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Middlemarch.

mult—whether that of a shrimp-pool or of | you will then, I think have seen the chief

deeper waters—which afterward subsides
into cheerful peace.

In their conversation before marriage
Mr. Casaubon had often dwelt on some
explanation or questionable detail of which
Dorothea did not see the bearing; but such
imperfect coherence seemed due to the
brokenness of their intercourse, and, sup-
ported by her faith in their future she had
listened with fervid patience to a recitation
of possible arguments to be brought against
Mr. Casaubon’s entirely new view of the
Philistine god Dagon and other fish-dei-
ties, thinking that hereafter she should see
this subject which touched him so nearly
from the samé high ground whence doubt-
less it had become so important to him.
Again, the matter-of-course statement and
tone of dismissal with which he treated
what to her were the most stirring thoughts,
was easily accounted for as belonging to
the sense of haste and preoccupation in
which she herself shared during their en-
gagement. But now, since they had been
in Rome, with all the depth of her emo-
tion roused to tumultuous activity, and
with life made a2 new problem by new ele-
ments, she had been becoming more and
more aware, with a certain terror, that her
mind was continually sliding into inward
fits of anger and repulsion, or else into for-
lorn weariness. How far the judicious
Hooker or any other hero of erudition
would have been the same at Mr. Casau-
bon’s time of life, she had no means of
knowing, so that he could not have the ad-
vantage of comparison; but her hustand’s
way of commenting on the strangely im-
pressive objects around them had begun to
affect her with a sort of mental shiver: he
had Rerhaps the best intention of acquit
ting himself worthily, but only of acquitting
himself. What was fresh to her mind was
worn out to his; and such capacity of
thought and feeling as had ever been sti-
mulated in him by the general life of man-
kind hadiong shrunk toa sort of dried pre-
paration, a lifeless embalmment of know-
ledge. L.

When he said, “Does this interest you,
Dorothea? Shall we stay a little longer? 1
am ready to stay if you wish it "—it seem-
ed to her as if going or staying were alike
dreary. Or, should you like to goto the
Farnésina, Dorothea? It contains cele-
brated frescoes designed or pa:nt§d l:!_y
Raphael, which most persons think it
worth while to visit.” "

“But_do you care about them?” was
always Dorothea’s question.

“They are, I believe, highly esteemed.
Some of them represent the fable of Cupid
and Psyche, which is probably the roman-
tic invention of a literary period, and can-
not, I thing, be reckoned as a genuine my-
thical product. But if you like these wall-
paintings we can easily drive thither; and
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works of Raphael, any of which it were a
pity to omit on a visit to Rome. He is the
painter who has been held to combine the
most complete grace of form with sublimi-
ty of expression. Such at least I have ga-
thered to be the opinion of conoscenti.”

This kind of answer, given in a measur-
ed official tone, as of a clergyman reading
according to the rubric, did not help to
justify the glories of the Eternal City, or
to give her the hope that if she knew more
about them the world would be joyously
illuminated for her. There is hardly any
contact more depressing to a young ardent
creature than that of a mind in which
Years {ull of knowiedge seem to have issued
in a blank absence of interest or sympathy.

THE MORAL.

_ Certainly those determining acts of her
life were not ideally beautiful. They were
the mixed result of young and noble im-
pulse struggling under prosaic conditions.
Among the many remarks passed on her
mistakes, it was never said in the neigh-
borhood of Middlemarch that such
mistakes could not have happened if the
society into which she was born had not
smiled on propositions of marriage from a
sickly man to a girl less than half his own
age—on modes of education which make
a woman’'s knowledve another name for
motley ignorance—on rules of conduct
which are in flat contradiction with its own
loudly asserted beliefs. While this is the
social air in which mortals begin to breathe,
there will be collision such as those in
Dorothea’s life, where great feelings will
take the aspect of error, and great faith
the aspect of illusion. For there is no
creature whose inward being is so strong
that it is not greatly determined by what
lies outside it. A new Theresa will hardly
have the opportunity of rzforming a con-
ventual life, any more than a new Antigone
will spend her heroic piety in daring all
for the sake of a brother's burial: the
medium in which their ardent deeds took
shape is forever gone. But we insig-
nificant people, with our daily words and
acts, are preparing the lives of many
Dorotheas, some of which may present a
far sadder sacrifice than that of the
Dorothea whose story we know.

Her finely touched spirit had still its
fine issues, though they were not widely
visible. Her full nature, like that river of
which Alexander broke the strength, spent
itself in channels which had no great name
on the earth. But the effect of her being
on those around her was incalculably
diffusive: for the growing good of the
world is partly dependant on unhistoric
acts; and that things are not so ill with
you and me as they might have been is
half owing to the number who lived faith-
fully a hidden life, and rest in unvisited
tombs,



