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at some provincial capital like Cincinnati, might prove a
success. The premises might also include a room to be
used for lectures or fine art exhibitions ; if the latter, the
French artist, Auguste Hervieu, bad long been an intimate
of the TroUope household, anJ m >»it render valuable service.
As a fact, the accomplished .'itl aiiimbie Gaul had already
been induced by Miss V nght to cstal .sh himself on
American soil. Nashoba, !c, over, vhi!, er he had been
directed, disappointed him ; he was now aee to place him-
self entirely at the disposition of Mrs.Tiollope and the son,
Henry, who had accompanied her. Commercially, the
transatlantic trip miscarried not less signally than every-
thing else to which Anthony TroUope's father put his hand.
At the same time it turned his wife into a highly popular
author, and created in her third son, then a lad of seven-
teen, a determination to imitate the maternal performance.
The United States experience also provided a theme for
her earliest essay at recovering vrith her pen the prosperity
that had been blighted by her husband's evil star. Even in
some of the later fiction that proved the chief gold-mine,
Frances Trollope brought in her American experiences.
These, however, long before that, had formed the exclusive
subject of the book on which alone her earliest reputa-
tion rested. Domestic Manners of the Americans had been
roughed out in a first draft before her return voyage to
England was at a.i end.

By this time, her husband's embarrassments had reached
the desperate stage. In 1834 came the final crash. Mrs.
Trollope now divided her time between the direction of her
home and the preparation of the book which was to support
it. Her husband occupied himself with his pen to less profit-
able account. Even the pretence of farming had been well-
nigh given up. Early one morning in the March of 1834,
young Anthony, then a Harrow boy of nineteen in his last
half, was told to drive his father to London in the gig, which
up to that time had been retained. To the boy's surprise,
the point to be made for was not the more or less familiar
legal quarter, but St. Katherine's Docks. Here the father
disappeared into a vessel bound for Antwerp ; the lad re-


