schmerzhafter zweifelnde, sich auf eine Sache nur konnte Herr Harding
 
   zu lösen. Er stellte fest, dass auf jeden Fall würde er keinen Anstoß zu nehmen, und
 
   dass er würde diese Frage keine Ursache des Streites entweder mit Bold
 
   oder mit den bedesmen. Zur Förderung dieser Resolution, er selbst
 
   schrieb eine Notiz an Herrn Bold, am selben Nachmittag, forderte ihn auf, ein Treffen
 
   paar Freunde und hören etwas Musik an einem Abend in der nächsten Woche benannt.
 
   Hatte nicht diese kleine Partei Eleanor versprochen worden, in seiner jetzigen
 
   Zustand des Geistes, er würde wahrscheinlich solche Fröhlichkeit vermieden werden können, aber die
 
   Versprechen gegeben worden war, waren die Einladungen geschrieben werden, und wenn
 
   Eleanor konsultiert ihrem Vater über das Thema, sie war nicht krank zufrieden
 
   ihn sagen zu hören: “Oh, ich wurde von Bold denken, so nahm ich sie in meine
 
   Kopf, um ihn selbst zu schreiben, aber man muss, um seine Schwester zu schreiben. “
 
    
 
   Mary Bold war älter als ihr Bruder, und zu der Zeit unserer Geschichte,
 
   war knapp über dreißig. Sie war nicht eine unattraktive junge Frau, obwohl
 
   keineswegs schön. Ihr großes Verdienst war die Güte ihrer
 
   Disposition. Sie war nicht sehr klug, noch sehr lebhaft, noch hatten sie
 
   offenbar die Energie ihres Bruders, aber sie wurde durch eine hohe geführt
 
   Grundsatz von Recht und Unrecht, ihr Temperament war süß, und ihre Fehler
 
   waren weniger zahlreich als ihre Tugenden. Wer zufällig traf Mary
 
   Bold dachte wenig von ihr, aber diejenigen, die sie gut kannte, liebte sie
 
   gut, und je länger sie wusste, dass ihr, je mehr sie liebte. Unter
 
   diejenigen, die schönsten ihrer waren, war Eleanor Harding, und obwohl Eleanor
 
   hatte nie offen zu ihr ihres Bruders sprach, verstanden sich die
 
   die Gefühle des anderen über ihn. Der Bruder und die Schwester saßen
 
   zusammen, wenn die beiden Noten gebracht wurden in.
 
    
 
   “Wie seltsam”, sagte Mary, “dass sie zwei Töne zu senden. Naja, wenn Herr
 
   Harding wird Mode, wird die Welt zu verändern. “
 
    
 
   Ihr Bruder verstand sofort die Natur und die Absicht des
 
   Friedens-Opfer, aber es war nicht so einfach für ihn, gut zu verhalten in die
 
   Egal, wie es für Herr Harding war. Es ist weniger schwierig für den
 
   Leidende, großzügig zu sein als für die Unterdrücker. John Bold fühlte, dass
 
   er konnte sich nicht an den Aufseher der Partei gehen: er nie geliebt Eleanor besser
 
   als er jetzt, er hatte noch nie so stark empfunden, wie besorgt er war
 
   um sie zu seiner Frau zu machen, wie jetzt, wenn so viele Hindernisse zu seinem Tun
 
   so erschien im Blick. Doch hier war ihr Vater selbst, wie es war,
 
   Wegräumen diese sehr Hindernisse und noch fühlte er, dass er nur konnte
 
   nicht auf das Haus gehen mehr als eine offene Freund.
 
    
 
   Da saß er denken diese Dinge mit dem Zettel in der Hand, seine
 
   Schwester wurde für seine Entscheidung warten.
 
    
 
   “Nun”, sagte sie, “Ich glaube, wir müssen getrennte Antworten schreiben, und beide
 
   sagen, wir sind sehr glücklich. “
 
    
 
   “Du wirst gehen, natürlich, Mary”, sagte er, auf die sie ohne weiteres zugestimmt.
 
   “Ich kann nicht”, fuhr er fort, mit ernster Miene und düster. “Ich wünschte, ich
 
   konnte, mit meinem ganzen Herzen. “
 
    
 
   “Und warum nicht, John?” sagte sie. Sie hatte noch nichts von dem gehört
 
   Missbrauch, der ihr Bruder über die Reform war neu gefundenen, - mindestens
 
   nichts, was es mit den Namen ihres Bruders verbunden.
 
    
 
   Er saß für eine Weile denken bestimmt bis er, dass es am besten wäre,
 
   zu ihr auf einmal sagen, was es war, dass er im Begriff war: es muss getan werden
 
   früher oder später.
 
    
 
   “Ich fürchte, ich kann nicht mit Herrn Harding Haus nicht mehr gehen als Freund, nur
 
   zu präsentieren. “
 
    
 
   “Oh, John! Warum nicht? Ach, hast du Streit mit Eleanor!”
 
    
 
   “Nein, wirklich nicht”, sagte er, “ich habe nicht mit ihr noch streiten.”
 
    
 
   “Was ist das, John?” sagte sie und sah ihn mit einem ängstlichen, lieben
 
   Gesicht, denn sie wußte auch, wie viel von seinem Herzen war es in diesem Haus
 
   dem er sagte, er könne nicht mehr geben.
 
    
 
   “Warum”, sagte er endlich: “Ich habe den Fall dieser zwölf genommen
 
   alte Männer von Hiram Krankenhaus, und natürlich bringt mich in
 
   Kontakt mit Herr Harding. Vielleicht habe ich ihm zu widersetzen, stören
 
   ihm - vielleicht verletzen ihn. “
 
    
 
   Mary sah ihn unverwandt an für einige Zeit, bevor sie begangen
 
   selbst zu antworten, und dann nur fragte ihn, was er tun soll
 
   für die alten Männer.
 
    
 
   “Warum, es ist eine lange Geschichte, und ich weiß nicht, dass ich Sie
 
   verstehen. John Hiram ein Testament gemacht, und verließ sein Eigentum in
 
   Nächstenliebe für bestimmte arme alte Männer, und die Erlöse, anstatt
 
   zum Nutzen dieser Männer, vor allem gehen in der Tasche der Aufseher
 
   und des Bischofs Steward. “
 
    
 
   “Und du meinst zu nehmen weg von Herr Harding seinen Anteil daran?”
 
    
 
   “Ich weiß nicht, was ich noch meine. Meine ich, darüber zu erkundigen. Ich will
 
   sehen, wer dieser Eigenschaft berechtigt. Ich meine, um zu sehen, wenn ich kann, dass
 
   Gerechtigkeit für die Armen der Stadt Barchester getan werden in der Regel, die
 
   sind, in der Tat, die Vermächtnisnehmer nach dem Willen. Ich meine, in kurzen, zu setzen
 
   die Sache richtig, wenn ich kann. “
 
    
 
   “Und warum sind Sie, dies zu tun, John?”
 
    
 
   “Sie könnten die gleiche Frage von jemand anderen fragen”, sagte er, “und
 
   nach, dass die Pflicht der Aufrichten diese armen Männer würden gehören zu
 
   niemand. Wenn wir auf diesen Grundsatz zu handeln sind, sind das schwache nie zu sein
 
   geschützt, ist die Ungerechtigkeit nie entgegengesetzt werden, und niemand ist zu kämpfen
 
   für die Armen! “Und Bold fing an, sich zu trösten in der Wärme seiner
 
   eigene Tugend.
 
    
 
   “Aber da ist niemand, der dies aber Sie tun, von denen bekannt ist Herr Harding so haben
 
   lange? Sicherlich, John, als Freund, als ein junger Freund, so viel jünger
 
   als Herr Harding - “
 
    
 
   “Das ist Frau Logik, alles vorbei, Mary. Was hat das Alter damit zu tun?
 
   Ein anderer Mann könnte darauf berufen, dass er zu alt war, und als seine Freundschaft,
 
   wenn die Sache selbst richtig sein sollten private Motive nie erlaubt werden
 
   zu stören. Weil ich schätze Herr Harding, ist das ein Grund, dass ich
 
   sollte eine Pflicht, verdanke ich dieser alten Männer vernachlässigen? oder soll ich
 
   bis ein Werk, mein Gewissen sagt mir, ist ein guter, weil ich bedauere
 
   der Verlust seiner Gesellschaft? “
 
    
 
   “Und Eleanor, John?” sagte die Schwester, sucht zaghaft in ihre
 
   Bruder ins Gesicht.
 
    
 
   “Eleanor, das ist Miss Harding, wenn sie für richtig hält, - das heißt, wenn
 
   ihr Vater - oder vielmehr, wenn sie - oder, ja, er, - wenn sie es
 
   notwendig - aber es gibt keine Notwendigkeit nun über Eleanor sprechen
 
   Harding, aber das werde ich sagen, dass, wenn sie hat die Art von Geist für
 
   was ich ihr Kredit zu geben, wird sie nicht verurteilen mich für das, was ich
 
   denken, um eine Pflicht zu sein. “Und Bold tröstete sich mit dem Trost
 
   von einem Roman.
 
    
 
   Mary saß eine Weile still, bis endlich ihr Bruder erinnerte sie
 
   dass die Noten müssen beantwortet werden, und sie stand auf und legte ihrem Schreibtisch
 
   vor ihr, nahm ihr Stift und Papier, schrieb darauf langsam:
 
    
 
    
 
                                 Pakenham VILLAS
 
                                 Dienstag Vormittag
 
      MEIN LIEBER ELEANOR,
 
    
 
   I -
 
    
 
    
 
   und dann angehalten, und sah ihren Bruder.
 
    
 
   “Nun, Mary, warum schreibst du nicht wahr?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, John,” sagte sie, “lieber John, beten denken besser dafür.”
 
    
 
   “Denken Sie besser, was?” sagte er.
 
    
 
   “Davon über das Krankenhaus, - all dies über Herr Harding, - von dem, was
 
   Sie sagen, über diese alte Männer. Nichts kann Sie auffordern, - keine Pflicht kann
 
   erforderlich, dass Sie sich gegen Ihre älteste, dein bester Freund gesetzt.
 
   Oh, John, von Eleanor denken. Du wirst ihr das Herz brechen, und Ihre eigenen. “
 
    
 
   “Unsinn, Mary; Fräulein Harding das Herz ist so sicher wie deine.”
 
    
 
   “Betet, betet, um meinetwillen, John, aufgeben. Du weißt, wie sehr Sie
 
   liebe sie. “Und sie kam und kniete sich vor ihm auf dem Teppich.” Pray
 
   aufgeben. Sie sind dabei, sich selbst zu machen, und sie und ihr Vater
 
   elend: Sie gehen, um uns alle unglücklich. Und für was? Für
 
   ein Traum von Gerechtigkeit. Sie werden es nie machen diese zwölf Männer glücklicher als
 
   sie jetzt sind. “
 
    
 
   “Sie verstehen es nicht, mein liebes Mädchen”, sagte er und strich ihr Haar
 
   mit seiner Hand.
 
    
 
   “Ich verstehe es, John Ich verstehe, dass dies eine Chimäre ist, -. Ein
 
   träumen, dass Sie haben. Ich weiß wohl, dass keine Pflicht können Sie verlangen
 
   tun dies verrückt - diese selbstmörderische Sache. Ich weiß, du liebst Eleanor Harding
 
   mit deinem ganzen Herzen, und ich sage dir jetzt, dass sie dich liebt als gut.
 
   Wenn es eine Ebene, eine positive Pflicht, bevor Sie, ich würde das letzte sein
 
   Zum Bieten Sie vernachlässigen es für jede Frau die Liebe, aber diese -; oh, ich glaube
 
   wieder, bevor Sie etwas tun, damit es notwendig, dass Sie und Herr
 
   Harding uneins zu sein. “Er antwortete nicht, als sie kniete
 
   gibt, stützte sich auf die Knie, sondern von seinem Gesicht, das sie dachte, dass er
 
   geneigt nachzugeben. “Auf jeden Fall lassen Sie mich sagen, dass Sie zu diesem gehen
 
   Partei. Jedenfalls nicht mit ihnen zu brechen, während Ihr Geist ist in
 
   zweifeln. “Und sie stand auf, in der Hoffnung, ihre Notiz in der Art und Weise schließen sie
 
   gewünscht.
 
    
 
   “Mein Verstand ist nicht in Zweifel”, sagte er endlich, Tendenz steigend. “Ich könnte nie
 
   respektieren mich wieder wollte ich so jetzt geben, weil Eleanor Harding
 
   ist schön. Ich liebe sie: Ich würde eine Hand zu geben, um ihr zu sagen, hören
 
   Sie mir, was Sie gesagt haben, weil sie mit ihrem Namen, aber ich kann nicht für sie
 
   willen zurück aus der Aufgabe, die ich begonnen haben. Ich hoffe, sie kann
 
   Jenseits anerkennen und respektieren meine Beweggründe, aber ich kann jetzt nicht so gehen
 
   ein Gast das Haus ihres Vaters. “Und die Barchester Brutus ging
 
   zu seiner eigenen Auflösung von Meditationen über seine eigene Tugend zu stärken.
 
    
 
   Schlechte Mary Bold setzte sich, und leider beendete ihr beachten, sagen, dass sie
 
   würde sich die Partei zu besuchen, aber dass ihr Bruder war unvermeidlich
 
   daran gehindert. Ich fürchte, dass sie nicht zu bewundern, wie sie sollte
 
   getan haben, die Aufopferung seines singulären Tugend.
 
    
 
   Die Partei ging als solche Parteien zu tun. Es waren dicke, alte Damen, in
 
   feine Seidenkleider und schlanke junge Damen, in hauchdünnen Musselin Kleider, alte
 
   Herren stand mit dem Rücken zu dem leeren Kamin, suchen
 
   keineswegs so komfortabel wie sie in ihrem eigenen gemacht hätte
 
   Sessel zu Hause, und junge Herren, ziemlich steif um den Hals,
 
   Cluster in der Nähe der Tür, noch nicht ausreichend in Mut zum Angriff
 
   die Musselin Kleider, die den Kampf wartete, bis in einer halbkreisförmigen gezogen
 
   Array. Der Aufseher bemüht, um eine Ladung induziert, scheiterte aber
 
   signally, nicht mit dem Takt einer allgemeinen, seine Tochter tat, was sie
 
   konnte, um die Truppen unter ihrem Kommando, die in erfrischender nahm trösten
 
   Rationen von Kuchen und Tee und wartete geduldig für das kommende
 
   Engagement: aber sie selbst, Eleanor, hatte keinen Geist für die Arbeit, die
 
   nur Feind, dessen Lanze sie gepflegt zu begegnen war nicht da, und sie
 
   und andere waren etwas dumpf.
 
    
 
   Lauter über alle Stimmen zu hören war die klare sonoren Töne der
 
   Archidiakon als er Bruder Pfarrer der Gefahr des dilatierten
 
   Kirche der Angst Gerüchte mad Reformen auch in Oxford, und der
 
   die verderbliche Sekten von Dr. Whiston.
 
    
 
   Bald jedoch begann süßer Töne zaghaft sich machen
 
   hörbar. Kleine Bewegungen wurden in einem Viertel zeichnet sich durch runde gemacht
 
   Stühle und Notenständer. Wachskerzen wurden in Wandlampen angeordnet, große
 
   Bücher wurden aus verborgenen Winkeln gebracht, und die Arbeit des Abends
 
   begonnen.
 
    
 
   Wie oft wurden diese Stifte verbogen und verdreht wieder vor unser Freund
 
   fand, dass er sie verdreht genug, wie viele disharmonisch Schürfwunden
 
   versprach der kommenden Harmonie. Wie viel die Musselin flatterte
 
   und bevor Eleanor zerknittert und andere Nymphe wurden ordnungsgemäß an die sitzt
 
   Klavier; wie eng war, dass hoch Apollo packen sich gegen die Wand,
 
   mit seiner Flöte, solange selbst, die sich über die Köpfe seiner hohen
 
   ziemlich Nachbarn in, wie klein eine Ecke schlich, dass runde und atemberaubend
 
   wenig kleinere Kanon, und es mit Geschick erstaunlich fand Zimmer zu stimmen
 
   seine Geige gewöhnt!
 
    
 
   Und jetzt der Absturz beginnt: weg sie in vollem Gange der Harmonie gehen
 
   zusammen, - bergauf und bergab, - jetzt lauter und lauter, dann
 
   tiefer und tiefer, jetzt laut, als ob Rühren den Kampf, dann niedrig,
 
   als ob Trauer die Erschlagenen. In allen, durch alle und vor allem
 
   zu hören ist das Violoncello. Ah, nicht umsonst waren die Heringe so
 
   verdreht und re-twisted; - zuhören, zuhören! Nun denn, dass traurigsten
 
   von Instrumenten erzählt seine berührende Geschichte. Stille und in Ehrfurcht stehen
 
   Geige, Flöte und Klavier, um die Sorgen ihrer Klagen hören
 
   Bruder. Das ist doch nur für einen Moment: Vor der Melancholie jener niedrig
 
   Notizen wurde vollständig realisiert, kommt wieder die volle Kraft aller
 
   Band; - nach unten gehen die Pedale, weg hetzen zwanzig Finger Scheuer über die
 
   Bass stellt mit all dem Impuls der Leidenschaft. Apollo bläst bis zu seinem
 
   steif Halstuch ist nicht besser als ein Seil, und die kleine Canon arbeitet
 
   mit beiden Armen, bis er fällt in eine Ohnmacht der Erschöpfung gegen die
 
   Wand.
 
    
 
   Wie kommt es, dass jetzt, wo alle sollten schweigen, wenn Höflichkeit, wenn
 
   nicht schmecken, sollten Männer hören, - wie ist es in diesem Moment die
 
   schwarz beschichteter Korps verlassen ihren Rückzug und beginnen Scharmützel? Einer nach dem
 
   einer kriechen sie hervor und Kanonen abfeuern wenig zaghaft und ohne
 
   Präzision. Ach, meine Herren, werden sich die Anstrengungen wie diese nehmen keine Städte,
 
   obwohl der Feind sollte nie so anzugreifen öffnen. Endlich ein
 
   mehr tödlichen Artillerie zu bear gebracht, langsam, aber mit Wirkung, die
 
   Voraus gemacht wird, die Musselin Reihen gebrochen sind, und fallen in Verwirrung;
 
   die eindrucksvolle Anzahl von Stühlen weicht, der Kampf ist nicht mehr
 
   zwischen gegnerischen Regimenter, aber Hand zu Hand und einem Fuß auf den mit
 
   Einzelkämpfer, wie in den glorreichen alten Tagen, wenn Kämpfe
 
   wirklich edel. In Ecken und unter dem Schatten der Vorhänge, hinter
 
   Sofas und zur Hälfte von Türen versteckt, in den Ruhestand Fenster und geschützten
 
   von Wandteppich, sind Schläge gegeben und kehrte, tödlich, unheilbar,
 
   Umgang Tod.
 
    
 
   Abgesehen von diesem anderen Kampf entsteht, nüchterner und ernster.
 
   Der Archidiakon gegen zwei Domherren, ein pursy vollwertigen engagiert
 
   Rektor unterstützt ihn in allen Gefahren und allen Genüssen des
 
   kurze whist. Mit feierlichen Energie sie beobachten das gemischt-Pack, und,
 
   all-erwartungsvoll, Auge der kommenden Trumpf. Mit dem, was sie tun ängstlich nicety
 
   ordnen ihre Karten, eifersüchtig auf einander in die Augen! Warum ist das so mager
 
   Arzt so langsam, - cadaverous Mann mit hohlen Kiefer und eingefallenen Augen, ill
 
   beseeming den Reichtum seiner Mutter Kirche! Ach, warum so langsam, du
 
   magere Arzt? Sehen Sie, wie die Archidiakon, sprachlos in seiner Qual,
 
   Ablagerungen auf dem Brett seine Karten, und schaut in den Himmel oder an der Decke
 
   für die Unterstützung. Horch, wie er seufzt, als mit den Daumen in seine Weste
 
   Tasche er scheint zu bedeuten, dass das Ende einer solchen Qual noch nicht
 
   sogar fast auf der Hand! Vain ist die Hoffnung, die Hoffnung, wenn dort zu sein, zu stören
 
   dass magere Arzt. Mit Sorgfalt präzise legt er alle Karten,
 
   wiegt auch den Wert der einzelnen mächtigen ace, jedes bewacht König und
 
   Komfort spendende Königin; spekuliert über Schelm und zehn zählt alle seine
 
   Anzüge und setzt seinen Preis auf der ganzen. Endlich eine Karte geführt wird,
 
   und schnell drei andere fallen auf dem Brett. Der kleine Arzt führt
 
   wieder, während mit glänzenden Augen seiner Partnerin absorbiert den Trick. Jetzt
 
   dreimal hat dies getan, - dreimal hat konstant Glück begünstigt
 
   die Klammer der Domherren, ehe der Archidiakon weckt sich die
 
   Kampf, aber am vierten Angriff er Stifte auf die Erde ein Prostata
 
   König, Abgetaucht seine Krone und Zepter, buschigen Bart, und Senken
 
   Stirn, mit einem schlechten Einstand.
 
    
 
   “Als David Goliath tat”, sagt der Archidiakon, Schieben über die vier
 
   Karten zu seinem Partner. Und dann ein Trumpf geführt wird, dann noch Trumpf;
 
   dann ein König - und dann ein Ass, - und dann eine lange zehn, das bringt
 
   unten von der mageren Arzt seine einzige verbleibende Turm der Stärke - seine
 
   gehegten Königin von Trumpf.
 
    
 
   “Was, kein zweiter Verein?” sagt der Archidiakon zu seinem Partner.
 
    
 
   “Nur ein Verein”, murmelt von seinem innersten Magen die pursy Rektor, der
 
   sitzt da mit rotem Kopf, schweigend, undurchlässig, vorsichtig, eine sichere, aber nicht ein
 
   brillanter Verbündeter.
 
    
 
   Aber die archdeacon kümmert sich nicht um viele Clubs, oder für keine. Er Striche
 
   seine restlichen Karten mit einer Geschwindigkeit nervigsten seinen Antagonisten,
 
   schiebt sie über rund vier Karten als die ihnen zugewiesenen Teil, schiebt
 
   der Rest über den Tisch an den red-faced Rektor; ruft “zwei
 
   von Karten und zwei von Ehren, und die ungeraden Trick letzten Zeit “, markiert ein
 
   Höhen unter dem Candle-Stick, und hat rund um die zweite Packung behandelt
 
   bevor die magere Arzt hat seine Verluste berechnet.
 
    
 
   Und so ging der Direktor der Partei, und Männer und Frauen Anordnen Schals
 
   Schuhe und erklärt, wie angenehm es gewesen war; und Frau Goodenough, die
 
   red-faced Rektor Ehefrau Drücken der Wärter die Hand, erklärt sie hatte
 
   nie genossen sich besser, die wie wenig Freude zeigte sie
 
   ließ sich in dieser Welt, als sie gesessen hatte den ganzen Abend
 
   durch in der gleichen Stuhl ohne Besetzung, nicht sprechen, und
 
   unausgesprochene zu. Und Matilda Johnson, als sie jung Dickson erlaubt der
 
   die Bank ihren Umhang um den Hals zu befestigen, dachte, dass zweihundert
 
   Pfund im Jahr und ein kleines Häuschen wäre wirklich für Glück zu tun;
 
   außerdem war er sicher, dass sein Manager eines Tages. Und Apollo, faltete seine
 
   Flöte in die Tasche, das Gefühl, dass er sich mit Ehren freigesprochen;
 
   und der Archidiakon angenehm klirrten seine Gewinne, aber die magere Arzt
 
   ging ohne viel hörbare Sprache und murmelte dann und wann, wie er
 
   ging, “drei und dreißig Punkte!” “Drei und dreißig Punkte!”
 
    
 
   Und so waren sie alle weg, und Herr Harding war allein mit seiner linken
 
   Tochter.
 
    
 
   Was war zwischen Eleanor Harding und Mary Bold übergeben müssen nicht
 
   werden erzählt. Es ist in der Tat eine Frage der Dankbarkeit, dass weder die
 
   Historiker noch die Schriftsteller hört alles, was gesagt wird, indem ihre Helden
 
   oder Heldinnen, oder wie würde drei Bände oder zwanzig ausreichen! In der
 
   vorliegenden Fall so wenig von dieser Art habe ich mitbekommen, dass ich lebe
 
   in der Hoffnung auf Beendigung meiner Arbeit innerhalb von 300 Seiten, und der Vollendung
 
   dass angenehme Aufgabe - ein Roman in einem Band, aber etwas vergangen
 
   zwischen ihnen, und als der Wärter blies die Kerzen, und legte seine
 
   Instrument in seinem Fall, stand seine Tochter traurig und nachdenklich durch die
 
   leeren Kamin, entschlossen, zu ihrem Vater zu sprechen, aber unentschlossen wie
 
   zu dem, was sie sagen würde.
 
    
 
   “Nun, Eleanor”, sagte er, “sind Sie für das Bett?”
 
    
 
   “Ja”, sagte sie, bewegt: “Ich nehme an, so, aber papa - Herr Kühne war hier nicht
 
   heute Abend, wissen Sie, warum nicht? “
 
    
 
   “Er wurde gefragt, ich schrieb ihm selbst”, sagte der Aufseher.
 
    
 
   “Aber weißt du, warum er nicht kam, Papa?”
 
    
 
   “Nun, Eleanor, konnte ich erraten, aber es nützt nichts raten bei solchen
 
   Dinge, meine Liebe. Was macht man sich so ernsthaft darüber? “
 
    
 
   “Oh, Papa, tun mir sagen«, rief sie und warf ihre Arme um ihn,
 
   und ein Blick in sein Gesicht, “was wird er tun wird, Was ist das?
 
   überhaupt? Gibt es - jeder - egal - “sie nicht gut kennen, was Wort
 
   zu verwenden - “keine Gefahr?”
 
    
 
   “Danger, meine Liebe, welche Art von Gefahr?”
 
    
 
   “Gefahr für Sie, die Gefahr von Ärger und Verlust, und - Oh, Papa, warum
 
   hast du nicht gesagt, mich an all dies vor? “
 
    
 
   Herr Harding war nicht der Mann, hart urteilen von niemandem, noch viel weniger von
 
   die Tochter, die er jetzt geliebt besser als jede lebende Kreatur, aber
 
   noch hat er sie falsch beurteilen in diesem Moment. Er wusste, dass sie geliebt
 
   John Bold, er sympathisierte vollständig in ihre Zuneigung; er Tag für Tag
 
   dachte mehr an der Sache, und mit zärtlicher Fürsorge einer liebenden
 
   Vater, versucht, in seinem eigenen Geist zu arrangieren, wie die Dinge so sein könnte
 
   geschafft, dass das Herz seiner Tochter sollte nicht das Opfer gemacht werden
 
   der Streit, die wahrscheinlich zwischen ihm und Bold war vorhanden. Nun, wenn
 
   sie sprach mit ihm zum ersten Mal über das Thema, war es natürlich
 
   dass er mehr von ihr denken, als von sich selbst, und dass er
 
   vorstellen, dass ihre eigenen Sorgen, und nicht sein, wurden bedrückte.
 
    
 
   Er stand vor ihr eine Weile still, als sie sah ihm ins Gesicht, und
 
   dann küsste ihre Stirn legte er sie auf das Sofa.
 
    
 
   “Sag mir, Nelly”, sagte er (er nannte sie nur Nelly in seinem freundlichsten,
 
   weichsten, süßesten Stimmungen, und doch all seine Stimmungen nett und süß),
 
   “Sagen Sie mir, Nelly, gefällt Ihnen Herr Bold - viel”
 
    
 
   Sie war ziemlich überrascht von der Frage gemacht. Ich will nicht sagen, dass sie
 
   hatte vergessen, sich selbst und ihre eigene Liebe in Gedanken über John Bold,
 
   und während im Gespräch mit Maria: sie sicherlich nicht getan hatte. Sie
 
   krank gewesen am Herzen zu denken, dass ein Mann, von dem sie nicht konnte, aber
 
   eigenen sich, dass sie ihn liebte, von deren Kenntnis sie hatte so gewesen
 
   stolz, daß ein solcher Mann sollte gegen ihren Vater drehen, um ihn zu ruinieren.
 
   Sie hatte ihre Eitelkeit verletzt fühlte, dass seine Zuneigung für sie hatte nicht gehalten
 
   ihn von einem solchen Kurs, hatte er wirklich kümmerte sich um sie, würde er nicht haben
 
   riskiert ihre Liebe durch eine solche Empörung. Aber ihre größte Angst hatte gewesen
 
   ihr Vater, und als sie der Gefahr sprach, war es der Gefahr für ihn und
 
   nicht für sich.
 
    
 
   Sie war überrascht von der Frage getroffen insgesamt: “Weißt Ich mag ihn, Papa?”
 
    
 
   “Ja, Nelly, gefällt er dir? Warum sollten Sie nicht ihn? Aber das ist
 
   ein armes Wort; - liebst du ihn “Sie saß immer noch in seinen Armen ohne
 
   ihm zu antworten. Ganz sicher hatte sich nicht für ein Bekenntnis vorbereitet
 
   der Zuneigung, in der Absicht, als sie getan hatte, um Missbrauch John Bold selbst
 
   und zu ihrem Vater zu hören, tun dies auch. “Komm, meine Liebe”, sagte er, geschweige “us
 
   machen eine saubere Brust davon: Sie sagen mir, was Sie sich betrifft, und
 
   Ich werde Ihnen sagen, was mich betrifft und das Krankenhaus. “
 
    
 
   Und dann, ohne eine Antwort abzuwarten, beschrieb er zu ihr, als er
 
   am besten konnte, der Vorwurf, die über Hiram Willen gemacht wurde, die
 
   Ansprüche, die die alten Männer vorgebracht, was er als die Stärke
 
   und was die Schwäche der eigenen Position, der Kurs, der Bold hatte
 
   gemacht, und das, was er vermutet, war er über zu nehmen, und dann
 
   nach und nach, ohne weitere Frage, vermutet er auf die Tatsache der
 
   Eleanor Liebe, und sprach von dieser Liebe als ein Gefühl, das er konnte in
 
   keine Möglichkeit ablehnen: Er entschuldigte sich für Bold, entschuldigt, was er tat;
 
   nein, lobte ihn für seine Energie und Absichten; gemacht viel von seiner guten
 
   Qualitäten, und auf keiner seiner Schwächen harped, dann erinnerte seine
 
   Tochter, wie spät es war, und tröstete mit großer Gewissheit die
 
   er fühlte sich kaum, schickte er sie in ihr Zimmer, mit fließenden Augen und
 
   a vollem Herzen.
 
    
 
   Als Herr Harding seine Tochter traf beim Frühstück am nächsten Morgen, es
 
   war keine weitere Diskussion zu diesem Thema, noch wurde das Thema erwähnt
 
   zwischen ihnen für einige Tage. Bald nach der Party Mary Bold genannt bei
 
   das Krankenhaus, aber es gab verschiedene Personen in den Salon an
 
   die Zeit, und sie deshalb nichts über ihren Bruder. Auf der
 
   folgenden Tag, John Bold met Fräulein Harding in einer der ruhigen, düster,
 
   schattige Spaziergänge der Nähe. Er war sehr besorgt um sie zu sehen, aber
 
   nicht bereit, an der Forsthaus nennen, und hatte in Wahrheit ihr aufgelauert
 
   in ihrem privaten Lieblingsplätzen.
 
    
 
   “Meine Schwester sagt mir,” sagte er, plötzlich eilte mit seinem
 
   vorsätzlichen Rede, “meine Schwester sagt mir, dass Sie einen herrlichen hatte
 
   Partei der anderen Abend. Ich war so traurig, dass ich nicht da sein konnte. “
 
    
 
   “Wir waren alle traurig”, sagte Eleanor, mit würdevollen Gelassenheit.
 
    
 
   “Ich glaube, Miss Harding, verstehen Sie, warum in diesem Augenblick -” Und
 
   Bold zögerte, murmelte gestoppt, begann seine Erklärung wieder,
 
   und wieder brach.
 
    
 
   Eleanor würde ihm nicht helfen im geringsten.
 
    
 
   “Ich glaube, meine Schwester erklärt Ihnen, Miss Harding?”
 
    
 
   “Bete nicht entschuldigen, Herr Bold, mein Vater wird, ich bin mir sicher, immer
 
   freut sich, Sie zu sehen, wenn Sie das Haus nun als früher kommen mag;
 
   nichts stattgefunden hat, um seine Gefühle zu verändern: der eigenen Ansichten, die Sie sind,
 
   natürlich der beste Richter. “
 
    
 
   “Dein Vater ist alles, freundlich und großzügig ist, er war immer so, aber
 
   Sie, Miss Harding, selbst - ich hoffe, Sie werden es nicht über mich urteilen hart,
 
   weil - “
 
    
 
   “Herr Kühnen,” sagte sie, “Sie können sicher sein, dass eine Sache, ich werde immer
 
   beurteilen mein Vater Recht zu sein, und diejenigen, die gegen ihn werde ich beurteilen
 
   falsch zu sein. Wenn diejenigen, die ihn nicht kennen, sich ihm zu widersetzen, werde ich
 
   Nächstenliebe genug zu glauben, dass sie falsch sind, durch Fehler
 
   Urteil, aber sollte ich ihn angegriffen von denen, die wissen sollten
 
   ihm, und ihn zu lieben und verehren ihn, der wie ich eingeschränkt werden
 
   eine andere Meinung zu bilden. “Und dann curtseying niedrig segelte sie auf,
 
   Verlassen ihres Geliebten in alles andere als eine glückliche Zustand des Geistes.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kapitel VII
 
    
 
   _THE JUPITER_
 
    
 
    
 
   Obwohl Eleanor Harding ritt von John Bold auf einem hohen Ross, es
 
   darf nicht glauben, dass ihr Herz war so, wie ihr Verhalten begeistern werden.
 
   In erster Linie hatte sie eine natürliche Abneigung gegen sie zu verlieren
 
   Liebhaber, und in der nächsten war sie nicht ganz so sicher, dass sie in war
 
   das Recht, als sie vorgab zu sein. Ihr Vater hatte ihr erzählt, und dass
 
   Jetzt wiederholt wurde, dass Bold Nichtstun ungerecht oder kleinlich;
 
   und warum sollte sie dann so weise ihn zurecht, und werfen Sie ihn weg, wenn sie fühlte
 
   selbst so krank in der Lage, seinen Verlust zu tragen - aber so ist die menschliche Natur, und
 
   young-lady-Natur besonders.
 
    
 
   Als sie ging weg von ihm unter den schattigen Ulmen der Nähe, ihr
 
   schauen, ihr Ton, jede Bewegung und Geste ihres Körpers, ihre Lügen gestraft
 
   Herz, sie würde die Welt gegeben haben, gemacht ihn bei der Hand haben,
 
   mit ihm begründeten haben, überredete ihn, überredet ihn, überredet ihn
 
   von seinem Projekt, überwunden zu haben ihn mit all ihrer weiblichen Artillerie,
 
   und ihr Vater auf Kosten des selbst eingelöst haben, aber stolz
 
   ließ sie nicht tun, und sie verließ ihn ohne einen Blick der Liebe oder
 
   ein Wort der Güte.
 
    
 
   Hätte Kühnen von einem anderen Liebhaber und von einer anderen Dame richtete, konnte er
 
   verstanden haben, all dies so gut wie wir tun, aber in Sachen Liebe Männer
 
   nicht deutlich sehen, in ihre eigenen Angelegenheiten. Sie sagen, dass schwaches Herz
 
   nie gewonnen Fair Lady, und es ist für mich erstaunlich, wie fair Damen sind
 
   gewonnen, so schwach sind oft die Herzen der Menschen! Wäre es nicht für die Freundlichkeit
 
   ihrer Art, dass das Sehen die Schwäche unserer Mut werden sie
 
   gelegentlich steigen aus ihren uneinnehmbare Festungen, und sich selbst
 
   uns helfen, in ihre eigene Niederlage zu bewirken, zu oft würden sie entkommen
 
   unbesiegt wenn nicht unversehrt und frei von Körper, wenn nicht des Herzens.
 
    
 
   Schlechte Bold schlich ganz niedergeschlagen, er fühlte, dass betrachtet
 
   Eleanor Harding sein Schicksal war besiegelt, es sei denn, er zustimmen könnten, um
 
   bis eine Aufgabe, der er sich verpflichtet, und die in der Tat wäre es
 
   nicht leicht für ihn, aufzugeben. Rechtsanwälte beschäftigt waren, und die
 
   Frage hatte zu einem gewissen Grad wurde von der Öffentlichkeit genommen, außerdem
 
   wie könnte eine temperamentvolle Mädchen wie Eleanor Harding wirklich zu lernen
 
   einen Mann lieben, für die Vernachlässigung der Pflicht, die er angenommen! Konnte sie erlauben
 
   ihre Zuneigung auf Kosten seiner eigenen Selbstachtung erworben werden?
 
    
 
   Wie betrachtet die Frage der Reformation bei seinem Versuch im Krankenhaus,
 
   Bold hatte bisher keinen Grund unzufrieden zu sein mit seinem Erfolg.
 
   Alle Barchester war von den Ohren über sie. Der Bischof, der Archidiakon,
 
   der Aufseher, der Steward, und mehrere andere klerikalen Verbündeten, hatte täglich
 
   Treffen, diskutieren ihre Taktik und die Vorbereitung für die große
 
   anzugreifen. Sir Abraham Haphazard had been consulted, but his opinion was
 
   not yet received: copies of Hiram’s will, copies of wardens’ journals,
 
   copies of leases, copies of accounts, copies of everything that could
 
   be copied, and of some that could not, had been sent to him; and the
 
   case was assuming most creditable dimensions.  But, above all, it had
 
   been mentioned in the daily _Jupiter_.  That all-powerful organ of
 
   the press in one of its leading thunderbolts launched at St Cross, had
 
   thus remarked: “Another case, of smaller dimensions indeed, but of
 
   similar import, is now likely to come under public notice. Wir sind
 
   informed that the warden or master of an old almshouse attached to
 
   Barchester Cathedral is in receipt of twenty-five times the annual
 
   income appointed for him by the will of the founder, while the sum
 
   yearly expended on the absolute purposes of the charity has always
 
   remained fixed.  In other words, the legatees under the founder’s
 
   will have received no advantage from the increase in the value of the
 
   property during the last four centuries, such increase having been
 
   absorbed by the so-called warden.  It is impossible to conceive a
 
   case of greater injustice.  It is no answer to say that some six or
 
   nine or twelve old men receive as much of the goods of this world
 
   as such old men require.  On what foundation, moral or divine,
 
   traditional or legal, is grounded the warden’s claim to the large
 
   income he receives for doing nothing?  The contentment of these
 
   almsmen, if content they be, can give him no title to this wealth!
 
   Does he ever ask himself, when he stretches wide his clerical palm to
 
   receive the pay of some dozen of the working clergy, for what service
 
   he is so remunerated?  Does his conscience ever entertain the question
 
   of his right to such subsidies?  Or is it possible that the subject
 
   never so presents itself to his mind; that he has received for many
 
   years, and intends, should God spare him, to receive for years to come
 
   these fruits of the industrious piety of past ages, indifferent as to
 
   any right on his own part, or of any injustice to others! Wir müssen
 
   express an opinion that nowhere but in the Church of England, and only
 
   there among its priests, could such a state of moral indifference be
 
   found.”
 
    
 
   I must for the present leave my readers to imagine the state of Mr
 
   Harding’s mind after reading the above article.  They say that forty
 
   thousand copies of _The Jupiter_ are daily sold, and that each copy is
 
   read by five persons at the least.  Two hundred thousand readers then
 
   would hear this accusation against him; two hundred thousand hearts
 
   would swell with indignation at the griping injustice, the barefaced
 
   robbery of the warden of Barchester Hospital!  And how was he to
 
   answer this?  How was he to open his inmost heart to this multitude,
 
   to these thousands, the educated, the polished, the picked men of his
 
   own country; how show them that he was no robber, no avaricious, lazy
 
   priest scrambling for gold, but a retiring, humble-spirited man, who
 
   had innocently taken what had innocently been offered to him?
 
    
 
   “Write to _The Jupiter_,” suggested the bishop.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said the archdeacon, more worldly wise than his father, “yes,
 
   and be smothered with ridicule; tossed over and over again with
 
   scorn; shaken this way and that, as a rat in the mouth of a practised
 
   terrier.  You will leave out some word or letter in your answer, and
 
   the ignorance of the cathedral clergy will be harped upon; you will
 
   make some small mistake, which will be a falsehood, or some admission,
 
   which will be self-condemnation; you will find yourself to have been
 
   vulgar, ill-tempered, irreverend, and illiterate, and the chances are
 
   ten to one, but that being a clergyman, you will have been guilty of
 
   blasphemy!  A man may have the best of causes, the best of talents,
 
   and the best of tempers; he may write as well as Addison, or as
 
   strongly as Junius; but even with all this he cannot successfully
 
   answer, when attacked by _The Jupiter_.  In such matters it is
 
   omnipotent.  What the Czar is in Russia, or the mob in America, that
 
   _The Jupiter_ is in England.  Answer such an article!  No, warden;
 
   whatever you do, don’t do that.  We were to look for this sort of
 
   thing, you know; but we need not draw down on our heads more of it
 
   than is necessary.”
 
    
 
   The article in _The Jupiter_, while it so greatly harassed our poor
 
   warden, was an immense triumph to some of the opposite party. Entschuldigung
 
   as Bold was to see Mr Harding attacked so personally, it still gave
 
   him a feeling of elation to find his cause taken up by so powerful
 
   an advocate: and as to Finney, the attorney, he was beside himself.
 
   Was! to be engaged in the same cause and on the same side with
 
   _The Jupiter_; to have the views he had recommended seconded, and
 
   furthered, and battled for by _The Jupiter_!  Perhaps to have his own
 
   name mentioned as that of the learned gentleman whose efforts had
 
   been so successful on behalf of the poor of Barchester!  He might be
 
   examined before committees of the House of Commons, with heaven knows
 
   how much a day for his personal expenses;—he might be engaged for
 
   years on such a suit!  There was no end to the glorious golden dreams
 
   which this leader in _The Jupiter_ produced in the soaring mind of
 
   Finney.
 
    
 
   And the old bedesmen, they also heard of this article, and had a
 
   glimmering, indistinct idea of the marvellous advocate which had now
 
   taken up their cause.  Abel Handy limped hither and thither through
 
   the rooms, repeating all that he understood to have been printed,
 
   with some additions of his own which he thought should have been
 
   zugegeben. He told them how _The Jupiter_ had declared that their warden
 
   was no better than a robber, and that what _The Jupiter_ said was
 
   acknowledged by the world to be true.  How _The Jupiter_ had affirmed
 
   that each one of them—“each one of us, Jonathan Crumple, think of
 
   that!”—had a clear right to a hundred a year; and that if _The
 
   Jupiter_ had said so, it was better than a decision of the Lord
 
   Chancellor: and then he carried about the paper, supplied by Mr
 
   Finney, which, though none of them could read it, still afforded in
 
   its very touch and aspect positive corroboration of what was told
 
   them; and Jonathan Crumple pondered deeply over his returning wealth;
 
   and Job Skulpit saw how right he had been in signing the petition, and
 
   said so many scores of times; and Spriggs leered fearfully with his
 
   one eye; and Moody, as he more nearly approached the coming golden
 
   age, hated more deeply than ever those who still kept possession of
 
   what he so coveted.  Even Billy Gazy and poor bed-ridden Bell became
 
   active and uneasy, and the great Bunce stood apart with lowering brow,
 
   with deep grief seated in his heart, for he perceived that evil days
 
   were coming.
 
    
 
   It had been decided, the archdeacon advising, that no remonstrance,
 
   explanation, or defence should be addressed from the Barchester
 
   conclave to the editor of _The Jupiter_; but hitherto that was the
 
   only decision to which they had come.
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham Haphazard was deeply engaged in preparing a bill for the
 
   mortification of papists, to be called the “Convent Custody Bill,”
 
   the purport of which was to enable any Protestant clergyman over
 
   fifty years of age to search any nun whom he suspected of being in
 
   possession of treasonable papers or Jesuitical symbols; and as there
 
   were to be a hundred and thirty-seven clauses in the bill, each clause
 
   containing a separate thorn for the side of the papist, and as it
 
   was known the bill would be fought inch by inch, by fifty maddened
 
   Irishmen, the due construction and adequate dovetailing of it did
 
   consume much of Sir Abraham’s time.  The bill had all its desired
 
   Wirkung. Of course it never passed into law; but it so completely
 
   divided the ranks of the Irish members, who had bound themselves
 
   together to force on the ministry a bill for compelling all men to
 
   drink Irish whiskey, and all women to wear Irish poplins, that for
 
   the remainder of the session the Great Poplin and Whiskey League was
 
   utterly harmless.
 
    
 
   Thus it happened that Sir Abraham’s opinion was not at once
 
   forthcoming, and the uncertainty, the expectation, and suffering of
 
   the folk of Barchester was maintained at a high pitch.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter VIII
 
    
 
   PLUMSTEAD EPISCOPI
 
    
 
    
 
   The reader must now be requested to visit the rectory of Plumstead
 
   Episcopi; and as it is as yet still early morning, to ascend again
 
   with us into the bedroom of the archdeacon.  The mistress of the
 
   mansion was at her toilet; on which we will not dwell with profane
 
   eyes, but proceed into a small inner room, where the doctor dressed
 
   and kept his boots and sermons; and here we will take our stand,
 
   premising that the door of the room was so open as to admit of a
 
   conversation between our reverend Adam and his valued Eve.
 
    
 
   “It’s all your own fault, archdeacon,” said the latter.  “I told you
 
   from the beginning how it would end, and papa has no one to thank but
 
   Sie. “
 
    
 
   “Good gracious, my dear,” said the doctor, appearing at the door of
 
   his dressing-room, with his face and head enveloped in the rough towel
 
   which he was violently using; “how can you say so?  I am doing my very
 
   best.”
 
    
 
   “I wish you had never done so much,” said the lady, interrupting him.
 
   “If you’d just have let John Bold come and go there, as he and papa
 
   liked, he and Eleanor would have been married by this time, and we
 
   should not have heard one word about all this affair.”
 
    
 
   “But, my dear—”
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s all very well, archdeacon; and of course you’re right; I
 
   don’t for a moment think you’ll ever admit that you could be wrong;
 
   but the fact is, you’ve brought this young man down upon papa by
 
   huffing him as you have done.”
 
    
 
   “But, my love—”
 
    
 
   “And all because you didn’t like John Bold for a brother-in-law.
 
   How is she ever to do better?  Papa hasn’t got a shilling; and though
 
   Eleanor is well enough, she has not at all a taking style of beauty.
 
   I’m sure I don’t know how she’s to do better than marry John Bold; or
 
   as well indeed,” added the anxious sister, giving the last twist to
 
   her last shoe-string.
 
    
 
   Dr Grantly felt keenly the injustice of this attack; but what could he
 
   sagen? He certainly had huffed John Bold; he certainly had objected to
 
   him as a brother-in-law, and a very few months ago the very idea had
 
   excited his wrath: but now matters were changed; John Bold had shown
 
   his power, and, though he was as odious as ever to the archdeacon,
 
   power is always respected, and the reverend dignitary began to think
 
   that such an alliance might not have been imprudent. Dennoch
 
   his motto was still “no surrender;” he would still fight it out;
 
   he believed confidently in Oxford, in the bench of bishops, in Sir
 
   Abraham Haphazard, and in himself; and it was only when alone with
 
   his wife that doubts of defeat ever beset him.  He once more tried to
 
   communicate this confidence to Mrs Grantly, and for the twentieth time
 
   began to tell her of Sir Abraham.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Sir Abraham!” said she, collecting all her house keys into her
 
   basket before she descended; “Sir Abraham won’t get Eleanor a husband;
 
   Sir Abraham won’t get papa another income when he has been worreted
 
   out of the hospital.  Mark what I tell you, archdeacon: while you and
 
   Sir Abraham are fighting, papa will lose his preferment; and what will
 
   you do then with him and Eleanor on your hands? besides, who’s to pay
 
   Sir Abraham?  I suppose he won’t take the case up for nothing?”  And
 
   so the lady descended to family worship among her children and
 
   servants, the pattern of a good and prudent wife.
 
    
 
   Dr Grantly was blessed with a happy, thriving family. Es gab
 
   first, three boys, now at home from school for the holidays. Sie
 
   were called, respectively, Charles James, Henry, and Samuel. Die beiden
 
   younger (there were five in all) were girls; the elder, Florinda, bore
 
   the name of the Archbishop of York’s wife, whose godchild she was:
 
   and the younger had been christened Grizzel, after a sister of the
 
   Archbishop of Canterbury.  The boys were all clever, and gave good
 
   promise of being well able to meet the cares and trials of the world;
 
   and yet they were not alike in their dispositions, and each had his
 
   individual character, and each his separate admirers among the
 
   doctor’s friends.
 
    
 
   Charles James was an exact and careful boy; he never committed
 
   himself; he well knew how much was expected from the eldest son of the
 
   Archdeacon of Barchester, and was therefore mindful not to mix too
 
   freely with other boys.  He had not the great talents of his younger
 
   brothers, but he exceeded them in judgment and propriety of demeanour;
 
   his fault, if he had one, was an over-attention to words instead of
 
   things; there was a thought too much finesse about him, and, as even
 
   his father sometimes told him, he was too fond of a compromise.
 
    
 
   The second was the archdeacon’s favourite son, and Henry was indeed a
 
   brilliant boy.  The versatility of his genius was surprising, and the
 
   visitors at Plumstead Episcopi were often amazed at the marvellous
 
   manner in which he would, when called on, adapt his capacity to
 
   apparently most uncongenial pursuits.  He appeared once before a large
 
   circle as Luther the reformer, and delighted them with the perfect
 
   manner in which he assumed the character; and within three days he
 
   again astonished them by acting the part of a Capuchin friar to the
 
   very life.  For this last exploit his father gave him a golden guinea,
 
   and his brothers said the reward had been promised beforehand in the
 
   event of the performance being successful.  He was also sent on a tour
 
   into Devonshire; a treat which the lad was most anxious of enjoying.
 
   His father’s friends there, however, did not appreciate his talents,
 
   and sad accounts were sent home of the perversity of his nature. Er
 
   was a most courageous lad, game to the backbone.
 
    
 
   It was soon known, both at home, where he lived, and within some miles
 
   of Barchester Cathedral, and also at Westminster, where he was at
 
   school, that young Henry could box well and would never own himself
 
   beat; other boys would fight while they had a leg to stand on, but he
 
   would fight with no leg at all.  Those backing him would sometimes
 
   think him crushed by the weight of blows and faint with loss of blood,
 
   and his friends would endeavour to withdraw him from the contest; but
 
   no, Henry never gave in, was never weary of the battle.  The ring was
 
   the only element in which he seemed to enjoy himself; and while other
 
   boys were happy in the number of their friends, he rejoiced most in
 
   the multitude of his foes.
 
    
 
   His relations could not but admire his pluck, but they sometimes were
 
   forced to regret that he was inclined to be a bully; and those not
 
   so partial to him as his father was, observed with pain that, though
 
   he could fawn to the masters and the archdeacon’s friends, he was
 
   imperious and masterful to the servants and the poor.
 
    
 
   But perhaps Samuel was the general favourite; and dear little Soapy,
 
   as he was familiarly called, was as engaging a child as ever fond
 
   mother petted.  He was soft and gentle in his manners, and attractive
 
   in his speech; the tone of his voice was melody, and every action was
 
   a grace; unlike his brothers, he was courteous to all, he was affable
 
   to the lowly, and meek even to the very scullery-maid.  He was a boy
 
   of great promise, minding his books and delighting the hearts of his
 
   masters.  His brothers, however, were not particularly fond of him;
 
   they would complain to their mother that Soapy’s civility all meant
 
   something; they thought that his voice was too often listened to at
 
   Plumstead Episcopi, and evidently feared that, as he grew up, he
 
   would have more weight in the house than either of them; there was,
 
   therefore, a sort of agreement among them to put young Soapy down.
 
   This, however, was not so easy to be done; Samuel, though young, was
 
   sharp; he could not assume the stiff decorum of Charles James, nor
 
   could he fight like Henry; but he was a perfect master of his own
 
   weapons, and contrived, in the teeth of both of them, to hold the
 
   place which he had assumed.  Henry declared that he was a false,
 
   cunning creature; and Charles James, though he always spoke of him as
 
   his dear brother Samuel, was not slow to say a word against him when
 
   Gelegenheit bot. To speak the truth, Samuel was a cunning boy,
 
   and those even who loved him best could not but own that for one so
 
   young, he was too adroit in choosing his words, and too skilled in
 
   modulating his voice.
 
    
 
   The two little girls Florinda and Grizzel were nice little girls
 
   enough, but they did not possess the strong sterling qualities of
 
   their brothers; their voices were not often heard at Plumstead
 
   Episcopi; they were bashful and timid by nature, slow to speak before
 
   company even when asked to do so; and though they looked very nice in
 
   their clean white muslin frocks and pink sashes, they were but little
 
   noticed by the archdeacon’s visitors.
 
    
 
   Whatever of submissive humility may have appeared in the gait and
 
   visage of the archdeacon during his colloquy with his wife in the
 
   sanctum of their dressing-rooms was dispelled as he entered his
 
   breakfast-parlour with erect head and powerful step. In Gegenwart
 
   of a third person he assumed the lord and master; and that wise and
 
   talented lady too well knew the man to whom her lot for life was
 
   bound, to stretch her authority beyond the point at which it would be
 
   borne.  Strangers at Plumstead Episcopi, when they saw the imperious
 
   brow with which he commanded silence from the large circle of
 
   visitors, children, and servants who came together in the morning to
 
   hear him read the word of God, and watched how meekly that wife seated
 
   herself behind her basket of keys with a little girl on each side,
 
   as she caught that commanding glance; strangers, I say, seeing this,
 
   could little guess that some fifteen minutes since she had stoutly
 
   held her ground against him, hardly allowing him to open his mouth in
 
   his own defence. But such is the tact and talent of women!
 
    
 
   And now let us observe the well-furnished breakfast-parlour at
 
   Plumstead Episcopi, and the comfortable air of all the belongings of
 
   the rectory.  Comfortable they certainly were, but neither gorgeous
 
   nor even grand; indeed, considering the money that had been spent
 
   there, the eye and taste might have been better served; there was an
 
   air of heaviness about the rooms which might have been avoided without
 
   any sacrifice of propriety; colours might have been better chosen and
 
   lights more perfectly diffused; but perhaps in doing so the thorough
 
   clerical aspect of the whole might have been somewhat marred; at any
 
   rate, it was not without ample consideration that those thick, dark,
 
   costly carpets were put down; those embossed, but sombre papers hung
 
   up; those heavy curtains draped so as to half exclude the light of
 
   the sun: nor were these old-fashioned chairs, bought at a price far
 
   exceeding that now given for more modern goods, without a purpose.
 
   The breakfast-service on the table was equally costly and equally
 
   plain; the apparent object had been to spend money without obtaining
 
   brilliancy or splendour.  The urn was of thick and solid silver, as
 
   were also the tea-pot, coffee-pot, cream-ewer, and sugar-bowl; the
 
   cups were old, dim dragon china, worth about a pound a piece, but very
 
   despicable in the eyes of the uninitiated.  The silver forks were so
 
   heavy as to be disagreeable to the hand, and the bread-basket was of a
 
   weight really formidable to any but robust persons.  The tea consumed
 
   was the very best, the coffee the very blackest, the cream the
 
   very thickest; there was dry toast and buttered toast, muffins and
 
   crumpets; hot bread and cold bread, white bread and brown bread,
 
   home-made bread and bakers’ bread, wheaten bread and oaten bread; and
 
   if there be other breads than these, they were there; there were eggs
 
   in napkins, and crispy bits of bacon under silver covers; and there
 
   were little fishes in a little box, and devilled kidneys frizzling on
 
   a hot-water dish; which, by the bye, were placed closely contiguous to
 
   the plate of the worthy archdeacon himself.  Over and above this, on
 
   a snow-white napkin, spread upon the sideboard, was a huge ham and a
 
   huge sirloin; the latter having laden the dinner table on the previous
 
   Abend. Such was the ordinary fare at Plumstead Episcopi.
 
    
 
   And yet I have never found the rectory a pleasant house. Die
 
   fact that man shall not live by bread alone seemed to be somewhat
 
   forgotten; and noble as was the appearance of the host, and sweet and
 
   good-natured as was the face of the hostess, talented as were the
 
   children, and excellent as were the viands and the wines, in spite
 
   of these attractions, I generally found the rectory somewhat dull.
 
   After breakfast the archdeacon would retire, of course to his clerical
 
   pursuits.  Mrs Grantly, I presume, inspected her kitchen, though she
 
   had a first-rate housekeeper, with sixty pounds a year; and attended
 
   to the lessons of Florinda and Grizzel, though she had an excellent
 
   governess with thirty pounds a year: but at any rate she disappeared:
 
   and I never could make companions of the boys.  Charles James, though
 
   he always looked as though there was something in him, never seemed to
 
   have much to say; and what he did say he would always unsay the next
 
   Minute. He told me once that he considered cricket, on the whole, to
 
   be a gentleman-like game for boys, provided they would play without
 
   running about; and that fives, also, was a seemly game, so that those
 
   who played it never heated themselves.  Henry once quarrelled with me
 
   for taking his sister Grizzel’s part in a contest between them as to
 
   the best mode of using a watering-pot for the garden flowers; and from
 
   that day to this he has not spoken to me, though he speaks at me often
 
   genug. For half an hour or so I certainly did like Sammy’s gentle
 
   speeches; but one gets tired of honey, and I found that he preferred
 
   the more admiring listeners whom he met in the kitchen-garden and back
 
   precincts of the establishment; besides, I think I once caught Sammy
 
   fibbing.
 
    
 
   On the whole, therefore, I found the rectory a dull house, though it
 
   must be admitted that everything there was of the very best.
 
    
 
   After breakfast, on the morning of which we are writing, the
 
   archdeacon, as usual, retired to his study, intimating that he was
 
   going to be very busy, but that he would see Mr Chadwick if he called.
 
   On entering this sacred room he carefully opened the paper case on
 
   which he was wont to compose his favourite sermons, and spread on it
 
   a fair sheet of paper and one partly written on; he then placed his
 
   inkstand, looked at his pen, and folded his blotting paper; having
 
   done so, he got up again from his seat, stood with his back to the
 
   fire-place, and yawned comfortably, stretching out vastly his huge
 
   arms and opening his burly chest.  He then walked across the room and
 
   locked the door; and having so prepared himself, he threw himself into
 
   his easy-chair, took from a secret drawer beneath his table a volume
 
   of Rabelais, and began to amuse himself with the witty mischief of
 
   Panurge; and so passed the archdeacon’s morning on that day.
 
    
 
   He was left undisturbed at his studies for an hour or two, when a
 
   knock came to the door, and Mr Chadwick was announced.  Rabelais
 
   retired into the secret drawer, the easy-chair seemed knowingly to
 
   betake itself off, and when the archdeacon quickly undid his bolt,
 
   he was discovered by the steward working, as usual, for that church
 
   of which he was so useful a pillar.  Mr Chadwick had just come from
 
   London, and was, therefore, known to be the bearer of important news.
 
    
 
   “We’ve got Sir Abraham’s opinion at last,” said Mr Chadwick, as he
 
   setzte sich.
 
    
 
   “Well, well, well!” exclaimed the archdeacon impatiently.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s as long as my arm,” said the other; “it can’t be told in a
 
   word, but you can read it;” and he handed him a copy, in heaven knows
 
   how many spun-out folios, of the opinion which the attorney-general
 
   had managed to cram on the back and sides of the case as originally
 
   submitted to him.
 
    
 
   “The upshot is,” said Chadwick, “that there’s a screw loose in their
 
   case, and we had better do nothing.  They are proceeding against Mr
 
   Harding and myself, and Sir Abraham holds that, under the wording of
 
   the will, and subsequent arrangements legally sanctioned, Mr Harding
 
   and I are only paid servants.  The defendants should have been either
 
   the Corporation of Barchester, or possibly the chapter of your
 
   Vater. “
 
    
 
   “W-hoo!” said the archdeacon; “so Master Bold is on the wrong scent,
 
   is he?”
 
    
 
   “That’s Sir Abraham’s opinion; but any scent almost would be a wrong
 
   scent.  Sir Abraham thinks that if they’d taken the corporation, or
 
   the chapter, we could have baffled them.  The bishop, he thinks, would
 
   be the surest shot; but even there we could plead that the bishop is
 
   only a visitor, and that he has never made himself a consenting party
 
   to the performance of other duties.”
 
    
 
   “That’s quite clear,” said the archdeacon.
 
    
 
   “Not quite so clear,” said the other.  “You see the will says, ‘My
 
   lord, the bishop, being graciously pleased to see that due justice
 
   be done.’  Now, it may be a question whether, in accepting and
 
   administering the patronage, your father has not accepted also the
 
   other duties assigned.  It is doubtful, however; but even if they hit
 
   that nail,—and they are far off from that yet,—the point is so nice,
 
   as Sir Abraham says, that you would force them into fifteen thousand
 
   pounds’ cost before they could bring it to an issue! and where’s that
 
   sum of money to come from?”
 
    
 
   The archdeacon rubbed his hands with delight; he had never doubted the
 
   justice of his case, but he had begun to have some dread of unjust
 
   success on the part of his enemies.  It was delightful to him thus to
 
   hear that their cause was surrounded with such rocks and shoals; such
 
   causes of shipwreck unseen by the landsman’s eye, but visible enough
 
   to the keen eyes of practical law mariners.  How wrong his wife was to
 
   wish that Bold should marry Eleanor!  Bold! why, if he should be ass
 
   enough to persevere, he would be a beggar before he knew whom he was
 
   at law with!
 
    
 
   “That’s excellent, Chadwick;—that’s excellent!  I told you Sir
 
   Abraham was the man for us;” and he put down on the table the copy of
 
   the opinion, and patted it fondly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you let that be seen, though, archdeacon.”
 
    
 
   “Who?—I!—not for worlds,” said the doctor.
 
    
 
   “People will talk, you know, archdeacon.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, of course,” said the doctor.
 
    
 
   “Because, if that gets abroad, it would teach them how to fight their
 
   own battle.”
 
    
 
   “Quite true,” said the doctor.
 
    
 
   “No one here in Barchester ought to see that but you and I,
 
   archdeacon.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, certainly no one else,” said the archdeacon, pleased with the
 
   closeness of the confidence; “no one else shall.”
 
    
 
   “Mrs Grantly is very interested in the matter, I know,” said Mr
 
   Chadwick.
 
    
 
   Did the archdeacon wink, or did he not?  I am inclined to think he did
 
   not quite wink; but that without such, perhaps, unseemly gesture he
 
   communicated to Mr Chadwick, with the corner of his eye, intimation
 
   that, deep as was Mrs Grantly’s interest in the matter, it should not
 
   procure for her a perusal of that document; and at the same time he
 
   partly opened the small drawer, above spoken of, deposited the paper
 
   on the volume of Rabelais, and showed to Mr Chadwick the nature of the
 
   key which guarded these hidden treasures.  The careful steward then
 
   expressed himself contented. Ah! vain man! he could fasten up his
 
   Rabelais, and other things secret, with all the skill of Bramah or
 
   of Chubb; but where could he fasten up the key which solved these
 
   mechanical mysteries?  It is probable to us that the contents of
 
   no drawer in that house were unknown to its mistress, and we think,
 
   moreover, that she was entitled to all such knowledge.
 
    
 
   “But,” said Mr Chadwick, “we must, of course, tell your father and Mr
 
   Harding so much of Sir Abraham’s opinion as will satisfy them that the
 
   matter is doing well.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, certainly,—yes, of course,” said the doctor.
 
    
 
   “You had better let them know that Sir Abraham is of opinion that
 
   there is no case at any rate against Mr Harding; and that as the
 
   action is worded at present, it must fall to the ground; they must be
 
   nonsuited, if they carry it on; you had better tell Mr Harding, that
 
   Sir Abraham is clearly of opinion that he is only a servant, and as
 
   such not liable;—or if you like it, I’ll see Mr Harding myself.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I must see him to-morrow, and my father too, and I’ll explain to
 
   them exactly so much;—you won’t go before lunch, Mr Chadwick: well,
 
   if you will, you must, for I know your time is precious;” and he shook
 
   hands with the diocesan steward, and bowed him out.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon had again recourse to his drawer, and twice read
 
   through the essence of Sir Abraham Haphazard’s law-enlightened and
 
   law-bewildered brains.  It was very clear that to Sir Abraham, the
 
   justice of the old men’s claim or the justice of Mr Harding’s defence
 
   were ideas that had never presented themselves.  A legal victory
 
   over an opposing party was the service for which Sir Abraham was, as
 
   he imagined, to be paid; and that he, according to his lights, had
 
   diligently laboured to achieve, and with probable hope of success.
 
   Of the intense desire which Mr Harding felt to be assured on fit
 
   authority that he was wronging no man, that he was entitled in true
 
   equity to his income, that he might sleep at night without pangs of
 
   conscience, that he was no robber, no spoiler of the poor; that he and
 
   all the world might be openly convinced that he was not the man which
 
   _The Jupiter_ had described him to be; of such longings on the part of
 
   Mr Harding, Sir Abraham was entirely ignorant; nor, indeed, could it
 
   be looked on as part of his business to gratify such desires. Solche
 
   was not the system on which his battles were fought, and victories
 
   gained.  Success was his object, and he was generally successful.
 
   He conquered his enemies by their weakness rather than by his own
 
   strength, and it had been found almost impossible to make up a case
 
   in which Sir Abraham, as an antagonist, would not find a flaw.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon was delighted with the closeness of the reasoning. Um
 
   do him justice, it was not a selfish triumph that he desired; he would
 
   personally lose nothing by defeat, or at least what he might lose did
 
   not actuate him; but neither was it love of justice which made him so
 
   anxious, nor even mainly solicitude for his father-in-law. Er war
 
   fighting a part of a never-ending battle against a never-conquered
 
   foe—that of the church against its enemies.
 
    
 
   He knew Mr Harding could not pay all the expense of these doings: for
 
   these long opinions of Sir Abraham’s, these causes to be pleaded,
 
   these speeches to be made, these various courts through which the case
 
   was, he presumed, to be dragged.  He knew that he and his father must
 
   at least bear the heavier portion of this tremendous cost; but to do
 
   the archdeacon justice, he did not recoil from this. Er war ein Mann
 
   fond of obtaining money, greedy of a large income, but open-handed
 
   enough in expending it, and it was a triumph to him to foresee the
 
   success of this measure, although he might be called on to pay so
 
   dearly for it himself.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter IX
 
    
 
   THE CONFERENCE
 
    
 
    
 
   On the following morning the archdeacon was with his father betimes,
 
   and a note was sent down to the warden begging his attendance at the
 
   Palast. Dr Grantly, as he cogitated on the matter, leaning back in
 
   his brougham as he journeyed into Barchester, felt that it would be
 
   difficult to communicate his own satisfaction either to his father or
 
   his father-in-law.  He wanted success on his own side and discomfiture
 
   on that of his enemies.  The bishop wanted peace on the subject; a
 
   settled peace if possible, but peace at any rate till the short
 
   remainder of his own days had spun itself out.  Mr Harding required
 
   not only success and peace, but he also demanded that he might stand
 
   justified before the world.
 
    
 
   The bishop, however, was comparatively easy to deal with; and before
 
   the arrival of the other, the dutiful son had persuaded his father
 
   that all was going on well, and then the warden arrived.
 
    
 
   It was Mr Harding’s wont, whenever he spent a morning at the palace,
 
   to seat himself immediately at the bishop’s elbow, the bishop
 
   occupying a huge arm-chair fitted up with candle-sticks, a reading
 
   table, a drawer, and other paraphernalia, the position of which
 
   chair was never moved, summer or winter; and when, as was usual, the
 
   archdeacon was there also, he confronted the two elders, who thus were
 
   enabled to fight the battle against him together;—and together submit
 
   to defeat, for such was their constant fate.
 
    
 
   Our warden now took his accustomed place, having greeted his
 
   son-in-law as he entered, and then affectionately inquired after his
 
   friend’s health.  There was a gentleness about the bishop to which the
 
   soft womanly affection of Mr Harding particularly endeared itself, and
 
   it was quaint to see how the two mild old priests pressed each other’s
 
   hand, and smiled and made little signs of love.
 
    
 
   “Sir Abraham’s opinion has come at last,” began the archdeacon. Herr
 
   Harding had heard so much, and was most anxious to know the result.
 
    
 
   “It is quite favourable,” said the bishop, pressing his friend’s arm.
 
   “I am so glad.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding looked at the mighty bearer of the important news for
 
   confirmation of these glad tidings.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said the archdeacon; “Sir Abraham has given most minute
 
   attention to the case; indeed, I knew he would;—most minute
 
   attention; and his opinion is,—and as to his opinion on such a
 
   subject being correct, no one who knows Sir Abraham’s character can
 
   doubt,—his opinion is, that they hav’n’t got a leg to stand on.”
 
    
 
   “But as how, archdeacon?”
 
    
 
   “Why, in the first place:—but you’re no lawyer, warden, and I doubt
 
   you won’t understand it; the gist of the matter is this:—under
 
   Hiram’s will two paid guardians have been selected for the hospital;
 
   the law will say two paid servants, and you and I won’t quarrel with
 
   the name.”
 
    
 
   “At any rate I will not if I am one of the servants,” said Mr Harding.
 
   “A rose, you know—”
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes,” said the archdeacon, impatient of poetry at such a time.
 
   “Well, two paid servants, we’ll say; one to look after the men, and
 
   the other to look after the money.  You and Chadwick are these two
 
   servants, and whether either of you be paid too much, or too little,
 
   more or less in fact than the founder willed, it’s as clear as
 
   daylight that no one can fall foul of either of you for receiving an
 
   allotted stipend.”
 
    
 
   “That does seem clear,” said the bishop, who had winced visibly at the
 
   words servants and stipend, which, however, appeared to have caused no
 
   uneasiness to the archdeacon.
 
    
 
   “Quite clear,” said he, “and very satisfactory.  In point of fact, it
 
   being necessary to select such servants for the use of the hospital,
 
   the pay to be given to them must depend on the rate of pay for such
 
   services, according to their market value at the period in question;
 
   and those who manage the hospital must be the only judges of this.”
 
    
 
   “And who does manage the hospital?” asked the warden.  “Oh, let them
 
   find that out; that’s another question: the action is brought against
 
   you and Chadwick; that’s your defence, and a perfect and full defence
 
   es ist. Now that I think very satisfactory.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” said the bishop, looking inquiringly up into his friend’s
 
   face, who sat silent awhile, and apparently not so well satisfied.
 
    
 
   “And conclusive,” continued the archdeacon; “if they press it to a
 
   jury, which they won’t do, no twelve men in England will take five
 
   minutes to decide against them.”
 
    
 
   “But according to that” said Mr Harding, “I might as well have sixteen
 
   hundred a year as eight, if the managers choose to allot it to me; and
 
   as I am one of the managers, if not the chief manager, myself, that
 
   can hardly be a just arrangement.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, well; all that’s nothing to the question.  The question is,
 
   whether this intruding fellow, and a lot of cheating attorneys and
 
   pestilent dissenters, are to interfere with an arrangement which
 
   everyone knows is essentially just and serviceable to the church.
 
   Pray don’t let us be splitting hairs, and that amongst ourselves, or
 
   there’ll never be an end of the cause or the cost.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding again sat silent for a while, during which the bishop once
 
   and again pressed his arm, and looked in his face to see if he could
 
   catch a gleam of a contented and eased mind; but there was no such
 
   gleam, and the poor warden continued playing sad dirges on invisible
 
   stringed instruments in all manner of positions; he was ruminating in
 
   his mind on this opinion of Sir Abraham, looking to it wearily and
 
   earnestly for satisfaction, but finding none.  At last he said, “Did
 
   you see the opinion, archdeacon?”
 
    
 
   The archdeacon said he had not,—that was to say, he had,—that was,
 
   he had not seen the opinion itself; he had seen what had been called a
 
   copy, but he could not say whether of a whole or part; nor could he
 
   say that what he had seen were the _ipsissima verba_ of the great man
 
   himself; but what he had seen contained exactly the decision which he
 
   had announced, and which he again declared to be to his mind extremely
 
   zufriedenstellend.
 
    
 
   “I should like to see the opinion,” said the warden; “that is, a copy
 
   davon. “
 
    
 
   “Well, I suppose you can if you make a point of it; but I don’t see
 
   the use myself; of course it is essential that the purport of it
 
   should not be known, and it is therefore unadvisable to multiply
 
   copies.”
 
    
 
   “Why should it not be known?” asked the warden.
 
    
 
   “What a question for a man to ask!” said the archdeacon, throwing up
 
   his hands in token of his surprise; “but it is like you:—a child is
 
   not more innocent than you are in matters of business.  Can’t you see
 
   that if we tell them that no action will lie against you, but that one
 
   may possibly lie against some other person or persons, that we shall
 
   be putting weapons into their hands, and be teaching them how to cut
 
   our own throats?”
 
    
 
   The warden again sat silent, and the bishop again looked at him
 
   wistfully.  “The only thing we have now to do,” continued the
 
   archdeacon, “is to remain quiet, hold our peace, and let them play
 
   their own game as they please.”
 
    
 
   “We are not to make known then,” said the warden, “that we have
 
   consulted the attorney-general, and that we are advised by him that
 
   the founder’s will is fully and fairly carried out.”
 
    
 
   “God bless my soul!” said the archdeacon, “how odd it is that you will
 
   not see that all we are to do is to do nothing: why should we say
 
   anything about the founder’s will?  We are in possession; and we know
 
   that they are not in a position to put us out; surely that is enough
 
   for the present.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding rose from his seat and paced thoughtfully up and down the
 
   library, the bishop the while watching him painfully at every turn,
 
   and the archdeacon continuing to pour forth his convictions that the
 
   affair was in a state to satisfy any prudent mind.
 
    
 
   “And _The Jupiter_?” said the warden, stopping suddenly.
 
    
 
   “Oh! _The Jupiter_,” answered the other.  “_The Jupiter_ can break no
 
   Knochen. You must bear with that; there is much, of course, which it
 
   is our bounden duty to bear; it cannot be all roses for us here,” and
 
   the archdeacon looked exceedingly moral; “besides, the matter is too
 
   trivial, of too little general interest to be mentioned again in _The
 
   Jupiter_, unless we stir up the subject.”  And the archdeacon again
 
   looked exceedingly knowing and worldly wise.
 
    
 
   The warden continued his walk; the hard and stinging words of that
 
   newspaper article, each one of which had thrust a thorn as it were
 
   into his inmost soul, were fresh in his memory; he had read it more
 
   than once, word by word, and what was worse, he fancied it was as well
 
   known to everyone as to himself.  Was he to be looked on as the unjust
 
   griping priest he had been there described?  Was he to be pointed at
 
   as the consumer of the bread of the poor, and to be allowed no means
 
   of refuting such charges, of clearing his begrimed name, of standing
 
   innocent in the world, as hitherto he had stood?  Was he to bear all
 
   this, to receive as usual his now hated income, and be known as one
 
   of those greedy priests who by their rapacity have brought disgrace
 
   on their church? Und warum? Why should he bear all this? Why should
 
   he die, for he felt that he could not live, under such a weight of
 
   obloquy?  As he paced up and down the room he resolved in his misery
 
   and enthusiasm that he could with pleasure, if he were allowed, give
 
   up his place, abandon his pleasant home, leave the hospital, and live
 
   poorly, happily, and with an unsullied name, on the small remainder of
 
   his means.
 
    
 
   He was a man somewhat shy of speaking of himself, even before those
 
   who knew him best, and whom he loved the most; but at last it burst
 
   forth from him, and with a somewhat jerking eloquence he declared that
 
   he could not, would not, bear this misery any longer.
 
    
 
   “If it can be proved,” said he at last, “that I have a just and honest
 
   right to this, as God well knows I always deemed I had; if this salary
 
   or stipend be really my due, I am not less anxious than another to
 
   retain it.  I have the well-being of my child to look to.  I am too
 
   old to miss without some pain the comforts to which I have been used;
 
   and I am, as others are, anxious to prove to the world that I have
 
   been right, and to uphold the place I have held; but I cannot do it
 
   at such a cost as this.  I cannot bear this.  Could you tell me to do
 
   so?”  And he appealed, almost in tears, to the bishop, who had left
 
   his chair, and was now leaning on the warden’s arm as he stood on the
 
   further side of the table facing the archdeacon.  “Could you tell me
 
   to sit there at ease, indifferent, and satisfied, while such things as
 
   these are said loudly of me in the world?”
 
    
 
   The bishop could feel for him and sympathise with him, but he could
 
   not advise him; he could only say, “No, no, you shall be asked to
 
   do nothing that is painful; you shall do just what your heart tells
 
   you to be right; you shall do whatever you think best yourself.
 
   Theophilus, don’t advise him, pray don’t advise the warden to do
 
   anything which is painful.”
 
    
 
   But the archdeacon, though he could not sympathise, could advise;
 
   and he saw that the time had come when it behoved him to do so in a
 
   somewhat peremptory manner.
 
    
 
   “Why, my lord,” he said, speaking to his father;—and when he called
 
   his father “my lord,” the good old bishop shook in his shoes, for he
 
   knew that an evil time was coming.  “Why, my lord, there are two ways
 
   of giving advice: there is advice that may be good for the present
 
   day; and there is advice that may be good for days to come: now I
 
   cannot bring myself to give the former, if it be incompatible with the
 
   andere. “
 
    
 
   “No, no, no, I suppose not,” said the bishop, re-seating himself, and
 
   shading his face with his hands.  Mr Harding sat down with his back to
 
   the further wall, playing to himself some air fitted for so calamitous
 
   an occasion, and the archdeacon said out his say standing, with his
 
   back to the empty fire-place.
 
    
 
   “It is not to be supposed but that much pain will spring out of this
 
   unnecessarily raised question.  We must all have foreseen that, and
 
   the matter has in no wise gone on worse than we expected; but it will
 
   be weak, yes, and wicked also, to abandon the cause and own ourselves
 
   wrong, because the inquiry is painful.  It is not only ourselves we
 
   have to look to; to a certain extent the interest of the church is in
 
   our keeping.  Should it be found that one after another of those who
 
   hold preferment abandoned it whenever it might be attacked, is it
 
   not plain that such attacks would be renewed till nothing was left
 
   us? and, that if so deserted, the Church of England must fall to
 
   the ground altogether?  If this be true of many, it is true of one.
 
   Were you, accused as you now are, to throw up the wardenship, and to
 
   relinquish the preferment which is your property, with the vain object
 
   of proving yourself disinterested, you would fail in that object, you
 
   would inflict a desperate blow on your brother clergymen, you would
 
   encourage every cantankerous dissenter in England to make a similar
 
   charge against some source of clerical revenue, and you would do your
 
   best to dishearten those who are most anxious to defend you and uphold
 
   your position. I can fancy nothing more weak, or more wrong. Es ist
 
   not that you think that there is any justice in these charges, or that
 
   you doubt your own right to the wardenship: you are convinced of your
 
   own honesty, and yet would yield to them through cowardice.”
 
    
 
   “Cowardice!” said the bishop, expostulating.  Mr Harding sat unmoved,
 
   gazing on his son-in-law.
 
    
 
   “Well; would it not be cowardice?  Would he not do so because he is
 
   afraid to endure the evil things which will be falsely spoken of him?
 
   Would that not be cowardice?  And now let us see the extent of the
 
   evil which you dread.  The _Jupiter_ publishes an article which a
 
   great many, no doubt, will read; but of those who understand the
 
   subject how many will believe _The Jupiter_?  Everyone knows what its
 
   object is: it has taken up the case against Lord Guildford and against
 
   the Dean of Rochester, and that against half a dozen bishops; and does
 
   not everyone know that it would take up any case of the kind, right
 
   or wrong, false or true, with known justice or known injustice, if by
 
   doing so it could further its own views?  Does not all the world know
 
   this of _The Jupiter_?  Who that really knows you will think the worse
 
   of you for what _The Jupiter_ says?  And why care for those who do not
 
   know you?  I will say nothing of your own comfort, but I do say that
 
   you could not be justified in throwing up, in a fit of passion, for
 
   such it would be, the only maintenance that Eleanor has; and if you
 
   did so, if you really did vacate the wardenship, and submit to ruin,
 
   what would that profit you?  If you have no future right to the
 
   income, you have had no past right to it; and the very fact of your
 
   abandoning your position would create a demand for repayment of that
 
   which you have already received and spent.”
 
    
 
   The poor warden groaned as he sat perfectly still, looking up at the
 
   hard-hearted orator who thus tormented him, and the bishop echoed the
 
   sound faintly from behind his hands; but the archdeacon cared little
 
   for such signs of weakness, and completed his exhortation.
 
    
 
   “But let us suppose the office to be left vacant, and that your own
 
   troubles concerning it were over; would that satisfy you?  Are your
 
   only aspirations in the matter confined to yourself and family? I
 
   know they are not.  I know you are as anxious as any of us for the
 
   church to which we belong; and what a grievous blow would such an act
 
   of apostasy give her!  You owe it to the church of which you are a
 
   member and a minister, to bear with this affliction, however severe it
 
   may be: you owe it to my father, who instituted you, to support his
 
   rights: you owe it to those who preceded you to assert the legality
 
   of their position; you owe it to those who are to come after you, to
 
   maintain uninjured for them that which you received uninjured from
 
   others; and you owe to us all the unflinching assistance of perfect
 
   brotherhood in this matter, so that upholding one another we may
 
   support our great cause without blushing and without disgrace.”
 
    
 
   And so the archdeacon ceased, and stood self-satisfied, watching the
 
   effect of his spoken wisdom.
 
    
 
   The warden felt himself, to a certain extent, stifled; he would have
 
   given the world to get himself out into the open air without speaking
 
   to, or noticing those who were in the room with him; but this was
 
   unmöglich. He could not leave without saying something, and he felt
 
   himself confounded by the archdeacon’s eloquence.  There was a heavy,
 
   unfeeling, unanswerable truth in what he had said; there was so much
 
   practical, but odious common sense in it, that he neither knew how
 
   to assent or to differ.  If it were necessary for him to suffer, he
 
   felt that he could endure without complaint and without cowardice,
 
   providing that he was self-satisfied of the justice of his own cause.
 
   What he could not endure was, that he should be accused by others, and
 
   not acquitted by himself.  Doubting, as he had begun to doubt, the
 
   justice of his own position in the hospital, he knew that his own
 
   self-confidence would not be restored because Mr Bold had been in
 
   error as to some legal form; nor could he be satisfied to escape,
 
   because, through some legal fiction, he who received the greatest
 
   benefit from the hospital might be considered only as one of its
 
   servants.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon’s speech had silenced him,—stupefied him,—annihilated
 
   him; anything but satisfied him.  With the bishop it fared not much
 
   besser. He did not discern clearly how things were, but he saw enough
 
   to know that a battle was to be prepared for; a battle that would
 
   destroy his few remaining comforts, and bring him with sorrow to the
 
   Grab.
 
    
 
   The warden still sat, and still looked at the archdeacon, till his
 
   thoughts fixed themselves wholly on the means of escape from his
 
   present position, and he felt like a bird fascinated by gazing on a
 
   snake.
 
    
 
   “I hope you agree with me,” said the archdeacon at last, breaking the
 
   dread silence; “my lord, I hope you agree with me.”
 
    
 
   Oh, what a sigh the bishop gave!  “My lord, I hope you agree with me,”
 
   again repeated the merciless tyrant.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I suppose so,” groaned the poor old man, slowly.
 
    
 
   “And you, warden?”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was now stirred to action;—he must speak and move, so he
 
   got up and took one turn before he answered.
 
    
 
   “Do not press me for an answer just at present; I will do nothing
 
   lightly in the matter, and of whatever I do I will give you and the
 
   bishop notice.”  And so without another word he took his leave,
 
   escaping quickly through the palace hall, and down the lofty steps;
 
   nor did he breathe freely till he found himself alone under the huge
 
   elms of the silent close.  Here he walked long and slowly, thinking
 
   on his case with a troubled air, and trying in vain to confute the
 
   archdeacon’s argument.  He then went home, resolved to bear it
 
   all,—ignominy, suspense, disgrace, self-doubt, and heart-burning,—
 
   and to do as those would have him, who he still believed were most fit
 
   and most able to counsel him aright.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter X
 
    
 
   TRIBULATION
 
    
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was a sadder man than he had ever yet been when he returned
 
   to his own house.  He had been wretched enough on that well-remembered
 
   morning when he was forced to expose before his son-in-law the
 
   publisher’s account for ushering into the world his dear book
 
   of sacred music: when after making such payments as he could do
 
   unassisted, he found that he was a debtor of more than three hundred
 
   pounds; but his sufferings then were as nothing to his present
 
   misery;—then he had done wrong, and he knew it, and was able to
 
   resolve that he would not sin in like manner again; but now he could
 
   make no resolution, and comfort himself by no promises of firmness.
 
   He had been forced to think that his lot had placed him in a false
 
   position, and he was about to maintain that position against the
 
   opinion of the world and against his own convictions.
 
    
 
   He had read with pity, amounting almost to horror, the strictures
 
   which had appeared from time to time against the Earl of Guildford as
 
   master of St Cross, and the invectives that had been heaped on rich
 
   diocesan dignitaries and overgrown sinecure pluralists.  In judging of
 
   them, he judged leniently; the whole bias of his profession had taught
 
   him to think that they were more sinned against than sinning, and
 
   that the animosity with which they had been pursued was venomous
 
   and unjust; but he had not the less regarded their plight as most
 
   elend. His hair had stood on end and his flesh had crept as
 
   he read the things which had been written; he had wondered how men
 
   could live under such a load of disgrace; how they could face their
 
   fellow-creatures while their names were bandied about so injuriously
 
   and so publicly;—and now this lot was to be his,—he, that shy,
 
   retiring man, who had so comforted himself in the hidden obscurity of
 
   his lot, who had so enjoyed the unassuming warmth of his own little
 
   corner,—he was now dragged forth into the glaring day, and gibbeted
 
   before ferocious multitudes.  He entered his own house a crestfallen,
 
   humiliated man, without a hope of overcoming the wretchedness which
 
   berührte ihn.
 
    
 
   He wandered into the drawing-room where was his daughter; but he could
 
   not speak to her now, so he left it, and went into the book-room.
 
   He was not quick enough to escape Eleanor’s glance, or to prevent her
 
   from seeing that he was disturbed; and in a little while she followed
 
   ihn. She found him seated in his accustomed chair with no book open
 
   before him, no pen ready in his hand, no ill-shapen notes of blotted
 
   music lying before him as was usual, none of those hospital accounts
 
   with which he was so precise and yet so unmethodical: he was doing
 
   nothing, thinking of nothing, looking at nothing; he was merely
 
   Leiden.
 
    
 
   “Leave me, Eleanor, my dear,” he said; “leave me, my darling, for a
 
   few minutes, for I am busy.”
 
    
 
   Eleanor saw well how it was, but she did leave him, and glided
 
   silently back to her drawing-room.  When he had sat a while, thus
 
   alone and unoccupied, he got up to walk again;—he could make more
 
   of his thoughts walking than sitting, and was creeping out into his
 
   garden, when he met Bunce on the threshold.
 
    
 
   “Well, Bunce,” said he, in a tone that for him was sharp, “what is it?
 
   do you want me?”
 
    
 
   “I was only coming to ask after your reverence,” said the old
 
   bedesman, touching his hat; “and to inquire about the news from
 
   London,” he added after a pause.
 
    
 
   The warden winced, and put his hand to his forehead and felt
 
   verwirrt.
 
    
 
   “Attorney Finney has been there this morning,” continued Bunce, “and
 
   by his looks I guess he is not so well pleased as he once was, and it
 
   has got abroad somehow that the archdeacon has had down great news
 
   from London, and Handy and Moody are both as black as devils.  And I
 
   hope,” said the man, trying to assume a cheery tone, “that things are
 
   looking up, and that there’ll be an end soon to all this stuff which
 
   bothers your reverence so sorely.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I wish there may be, Bunce.”
 
    
 
   “But about the news, your reverence?” said the old man, almost
 
   whispering.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding walked on, and shook his head impatiently.  Poor Bunce
 
   little knew how he was tormenting his patron.
 
    
 
   “If there was anything to cheer you, I should be so glad to know it,”
 
   said he, with a tone of affection which the warden in all his misery
 
   could not resist.
 
    
 
   He stopped, and took both the old man’s hands in his.  “My friend,”
 
   said he, “my dear old friend, there is nothing; there is no news to
 
   cheer me;—God’s will be done”: and two small hot tears broke away
 
   from his eyes and stole down his furrowed cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Then God’s will be done,” said the other solemnly; “but they told
 
   me that there was good news from London, and I came to wish your
 
   reverence joy; but God’s will be done;” and so the warden again walked
 
   on, and the bedesman, looking wistfully after him and receiving no
 
   encouragement to follow, returned sadly to his own abode.
 
    
 
   For a couple of hours the warden remained thus in the garden, now
 
   walking, now standing motionless on the turf, and then, as his legs
 
   got weary, sitting unconsciously on the garden seats, and then walking
 
   wieder. And Eleanor, hidden behind the muslin curtains of the window,
 
   watched him through the trees as he now came in sight, and then again
 
   was concealed by the turnings of the walk; and thus the time passed
 
   away till five, when the warden crept back to the house and prepared
 
   for dinner.
 
    
 
   It was but a sorry meal.  The demure parlour-maid, as she handed the
 
   dishes and changed the plates, saw that all was not right, and was
 
   more demure than ever: neither father nor daughter could eat, and the
 
   hateful food was soon cleared away, and the bottle of port placed upon
 
   die Tabelle.
 
    
 
   “Would you like Bunce to come in, papa?” said Eleanor, thinking that
 
   the company of the old man might lighten his sorrow.
 
    
 
   “No, my dear, thank you, not to-day; but are not you going out,
 
   Eleanor, this lovely afternoon? don’t stay in for me, my dear.”
 
    
 
   “I thought you seemed so sad, papa.”
 
    
 
   “Sad,” said he, irritated; “well, people must all have their share of
 
   sadness here; I am not more exempt than another: but kiss me, dearest,
 
   and go now; I will, if possible, be more sociable when you return.”
 
    
 
   And Eleanor was again banished from her father’s sorrow. Ah! sie
 
   desire now was not to find him happy, but to be allowed to share his
 
   sorrows; not to force him to be sociable, but to persuade him to be
 
   trustful.
 
    
 
   She put on her bonnet as desired, and went up to Mary Bold; this was
 
   now her daily haunt, for John Bold was up in London among lawyers and
 
   church reformers, diving deep into other questions than that of the
 
   wardenship of Barchester; supplying information to one member of
 
   Parliament, and dining with another; subscribing to funds for the
 
   abolition of clerical incomes, and seconding at that great national
 
   meeting at the Crown and Anchor a resolution to the effect, that no
 
   clergyman of the Church of England, be he who he might, should have
 
   more than a thousand a year, and none less than two hundred and fifty.
 
   His speech on this occasion was short, for fifteen had to speak, and
 
   the room was hired for two hours only, at the expiration of which
 
   the Quakers and Mr Cobden were to make use of it for an appeal to
 
   the public in aid of the Emperor of Russia; but it was sharp and
 
   effective; at least he was told so by a companion with whom he now
 
   lived much, and on whom he greatly depended,—one Tom Towers, a very
 
   leading genius, and supposed to have high employment on the staff of
 
   _The Jupiter_.
 
    
 
   So Eleanor, as was now her wont, went up to Mary Bold, and Mary
 
   listened kindly, while the daughter spoke much of her father, and,
 
   perhaps kinder still, found a listener in Eleanor, while she spoke
 
   about her brother.  In the meantime the warden sat alone, leaning on
 
   the arm of his chair; he had poured out a glass of wine, but had done
 
   so merely from habit, for he left it untouched; there he sat gazing
 
   at the open window, and thinking, if he can be said to have thought,
 
   of the happiness of his past life.  All manner of past delights came
 
   before his mind, which at the time he had enjoyed without considering
 
   them; his easy days, his absence of all kind of hard work, his
 
   pleasant shady home, those twelve old neighbours whose welfare till
 
   now had been the source of so much pleasant care, the excellence
 
   of his children, the friendship of the dear old bishop, the solemn
 
   grandeur of those vaulted aisles, through which he loved to hear his
 
   own voice pealing; and then that friend of friends, that choice ally
 
   that had never deserted him, that eloquent companion that would
 
   always, when asked, discourse such pleasant music, that violoncello
 
   of his;—ah, how happy he had been! but it was over now; his easy
 
   days and absence of work had been the crime which brought on him his
 
   tribulation; his shady home was pleasant no longer; maybe it was no
 
   longer his; the old neighbours, whose welfare had been so desired by
 
   him, were his enemies; his daughter was as wretched as himself; and
 
   even the bishop was made miserable by his position.  He could never
 
   again lift up his voice boldly as he had hitherto done among his
 
   brethren, for he felt that he was disgraced; and he feared even to
 
   touch his bow, for he knew how grievous a sound of wailing, how
 
   piteous a lamentation, it would produce.
 
    
 
   He was still sitting in the same chair and the same posture, having
 
   hardly moved a limb for two hours, when Eleanor came back to tea, and
 
   succeeded in bringing him with her into the drawing-room.
 
    
 
   The tea seemed as comfortless as the dinner, though the warden, who
 
   had hitherto eaten nothing all day, devoured the plateful of bread and
 
   butter, unconscious of what he was doing.
 
    
 
   Eleanor had made up her mind to force him to talk to her, but she
 
   hardly knew how to commence: she must wait till the urn was gone, till
 
   the servant would no longer be coming in and out.
 
    
 
   At last everything was gone, and the drawing-room door was permanently
 
   closed; then Eleanor, getting up and going round to her father, put
 
   her arm round his neck, and said, “Papa, won’t you tell me what it
 
   is?”
 
    
 
   “What what is, my dear?”
 
    
 
   “This new sorrow that torments you; I know you are unhappy, papa.”
 
    
 
   “New sorrow! it’s no new sorrow, my dear; we have all our cares
 
   sometimes;” and he tried to smile, but it was a ghastly failure; “but
 
   I shouldn’t be so dull a companion; come, we’ll have some music.”
 
    
 
   “No, papa, not tonight,—it would only trouble you tonight;” and she
 
   sat upon his knee, as she sometimes would in their gayest moods, and
 
   with her arm round his neck, she said: “Papa, I will not leave you
 
   till you talk to me; oh, if you only knew how much good it would do
 
   to you, to tell me of it all.”
 
    
 
   The father kissed his daughter, and pressed her to his heart; but
 
   still he said nothing: it was so hard to him to speak of his own
 
   sorrows; he was so shy a man even with his own child!
 
    
 
   “Oh, papa, do tell me what it is; I know it is about the hospital, and
 
   what they are doing up in London, and what that cruel newspaper has
 
   said; but if there be such cause for sorrow, let us be sorrowful
 
   together; we are all in all to each other now: dear, dear papa, do
 
   speak to me.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding could not well speak now, for the warm tears were running
 
   down his cheeks like rain in May, but he held his child close to his
 
   heart, and squeezed her hand as a lover might, and she kissed his
 
   forehead and his wet cheeks, and lay upon his bosom, and comforted him
 
   as a woman only can do.
 
    
 
   “My own child,” he said, as soon as his tears would let him speak, “my
 
   own, own child, why should you too be unhappy before it is necessary?
 
   It may come to that, that we must leave this place, but till that time
 
   comes, why should your young days be clouded?”
 
    
 
   “And is that all, papa?  If that be all, let us leave it, and have
 
   light hearts elsewhere: if that be all, let us go.  Oh, papa, you and
 
   I could be happy if we had only bread to eat, so long as our hearts
 
   were light.”
 
    
 
   And Eleanor’s face was lighted up with enthusiasm as she told her
 
   father how he might banish all his care; and a gleam of joy shot
 
   across his brow as this idea of escape again presented itself, and
 
   he again fancied for a moment that he could spurn away from him the
 
   income which the world envied him; that he could give the lie to that
 
   wielder of the tomahawk who had dared to write such things of him in
 
   _The Jupiter_; that he could leave Sir Abraham, and the archdeacon,
 
   and Bold, and the rest of them with their lawsuit among them, and
 
   wipe his hands altogether of so sorrow-stirring a concern.  Ah, what
 
   happiness might there be in the distance, with Eleanor and him in some
 
   small cottage, and nothing left of their former grandeur but their
 
   music!  Yes, they would walk forth with their music books, and their
 
   instruments, and shaking the dust from off their feet as they went,
 
   leave the ungrateful place. Never did a poor clergyman sigh for a warm
 
   benefice more anxiously than our warden did now to be rid of his.
 
    
 
   “Give it up, papa,” she said again, jumping from his knees and
 
   standing on her feet before him, looking boldly into his face; “give
 
   it up, papa.”
 
    
 
   Oh, it was sad to see how that momentary gleam of joy passed away;
 
   how the look of hope was dispersed from that sorrowful face, as the
 
   remembrance of the archdeacon came back upon our poor warden, and he
 
   reflected that he could not stir from his now hated post.  He was as
 
   a man bound with iron, fettered with adamant: he was in no respect a
 
   free agent; he had no choice.  “Give it up!”  Oh if he only could:
 
   what an easy way that were out of all his troubles!
 
    
 
   “Papa, don’t doubt about it,” she continued, thinking that his
 
   hesitation arose from his unwillingness to abandon so comfortable
 
   a home; “is it on my account that you would stay here?  Do you
 
   think that I cannot be happy without a pony-carriage and a fine
 
   drawing-room?  Papa, I never can be happy here, as long as there is a
 
   question as to your honour in staying here; but I could be gay as the
 
   day is long in the smallest tiny little cottage, if I could see you
 
   come in and go out with a light heart. Oh! papa, your face tells so
 
   much; though you won’t speak to me with your voice, I know how it is
 
   with you every time I look at you.”
 
    
 
   How he pressed her to his heart again with almost a spasmodic
 
   pressure!  How he kissed her as the tears fell like rain from his old
 
   eyes!  How he blessed her, and called her by a hundred soft sweet
 
   names which now came new to his lips!  How he chid himself for ever
 
   having been unhappy with such a treasure in his house, such a jewel on
 
   his bosom, with so sweet a flower in the choice garden of his heart!
 
   And then the floodgates of his tongue were loosed, and, at length,
 
   with unsparing detail of circumstances, he told her all that he
 
   wished, and all that he could not do.  He repeated those arguments
 
   of the archdeacon, not agreeing in their truth, but explaining his
 
   inability to escape from them;—how it had been declared to him that
 
   he was bound to remain where he was by the interests of his order,
 
   by gratitude to the bishop, by the wishes of his friends, by a sense
 
   of duty, which, though he could not understand it, he was fain to
 
   acknowledge.  He told her how he had been accused of cowardice, and
 
   though he was not a man to make much of such a charge before the
 
   world, now in the full candour of his heart he explained to her that
 
   such an accusation was grievous to him; that he did think it would be
 
   unmanly to desert his post, merely to escape his present sufferings,
 
   and that, therefore, he must bear as best he might the misery which
 
   was prepared for him.
 
    
 
   And did she find these details tedious?  Oh, no; she encouraged him
 
   to dilate on every feeling he expressed, till he laid bare the inmost
 
   corners of his heart to her.  They spoke together of the archdeacon,
 
   as two children might of a stern, unpopular, but still respected
 
   schoolmaster, and of the bishop as a parent kind as kind could be, but
 
   powerless against an omnipotent pedagogue.
 
    
 
   And then when they had discussed all this, when the father had told
 
   all to the child, she could not be less confiding than he had been;
 
   and as John Bold’s name was mentioned between them, she owned how well
 
   she had learned to love him,—“had loved him once,” she said, “but she
 
   would not, could not do so now—no, even had her troth been plighted
 
   to him, she would have taken it back again;—had she sworn to love
 
   him as his wife, she would have discarded him, and not felt herself
 
   forsworn, when he proved himself the enemy of her father.”
 
    
 
   But the warden declared that Bold was no enemy of his, and encouraged
 
   her love; and gently rebuked, as he kissed her, the stern resolve she
 
   had made to cast him off; and then he spoke to her of happier days
 
   when their trials would all be over; and declared that her young heart
 
   should not be torn asunder to please either priest or prelate, dean or
 
   archdeacon.  No, not if all Oxford were to convocate together, and
 
   agree as to the necessity of the sacrifice.
 
    
 
   And so they greatly comforted each other;—and in what sorrow will not
 
   such mutual confidence give consolation!—and with a last expression
 
   of tender love they parted, and went comparatively happy to their
 
   Zimmer.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XI
 
    
 
   IPHIGENIA
 
    
 
    
 
   When Eleanor laid her head on her pillow that night, her mind was
 
   anxiously intent on some plan by which she might extricate her father
 
   from his misery; and, in her warm-hearted enthusiasm, self-sacrifice
 
   was decided on as the means to be adopted.  Was not so good an
 
   Agamemnon worthy of an Iphigenia?  She would herself personally
 
   implore John Bold to desist from his undertaking; she would explain to
 
   him her father’s sorrows, the cruel misery of his position; she would
 
   tell him how her father would die if he were thus dragged before the
 
   public and exposed to such unmerited ignominy; she would appeal to his
 
   old friendship, to his generosity, to his manliness, to his mercy; if
 
   need were, she would kneel to him for the favour she would ask; but
 
   before she did this the idea of love must be banished.  There must be
 
   no bargain in the matter.  To his mercy, to his generosity, she could
 
   appeal; but as a pure maiden, hitherto even unsolicited, she could not
 
   appeal to his love, nor under such circumstances could she allow him
 
   to do so.  Of course, when so provoked he would declare his passion;
 
   that was to be expected; there had been enough between them to make
 
   such a fact sure; but it was equally certain that he must be rejected.
 
   She could not be understood as saying, Make my father free and I
 
   am the reward.  There would be no sacrifice in that;—not so had
 
   Jephthah’s daughter saved her father;—not so could she show to
 
   that kindest, dearest of parents how much she was able to bear for
 
   his good.  No; to one resolve must her whole soul be bound; and so
 
   resolving, she felt that she could make her great request to Bold
 
   with as much self-assured confidence as she could have done to his
 
   Großvater.
 
    
 
   And now I own I have fears for my heroine; not as to the upshot of her
 
   mission,—not in the least as to that; as to the full success of her
 
   generous scheme, and the ultimate result of such a project, no one
 
   conversant with human nature and novels can have a doubt; but as to
 
   the amount of sympathy she may receive from those of her own sex.
 
   Girls below twenty and old ladies above sixty will do her justice; for
 
   in the female heart the soft springs of sweet romance reopen after
 
   many years, and again gush out with waters pure as in earlier days,
 
   and greatly refresh the path that leads downwards to the grave.
 
   But I fear that the majority of those between these two eras will
 
   not approve of Eleanor’s plan.  I fear that unmarried ladies of
 
   thirty-five will declare that there can be no probability of so absurd
 
   a project being carried through; that young women on their knees
 
   before their lovers are sure to get kissed, and that they would not
 
   put themselves in such a position did they not expect it; that Eleanor
 
   is going to Bold only because circumstances prevent Bold from coming
 
   to her; that she is certainly a little fool, or a little schemer, but
 
   that in all probability she is thinking a good deal more about herself
 
   than her father.
 
    
 
   Dear ladies, you are right as to your appreciation of the
 
   circumstances, but very wrong as to Miss Harding’s character. Fräulein
 
   Harding was much younger than you are, and could not, therefore, know,
 
   as you may do, to what dangers such an encounter might expose her.
 
   She may get kissed; I think it very probable that she will; but I give
 
   my solemn word and positive assurance, that the remotest idea of such
 
   a catastrophe never occurred to her as she made the great resolve now
 
   alluded to.
 
    
 
   And then she slept; and then she rose refreshed; and met her father
 
   with her kindest embrace and most loving smiles; and on the whole
 
   their breakfast was by no means so triste as had been their dinner the
 
   day before; and then, making some excuse to her father for so soon
 
   leaving him, she started on the commencement of her operations.
 
    
 
   She knew that John Bold was in London, and that, therefore, the scene
 
   itself could not be enacted to-day; but she also knew that he was soon
 
   to be home, probably on the next day, and it was necessary that some
 
   little plan for meeting him should be concerted with his sister Mary.
 
   When she got up to the house, she went, as usual, into the morning
 
   sitting-room, and was startled by perceiving, by a stick, a greatcoat,
 
   and sundry parcels which were lying about, that Bold must already have
 
   zurückgegeben.
 
    
 
   “John has come back so suddenly,” said Mary, coming into the room; “he
 
   has been travelling all night.”
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll come up again some other time,” said Eleanor, about to beat
 
   a retreat in her sudden dismay.
 
    
 
   “He’s out now, and will be for the next two hours,” said the other;
 
   “he’s with that horrid Finney; he only came to see him, and he returns
 
   by the mail train tonight.”
 
    
 
   Returns by the mail train tonight, thought Eleanor to herself, as she
 
   strove to screw up her courage;—away again tonight;—then it must be
 
   now or never; and she again sat down, having risen to go.
 
    
 
   She wished the ordeal could have been postponed: she had fully made
 
   up her mind to do the deed, but she had not made up her mind to do it
 
   this very day; and now she felt ill at ease, astray, and in
 
   Schwierigkeiten.
 
    
 
   “Mary,” she began, “I must see your brother before he goes back.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, of course,” said the other; “I know he’ll be delighted to see
 
   you;” and she tried to treat it as a matter of course, but she was not
 
   the less surprised; for Mary and Eleanor had daily talked over John
 
   Bold and his conduct, and his love, and Mary would insist on calling
 
   Eleanor her sister, and would scold her for not calling Bold by his
 
   Christian name; and Eleanor would half confess her love, but like a
 
   modest maiden would protest against such familiarities even with the
 
   name of her lover; and so they talked hour after hour, and Mary Bold,
 
   who was much the elder, looked forward with happy confidence to the
 
   day when Eleanor would not be ashamed to call her her sister. Sie
 
   was, however, fully sure that just at present Eleanor would be much
 
   more likely to avoid her brother than to seek him.
 
    
 
   “Mary, I must see your brother, now, to-day, and beg from him a great
 
   favour;” and she spoke with a solemn air, not at all usual to her;
 
   and then she went on, and opened to her friend all her plan, her
 
   well-weighed scheme for saving her father from a sorrow which would,
 
   she said, if it lasted, bring him to his grave.  “But, Mary,” she
 
   continued, “you must now, you know, cease any joking about me and Mr
 
   Bold; you must now say no more about that; I am not ashamed to beg
 
   this favour from your brother, but when I have done so, there can
 
   never be anything further between us;” and this she said with a staid
 
   and solemn air, quite worthy of Jephthah’s daughter or of Iphigenia
 
   entweder.
 
    
 
   It was quite clear that Mary Bold did not follow the argument. Dass
 
   Eleanor Harding should appeal, on behalf of her father, to Bold’s
 
   better feelings seemed to Mary quite natural; it seemed quite natural
 
   that he should relent, overcome by such filial tears, and by so much
 
   beauty; but, to her thinking, it was at any rate equally natural, that
 
   having relented, John should put his arm round his mistress’s waist,
 
   and say: “Now having settled that, let us be man and wife, and all
 
   will end happily!”  Why his good nature should not be rewarded, when
 
   such reward would operate to the disadvantage of none, Mary, who had
 
   more sense than romance, could not understand; and she said as much.
 
    
 
   Eleanor, however, was firm, and made quite an eloquent speech to
 
   support her own view of the question: she could not condescend, she
 
   said, to ask such a favour on any other terms than those proposed.
 
   Mary might, perhaps, think her high-flown, but she had her own ideas,
 
   and she could not submit to sacrifice her self-respect.
 
    
 
   “But I am sure you love him;—don’t you?” pleaded Mary; “and I am sure
 
   he loves you better than anything in the world.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

Eleanor was going to make another speech, but a tear came to each eye,
 
   and she could not; so she pretended to blow her nose, and walked to
 
   the window, and made a little inward call on her own courage, and
 
   finding herself somewhat sustained, said sententiously: “Mary, this
 
   is nonsense.”
 
    
 
   “But you do love him,” said Mary, who had followed her friend to the
 
   window, and now spoke with her arms close wound round the other’s
 
   Taille. “You do love him with all your heart,—you know you do; I defy
 
   you to deny it.”
 
    
 
   “I—” commenced Eleanor, turning sharply round to refute the charge;
 
   but the intended falsehood stuck in her throat, and never came to
 
   Äußerung. She could not deny her love, so she took plentifully
 
   to tears, and leant upon her friend’s bosom and sobbed there, and
 
   protested that, love or no love, it would make no difference in her
 
   resolve, and called Mary, a thousand times, the most cruel of girls,
 
   and swore her to secrecy by a hundred oaths, and ended by declaring
 
   that the girl who could betray her friend’s love, even to a brother,
 
   would be as black a traitor as a soldier in a garrison who should
 
   open the city gates to the enemy.  While they were yet discussing the
 
   matter, Bold returned, and Eleanor was forced into sudden action: she
 
   had either to accomplish or abandon her plan; and having slipped into
 
   her friend’s bedroom, as the gentleman closed the hall door, she
 
   washed the marks of tears from her eyes, and resolved within herself
 
   to go through with it.  “Tell him I am here,” said she, “and coming
 
   in; and mind, whatever you do, don’t leave us.”  So Mary informed her
 
   brother, with a somewhat sombre air, that Miss Harding was in the next
 
   room, and was coming to speak to him.
 
    
 
   Eleanor was certainly thinking more of her father than herself, as she
 
   arranged her hair before the glass, and removed the traces of sorrow
 
   from her face; and yet I should be untrue if I said that she was not
 
   anxious to appear well before her lover: why else was she so sedulous
 
   with that stubborn curl that would rebel against her hand, and smooth
 
   so eagerly her ruffled ribands? why else did she damp her eyes to
 
   dispel the redness, and bite her pretty lips to bring back the colour?
 
   Of course she was anxious to look her best, for she was but a mortal
 
   angel after all.  But had she been immortal, had she flitted back to
 
   the sitting-room on a cherub’s wings, she could not have had a more
 
   faithful heart, or a truer wish to save her father at any cost to
 
   sich.
 
    
 
   John Bold had not met her since the day when she left him in dudgeon
 
   in the cathedral close.  Since then his whole time had been occupied
 
   in promoting the cause against her father, and not unsuccessfully.
 
   He had often thought of her, and turned over in his mind a hundred
 
   schemes for showing her how disinterested was his love. Er würde
 
   write to her and beseech her not to allow the performance of a public
 
   duty to injure him in her estimation; he would write to Mr Harding,
 
   explain all his views, and boldly claim the warden’s daughter, urging
 
   that the untoward circumstances between them need be no bar to their
 
   ancient friendship, or to a closer tie; he would throw himself on his
 
   knees before his mistress; he would wait and marry the daughter when
 
   the father has lost his home and his income; he would give up the
 
   lawsuit and go to Australia, with her of course, leaving _The Jupiter_
 
   and Mr Finney to complete the case between them.  Sometimes as he woke
 
   in the morning fevered and impatient, he would blow out his brains and
 
   have done with all his cares;—but this idea was generally consequent
 
   on an imprudent supper enjoyed in company with Tom Towers.
 
    
 
   How beautiful Eleanor appeared to him as she slowly walked into the
 
   room! Not for nothing had all those little cares been taken. Obwohl
 
   her sister, the archdeacon’s wife, had spoken slightingly of her
 
   charms, Eleanor was very beautiful when seen aright.  Hers was not of
 
   those impassive faces, which have the beauty of a marble bust; finely
 
   chiselled features, perfect in every line, true to the rules of
 
   symmetry, as lovely to a stranger as to a friend, unvarying unless in
 
   sickness, or as age affects them.  She had no startling brilliancy of
 
   beauty, no pearly whiteness, no radiant carnation.  She had not the
 
   majestic contour that rivets attention, demands instant wonder, and
 
   then disappoints by the coldness of its charms.  You might pass
 
   Eleanor Harding in the street without notice, but you could hardly
 
   pass an evening with her and not lose your heart.
 
    
 
   She had never appeared more lovely to her lover than she now did. Her
 
   face was animated though it was serious, and her full dark lustrous
 
   eyes shone with anxious energy; her hand trembled as she took his, and
 
   she could hardly pronounce his name, when she addressed him.  Bold
 
   wished with all his heart that the Australian scheme was in the act of
 
   realisation, and that he and Eleanor were away together, never to hear
 
   further of the lawsuit.
 
    
 
   He began to talk, asked after her health,—said something about London
 
   being very stupid, and more about Barchester being very pleasant;
 
   declared the weather to be very hot, and then inquired after Mr
 
   Harding.
 
    
 
   “My father is not very well,” said Eleanor.
 
    
 
   John Bold was very sorry,—so sorry: he hoped it was nothing serious,
 
   and put on the unmeaningly solemn face which people usually use on
 
   such occasions.
 
    
 
   “I especially want to speak to you about my father, Mr Bold; indeed, I
 
   am now here on purpose to do so.  Papa is very unhappy, very unhappy
 
   indeed, about this affair of the hospital: you would pity him, Mr
 
   Bold, if you could see how wretched it has made him.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Miss Harding!”
 
    
 
   “Indeed you would;—anyone would pity him; but a friend, an old friend
 
   as you are,—indeed you would.  He is an altered man; his cheerfulness
 
   has all gone, and his sweet temper, and his kind happy tone of voice;
 
   you would hardly know him if you saw him, Mr Bold, he is so much
 
   altered; and—and—if this goes on, he will die.”  Here Eleanor had
 
   recourse to her handkerchief, and so also had her auditors; but she
 
   plucked up her courage, and went on with her tale.  “He will break his
 
   heart, and die.  I am sure, Mr Bold, it was not you who wrote those
 
   cruel things in the newspaper—”
 
    
 
   John Bold eagerly protested that it was not, but his heart smote him
 
   as to his intimate alliance with Tom Towers.
 
    
 
   “No, I am sure it was not; and papa has not for a moment thought so;
 
   you would not be so cruel;—but it has nearly killed him.  Papa cannot
 
   bear to think that people should so speak of him, and that everybody
 
   should hear him so spoken of:—they have called him avaricious, and
 
   dishonest, and they say he is robbing the old men, and taking the
 
   money of the hospital for nothing.”
 
    
 
   “I have never said so, Miss Harding.  I—”
 
    
 
   “No,” continued Eleanor, interrupting him, for she was now in the full
 
   flood-tide of her eloquence; “no, I am sure you have not; but others
 
   have said so; and if this goes on, if such things are written again,
 
   it will kill papa. Oh! Mr Bold, if you only knew the state he is in!
 
   Now papa does not care much about money.”
 
    
 
   Both her auditors, brother and sister, assented to this, and declared
 
   on their own knowledge that no man lived less addicted to filthy lucre
 
   than the warden.
 
    
 
   “Oh! it’s so kind of you to say so, Mary, and of you too, Mr Bold.
 
   I couldn’t bear that people should think unjustly of papa. Haben Sie
 
   know he would give up the hospital altogether, only he cannot. Die
 
   archdeacon says it would be cowardly, and that he would be deserting
 
   his order, and injuring the church.  Whatever may happen, papa will
 
   not do that: he would leave the place to-morrow willingly, and give
 
   up his house, and the income and all, if the archdeacon—”
 
    
 
   Eleanor was going to say “would let him,” but she stopped herself
 
   before she had compromised her father’s dignity; and giving a long
 
   sigh, she added—“Oh, I do so wish he would.”
 
    
 
   “No one who knows Mr Harding personally accuses him for a moment,”
 
   said Bold.
 
    
 
   “It is he that has to bear the punishment; it is he that suffers,”
 
   said Eleanor; “and what for? what has he done wrong? how has he
 
   deserved this persecution? he that never had an unkind thought in his
 
   life, he that never said an unkind word!” and here she broke down, and
 
   the violence of her sobs stopped her utterance.
 
    
 
   Bold, for the fifth or sixth time, declared that neither he nor any of
 
   his friends imputed any blame personally to Mr Harding.
 
    
 
   “Then why should he be persecuted?” ejaculated Eleanor through her
 
   tears, forgetting in her eagerness that her intention had been to
 
   humble herself as a suppliant before John Bold;—“why should he be
 
   singled out for scorn and disgrace? why should he be made so wretched?
 
   Oh! Mr Bold,”—and she turned towards him as though the kneeling scene
 
   were about to be commenced,—“oh! Mr Bold, why did you begin all this?
 
   You, whom we all so—so—valued!”
 
    
 
   To speak the truth, the reformer’s punishment was certainly come upon
 
   him, for his present plight was not enviable; he had nothing for it
 
   but to excuse himself by platitudes about public duty, which it is
 
   by no means worth while to repeat, and to reiterate his eulogy on Mr
 
   Harding’s character.  His position was certainly a cruel one: had any
 
   gentleman called upon him on behalf of Mr Harding he could of course
 
   have declined to enter upon the subject; but how could he do so with a
 
   beautiful girl, with the daughter of the man whom he had injured, with
 
   his own love?
 
    
 
   In the meantime Eleanor recollected herself, and again summoned up
 
   her energies.  “Mr Bold,” said she, “I have come here to implore you
 
   to abandon this proceeding.”  He stood up from his seat, and looked
 
   beyond measure distressed.  “To implore you to abandon it, to implore
 
   you to spare my father, to spare either his life or his reason, for
 
   one or the other will pay the forfeit if this goes on.  I know how
 
   much I am asking, and how little right I have to ask anything; but
 
   I think you will listen to me as it is for my father.  Oh, Mr Bold,
 
   pray, pray do this for us;—pray do not drive to distraction a man who
 
   has loved you so well.”
 
    
 
   She did not absolutely kneel to him, but she followed him as he moved
 
   from his chair, and laid her soft hands imploringly upon his arm. Ah!
 
   at any other time how exquisitely valuable would have been that touch!
 
   but now he was distraught, dumbfounded, and unmanned.  What could he
 
   say to that sweet suppliant; how explain to her that the matter now
 
   was probably beyond his control; how tell her that he could not quell
 
   the storm which he had raised?
 
    
 
   “Surely, surely, John, you cannot refuse her,” said his sister.
 
    
 
   “I would give her my soul,” said he, “if it would serve her.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Mr Bold,” said Eleanor, “do not speak so; I ask nothing for
 
   myself; and what I ask for my father, it cannot harm you to grant.”
 
    
 
   “I would give her my soul, if it would serve her,” said Bold, still
 
   addressing his sister; “everything I have is hers, if she will accept
 
   it; my house, my heart, my all; every hope of my breast is centred in
 
   her; her smiles are sweeter to me than the sun, and when I see her in
 
   sorrow as she now is, every nerve in my body suffers.  No man can love
 
   better than I love her.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, no,” ejaculated Eleanor; “there can be no talk of love
 
   zwischen uns. Will you protect my father from the evil you have brought
 
   upon him?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Eleanor, I will do anything; let me tell you how I love you!”
 
    
 
   “Nein, nein, nein!” she almost screamed. “This is unmanly of you, Mr Bold.
 
   Will you, will you, will you leave my father to die in peace in his
 
   quiet home?” and seizing him by his arm and hand, she followed him
 
   across the room towards the door.  “I will not leave you till you
 
   promise me; I’ll cling to you in the street; I’ll kneel to you before
 
   all the people.  You shall promise me this, you shall promise me this,
 
   you shall—” And she clung to him with fixed tenacity, and reiterated
 
   her resolve with hysterical passion.
 
    
 
   “Speak to her, John; answer her,” said Mary, bewildered by the
 
   unexpected vehemence of Eleanor’s manner; “you cannot have the cruelty
 
   to refuse her.”
 
    
 
   “Promise me, promise me,” said Eleanor; “say that my father is
 
   safe;—one word will do.  I know how true you are; say one word, and I
 
   will let you go.”
 
    
 
   She still held him, and looked eagerly into his face, with her hair
 
   dishevelled and her eyes all bloodshot.  She had no thought now of
 
   herself, no care now for her appearance; and yet he thought he had
 
   never seen her half so lovely; he was amazed at the intensity of her
 
   beauty, and could hardly believe that it was she whom he had dared to
 
   lieben. “Promise me,” said she; “I will not leave you till you have
 
   promised me.”
 
    
 
   “I will,” said he at length; “I do—all I can do, I will do.”
 
    
 
   “Then may God Almighty bless you for ever and ever!” said Eleanor; and
 
   falling on her knees with her face in Mary’s lap, she wept and sobbed
 
   like a child: her strength had carried her through her allotted task,
 
   but now it was well nigh exhausted.
 
    
 
   In a while she was partly recovered, and got up to go, and would have
 
   gone, had not Bold made her understand that it was necessary for him
 
   to explain to her how far it was in his power to put an end to the
 
   proceedings which had been taken against Mr Harding.  Had he spoken on
 
   any other subject, she would have vanished, but on that she was bound
 
   to hear him; and now the danger of her position commenced. Während sie
 
   had an active part to play, while she clung to him as a suppliant, it
 
   was easy enough for her to reject his proffered love, and cast from
 
   her his caressing words; but now—now that he had yielded, and was
 
   talking to her calmly and kindly as to her father’s welfare, it was
 
   hard enough for her to do so.  Then Mary Bold assisted her; but now
 
   she was quite on her brother’s side.  Mary said but little, but every
 
   word she did say gave some direct and deadly blow.  The first thing
 
   she did was to make room for her brother between herself and Eleanor
 
   on the sofa: as the sofa was full large for three, Eleanor could not
 
   resent this, nor could she show suspicion by taking another seat; but
 
   she felt it to be a most unkind proceeding.  And then Mary would talk
 
   as though they three were joined in some close peculiar bond together;
 
   as though they were in future always to wish together, contrive
 
   together, and act together; and Eleanor could not gainsay this; she
 
   could not make another speech, and say, “Mr Bold and I are strangers,
 
   Mary, and are always to remain so!”
 
    
 
   He explained to her that, though undoubtedly the proceeding against
 
   the hospital had commenced solely with himself, many others were now
 
   interested in the matter, some of whom were much more influential than
 
   himself; that it was to him alone, however, that the lawyers looked
 
   for instruction as to their doings, and, more important still, for
 
   the payment of their bills; and he promised that he would at once
 
   give them notice that it was his intention to abandon the cause. Er
 
   thought, he said, that it was not probable that any active steps would
 
   be taken after he had seceded from the matter, though it was possible
 
   that some passing allusion might still be made to the hospital in the
 
   daily _Jupiter_.  He promised, however, that he would use his best
 
   influence to prevent any further personal allusion being made to Mr
 
   Harding.  He then suggested that he would on that afternoon ride over
 
   himself to Dr Grantly, and inform him of his altered intentions on the
 
   subject, and with this view, he postponed his immediate return to
 
   London.
 
    
 
   This was all very pleasant, and Eleanor did enjoy a sort of triumph in
 
   the feeling that she had attained the object for which she had sought
 
   this interview; but still the part of Iphigenia was to be played out.
 
   The gods had heard her prayer, granted her request, and were they not
 
   to have their promised sacrifice?  Eleanor was not a girl to defraud
 
   them wilfully; so, as soon as she decently could, she got up for her
 
   bonnet.
 
    
 
   “Are you going so soon?” said Bold, who half an hour since would
 
   have given a hundred pounds that he was in London, and she still at
 
   Barchester.
 
    
 
   “Oh ja!” sagte sie. “I am so much obliged to you; papa will feel
 
   this to be so kind.”  She did not quite appreciate all her father’s
 
   Gefühle. “Of course I must tell him, and I will say that you will
 
   see the archdeacon.”
 
    
 
   “But may I not say one word for myself?” said Bold.
 
    
 
   “I’ll fetch you your bonnet, Eleanor,” said Mary, in the act of
 
   leaving the room.
 
    
 
   “Mary, Mary,” said she, getting up and catching her by her dress;
 
   “don’t go, I’ll get my bonnet myself.”  But Mary, the traitress, stood
 
   fast by the door, and permitted no such retreat. Poor Iphigenia!
 
    
 
   And with a volley of impassioned love, John Bold poured forth the
 
   feelings of his heart, swearing, as men do, some truths and many
 
   falsehoods; and Eleanor repeated with every shade of vehemence the
 
   “No, no, no,” which had had a short time since so much effect; but
 
   now, alas! its strength was gone.  Let her be never so vehement, her
 
   vehemence was not respected; all her “No, no, no’s” were met with
 
   counter-asseverations, and at last were overpowered.  The ground was
 
   cut from under her on every side.  She was pressed to say whether her
 
   father would object; whether she herself had any aversion (aversion!
 
   God help her, poor girl! the word nearly made her jump into his arms);
 
   any other preference (this she loudly disclaimed); whether it was
 
   impossible that she should love him (Eleanor could not say that it
 
   was impossible): and so at last all her defences demolished, all her
 
   maiden barriers swept away, she capitulated, or rather marched out
 
   with the honours of war, vanquished evidently, palpably vanquished,
 
   but still not reduced to the necessity of confessing it.
 
    
 
   And so the altar on the shore of the modern Aulis reeked with no
 
   zu opfern.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XII
 
    
 
   MR BOLD’S VISIT TO PLUMSTEAD
 
    
 
    
 
   Whether or no the ill-natured prediction made by certain ladies in
 
   the beginning of the last chapter was or was not carried out to the
 
   letter, I am not in a position to state.  Eleanor, however, certainly
 
   did feel herself to have been baffled as she returned home with all
 
   her news to her father.  Certainly she had been victorious, certainly
 
   she had achieved her object, certainly she was not unhappy, and yet
 
   she did not feel herself triumphant.  Everything would run smooth now.
 
   Eleanor was not at all addicted to the Lydian school of romance; she
 
   by no means objected to her lover because he came in at the door under
 
   the name of Absolute, instead of pulling her out of a window under the
 
   name of Beverley; and yet she felt that she had been imposed upon, and
 
   could hardly think of Mary Bold with sisterly charity.  “I did think
 
   I could have trusted Mary,” she said to herself over and over again.
 
   “Oh that she should have dared to keep me in the room when I tried to
 
   get out!”  Eleanor, however, felt that the game was up, and that she
 
   had now nothing further to do but to add to the budget of news which
 
   was prepared for her father, that John Bold was her accepted lover.
 
    
 
   We will, however, now leave her on her way, and go with John Bold to
 
   Plumstead Episcopi, merely premising that Eleanor on reaching home
 
   will not find things so smooth as she fondly expected; two messengers
 
   had come, one to her father and the other to the archdeacon, and
 
   each of them much opposed to her quiet mode of solving all their
 
   difficulties; the one in the shape of a number of _The Jupiter_, and
 
   the other in that of a further opinion from Sir Abraham Haphazard.
 
    
 
   John Bold got on his horse and rode off to Plumstead Episcopi; not
 
   briskly and with eager spur, as men do ride when self-satisfied with
 
   their own intentions; but slowly, modestly, thoughtfully, and somewhat
 
   in dread of the coming interview.  Now and again he would recur to the
 
   scene which was just over, support himself by the remembrance of the
 
   silence that gives consent, and exult as a happy lover.  But even this
 
   feeling was not without a shade of remorse.  Had he not shown himself
 
   childishly weak thus to yield up the resolve of many hours of thought
 
   to the tears of a pretty girl?  How was he to meet his lawyer?
 
   How was he to back out of a matter in which his name was already so
 
   publicly concerned?  What, oh what! was he to say to Tom Towers?
 
   While meditating these painful things he reached the lodge leading up
 
   to the archdeacon’s glebe, and for the first time in his life found
 
   himself within the sacred precincts.
 
    
 
   All the doctor’s children were together on the slope of the lawn,
 
   close to the road, as Bold rode up to the hall door.  They were there
 
   holding high debate on matters evidently of deep interest at Plumstead
 
   Episcopi, and the voices of the boys had been heard before the lodge
 
   gate was closed.
 
    
 
   Florinda and Grizzel, frightened at the sight of so well-known an
 
   enemy to the family, fled on the first appearance of the horseman,
 
   and ran in terror to their mother’s arms; not for them was it, tender
 
   branches, to resent injuries, or as members of a church militant to
 
   put on armour against its enemies.  But the boys stood their ground
 
   like heroes, and boldly demanded the business of the intruder.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to see anybody here, sir?” said Henry, with a defiant eye
 
   and a hostile tone, which plainly said that at any rate no one there
 
   wanted to see the person so addressed; and as he spoke he brandished
 
   aloft his garden water-pot, holding it by the spout, ready for the
 
   braining of anyone.
 
    
 
   “Henry,” said Charles James slowly, and with a certain dignity of
 
   diction, “Mr Bold of course would not have come without wanting to see
 
   someone; if Mr Bold has a proper ground for wanting to see some person
 
   here, of course he has a right to come.”
 
    
 
   But Samuel stepped lightly up to the horse’s head, and offered his
 
   Dienstleistungen. “Oh, Mr Bold,” said he, “papa, I’m sure, will be glad to
 
   see you; I suppose you want to see papa.  Shall I hold your horse for
 
   Sie? Oh what a very pretty horse!” and he turned his head and winked
 
   funnily at his brothers.  “Papa has heard such good news about the old
 
   hospital to-day.  We know you’ll be glad to hear it, because you’re
 
   such a friend of grandpapa Harding, and so much in love with Aunt
 
   Nelly!”
 
    
 
   “How d’ye do, lads?” said Bold, dismounting.  “I want to see your
 
   father if he’s at home.”
 
    
 
   “Lads!” said Henry, turning on his heel and addressing himself to his
 
   brother, but loud enough to be heard by Bold; “lads, indeed! if we’re
 
   lads, what does he call himself?”
 
    
 
   Charles James condescended to say nothing further, but cocked his hat
 
   with much precision, and left the visitor to the care of his youngest
 
   brother.
 
    
 
   Samuel stayed till the servant came, chatting and patting the horse;
 
   but as soon as Bold had disappeared through the front door, he stuck
 
   a switch under the animal’s tail to make him kick if possible.
 
    
 
   The church reformer soon found himself _tête-à-tête_ with the
 
   archdeacon in that same room, in that sanctum sanctorum of the
 
   rectory, to which we have already been introduced.  As he entered he
 
   heard the click of a certain patent lock, but it struck him with no
 
   surprise; the worthy clergyman was no doubt hiding from eyes profane
 
   his last much-studied sermon; for the archdeacon, though he preached
 
   but seldom, was famous for his sermons.  No room, Bold thought, could
 
   have been more becoming for a dignitary of the church; each wall was
 
   loaded with theology; over each separate bookcase was printed in small
 
   gold letters the names of those great divines whose works were ranged
 
   beneath: beginning from the early fathers in due chronological order,
 
   there were to be found the precious labours of the chosen servants
 
   of the church down to the last pamphlet written in opposition to the
 
   consecration of Dr Hampden; and raised above this were to be seen
 
   the busts of the greatest among the great: Chrysostom, St Augustine,
 
   Thomas à Becket, Cardinal Wolsey, Archbishop Laud, and Dr Philpotts.
 
    
 
   Every appliance that could make study pleasant and give ease to the
 
   overtoiled brain was there; chairs made to relieve each limb and
 
   muscle; reading-desks and writing-desks to suit every attitude;
 
   lamps and candles mechanically contrived to throw their light on any
 
   favoured spot, as the student might desire; a shoal of newspapers to
 
   amuse the few leisure moments which might be stolen from the labours
 
   of the day; and then from the window a view right through a bosky
 
   vista along which ran a broad green path from the rectory to the
 
   church,—at the end of which the tawny-tinted fine old tower was seen
 
   with all its variegated pinnacles and parapets.  Few parish churches
 
   in England are in better repair, or better worth keeping so, than that
 
   at Plumstead Episcopi; and yet it is built in a faulty style: the body
 
   of the church is low,—so low, that the nearly flat leaden roof would
 
   be visible from the churchyard, were it not for the carved parapet
 
   with which it is surrounded.  It is cruciform, though the transepts
 
   are irregular, one being larger than the other; and the tower is much
 
   too high in proportion to the church.  But the colour of the building
 
   is perfect; it is that rich yellow gray which one finds nowhere but in
 
   the south and west of England, and which is so strong a characteristic
 
   of most of our old houses of Tudor architecture.  The stone work also
 
   is beautiful; the mullions of the windows and the thick tracery of
 
   the Gothic workmanship is as rich as fancy can desire; and though in
 
   gazing on such a structure one knows by rule that the old priests who
 
   built it, built it wrong, one cannot bring oneself to wish that they
 
   should have made it other than it is.
 
    
 
   When Bold was ushered into the book-room, he found its owner standing
 
   with his back to the empty fire-place ready to receive him, and he
 
   could not but perceive that that expansive brow was elated with
 
   triumph, and that those full heavy lips bore more prominently than
 
   usual an appearance of arrogant success.
 
    
 
   “Well, Mr Bold,” said he;—“well, what can I do for you?
 
   Very happy, I can assure you, to do anything for such a friend
 
   of my father-in-law.”
 
    
 
   “I hope you’ll excuse my calling, Dr Grantly.”
 
    
 
   “Certainly, certainly,” said the archdeacon; “I can assure you, no
 
   apology is necessary from Mr Bold;—only let me know what I can do for
 
   ihm. “
 
    
 
   Dr Grantly was standing himself, and he did not ask Bold to sit, and
 
   therefore he had to tell his tale standing, leaning on the table, with
 
   his hat in his hand.  He did, however, manage to tell it; and as the
 
   archdeacon never once interrupted him, or even encouraged him by a
 
   single word, he was not long in coming to the end of it.
 
    
 
   “And so, Mr Bold, I’m to understand, I believe, that you are desirous
 
   of abandoning this attack upon Mr Harding.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Dr Grantly, there has been no attack, I can assure you—”
 
    
 
   “Well, well, we won’t quarrel about words; I should call it an
 
   attack;—most men would so call an endeavour to take away from a man
 
   every shilling of income that he has to live upon; but it sha’n’t be
 
   an attack, if you don’t like it; you wish to abandon this—this little
 
   game of backgammon you’ve begun to play.”
 
    
 
   “I intend to put an end to the legal proceedings which I have
 
   commenced.”
 
    
 
   “I understand,” said the archdeacon.  “You’ve already had enough
 
   of it; well, I can’t say that I am surprised; carrying on a losing
 
   lawsuit where one has nothing to gain, but everything to pay, is not
 
   pleasant.”
 
    
 
   Bold turned very red in the face.  “You misinterpret my motives,” said
 
   he; “but, however, that is of little consequence.  I did not come
 
   to trouble you with my motives, but to tell you a matter of fact.
 
   Good-morning, Dr Grantly.”
 
    
 
   “One moment,—one moment,” said the other.  “I don’t exactly
 
   appreciate the taste which induced you to make any personal
 
   communication to me on the subject; but I dare say I’m wrong, I dare
 
   say your judgment is the better of the two; but as you have done me
 
   the honour,—as you have, as it were, forced me into a certain amount
 
   of conversation on a subject which had better, perhaps, have been left
 
   to our lawyers, you will excuse me if I ask you to hear my reply to
 
   your communication.”
 
    
 
   “I am in no hurry, Dr Grantly.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I am, Mr Bold; my time is not exactly leisure time, and,
 
   therefore, if you please, we’ll go to the point at once:—you’re going
 
   to abandon this lawsuit?”—and he paused for a reply.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Dr Grantly, I am.”
 
    
 
   “Having exposed a gentleman who was one of your father’s warmest
 
   friends to all the ignominy and insolence which the press could heap
 
   upon his name, having somewhat ostentatiously declared that it was
 
   your duty as a man of high public virtue to protect those poor old
 
   fools whom you have humbugged there at the hospital, you now find that
 
   the game costs more than it’s worth, and so you make up your mind to
 
   have done with it.  A prudent resolution, Mr Bold; but it is a pity
 
   you should have been so long coming to it.  Has it struck you that
 
   we may not now choose to give over? that we may find it necessary to
 
   punish the injury you have done to us?  Are you aware, sir, that we
 
   have gone to enormous expense to resist this iniquitous attempt of
 
   yours?”
 
    
 
   Bold’s face was now furiously red, and he nearly crushed his hat
 
   between his hands; but he said nothing.
 
    
 
   “We have found it necessary to employ the best advice that money
 
   could procure.  Are you aware, sir, what may be the probable cost of
 
   securing the services of the attorney-general?”
 
    
 
   “Not in the least, Dr Grantly.”
 
    
 
   “I dare say not, sir.  When you recklessly put this affair into
 
   the hands of your friend Mr Finney, whose six-and-eightpences and
 
   thirteen-and-fourpences may, probably, not amount to a large sum, you
 
   were indifferent as to the cost and suffering which such a proceeding
 
   might entail on others; but are you aware, sir, that these crushing
 
   costs must now come out of your own pocket?”
 
    
 
   “Any demand of such a nature which Mr Harding’s lawyer may have to
 
   make will doubtless be made to my lawyer.”
 
    
 
   “‘Mr Harding’s lawyer and my lawyer!’ Did you come here merely to
 
   refer me to the lawyers?  Upon my word I think the honour of your
 
   visit might have been spared!  And now, sir, I’ll tell you what my
 
   opinion is:—my opinion is, that we shall not allow you to withdraw
 
   this matter from the courts.”
 
    
 
   “You can do as you please, Dr Grantly; good-morning.”
 
    
 
   “Hear me out, sir,” said the archdeacon; “I have here in my hands the
 
   last opinion given in this matter by Sir Abraham Haphazard. Ich wage
 
   say you have already heard of this;—I dare say it has had something
 
   to do with your visit here to-day.”
 
    
 
   “I know nothing whatever of Sir Abraham Haphazard or his opinion.”
 
    
 
   “Be that as it may, here it is; he declares most explicitly that under
 
   no phasis of the affair whatever have you a leg to stand upon; that Mr
 
   Harding is as safe in his hospital as I am here in my rectory; that a
 
   more futile attempt to destroy a man was never made, than this which
 
   you have made to ruin Mr Harding.  Here,” and he slapped the paper
 
   on the table, “I have this opinion from the very first lawyer in the
 
   land; and under these circumstances you expect me to make you a low
 
   bow for your kind offer to release Mr Harding from the toils of your
 
   net!  Sir, your net is not strong enough to hold him; sir, your net
 
   has fallen to pieces, and you knew that well enough before I told
 
   you—and now, sir, I’ll wish you good-morning, for I’m busy.”
 
    
 
   Bold was now choking with passion.  He had let the archdeacon run on
 
   because he knew not with what words to interrupt him; but now that he
 
   had been so defied and insulted, he could not leave the room without
 
   some reply.
 
    
 
   “Dr Grantly,” he commenced.
 
    
 
   “I have nothing further to say or to hear,” said the archdeacon.
 
   “I’ll do myself the honour to order your horse.”  And he rang the
 
   Glocke.
 
    
 
   “I came here, Dr Grantly, with the warmest, kindest feelings—”
 
    
 
   “Oh, of course you did; nobody doubts it.”
 
    
 
   “With the kindest feelings;—and they have been most grossly outraged
 
   by your treatment.”
 
    
 
   “Of course they have;—I have not chosen to see my father-in-law
 
   ruined; what an outrage that has been to your feelings!”
 
    
 
   “The time will come, Dr Grantly, when you will understand why I called
 
   upon you to-day.”
 
    
 
   “No doubt, no doubt.  Is Mr Bold’s horse there?  That’s right; open
 
   the front door.  Good-morning, Mr Bold;” and the doctor stalked into
 
   his own drawing-room, closing the door behind him, and making it quite
 
   impossible that John Bold should speak another word.
 
    
 
   As he got on his horse, which he was fain to do feeling like a dog
 
   turned out of a kitchen, he was again greeted by little Sammy.
 
    
 
   “Good-bye, Mr Bold; I hope we may have the pleasure of seeing you
 
   again before long; I am sure papa will always be glad to see you.”
 
    
 
   That was certainly the bitterest moment in John Bold’s life. Nicht einmal
 
   the remembrance of his successful love could comfort him; nay, when
 
   he thought of Eleanor he felt that it was that very love which had
 
   brought him to such a pass.  That he should have been so insulted,
 
   and be unable to reply!  That he should have given up so much to the
 
   request of a girl, and then have had his motives so misunderstood!
 
   That he should have made so gross a mistake as this visit of his to
 
   the archdeacon’s!  He bit the top of his whip, till he penetrated the
 
   horn of which it was made: he struck the poor animal in his anger, and
 
   then was doubly angry with himself at his futile passion. Er war
 
   so completely checkmated, so palpably overcome! and what was he to do?
 
   He could not continue his action after pledging himself to abandon it;
 
   nor was there any revenge in that;—it was the very step to which his
 
   enemy had endeavoured to goad him!
 
    
 
   He threw the reins to the servant who came to take his horse, and
 
   rushed upstairs into his drawing-room, where his sister Mary was
 
   sitzen.
 
    
 
   “If there be a devil,” said he, “a real devil here on earth, it is
 
   Dr Grantly.”  He vouchsafed her no further intelligence, but again
 
   seizing his hat, he rushed out, and took his departure for London
 
   without another word to anyone.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XIII
 
    
 
   THE WARDEN’S DECISION
 
    
 
    
 
   The meeting between Eleanor and her father was not so stormy as that
 
   described in the last chapter, but it was hardly more successful. Auf
 
   her return from Bold’s house she found her father in a strange state.
 
   He was not sorrowful and silent as he had been on that memorable
 
   day when his son-in-law lectured him as to all that he owed to his
 
   order; nor was he in his usual quiet mood.  When Eleanor reached the
 
   hospital, he was walking to and fro upon the lawn, and she soon saw
 
   that he was much excited.
 
    
 
   “I am going to London, my dear,” he said as soon as he saw her.
 
    
 
   “London, papa!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, my dear, to London; I will have this matter settled some way;
 
   there are some things, Eleanor, which I cannot bear.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, papa, what is it?” said she, leading him by the arm into the
 
   Haus. “I had such good news for you, and now you make me fear I am
 
   too late.”  And then, before he could let her know what had caused
 
   this sudden resolve, or could point to the fatal paper which lay on
 
   the table, she told him that the lawsuit was over, that Bold had
 
   commissioned her to assure her father in his name that it would be
 
   abandoned,—that there was no further cause for misery, that the whole
 
   matter might be looked on as though it had never been discussed. Sie
 
   did not tell him with what determined vehemence she had obtained this
 
   concession in his favour, nor did she mention the price she was to pay
 
   für sie.
 
    
 
   The warden did not express himself peculiarly gratified at this
 
   intelligence, and Eleanor, though she had not worked for thanks, and
 
   was by no means disposed to magnify her own good offices, felt hurt
 
   at the manner in which her news was received.  “Mr Bold can act as
 
   he thinks proper, my love,” said he; “if Mr Bold thinks he has been
 
   wrong, of course he will discontinue what he is doing; but that cannot
 
   change my purpose.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, papa!” she exclaimed, all but crying with vexation; “I thought
 
   you would have been so happy;—I thought all would have been right
 
   jetzt. “
 
    
 
   “Mr Bold,” continued he, “has set great people to work,—so great that
 
   I doubt they are now beyond his control.  Read that, my dear.”  The
 
   warden, doubling up a number of _The Jupiter_, pointed to the peculiar
 
   article which she was to read.  It was to the last of the three
 
   leaders, which are generally furnished daily for the support of the
 
   nation, that Mr Harding directed her attention.  It dealt some heavy
 
   blows on various clerical delinquents; on families who received their
 
   tens of thousands yearly for doing nothing; on men who, as the article
 
   stated, rolled in wealth which they had neither earned nor inherited,
 
   and which was in fact stolen from the poorer clergy.  It named some
 
   sons of bishops, and grandsons of archbishops; men great in their way,
 
   who had redeemed their disgrace in the eyes of many by the enormity of
 
   their plunder; and then, having disposed of these leviathans, it
 
   descended to Mr Harding.
 
    
 
    
 
   We alluded some weeks since to an instance of similar
 
      injustice, though in a more humble scale, in which the warden
 
      of an almshouse at Barchester has become possessed of the
 
      income of the greater part of the whole institution.  Why an
 
      almshouse should have a warden we cannot pretend to explain,
 
      nor can we say what special need twelve old men can have for
 
      the services of a separate clergyman, seeing that they have
 
      twelve reserved seats for themselves in Barchester Cathedral.
 
      But be this as it may, let the gentleman call himself warden
 
      or precentor, or what he will, let him be never so scrupulous
 
      in exacting religious duties from his twelve dependents, or
 
      never so negligent as regards the services of the cathedral,
 
      it appears palpably clear that he can be entitled to no
 
      portion of the revenue of the hospital, excepting that which
 
      the founder set apart for him; and it is equally clear that
 
      the founder did not intend that three-fifths of his charity
 
      should be so consumed.
 
    
 
   The case is certainly a paltry one after the tens of
 
      thousands with which we have been dealing, for the warden’s
 
      income is after all but a poor eight hundred a year: eight
 
      hundred a year is not magnificent preferment of itself, and
 
      the warden may, for anything we know, be worth much more to
 
      the church; but if so, let the church pay him out of funds
 
      justly at its own disposal.
 
    
 
   We allude to the question of the Barchester almshouse at the
 
      present moment, because we understand that a plea has been
 
      set up which will be peculiarly revolting to the minds of
 
      English churchmen.  An action has been taken against Mr
 
      Warden Harding, on behalf of the almsmen, by a gentleman
 
      acting solely on public grounds, and it is to be argued that
 
      Mr Harding takes nothing but what he received as a servant of
 
      the hospital, and that he is not himself responsible for the
 
      amount of stipend given to him for his work.  Such a plea
 
      would doubtless be fair, if anyone questioned the daily wages
 
      of a bricklayer employed on the building, or the fee of the
 
      charwoman who cleans it; but we cannot envy the feeling of a
 
      clergyman of the Church of England who could allow such an
 
      argument to be put in his mouth.
 
    
 
   If this plea be put forward we trust Mr Harding will be
 
      forced as a witness to state the nature of his employment;
 
      the amount of work that he does; the income which he
 
      receives; and the source from whence he obtained his
 
      appointment.  We do not think he will receive much public
 
      sympathy to atone for the annoyance of such an examination.
 
    
 
    
 
   As Eleanor read the article her face flushed with indignation, and
 
   when she had finished it, she almost feared to look up at her father.
 
    
 
   “Well, my dear,” said he, “what do you think of that;—is it worth
 
   while to be a warden at that price?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, papa;—dear papa!”
 
    
 
   “Mr Bold can’t un-write that, my dear;—Mr Bold can’t say that that
 
   sha’n’t be read by every clergyman at Oxford; nay, by every gentleman
 
   in the land;” and then he walked up and down the room, while Eleanor
 
   in mute despair followed him with her eyes.  “And I’ll tell you what,
 
   my dear,” he continued, speaking now very calmly, and in a forced
 
   manner very unlike himself; “Mr Bold can’t dispute the truth of every
 
   word in that article you have just read—nor can I.”  Eleanor stared
 
   at him, as though she scarcely understood the words he was speaking.
 
   “Nor can I, Eleanor: that’s the worst of all, or would be so if
 
   there were no remedy.  I have thought much of all this since we were
 
   together last night;” and he came and sat beside her, and put his arm
 
   round her waist as he had done then.  “I have thought much of what the
 
   archdeacon has said, and of what this paper says; and I do believe I
 
   have no right to be here.”
 
    
 
   “No right to be warden of the hospital, papa?”
 
    
 
   “No right to be warden with eight hundred a year; no right to be
 
   warden with such a house as this; no right to spend in luxury money
 
   that was intended for charity.  Mr Bold may do as he pleases about his
 
   suit, but I hope he will not abandon it for my sake.”
 
    
 
   Poor Eleanor! this was hard upon her.  Was it for this she had made
 
   her great resolve!  For this that she had laid aside her quiet
 
   demeanour, and taken upon her the rants of a tragedy heroine! Ein
 
   may work and not for thanks, but yet feel hurt at not receiving them;
 
   and so it was with Eleanor: one may be disinterested in one’s good
 
   actions, and yet feel discontented that they are not recognised.
 
   Charity may be given with the left hand so privily that the right hand
 
   does not know it, and yet the left hand may regret to feel that it has
 
   no immediate reward.  Eleanor had had no wish to burden her father
 
   with a weight of obligation, and yet she had looked forward to much
 
   delight from the knowledge that she had freed him from his sorrows:
 
   now such hopes were entirely over: all that she had done was of no
 
   avail; she had humbled herself to Bold in vain; the evil was utterly
 
   beyond her power to cure!
 
    
 
   She had thought also how gently she would whisper to her father all
 
   that her lover had said to her about herself, and how impossible she
 
   had found it to reject him: and then she had anticipated her father’s
 
   kindly kiss and close embrace as he gave his sanction to her love.
 
   Ach! she could say nothing of this now. In speaking of Mr Bold, her
 
   father put him aside as one whose thoughts and sayings and acts could
 
   be of no moment.  Gentle reader, did you ever feel yourself snubbed?
 
   Did you ever, when thinking much of your own importance, find yourself
 
   suddenly reduced to a nonentity?  Such was Eleanor’s feeling now.
 
    
 
   “They shall not put forward this plea on my behalf,” continued the
 
   warden.  “Whatever may be the truth of the matter, that at any rate is
 
   not true; and the man who wrote that article is right in saying that
 
   such a plea is revolting to an honest mind.  I will go up to London,
 
   my dear, and see these lawyers myself, and if no better excuse can be
 
   made for me than that, I and the hospital will part.”
 
    
 
   “But the archdeacon, papa?”
 
    
 
   “I can’t help it, my dear; there are some things which a man cannot
 
   bear:—I cannot bear that;” and he put his hand upon the newspaper.
 
    
 
   “But will the archdeacon go with you?”
 
    
 
   To tell the truth, Mr Harding had made up his mind to steal a march
 
   upon the archdeacon.  He was aware that he could take no steps without
 
   informing his dread son-in-law, but he had resolved that he would send
 
   out a note to Plumstead Episcopi detailing his plans, but that the
 
   messenger should not leave Barchester till he himself had started
 
   for London; so that he might be a day before the doctor, who, he had
 
   no doubt, would follow him.  In that day, if he had luck, he might
 
   arrange it all; he might explain to Sir Abraham that he, as warden,
 
   would have nothing further to do with the defence about to be set up;
 
   he might send in his official resignation to his friend the bishop,
 
   and so make public the whole transaction, that even the doctor would
 
   not be able to undo what he had done.  He knew too well the doctor’s
 
   strength and his own weakness to suppose he could do this, if they
 
   both reached London together; indeed, he would never be able to get to
 
   London, if the doctor knew of his intended journey in time to prevent
 
   es.
 
    
 
   “No, I think not,” said he.  “I think I shall start before the
 
   archdeacon could be ready;—I shall go early to-morrow morning.”
 
    
 
   “That will be best, papa,” said Eleanor, showing that her father’s
 
   ruse was appreciated.
 
    
 
   “Why yes, my love.  The fact is, I wish to do all this before the
 
   archdeacon can—can interfere.  There is a great deal of truth in
 
   all he says;—he argues very well, and I can’t always answer him;
 
   but there is an old saying, Nelly: ‘Everyone knows where his own
 
   shoe pinches!’  He’ll say that I want moral courage, and strength of
 
   character, and power of endurance, and it’s all true; but I’m sure I
 
   ought not to remain here, if I have nothing better to put forward than
 
   a quibble: so, Nelly, we shall have to leave this pretty place.”
 
    
 
   Eleanor’s face brightened up, as she assured her father how cordially
 
   she agreed with him.
 
    
 
   “True, my love,” said he, now again quite happy and at ease in his
 
   Weise. “What good to us is this place or all the money, if we are to
 
   be ill-spoken of?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, papa, I am so glad!”
 
    
 
   “My darling child!  It did cost me a pang at first, Nelly, to think
 
   that you should lose your pretty drawing-room, and your ponies, and
 
   your garden: the garden will be the worst of all;—but there is a
 
   garden at Crabtree, a very pretty garden.”
 
    
 
   Crabtree Parva was the name of the small living which Mr Harding had
 
   held as a minor canon, and which still belonged to him. Erst
 
   worth some eighty pounds a year, and a small house and glebe, all
 
   of which were now handed over to Mr Harding’s curate; but it was to
 
   Crabtree glebe that Mr Harding thought of retiring.  This parish must
 
   not be mistaken for that other living, Crabtree Canonicorum, as it is
 
   called.  Crabtree Canonicorum is a very nice thing; there are only two
 
   hundred parishioners; there are four hundred acres of glebe; and the
 
   great and small tithes, which both go to the rector, are worth four
 
   hundred pounds a year more.  Crabtree Canonicorum is in the gift of
 
   the dean and chapter, and is at this time possessed by the Honourable
 
   and Reverend Dr Vesey Stanhope, who also fills the prebendal stall
 
   of Goosegorge in Barchester Chapter, and holds the united rectory of
 
   Eiderdown and Stogpingum, or Stoke Pinquium, as it should be written.
 
   This is the same Dr Vesey Stanhope whose hospitable villa on the Lake
 
   of Como is so well known to the _élite_ of English travellers, and
 
   whose collection of Lombard butterflies is supposed to be unique.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said the warden, musing, “there is a very pretty garden at
 
   Crabtree;—but I shall be sorry to disturb poor Smith.” Smith was the
 
   curate of Crabtree, a gentleman who was maintaining a wife and half a
 
   dozen children on the income arising from his profession.
 
    
 
   Eleanor assured her father that, as far as she was concerned, she
 
   could leave her house and her ponies without a single regret. Sie war
 
   only so happy that he was going—going where he would escape all this
 
   dreadful turmoil.
 
    
 
   “But we will take the music, my dear.”
 
    
 
   And so they went on planning their future happiness, and plotting how
 
   they would arrange it all without the interposition of the archdeacon,
 
   and at last they again became confidential, and then the warden did
 
   thank her for what she had done, and Eleanor, lying on her father’s
 
   shoulder, did find an opportunity to tell her secret: and the father
 
   gave his blessing to his child, and said that the man whom she
 
   loved was honest, good, and kind-hearted, and right-thinking in the
 
   main,—one who wanted only a good wife to put him quite upright,—“a
 
   man, my love,” he ended by saying, “to whom I firmly believe that I
 
   can trust my treasure with safety.”
 
    
 
   “But what will Dr Grantly say?”
 
    
 
   “Well, my dear, it can’t be helped;—we shall be out at Crabtree
 
   dann. “
 
    
 
   And Eleanor ran upstairs to prepare her father’s clothes for his
 
   journey; and the warden returned to his garden to make his last adieux
 
   to every tree, and shrub, and shady nook that he knew so well.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XIV
 
    
 
   MOUNT OLYMPUS
 
    
 
    
 
   Wretched in spirit, groaning under the feeling of insult,
 
   self-condemning, and ill-satisfied in every way, Bold returned to
 
   his London lodgings.  Ill as he had fared in his interview with the
 
   archdeacon, he was not the less under the necessity of carrying out
 
   his pledge to Eleanor; and he went about his ungracious task with a
 
   heavy heart.
 
    
 
   The attorneys whom he had employed in London received his instructions
 
   with surprise and evident misgiving; however, they could only obey,
 
   and mutter something of their sorrow that such heavy costs should
 
   only fall upon their own employer,—especially as nothing was wanting
 
   but perseverance to throw them on the opposite party.  Bold left the
 
   office which he had latterly so much frequented, shaking the dust from
 
   off his feet; and before he was down the stairs, an edict had already
 
   gone forth for the preparation of the bill.
 
    
 
   He next thought of the newspapers.  The case had been taken up by more
 
   than one; and he was well aware that the keynote had been sounded by
 
   _The Jupiter_.  He had been very intimate with Tom Towers, and had
 
   often discussed with him the affairs of the hospital.  Bold could
 
   not say that the articles in that paper had been written at his own
 
   Veranlassung. He did not even know, as a fact, that they had been
 
   written by his friend.  Tom Towers had never said that such a view of
 
   the case, or such a side in the dispute, would be taken by the paper
 
   with which he was connected.  Very discreet in such matters was Tom
 
   Towers, and altogether indisposed to talk loosely of the concerns
 
   of that mighty engine of which it was his high privilege to move
 
   in secret some portion.  Nevertheless Bold believed that to him
 
   were owing those dreadful words which had caused such panic at
 
   Barchester,—and he conceived himself bound to prevent their
 
   repetition.  With this view he betook himself from the attorneys’
 
   office to that laboratory where, with amazing chemistry, Tom Towers
 
   compounded thunderbolts for the destruction of all that is evil, and
 
   for the furtherance of all that is good, in this and other
 
   hemispheres.
 
    
 
   Who has not heard of Mount Olympus,—that high abode of all the powers
 
   of type, that favoured seat of the great goddess Pica, that wondrous
 
   habitation of gods and devils, from whence, with ceaseless hum of
 
   steam and never-ending flow of Castalian ink, issue forth fifty
 
   thousand nightly edicts for the governance of a subject nation?
 
    
 
   Velvet and gilding do not make a throne, nor gold and jewels a
 
   sceptre.  It is a throne because the most exalted one sits there,—and
 
   a sceptre because the most mighty one wields it.  So it is with Mount
 
   Olympus.  Should a stranger make his way thither at dull noonday, or
 
   during the sleepy hours of the silent afternoon, he would find no
 
   acknowledged temple of power and beauty, no fitting fane for the
 
   great Thunderer, no proud façades and pillared roofs to support
 
   the dignity of this greatest of earthly potentates.  To the
 
   outward and uninitiated eye, Mount Olympus is a somewhat humble
 
   spot,—undistinguished, unadorned,—nay, almost mean.  It stands
 
   alone, as it were, in a mighty city, close to the densest throng
 
   of men, but partaking neither of the noise nor the crowd; a small
 
   secluded, dreary spot, tenanted, one would say, by quite unambitious
 
   people at the easiest rents.  “Is this Mount Olympus?” asks the
 
   unbelieving stranger.  “Is it from these small, dark, dingy buildings
 
   that those infallible laws proceed which cabinets are called upon to
 
   obey; by which bishops are to be guided, lords and commons controlled,
 
   judges instructed in law, generals in strategy, admirals in naval
 
   tactics, and orange-women in the management of their barrows?”
 
   “Yes, my friend—from these walls.  From here issue the only known
 
   infallible bulls for the guidance of British souls and bodies.
 
   This little court is the Vatican of England.  Here reigns a
 
   pope, self-nominated, self-consecrated,—ay, and much stranger
 
   too,—self-believing!—a pope whom, if you cannot obey him, I would
 
   advise you to disobey as silently as possible; a pope hitherto afraid
 
   of no Luther; a pope who manages his own inquisition, who punishes
 
   unbelievers as no most skilful inquisitor of Spain ever dreamt of
 
   doing;—one who can excommunicate thoroughly, fearfully, radically;
 
   put you beyond the pale of men’s charity; make you odious to your
 
   dearest friends, and turn you into a monster to be pointed at by the
 
   finger!”  Oh heavens! and this is Mount Olympus!
 
    
 
   It is a fact amazing to ordinary mortals that _The Jupiter_ is never
 
   wrong.  With what endless care, with what unsparing labour, do we not
 
   strive to get together for our great national council the men most
 
   fitting to compose it.  And how we fail! Parliament is always wrong:
 
   look at _The Jupiter_, and see how futile are their meetings, how vain
 
   their council, how needless all their trouble!  With what pride do we
 
   regard our chief ministers, the great servants of state, the oligarchs
 
   of the nation on whose wisdom we lean, to whom we look for guidance in
 
   our difficulties!  But what are they to the writers of _The Jupiter_?
 
   They hold council together and with anxious thought painfully
 
   elaborate their country’s good; but when all is done, _The Jupiter_
 
   declares that all is naught.  Why should we look to Lord John
 
   Russell;—why should we regard Palmerston and Gladstone, when Tom
 
   Towers without a struggle can put us right?  Look at our generals,
 
   what faults they make; at our admirals, how inactive they are. Welche
 
   money, honesty, and science can do, is done; and yet how badly are our
 
   troops brought together, fed, conveyed, clothed, armed, and managed.
 
   The most excellent of our good men do their best to man our ships,
 
   with the assistance of all possible external appliances; but in vain.
 
   All, all is wrong—alas! alas!  Tom Towers, and he alone, knows all
 
   über sie. Why, oh why, ye earthly ministers, why have ye not followed
 
   more closely this heaven-sent messenger that is among us?
 
    
 
   Were it not well for us in our ignorance that we confided all things
 
   to _The Jupiter_?  Would it not be wise in us to abandon useless
 
   talking, idle thinking, and profitless labour?  Away with majorities
 
   in the House of Commons, with verdicts from judicial bench given after
 
   much delay, with doubtful laws, and the fallible attempts of humanity!
 
   Does not _The Jupiter_, coming forth daily with fifty thousand
 
   impressions full of unerring decision on every mortal subject, set all
 
   matters sufficiently at rest?  Is not Tom Towers here, able to guide
 
   us and willing?
 
    
 
   Yes indeed, able and willing to guide all men in all things, so
 
   long as he is obeyed as autocrat should be obeyed,—with undoubting
 
   submission: only let not ungrateful ministers seek other colleagues
 
   than those whom Tom Towers may approve; let church and state, law and
 
   physic, commerce and agriculture, the arts of war, and the arts of
 
   peace, all listen and obey, and all will be made perfect.  Has not Tom
 
   Towers an all-seeing eye?  From the diggings of Australia to those of
 
   California, right round the habitable globe, does he not know, watch,
 
   and chronicle the doings of everyone?  From a bishopric in New Zealand
 
   to an unfortunate director of a North-west passage, is he not the only
 
   fit judge of capability?  From the sewers of London to the Central
 
   Railway of India,—from the palaces of St Petersburg to the cabins of
 
   Connaught, nothing can escape him.  Britons have but to read, to obey,
 
   and be blessed.  None but the fools doubt the wisdom of _The Jupiter_;
 
   none but the mad dispute its facts.
 
    
 
   No established religion has ever been without its unbelievers, even
 
   in the country where it is the most firmly fixed; no creed has been
 
   without scoffers; no church has so prospered as to free itself
 
   entirely from dissent.  There are those who doubt _The Jupiter_!
 
   They live and breathe the upper air, walking here unscathed, though
 
   scorned,—men, born of British mothers and nursed on English milk, who
 
   scruple not to say that Mount Olympus has its price, that Tom Towers
 
   can be bought for gold!
 
    
 
   Such is Mount Olympus, the mouthpiece of all the wisdom of this great
 
   Land. It may probably be said that no place in this 19th century
 
   is more worthy of notice.  No treasury mandate armed with the
 
   signatures of all the government has half the power of one of those
 
   broad sheets, which fly forth from hence so abundantly, armed with no
 
   signature at all.
 
    
 
   Some great man, some mighty peer,—we’ll say a noble duke,—retires to
 
   rest feared and honoured by all his countrymen,—fearless himself; if
 
   not a good man, at any rate a mighty man,—too mighty to care much
 
   what men may say about his want of virtue.  He rises in the morning
 
   degraded, mean, and miserable; an object of men’s scorn, anxious only
 
   to retire as quickly as may be to some German obscurity, some unseen
 
   Italian privacy, or indeed, anywhere out of sight.  What has made this
 
   awful change? what has so afflicted him?  An article has appeared in
 
   _The Jupiter_; some fifty lines of a narrow column have destroyed all
 
   his grace’s equanimity, and banished him for ever from the world.
 
   No man knows who wrote the bitter words; the clubs talk confusedly of
 
   the matter, whispering to each other this and that name; while Tom
 
   Towers walks quietly along Pall Mall, with his coat buttoned close
 
   against the east wind, as though he were a mortal man, and not a god
 
   dispensing thunderbolts from Mount Olympus.
 
    
 
   It was not to Mount Olympus that our friend Bold betook himself. Er
 
   had before now wandered round that lonely spot, thinking how grand a
 
   thing it was to write articles for _The Jupiter_; considering within
 
   himself whether by any stretch of the powers within him he could ever
 
   come to such distinction; wondering how Tom Towers would take any
 
   little humble offering of his talents; calculating that Tom Towers
 
   himself must have once had a beginning, have once doubted as to
 
   his own success.  Towers could not have been born a writer in _The
 
   Jupiter_.  With such ideas, half ambitious and half awe-struck, had
 
   Bold regarded the silent-looking workshop of the gods; but he had
 
   never yet by word or sign attempted to influence the slightest word
 
   of his unerring friend.  On such a course was he now intent; and not
 
   without much inward palpitation did he betake himself to the quiet
 
   abode of wisdom, where Tom Towers was to be found o’ mornings inhaling
 
   ambrosia and sipping nectar in the shape of toast and tea.
 
    
 
   Not far removed from Mount Olympus, but somewhat nearer to the blessed
 
   regions of the West, is the most favoured abode of Themis.  Washed by
 
   the rich tide which now passes from the towers of Cæsar to Barry’s
 
   halls of eloquence; and again back, with new offerings of a city’s
 
   tribute, from the palaces of peers to the mart of merchants, stand
 
   those quiet walls which Law has delighted to honour by its presence.
 
   What a world within a world is the Temple! how quiet are its
 
   “entangled walks,” as someone lately has called them, and yet how
 
   close to the densest concourse of humanity! how gravely respectable
 
   its sober alleys, though removed but by a single step from the
 
   profanity of the Strand and the low iniquity of Fleet Street! Old
 
   St Dunstan, with its bell-smiting bludgeoners, has been removed; the
 
   ancient shops with their faces full of pleasant history are passing
 
   away one by one; the bar itself is to go—its doom has been pronounced
 
   by _The Jupiter_; rumour tells us of some huge building that is to
 
   appear in these latitudes dedicated to law, subversive of the courts
 
   of Westminster, and antagonistic to the Rolls and Lincoln’s Inn; but
 
   nothing yet threatens the silent beauty of the Temple: it is the
 
   mediæval court of the metropolis.
 
    
 
   Here, on the choicest spot of this choice ground, stands a lofty row
 
   of chambers, looking obliquely upon the sullied Thames; before the
 
   windows, the lawn of the Temple Gardens stretches with that dim yet
 
   delicious verdure so refreshing to the eyes of Londoners.  If doomed
 
   to live within the thickest of London smoke you would surely say that
 
   that would be your chosen spot.  Yes, you, you whom I now address, my
 
   dear, middle-aged bachelor friend, can nowhere be so well domiciled
 
   wie hier. No one here will ask whether you are out or at home; alone
 
   or with friends; here no Sabbatarian will investigate your Sundays,
 
   no censorious landlady will scrutinise your empty bottle, no
 
   valetudinarian neighbour will complain of late hours.  If you love
 
   books, to what place are books so suitable?  The whole spot is
 
   redolent of typography.  Would you worship the Paphian goddess, the
 
   groves of Cyprus are not more taciturn than those of the Temple.
 
   Wit and wine are always here, and always together; the revels of the
 
   Temple are as those of polished Greece, where the wildest worshipper
 
   of Bacchus never forgot the dignity of the god whom he adored. Wo
 
   can retirement be so complete as here? where can you be so sure of all
 
   the pleasures of society?
 
    
 
   It was here that Tom Towers lived, and cultivated with eminent success
 
   the tenth Muse who now governs the periodical press.  But let it not
 
   be supposed that his chambers were such, or so comfortless, as are
 
   frequently the gaunt abodes of legal aspirants.  Four chairs, a
 
   half-filled deal book-case with hangings of dingy green baize, an old
 
   office table covered with dusty papers, which are not moved once in
 
   six months, and an older Pembroke brother with rickety legs, for all
 
   daily uses; a despatcher for the preparation of lobsters and coffee,
 
   and an apparatus for the cooking of toast and mutton chops; such
 
   utensils and luxuries as these did not suffice for the well-being of
 
   Tom Towers.  He indulged in four rooms on the first floor, each of
 
   which was furnished, if not with the splendour, with probably more
 
   than the comfort of Stafford House.  Every addition that science
 
   and art have lately made to the luxuries of modern life was to be
 
   found there.  The room in which he usually sat was surrounded by
 
   book-shelves carefully filled; nor was there a volume there which was
 
   not entitled to its place in such a collection, both by its intrinsic
 
   worth and exterior splendour: a pretty portable set of steps in one
 
   corner of the room showed that those even on the higher shelves were
 
   intended for use.  The chamber contained but two works of art:—the
 
   one, an admirable bust of Sir Robert Peel, by Power, declared the
 
   individual politics of our friend; and the other, a singularly long
 
   figure of a female devotee, by Millais, told equally plainly the
 
   school of art to which he was addicted.  This picture was not hung,
 
   as pictures usually are, against the wall; there was no inch of wall
 
   vacant for such a purpose: it had a stand or desk erected for its own
 
   accommodation; and there on her pedestal, framed and glazed, stood
 
   the devotional lady looking intently at a lily as no lady ever looked
 
   zuvor.
 
    
 
   Our modern artists, whom we style Pre-Raphaelites, have delighted
 
   to go back, not only to the finish and peculiar manner, but also to
 
   the subjects of the early painters.  It is impossible to give them
 
   too much praise for the elaborate perseverance with which they have
 
   equalled the minute perfections of the masters from whom they take
 
   their inspiration: nothing probably can exceed the painting of some of
 
   these latter-day pictures.  It is, however, singular into what faults
 
   they fall as regards their subjects: they are not quite content to
 
   take the old stock groups,—a Sebastian with his arrows, a Lucia with
 
   her eyes in a dish, a Lorenzo with a gridiron, or the Virgin with two
 
   Kinder. But they are anything but happy in their change. Als
 
   rule, no figure should be drawn in a position which it is impossible
 
   to suppose any figure should maintain.  The patient endurance of St
 
   Sebastian, the wild ecstasy of St John in the Wilderness, the maternal
 
   love of the Virgin, are feelings naturally portrayed by a fixed
 
   posture; but the lady with the stiff back and bent neck, who looks at
 
   her flower, and is still looking from hour to hour, gives us an idea
 
   of pain without grace, and abstraction without a cause.
 
    
 
   It was easy, from his rooms, to see that Tom Towers was a Sybarite,
 
   though by no means an idle one.  He was lingering over his last cup of
 
   tea, surrounded by an ocean of newspapers, through which he had been
 
   swimming, when John Bold’s card was brought in by his tiger. Diese
 
   tiger never knew that his master was at home, though he often knew
 
   that he was not, and thus Tom Towers was never invaded but by his
 
   own consent.  On this occasion, after twisting the card twice in his
 
   fingers, he signified to his attendant imp that he was visible; and
 
   the inner door was unbolted, and our friend announced.
 
    
 
   I have before said that he of _The Jupiter_ and John Bold were
 
   intim. There was no very great difference in their ages, for
 
   Towers was still considerably under forty; and when Bold had been
 
   attending the London hospitals, Towers, who was not then the great man
 
   that he had since become, had been much with him.  Then they had often
 
   discussed together the objects of their ambition and future prospects;
 
   then Tom Towers was struggling hard to maintain himself, as a
 
   briefless barrister, by shorthand reporting for any of the papers that
 
   would engage him; then he had not dared to dream of writing leaders
 
   for _The Jupiter_, or canvassing the conduct of Cabinet ministers.
 
   Things had altered since that time: the briefless barrister was still
 
   briefless, but he now despised briefs: could he have been sure of a
 
   judge’s seat, he would hardly have left his present career. Es ist
 
   true he wore no ermine, bore no outward marks of a world’s respect;
 
   but with what a load of inward importance was he charged! Es ist wahr,
 
   his name appeared in no large capitals; on no wall was chalked up “Tom
 
   Towers for ever;”—“Freedom of the Press and Tom Towers;” but what
 
   member of Parliament had half his power?  It is true that in far-off
 
   provinces men did not talk daily of Tom Towers but they read _The
 
   Jupiter_, and acknowledged that without _The Jupiter_ life was not
 
   lohnt sich. This kind of hidden but still conscious glory suited
 
   the nature of the man.  He loved to sit silent in a corner of his club
 
   and listen to the loud chattering of politicians, and to think how
 
   they all were in his power;—how he could smite the loudest of them,
 
   were it worth his while to raise his pen for such a purpose.  He loved
 
   to watch the great men of whom he daily wrote, and flatter himself
 
   that he was greater than any of them.  Each of them was responsible to
 
   his country, each of them must answer if inquired into, each of them
 
   must endure abuse with good humour, and insolence without anger. Aber
 
   to whom was he, Tom Towers, responsible?  No one could insult him;
 
   no one could inquire into him.  He could speak out withering words,
 
   and no one could answer him: ministers courted him, though perhaps
 
   they knew not his name; bishops feared him; judges doubted their own
 
   verdicts unless he confirmed them; and generals, in their councils of
 
   war, did not consider more deeply what the enemy would do, than what
 
   _The Jupiter_ would say. Tom Towers never boasted of _The Jupiter_;
 
   he scarcely ever named the paper even to the most intimate of his
 
   friends; he did not even wish to be spoken of as connected with it;
 
   but he did not the less value his privileges, or think the less of his
 
   own importance.  It is probable that Tom Towers considered himself
 
   the most powerful man in Europe; and so he walked on from day to day,
 
   studiously striving to look a man, but knowing within his breast that
 
   he was a god.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XV
 
    
 
   TOM TOWERS, DR ANTICANT, AND MR SENTIMENT
 
    
 
    
 
   “Ah, Bold! how are you?  You haven’t breakfasted?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, hours ago.  And how are you?”
 
    
 
   When one Esquimau meets another, do the two, as an invariable rule,
 
   ask after each other’s health? is it inherent in all human nature to
 
   make this obliging inquiry?  Did any reader of this tale ever meet
 
   any friend or acquaintance without asking some such question, and did
 
   anyone ever listen to the reply?  Sometimes a studiously courteous
 
   questioner will show so much thought in the matter as to answer it
 
   himself, by declaring that had he looked at you he needn’t have asked;
 
   meaning thereby to signify that you are an absolute personification of
 
   health: but such persons are only those who premeditate small effects.
 
    
 
   “I suppose you’re busy?” inquired Bold.
 
    
 
   “Why, yes, rather;—or I should say rather not.  If I have a leisure
 
   hour in the day, this is it.”
 
    
 
   “I want to ask you if you can oblige me in a certain matter.”
 
    
 
   Towers understood in a moment, from the tone of his friend’s voice,
 
   that the certain matter referred to the newspaper.  He smiled, and
 
   nodded his head, but made no promise.
 
    
 
   “You know this lawsuit that I’ve been engaged in,” said Bold.
 
    
 
   Tom Towers intimated that he was aware of the action which was pending
 
   about the hospital.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’ve abandoned it.”
 
    
 
   Tom Towers merely raised his eyebrows, thrust his hands into his
 
   trowsers pockets, and waited for his friend to proceed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’ve given it up.  I needn’t trouble you with all the history;
 
   but the fact is that the conduct of Mr Harding—Mr Harding is the—”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, the master of the place; the man who takes all the money and
 
   does nothing,” said Tom Towers, interrupting him.
 
    
 
   “Well, I don’t know about that; but his conduct in the matter has been
 
   so excellent, so little selfish, so open, that I cannot proceed in the
 
   matter to his detriment.”  Bold’s heart misgave him as to Eleanor as
 
   he said this; and yet he felt that what he said was not untrue. “Ich
 
   think nothing should now be done till the wardenship be vacant.”
 
    
 
   “And be again filled,” said Towers, “as it certainly would, before
 
   anyone heard of the vacancy; and the same objection would again exist.
 
   It’s an old story, that of the vested rights of the incumbent; but
 
   suppose the incumbent has only a vested wrong, and that the poor of
 
   the town have a vested right, if they only knew how to get at it: is
 
   not that something the case here?”
 
    
 
   Bold couldn’t deny it, but thought it was one of those cases which
 
   required a good deal of management before any real good could be done.
 
   It was a pity that he had not considered this before he crept into the
 
   lion’s mouth, in the shape of an attorney’s office.
 
    
 
   “It will cost you a good deal, I fear,” said Towers.
 
    
 
   “A few hundreds,” said Bold—“perhaps three hundred; I can’t help
 
   that, and am prepared for it.”
 
    
 
   “That’s philosophical.  It’s quite refreshing to hear a man talking of
 
   his hundreds in so purely indifferent a manner.  But I’m sorry you are
 
   giving the matter up.  It injures a man to commence a thing of this
 
   kind, and not carry it through.  Have you seen that?” and he threw
 
   a small pamphlet across the table, which was all but damp from the
 
   drücken.
 
    
 
   Bold had not seen it nor heard of it; but he was well acquainted with
 
   the author of it,—a gentleman whose pamphlets, condemnatory of all
 
   things in these modern days, had been a good deal talked about of
 
   spät.
 
    
 
   Dr Pessimist Anticant was a Scotchman, who had passed a great portion
 
   of his early days in Germany; he had studied there with much effect,
 
   and had learnt to look with German subtilty into the root of things,
 
   and to examine for himself their intrinsic worth and worthlessness.
 
   No man ever resolved more bravely than he to accept as good nothing
 
   that was evil; to banish from him as evil nothing that was good.  ‘Tis
 
   a pity that he should not have recognised the fact, that in this world
 
   no good is unalloyed, and that there is but little evil that has not
 
   in it some seed of what is goodly.
 
    
 
   Returning from Germany, he had astonished the reading public by the
 
   vigour of his thoughts, put forth in the quaintest language. Er
 
   cannot write English, said the critics.  No matter, said the public;
 
   we can read what he does write, and that without yawning.  And so Dr
 
   Pessimist Anticant became popular.  Popularity spoilt him for all
 
   further real use, as it has done many another.  While, with some
 
   diffidence, he confined his objurgations to the occasional follies or
 
   shortcomings of mankind; while he ridiculed the energy of the squire
 
   devoted to the slaughter of partridges, or the mistake of some noble
 
   patron who turned a poet into a gauger of beer-barrels, it was all
 
   well; we were glad to be told our faults and to look forward to the
 
   coming millennium, when all men, having sufficiently studied the works
 
   of Dr Anticant, would become truthful and energetic.  But the doctor
 
   mistook the signs of the times and the minds of men, instituted
 
   himself censor of things in general, and began the great task of
 
   reprobating everything and everybody, without further promise of any
 
   millennium at all.  This was not so well; and, to tell the truth, our
 
   author did not succeed in his undertaking.  His theories were all
 
   beautiful, and the code of morals that he taught us certainly an
 
   improvement on the practices of the age.  We all of us could, and many
 
   of us did, learn much from the doctor while he chose to remain vague,
 
   mysterious, and cloudy: but when he became practical, the charm was
 
   gegangen.
 
    
 
   His allusion to the poet and the partridges was received very well.
 
   “Oh, my poor brother,” said he, “slaughtered partridges a score of
 
   brace to each gun, and poets gauging ale-barrels, with sixty pounds a
 
   year, at Dumfries, are not the signs of a great era!—perhaps of the
 
   smallest possible era yet written of.  Whatever economies we pursue,
 
   political or other, let us see at once that this is the maddest of the
 
   uneconomic: partridges killed by our land magnates at, shall we say,
 
   a guinea a head, to be retailed in Leadenhall at one shilling and
 
   ninepence, with one poacher in limbo for every fifty birds! our poet,
 
   maker, creator, gauging ale, and that badly, with no leisure for
 
   making or creating, only a little leisure for drinking, and such like
 
   beer-barrel avocations!  Truly, a cutting of blocks with fine razors
 
   while we scrape our chins so uncomfortably with rusty knives!  Oh, my
 
   political economist, master of supply and demand, division of labour
 
   and high pressure—oh, my loud-speaking friend, tell me, if so much
 
   be in you, what is the demand for poets in these kingdoms of Queen
 
   Victoria, and what the vouchsafed supply?”
 
    
 
   This was all very well: this gave us some hope.  We might do better
 
   with our next poet, when we got one; and though the partridges might
 
   not be abandoned, something could perhaps be done as to the poachers.
 
   We were unwilling, however, to take lessons in politics from so
 
   misty a professor; and when he came to tell us that the heroes of
 
   Westminster were naught, we began to think that he had written enough.
 
   His attack upon despatch boxes was not thought to have much in it;
 
   but as it is short, the doctor shall again be allowed to speak his
 
   Gefühle.
 
    
 
    
 
      Could utmost ingenuity in the management of red tape avail
 
      anything to men lying gasping,—we may say, all but dead;
 
      could despatch boxes with never-so-much velvet lining and
 
      Chubb’s patent be of comfort to a people _in extremis_, I
 
      also, with so many others, would, with parched tongue, call
 
      on the name of Lord John Russell; or, my brother, at your
 
      advice, on Lord Aberdeen; or, my cousin, on Lord Derby, at
 
      yours; being, with my parched tongue, indifferent to such
 
      Angelegenheiten. ‘Tis all one. Oh, Derby! Oh, Gladstone! Oh,
 
      Palmerston!  Oh, Lord John!  Each comes running with serene
 
      face and despatch box.  Vain physicians! though there were
 
      hosts of such, no despatch box will cure this disorder!
 
      Was! are there other doctors’ new names, disciples who
 
      have not burdened their souls with tape?  Well, let us call
 
      wieder. Oh, Disraeli, great oppositionist, man of the bitter
 
      brow! or, Oh, Molesworth, great reformer, thou who promisest
 
      Utopia.  They come; each with that serene face, and each,—
 
      alas, me! alas, my country!—each with a despatch box!
 
    
 
   Oh, the serenity of Downing Street!
 
    
 
   My brothers, when hope was over on the battle-field, when no
 
      dimmest chance of victory remained, the ancient Roman could
 
      hide his face within his toga, and die gracefully. Können Sie
 
      and I do so now?  If so, ‘twere best for us; if not, oh my
 
      brothers, we must die disgracefully, for hope of life and
 
      victory I see none left to us in this world below. I für
 
      one cannot trust much to serene face and despatch box!
 
    
 
    
 
   There might be truth in this, there might be depth of reasoning;
 
   but Englishmen did not see enough in the argument to induce them
 
   to withdraw their confidence from the present arrangements of the
 
   government, and Dr Anticant’s monthly pamphlet on the decay of the
 
   world did not receive so much attention as his earlier works.  He did
 
   not confine himself to politics in these publications, but roamed at
 
   large over all matters of public interest, and found everything bad.
 
   According to him nobody was true, and not only nobody, but nothing; a
 
   man could not take off his hat to a lady without telling a lie;—the
 
   lady would lie again in smiling.  The ruffles of the gentleman’s
 
   shirt would be fraught with deceit, and the lady’s flounces full of
 
   falsehood.  Was ever anything more severe than that attack of his on
 
   chip bonnets, or the anathemas with which he endeavoured to dust the
 
   powder out of the bishops’ wigs?
 
    
 
   The pamphlet which Tom Towers now pushed across the table was entitled
 
   “Modern Charity,” and was written with the view of proving how much in
 
   the way of charity was done by our predecessors,—how little by the
 
   present age; and it ended by a comparison between ancient and modern
 
   times, very little to the credit of the latter.
 
    
 
   “Look at this,” said Towers, getting up and turning over the pages of
 
   the pamphlet, and pointing to a passage near the end.  “Your friend
 
   the warden, who is so little selfish, won’t like that, I fear.”  Bold
 
   read as follows—
 
    
 
    
 
   Heavens, what a sight!  Let us with eyes wide open see the
 
      godly man of four centuries since, the man of the dark ages;
 
      let us see how he does his godlike work, and, again, how the
 
      godly man of these latter days does his.
 
    
 
   Shall we say that the former is one walking painfully
 
      through the world, regarding, as a prudent man, his worldly
 
      work, prospering in it as a diligent man will prosper, but
 
      always with an eye to that better treasure to which thieves
 
      do not creep in?  Is there not much nobility in that old
 
      man, as, leaning on his oaken staff, he walks down the High
 
      Street of his native town, and receives from all courteous
 
      salutation and acknowledgment of his worth?  A noble old
 
      man, my august inhabitants of Belgrave Square and such like
 
      vicinity,—a very noble old man, though employed no better
 
      than in the wholesale carding of wool.
 
    
 
   This carding of wool, however, did in those days bring with
 
      it much profit, so that our ancient friend, when dying,
 
      was declared, in whatever slang then prevailed, to cut up
 
      exceeding well.  For sons and daughters there was ample
 
      sustenance with assistance of due industry; for friends and
 
      relatives some relief for grief at this great loss; for aged
 
      dependents comfort in declining years.  This was much for
 
      one old man to get done in that dark fifteenth century. Aber
 
      this was not all: coming generations of poor wool-carders
 
      should bless the name of this rich one; and a hospital
 
      should be founded and endowed with his wealth for the
 
      feeding of such of the trade as could not, by diligent
 
      carding, any longer duly feed themselves.
 
    
 
   ‘Twas thus that an old man in the fifteenth century did his
 
      godlike work to the best of his power, and not ignobly, as
 
      appears to me.
 
    
 
   We will now take our godly man of latter days.  He shall no
 
      longer be a wool-carder, for such are not now men of mark.
 
      We will suppose him to be one of the best of the good, one
 
      who has lacked no opportunities.  Our old friend was, after
 
      all, but illiterate; our modern friend shall be a man
 
      educated in all seemly knowledge; he shall, in short, be
 
      that blessed being,—a clergyman of the Church of England!
 
    
 
   And now, in what perfectest manner does he in this lower
 
      world get his godlike work done and put out of hand?
 
      Heavens! in the strangest of manners. Oh, my brother! in eine
 
      manner not at all to be believed, but by the most minute
 
      testimony of eyesight.  He does it by the magnitude of his
 
      appetite,—by the power of his gorge; his only occupation is
 
      to swallow the bread prepared with so much anxious care for
 
      these impoverished carders of wool,—that, and to sing
 
      indifferently through his nose once in the week some psalm
 
      more or less long,—the shorter the better, we should be
 
      inclined to say.
 
    
 
   Oh, my civilised friends!—great Britons that never will be
 
      slaves, men advanced to infinite state of freedom and
 
      knowledge of good and evil;—tell me, will you, what
 
      becoming monument you will erect to an highly-educated
 
      clergyman of the Church of England?
 
    
 
    
 
   Bold certainly thought that his friend would not like that: he could
 
   not conceive anything that he would like less than this.  To what a
 
   world of toil and trouble had he, Bold, given rise by his indiscreet
 
   attack upon the hospital!
 
    
 
   “You see,” said Towers, “that this affair has been much talked of, and
 
   the public are with you.  I am sorry you should give the matter up.
 
   Have you seen the first number of ‘The Almshouse’?”
 
    
 
   No; Bold had not seen “The Almshouse.”  He had seen advertisements
 
   of Mr Popular Sentiment’s new novel of that name, but had in no way
 
   connected it with Barchester Hospital, and had never thought a moment
 
   zu diesem Thema.
 
    
 
   “It’s a direct attack on the whole system,” said Towers.  “It’ll go
 
   a long way to put down Rochester, and Barchester, and Dulwich, and
 
   St Cross, and all such hotbeds of peculation.  It’s very clear that
 
   Sentiment has been down to Barchester, and got up the whole story
 
   there; indeed, I thought he must have had it all from you; it’s very
 
   well done, as you’ll see: his first numbers always are.”
 
    
 
   Bold declared that Mr Sentiment had got nothing from him, and that he
 
   was deeply grieved to find that the case had become so notorious.
 
    
 
   “The fire has gone too far to be quenched,” said Towers; “the building
 
   must go now; and as the timbers are all rotten, why, I should be
 
   inclined to say, the sooner the better.  I expected to see you get
 
   some _éclat_ in the matter.”
 
    
 
   This was all wormwood to Bold.  He had done enough to make his friend
 
   the warden miserable for life, and had then backed out just when the
 
   success of his project was sufficient to make the question one of real
 
   Interesse. How weakly he had managed his business! he had already
 
   done the harm, and then stayed his hand when the good which he had in
 
   view was to be commenced.  How delightful would it have been to have
 
   employed all his energy in such a cause,—to have been backed by _The
 
   Jupiter_, and written up to by two of the most popular authors of the
 
   day!  The idea opened a view into the very world in which he wished
 
   zu leben. To what might it not have given rise? what delightful
 
   intimacies,—what public praise,—to what Athenian banquets and rich
 
   flavour of Attic salt?
 
    
 
   This, however, was now past hope.  He had pledged himself to abandon
 
   the cause; and could he have forgotten the pledge, he had gone too far
 
   to retreat.  He was now, this moment, sitting in Tom Towers’ room with
 
   the object of deprecating any further articles in _The Jupiter_, and,
 
   greatly as he disliked the job, his petition to that effect must be
 
   hergestellt.
 
    
 
   “I couldn’t continue it,” said he, “because I found I was in the
 
   falsch. “
 
    
 
   Tom Towers shrugged his shoulders.  How could a successful man be in
 
   the wrong!  “In that case,” said he, “of course you must abandon it.”
 
    
 
   “And I called this morning to ask you also to abandon it,” said Bold.
 
    
 
   “To ask me,” said Tom Towers, with the most placid of smiles, and a
 
   consummate look of gentle surprise, as though Tom Towers was well
 
   aware that he of all men was the last to meddle in such matters.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said Bold, almost trembling with hesitation.  “_The Jupiter_,
 
   you know, has taken the matter up very strongly.  Mr Harding has felt
 
   what it has said deeply; and I thought that if I could explain to you
 
   that he personally has not been to blame, these articles might be
 
   discontinued.”
 
    
 
   How calmly impassive was Tom Towers’ face, as this innocent little
 
   proposition was made!  Had Bold addressed himself to the doorposts in
 
   Mount Olympus, they would have shown as much outward sign of assent or
 
   dissent.  His quiescence was quite admirable; his discretion certainly
 
   more than human.
 
    
 
   “My dear fellow,” said he, when Bold had quite done speaking, “I
 
   really cannot answer for _The Jupiter_.”
 
    
 
   “But if you saw that these articles were unjust, I think that You
 
   would endeavour to put a stop to them.  Of course nobody doubts that
 
   you could, if you chose.”
 
    
 
   “Nobody and everybody are always very kind, but unfortunately are
 
   generally very wrong.”
 
    
 
   “Come, come, Towers,” said Bold, plucking up his courage, and
 
   remembering that for Eleanor’s sake he was bound to make his best
 
   exertion; “I have no doubt in my own mind but that you wrote the
 
   articles yourself, and very well written they were: it will be a great
 
   favour if you will in future abstain from any personal allusion to
 
   poor Harding.”
 
    
 
   “My dear Bold,” said Tom Towers, “I have a sincere regard for you.
 
   I have known you for many years, and value your friendship; I hope
 
   you will let me explain to you, without offence, that none who
 
   are connected with the public press can with propriety listen to
 
   interference.”
 
    
 
   “Interference!” said Bold, “I don’t want to interfere.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, but, my dear fellow, you do; what else is it?  You think that I
 
   am able to keep certain remarks out of a newspaper.  Your information
 
   is probably incorrect, as most public gossip on such subjects is; but,
 
   at any rate, you think I have such power, and you ask me to use it:
 
   now that is interference.”
 
    
 
   “Well, if you choose to call it so.”
 
    
 
   “And now suppose for a moment that I had this power, and used it as
 
   you wish: isn’t it clear that it would be a great abuse?  Certain men
 
   are employed in writing for the public press; and if they are induced
 
   either to write or to abstain from writing by private motives,
 
   surely the public press would soon be of little value.  Look at the
 
   recognised worth of different newspapers, and see if it does not
 
   mainly depend on the assurance which the public feel that such a paper
 
   is, or is not, independent.  You alluded to _The Jupiter_: surely you
 
   cannot but see that the weight of _The Jupiter_ is too great to be
 
   moved by any private request, even though it should be made to a much
 
   more influential person than myself: you’ve only to think of this, and
 
   you’ll see that I am right.”
 
    
 
   The discretion of Tom Towers was boundless: there was no contradicting
 
   what he said, no arguing against such propositions.  He took such high
 
   ground that there was no getting on to it.  “The public is defrauded,”
 
   said he, “whenever private considerations are allowed to have weight.”
 
   Quite true, thou greatest oracle of the middle of the nineteenth
 
   century, thou sententious proclaimer of the purity of the press;—the
 
   public is defrauded when it is purposely misled. Poor public! wie
 
   often is it misled! against what a world of fraud has it to contend!
 
    
 
   Bold took his leave, and got out of the room as quickly as he could,
 
   inwardly denouncing his friend Tom Towers as a prig and a humbug. “Ich
 
   know he wrote those articles,” said Bold to himself.  “I know he got
 
   his information from me.  He was ready enough to take my word for
 
   gospel when it suited his own views, and to set Mr Harding up before
 
   the public as an impostor on no other testimony than my chance
 
   conversation; but when I offer him real evidence opposed to his own
 
   views, he tells me that private motives are detrimental to public
 
   justice!  Confound his arrogance!  What is any public question but a
 
   conglomeration of private interests?  What is any newspaper article
 
   but an expression of the views taken by one side?  Truth! it takes an
 
   age to ascertain the truth of any question!  The idea of Tom Towers
 
   talking of public motives and purity of purpose!  Why, it wouldn’t
 
   give him a moment’s uneasiness to change his politics to-morrow, if
 
   the paper required it.”
 
    
 
   Such were John Bold’s inward exclamations as he made his way out of
 
   the quiet labyrinth of the Temple; and yet there was no position of
 
   worldly power so coveted in Bold’s ambition as that held by the man of
 
   whom he was thinking.  It was the impregnability of the place which
 
   made Bold so angry with the possessor of it, and it was the same
 
   quality which made it appear so desirable.
 
    
 
   Passing into the Strand, he saw in a bookseller’s window an
 
   announcement of the first number of “The Almshouse;” so he purchased a
 
   copy, and hurrying back to his lodgings, proceeded to ascertain what
 
   Mr Popular Sentiment had to say to the public on the subject which had
 
   lately occupied so much of his own attention.
 
    
 
   In former times great objects were attained by great work. When evils
 
   were to be reformed, reformers set about their heavy task with grave
 
   decorum and laborious argument.  An age was occupied in proving a
 
   grievance, and philosophical researches were printed in folio pages,
 
   which it took a life to write, and an eternity to read.  We get on
 
   now with a lighter step, and quicker: ridicule is found to be more
 
   convincing than argument, imaginary agonies touch more than true
 
   sorrows, and monthly novels convince, when learned quartos fail to
 
   tun. If the world is to be set right, the work will be done by
 
   shilling numbers.
 
    
 
   Of all such reformers Mr Sentiment is the most powerful. Es ist
 
   incredible the number of evil practices he has put down: it is to
 
   be feared he will soon lack subjects, and that when he has made the
 
   working classes comfortable, and got bitter beer put into proper-sized
 
   pint bottles, there will be nothing further for him left to do. Herr
 
   Sentiment is certainly a very powerful man, and perhaps not the less
 
   so that his good poor people are so very good; his hard rich people
 
   so very hard; and the genuinely honest so very honest.  Namby-pamby
 
   in these days is not thrown away if it be introduced in the proper
 
   Viertel. Divine peeresses are no longer interesting, though
 
   possessed of every virtue; but a pattern peasant or an immaculate
 
   manufacturing hero may talk as much twaddle as one of Mrs Ratcliffe’s
 
   heroines, and still be listened to.  Perhaps, however, Mr Sentiment’s
 
   great attraction is in his second-rate characters.  If his heroes and
 
   heroines walk upon stilts, as heroes and heroines, I fear, ever must,
 
   their attendant satellites are as natural as though one met them in
 
   the street: they walk and talk like men and women, and live among our
 
   friends a rattling, lively life; yes, live, and will live till the
 
   names of their calling shall be forgotten in their own, and Buckett
 
   and Mrs Gamp will be the only words left to us to signify a detective
 
   police officer or a monthly nurse.
 
    
 
   “The Almshouse” opened with a scene in a clergyman’s house. Jeder
 
   luxury to be purchased by wealth was described as being there: all the
 
   appearances of household indulgence generally found amongst the most
 
   self-indulgent of the rich were crowded into this abode.  Here the
 
   reader was introduced to the demon of the book, the Mephistopheles of
 
   the drama.  What story was ever written without a demon?  What novel,
 
   what history, what work of any sort, what world, would be perfect
 
   without existing principles both of good and evil?  The demon of “The
 
   Almshouse” was the clerical owner of this comfortable abode.  He was
 
   a man well stricken in years, but still strong to do evil: he was one
 
   who looked cruelly out of a hot, passionate, bloodshot eye; who had a
 
   huge red nose with a carbuncle, thick lips, and a great double, flabby
 
   chin, which swelled out into solid substance, like a turkey-cock’s
 
   comb, when sudden anger inspired him: he had a hot, furrowed, low
 
   brow, from which a few grizzled hairs were not yet rubbed off by
 
   the friction of his handkerchief: he wore a loose unstarched white
 
   handkerchief, black loose ill-made clothes, and huge loose shoes,
 
   adapted to many corns and various bunions: his husky voice told
 
   tales of much daily port wine, and his language was not so decorous
 
   as became a clergyman.  Such was the master of Mr Sentiment’s
 
   “Almshouse.”  He was a widower, but at present accompanied by two
 
   daughters, and a thin and somewhat insipid curate.  One of the young
 
   ladies was devoted to her father and the fashionable world, and she of
 
   course was the favourite; the other was equally addicted to Puseyism
 
   and the curate.
 
    
 
   The second chapter of course introduced the reader to the more
 
   especial inmates of the hospital.  Here were discovered eight old
 
   men; and it was given to be understood that four vacancies remained
 
   unfilled, through the perverse ill-nature of the clerical gentleman
 
   with the double chin.  The state of these eight paupers was touchingly
 
   dreadful: sixpence-farthing a day had been sufficient for their diet
 
   when the almshouse was founded; and on sixpence-farthing a day were
 
   they still doomed to starve, though food was four times as dear,
 
   and money four times as plentiful.  It was shocking to find how the
 
   conversation of these eight starved old men in their dormitory shamed
 
   that of the clergyman’s family in his rich drawing-room. Die absolute
 
   words they uttered were not perhaps spoken in the purest English, and
 
   it might be difficult to distinguish from their dialect to what part
 
   of the country they belonged; the beauty of the sentiment, however,
 
   amply atoned for the imperfection of the language; and it was really a
 
   pity that these eight old men could not be sent through the country as
 
   moral missionaries, instead of being immured and starved in that
 
   wretched almshouse.
 
    
 
   Bold finished the number; and as he threw it aside, he thought that
 
   that at least had no direct appliance to Mr Harding, and that the
 
   absurdly strong colouring of the picture would disenable the work from
 
   doing either good or harm.  He was wrong.  The artist who paints for
 
   the million must use glaring colours, as no one knew better than Mr
 
   Sentiment when he described the inhabitants of his almshouse; and the
 
   radical reform which has now swept over such establishments has owed
 
   more to the twenty numbers of Mr Sentiment’s novel, than to all the
 
   true complaints which have escaped from the public for the last half
 
   Jahrhunderts.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XVI
 
    
 
   A LONG DAY IN LONDON
 
    
 
    
 
   The warden had to make use of all his very moderate powers of intrigue
 
   to give his son-in-law the slip, and get out of Barchester without
 
   being stopped on his road.  No schoolboy ever ran away from school
 
   with more precaution and more dread of detection; no convict, slipping
 
   down from a prison wall, ever feared to see the gaoler more entirely
 
   than Mr Harding did to see his son-in-law as he drove up in the pony
 
   carriage to the railway station, on the morning of his escape to
 
   London.
 
    
 
   The evening before he went he wrote a note to the archdeacon,
 
   explaining that he should start on the morrow on his journey; that
 
   it was his intention to see the attorney-general if possible, and to
 
   decide on his future plans in accordance with what he heard from that
 
   gentleman; he excused himself for giving Dr Grantly no earlier notice,
 
   by stating that his resolve was very sudden; and having entrusted this
 
   note to Eleanor, with the perfect, though not expressed, understanding
 
   that it was to be sent over to Plumstead Episcopi without haste, he
 
   took his departure.
 
    
 
   He also prepared and carried with him a note for Sir Abraham
 
   Haphazard, in which he stated his name, explaining that he was the
 
   defendant in the case of “The Queen on behalf of the Wool-carders of
 
   Barchester _v_. Trustees under the will of the late John Hiram,” for
 
   so was the suit denominated, and begged the illustrious and learned
 
   gentleman to vouchsafe to him ten minutes’ audience at any hour on the
 
   next day.  Mr Harding calculated that for that one day he was safe;
 
   his son-in-law, he had no doubt, would arrive in town by an early
 
   train, but not early enough to reach the truant till he should have
 
   escaped from his hotel after breakfast; and could he thus manage to
 
   see the lawyer on that very day, the deed might be done before the
 
   archdeacon could interfere.
 
    
 
   On his arrival in town the warden drove, as was his wont, to the
 
   Chapter Hotel and Coffee House, near St Paul’s.  His visits to London
 
   of late had not been frequent; but in those happy days when “Harding’s
 
   Church Music” was going through the press, he had been often there;
 
   and as the publisher’s house was in Paternoster Row, and the printer’s
 
   press in Fleet Street, the Chapter Hotel and Coffee House had been
 
   convenient.  It was a quiet, sombre, clerical house, beseeming such
 
   a man as the warden, and thus he afterwards frequented it.  Had he
 
   dared, he would on this occasion have gone elsewhere to throw the
 
   archdeacon further off the scent; but he did not know what violent
 
   steps his son-in-law might take for his recovery if he were not found
 
   at his usual haunt, and he deemed it not prudent to make himself the
 
   object of a hunt through London.
 
    
 
   Arrived at his inn, he ordered dinner, and went forth to the
 
   attorney-general’s chambers.  There he learnt that Sir Abraham was in
 
   Court, and would not probably return that day.  He would go direct
 
   from Court to the House; all appointments were, as a rule, made at the
 
   chambers; the clerk could by no means promise an interview for the
 
   next day; was able, on the other hand, to say that such interview was,
 
   he thought, impossible; but that Sir Abraham would certainly be at the
 
   House in the course of the night, where an answer from himself might
 
   possibly be elicited.
 
    
 
   To the House Mr Harding went, and left his note, not finding Sir
 
   Abraham there.  He added a most piteous entreaty that he might be
 
   favoured with an answer that evening, for which he would return. Er
 
   then journeyed back sadly to the Chapter Coffee House, digesting his
 
   great thoughts, as best he might, in a clattering omnibus, wedged in
 
   between a wet old lady and a journeyman glazier returning from his
 
   work with his tools in his lap.  In melancholy solitude he discussed
 
   his mutton chop and pint of port.  What is there in this world more
 
   melancholy than such a dinner?  A dinner, though eaten alone, in a
 
   country hotel may be worthy of some energy; the waiter, if you are
 
   known, will make much of you; the landlord will make you a bow and
 
   perhaps put the fish on the table; if you ring you are attended to,
 
   and there is some life about it.  A dinner at a London eating-house is
 
   also lively enough, if it have no other attraction.  There is plenty
 
   of noise and stir about it, and the rapid whirl of voices and rattle
 
   of dishes disperses sadness.  But a solitary dinner in an old,
 
   respectable, sombre, solid London inn, where nothing makes any noise
 
   but the old waiter’s creaking shoes; where one plate slowly goes and
 
   another slowly comes without a sound; where the two or three guests
 
   would as soon think of knocking each other down as of speaking; where
 
   the servants whisper, and the whole household is disturbed if an order
 
   be given above the voice,—what can be more melancholy than a mutton
 
   chop and a pint of port in such a place?
 
    
 
   Having gone through this Mr Harding got into another omnibus, and
 
   again returned to the House.  Yes, Sir Abraham was there, and was
 
   that moment on his legs, fighting eagerly for the hundred and seventh
 
   clause of the Convent Custody Bill.  Mr Harding’s note had been
 
   delivered to him; and if Mr Harding would wait some two or three
 
   hours, Sir Abraham could be asked whether there was any answer.
 
   The House was not full, and perhaps Mr Harding might get admittance
 
   into the Strangers’ Gallery, which admission, with the help of five
 
   shillings, Mr Harding was able to effect.
 
    
 
   This bill of Sir Abraham’s had been read a second time and passed into
 
   Ausschuss. A hundred and six clauses had already been discussed and
 
   had occupied only four mornings and five evening sittings; nine of
 
   the hundred and six clauses were passed, fifty-five were withdrawn
 
   by consent, fourteen had been altered so as to mean the reverse of
 
   the original proposition, eleven had been postponed for further
 
   consideration, and seventeen had been directly negatived.  The hundred
 
   and seventh ordered the bodily searching of nuns for jesuitical
 
   symbols by aged clergymen, and was considered to be the real mainstay
 
   of the whole bill.  No intention had ever existed to pass such a law
 
   as that proposed, but the government did not intend to abandon it
 
   till their object was fully attained by the discussion of this clause.
 
   It was known that it would be insisted on with terrible vehemence by
 
   Protestant Irish members, and as vehemently denounced by the Roman
 
   Catholic; and it was justly considered that no further union between
 
   the parties would be possible after such a battle.  The innocent Irish
 
   fell into the trap as they always do, and whiskey and poplins became a
 
   drug in the market.
 
    
 
   A florid-faced gentleman with a nice head of hair, from the south of
 
   Ireland, had succeeded in catching the speaker’s eye by the time that
 
   Mr Harding had got into the gallery, and was denouncing the proposed
 
   sacrilege, his whole face glowing with a fine theatrical frenzy.
 
    
 
   “And this is a Christian country?” sagte er. (Loud cheers; counter
 
   cheers from the ministerial benches.  “Some doubt as to that,” from
 
   a voice below the gangway.)  “No, it can be no Christian country,
 
   in which the head of the bar, the lagal adviser (loud laughter and
 
   cheers)—yes, I say the lagal adviser of the crown (great cheers and
 
   laughter)—can stand up in his seat in this house (prolonged cheers
 
   and laughter), and attempt to lagalise indacent assaults on the bodies
 
   
  
 

of religious ladies.”  (Deafening cheers and laughter, which were
 
   prolonged till the honourable member resumed his seat.)
 
    
 
   When Mr Harding had listened to this and much more of the same kind
 
   for about three hours, he returned to the door of the House, and
 
   received back from the messenger his own note, with the following
 
   words scrawled in pencil on the back of it: “To-morrow, 10 P.M.—my
 
   chambers.—A.  H.”
 
    
 
   He was so far successful;—but 10 P.M.: what an hour Sir Abraham had
 
   named for a legal interview!  Mr Harding felt perfectly sure that long
 
   before that Dr Grantly would be in London.  Dr Grantly could not,
 
   however, know that this interview had been arranged, nor could he
 
   learn it unless he managed to get hold of Sir Abraham before that
 
   hour; and as this was very improbable, Mr Harding determined to
 
   start from his hotel early, merely leaving word that he should dine
 
   out, and unless luck were much against him, he might still escape the
 
   archdeacon till his return from the attorney-general’s chambers.
 
    
 
   He was at breakfast at nine, and for the twentieth time consulted his
 
   Bradshaw, to see at what earliest hour Dr Grantly could arrive from
 
   Barchester.  As he examined the columns, he was nearly petrified
 
   by the reflection that perhaps the archdeacon might come up by the
 
   night-mail train!  His heart sank within him at the horrid idea,
 
   and for a moment he felt himself dragged back to Barchester without
 
   accomplishing any portion of his object.  Then he remembered that had
 
   Dr Grantly done so, he would have been in the hotel, looking for him
 
   long since.
 
    
 
   “Waiter,” said he, timidly.
 
    
 
   The waiter approached, creaking in his shoes, but voiceless.
 
    
 
   “Did any gentleman,—a clergyman, arrive here by the night-mail
 
   train?”
 
    
 
   “No, sir, not one,” whispered the waiter, putting his mouth nearly
 
   close to the warden’s ear.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was reassured.
 
    
 
   “Waiter,” said he again, and the waiter again creaked up.  “If anyone
 
   calls for me, I am going to dine out, and shall return about eleven
 
   Uhr. “
 
    
 
   The waiter nodded, but did not this time vouchsafe any reply; and Mr
 
   Harding, taking up his hat, proceeded out to pass a long day in the
 
   best way he could, somewhere out of sight of the archdeacon.
 
    
 
   Bradshaw had told him twenty times that Dr Grantly could not be at
 
   Paddington station till 2 P.M., and our poor friend might therefore
 
   have trusted to the shelter of the hotel for some hours longer with
 
   perfect safety; but he was nervous.  There was no knowing what steps
 
   the archdeacon might take for his apprehension: a message by electric
 
   telegraph might desire the landlord of the hotel to set a watch upon
 
   him; some letter might come which he might find himself unable to
 
   disobey; at any rate, he could not feel himself secure in any place
 
   at which the archdeacon could expect to find him; and at 10 A.M. er
 
   started forth to spend twelve hours in London.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding had friends in town had he chosen to seek them; but he felt
 
   that he was in no humour for ordinary calls, and he did not now wish
 
   to consult with anyone as to the great step which he had determined
 
   zu nehmen. As he had said to his daughter, no one knows where the shoe
 
   pinches but the wearer.  There are some points on which no man can be
 
   contented to follow the advice of another,—some subjects on which
 
   a man can consult his own conscience only.  Our warden had made up
 
   his mind that it was good for him at any cost to get rid of this
 
   grievance; his daughter was the only person whose concurrence appeared
 
   necessary to him, and she did concur with him most heartily. Unter
 
   such circumstances he would not, if he could help it, consult anyone
 
   further, till advice would be useless.  Should the archdeacon catch
 
   him, indeed, there would be much advice, and much consultation of a
 
   kind not to be avoided; but he hoped better things; and as he felt
 
   that he could not now converse on indifferent subjects, he resolved
 
   to see no one till after his interview with the attorney-general.
 
    
 
   He determined to take sanctuary in Westminster Abbey, so he again went
 
   thither in an omnibus, and finding that the doors were not open for
 
   morning service, he paid his twopence, and went in as a sightseer.
 
   It occurred to him that he had no definite place of rest for the day,
 
   and that he should be absolutely worn out before his interview if he
 
   attempted to walk about from 10 A.M. to 10 P.M., so he sat himself
 
   down on a stone step, and gazed up at the figure of William Pitt, who
 
   looks as though he had just entered the church for the first time in
 
   his life and was anything but pleased at finding himself there.
 
    
 
   He had been sitting unmolested about twenty minutes when the verger
 
   asked him whether he wouldn’t like to walk round. Mr Harding didn’t
 
   want to walk anywhere, and declined, merely observing that he was
 
   waiting for the morning service.  The verger, seeing that he was a
 
   clergyman, told him that the doors of the choir were now open, and
 
   showed him into a seat.  This was a great point gained; the archdeacon
 
   would certainly not come to morning service at Westminster Abbey, even
 
   though he were in London; and here the warden could rest quietly, and,
 
   when the time came, duly say his prayers.
 
    
 
   He longed to get up from his seat, and examine the music-books of the
 
   choristers, and the copy of the litany from which the service was
 
   chanted, to see how far the little details at Westminster corresponded
 
   with those at Barchester, and whether he thought his own voice would
 
   fill the church well from the Westminster precentor’s seat. Es
 
   would, however, be impropriety in such meddling, and he sat perfectly
 
   still, looking up at the noble roof, and guarding against the coming
 
   fatigues of the day.
 
    
 
   By degrees two or three people entered; the very same damp old woman
 
   who had nearly obliterated him in the omnibus, or some other just like
 
   her; a couple of young ladies with their veils down, and gilt crosses
 
   conspicuous on their prayer-books; an old man on crutches; a party who
 
   were seeing the abbey, and thought they might as well hear the service
 
   for their twopence, as opportunity served; and a young woman with her
 
   prayer-book done up in her handkerchief, who rushed in late, and, in
 
   her hurried entry, tumbled over one of the forms, and made such a
 
   noise that everyone, even the officiating minor canon, was startled,
 
   and she herself was so frightened by the echo of her own catastrophe
 
   that she was nearly thrown into fits by the panic.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was not much edified by the manner of the service. Die
 
   minor canon in question hurried in, somewhat late, in a surplice not
 
   in the neatest order, and was followed by a dozen choristers, who were
 
   also not as trim as they might have been: they all jostled into their
 
   places with a quick hurried step, and the service was soon commenced.
 
   Soon commenced and soon over,—for there was no music, and time was
 
   not unnecessarily lost in the chanting.  On the whole Mr Harding was
 
   of opinion that things were managed better at Barchester, though even
 
   there he knew that there was room for improvement.
 
    
 
   It appears to us a question whether any clergyman can go through our
 
   church service with decorum, morning after morning, in an immense
 
   building, surrounded by not more than a dozen listeners. Die besten
 
   actors cannot act well before empty benches, and though there is, of
 
   course, a higher motive in one case than the other, still even the
 
   best of clergymen cannot but be influenced by their audience; and to
 
   expect that a duty should be well done under such circumstances, would
 
   be to require from human nature more than human power.
 
    
 
   When the two ladies with the gilt crosses, the old man with his
 
   crutch, and the still palpitating housemaid were going, Mr Harding
 
   found himself obliged to go too.  The verger stood in his way, and
 
   looked at him and looked at the door, and so he went.  But he returned
 
   again in a few minutes, and re-entered with another twopence. Es
 
   was no other sanctuary so good for him.
 
    
 
   As he walked slowly down the nave, and then up one aisle, and then
 
   again down the nave and up the other aisle, he tried to think gravely
 
   of the step he was about to take.  He was going to give up eight
 
   hundred a year voluntarily; and doom himself to live for the rest of
 
   his life on about a hundred and fifty.  He knew that he had hitherto
 
   failed to realise this fact as he ought to do.  Could he maintain
 
   his own independence and support his daughter on a hundred and fifty
 
   pounds a year without being a burden on anyone?  His son-in-law was
 
   rich, but nothing could induce him to lean on his son-in-law after
 
   acting, as he intended to do, in direct opposition to his son-in-law’s
 
   Anwalt. The bishop was rich, but he was about to throw away the
 
   bishop’s best gift, and that in a manner to injure materially the
 
   patronage of the giver: he could neither expect nor accept anything
 
   further from the bishop.  There would be not only no merit, but
 
   positive disgrace, in giving up his wardenship, if he were not
 
   prepared to meet the world without it.  Yes, he must from this time
 
   forward bound all his human wishes for himself and his daughter to
 
   the poor extent of so limited an income.  He knew he had not thought
 
   sufficiently of this, that he had been carried away by enthusiasm,
 
   and had hitherto not brought home to himself the full reality of his
 
   Position.
 
    
 
   He thought most about his daughter, naturally.  It was true that she
 
   was engaged, and he knew enough of his proposed son-in-law to be sure
 
   that his own altered circumstances would make no obstacle to such a
 
   marriage; nay, he was sure that the very fact of his poverty would
 
   induce Bold more anxiously to press the matter; but he disliked
 
   counting on Bold in this emergency, brought on, as it had been, by
 
   his doing.  He did not like saying to himself, Bold has turned me
 
   out of my house and income, and, therefore, he must relieve me of my
 
   daughter; he preferred reckoning on Eleanor as the companion of his
 
   poverty and exile,—as the sharer of his small income.
 
    
 
   Some modest provision for his daughter had been long since made. Sein
 
   life was insured for three thousand pounds, and this sum was to go to
 
   Eleanor. The archdeacon, for some years past, had paid the premium,
 
   and had secured himself by the immediate possession of a small
 
   property which was to have gone to Mrs Grantly after her father’s
 
   Tod. This matter, therefore, had been taken out of the warden’s
 
   hands long since, as, indeed, had all the business transactions of
 
   his family, and his anxiety was, therefore, confined to his own life
 
   Einkommen.
 
    
 
   Ja. A hundred and fifty per annum was very small, but still it might
 
   suffice; but how was he to chant the litany at the cathedral on Sunday
 
   mornings, and get the service done at Crabtree Parva?  True, Crabtree
 
   Church was not quite a mile and a half from the cathedral; but he
 
   could not be in two places at once.  Crabtree was a small village,
 
   and afternoon service might suffice, but still this went against his
 
   conscience; it was not right that his parishioners should be robbed
 
   of any of their privileges on account of his poverty.  He might, to
 
   be sure, make some arrangements for doing week-day service at the
 
   cathedral; but he had chanted the litany at Barchester so long, and
 
   had a conscious feeling that he did it so well, that he was unwilling
 
   to give up the duty.
 
    
 
   Thinking of such things, turning over in his own mind together small
 
   desires and grave duties, but never hesitating for a moment as to the
 
   necessity of leaving the hospital, Mr Harding walked up and down the
 
   abbey, or sat still meditating on the same stone step, hour after
 
   Stunde. One verger went and another came, but they did not disturb him;
 
   every now and then they crept up and looked at him, but they did so
 
   with a reverential stare, and, on the whole, Mr Harding found his
 
   retreat well chosen.  About four o’clock his comfort was disturbed
 
   by an enemy in the shape of hunger.  It was necessary that he should
 
   dine, and it was clear that he could not dine in the abbey: so he left
 
   his sanctuary not willingly, and betook himself to the neighbourhood
 
   of the Strand to look for food.
 
    
 
   His eyes had become so accustomed to the gloom of the church, that
 
   they were dazed when he got out into the full light of day, and he
 
   felt confused and ashamed of himself, as though people were staring at
 
   ihn. He hurried along, still in dread of the archdeacon, till he came
 
   to Charing Cross, and then remembered that in one of his passages
 
   through the Strand he had seen the words “Chops and Steaks” on a
 
   placard in a shop window.  He remembered the shop distinctly; it was
 
   next door to a trunk-seller’s, and there was a cigar shop on the other
 
   Seite. He couldn’t go to his hotel for dinner, which to him hitherto
 
   was the only known mode of dining in London at his own expense; and,
 
   therefore, he would get a steak at the shop in the Strand.  Archdeacon
 
   Grantly would certainly not come to such a place for his dinner.
 
    
 
   He found the house easily,—just as he had observed it, between the
 
   trunks and the cigars.  He was rather daunted by the huge quantity
 
   of fish which he saw in the window.  There were barrels of oysters,
 
   hecatombs of lobsters, a few tremendous-looking crabs, and a tub full
 
   of pickled salmon; not, however, being aware of any connection between
 
   shell-fish and iniquity, he entered, and modestly asked a slatternly
 
   woman, who was picking oysters out of a great watery reservoir,
 
   whether he could have a mutton chop and a potato.
 
    
 
   The woman looked somewhat surprised, but answered in the affirmative,
 
   and a slipshod girl ushered him into a long back room, filled with
 
   boxes for the accommodation of parties, in one of which he took his
 
   Sitz. In a more miserably forlorn place he could not have found
 
   himself: the room smelt of fish, and sawdust, and stale tobacco smoke,
 
   with a slight taint of escaped gas; everything was rough and dirty,
 
   and disreputable; the cloth which they put before him was abominable;
 
   the knives and forks were bruised, and hacked, and filthy; and
 
   everything was impregnated with fish.  He had one comfort, however:
 
   he was quite alone; there was no one there to look on his dismay; nor
 
   was it probable that anyone would come to do so.  It was a London
 
   supper-house.  About one o’clock at night the place would be lively
 
   enough, but at the present time his seclusion was as deep as it had
 
   been in the abbey.
 
    
 
   In about half an hour the untidy girl, not yet dressed for her evening
 
   labours, brought him his chop and potatoes, and Mr Harding begged for
 
   a pint of sherry.  He was impressed with an idea, which was generally
 
   prevalent a few years since, and is not yet wholly removed from the
 
   minds of men, that to order a dinner at any kind of inn, without also
 
   ordering a pint of wine for the benefit of the landlord, was a kind of
 
   fraud,—not punishable, indeed, by law, but not the less abominable
 
   on that account.  Mr Harding remembered his coming poverty, and
 
   would willingly have saved his half-crown, but he thought he had no
 
   alternative; and he was soon put in possession of some horrid mixture
 
   procured from the neighbouring public-house.
 
    
 
   His chop and potatoes, however, were eatable, and having got over
 
   as best he might the disgust created by the knives and forks, he
 
   contrived to swallow his dinner.  He was not much disturbed: one
 
   young man, with pale face and watery fishlike eyes, wearing his hat
 
   ominously on one side, did come in and stare at him, and ask the
 
   girl, audibly enough, “Who that old cock was;” but the annoyance went
 
   no further, and the warden was left seated on his wooden bench in
 
   peace, endeavouring to distinguish the different scents arising from
 
   lobsters, oysters, and salmon.
 
    
 
   Unknowing as Mr Harding was in the ways of London, he felt that he had
 
   somehow selected an ineligible dining-house, and that he had better
 
   leave it.  It was hardly five o’clock;—how was he to pass the time
 
   till ten?  Five miserable hours!  He was already tired, and it was
 
   impossible that he should continue walking so long.  He thought of
 
   getting into an omnibus, and going out to Fulham for the sake of
 
   coming back in another: this, however, would be weary work, and as he
 
   paid his bill to the woman in the shop, he asked her if there were any
 
   place near where he could get a cup of coffee.  Though she did keep a
 
   shellfish supper-house, she was very civil, and directed him to the
 
   cigar divan on the other side of the street.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding had not a much correcter notion of a cigar divan than he
 
   had of a London dinner-house, but he was desperately in want of rest,
 
   and went as he was directed.  He thought he must have made some
 
   mistake when he found himself in a cigar shop, but the man behind the
 
   counter saw immediately that he was a stranger, and understood what he
 
   wollte. “One shilling, sir,—thank ye, sir,—cigar, sir?—ticket for
 
   coffee, sir;—you’ll only have to call the waiter.  Up those stairs,
 
   if you please, sir.  Better take the cigar, sir,—you can always give
 
   it to a friend, you know.  Well, sir, thank ye, sir;—as you are so
 
   good, I’ll smoke it myself.”  And so Mr Harding ascended to the divan,
 
   with his ticket for coffee, but minus the cigar.
 
    
 
   The place seemed much more suitable to his requirements than the
 
   room in which he had dined: there was, to be sure, a strong smell of
 
   tobacco, to which he was not accustomed; but after the shell-fish, the
 
   tobacco did not seem disagreeable.  There were quantities of books,
 
   and long rows of sofas.  What on earth could be more luxurious than a
 
   sofa, a book, and a cup of coffee?  An old waiter came up to him, with
 
   a couple of magazines and an evening paper.  Was ever anything so
 
   civil?  Would he have a cup of coffee, or would he prefer sherbet?
 
   Sherbet!  Was he absolutely in an Eastern divan, with the slight
 
   addition of all the London periodicals?  He had, however, an idea that
 
   sherbet should be drunk sitting cross-legged, and as he was not quite
 
   up to this, he ordered the coffee.
 
    
 
   The coffee came, and was unexceptionable.  Why, this divan was a
 
   paradise!  The civil old waiter suggested to him a game of chess:
 
   though a chess player he was not equal to this, so he declined, and,
 
   putting up his weary legs on the sofa, leisurely sipped his coffee,
 
   and turned over the pages of his Blackwood.  He might have been so
 
   engaged for about an hour, for the old waiter enticed him to a second
 
   cup of coffee, when a musical clock began to play.  Mr Harding then
 
   closed his magazine, keeping his place with his finger, and lay,
 
   listening with closed eyes to the clock.  Soon the clock seemed to
 
   turn into a violoncello, with piano accompaniments, and Mr Harding
 
   began to fancy the old waiter was the Bishop of Barchester; he was
 
   inexpressibly shocked that the bishop should have brought him his
 
   coffee with his own hands; then Dr Grantly came in, with a basket full
 
   of lobsters, which he would not be induced to leave downstairs in the
 
   kitchen; and then the warden couldn’t quite understand why so many
 
   people would smoke in the bishop’s drawing-room; and so he fell fast
 
   asleep, and his dreams wandered away to his accustomed stall in
 
   Barchester Cathedral, and the twelve old men he was so soon about to
 
   leave for ever.
 
    
 
   He was fatigued, and slept soundly for some time.  Some sudden stop in
 
   the musical clock woke him at length, and he jumped up with a start,
 
   surprised to find the room quite full: it had been nearly empty when
 
   his nap began.  With nervous anxiety he pulled out his watch, and
 
   found that it was half-past nine.  He seized his hat, and, hurrying
 
   downstairs, started at a rapid pace for Lincoln’s Inn.
 
    
 
   It still wanted twenty minutes to ten when the warden found himself
 
   at the bottom of Sir Abraham’s stairs, so he walked leisurely up and
 
   down the quiet inn to cool himself.  It was a beautiful evening at
 
   the end of August.  He had recovered from his fatigue; his sleep and
 
   the coffee had refreshed him, and he was surprised to find that he
 
   was absolutely enjoying himself, when the inn clock struck ten. Die
 
   sound was hardly over before he knocked at Sir Abraham’s door, and
 
   was informed by the clerk who received him that the great man would
 
   be with him immediately.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XVII
 
    
 
   SIR ABRAHAM HAPHAZARD
 
    
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was shown into a comfortable inner sitting-room, looking
 
   more like a gentleman’s book-room than a lawyer’s chambers, and there
 
   waited for Sir Abraham.  Nor was he kept waiting long: in ten or
 
   fifteen minutes he heard a clatter of voices speaking quickly in the
 
   passage, and then the attorney-general entered.
 
    
 
   “Very sorry to keep you waiting, Mr Warden,” said Sir Abraham, shaking
 
   hands with him; “and sorry, too, to name so disagreeable an hour;
 
   but your notice was short, and as you said to-day, I named the very
 
   earliest hour that was not disposed of.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding assured him that he was aware that it was he that should
 
   apologise.
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham was a tall thin man, with hair prematurely gray, but
 
   bearing no other sign of age; he had a slight stoop, in his neck
 
   rather than his back, acquired by his constant habit of leaning
 
   forward as he addressed his various audiences.  He might be fifty
 
   years old, and would have looked young for his age, had not constant
 
   work hardened his features, and given him the appearance of a machine
 
   with a mind.  His face was full of intellect, but devoid of natural
 
   Ausdruck. You would say he was a man to use, and then have done
 
   with; a man to be sought for on great emergencies, but ill-adapted for
 
   ordinary services; a man whom you would ask to defend your property,
 
   but to whom you would be sorry to confide your love.  He was bright
 
   as a diamond, and as cutting, and also as unimpressionable.  He knew
 
   everyone whom to know was an honour, but he was without a friend; he
 
   wanted none, however, and knew not the meaning of the word in other
 
   than its parliamentary sense.  A friend!  Had he not always been
 
   sufficient to himself, and now, at fifty, was it likely that he should
 
   trust another?  He was married, indeed, and had children, but what
 
   time had he for the soft idleness of conjugal felicity?  His working
 
   days or term times were occupied from his time of rising to the late
 
   hour at which he went to rest, and even his vacations were more full
 
   of labour than the busiest days of other men.  He never quarrelled
 
   with his wife, but he never talked to her;—he never had time to talk,
 
   he was so taken up with speaking.  She, poor lady, was not unhappy;
 
   she had all that money could give her, she would probably live to be
 
   a peeress, and she really thought Sir Abraham the best of husbands.
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham was a man of wit, and sparkled among the brightest at
 
   the dinner-tables of political grandees: indeed, he always sparkled;
 
   whether in society, in the House of Commons, or the courts of law,
 
   coruscations flew from him; glittering sparkles, as from hot steel,
 
   but no heat; no cold heart was ever cheered by warmth from him, no
 
   unhappy soul ever dropped a portion of its burden at his door.
 
    
 
   With him success alone was praiseworthy, and he knew none so
 
   successful as himself.  No one had thrust him forward; no powerful
 
   friends had pushed him along on his road to power.  No; he was
 
   attorney-general, and would, in all human probability, be lord
 
   chancellor by sheer dint of his own industry and his own talent. Welche
 
   else in all the world rose so high with so little help?  A premier,
 
   in der Tat! Who had ever been premier without mighty friends? Ein
 
   archbishop!  Yes, the son or grandson of a great noble, or else,
 
   probably, his tutor.  But he, Sir Abraham, had had no mighty lord
 
   at his back; his father had been a country apothecary, his mother a
 
   farmer’s daughter.  Why should he respect any but himself?  And so he
 
   glitters along through the world, the brightest among the bright; and
 
   when his glitter is gone, and he is gathered to his fathers, no eye
 
   will be dim with a tear, no heart will mourn for its lost friend.
 
    
 
   “And so, Mr Warden,” said Sir Abraham, “all our trouble about this
 
   lawsuit is at an end.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding said he hoped so, but he didn’t at all understand what Sir
 
   Abraham meant.  Sir Abraham, with all his sharpness, could not have
 
   looked into his heart and read his intentions.
 
    
 
   “All over.  You need trouble yourself no further about it; of course
 
   they must pay the costs, and the absolute expense to you and Dr
 
   Grantly will be trifling,—that is, compared with what it might have
 
   been if it had been continued.”
 
    
 
   “I fear I don’t quite understand you, Sir Abraham.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t you know that their attorneys have noticed us that they have
 
   withdrawn the suit?”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding explained to the lawyer that he knew nothing of this,
 
   although he had heard in a roundabout way that such an intention had
 
   been talked of; and he also at length succeeded in making Sir Abraham
 
   understand that even this did not satisfy him.  The attorney-general
 
   stood up, put his hands into his breeches’ pockets, and raised his
 
   eyebrows, as Mr Harding proceeded to detail the grievance from which
 
   he now wished to rid himself.
 
    
 
   “I know I have no right to trouble you personally with this matter,
 
   but as it is of most vital importance to me, as all my happiness is
 
   concerned in it, I thought I might venture to seek your advice.”
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham bowed, and declared his clients were entitled to the best
 
   advice he could give them; particularly a client so respectable in
 
   every way as the Warden of Barchester Hospital.
 
    
 
   “A spoken word, Sir Abraham, is often of more value than volumes of
 
   written advice.  The truth is, I am ill-satisfied with this matter
 
   as it stands at present.  I do see—I cannot help seeing, that the
 
   affairs of the hospital are not arranged according to the will of the
 
   founder.”
 
    
 
   “None of such institutions are, Mr Harding, nor can they be; the
 
   altered circumstances in which we live do not admit of it.”
 
    
 
   “Quite true—that is quite true; but I can’t see that those altered
 
   circumstances give me a right to eight hundred a year. Ich weiß nicht,
 
   whether I ever read John Hiram’s will, but were I to read it now I
 
   could not understand it.  What I want you, Sir Abraham, to tell me,
 
   is this:—am I, as warden, legally and distinctly entitled to the
 
   proceeds of the property, after the due maintenance of the twelve
 
   bedesmen?”
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham declared that he couldn’t exactly say in so many words
 
   that Mr Harding was legally entitled to, &c., &c., &c., and ended in
 
   expressing a strong opinion that it would be madness to raise any
 
   further question on the matter, as the suit was to be,—nay, was,
 
   abandoned.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding, seated in his chair, began to play a slow tune on an
 
   imaginary violoncello.
 
    
 
   “Nay, my dear sir,” continued the attorney-general, “there is no
 
   further ground for any question; I don’t see that you have the power
 
   of raising it.”
 
    
 
   “I can resign,” said Mr Harding, slowly playing away with his right
 
   hand, as though the bow were beneath the chair in which he was
 
   sitzen.
 
    
 
   “What! throw it up altogether?” said the attorney-general, gazing with
 
   utter astonishment at his client.
 
    
 
   “Did you see those articles in _The Jupiter_?” said Mr Harding,
 
   piteously, appealing to the sympathy of the lawyer.
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham said he had seen them.  This poor little clergyman, cowed
 
   into such an act of extreme weakness by a newspaper article, was to
 
   Sir Abraham so contemptible an object, that he hardly knew how to talk
 
   to him as to a rational being.
 
    
 
   “Hadn’t you better wait,” said he, “till Dr Grantly is in town with
 
   Sie? Wouldn’t it be better to postpone any serious step till you can
 
   consult with him?”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding declared vehemently that he could not wait, and Sir Abraham
 
   began seriously to doubt his sanity.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” said the latter, “if you have private means sufficient
 
   for your wants, and if this—”
 
    
 
   “I haven’t a sixpence, Sir Abraham,” said the warden.
 
    
 
   “God bless me!  Why, Mr Harding, how do you mean to live?”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding proceeded to explain to the man of law that he meant to
 
   keep his precentorship,—that was eighty pounds a year; and, also,
 
   that he meant to fall back upon his own little living of Crabtree,
 
   which was another eighty pounds.  That, to be sure, the duties of the
 
   two were hardly compatible; but perhaps he might effect an exchange.
 
   And then, recollecting that the attorney-general would hardly care to
 
   hear how the service of a cathedral church is divided among the minor
 
   canons, stopped short in his explanations.
 
    
 
   Sir Abraham listened in pitying wonder.  “I really think, Mr Harding,
 
   you had better wait for the archdeacon.  This is a most serious
 
   step,—one for which, in my opinion, there is not the slightest
 
   necessity; and, as you have done me the honour of asking my advice, I
 
   must implore you to do nothing without the approval of your friends.
 
   A man is never the best judge of his own position.”
 
    
 
   “A man is the best judge of what he feels himself.  I’d sooner beg my
 
   bread till my death than read such another article as those two that
 
   have appeared, and feel, as I do, that the writer has truth on his
 
   side.”
 
    
 
   “Have you not a daughter, Mr Harding—an unmarried daughter?”
 
    
 
   “I have,” said he, now standing also, but still playing away on his
 
   fiddle with his hand behind his back.  “I have, Sir Abraham; and she
 
   and I are completely agreed on this subject.”
 
    
 
   “Pray excuse me, Mr Harding, if what I say seems impertinent; but
 
   surely it is you that should be prudent on her behalf.  She is young,
 
   and does not know the meaning of living on an income of a hundred and
 
   sixty pounds a year.  On her account give up this idea.  Believe me,
 
   it is sheer Quixotism.”
 
    
 
   The warden walked away to the window, and then back to his chair; and
 
   then, irresolute what to say, took another turn to the window. Die
 
   attorney-general was really extremely patient, but he was beginning to
 
   think that the interview had been long enough.
 
    
 
   “But if this income be not justly mine, what if she and I have both to
 
   beg?” said the warden at last, sharply, and in a voice so different
 
   from that he had hitherto used, that Sir Abraham was startled. “Wenn
 
   so, it would be better to beg.”
 
    
 
   “My dear sir, nobody now questions its justness.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sir Abraham, one does question it,—the most important of all
 
   witnesses against me;—I question it myself.  My God knows whether or
 
   no I love my daughter; but I would sooner that she and I should both
 
   beg, than that she should live in comfort on money which is truly the
 
   property of the poor.  It may seem strange to you, Sir Abraham, it is
 
   strange to myself, that I should have been ten years in that happy
 
   home, and not have thought of these things till they were so roughly
 
   dinned into my ears.  I cannot boast of my conscience, when it
 
   required the violence of a public newspaper to awaken it; but, now
 
   that it is awake, I must obey it.  When I came here, I did not know
 
   that the suit was withdrawn by Mr Bold, and my object was to beg
 
   you to abandon my defence.  As there is no action, there can be no
 
   defence; but it is, at any rate, as well that you should know that
 
   from to-morrow I shall cease to be the warden of the hospital. Meine
 
   friends and I differ on this subject, Sir Abraham, and that adds much
 
   to my sorrow; but it cannot be helped.”  And, as he finished what he
 
   had to say, he played up such a tune as never before had graced the
 
   chambers of any attorney-general.  He was standing up, gallantly
 
   fronting Sir Abraham, and his right arm passed with bold and rapid
 
   sweeps before him, as though he were embracing some huge instrument,
 
   which allowed him to stand thus erect; and with the fingers of his
 
   left hand he stopped, with preternatural velocity, a multitude of
 
   strings, which ranged from the top of his collar to the bottom of
 
   the lappet of his coat.  Sir Abraham listened and looked in wonder.
 
   As he had never before seen Mr Harding, the meaning of these wild
 
   gesticulations was lost upon him; but he perceived that the gentleman
 
   who had a few minutes since been so subdued as to be unable to speak
 
   without hesitation, was now impassioned,—nay, almost violent.
 
    
 
   “You’ll sleep on this, Mr Harding, and to-morrow—”
 
    
 
   “I have done more than sleep upon it,” said the warden; “I have lain
 
   awake upon it, and that night after night.  I found I could not sleep
 
   upon it: now I hope to do so.”
 
    
 
   The attorney-general had no answer to make to this; so he expressed
 
   a quiet hope that whatever settlement was finally made would be
 
   satisfactory; and Mr Harding withdrew, thanking the great man for
 
   his kind attention.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was sufficiently satisfied with the interview to feel a
 
   glow of comfort as he descended into the small old square of Lincoln’s
 
   Inn.  It was a calm, bright, beautiful night, and by the light of
 
   the moon, even the chapel of Lincoln’s Inn, and the sombre row of
 
   chambers, which surround the quadrangle, looked well.  He stood still
 
   a moment to collect his thoughts, and reflect on what he had done,
 
   and was about to do.  He knew that the attorney-general regarded him
 
   as little better than a fool, but that he did not mind; he and the
 
   attorney-general had not much in common between them; he knew also
 
   that others, whom he did care about, would think so too; but Eleanor,
 
   he was sure, would exult in what he had done, and the bishop, he
 
   trusted, would sympathise with him.
 
    
 
   In the meantime he had to meet the archdeacon, and so he walked slowly
 
   down Chancery Lane and along Fleet Street, feeling sure that his work
 
   for the night was not yet over.  When he reached the hotel he rang the
 
   bell quietly, and with a palpitating heart; he almost longed to escape
 
   round the corner, and delay the coming storm by a further walk round
 
   St Paul’s Churchyard, but he heard the slow creaking shoes of the old
 
   waiter approaching, and he stood his ground manfully.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XVIII
 
    
 
   THE WARDEN IS VERY OBSTINATE
 
    
 
    
 
   “Dr Grantly is here, sir,” greeted his ears before the door was well
 
   open, “and Mrs Grantly.  They have a sitting-room above, and are
 
   waiting up for you.”
 
    
 
   There was something in the tone of the man’s voice which seemed to
 
   indicate that even he looked upon the warden as a runaway schoolboy,
 
   just recaptured by his guardian, and that he pitied the culprit,
 
   though he could not but be horrified at the crime.
 
    
 
   The warden endeavoured to appear unconcerned, as he said, “Oh, indeed!
 
   I’ll go upstairs at once;” but he failed signally.  There was,
 
   perhaps, a ray of comfort in the presence of his married daughter;
 
   that is to say, of comparative comfort, seeing that his son-in-law
 
   was there; but how much would he have preferred that they should both
 
   have been safe at Plumstead Episcopi!  However, upstairs he went,
 
   the waiter slowly preceding him; and on the door being opened the
 
   archdeacon was discovered standing in the middle of the room, erect,
 
   indeed, as usual, but oh! how sorrowful! and on the dingy sofa behind
 
   him reclined his patient wife.
 
    
 
   “Papa, I thought you were never coming back,” said the lady; “it’s
 
   twelve o’clock.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, my dear,” said the warden.  “The attorney-general named ten for
 
   my meeting; to be sure ten is late, but what could I do, you know?
 
   Great men will have their own way.”
 
    
 
   And he gave his daughter a kiss, and shook hands with the doctor, and
 
   again tried to look unconcerned.
 
    
 
   “And you have absolutely been with the attorney-general?” fragte der
 
   archdeacon.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding signified that he had.
 
    
 
   “Good heavens, how unfortunate!”  And the archdeacon raised his huge
 
   hands in the manner in which his friends are so accustomed to see him
 
   express disapprobation and astonishment.  “What will Sir Abraham think
 
   of it?  Did you not know that it is not customary for clients to go
 
   direct to their counsel?”
 
    
 
   “Isn’t it?” asked the warden, innocently.  “Well, at any rate, I’ve
 
   done it now.  Sir Abraham didn’t seem to think it so very strange.”
 
    
 
   The archdeacon gave a sigh that would have moved a man-of-war.
 
    
 
   “But, papa, what did you say to Sir Abraham?” asked the lady.
 
    
 
   “I asked him, my dear, to explain John Hiram’s will to me.  He
 
   couldn’t explain it in the only way which would have satisfied me,
 
   and so I resigned the wardenship.”
 
    
 
   “Resigned it!” said the archdeacon, in a solemn voice, sad and low,
 
   but yet sufficiently audible,—a sort of whisper that Macready would
 
   have envied, and the galleries have applauded with a couple of rounds.
 
   “Resigned it!  Good heavens!”  And the dignitary of the church sank
 
   back horrified into a horsehair arm-chair.
 
    
 
   “At least I told Sir Abraham that I would resign; and of course I must
 
   now do so.”
 
    
 
   “Not at all,” said the archdeacon, catching a ray of hope. “Nichts
 
   that you say in such a way to your own counsel can be in any way
 
   binding on you; of course you were there to ask his advice.  I’m sure
 
   Sir Abraham did not advise any such step.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding could not say that he had.
 
    
 
   “I am sure he disadvised you from it,” continued the reverend
 
   cross-examiner.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding could not deny this.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure Sir Abraham must have advised you to consult your friends.”
 
    
 
   To this proposition also Mr Harding was obliged to assent.
 
    
 
   “Then your threat of resignation amounts to nothing, and we are just
 
   where we were before.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding was now standing on the rug, moving uneasily from one foot
 
   zum anderen. He made no distinct answer to the archdeacon’s last
 
   proposition, for his mind was chiefly engaged on thinking how he could
 
   escape to bed.  That his resignation was a thing finally fixed on, a
 
   fact all but completed, was not in his mind a matter of any doubt; he
 
   knew his own weakness; he knew how prone he was to be led; but he was
 
   not weak enough to give way now, to go back from the position to which
 
   his conscience had driven him, after having purposely come to London
 
   to declare his determination: he did not in the least doubt his
 
   resolution, but he greatly doubted his power of defending it against
 
   his son-in-law.
 
    
 
   “You must be very tired, Susan,” said he: “wouldn’t you like to go to
 
   bed?”
 
    
 
   But Susan didn’t want to go till her husband went.  She had an idea
 
   that her papa might be bullied if she were away: she wasn’t tired at
 
   all, or at least she said so.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon was pacing the room, expressing, by certain nods of his
 
   head, his opinion of the utter fatuity of his father-in-law.
 
    
 
   “Why,” at last he said,—and angels might have blushed at the rebuke
 
   expressed in his tone and emphasis,—“Why did you go off from
 
   Barchester so suddenly?  Why did you take such a step without giving
 
   us notice, after what had passed at the palace?”
 
    
 
   The warden hung his head, and made no reply: he could not condescend
 
   to say that he had not intended to give his son-in-law the slip; and
 
   as he had not the courage to avow it, he said nothing.
 
    
 
   “Papa has been too much for you,” said the lady.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon took another turn, and again ejaculated, “Good
 
   heavens!” this time in a very low whisper, but still audible.
 
    
 
   “I think I’ll go to bed,” said the warden, taking up a side candle.
 
    
 
   “At any rate, you’ll promise me to take no further step without
 
   consultation,” said the archdeacon.  Mr Harding made no answer, but
 
   slowly proceeded to light his candle.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” continued the other, “such a declaration as that you made
 
   to Sir Abraham means nothing. Come, warden, promise me this. Die
 
   whole affair, you see, is already settled, and that with very little
 
   trouble or expense.  Bold has been compelled to abandon his action,
 
   and all you have to do is to remain quiet at the hospital.”  Mr
 
   Harding still made no reply, but looked meekly into his son-in-law’s
 
   Gesicht. The archdeacon thought he knew his father-in-law, but he was
 
   mistaken; he thought that he had already talked over a vacillating man
 
   to resign his promise.  “Come,” said he, “promise Susan to give up
 
   this idea of resigning the wardenship.”
 
    
 
   The warden looked at his daughter, thinking probably at the moment
 
   that if Eleanor were contented with him, he need not so much regard
 
   his other child, and said, “I am sure Susan will not ask me to break
 
   my word, or to do what I know to be wrong.”
 
    
 
   “Papa,” said she, “it would be madness in you to throw up your
 
   preferment.  What are you to live on?”
 
    
 
   “God, that feeds the young ravens, will take care of me also,” said Mr
 
   Harding, with a smile, as though afraid of giving offence by making
 
   his reference to scripture too solemn.
 
    
 
   “Pish!” said the archdeacon, turning away rapidly.  “If the ravens
 
   persisted in refusing the food prepared for them, they wouldn’t be
 
   fed.”  A clergyman generally dislikes to be met in argument by any
 
   scriptural quotation; he feels as affronted as a doctor does, when
 
   recommended by an old woman to take some favourite dose, or as a
 
   lawyer when an unprofessional man attempts to put him down by a
 
   quibble.
 
    
 
   “I shall have the living of Crabtree,” modestly suggested the warden.
 
    
 
   “Eighty pounds a year!” sneered the archdeacon.
 
    
 
   “And the precentorship,” said the father-in-law.
 
    
 
   “It goes with the wardenship,” said the son-in-law.  Mr Harding was
 
   prepared to argue this point, and began to do so, but Dr Grantly
 
   stopped him.  “My dear warden,” said he, “this is all nonsense.
 
   Eighty pounds or a hundred and sixty makes very little difference.
 
   You can’t live on it,—you can’t ruin Eleanor’s prospects for ever.
 
   In point of fact, you can’t resign; the bishop wouldn’t accept it;
 
   the whole thing is settled.  What I now want to do is to prevent any
 
   inconvenient tittle-tattle,—any more newspaper articles.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what I want, too,” said the warden.
 
    
 
   “And to prevent that,” continued the other, “we mustn’t let any talk
 
   of resignation get abroad.”
 
    
 
   “But I shall resign,” said the warden, very, very meekly.
 
    
 
   “Good heavens!  Susan, my dear, what can I say to him?”
 
    
 
   “But, papa,” said Mrs Grantly, getting up, and putting her arm through
 
   that of her father, “what is Eleanor to do if you throw away your
 
   income?”
 
    
 
   A hot tear stood in each of the warden’s eyes as he looked round upon
 
   his married daughter.  Why should one sister who was so rich predict
 
   poverty for another?  Some such idea as this was on his mind, but he
 
   gave no utterance to it.  Then he thought of the pelican feeding its
 
   young with blood from its own breast, but he gave no utterance to
 
   that either; and then of Eleanor waiting for him at home, waiting to
 
   congratulate him on the end of all his trouble.
 
    
 
   “Think of Eleanor, papa,” said Mrs Grantly.
 
    
 
   “I do think of her,” said her father.
 
    
 
   “And you will not do this rash thing?”  The lady was really moved
 
   beyond her usual calm composure.
 
    
 
   “It can never be rash to do right,” said he.  “I shall certainly
 
   resign this wardenship.”
 
    
 
   “Then, Mr Harding, there is nothing before you but ruin,” said the
 
   archdeacon, now moved beyond all endurance.  “Ruin both for you and
 
   Eleanor. How do you mean to pay the monstrous expenses of this
 
   action?”
 
    
 
   Mrs Grantly suggested that, as the action was abandoned, the costs
 
   would not be heavy.
 
    
 
   “Indeed they will, my dear,” continued he.  “One cannot have the
 
   attorney-general up at twelve o’clock at night for nothing;—but of
 
   course your father has not thought of this.”
 
    
 
   “I will sell my furniture,” said the warden.
 
    
 
   “Furniture!” ejaculated the other, with a most powerful sneer.
 
    
 
   “Come, archdeacon,” said the lady, “we needn’t mind that at present.
 
   You know you never expected papa to pay the costs.”
 
    
 
   “Such absurdity is enough to provoke Job,” said the archdeacon,
 
   marching quickly up and down the room.  “Your father is like a child.
 
   Eight hundred pounds a year!—eight hundred and eighty with the
 
   house,—with nothing to do.  The very place for him.  And to throw
 
   that up because some scoundrel writes an article in a newspaper!
 
   Well;—I have done my duty.  If he chooses to ruin his child I cannot
 
   help it;” and he stood still at the fire-place, and looked at himself
 
   in a dingy mirror which stood on the chimney-piece.
 
    
 
   There was a pause for about a minute, and then the warden, finding
 
   that nothing else was coming, lighted his candle, and quietly said,
 
   “Good-night.”
 
    
 
   “Good-night, papa,” said the lady.
 
    
 
   And so the warden retired; but, as he closed the door behind him, he
 
   heard the well-known ejaculation,—slower, lower, more solemn, more
 
   ponderous than ever,—“Good heavens!”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XIX
 
    
 
   THE WARDEN RESIGNS
 
    
 
    
 
   The party met the next morning at breakfast; and a very sombre affair
 
   it was,—very unlike the breakfasts at Plumstead Episcopi.
 
    
 
   There were three thin, small, dry bits of bacon, each an inch long,
 
   served up under a huge old plated cover; there were four three-cornered
 
   bits of dry toast, and four square bits of buttered toast; there was
 
   a loaf of bread, and some oily-looking butter; and on the sideboard
 
   there were the remains of a cold shoulder of mutton.  The archdeacon,
 
   however, had not come up from his rectory to St Paul’s Churchyard to
 
   enjoy himself, and therefore nothing was said of the scanty fare.
 
    
 
   The guests were as sorry as the viands;—hardly anything was said over
 
   the breakfast-table.  The archdeacon munched his toast in ominous
 
   silence, turning over bitter thoughts in his deep mind.  The warden
 
   tried to talk to his daughter, and she tried to answer him; but they
 
   both failed.  There were no feelings at present in common between
 
   ihnen. The warden was thinking only of getting back to Barchester, and
 
   calculating whether the archdeacon would expect him to wait for him;
 
   and Mrs Grantly was preparing herself for a grand attack which she was
 
   to make on her father, as agreed upon between herself and her husband
 
   during their curtain confabulation of that morning.
 
    
 
   When the waiter had creaked out of the room with the last of the
 
   teacups, the archdeacon got up and went to the window as though to
 
   admire the view.  The room looked out on a narrow passage which runs
 
   from St Paul’s Churchyard to Paternoster Row; and Dr Grantly patiently
 
   perused the names of the three shopkeepers whose doors were in view.
 
   The warden still kept his seat at the table, and examined the pattern
 
   of the tablecloth; and Mrs Grantly, seating herself on the sofa, began
 
   to knit.
 
    
 
   After a while the warden pulled his Bradshaw out of his pocket, and
 
   began laboriously to consult it.  There was a train for Barchester at
 
   10 A.M.  That was out of the question, for it was nearly ten already.
 
   Another at 3 P.M.; another, the night-mail train, at 9 P.M.  The three
 
   o’clock train would take him home to tea, and would suit very well.
 
    
 
   “My dear,” said he, “I think I shall go back home at three o’clock
 
   zu Tag. I shall get home at half-past eight. I don’t think there’s
 
   anything to keep me in London.”
 
    
 
   “The archdeacon and I return by the early train to-morrow, papa; won’t
 
   you wait and go back with us?”
 
    
 
   “Why, Eleanor will expect me tonight; and I’ve so much to do; and—”
 
    
 
   “Much to do!” said the archdeacon sotto voce; but the warden heard
 
   ihn.
 
    
 
   “You’d better wait for us, papa.”
 
    
 
   “Thank ye, my dear!  I think I’ll go this afternoon.”  The tamest
 
   animal will turn when driven too hard, and even Mr Harding was
 
   beginning to fight for his own way.
 
    
 
   “I suppose you won’t be back before three?” said the lady, addressing
 
   ihr Ehemann.
 
    
 
   “I must leave this at two,” said the warden.
 
    
 
   “Quite out of the question,” said the archdeacon, answering his wife,
 
   and still reading the shopkeepers’ names; “I don’t suppose I shall be
 
   back till five.”
 
    
 
   There was another long pause, during which Mr Harding continued to
 
   study his Bradshaw.
 
    
 
   “I must go to Cox and Cummins,” said the archdeacon at last.
 
    
 
   “Oh, to Cox and Cummins,” said the warden.  It was quite a matter of
 
   indifference to him where his son-in-law went.  The names of Cox and
 
   Cummins had now no interest in his ears.  What had he to do with Cox
 
   and Cummins further, having already had his suit finally adjudicated
 
   upon in a court of conscience, a judgment without power of appeal
 
   fully registered, and the matter settled so that all the lawyers in
 
   London could not disturb it.  The archdeacon could go to Cox and
 
   Cummins, could remain there all day in anxious discussion; but what
 
   might be said there was no longer matter of interest to him, who was
 
   so soon to lay aside the name of warden of Barchester Hospital.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon took up his shining new clerical hat, and put on his
 
   black new clerical gloves, and looked heavy, respectable, decorous,
 
   and opulent, a decided clergyman of the Church of England, every
 
   inch of him.  “I suppose I shall see you at Barchester the day after
 
   to-morrow,” said he.
 
    
 
   The warden supposed he would.
 
    
 
   “I must once more beseech you to take no further steps till you see my
 
   father; if you owe me nothing,” and the archdeacon looked as though he
 
   thought a great deal were due to him, “at least you owe so much to my
 
   father;” and, without waiting for a reply, Dr Grantly wended his way
 
   to Cox and Cummins.
 
    
 
   Mrs Grantly waited till the last fall of her husband’s foot was heard,
 
   as he turned out of the court into St Paul’s Churchyard, and then
 
   commenced her task of talking her father over.
 
    
 
   “Papa,” she began, “this is a most serious business.”
 
    
 
   “Indeed it is,” said the warden, ringing the bell.
 
    
 
   “I greatly feel the distress of mind you must have endured.”
 
    
 
   “I am sure you do, my dear;”—and he ordered the waiter to bring him
 
   pen, ink, and paper.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to write, papa?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, my dear;—I am going to write my resignation to the bishop.”
 
    
 
   “Pray, pray, papa, put it off till our return;—pray put it off till
 
   you have seen the bishop;—dear papa! for my sake, for Eleanor’s!—”
 
    
 
   “It is for your sake and Eleanor’s that I do this.  I hope, at least,
 
   that my children may never have to be ashamed of their father.”
 
    
 
   “How can you talk about shame, papa?” and she stopped while the waiter
 
   creaked in with the paper, and then slowly creaked out again; “how can
 
   you talk about shame? you know what all your friends think about this
 
   question.”
 
    
 
   The warden spread his paper on the table, placing it on the
 
   meagre blotting-book which the hotel afforded, and sat himself
 
   down to write.
 
    
 
   “You won’t refuse me one request, papa?” continued his
 
   daughter; “you won’t refuse to delay your letter for two short
 
   Tage? Two days can make no possible difference.”
 
    
 
   “My dear,” said he naïvely, “if I waited till I got to Barchester, I
 
   might, perhaps, be prevented.”
 
    
 
   “But surely you would not wish to offend the bishop?” sagte sie.
 
    
 
   “God forbid!  The bishop is not apt to take offence, and knows me too
 
   well to take in bad part anything that I may be called on to do.”
 
    
 
   “But, papa—”
 
    
 
   “Susan,” said he, “my mind on this subject is made up; it is not
 
   without much repugnance that I act in opposition to the advice of such
 
   men as Sir Abraham Haphazard and the archdeacon; but in this matter
 
   I can take no advice, I cannot alter the resolution to which I have
 
   kommen. “
 
    
 
   “But two days, papa—”
 
    
 
   “No;—nor can I delay it.  You may add to my present unhappiness by
 
   pressing me, but you cannot change my purpose; it will be a comfort
 
   to me if you will let the matter rest”: and, dipping his pen into the
 
   inkstand, he fixed his eyes intently on the paper.
 
    
 
   There was something in his manner which taught his daughter to
 
   perceive that he was in earnest; she had at one time ruled supreme in
 
   her father’s house, but she knew that there were moments when, mild
 
   and meek as he was, he would have his way, and the present was an
 
   occasion of the sort.  She returned, therefore, to her knitting, and
 
   very shortly after left the room.
 
    
 
   The warden was now at liberty to compose his letter, and, as it was
 
   characteristic of the man, it shall be given at full length. Die
 
   official letter, which, when written, seemed to him to be too formally
 
   cold to be sent alone to so dear a friend, was accompanied by a
 
   private note; and both are here inserted.
 
    
 
   The letter of resignation ran as follows:—
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER HOTEL, ST.  PAUL’s,
 
                          LONDON,
 
                          August, 18—
 
    
 
   My LORD BISHOP,
 
    
 
    
 
      It is with the greatest pain that I feel myself constrained
 
      to resign into your Lordship’s hands the wardenship of the
 
      hospital at Barchester, which you so kindly conferred upon
 
      me, now nearly twelve years since.
 
    
 
   I need not explain the circumstances which have made this
 
      step appear necessary to me.  You are aware that a question
 
      has arisen as to the right of the warden to the income which
 
      has been allotted to the wardenship; it has seemed to me
 
      that this right is not well made out, and I hesitate to
 
      incur the risk of taking an income to which my legal claim
 
      appears doubtful.
 
    
 
   The office of precentor of the cathedral is, as your
 
      Lordship is aware, joined to that of the warden; that is to
 
      say, the precentor has for many years been the warden of the
 
      hospital; there is, however, nothing to make the junction of
 
      the two offices necessary, and, unless you or the dean and
 
      chapter object to such an arrangement, I would wish to keep
 
      the precentorship.  The income of this office will now be
 
      necessary to me; indeed, I do not know why I should be
 
      ashamed to say that I should have difficulty in supporting
 
      myself without it.
 
    
 
   Your Lordship, and such others as you may please to consult
 
      on the matter, will at once see that my resignation of
 
      the wardenship need offer not the slightest bar to its
 
      occupation by another person.  I am thought in the wrong by
 
      all those whom I have consulted in the matter; I have very
 
      little but an inward and an unguided conviction of my own
 
      to bring me to this step, and I shall, indeed, be hurt to
 
      find that any slur is thrown on the preferment which your
 
      kindness bestowed on me, by my resignation of it.  I, at
 
      any rate for one, shall look on any successor whom you may
 
      appoint as enjoying a clerical situation of the highest
 
      respectability, and one to which your Lordship’s nomination
 
      gives an indefeasible right.
 
    
 
   I cannot finish this official letter without again thanking
 
      your Lordship for all your great kindness, and I beg to
 
      subscribe myself—
 
    
 
   Your Lordship’s most obedient servant,
 
    
 
   SEPTIMUS HARDING,
 
    
 
   Warden of Barchester Hospital,
 
                          and Precentor of the Cathedral.
 
    
 
    
 
   He then wrote the following private note:—
 
    
 
    
 
   My DEAR BISHOP,
 
    
 
   I cannot send you the accompanying official letter without
 
      a warmer expression of thanks for all your kindness than
 
      would befit a document which may to a certain degree be
 
      made public.  You, I know, will understand the feeling,
 
      and, perhaps, pity the weakness which makes me resign
 
      das Krankenhaus. I am not made of calibre strong enough to
 
      withstand public attack.  Were I convinced that I stood
 
      on ground perfectly firm, that I was certainly justified
 
      in taking eight hundred a year under Hiram’s will, I
 
      should feel bound by duty to retain the position, however
 
      unendurable might be the nature of the assault; but, as I
 
      do not feel this conviction, I cannot believe that you will
 
      think me wrong in what I am doing.
 
    
 
   I had at one time an idea of keeping only some moderate
 
      portion of the income; perhaps three hundred a year, and of
 
      remitting the remainder to the trustees; but it occurred to
 
      me, and I think with reason, that by so doing I should place
 
      my successors in an invidious position, and greatly damage
 
      your patronage.
 
    
 
   My dear friend, let me have a line from you to say that
 
      you do not blame me for what I am doing, and that the
 
      officiating vicar of Crabtree Parva will be the same to
 
      you as the warden of the hospital.
 
    
 
   I am very anxious about the precentorship: the archdeacon
 
      thinks it must go with the wardenship; I think not, and,
 
      that, having it, I cannot be ousted.  I will, however, be
 
      guided by you and the dean.  No other duty will suit me so
 
      well, or come so much within my power of adequate
 
      Leistung.
 
    
 
   I thank you from my heart for the preferment which I am now
 
      giving up, and for all your kindness, and am, dear bishop,
 
      now as always—
 
    
 
   Yours most sincerely,
 
                          SEPTIMUS HARDING
 
    
 
   LONDON,—AUGUST, 18—
 
    
 
    
 
   Having written these letters and made a copy of the former one for the
 
   benefit of the archdeacon, Mr Harding, whom we must now cease to call
 
   the warden, he having designated himself so for the last time, found
 
   that it was nearly two o’clock, and that he must prepare for his
 
   Reise. Yes, from this time he never again admitted the name by
 
   which he had been so familiarly known, and in which, to tell the
 
   truth, he had rejoiced.  The love of titles is common to all men,
 
   and a vicar or fellow is as pleased at becoming Mr Archdeacon or
 
   Mr Provost, as a lieutenant at getting his captaincy, or a city
 
   tallow-chandler in becoming Sir John on the occasion of a Queen’s
 
   visit to a new bridge.  But warden he was no longer, and the name of
 
   precentor, though the office was to him so dear, confers in itself
 
   no sufficient distinction; our friend, therefore, again became Mr
 
   Harding.
 
    
 
   Mrs Grantly had gone out; he had, therefore, no one to delay him by
 
   further entreaties to postpone his journey; he had soon arranged his
 
   bag, and paid his bill, and, leaving a note for his daughter, in which
 
   he put the copy of his official letter, he got into a cab and drove
 
   away to the station with something of triumph in his heart.
 
    
 
   Had he not cause for triumph?  Had he not been supremely successful?
 
   Had he not for the first time in his life held his own purpose
 
   against that of his son-in-law, and manfully combated against great
 
   odds,—against the archdeacon’s wife as well as the archdeacon? Hatten
 
   he not gained a great victory, and was it not fit that he should step
 
   into his cab with triumph?
 
    
 
   He had not told Eleanor when he would return, but she was on the
 
   look-out for him by every train by which he could arrive, and the
 
   pony-carriage was at the Barchester station when the train drew up
 
   at the platform.
 
    
 
   “My dear,” said he, sitting beside her, as she steered her little
 
   vessel to one side of the road to make room for the clattering omnibus
 
   as they passed from the station into the town, “I hope you’ll be able
 
   to feel a proper degree of respect for the vicar of Crabtree.”
 
    
 
   “Dear papa,” said she, “I am so glad.”
 
    
 
   There was great comfort in returning home to that pleasant house,
 
   though he was to leave it so soon, and in discussing with his daughter
 
   all that he had done, and all that he had to do.  It must take some
 
   time to get out of one house into another; the curate at Crabtree
 
   could not be abolished under six months, that is, unless other
 
   provision could be made for him; and then the furniture:—the most of
 
   that must be sold to pay Sir Abraham Haphazard for sitting up till
 
   twelve at night.  Mr Harding was strangely ignorant as to lawyers’
 
   bills; he had no idea, from twenty pounds to two thousand, as to the
 
   sum in which he was indebted for legal assistance.  True, he had
 
   called in no lawyer himself; true, he had been no consenting party to
 
   the employment of either Cox and Cummins, or Sir Abraham; he had never
 
   been consulted on such matters;—the archdeacon had managed all this
 
   himself, never for a moment suspecting that Mr Harding would take upon
 
   him to end the matter in a way of his own.  Had the lawyers’ bills
 
   been ten thousand pounds, Mr Harding could not have helped it; but
 
   he was not on that account disposed to dispute his own liability.
 
   The question never occurred to him; but it did occur to him that he
 
   had very little money at his banker’s, that he could receive nothing
 
   further from the hospital, and that the sale of the furniture was his
 
   only resource.
 
    
 
   “Not all, papa,” said Eleanor pleadingly.
 
    
 
   “Not quite all, my dear,” said he; “that is, if we can help it. We
 
   must have a little at Crabtree,—but it can only be a little; we
 
   must put a bold front on it, Nelly; it isn’t easy to come down from
 
   affluence to poverty.”
 
    
 
   And so they planned their future mode of life; the father taking
 
   comfort from the reflection that his daughter would soon be freed from
 
   it, and she resolving that her father would soon have in her own house
 
   a ready means of escape from the solitude of the Crabtree vicarage.
 
    
 
   When the archdeacon left his wife and father-in-law at the Chapter
 
   Coffee House to go to Messrs Cox and Cummins, he had no very defined
 
   idea of what he had to do when he got there.  Gentlemen when at law,
 
   or in any way engaged in matters requiring legal assistance, are very
 
   apt to go to their lawyers without much absolute necessity;—gentlemen
 
   when doing so, are apt to describe such attendance as quite
 
   compulsory, and very disagreeable.  The lawyers, on the other hand,
 
   do not at all see the necessity, though they quite agree as to the
 
   disagreeable nature of the visit;—gentlemen when so engaged are
 
   usually somewhat gravelled at finding nothing to say to their learned
 
   friends; they generally talk a little politics, a little weather, ask
 
   some few foolish questions about their suit, and then withdraw, having
 
   passed half an hour in a small dingy waiting-room, in company with
 
   some junior assistant-clerk, and ten minutes with the members of the
 
   firm; the business is then over for which the gentleman has come up
 
   to London, probably a distance of a hundred and fifty miles. Um
 
   sure he goes to the play, and dines at his friend’s club, and has a
 
   bachelor’s liberty and bachelor’s recreation for three or four days;
 
   and he could not probably plead the desire of such gratifications as
 
   a reason to his wife for a trip to London.
 
    
 
   Married ladies, when your husbands find they are positively obliged to
 
   attend their legal advisers, the nature of the duty to be performed is
 
   generally of this description.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon would not have dreamt of leaving London without going
 
   to Cox and Cummins; and yet he had nothing to say to them. Das Spiel
 
   was up; he plainly saw that Mr Harding in this matter was not to be
 
   moved; his only remaining business on this head was to pay the bill
 
   and have done with it; and I think it may be taken for granted,
 
   that whatever the cause may be that takes a gentleman to a lawyer’s
 
   chambers, he never goes there to pay his bill.
 
    
 
   Dr Grantly, however, in the eyes of Messrs Cox and Cummins,
 
   represented the spiritualities of the diocese of Barchester, as Mr
 
   Chadwick did the temporalities, and was, therefore, too great a man to
 
   undergo the half-hour in the clerk’s room.  It will not be necessary
 
   that we should listen to the notes of sorrow in which the archdeacon
 
   bewailed to Mr Cox the weakness of his father-in-law, and the end
 
   of all their hopes of triumph; nor need we repeat the various
 
   exclamations of surprise with which the mournful intelligence was
 
   empfangen. No tragedy occurred, though Mr Cox, a short and somewhat
 
   bull-necked man, was very near a fit of apoplexy when he first
 
   attempted to ejaculate that fatal word—resign!
 
    
 
   Over and over again did Mr Cox attempt to enforce on the archdeacon
 
   the propriety of urging on Mr Warden the madness of the deed he was
 
   about to do.
 
    
 
   “Eight hundred a year!” said Mr Cox.
 
    
 
   “And nothing whatever to do!” said Mr Cummins, who had joined the
 
   Konferenz.
 
    
 
   “No private fortune, I believe,” said Mr Cox.
 
    
 
   “Not a shilling,” said Mr Cummins, in a very low voice, shaking his
 
   Kopf.
 
    
 
   “I never heard of such a case in all my experience,” said Mr Cox.
 
    
 
   “Eight hundred a year, and as nice a house as any gentleman could wish
 
   to hang up his hat in,” said Mr Cummins.
 
    
 
   “And an unmarried daughter, I believe,” said Mr Cox, with much moral
 
   seriousness in his tone.  The archdeacon only sighed as each separate
 
   wail was uttered, and shook his head, signifying that the fatuity of
 
   some people was past belief.
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell you what he might do,” said Mr Cummins, brightening up.
 
   “I’ll tell you how you might save it:—let him exchange.”
 
    
 
   “Exchange where?” said the archdeacon.
 
    
 
   “Exchange for a living.  There’s Quiverful, of Puddingdale;—he has
 
   twelve children, and would be delighted to get the hospital. Um
 
   be sure Puddingdale is only four hundred, but that would be saving
 
   something out of the fire: Mr Harding would have a curate, and still
 
   keep three hundred or three hundred and fifty.”
 
    
 
   The archdeacon opened his ears and listened; he really thought the
 
   scheme might do.
 
    
 
   “The newspapers,” continued Mr Cummins, “might hammer away at
 
   Quiverful every day for the next six months without his minding
 
   sie. “
 
    
 
   The archdeacon took up his hat, and returned to his hotel, thinking
 
   the matter over deeply.  At any rate he would sound Quiverful.  A man
 
   with twelve children would do much to double his income.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XX
 
    
 
   FAREWELL
 
    
 
    
 
   On the morning after Mr Harding’s return home he received a note from
 
   the bishop full of affection, condolence, and praise.  “Pray come to
 
   me at once,” wrote the bishop, “that we may see what had better be
 
   done; as to the hospital, I will not say a word to dissuade you; but I
 
   don’t like your going to Crabtree: at any rate, come to me at once.”
 
    
 
   Mr Harding did go to him at once; and long and confidential was the
 
   consultation between the two old friends.  There they sat together
 
   the whole long day, plotting to get the better of the archdeacon, and
 
   to carry out little schemes of their own, which they knew would be
 
   opposed by the whole weight of his authority.
 
    
 
   The bishop’s first idea was, that Mr Harding, if left to himself,
 
   would certainly starve,—not in the figurative sense in which so many
 
   of our ladies and gentlemen do starve on incomes from one to five
 
   hundred a year; not that he would be starved as regarded dress coats,
 
   port wine, and pocket-money; but that he would positively perish of
 
   inanition for want of bread.
 
    
 
   “How is a man to live, when he gives up all his income?” sagte der
 
   bishop to himself.  And then the good-natured little man began to
 
   consider how his friend might be best rescued from a death so horrid
 
   and painful.
 
    
 
   His first proposition to Mr Harding was, that they should live
 
   together at the palace.  He, the bishop, positively assured Mr Harding
 
   that he wanted another resident chaplain,—not a young working
 
   chaplain, but a steady, middle-aged chaplain; one who would dine and
 
   drink a glass of wine with him, talk about the archdeacon, and poke
 
   das Feuer. The bishop did not positively name all these duties, but
 
   he gave Mr Harding to understand that such would be the nature of the
 
   service required.
 
    
 
   It was not without much difficulty that Mr Harding made his friend see
 
   that this would not suit him; that he could not throw up the bishop’s
 
   preferment, and then come and hang on at the bishop’s table; that he
 
   could not allow people to say of him that it was an easy matter to
 
   abandon his own income, as he was able to sponge on that of another
 
   Person. He succeeded, however, in explaining that the plan would not
 
   do, and then the bishop brought forward another which he had in his
 
   sleeve.  He, the bishop, had in his will left certain moneys to Mr
 
   Harding’s two daughters, imagining that Mr Harding would himself want
 
   no such assistance during his own lifetime.  This legacy amounted to
 
   three thousand pounds each, duty free; and he now pressed it as a gift
 
   on his friend.
 
    
 
   “The girls, you know,” said he, “will have it just the same when
 
   you’re gone,—and they won’t want it sooner;—and as for the interest
 
   during my lifetime, it isn’t worth talking about.  I have more than
 
   enough.”
 
    
 
   With much difficulty and heartfelt sorrow, Mr Harding refused also
 
   this offer.  No; his wish was to support himself, however poorly,—not
 
   to be supported on the charity of anyone.  It was hard to make the
 
   bishop understand this; it was hard to make him comprehend that
 
   the only real favour he could confer was the continuation of his
 
   independent friendship; but at last even this was done. Jedenfalls
 
   thought the bishop, he will come and dine with me from time to time,
 
   and if he be absolutely starving I shall see it.
 
    
 
   Touching the precentorship, the bishop was clearly of opinion that it
 
   could be held without the other situation,—an opinion from which no
 
   one differed; and it was therefore soon settled among all the parties
 
   concerned, that Mr Harding should still be the precentor of the
 
   Kathedrale.
 
    
 
   On the day following Mr Harding’s return, the archdeacon reached
 
   Plumstead full of Mr Cummins’s scheme regarding Puddingdale and Mr
 
   Quiverful.  On the very next morning he drove over to Puddingdale,
 
   and obtained the full consent of the wretched clerical Priam, who was
 
   endeavouring to feed his poor Hecuba and a dozen of Hectors on the
 
   small proceeds of his ecclesiastical kingdom.  Mr Quiverful had no
 
   doubts as to the legal rights of the warden; his conscience would be
 
   quite clear as to accepting the income; and as to _The Jupiter_, he
 
   begged to assure the archdeacon that he was quite indifferent to any
 
   emanations from the profane portion of the periodical press.
 
    
 
   Having so far succeeded, he next sounded the bishop; but here he was
 
   astonished by most unexpected resistance.  The bishop did not think
 
   it would do.  “Not do, why not?” and seeing that his father was not
 
   shaken, he repeated the question in a severer form: “Why not do, my
 
   lord?”
 
    
 
   His lordship looked very unhappy, and shuffled about in his chair,
 
   but still didn’t give way; he thought Puddingdale wouldn’t do for Mr
 
   Harding; it was too far from Barchester.
 
    
 
   “Oh! of course he’ll have a curate.”
 
    
 
   The bishop also thought that Mr Quiverful wouldn’t do for the
 
   hospital; such an exchange wouldn’t look well at such a time; and,
 
   when pressed harder, he declared he didn’t think Mr Harding would
 
   accept of Puddingdale under any circumstances.
 
    
 
   “How is he to live?” demanded the archdeacon.
 
    
 
   The bishop, with tears in his eyes, declared that he had not the
 
   slightest conception how life was to be sustained within him at all.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon then left his father, and went down to the hospital;
 
   but Mr Harding wouldn’t listen at all to the Puddingdale scheme. Um
 
   his eyes it had no attraction; it savoured of simony, and was likely
 
   to bring down upon him harder and more deserved strictures than any he
 
   had yet received: he positively declined to become vicar of
 
   Puddingdale under any circumstances.
 
    
 
   The archdeacon waxed wroth, talked big, and looked bigger; he said
 
   something about dependence and beggary, spoke of the duty every man
 
   was under to earn his bread, made passing allusions to the follies of
 
   youth and waywardness of age, as though Mr Harding were afflicted by
 
   both, and ended by declaring that he had done.  He felt that he had
 
   left no stone unturned to arrange matters on the best and easiest
 
   footing; that he had, in fact, so arranged them, that he had so
 
   managed that there was no further need of any anxiety in the matter.
 
   And how had he been paid?  His advice had been systematically
 
   rejected; he had been not only slighted, but distrusted and avoided;
 
   he and his measures had been utterly thrown over, as had been Sir
 
   Abraham, who, he had reason to know, was much pained at what had
 
   occurred.  He now found it was useless to interfere any further, and
 
   he should retire.  If any further assistance were required from him,
 
   he would probably be called on, and should be again happy to come
 
   nach vorn. And so he left the hospital, and has not since entered it
 
   from that day to this.
 
    
 
   And here we must take leave of Archdeacon Grantly.  We fear that he is
 
   represented in these pages as being worse than he is; but we have had
 
   to do with his foibles, and not with his virtues.  We have seen only
 
   the weak side of the man, and have lacked the opportunity of bringing
 
   him forward on his strong ground.  That he is a man somewhat too fond
 
   of his own way, and not sufficiently scrupulous in his manner of
 
   achieving it, his best friends cannot deny.  That he is bigoted in
 
   favour, not so much of his doctrines as of his cloth, is also true:
 
   and it is true that the possession of a large income is a desire that
 
   sits near his heart.  Nevertheless, the archdeacon is a gentleman and
 
   a man of conscience; he spends his money liberally, and does the work
 
   he has to do with the best of his ability; he improves the tone of
 
   society of those among whom he lives.  His aspirations are of a
 
   healthy, if not of the highest, kind.  Though never an austere man,
 
   he upholds propriety of conduct both by example and precept. Er
 
   is generous to the poor, and hospitable to the rich; in matters of
 
   religion he is sincere, and yet no Pharisee; he is in earnest, and yet
 
   no fanatic.  On the whole, the Archdeacon of Barchester is a man doing
 
   more good than harm,—a man to be furthered and supported, though
 
   perhaps also to be controlled; and it is matter of regret to us that
 
   the course of our narrative has required that we should see more of
 
   his weakness than his strength.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding allowed himself no rest till everything was prepared for
 
   his departure from the hospital.  It may be as well to mention that he
 
   was not driven to the stern necessity of selling all his furniture: he
 
   had been quite in earnest in his intention to do so, but it was soon
 
   made known to him that the claims of Messrs Cox and Cummins made no
 
   such step obligatory.  The archdeacon had thought it wise to make use
 
   of the threat of the lawyer’s bill, to frighten his father-in-law into
 
   compliance; but he had no intention to saddle Mr Harding with costs,
 
   which had been incurred by no means exclusively for his benefit.
 
   The amount of the bill was added to the diocesan account, and was,
 
   in fact, paid out of the bishop’s pocket, without any consciousness
 
   on the part of his lordship.  A great part of his furniture he did
 
   resolve to sell, having no other means to dispose of it; and the
 
   ponies and carriage were transferred, by private contract, to the use
 
   of an old maiden lady in the city.
 
    
 
   For his present use Mr Harding took a lodging in Barchester, and
 
   thither were conveyed such articles as he wanted for daily use:—his
 
   music, books, and instruments, his own arm-chair, and Eleanor’s pet
 
   sofa; her teapoy and his cellaret, and also the slender but still
 
   sufficient contents of his wine-cellar.  Mrs Grantly had much wished
 
   that her sister would reside at Plumstead, till her father’s house
 
   at Crabtree should be ready for her; but Eleanor herself strongly
 
   resisted this proposal.  It was in vain urged upon her, that a lady
 
   in lodgings cost more than a gentleman; and that, under her father’s
 
   present circumstances, such an expense should be avoided.  Eleanor had
 
   not pressed her father to give up the hospital in order that she might
 
   live at Plumstead Rectory and he alone in his Barchester lodgings;
 
   nor did Eleanor think that she would be treating a certain gentleman
 
   very fairly, if she betook herself to the house which he would be the
 
   least desirous of entering of any in the county.  So she got a little
 
   bedroom for herself behind the sitting-room, and just over the little
 
   back parlour of the chemist, with whom they were to lodge. Es war
 
   somewhat of a savour of senna softened by peppermint about the place;
 
   but, on the whole, the lodgings were clean and comfortable.
 
    
 
   The day had been fixed for the migration of the ex-warden, and all
 
   Barchester were in a state of excitement on the subject.  Opinion
 
   was much divided as to the propriety of Mr Harding’s conduct. Die
 
   mercantile part of the community, the mayor and corporation, and
 
   council, also most of the ladies, were loud in his praise. Nichts
 
   could be more noble, nothing more generous, nothing more upright.
 
   But the gentry were of a different way of thinking,—especially the
 
   lawyers and the clergymen.  They said such conduct was very weak and
 
   undignified; that Mr Harding evinced a lamentable want of _esprit de
 
   corps_, as well as courage; and that such an abdication must do much
 
   harm, and could do but little good.
 
    
 
   On the evening before he left, he summoned all the bedesmen into his
 
   parlour to wish them good-bye.  With Bunce he had been in frequent
 
   communication since his return from London, and had been at much
 
   pains to explain to the old man the cause of his resignation, without
 
   in any way prejudicing the position of his successor.  The others,
 
   also, he had seen more or less frequently; and had heard from most of
 
   them separately some expression of regret at his departure; but he had
 
   postponed his farewell till the last evening.
 
    
 
   He now bade the maid put wine and glasses on the table; and had the
 
   chairs arranged around the room; and sent Bunce to each of the men to
 
   request they would come and say farewell to their late warden. Bald
 
   the noise of aged scuffling feet was heard upon the gravel and in the
 
   little hall, and the eleven men who were enabled to leave their rooms
 
   were assembled.
 
    
 
   “Come in, my friends, come in,” said the warden;—he was still warden
 
   dann. “Come in, and sit down;” and he took the hand of Abel Handy,
 
   who was the nearest to him, and led the limping grumbler to a chair.
 
   The others followed slowly and bashfully; the infirm, the lame, and
 
   the blind: poor wretches! who had been so happy, had they but known
 
   it! Now their aged faces were covered with shame, and every kind word
 
   from their master was a coal of fire burning on their heads.
 
    
 
   When first the news had reached them that Mr Harding was going to
 
   leave the hospital, it had been received with a kind of triumph;—his
 
   departure was, as it were, a prelude to success.  He had admitted his
 
   want of right to the money about which they were disputing; and as it
 
   did not belong to him, of course, it did to them.  The one hundred a
 
   year to each of them was actually becoming a reality; and Abel Handy
 
   was a hero, and Bunce a faint-hearted sycophant, worthy neither honour
 
   nor fellowship.  But other tidings soon made their way into the old
 
   men’s rooms.  It was first notified to them that the income abandoned
 
   by Mr Harding would not come to them; and these accounts were
 
   confirmed by attorney Finney.  They were then informed that Mr
 
   Harding’s place would be at once filled by another.  That the new
 
   warden could not be a kinder man they all knew; that he would be a
 
   less friendly one most suspected; and then came the bitter information
 
   that, from the moment of Mr Harding’s departure, the twopence a day,
 
   his own peculiar gift, must of necessity be withdrawn.
 
    
 
   And this was to be the end of all their mighty struggle,—of their
 
   fight for their rights,—of their petition, and their debates, and
 
   their hopes!  They were to change the best of masters for a possible
 
   bad one, and to lose twopence a day each man!  No; unfortunate as this
 
   was, it was not the worst, or nearly the worst, as will just now be
 
   gesehen.
 
    
 
   “Sit down, sit down, my friends,” said the warden; “I want to say a
 
   word to you and to drink your healths, before I leave you. Kommen Sie
 
   here, Moody, here is a chair for you; come, Jonathan Crumple;”—and by
 
   degrees he got the men to be seated.  It was not surprising that they
 
   should hang back with faint hearts, having returned so much kindness
 
   with such deep ingratitude.  Last of all of them came Bunce, and with
 
   sorrowful mien and slow step got into his accustomed seat near the
 
   fire-place.
 
    
 
   When they were all in their places, Mr Harding rose to address them;
 
   and then finding himself not quite at home on his legs, he sat down
 
   wieder. “My dear old friends,” said he, “you all know that I am going
 
   to leave you.”
 
    
 
   There was a sort of murmur ran round the room, intended, perhaps, to
 
   express regret at his departure; but it was but a murmur, and might
 
   have meant that or anything else.
 
    
 
   “There has been lately some misunderstanding between us. You have
 
   thought, I believe, that you did not get all that you were entitled
 
   to, and that the funds of the hospital have not been properly disposed
 
   von. As for me, I cannot say what should be the disposition of these
 
   moneys, or how they should be managed, and I have therefore thought it
 
   best to go.”
 
    
 
   “We never wanted to drive your reverence out of it,” said Handy.
 
    
 
   “No, indeed, your reverence,” said Skulpit.  “We never thought it
 
   would come to this.  When I signed the petition,—that is, I didn’t
 
   sign it, because—”
 
    
 
   “Let his reverence speak, can’t you?” said Moody.
 
    
 
   “No,” continued Mr Harding; “I am sure you did not wish to turn me
 
   out; but I thought it best to leave you.  I am not a very good hand at
 
   a lawsuit, as you may all guess; and when it seemed necessary that our
 
   ordinary quiet mode of living should be disturbed, I thought it better
 
   zu gehen. I am neither angry nor offended with any man in the hospital.”
 
    
 
   Here Bunce uttered a kind of groan, very clearly expressive of
 
   Uneinigkeit.
 
    
 
   “I am neither angry nor displeased with any man in the hospital,”
 
   repeated Mr Harding, emphatically.  “If any man has been wrong,—and
 
   I don’t say any man has,—he has erred through wrong advice. Dabei
 
   country all are entitled to look for their own rights, and you have
 
   done no more.  As long as your interests and my interests were at
 
   variance, I could give you no counsel on this subject; but the
 
   connection between us has ceased; my income can no longer depend on
 
   your doings, and therefore, as I leave you, I venture to offer to you
 
   my advice.”
 
    
 
   The men all declared that they would from henceforth be entirely
 
   guided by Mr Harding’s opinion in their affairs.
 
    
 
   “Some gentleman will probably take my place here very soon, and I
 
   strongly advise you to be prepared to receive him in a kindly spirit
 
   and to raise no further question among yourselves as to the amount of
 
   his income.  Were you to succeed in lessening what he has to receive,
 
   you would not increase your own allowance.  The surplus would not go
 
   to you; your wants are adequately provided for, and your position
 
   could hardly be improved.”
 
    
 
   “God bless your reverence, we knows it,” said Spriggs.
 
    
 
   “It’s all true, your reverence,” said Skulpit.  “We sees it all now.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mr Harding,” said Bunce, opening his mouth for the first time;
 
   “I believe they do understand it now, now that they’ve driven from
 
   under the same roof with them such a master as not one of them will
 
   ever know again,—now that they’re like to be in sore want of a
 
   friend.”
 
    
 
   “Come, come, Bunce,” said Mr Harding, blowing his nose and manoeuvring
 
   to wipe his eyes at the same time.
 
    
 
   “Oh, as to that,” said Handy, “we none of us never wanted to do Mr
 
   Harding no harm; if he’s going now, it’s not along of us; and I don’t
 
   see for what Mr Bunce speaks up agen us that way.”
 
    
 
   “You’ve ruined yourselves, and you’ve ruined me too, and that’s why,”
 
   said Bunce.
 
    
 
   “Nonsense, Bunce,” said Mr Harding; “there’s nobody ruined at all.
 
   I hope you’ll let me leave you all friends; I hope you’ll all drink
 
   a glass of wine in friendly feeling with me and with one another.
 
   You’ll have a good friend, I don’t doubt, in your new warden; and if
 
   ever you want any other, why after all I’m not going so far off but
 
   that I shall sometimes see you;” and then, having finished his speech,
 
   Mr Harding filled all the glasses, and himself handed each a glass to
 
   the men round him, and raising his own said:—
 
    
 
   “God bless you all! you have my heartfelt wishes for your welfare.
 
   I hope you may live contented, and die trusting in the Lord Jesus
 
   Christ, and thankful to Almighty God For the good things he has given
 
   Sie. God bless you, my friends!” and Mr Harding drank his wine.
 
    
 
   Another murmur, somewhat more articulate than the first, passed round
 
   the circle, and this time it was intended to imply a blessing on Mr
 
   Harding. It had, however, but little cordiality in it. Poor old
 
   Männer! how could they be cordial with their sore consciences and shamed
 
   faces? how could they bid God bless him with hearty voices and a true
 
   benison, knowing, as they did, that their vile cabal had driven him
 
   from his happy home, and sent him in his old age to seek shelter under
 
   a strange roof-tree?  They did their best, however; they drank their
 
   wine, and withdrew.
 
    
 
   As they left the hall-door, Mr Harding shook hands with each of the
 
   men, and spoke a kind word to them about their individual cases and
 
   ailments; and so they departed, answering his questions in the fewest
 
   words, and retreated to their dens, a sorrowful repentant crew.
 
    
 
   All but Bunce, who still remained to make his own farewell. “Es gibt
 
   poor old Bell,” said Mr Harding; “I mustn’t go without saying a word
 
   to him; come through with me, Bunce, and bring the wine with you;”
 
   and so they went through to the men’s cottages, and found the old man
 
   propped up as usual in his bed.
 
    
 
   “I’ve come to say good-bye to you, Bell,” said Mr Harding, speaking
 
   loud, for the old man was deaf.
 
    
 
   “And are you going away, then, really?” asked Bell.
 
    
 
   “Indeed I am, and I’ve brought you a glass of wine; so that we may
 
   part friends, as we lived, you know.”
 
    
 
   The old man took the proffered glass in his shaking hands, and drank
 
   it eagerly.  “God bless you, Bell!” said Mr Harding; “good-bye, my old
 
   friend.”
 
    
 
   “And so you’re really going?” the man again asked.
 
    
 
   “Indeed I am, Bell.”
 
    
 
   The poor old bed-ridden creature still kept Mr Harding’s hand in his
 
   own, and the warden thought that he had met with something like warmth
 
   of feeling in the one of all his subjects from whom it was the least
 
   likely to be expected; for poor old Bell had nearly outlived all human
 
   Gefühle. “And your reverence,” said he, and then he paused, while
 
   his old palsied head shook horribly, and his shrivelled cheeks sank
 
   lower within his jaws, and his glazy eye gleamed with a momentary
 
   light; “and your reverence, shall we get the hundred a year, then?”
 
    
 
   How gently did Mr Harding try to extinguish the false hope of money
 
   which had been so wretchedly raised to disturb the quiet of the dying
 
   Mann! One other week and his mortal coil would be shuffled off; in
 
   one short week would God resume his soul, and set it apart for its
 
   irrevocable doom; seven more tedious days and nights of senseless
 
   inactivity, and all would be over for poor Bell in this world; and
 
   yet, with his last audible words, he was demanding his moneyed rights,
 
   and asserting himself to be the proper heir of John Hiram’s bounty!
 
   Not on him, poor sinner as he was, be the load of such sin!
 
    
 
   Mr Harding returned to his parlour, meditating with a sick heart
 
   on what he had seen, and Bunce with him.  We will not describe the
 
   parting of these two good men, for good men they were. Es war in
 
   vain that the late warden endeavoured to comfort the heart of the old
 
   bedesman; poor old Bunce felt that his days of comfort were gone. Die
 
   hospital had to him been a happy home, but it could be so no longer.
 
   He had had honour there, and friendship; he had recognised his master,
 
   and been recognised; all his wants, both of soul and body, had been
 
   supplied, and he had been a happy man.  He wept grievously as he
 
   parted from his friend, and the tears of an old man are bitter.
 
   “It is all over for me in this world,” said he, as he gave the last
 
   squeeze to Mr Harding’s hand; “I have now to forgive those who have
 
   injured me;—and to die.”
 
    
 
   And so the old man went out, and then Mr Harding gave way to his grief
 
   and he too wept aloud.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter XXI
 
    
 
   FAZIT
 
    
 
   Our tale is now done, and it only remains to us to collect the
 
   scattered threads of our little story, and to tie them into a seemly
 
   Knoten. This will not be a work of labour, either to the author or
 
   to his readers; we have not to deal with many personages, or with
 
   stirring events, and were it not for the custom of the thing, we might
 
   leave it to the imagination of all concerned to conceive how affairs
 
   at Barchester arranged themselves.
 
    
 
   On the morning after the day last alluded to, Mr Harding, at an early
 
   hour, walked out of the hospital, with his daughter under his arm, and
 
   sat down quietly to breakfast at his lodgings over the chemist’s shop.
 
   There was no parade about his departure; no one, not even Bunce, was
 
   there to witness it; had he walked to the apothecary’s thus early to
 
   get a piece of court plaster, or a box of lozenges, he could not have
 
   done it with less appearance of an important movement. Es gab eine
 
   tear in Eleanor’s eye as she passed through the big gateway and over
 
   the bridge; but Mr Harding walked with an elastic step, and entered
 
   his new abode with a pleasant face.
 
    
 
   “Now, my dear,” said he, “you have everything ready, and you can
 
   make tea here just as nicely as in the parlour at the hospital.”  So
 
   Eleanor took off her bonnet and made the tea.  After this manner did
 
   the late Warden of Barchester Hospital accomplish his flitting, and
 
   change his residence.
 
    
 
   It was not long before the archdeacon brought his father to discuss
 
   the subject of a new warden.  Of course he looked upon the nomination
 
   as his own, and he had in his eye three or four fitting candidates,
 
   seeing that Mr Cummins’s plan as to the living of Puddingdale could
 
   not be brought to bear.  How can I describe the astonishment which
 
   confounded him, when his father declared that he would appoint no
 
   successor to Mr Harding?  “If we can get the matter set to rights, Mr
 
   Harding will return,” said the bishop; “and if we cannot, it will be
 
   wrong to put any other gentleman into so cruel a position.”
 
    
 
   It was in vain that the archdeacon argued and lectured, and even
 
   threatened; in vain he my-lorded his poor father in his sternest
 
   manner; in vain his “good heavens!” were ejaculated in a tone that
 
   might have moved a whole synod, let alone one weak and aged bishop.
 
   Nothing could induce his father to fill up the vacancy caused by Mr
 
   Harding’s retirement.
 
    
 
   Even John Bold would have pitied the feelings with which the
 
   archdeacon returned to Plumstead: the church was falling, nay, already
 
   in ruins; its dignitaries were yielding without a struggle before the
 
   blows of its antagonists; and one of its most respected bishops, his
 
   own father,—the man considered by all the world as being in such
 
   matters under his, Dr Grantly’s, control,—had positively resolved to
 
   capitulate, and own himself vanquished!
 
    
 
   And how fared the hospital under this resolve of its visitor?  Badly
 
   Tat. It is now some years since Mr Harding left it, and the
 
   warden’s house is still tenantless.  Old Bell has died, and Billy
 
   Gazy; the one-eyed Spriggs has drunk himself to death, and three
 
   others of the twelve have been gathered into the churchyard mould.
 
   Six have gone, and the six vacancies remain unfilled!  Yes, six have
 
   died, with no kind friend to solace their last moments, with no
 
   wealthy neighbour to administer comforts and ease the stings of death.
 
   Mr Harding, indeed, did not desert them; from him they had such
 
   consolation as a dying man may receive from his Christian pastor; but
 
   it was the occasional kindness of a stranger which ministered to them,
 
   and not the constant presence of a master, a neighbour, and a friend.
 
    
 
   Nor were those who remained better off than those who died.
 
   Dissensions rose among them, and contests for pre-eminence; and
 
   then they began to understand that soon one among them would be the
 
   last,—some one wretched being would be alone there in that now
 
   comfortless hospital,—the miserable relic of what had once been so
 
   good and so comfortable.
 
    
 
   The building of the hospital itself has not been allowed to go to
 
   ruins.  Mr Chadwick, who still holds his stewardship, and pays the
 
   accruing rents into an account opened at a bank for the purpose, sees
 
   to that; but the whole place has become disordered and ugly. Die
 
   warden’s garden is a wretched wilderness, the drive and paths are
 
   covered with weeds, the flower-beds are bare, and the unshorn lawn is
 
   now a mass of long damp grass and unwholesome moss.  The beauty of the
 
   place is gone; its attractions have withered. Ach! a very few years
 
   since it was the prettiest spot in Barchester, and now it is a
 
   disgrace to the city.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding did not go out to Crabtree Parva.  An arrangement was made
 
   which respected the homestead of Mr Smith and his happy family, and
 
   put Mr Harding into possession of a small living within the walls of
 
   die Stadt. It is the smallest possible parish, containing a part of
 
   the Cathedral Close and a few old houses adjoining.  The church is a
 
   singular little Gothic building, perched over a gateway, through which
 
   the Close is entered, and is approached by a flight of stone steps
 
   which leads down under the archway of the gate.  It is no bigger
 
   than an ordinary room,—perhaps twenty-seven feet long by eighteen
 
   wide,—but still it is a perfect church.  It contains an old carved
 
   pulpit and reading-desk, a tiny altar under a window filled with dark
 
   old-coloured glass, a font, some half-dozen pews, and perhaps a dozen
 
   seats for the poor; and also a vestry.  The roof is high pitched, and
 
   of black old oak, and the three large beams which support it run down
 
   to the side walls, and terminate in grotesquely carved faces,—two
 
   devils and an angel on one side, two angels and a devil on the other.
 
   Such is the church of St Cuthbert at Barchester, of which Mr Harding
 
   became rector, with a clear income of seventy-five pounds a year.
 
    
 
   Here he performs afternoon service every Sunday, and administers the
 
   Sacrament once in every three months.  His audience is not large; and,
 
   had they been so, he could not have accommodated them: but enough come
 
   to fill his six pews, and on the front seat of those devoted to the
 
   poor is always to be seen our old friend Mr Bunce, decently arrayed in
 
   his bedesman’s gown.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding is still precentor of Barchester; and it is very rarely
 
   the case that those who attend the Sunday morning service miss the
 
   gratification of hearing him chant the Litany, as no other man in
 
   England can do it.  He is neither a discontented nor an unhappy
 
   man; he still inhabits the lodgings to which he went on leaving the
 
   hospital, but he now has them to himself.  Three months after that
 
   time Eleanor became Mrs Bold, and of course removed to her husband’s
 
   Haus.
 
    
 
   There were some difficulties to be got over on the occasion of the
 
   Ehe. The archdeacon, who could not so soon overcome his grief,
 
   would not be persuaded to grace the ceremony with his presence, but he
 
   allowed his wife and children to be there.  The marriage took place
 
   in the cathedral, and the bishop himself officiated.  It was the last
 
   occasion on which he ever did so; and, though he still lives, it is
 
   not probable that he will ever do so again.
 
    
 
   Not long after the marriage, perhaps six months, when Eleanor’s
 
   bridal-honours were fading, and persons were beginning to call her Mrs
 
   Bold without twittering, the archdeacon consented to meet John Bold at
 
   a dinner-party, and since that time they have become almost friends.
 
   The archdeacon firmly believes that his brother-in-law was, as a
 
   bachelor, an infidel, an unbeliever in the great truths of our
 
   religion; but that matrimony has opened his eyes, as it has those of
 
   andere. And Bold is equally inclined to think that time has softened
 
   the asperities of the archdeacon’s character.  Friends though they
 
   are, they do not often revert to the feud of the hospital.
 
    
 
   Mr Harding, we say, is not an unhappy man: he keeps his lodgings, but
 
   they are of little use to him, except as being the one spot on earth
 
   which he calls his own.  His time is spent chiefly at his daughter’s
 
   or at the palace; he is never left alone, even should he wish to be
 
   so; and within a twelvemonth of Eleanor’s marriage his determination
 
   to live at his own lodging had been so far broken through and
 
   abandoned, that he consented to have his violoncello permanently
 
   removed to his daughter’s house.
 
    
 
   Every other day a message is brought to him from the bishop. “The
 
   bishop’s compliments, and his lordship is not very well to-day, and
 
   he hopes Mr Harding will dine with him.”  This bulletin as to the old
 
   man’s health is a myth; for though he is over eighty he is never ill,
 
   and will probably die some day, as a spark goes out, gradually and
 
   without a struggle.  Mr Harding does dine with him very often, which
 
   means going to the palace at three and remaining till ten; and
 
   whenever he does not the bishop whines, and says that the port wine is
 
   corked, and complains that nobody attends to him, and frets himself
 
   off to bed an hour before his time.
 
    
 
   It was long before the people of Barchester forgot to call Mr Harding
 
   by his long well-known name of Warden.  It had become so customary to
 
   say Mr Warden, that it was not easily dropped.  “No, no,” he always
 
   says when so addressed, “not warden now, only precentor.”
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