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Intfroduction

“If it can be proved that 1 have an honest right to my income, I am just as
ready as any other person to enjoy it. But if it cannot be proved, I will
give up my position here. I cannot suffer all this pain.”

For nearly ten years, Septimus Harding has been the warden* of
the hospital for old men at Barchester. It is a well-paid job,
although there isn’t very much to do. The men have a comfort-
able home, good meals and some money — and they are happy.
But suddenly the Church and its ways are under attack. Young
John Bold begins to look closely at the warden’s job and believes
that Harding should be paid less and the old men more. A power-
ful national newspaper joins the attack on the Church. Harding
would love to resign® but n1s masters won’t let him. Can this bitter
argument*somehow be settled?

Anthony Trollope was born in 1815 in London. His family was
poor because of his father’s failure in business. Trollope worked
for the post office and rose to a high position. He was sent to
Ireland in 1841 and wrote his first novel there. But his first real
success was The Warden (1855), based on a real case concerning*
the Hospital of St Cross, near Winchester. This was the first
of six “Barsetshire” novels, set in a cathedral® town in the south-
west of England. These novels are still very popular, especially
Barchester Towers (1857). Trollope was a very energetic* writer and
produced over sixty books. Forty-seven of these are novels. He
died in 1882.
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Chapter 1 Hiram’s Hospital

A few years ago there was a clergyman* called Septimus
Harding, who lived in the quiet cathedral town of Barchester, in
the west of England. Barchester is more famous for its beautiful
cathedral and various fine old buildings than as a commercial*
centre; and its most important citizens are considered to be the
bishop* and the other clergymen of the cathedral, together with
their wives and daughters.

Mr Harding had come to Barchester early in life. He had a fine
singing-voice and a deep love of church music. For many years
he remained an unimportant member of the cathedral staff,
where his work was light but not well paid. At the age of forty
he was put in charge of a small church close to the town, which
increased both his work and his income, and at the age of fifty
he was appointed® precentor* of the cathedral.

Mr Harding had married young and was the father of two
daughters. The elder, Susan, was born soon after his marriage; the
younger, Eleanor, not till ten years later. At the time when this
story begins, Mr Harding was already the precentor at Barchester
and was living with his younger daughter, having been a
widower* for many years. His elder daughter had married the
bishop’s son just before her father’s appointment, and unkind
tongues in Barchester whispered that his daughter’s good looks
had got him his job as precentor; but in this they were prob-
ably wrong. The fact remains that Susan Harding had married
Dr Theophilus Grantly, the son of the bishop, archdeacon* of



Barchester and the clergyman responsible* for the church at
Plumstead Episcopi, a village outside the town.

There are unusual circumstances* connected with the position
of the precentor which must be explained. In the year 1434 a
rich man called John Hiram died, having made his money as a
buyer and seller of wool. In his will* he left his house and some
of his lands near the town as a charity* for the support of twelve
old men. His will said that these men must be people who had
lived all their lives in Barchester and who had worked in the
wool business before old age and i}l health forced them to retire*.
John Hiram also ordered the building of a hospital, or old
people’s home, for the twelve to live in, and, beside it, a house
suitable for a warden for the hospital, who would also receive
annually* a certain amount of money from the rents of Hiram’s
land. Finally the will said that the position of warden should be
filled by the cathedral precentor, if the bishop agreed to the
appointment.

Ever since that time this arrangement* had continued. The
wool industry no longer existed in the town, so the bishop, the
archdeacon and the warden took turns in choosing suitable old
men — old workmen who were grateful® to receive a comfortable
home and one shilling* and fourpence a day, the amount fixed by
John Hiram’s will. About fifty years earlier they had received
only sixpence a day as well as their meals, but, by general agree-
ment, the change to a daily figure of one shilling and fourpence a
day was made.

This then was the situation at the time when Mr Harding
became warden, and the old men thought themselves lucky to be
so well fed and looked after. But the situation of the warden
himself was even more fortunate. The lands once owned by
Hiram had greatly increased in value over the centuries and were



now covered with houses. A gentleman called Mr Chadwick was
employed as the manager of Hiram’s land and buildings, and the
money received in rents* from these was paid to the warden. After
making the daily payments to the twelve old men and giving
them their meals, the warden was left with an income of eight
hundred pounds a year, not including the value of his house; by
contrast¥, his position as precentor brought him only eighty
pounds annually. Some people did sometimes whisper that John
Hiram’s money was not fairly divided, and such whispers had
come to Mr Harding’s ears; but being a fair-minded”, generous*
man, and feeling that there might be some truth in these observa-
tions* he had decided to give each man another twopence a day,
paying this amount from his own pocket. He explained to the
men that this extra money was a gift from himself and that
future wardens would not perhaps continue it; but the men
expressed themselves quite satisfied with the new arrangement.
Mr Harding’s generous decision, however, did not please
everyone: Mr Chadwick, for example, considered it to be
unwise, and the warden’s strong-minded son-in-law*, the arch-
deacon (the one person whom Mr Harding was really rather
afraid of), was violently* against it. But the warden had already
informed”* the men at the hospital-about the increase, so it was
too late for the archdeacon to interfere*

Hiram’s Hospital, as the place is generally known, is a
pleasant old building which stands on the bank of a little river
that runs near the cathedral. Beside it sits the handsome old
house of the warden, with a pretty garden round it, and here
Mr Harding lived at the age of nearly sixty, his hair beginning
to turn grey, dressed always in black, with his glasses on his
nose or in his hand. He was not exactly a hard-working
person, although he had written a book about old church
music, which was his greatest love. He had greatly improved
the singing in Barchester cathedral, which was now as good



as any in England; and his strong voice led the church
services. More than anything he loved to play the cello* — with
or without an audience*. Mr Harding did have one weakness,
however, he had no head for money matters. He was generous
to all and especially to the twelve old men in his care; yet he
lived in continual fear of Archdeacon Theophilus Grantly, his
son-in-law, who watched over* his finances* with the greatest
attention.

Mr Harding had been precentor at Barchester for ten years
when rumours* about Hiram’s Hospital and its finances began
again, as part of a movement by various people in different
parts of the country to criticize* the Church of England. Mr
Harding himself had no guilty* feelings either about his work as
warden or about the eight hundred pounds he received for it,
but two of the old men in the hospital were beginning to say
that, if old John Hiram’s will was carried out properly, they
would each be enjoying a hundred pounds a year. One of this
discontented” pair was called Abel Handy, a man to whom the
warden himself had given the first vacant* place that appeared at
the hospital.

Also living in Barchester at that time was a young man called
John Bold, who did much to encourage the dissatisfaction
expressed by some of the old men. He and Mr Harding knew
each other well and could even be called old friends, in spite of
the difference in their ages. Dr Grantly, on the other hand, con-
sidered John Bold a trouble-maker and thought of him as his
enemy. ‘

John Bold’s father had been a successful doctor in London.
When he died he left most of his money to his son, who had just
finished his medical studies. John, who was then only twenty-
four years old, decided to set up house in Barchester with his
unmarried sister Mary and to begin work as a doctor in the
town. Barchester, however, already had nine other doctors, and



after three years Bold found that he still had very few patients.
He was a clever, rather daring*young man. Having enough
money to live on, he interested himself in putting right all sorts
of social injustices*. He defended the poor against the rich, the
weak against the strong. He was quick to act and sure of the
rightness of his actions, as any well-educated, self-confident*
young man can be.

Dr Grantly observed Bold’s actions with alarm and thought
him a dangerous rebel”, but Mr Harding remembered how
young Johnny had come to his garden as a child and listened
to him playing his cello, and he could not bring himself to
dislike him. In fact he was not the only person in his family
who took an interest in the young doctor. His daughter
Eleanor disliked hearing John criticized by others, though she
dared not defend him to her brother-in-law. She encouraged
her father to continue receiving Bold, in spite of his political
views. She was unwilling to go to houses where she would
not meet him and, in a word, she was in love. Nor was there
any good reason why Eleanor Harding should not love John
Bold, since he had all those qualities likely to touch a girl’s
heart. He was brave, enthusiastic* and amusing* well-made* and
good-looking, young and active. His character was excellent.
He had a large enough income to support a wife; he was her
father’s friend; and, most important of all, he was in love
with her. .

Dr Grantdy was quick to notice the way the wind was
blowing and was not at all happy about it. He had not yet
spoken to his father-in-law on the subject because he knew
that the warden’s love for his daughter was so great that he
could not refuse her anything; but he brought the matter up
in private with his dear wife, as they lay in bed together in
their bedroom at Plumstead Episcopi. Dr Grantly was a
gentleman of impressive* appearance and the highest principles*,



In public he was a greatly respected figure* his forceful
manner and strongly held opinions created fear, even terror*,
in the hearts of the people of Barchester. it was only when
he took off his shining black clergyman’s clothes and put on
his nightshirt that he began to talk, look and think like an
ordinary man.

“My dear,” he said, gathering his nightshirt around him, “that
John Bold was at your father’s house again today. I must say that
your father is most unwise to receive him.”

“He has never been very wise,” replied Mrs Grantly from her
comfortable position under the blankets. “There’s nothing new
in that.”

“No, my dear, I admit that. But at the present time his foolish-
ness is — is — I’ll tell you this, my dear: if he’s not very careful,
young John Bold will be off with Eleanor.”

“I think he will too, whether papa is careful or whether he
isn’t; and why not?”

“Why not!” almost screamed the archdeacon, “Why not! That
bad-mannered, interfering adventurer — the least respectful
young person I've ever met! Do you know that he’s putting his
nose in your father the warden’s business*in a completely
unacceptable, most ~” Unable to find words strong enough to
express his feelings, he finished his sentence with “Good
1”, spoken in a manner which always caused a great
impression at church meetings.

“I cannot agree with you, archdeacon, that he is badly behaved”.
I certainly don’t like Mr Bold; I think he is much too pleased
with himself. But if Eleanor likes him, and they decide to get
married, that would be the best possible thing for papa. Bold will
never cause trouble over Hiram’s Hospital if he’s papa’s son-in-
law.” And the lady then turned over in bed in a way which
showed that she had no wish to discuss the subject any further
that night.

heavens



Dr Grantly was not a bad man. He was quite intelligent*
enough for the work he had to do. He carried out his duties at
Plumstead Episcopi faithfully* but it was as archdeacon that he
really shone. In most cases where there is both a bishop and an
archdeacon, one does all the work and the other does very little.
In the case of Barchester, the worker was the archdeacon. He was
confident, a good speaker, quick to make decisions and firmly
fixed in his opinions. Above all, he was always determined* to
defend the interests of the Church from outside attack with
everything in his power.

As for Mr Harding, he saw no reason why his daughter should
not love John Bold. He had noticed her tenderness* for him, and
his main regret over the action which Bold was about to take
concerning the hospital was that this might separate him
from his daughter, or else separate her from the man she loved.
He was certainly not going to turn his back on* the man
his daughter loved just because he held opinions which were
different from his own.

Until now Bold had not taken any action concerning
the hospital, but he had heard of the complaints* made by
some of the old men there. He had also heard that the income
from Hiram’s land and buildings was very large. He decided
therefore to call upon the manager, Mr Chadwick, and ask
for information about how the whole organization was
financed. He soon discovered that, if he interfered with Mr
Chadwick as the manager, he must also interfere with Mr
Harding as the warden. This situation was regrettable, but he
was not a2 man who could allow personal considerations to
decide his actions.

Having now become interested in the matter, he began
to examine it with his usual energy. He got a copy of John
Hiram’s will and studied the wording* with great care. He
found information about the houses built on Hiram’s lands



and their value, and worked out how the income from them
was divided up. With this information he called one day on
Mr Chadwick and asked for details of the income and of
the amounts of money spent on the hospital over the last
twenty-five years. Mr Chadwick naturally refused the request
and said that he did not have permission to make these facts
public.

“And who is able to give this permission?” asked Bold.

Mr Chadwick informed him that he must turn to the
hospital’s lawyers, Messts Cox and Cummins of Lincoln’s
Inn. Mr Beold wrote down the address, said the weather was
cold for the time of year and wished him good morning.
Chadwick agreed about the weather and showed him to the
door.

Bold went immediately to his own lawyer, Mr Finney. Finney
advised him to write to Cox and Cummins at once, demanding
a complete history of the hospital’s finances.

“Should I not see Mr Harding first?” suggested Bold.

“Yes, yes, of course,” agreed Finney. “Mr Harding is nota man
with experience of business matters, but I don’t think that
seeing him can do any harm.” Mr Finney could see from the
expression on John Bold’s face that he intended to do things his
own way.

Chapter 2 A Shadow of Doubt

Bold at once set off to the hospital. He knew that Eleanor
usually went for a drive at this time, so he would probably find
Mr Harding alone. It was a pleasant June evening. The little gate
to the warden’s garden stood open and, as Bold went in, he
could hear the sweet sound of Mr Harding’s cello. The warden
was sitting on a garden chair, playing some of the much-loved



church music he had collected in his book. Around him sat, lay
or stood ten of the twelve old men who lived under the hospital
roof. Fhe two rebels were not there. Recently they had kept
away from the warden, whose music was no longer to their
taste.

One of the listeners was Mr Bunce, a big handsome figure of
a man, although he was over eighty. Bunce was the unofficial
leader of the twelve and made no secret of his loyal* and
affectionate* feelings for Mr Harding. The warden was equally
fond of Bunce and would often ask him in to drink a glass or
two of wine with him on cold winter evenings. Bunce now sat
listening and looking at the warden admiringly*, as he played his
heavenly* music.

When he saw Bold walking towards him the warden
immediately stopped playing and began to make him
welcome.

“Please, Mr Harding, don’t let me interrupt* you,” said
Bold.“You know how fond I am of church music.”

Mr Harding had been expecting a pleasant social chat and
he looked rather puzzled and displeased when Bold told him
that he had come to discuss business matters. “I wish to speak
to you about the hospital,” said Bold, “and most particularly
about the hospital finances.”

“My dear friend, I can tell you nothing. I am like a child
in such matters. I only know that I am paid eight hundred
pounds a year. Go and talk to Chadwick; he knows all about the
financial situation. But tell me now, how is Mary Jones with her
bad leg?”

“She’s improving. But Mr Harding, I hope you won’t be
displeased by listening to what I have to say about the
hospital.”

Mr Harding gave a deep sigh*. He was very much displeased
at the idea of discussing this subject with John Bold, but,
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not knowing how to avoid”® it, he sighed again and said
nothing. "

“I have the greatest respect for you, Mr Harding, and I do not
want you to think that what I’'m going to do comes from any
personal dislike on my part . ..”

“Personal dislike! That’s unthinkable!”

“I believe that the Church is not properly carrying out John
Hiram’s will and I wish to examine the matter.”

“Very well, I have no reason to refuse you, if that is what you
want; and now we need not say another word about it.”

“Just one word more, warden. Chadwick has given me the
names of your lawyers and I consider it my duty to ask them
for details of the hospital finances. If this seems to you to be
interference, I hope you will forgive me.”

“Mr Bold,” said the other, “if you act fairly, speak nothing but
the truth and do not try to deceive* us in carrying out your
purpose, I shall have nothing to forgive. I suppose you think that
I do not deserve* the income which I receive from the hospital
and that this money should be given to others. Believe me, I
shall never think badly of you just because you hold an opinion
different from my own. Do what you believe to be your duty.
But here comes Eleanor with her horses, so let us go in and
have tea.”

Bold, however, felt uncomfortable at the idea of sitting down
with Mr Harding and his daughter after such a conversation and
so he excused himself with embarrassed* apologies. He simply
lifted his hat to Eleanor in greeting as he passed her, leaving her
surprised and disappointed by his departure*.

Mr Harding’s calm manner impressed” Bold, making him
think that the warden was sure of his position and that he was
about to interfere in the private matters of a fair-minded and
respectable man. But Mr Harding himself was far from satisfied
with his own view of the case. Could it possibly be that John



