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THE NIOBTI-BLOOMING CERE US.

ALL day upon the suany southern wall
The cactus-buds rest in a slumber deep;
Tliey stir and swell, but wake not from their sleep,

Thougli the warm sun-rays kiss tliem as they fail.

Ail day the sunbeams weo, the breezes cali,.
The green buds dream, the shadows slowly creep:
Ail day the calyx-sheaths their secret keep,

Enfolden shyly from the gaze of ail.

The warm sun sinks--the full moon riseth bright
From the sof t bosom of the liazy sea :
The tender buds disclose their mystery

With sweet reluctance to, lier wooing sight.
A thousand waxen cups, gold.stamened, free

Their spicy fragrance to the dewy night,
BEssiE GRAY.

"TOM JONES," " PENYDENIS," A4ND "DANIEL
DEyRONDA."

ANTHONY TROLLOPE, in his IlAutobiograpby," says lie doubts if any young
person can read with ploasure George Eliot's later nevels. And lie adds:

"I know they are very difficuit reading, to many who are not young."

As far as most young people are concerned, lie miglit have made the

sanie assertion of ail the great, works of genius that have ever been written;

of the works oftbe great Greek dramatiats; of Shakespeare's tinest plays;

of the masterpieces of Goethe and Schiller. Ail that the average young

perlion, or indeed the average reader of any age, desires in a book is an

exciting society story, or a sensational tale of startling adventures. Any

thing in fiction that rises into a higlier sphere is rejected as duli and tedious.

George Eliot's novels are not merely entertaining stories, they are life-

dramnas, dealing with the souls of men. They have for their themes the

most difficuit problems of human existence; some "ldhoice of the ways,"

some deed of noble self-sacrifice, some tragedy of pity or terror, in which

the old truth that the wages of sin is death gains new force by the power

with which it i~s presiinted. Art, in her hand, is a great teacher directed

by a wise insighit that recognised ail the good that was in the world, not-

withstanding the evil that, se often mnarred it, and a large charity that sym-

pathised with ail the struggles and limitations of human nature.

Tliackeray also assumed to be a moral teacher, or censor, as lie liked to

caîl himscîf ; but whule George Eliot's method is mainly a loving, sympathy

tliat leaves lier readers with liope and trust in the future of liumanity,
Thackeray's is a hlf bitter, hlf înocking cynicisma that places the reader,

the writer, and the creatures lie lias brouglit into existence on the lowest

plane of virtue and intellect. To compare the pictures of men and women

given by George Eliot, and the circumstances that surround tliem, with

lis, is like comnparing "the morning on the horizon witli the morning

niixed witli street gas." The worid lie shows us is almost exclusively tlie

conventional and artificial world of Il society," with its parasites, satellites,
and hangers-on of every description, depicted in its worst and most degra-

ding aspects. H1e neyer admits even a glimpse of the higlier aims and

nobler ambitions which are probably as otten te be found among mca of

rank and title as are thc odious vices of Lord Steyne and Sir Pitt Crawley.

Every dliaracter is paiated in thc darkest colours. Ail the men are mean,

selfisb, and profligate; ail the womcn liard and worldly, or foolish and

hypocritical. Now and tlien, apparently as a concession to weak-minded

readers, lie inakes a sort of apology for the blackncss of lis pictures, and

bows down reverentially before tlie images of virtue and piety wlidh

scarcely ever appear as real existences in lis works. fie depicts lis vicious

characters witli terrible strengtl, certainty, and vividness ; but wlien he

attempta to give us tlie portrait of a good man, lis hand becomes weak, lis

strokes uncertain, lis drawing painfully eut of proportion. 11e appears te

liave tbought that a man of a pure life could liardly be lionest or manly,

except in these abniormal cases where physical defeet or mental feebleness

preserves virtues otherwise incompatible with human nature. William

Dobbin, we are told, liad just thouglits and geed bramas, lis life was honest

and pure, lis lieart warm and humble. But-lie was awkward and

ungainly, liad enormous hands and feet, and large ears ; lie lisped ; in fact

lie was an uncouth Orson. H1e made himef the obedient slave of a

woman wliom lie knew to be unworthy of lis devotien; he was, in trutli, a

spoeney, and, witli ail his goodness, a littie ridiculeus. Then we liave

Colonel Newcome, the model gentleman, the pieus and chivaîrous preux

chevalier; his weakness in some cases almost amounts to imibecility ; and

when lie falis under the dominion of feolish littie lRosy and hier most detest-

able mother, it is difficuit te prevent seme contempt mingling with our pity,
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instcad of that admiring sy'mpatliy a good man struggling, with advcrsity

should command. Tîcre is this purposely perverse drawîng in ail Thacke-

ray's pictures of excellence. H1e continualiy throws, his lest charoctcrs

into some mean or ridiculous attitude. Even Warrington, whom lie seems

te bave loved thc best et ail lis creatiens, bas been ruind by degrading

antecedents. In Esmonde lie did bis utmost te portray a man at Once good,

brave and lofty-mindcd ; but it went against lis natural bent, and tlie

effort was visible. IlAtter ail," lie said, " Esmonde was a prig."

And tliis lcads te an inference which may be fairly drawn from ail his

writings, that those vices, callcd by an amiable cuphemisimI "sewing wild

eats," are inseparalle from the career of every yeung man ef spirit and

manliness who mixes with the world. Fielding', whose ewn dissipated and

reckless habits were trcated by Thackeray in bis "l Iumourists" mucli tee

lenicntly, was naturally et the saine opinion. The liero et lis world.famed

novel, "lTom Jones," sews lis wild oats through a course of low vice and

dcgrading intrigue till lie scttlcs down te respectalility and doiucstic

fclicity witli tlie lovcly Sophia. Thackeray's yeung men do their sewing

inaless open and vigereus tashion, owincr he tellsusteheonad

temper ef the age, wlidh wiil net bear undraped truth. "lSince the autlior

ef 1 Tom Jones' was buried," lic says, " ne writer et fiction ameng us las

been permitted te depiot te lis utmost power a man." Therefere, in

deference te the hypocritical refinement et the tinie our modemn Fielding

gave us, instcad ef IlTomn Joncs," Arthur Pendennis. Every reader

knows liow poor a creature this Pendennis is, as ahl Thackeray's young

men are. Lord Kew, one ef tbe manliest and mnost straigbtfomward among

thcm, lias led a lite se tinfit te bear the light that when it lias been made

known te the girl te whom lie is engaged, ho gives lier up at once, tee

lioncat te, attempt any defence, tee proud te endure the shame et haviflg

te blush lefore lis wite. Anfl we are tauglit in these Irillianc books,

througli every forai et irony, satire, and cynicisnm, that this is wliat n'en

really are, and that nothing botter can lie expected trom tbiem. The onl)'

exception is Doîbin, wlose absurd name, ung:Linly figure, and awkward

manners mark him eut trom thc fimst as an alinost ridiculous oddity. As

for greatness et mind, higli intellect, lotty aspirations, tbey bave noe xist-

ence iii Thackcray's works, except as the tigients cf roitance, or the stage

properties of cheats anid swidlerm, anid as sueli affLmding infinite scope for

'wit and sarcasm.
lIn «"Daniel Deronda " George Eliot offers bier protest against this 10eW

eode et ethics, titis degrading estimiate of the possibilities et buman nature..

She bias given us iii Derenda a picture et pure and staiînless young nn

hood. 11e is gitcd with the lighest mentatl powers and witlî distinguishod

beauty et persen. Possessed et abundant mneans and opportuilities for

leading a life et selfisli pleasure, and placed in poculiar and trying circun'

stances, lie rises througli ail bindrances te the higliest love1 et thought and

deed, and finally devotes his lite te a noble purpose. it tiglit lave been

supposed betorehand that such a cbaracte'r, dmepicted by a great dramfatid

artist, whosc cîcar and certain knowledge et bumnjan nature and poeemf

tmutlifuily delineating its varions manifestations, lad been univemSally

acknowledged, would have been received with respect, if net with apprccia-

tien. But, on the centrary, it was treated with. un mitigated conte1nPt.

Mr. Swinburne's scornful appellations et "wax-work figure," and Idoll,

whose natural place was above a magy-shop door," cappcd ai] other ingenieus

epitlets of detraction, and have leen echoed ever since with cucko-lile

iteratien.
iPerhaps something et titis angry antagenism was due te Derondft5

Jewisli birtli and sympathies. Ia Mr. Swiniburnc's case it certainly InuSt

lave been se, as thc allusion te a Ilrag-shop, " and in the samie sentence

the ceniparison et tlie fine poemn ef IlThe Spanish Gypsy " te " 1thc melodies

et a Jew's liarp," indicate. Mm. Freeman, thc eminent historian, aIse ShW

thc usual prej udice against the Jewish race by his verdict thatIlGog

Eliot was thc greatest of ail writers et fiction tili she took te theoriesan

Jews." But the pepular distaste for a licight et moral excellence te Whieh

nevel-readers arc net accustomcd, cxcept in the case ef some devet6d n""'

ister of religion, is quite sufficient to account for any quantity et carpîIig

critipism. And, if Thackemay's yeung inen-selfish, untrustwertîY, and

weak as watcm-must be acceptcd as the best we can expect froim huinal

nature, wc need net le surprised that Deronda, streng iii will, pure in hie

and, abeve aIl things, faithful te lis highcst conception of ight, sliouîd be

megarded as "la sliadowy and bloodless abstraction." At thc same of0
it is ipaintully disceuraging te those wîo have hope la thc futureO

humanity te find that nen, and, sadder still, wemeu, who sea the tnu

that Milton spake, and ougît te le familiar with thc history of li et
tiful and spetîcas youth, bis high aspirations, and lot ty patrietim, to
te a similar exalted type et virtue in a modern life-drama as utueO

nature, and uninteresting if it werc truc.


