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Grave indeed is the task of the critie
whose duty it is to appraise the works
of George Eliot. When the book to be
noticed is so important, the public ex-
peets the review itself to contain somne-
thing out of the comimon ; and, as a rule,
the expectation is wofully disappointed.
In fact George Eliot lias arrived at that
pitcli, not of absolute greatness (for she
attained that long since), but of recog-
nised greatness where ail glory and
honour are forestalled and ligrhtly taken
for granted. To tis, petty men of the
press, whio scrawl lier praises upon her
margin spaces, appreciation seeins 80
easy and naturai, tlïat soine of oir race
are almost tempted to think their ap-
plauding bespeaks themn kindred spirits ;
but a littie more, and they cotild have
written 'Middlemarch' or 'Daniel De-
ronda' themiselves. To this is attributable
tliat flood of reviews, presumptuotisly in-
undating George Eliot with praise, or
more venturously daring to compare ber
earlier witli lier more recent works to the
disiadvantage of the latter,-a species of
criticism which enables the writer to
show at once the reqiiisite amnount of
admiration for the great novelist and his
superiority to lier foibles.

It is liard to tell wlhich of these types
is the more iiauseous, but certainiy they
have beeni botli followed in most of the
critiques that have appeared on ' Tleo-
phraistus Such.'

The indiscriminate praiser may be set
down as a human parrot, repeating what
lie lias heard others say, because others
say it, not f rom any internai. conviction
Of its truth. A number of years have
P8.ssed since George Eliot first laid the
result of lier researclies into tlie deptlis
of human naÉure before the public, and,
as8 is aiways the case with tlie leaders of
thouglt, lier views have becoume, to a
COnsiderable extent, famiiiarised among
xnost ordinarily intelligent readers. But
for this slow procesa of infiltration we
mnay well doubt if some of lier votaries
Who now prate about lier 'keen and
subtle insighit into cliaracter' would
have had wit enough to know it was
either keon or subtie. Appreciation of
thie clM8s i8 at best but tlie sharpness
imparted to a duil knife by quick fric-
tion &gainist one with a better edge ; tlie

blade owes ail to its contact with tlie
fluier steel, whichi passes on to its real
work uninoved hy the thouglit that its
blunter conirade is watching its move-
ments critically. We suppose ail xninds.
that leave timeir impress on the age they
live in have to endure this indiscriminate
admiration. Its real worth niay be easiiy
tested. These oracles -f the B3ook
Columin are every whit as loud in their-
praise of the far commoner spirits, who.
take their fiSin and pressure frotu their
generation inistead of leaving their mark
upon it. An umimagfinative Troilope is
to these meni as big a Triton among the
minnuws, as Geiorge Elio<t lierself. He
is popular, 0 she lie lie as the choice-
for volumninousness and general fecun--
dity. These writers of profuse panegyrics
on both authorswouid be piizzled if asked
to foretell the relative position of Eliot
and Trolpe fifty or a huindred years
lience. Both sceen to themn to be admir--
able. But they have not the grace to
discern the inward. difference between
tlier. George Eliot would sketch you,
the character of a bore iii a single chap--
ter, leavîog the whoie mani liînned dis-
tinctly on your mind's eye, and opening
up to you niew vistas o)f meaning iii the.
stuhject and strange misgivings as to the
hidden strain of boredom that lias lurked
hitherto unstispected, in your owfl heart.
Trollope will paint you the like charae-
ter, and wiil take tliree volumes of more
than Pre-1{apliaeiite detail to do it in.
His bore will button-liole you, and prose.
on and on with evem flow of very life-
like words. You will hear lis daily and,
liourly talk, lis endless repetitions and
senseless tales Viii you are sick to death
of hlm. As you throw down the third
volume with an intense feeling of relief,
you see tînt Trollope's writingr is Vo
Eiiot's wliat a pliotograpli is to a pictuire,
or a travelling panorama of Greece is toý
Chulde Harold. It is nottoo mucli Vo aay
that there are studies of character ini
'Theoplirastus Sudh' each of whidh, a
phiotographic novehist wouild have water-
ed down into a sheif-ful of volumes.

If these sayers of amooth thingS with-
out dis«crimination are offensive, as Vhey
must be, Vo our author, what must she
Vhink of those others who, appealing
from 'Phuiip drunk to Phulip isober,"
affect to admire the later work, but
only to flnd in that admiration ground
for regretting earlier productions.

These are the men who complain that
Theoplirastus does not appear Vo have


