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that Ilshe diqlikes to talk about lier books," or otiier-
w'ise indulge the idie curiosity of the Paul Prys of the
time.

Our authorbas been called 'lThe ablest novelist of
the age," and the distinction is no doubt a just one ;
yet, if it be intended as establishing hier relative
position in the literary world, it seems to us witliout
xneaning. Where there is but one star of the first
magnitude, comparison with the lesser lights is pro-
fitless, and the luminary shines in solitary spiendour,
with clear, cold beamis-apart and alone. With
regard to the work before tir, considerable difference1
or opinion prevails as to its position amongst the
authofs novels. To some critics, iliddlernarci ap-
pears to be lier crownîng achievement ; to others,
the early enthusia'm, if wve may apply the word in
sucli connection, seems to have died out, or to have
been transformed into a cynical discontent wvitli the
world, and the institutions of theworld. Thereseems
to lie part of the truth in both these estimates of
Middleinarch. There are, doubtlss, particular ex-
cellencies to lie found in one oi Othe: of lier former
works which do not appear so conspicuously here.
On the other hand, it must be remembered that the
canvas is broader, the figures more numerous, the
general plan more elaborately laid and executed, and
the finish of the wvhole more thoroughly artistic than
in any ofhler other works. Moreover, throse peculiar
features which wvere the signs of intellectual power,
have been evidently matured by time. The searching
analysis of character wvhich enable-s us to read the
inmost liearts of lier dramatis personoe with a clear-
ness we can neyer attain in the closest intimacy %vith
those around us, seems more incisive and more
thorougli than before. Within the narrowv circle of
Middlemarch and its viciaity, the scene is constantly
,%hifting, new gToupa; of characters appear, every
inember of -%vhich is submitted to the scalpel, its
bidden secrets of character, its moving springs of
action laid bare until, howeversignificant in himself
or for the purposes of the -,tory, hÎe acquires an indi-
viduality Nvhich rnakes him somnewhat respectable in
the reader's eyes.

It w'ould, of course, lie out of the question, wvithin
the limits of this notice, to give the most cursory
glance at the large nuniber of figures wnhich move in
the microcosm of M4iddkrn.ardi. Let us content our-
seives %vith a brief reference to, a few of the more
prominent characters. ])orotliea the heroine, 'vith
lier sister Celia, «%vlo serves as a foul to the higli.
xninded spirituality Of the former, occupies the front

fr ound. The mention of lier name lirings us face to
ace with the theory upon wvhich the work is founded.

Given a youiig woman with lofty aims, an enthusi-
astic nature, tinctured wvith Puritan principles and
yeax-ning to fulfil a noble mission in the wvorld, to
discover what wvill lie the end of lier aspirations,
hampered liy the false "social morality" of the wor]d,
and made the sport of external circumstances.
George Eliot replies,-«" a life of mistakes, the off-
spring of a certain spiritual grandeur, ill-matched
with the mearnss of opportunity." In other words,
xnobleness of nature, in the world of to-day, stands in
imminent danger of shipwreck from the chilling at-
xnosphere an which its lot is cast. George Èliot
would say witli the poet, "IThere is a Providence
which shapes our ends, rough -licv thcmn as wc
may; " but she secms to hiave lobt faith in Providence
and substitutes for it society, and its ailes and pre-
judices. According to this gospel, if that ter lie

not a misnomer, man and woman, especially the
latter, are the playtlîings of their surroundings, and
their destiny is forecast, not by tliem, but for them,
and oftea in spite of thera. Let us ciyote a passage:
"Any one wvatching keen1> the stealthy convergence
of human lots, sees a slov preparation of effects from,
one life on another, wvhich tells like a calculated
ironyon the indifference or the frozea stare witls
which we look upon oùir unintroduced xseighbour.
Destiny stands, sarcastic, wvith our dranatipersoiiar
folded in hur liaad." This sentence appears l.ke a
truisrn somewvhat strongly stated ; but let us observe
the use macle of it. Dorothea %vith that impetuous self-
wi'11, which hurried lier into the mista<es the author
Inys at the door of society, encounters a dry-liearted
pedantic liachelor of fifty, Edward Casaubon. He
is engaged in the study of comparative xnytliology,
and is wYasting bis energies in the attempt to estab-
lish the rather trite position whici lie evidently sup-
poses to be an original conception of bis oua-" that
ail the mythical systeins or erratic mythical fragments
in the 'vorld were corruptions of a tradition, onigi-
nally revealed." Dorothea immrediaiety fancies that
the way for her lofty ission lies upon liefore lier.
She falîs in love wvith the elderly scholar, learas the
Greek chai-acters, so as to lie able to read to liîm,
anîd is betrotlied and fiaally married to him. As
might hâve been anticipated, both parties arc2 dih t.-
pcinted. lier illusions are dispelled, the warnith o:
her nature chulled, and lier idol shattered. His
awakeninig to the sober reality takes the disagreeable
form of jealousy, and lie liecomes as unconifortable
a companion as a conceited head, and a wvitliered,
affectioaless heart, can make a man. Onie would
tbiak that there was nothing in this flrst great mis-
takewherewvith to framean indictmrent against society.
Ail Miss l3rooke's friends opposed the match, lier
uncle even, in bis feeble, lielpless svay, remoastrated.
Sir James Chettam, afterwards Celia's spouse, ai-
thouigl an intere-sted party, lionestly opposed the
match, rather on Dorothea's accousit than his own.
Celia Nvas asto-iislied at the outrageous proposaI, and
Mrs. Cadwallader, the quaintest of epigra-.mmatists,
svas furiou.; at the idea of it. The latter declared that
a droD) of Casauboa's blood had been examined
under a microscope, and wvas fouind to, -contain
nothing but commas and pareratlieses." Celia in a
conversation with tlie vicar's wife said,-" I arn so

sorr for Dorothea2. " "Sorry, " said Mrs. C. 'l I
is ier doing I suppose." IlYes ; she says MUr. Ca-
saubon lias a great soul." " With all my htart."
"4Oh,' Mrs. Cadvallader, 1 don't think, it cai lie nice
to marry anmanw~itliagreat soul." "Well, my dear,
take varning. You knowv tlie look, of one now;
ivhen the next comes and wants you to, marry lira,
don't you accepthim." "I'm!:ure, "said Celia %vho had
an eye on tlie good-natured Sirjames Chettara, 'm i
sure I neyer should" It seems certain that wlien
these lines were penaed, George Eliot lad no coin-
plaint to makze ag«ainst tlie "Isocial morality " of the
liorough of iMidd lemarcli. What more could Doro-
tlea's .fricnds have donc, ualess ulicy lad put strych-
nine in Casa-uboa's tea, or prevailed upon Sirjames
Chettamn to carry off the lady, and niarry lier out of
band ? In the Finale, however, in a passage of sin-
gular bcauty, the author, that slie may lie trae t, lier
theory, is false to lier facts. We cannot resist tlie
temptation of quoting a feiw sentence. Speakiag
of tac Ildetennining acts " of Dorotlieas lite, she
tvrites-" Tley were the mixed resuit of yoi..ng and
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