
Middlemarch.

even pouring out ber joy at the thought of
devoting herself to him, and of learn-
ing how she might best share and
further all his great ends. Mr. Casaubon
was touched with an unknown delight (what
man would not have been?) at this child-
like, unrestrained ardor: he was not sur-
prised (what lover would have been?) that
he should be the object of it.

"My dear young lady-Miss Brooke-
Dorothea1 " he said, pressing ber hand
between his hands, "this is a happiness
greater than I had ever imagined to be in
reserve for me. That I should ever meet
with a mind and person so rich in the
mingled graces which could render
marriage desirable was far indeed from my
conception. You have all-nay, more than
all-those qualities which I have ever re-
garded as the characteristic excellences of
womanhood. The great charm of your
sex is its capability of an ardent self-sa-
crificing affection, and herein we see its
fitness to round and complete the existence
of our own. Hitherto I have known few
pleasures save of the severer kind : my sat-
isfactions have been those of the solitary
student. I have been little disposed to
gather flowers that would wither in my
hand, but now I shall pluck them with
eagerness, to place them in your bosom."

No speech could have been more
thoroughly honest in its intention: the
frigid rhetoric at the end was as sincere as
the bark of a dog or the cawing of an
amorous rook. Would it not be rash to
conclude that there was no passion behind
those sonnets to Delia which strike us as
the thin music of a mandolin?

Dorothea's faith supplied all that Mr.
Casaubon's words seemed to leave unsaid:
what believer sees a disturbing omission
or infelicity ? The text, whether of prophet
or of poet, expands for whatever we can
put into it, and even his bad grammar is
sublime.

"I am very ignorant-you will quite
wonder at my ignorance," said Dorothea.
"I have so many thoughts that may be
quite mistaken; and now I shall be able
to tell them ail to you, and ask you about
them. But,' she added, with rapid imagina-
tion of Mr. Casaubon's probable feeling,
"I will not trouble you too much; only
when you are inclined to listen to me. You
must often be weary with the pursuit of
subjects in your own track. I shall gain
enough if you will take me with you there."

" How should I be able now to persevere
in any path without your companionship?"
said Mr. Casaubon, kissing her candid
brow, and feeling that Heaven had vouch-
safed him a blessing in every way suited to
his peculiar wants. He was being uncon-
sciously wrought upon by the charms of a
nature which was entirely without hidden
calculations either for immediate effects or

for remoter ends. It was this which made
Dorothea so child-like, and, according to
some judges, so stupid, with all ber reput-
ed cleverness; as, for example, in the pre-
sent case of throwing herself, metaphoric-
ally speaking, at Mr. Casaubon's feet, and
kissing his unfashionable shoe-ties as if he
were a Protestant pope. She was not in
the least teaching Mr. Casaubon to ask if
he were good enough for ber, but merely
asking herself anxiously how she could be
good enough for Mr. Casaubon. Before
he left the next day it had been decided
that the marriage should take place within
six weeks.

AFTER MARRIAGE.
Not that this inward amazenent of Doro-

thea's was anything very exceptional:
many souls in their young nudity are
tumbled out among incongruities and left
to "find their feet" among them, while
their elders go about their business. Nor
can I suppose that when Mrs. Casaubon is
discovered in a fit of weeping six weeks
after ber wedding, the situation will be re-
garded as tragic. Some discouragement,
some faintness of heart at the new real
future which replaces the imaginary, is
not unusual, and we do not expect people
to be deeply moved by what is not unusual.
That element of tragedy which lies in the
very fact of frequency has not yet wrought
itself into the coarse emotion of mankind;
and perhaps our frames could hardly bear
much of it. If we had a keen vision and
feeling of all ordinary human life, it would
be like hearing the grass grow and the
squirrel's heart beat, and we should die of
that roar which lies on the other side of
silence. As it is, the quickest of us walk
about well wadded with stupidity.

-Iowever, Dorothea was crying, and if
she had been required to state the cause,
she could only have done so in some such
general words as I have already used : to
have been driven to be more particular
would have bcen like trying to give a his-
tory ot the lights and shadows; for that
new real future which was replacing- the
imaginary drew its material from the end-
less minutiaæ by which her view of Mr.
Casaubon and ber wifely relations, now
that she was married to him, was gradually
changing with the secret motion of a watch-
hand from what it had been in ber maiden
dream. It was tooearlyyetfor her fully to
recognize or at least admit the change, still
more for ber to have readjusted that devot-
edness which was so necessary a part of ber
mental life that 3he was almost sure sooner
or later to recover it. Permanent rebellion,
the disorder of a life without some loving
reverent resolve, was not possible to ber;
but she was now in an interval when. the
very force of her nature heightened its
confusion. In this way the early months
of marriage often are times of critical tu-


