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A VISIT TO THE GEORGE ELIOT COUNTRY
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Nor is my debt to George Eliot as teacher
st less deep. | early learned to prize those parts
writings in which she speaks directly, commenting
characters, expressing her thoughts on their act
vealing her own philosophy of life. These combined
the more impersonal influence of the artist, made
message which I am glad 1 had “‘ears to hear in
the impressionable years of youth For these reasons
my thoughts long revolved round the idea of some day
going on a pligrimage to Warwickshire to visit her early
home, and see the country of “"Adam Bede
of Clerical Life

and <cenes
In July 1904 1 was there

Though the old country is such “‘a little isle’’ a jour
ney from Scotiand to the English Midlands, for the first

time, may be attended, for some, with

a very pardonable
degree of excitement The distance -is relatively short
but the contrast in speech and manners is great. For my
sell, | confess to some nervousness in exchanging Glas
gow for Birmingham, but though I never lost, while

England, the sense of what

in
Stevenson happily terms the
““foreigner at home my experiences
very pleasurable kind
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Nuneaton, the town nearest George Eliot's home, and
closely connected with her early history

of Warwickshire, and is reached by

is in the County

a short railway jour
ney from Birmingham In the early years of last cen
tury its interests were mainly agricultural, but it is now
an important mining and manufacturing centre

ous coal cars at the railway

Numer
stations, and rows of
miners’ cottages in the suburbs, indicate the proximity
of mines and these soon betray their whereabouts when
you walk a short way into the country

The centre of the town, however, must be essentially
the same as it was a hundred years ago or more, and the
houses in the long High 8St., down which I walked were
A8 quaint and varied as any lover of the
wish 4

The “‘Ultima thule'” of my
House'' which lies a few miles out in the country, but
there were a number of places in Nuneat
route to Grifl which I was eager to

involved a walk, rather long for
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n itself and en
see also. The whole
one not much accustom
ed to the exercise, but with the home George El‘ot for
an objective, I could go far without weariness. Asentleman
from whom I made some enquiries, on hearing

of my in
tentions asked if | was

‘wheeling
I'm walking,”' he smiled and
I smiled too as 1 turned

On m¥ replying ‘““No
wesured me ‘1 was plucky.”
away for the

qurstion reminded
me of an incident, which, ti'l

then, I had forrotten. A
gentleman of my acquaintance hod visited ““‘Griff”’

Years
before and he also ““was walking'

» circumstance that

elicited the laughing remark from someone there, that

“all kinds of people came to Griff, Americans in han
soms, Englishmen on bicycles,

and Scotsmen on their
feet.”

It is well known that George Eliot

in her earlier
writings follows closely some actual

histories. Though
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s when he
dining-room on the left hes French windows opening
the garden As with most house in the hear
English towns, it is built el
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garden behind surprise one by
and a stream which div
beyond adds to theirs the

fine trees made a welcome

sun now shining straight

It wae a pleasant place and I foune
realize that so much misery once lodged there
of Janet thrust out into the street in ‘‘the dead
middle of the night'' by her drunken husband
ting shivering and dazed on the door-step in the dark
ness while the bitter north-east wind dr
and played with her lcng” hai Yet

what
there that, if
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