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CHaPTER 1

I ALWAYS believed that a man should marry
and bring up his family to be healthy and useful.
So I had been a priest with a church of my own
only a year when I chose my wife, as she chose
her wedding dress, not for fine looks but for qual-
ities that would wear well. She was good-natured
and of a good family. She could read any English
book without much difficulty, but at making
pickles! and at cooking, none could outdo her.
She thought herself a careful house-keeper, but I
never found we grew richer by her saving.

We loved each other tenderly, and more so
as we grew older. There was, indeed, nothing
that could make us angry with the world or with
each other. We had a fine house in fertile coun-
try, and our year was spent visiting our rich
neighbours and helping the poor. We had no
wars to fear, nor trials to suffer; all our adven-

1 pickles: SRR, AR
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tures were by the fireside, and our travelling was
from one room to another.

Travellers and strangers visited us to taste
our home-made wine, for which we were fa-
mous, and I never knew one of them to find fault
with it. Even our most distant cousins came to
see us often, and we had the blind and the lame
and the poor among them. My wife always treat-
ed all equally, so that if we had not very rich
friends about us, at least we had happy ones; and
I was always an admirer of happy human faces.

We lived thus for several years, our worst
setbacks being when the cats stole my wife’s
cakes, or when the Squirel went to sleep in
church. My children, educated without softness,
were well formed and healthy; my sons strong
and active, and my daughters beautiful. Our eld-
est son was named George, after his uncle who
left us ten thousand pounds. My elder daughter
was called Olivia because my wife would have a
pretty name; and a rich aunt took a fancy to my
second daughter and asked that she be called
Sophia. So we had two such names in the family.
Moses was our next, and after twelve years we
had two more sons, Dick and Bill.

My wife and I were filled with gladness

1 Squire: ZE(ABERTAMTE)
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The Viear of Wakepiold -~ 2

when we saw our little ones round us. Looks
mean nothing to me, but since everyone said they
were handsome, I must remember to say here,
that my children were all good-looking. Olivia at
eighteen had an open, lively, commanding!
beauty; whereas Sophia was not so striking at
first, but in the end was admired as much for her
soft and quiet beauty.

Their tempers were like their looks. Olivia
wished for many admirers; Sophia for one.
Olivia amused me with her gaiety when I was
cheerful, and Sophia with her sense when I was
serious. But neither was too gay or too serious.

My eldest son George was at university as |
wished him to enter one of the learned profes-
sions. My second son Moses, who was to go into
business, was educated at home. But I need not
describe the characters of young people who had
seen very little of the world. In short, they had
only one character, that of being generous, sim-
ple and harmless.

I gave to orphans and widows the thirty-five
pounds a year I was paid as a Vicar?. I had mon-
ey of my own, and felt a secret pleasure in doing
my duty without reward. I also made up my

1 commanding: SAZ MRZPENZHN 2 Vicar: BRWID, =6Y
FTREFEES—TIN, BEERENTOST
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mind to get to know every person in my village
of Wakefield, for many vicars seemed to neglect
this duty.

Marriage was always one of my favourite
subjects, and I wrote several lectures to prove its
happiness. I also believed that it was unlawful for
a priest of the Church of England! , after the death
of his first wife, to take a second. The more I
thought about it the more important it seemed.
So, though my wife was living, I composed what
I wished to have written on her gravestone. I
praised her goodness and described her as the
only wife of Dr Primrose?. I wrote it out neatly,
framed it, and hung it on the wall where it was
very useful. It reminded my wife of her duty to
me, and of my faithfulness to her, and made her
strongly desire to leave a good name behind her
when she died.

It was perhaps from hearing marriage so of-
ten praised, that my eldest son, on leaving the
university fell in love with the daughter of a
neighbouring vicar. This man could give his
daughter a large fortune, but that was the least
point in her favour. Miss Arabella Wilmot was
said by all (except my two daughters) to be

1 Church of England: REEHHE 2 Dr Primrose: 3@+ &
SRSHRIE



The Vicav of Wakefisld ~.. L

completely pretty. Her youth, health and inno-
cence showed in her beautiful and happy face. As
Mr Wilmot knew that I could give my son a
small fortune as well, he agreed to the match.

So the two families spent many happy days
together, enjoying walks by day, and dining and
making music together at night. Some months
went by in this way, until we wished to fix a day
for the wedding of the young people. I need not
describe the busy importance of my wife, nor the
sly looks of my daughters as they got ready for
the wedding. Indeed I hardly saw them, for I
hoped shortly to publish a paper in defence of my
favourite principle of only one wife. As I thought
it particularly good as to argument and style, I
showed it to my friend Mr Wilmot, feeling sure
he would admire it. Not until too late did I find
he was strongly of the opposite opinion, for he
was at that time hoping to marry his fourth wife.

This of course began an argument so fierce
that it was likely to upset the arrangements for the
wedding. On the day before the wedding we
were arguing hotly when I was called out of the
room by one of my cousins. He advised me not
to argue, at least until the wedding was over.

‘What!’ 1 cried, °give up the cause of
truth? You might as well tell me to give up my
fortune!’
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We were arguing hotly

“Your fortune,’ replied my cousin, ‘I am
sorry to tell you, is now almost nothing. The
banker in whose care you placed your money has
run away, and is thought to have left very little.
I was unwilling to tell you until after the wed-
ding, but you were arguing so hotly I thought it
best to warn you. I hope you will agree with Mr
Wilmot at least until your son has married the
young lady and has her fortune. ’



The Yiear of Waheficld . ﬁ;

‘Well,’ I replied, ‘if what you tell me is
true, and I am to be a beggar, it shall never
make me a cheat. I’ll go at once and tell every-
one what has happened, and as for the argument,
I shall not give way an inch!’

It would take too long to describe the feel-
ings of both families when I broke the news. But
what others felt was little to what the lovers
seemed to feel, for Mr Wilmot at once broke off
the match.



CHAPTER 2

We thought that perhaps our misfortune might
not be as bad as we had been told, but a letter
soon came which left no hope. The loss of for-
tune to myself alone would not have mattered;
my only uneasiness was for my family, who were
to be humble without the education to fit them for
being so. Nearly a fortnight passed before I tried
to cheer them up, and during this time I had
looked about for some way of supporting them.
At last I was offered the care of a small church
with fifteen pounds a year salary. I joyfully
accepted, for I hoped to add to my salary by hav-
ing a little farm.

Then I got together what was left of my
money ; and, all debts paid, out of fourteen thou-
sand pounds we had only four hundred left. I
therefore had to teach my family to be less
proud, for I knew that beggars who act as if they
are still rich are most unhappy.

‘My children,’ T said, * nothing we could

-8-
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have done could have kept away our misfortune.
But we can keep it from harming us. Poor people
can be happy, so let us not pretend to be rich,
but live humbly and be content. ’

As my eldest son had finished his education,
I sent him to London, where he might help to
support us by his work. The day soon came for
him to go. He said goodbye to his mother,
sisters and brothers, who wept to see him leave.
I gave him my blessing and five pounds, which
was all 1 had to spare; but as he was an honoura-
ble lad I had no fear about sending him away. I
knew he would act well, whatever happened.

Then the rest of us left for our new home. A
journey of seventy miles filled us with alarm, for
we had never been more than ten miles from
home before. But our first day’s journey brought
us within thirty miles of our new home in safety,
and we stayed the night at a small inn. The inn-
keeper knew the whole neighbourhood to which I
was moving, and especially Squire Thornhill who
was to be my landlord. The Squire, he said, was
one who enjoyed the pleasures of the world! , and
was very fond of the ladies. This upset me, but
my daughters’ faces seemed to brighten at the
thought. Nor was my wife less pleased.

1 enjoy the pleasures of the world: BT %
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While we were talking, a servant told the
innkeeper that a gentleman who had stayed at the
inn two days had no money to pay his bill.

“No money!’ exclaimed the innkeeper.
‘But it was only yesterday that he gave three
pounds to a poor old man!’ He was about to
leave the room, very angry, when I begged to
meet SO generous a stranger.

To this he agreed, and showed in a gentle-
man who seemed to be about thirty, dressed in
clothes which had once been very fine. He was
well formed, and his face was marked with lines
of thinking. He was brief in his speech and al-
most blunt.

When the innkeeper left the room, I told the
stranger how troubled I was that he should be
without money, and offered him my purse to
meet his needs.

‘I take it with all my heart,’ replied the
stranger. “ And I am glad that through forgetfully
giving away the money I had with me, I have
found there are still some men like you. I must,
however, ask for your name and address , SO that
I can repay you as soon as possible. ’

I told him my name, and the place I was go-
ing to, because of my misfortunes.

“ This is very Iucky,’ he said, ‘as I am go-
ing the same way myself. I have been held up

_10-



