
Middlemarch By George Eliot PRELUDE Who that cares much to know the history of man, and how the mysterious mixture behaves under the varying experiments of Time, has not dwelt, at least briefly, on the life of Saint Theresa, has not smiled with some gentleness at the thought of the little girl walking f
orth one morning hand-in-hand with her still smaller brother, to go and seek martyrdom in the country of the Moors? Out they toddled from rugged Avila, wide-eyed and helpless-looking as two fawns, but with human hearts, already beating to a national idea; until domestic reality met them in the shape of u
ncles, and turned them back from their great resolve. That child-pilgrimage was a fit beginning. Theresa's passionate, ideal nature demanded an epic life: what were many-volumed romances of chivalry and the social conquests of a brilliant girl to her? Her flame quickly burned up that light fuel; and, fed fro
m within, soared after some illimitable satisfaction, some object which would never justify weariness, which would reconcile self-despair with the rapturous consciousness of life beyond self. She found her epos in the reform of a religious order. That Spanish woman who lived three hundred years ago, was 
certainly not the last of her kind. Many Theresas have been born who found for themselves no epic life wherein there was a constant unfolding of far-resonant action; perhaps only a life of mistakes, the offspring of a certain spiritual grandeur ill-matched with the meanness of opportunity; perhaps a tragic fa
ilure which found no sacred poet and sank unwept into oblivion. With dim lights and tangled circumstance they tried to shape their thought and deed in noble agreement; but after all, to common eyes their struggles seemed mere inconsistency and formlessness; for these later-born Theresas were helped b
y no coherent social faith and order which could perform the function of knowledge for the ardently willing soul. Their ardor alternated between a vague ideal and the common yearning of womanhood; so that the one was disapproved as extravagance, and the other condemned as a lapse. Some have felt th
at these blundering lives are due to the inconvenient indefiniteness with which the Supreme Power has fashioned the natures of women: if there were one level of feminine incompetence as strict as the ability to count three and no more, the social lot of women might be treated with scientific certitude. Mea
nwhile the indefiniteness remains, and the limits of variation are really much wider than any one would imagine from the sameness of women's coiffure and the favorite love-stories in prose and verse. Here and there a cygnet is reared uneasily among the ducklings in the brown pond, and never finds the livi
ng stream in fellowship with its own oary-footed kind. Here and there is born a Saint Theresa, foundress of nothing, whose loving heart-beats and sobs after an unattained goodness tremble off and are dispersed among hindrances, instead of centring in some long-recognizable deed. BOOK I. MISS BROOK
E. CHAPTER I. "Since I can do no good because a woman, Reach constantly at something that is near it. --The Maid's Tragedy: BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. Miss Brooke had that kind of beauty which seems to be thrown into relief by poor dress. Her hand and wrist were so finely formed that she could wea
r sleeves not less bare of style than those in which the Blessed Virgin appeared to Italian painters; and her profile as well as her stature and bearing seemed to gain the more dignity from her plain garments, which by the side of provincial fashion gave her the impressiveness of a fine quotation from the Bibl
e,--or from one of our elder poets,--in a paragraph of to-day's newspaper. She was usually spoken of as being remarkably clever, but with the addition that her sister Celia had more common-sense. Nevertheless, Celia wore scarcely more trimmings; and it was only to close observers that her dress differed f
rom her sister's, and had a shade of coquetry in its arrangements; for Miss Brooke's plain dressing was due to mixed conditions, in most of which her sister shared. The pride of being ladies had something to do with it: the Brooke connections, though not exactly aristocratic, were unquestionably "good:" if
 you inquired backward for a generation or two, you would not find any yard-measuring or parcel-tying forefathers--anything lower than an admiral or a clergyman; and there was even an ancestor discernible as a Puritan gentleman who served under Cromwell, but afterwards conformed, and managed to co
me out of all political troubles as the proprietor of a respectable family estate. Young women of such birth, living in a quiet country-house, and attending a village church hardly larger than a parlor, naturally regarded frippery as the ambition of a huckster's daughter. Then there was well-bred economy, whic
h in those days made show in dress the first item to be deducted from, when any margin was required for expenses more distinctive of rank. Such reasons would have been enough to account for plain dress, quite apart from religious feeling; but in Miss Brooke's case, religion alone would have determined
 it; and Celia mildly acquiesced in all her sister's sentiments, only infusing them with that common-sense which is able to accept momentous doctrines without any eccentric agitation. Dorothea knew many passages of Pascal's Pensees and of Jeremy Taylor by heart; and to her the destinies of mankind, se
en by the light of Christianity, made the solicitudes of feminine fashion appear an occupation for Bedlam. She could not reconcile the anxieties of a spiritual life involving eternal consequences, with a keen interest in gimp and artificial protrusions of drapery. Her mind was theoretic, and yearned by its natur
e after some lofty conception of the world which might frankly include the parish of Tipton and her own rule of conduct there; she was enamoured of intensity and greatness, and rash in embracing whatever seemed to her to have those aspects; likely to seek martyrdom, to make retractations, and then to in
cur martyrdom after all in a quarter where she had not sought it. Certainly such elements in the character of a marriageable girl tended to interfere with her lot, and hinder it from being decided according to custom, by good looks, vanity, and merely canine affection. With all this, she, the elder of the sisters, 
was not yet twenty, and they had both been educated, since they were about twelve years old and had lost their parents, on plans at once narrow and promiscuous, first in an English family and afterwards in a Swiss family at Lausanne, their bachelor uncle and guardian trying in this way to remedy the disa
dvantages of their orphaned condition. It was hardly a year since they had come to live at Tipton Grange with their uncle, a man nearly sixty, of acquiescent temper, miscellaneous opinions, and uncertain vote. He had travelled in his younger years, and was held in this part of the county to have contracted a
 too rambling habit of mind. Mr. Brooke's conclusions were as difficult to predict as the weather: it was only safe to say that he would act with benevolent intentions, and that he would spend as little money as possible in carrying them out. For the most glutinously indefinite minds enclose some hard grains
 of habit; and a man has been seen lax about all his own interests except the retention of his snuff-box, concerning which he was watchful, suspicious, and greedy of clutch. In Mr. Brooke the hereditary strain of Puritan energy was clearly in abeyance; but in his niece Dorothea it glowed alike through faults 
and virtues, turning sometimes into impatience of her uncle's talk or his way of "letting things be" on his estate, and making her long all the more for the time when she would be of age and have some command of money for generous schemes. She was regarded as an heiress; for not only had the sisters s
even hundred a-year each from their parents, but if Dorothea married and had a son, that son would inherit Mr. Brooke's estate, presumably worth about three thousand a-year--a rental which seemed wealth to provincial families, still discussing Mr. Peel's late conduct on the Catholic question, innocent of f
uture gold-fields, and of that gorgeous plutocracy which has so nobly exalted the necessities of genteel life. And how should Dorothea not marry?--a girl so handsome and with such prospects? Nothing could hinder it but her love of extremes, and her insistence on regulating life according to notions which
 might cause a wary man to hesitate before he made her an offer, or even might lead her at last to refuse all offers. A young lady of some birth and fortune, who knelt suddenly down on a brick floor by the side of a sick laborer and prayed fervidly as if she thought herself living in the time of the Apostles--wh
o had strange whims of fasting like a Papist, and of sitting up at night to read old theological books! Such a wife might awaken you some fine morning with a new scheme for the application of her income which would interfere with political economy and the keeping of saddle-horses: a man would naturally 
think twice before he risked himself in such fellowship. Women were expected to have weak opinions; but the great safeguard of society and of domestic life was, that opinions were not acted on. Sane people did what their neighbors did, so that if any lunatics were at large, one might know and avoid them. 
The rural opinion about the new young ladies, even among the cottagers, was generally in favor of Celia, as being so amiable and innocent-looking, while Miss Brooke's large eyes seemed, like her religion, too unusual and striking. Poor Dorothea! compared with her, the innocent-looking Celia was knowing
 and worldly-wise; so much subtler is a human mind than the outside tissues which make a sort of blazonry or clock-face for it. Yet those who approached Dorothea, though prejudiced against her by this alarming hearsay, found that she had a charm unaccountably reconcilable with it. Most men thought he
r bewitching when she was on horseback. She loved the fresh air and the various aspects of the country, and when her eyes and cheeks glowed with mingled pleasure she looked very little like a devotee. Riding was an indulgence which she allowed herself in spite of conscientious qualms; she felt that she
 enjoyed it in a pagan sensuous way, and always looked forward to renouncing it. She was open, ardent, and not in the least self-admiring; indee d, it was pretty to see how her imagination adorned her sister Celia with attractions altogether superior to her own, and if any gentleman appeared to come to the 
Grange from some other motive than that of seeing Mr. Brooke, she concluded that he must be in love with Celia: Sir James Chettam, for exa mple, whom she constantly considered from Celia's point of view, inwardly debating whether it would be good for Celia to accept him. That he should be 
regarded as a suitor to herself would have seemed to her a ridiculous irrelevance. Dorothea, with a ll her eagerness to know the truths of life,  retained very childlike ideas about marriage. She felt sure that she would have accepted the judicious Hooker, if she ha d bee n born in time to save 
him from that wretched mistake he made in matrimony; or John Milton when his blindness had com e on; or any of the other great men whose  odd habits it would have been glorious piety to endure; but an amiable handsome ba ronet, who said "Exactly" to h er remarks even when
 she expressed uncertainty,--how could he affect her as a lover? The really delightful marriage must  be that where your husband was a sort  of father, and could teach you even Hebrew, if you wished it. These peculiar ities  of Dorothea's character ca used  Mr.  Brooke to be all the 
more blamed in neighboring families for not securing some middle-aged lady as guide and companio n to his nieces. But he himself dread ed so much the sort of superior woman likely to be available for s uc h a position, that he allowed himself to  be  dissuaded by Dorothe
a's objections, and was in this case brave enough to defy the world--that is to say, Mrs. Cadwallader t he Rector's wife, and the small gro up of gentry with whom he visited in the northeast corner of Loam sh ire . So Miss Brooke presided in her uncle's household, and did n
ot at all dislike her new authority, with the homage that belonged to it. Sir James Chettam was going t o dine at the Grange to-day with a nother gentleman whom the girls had never seen, and about wh om Do r othea felt some venerating expectation. This  wa s the R evere
nd Edward Casaubon, noted in the county as a man of profound learning, understood for many years  to be engaged on a great work c oncerning religious history; also as a man of wealth enough to give lus tre to  his  piety, and having views of his own w hi ch  were 
to be more clearly ascertained on the publication of his book. His very name carried an impressiven ess hardly to b e measured witho ut a precise chronology of scholarship. Early in the day Dorothea had r etu rned from the infant school which she ha d s et goi
ng in the village, and was taking her usual place in the pretty sitting-room which divided the bedroo ms of the sis ters, bent on finis hing a plan for some buildings (a kind of work which she delighted in),  whe n Celia, who had been watching her with a  hesi t ating desir
e to propose something, said-- "Dorothea, dear, if you don't mind--if you are not very busy--suppose  we lo oked at mamma's je wels to-day, and divided them? It is exactly six months to-day since un cle gave them to you, and you have not loo ke d at them  yet." Celia's 
face had the shadow of a pouting expression in it, the full presence of the pout being kept back by an  habitual awe of Dorothea a nd principle; two associated facts which might show a mysterious elec tricity if you touched them incautiously. To  h er relief,  Dorothea's eye
s were full of laughter  as she looked up. "What a wonderful little almanac you are, Celia! Is it six c alendar or six lunar months?" "It is the last day of September now, and it was the first of April when un cle g ave them to you. You know, he said t hat h e had forgotten the
m till then. I believe yo u have never thought of them since you locked them up in the cabinet here. " "Well, dear, we should never wear t hem,  you know." Dorothea spoke in a full cordial tone , half ca re ssing, half explanatory. She had her penc il i n her hand, and was 
making tiny side-plans  on a margin. Celia colored, and looked very grave. "I think, dear, we are w anting in respect to mamma's memory,  to  put them by and take no notice of th em. An d," she a dd ed, after hesitating a little, with a rising so b of mortification, "nec
klaces are quite usual now; and Madame Poincon, who was stricter in some things even than you are, used to wear ornaments. And C hristians generally--surely there a re wo men in he av en now who wore jewels." Celia was cons cious of some mental str
ength when she really applied herself to argument. "You would like to wear them?" exclaime d Dorothea, an air of astonished discover y animating her whole person with a dr amat ic action which she had caught from that very Madame P oincon who wore the orna
ments. "Of course, the n, let us have them out. Why did you not tell me before? But the keys , the keys!" She pressed her hands again st the sides of her head and seemed to desp air of her memory.  "They are here," said Celia, with whom this ex planation had been long m
editated and prearran ged. "Pray open the large drawer of the cabinet and get out the jewel- box." The c asket was soon open before th e m, and the various jewels spread out, making a bri ght pa rterre on the table. It was no great collection, b ut a few of the ornaments w
ere really of remarka ble beauty, the finest that was obvious at first being a necklace of pu rple amet hysts set in exquisite gold work, and a pearl cross with five brilliant s in it.  Do rothea immediately took up the necklace and  fastened it round her sister'
s neck, where it fitt ed almost as closely as a bracelet; but the circle suited the Henriett a-Maria style of Celia's head and nec k, and she could see that it did, in th e pier-gla s s opposite. "There, Celia! you can wear tha t with your Indian muslin. But t
his cross you must wear with your dark dresses." Celia was trying not to smile with ple as ure. "O Dodo, you must keep the cros s yourself." "No, no, dear, no," said D orothea, put ting up her hand with care less deprec ati on. "Yes, indeed you m
ust; it would suit you --in your black dress, now," said Celia, insistingly. "You might w ear that." "Not for the world, not for the world. A cr oss is the last thing I would wear as a trinket." Dorot hea shuddered slightly. "Then you will think it wicked in me 
to wear it," said  C elia, uneasily. "No, dear, no," said Dorothea, stroking her si ster's cheek. "Souls have complexions too: what will suit o ne will not suit another." "But you might like t o ke ep it for mamma's sa ke."  "No, I have other things o
f mamma's--he r sandal-wood box which I am so fond of--plenty of th ings. In fact, they are all yours, dear. We need discuss them no longer. There--take away your property." C elia felt a little hurt. T here  was a strong assumption o
f superiority i n th is Puritanic toleration, hardly less trying to the  b lond flesh of an unenthusiastic sister than a Puritanic persecution . "But how can I wear ornaments if you, wh o are th e elder sister, will neve r wear t hem?" "Nay, Celia, that is t
oo much to a sk, tha t I should wear trinkets to keep you in co unte nance. If I were to put on such a necklace as that, I should feel as if I had been pirouetting. The world would go ro und with me, and I should not know how to walk." Celia had unclasp
ed the necklace and drawn  it off. "It would be a little tight for yo ur nec k; something to lie down and hang would suit you better," she said, with  some satisfaction. The complete unfitness of the necklac e from all points o f view for Dorothea, made Celia happier in tak
ing it. She was opening some rin g-boxes, which disclosed a fin e emer ald with diamonds, and just then the sun passing beyond a cloud sent a bright  gleam over the table. "How very beautiful these gems are !" said Doroth ea, under a new current of feeling, as sudden a
s the gleam. "It is strange how  d eeply colors seem to penet rate on e, like scent. I suppose that is the reason why gems are used as spiritual emblems in the Revela tion of St. John. They look like fragments of heaven. I thin k that eme rald is more beautiful than any of them." "And th
ere is a bracelet to match it, " said Celia. "We did no t notic e this at first." "They are lovely," said Dorothea, slipping the ring and bracelet on her finely turned finger and wrist, and holding them towards the window on a level  with h er eyes. All the while her thought was trying to ju
stify her delight in the colo rs b y merging them in her  myst ic religious joy. "You would like those, Dorothea," said Celia, rather falteringly, beginning to think with wonder that her sister showed some weakness, and also that em era lds would suit her own complexion even better th
an purple amethysts. "You mu st kee p that ring and brac elet --if nothing else. But see, these agates are very pretty and quiet." "Yes! I will keep these--this ring and bracelet," said Dorothea. Then, letting her hand fall on the table, she s aid in another tone--"Yet what miserable men find
 such things, and work at them, and se ll them!" She pau se d again, and Celia thought that her sister was going to renounce the ornaments, as in consistency she ought to do. "Yes, dear, I will keep these," said Dorothea, d ecidedly. "But  take all the rest away, and the casket." She took
 up her pencil without removing the jew els, and still l oo king at them. She thought of often having them by her, to feed her eye at these little fountains of pure color. "Shall you wea r them  in company?" said Celia, w ho was watch ing her with real curiosity as to what she would
 do. Dorothea glanced quickly at her sis ter. Across all her imaginative adornment of those whom she loved, there darted now and then a keen discernment, which was not with out  a scorching quality. If Mis s Brooke ever a ttained perfect meekness, it would not be for l
ack of inward fire. "Perhaps," she said, r ather haug htily. "I cannot tell to what level I may sink." Celia blushed, and was unhappy: she saw that she had offended her sister, and da red  not say even anything pre tty a bout the gift  of the ornaments which she put back into th
e box and carried away. Dorothea too wa s unhap py, as she went on with her plan-drawing, questioning the purity of her own feeling and speech in the scene which had ended with  that li ttle explo sion. Celia' s con sciousness to ld her that she had n ot been at all i
n the wrong: it was quite natural and just ifiable  that she should have asked that question, and she repeated to herself that Dorothea was inconsistent: either she should have taken h er full shar e of the je w els , or, after what  she had said, she shoul d ha
ve renounced them altogether. "I am sure --at  least, I trust," thought Celia, "that the wearing of a necklace will not interfere with my prayers. And I do not see that I should be bound by Doroth ea's o pinions now  we are going into  society, though o f co urse 
she herself ought to be bound by them. B ut Dorothea is not always consistent." Thus Celia, mutely bending over her tapestry, until she heard her sister calling her. "Here, Kitty, co me and look at my plan; I sh all think I am a great a rchitect, if I have  n ot got i
ncompatible stairs and fireplaces." As C elia bent over the paper, Dorothea p ut her cheek against her sister's arm caressingly. Celia understood the action. Dorothea saw that she h ad been in the wrong, a nd Celia p ardoned her. Since th ey could rememb er, there had 
been a mixture of criticism and awe in t he attitude of Celia's mind towards h er elder sister. The younger had always worn a yoke; but is there any yoked creature without its private opinions? CH APTE R II. "'D im e; no ves aquel cabal lero que hacia nos otros vie
ne sobre un caballo rucio rodado que tr ae puesto en la cabeza un yelmo de or o?' 'Lo que veo y columbro,' respondio Sancho, 'no es sino un hombre sobre un as no pardo como el mio, que trae so bre la cabeza una c osa que relumbra.' ' Pues ese es el ye lmo d
e Mambrino,' dijo Don Quijote."--CER VANTES. "'Seest thou not yon cavalier  who come th toward us on a dapple-gray steed, and weareth a golden helmet?' 'What I see,' answered Sancho, 'is noth i ng but a man on a gra y ass like my own, who carries som e thing s
hiny on his head.' 'Just so,' answere d Don Quixote: 'and that resplendent o bject is th e helmet of Mambrino.'" "Sir Humphry Davy?" said Mr. Brooke, over the soup, in his easy smiling way, taking u p Si r James Chettam's re mark that he was st udying Davy's  Ag ricultural 
Chemistry. "Well, now, Sir Humphr y Davy; I dined with him years ago at  C artw right's, and Wordsworth was there too--the poet Wordsworth, you know. Now there was something singula r. I  wa s at Cambridge when Wor dsworth was there , and I never  met him--and I di
ned with him twenty years afterwa rds at Cartwright's. There's an oddi ty  i n things, now. But Davy was there: he was a poet too. Or, as I may say, Wordsworth was poet one, and Davy w as po et two. That was true in every sen se, you know." D orothea felt  a little mo
re uneasy than usual. In the begi nning of dinner, the party being s mall and th e room still, these motes from the mass of a magistrate's mind fell too noticeably. She wondered ho w a man like Mr. Casaubon would support  such triviality. His manne rs,  she tho
ught, were very dignified; the s et of his iron-gray hair and his d eep eye-sock ets made him resemble the portrait of Locke. He had the spare form and the pale complexion which becam e a student; as different as possible from the b looming Engli shman o f th e red-whis
kered type represented by Sir  James Chettam. "I am reading the Agricultural C hemistry," said this excellent baronet, "because I am going to take one of the farms into my own hands, and see if something cannot be done in setting a good pa ttern of farmin g amon g my tenants. Do y
ou approve of that, Miss Bro oke?" "A great mistake, Chetta m," interposed Mr. Bro oke, "going into electrifying your land and that kind of thing, and making a parlor of your cow-house. It won't do. I went into science a great deal myself at one time ; but I saw it w ould no t do. It leads to ev
erything; you can let nothin g alone. No, no--see that you r tenants don't sell their st raw, and that kind of thing; and give them draining-tiles, you know. But your fancy farming will not do--the most expensive sort of whistle you can buy: you may as  well keep a p ack of hounds." "Surely,"
 said Dorothea, "it is better  to spend money in finding  out how men can make the most of the land which supports them all, than in keeping dogs and horses only to gallop over it. It is not a sin to make yourself poor in performing experiments for t he good of all."  She s poke with more en
ergy than is expected of s o young a lady, but Sir Ja mes had appealed to her. He was accustomed to do so, and she had often thought that she could urge him to many good actions when he was her brother-in-law. Mr. Casaubon turned his eyes ver y markedly on  Dorot hea while she was 
speaking, and seemed to  observe her newly. "Youn g ladies don't understand political economy, you know," said Mr. Brooke, smiling towards Mr. Casaubon. "I remember when we were all reading Adam Smith. There is a book, now. I took in all the new  ideas at one time-- human perfec
tibility, now. But some s ay, history moves in circle s; and that may be very well argued; I have argued it myself. The fact is, human reason may carry you a little too far--over the hedge, in fact. It carried me a good way at one time; but I saw it would not do. I pulled up ; I pul led up  in ti
me. But not too hard. I h ave always been in favor o f a little theory: we must have Thought; else we shall be landed back in the dark ages. But talking of books, there is Southey's 'Peninsular War.' I am reading that of a morning. Yo u know Southey? " "No" said M r. Ca saubon, not
 keeping pace with Mr. Brooke's impetuous reaso n, and thinking of the book only. "I have little leisure for such literature just now. I have been using up my eyesight on old characters lately; the fact is, I want a reader for my even ings ; but I a m fastidious i n v oices, and I cann
ot endure listening to a n imperfect reader. It is a misfortune, in some senses: I feed too much on the inward sources; I live too much with the dead. My mind is something like the ghost of an ancient, wandering about the world an d tr ying me ntally to c ons truct it as it used t

o  be, in spite of ruin and c onfusing changes. But I find it necessary to use the utmost caution about my eyesight." This was the first time that Mr. Casaubon had spoken at any length. He delivered himself with  p recision, as if  he h ad been called upo
n to make a public  statement; and the balanced sing-song neatness of his speech, occasionally corresponded to by a movement of his head, was the more conspicuous from its contrast with good Mr. Broo ke's scr appy sloven lines s. Dorothea said to
 herself that Mr. Casa ubon  was the most interesting man she had ever seen, not excepting even Monsieur Liret, the Vaudois clergyman who had given conferences on the history of the Waldenses. To reconstruc t a pas t world, dou btle ss with a view to th
e highest purposes of truth--what a work  to be in any way present at, to assist in, though only as a lamp-holder! This elevating thought lifted her above her annoyance at being twitted with her ignorance of polit ic al econo my, that neve r-ex plained science whi
ch was thrust as an ex tinguisher over all her li g hts. "But you are fond of riding, Miss Brooke," Sir James presently took an opportunity of saying. "I should have thought you would enter a little into the  pleasures  of huntin g. I wish you wo uld let me send over 
a chestnut hors e for  you to try. It has been  trained for a  lady. I saw you on Saturday cantering over the hill on a nag not worthy of you. My groom shall bring Corydon for you every day, if you will only mention th e t ime. " "Thank you , y ou are very good. I me
an to giv e up  riding. I shall not ri de any more," said Do rothea, urged to this brusque resolution by a little annoyance that Sir James would be soliciting her attention  when she wanted to give it all t o M r. Casaubon.  "No, that is too hard," s
aid Sir  Jam es, in a tone of r eproach that showed strong inter est. "Your sister is given to self-mortification, is she not?" he continued, tur ning to Celia, who sat at his right hand . "I th in k she is," sai d Celia, feeling afraid les
t she sho u ld say somet hing that would not please her sister, and blushing a s prettily as possible above her necklace. "She li kes giving up." "If that were true, Celia, my giving-up would be self-indulg ence, not self-mortificatio
n. But  th ere  may be g ood reasons for choosing not to do what is very agreeable," said Dor othea. Mr. Brooke was speaking at the same time, but it was evident that Mr. Casaubon was observing Dor othea, and she was aware 
of it. "Exactly," sai d Sir Ja me s. "You give up from some high, generous motive." "No, indeed, not exactly.  I did not say that of myself," answered Dorothea, reddening. Unlike Celia, she ra rely blushed, and only from high delight o
r anger. At thi s mome nt she  felt angry with the perverse Sir James. Why did he not pay attention to Celia, and leave  her to listen to Mr. Casaubon?--if that learned man would only t alk, instead of all owing himself to be talked to
 by Mr. Brooke , who  was just the n informing him that the Reformation either meant something or it did not, that he himself was a Protestant to the core, but th at Catholicism was a fact; and as to refusing an ac re of your g round for a Romanist chapel,
 all men needed  the  b ridle of religion, which, properly speaking, was the dread of a Hereafter. "I made a great study of theology at one time," said Mr. Brooke, as if to explain the in sight just manifested. "I know someth ing of all sc hools. I knew Wilberforce in h
is best days. Do you kn ow Wilberforce?" Mr. Casaubon said, "No." "Well, Wilberforce was perhaps not enough of a thinker; but if I went into Parliament, as I have been asked to do, I should sit o n the independent bench, as Wilberfor ce did,  an d work at philanthropy." Mr. C
asaubon bowed, and ob served that it was a wide field. "Yes," said Mr. Brooke, with an easy smile, "but I have documents. I began a long while ago to collect documents. They want arranging, but when a qu estion has struck me, I have w ritte n to s omebody and got an answer. I
 have documents at my back. But now, how do you arrange your documents?" "In pigeon-holes partly," said Mr. Casaubon, with rather a startled air of effort. "Ah, pigeon-holes will not do. I have tried pigeon-holes, but everything gets mixed in pi geon-h oles: I never know whether a 
paper is in A or Z." "I wi sh you would let me sort your papers for you, uncle," said Dorothea. "I would letter them all, and then make a list of subjects under each letter." Mr. Casaubon gravely smiled approval, and said to Mr. Brooke, "You have a n excellen t secretary at hand, you perce
ive." "No, no," said Mr. Brooke, shaking his head; "I cannot let young ladies meddle with my documents. Young ladies are too flighty." Dorothea felt hurt. Mr. Casaubon would think that her uncle had some special reason for delivering this opin ion, where as the remark lay in his mind a
s lightly as the broken  wing of an insect among all the other fragments there, and a chance current had sent it alighting on her. When the two girls were in the drawing-room alone, Celia said-- "How very ugly Mr. Casaubon is!" "Celia! He is o ne of the mo st distinguished-looking men I e
ver saw. He is remar kably like the portrait of Locke. He has the same deep eye-sockets." "Had Locke those two white moles with hairs on them?" "Oh, I dare say! when people of a certain sort looked at him," said Dorothea, walking away a  little. "Mr. C asaubon is so sallow." "All the b
etter. I suppose yo u a dmire a man with the complexion of a cochon de lait." "Dodo!" exclaimed Celia, looking after her in surprise. "I never heard you make such a com parison before." "Why should I make it before the occasion cam e? It is a goo d comparison: the match is perf
ect." Miss Brooke  was clearly forgetting herself, and Celia thought so. "I wonder you show temper, Dorothea." "It is so painful in you, Celia, that you will look at hum an beings as if they were merely animals with a toilet, and n ever see the  great soul in a man's face." "Ha
s Mr. Casaubon  a great  soul?" Celia was not without a touch of naive malice. "Yes, I believe he has," said Dorothea, with the full voice of decision. "Everything I se e in him corresponds to his pamphlet on Biblical Cosm ol ogy." "He t alks very little," said Celia "Ther
e is no one for  him to ta lk to." Celia thought privately, "Dorothea quite despises Sir James Chettam; I believe she would not accept him." Celia felt that this was a  pity. She had never been deceived as to the object of th e baronet's  interest. Sometimes, indeed, sh
e had reflecte d that Dod o would perhaps not make a husband happy who ha d not her way of looking at things; and stifled in the depths of her heart was the feeling that her sister was too religious for fam ily co mfort. Noti ons and scruples were like spilt 
needles, mak ing one afra id of treading, or sitting down, or even eating. W hen Miss Brooke was at the tea-table, Sir James came to sit down by he r, not having felt her mode of answering him at all offe nsive. Wh y should he? He thought it proba
ble that Miss  Brooke liked  him, and manners must be very marked inde ed before they cease to be interpreted by preconceptions either c onfident or distrustful. She was thoroughly ch arming t o him, b ut of course he theorized a little 
about his att achment. He w as made of excellent human dough, and ha d the rare merit of knowing that his talents, even if let loos e, would not set the smallest stream in the c ounty on f ire: hen ce he liked the prospect of a wife
 to whom he  could say, "Wh at shall we do?" about this or that; who c ould help her husband out with reasons, and would als o have the property qualification for doing so. As to th e exces sive religiousness alleged again
st Miss Bro oke, he had a ver y indefinite notion of what it consisted in, and thought that it would die out with marriage. In short, he felt himself to be in love in the rig ht place, and  was re ady to endure a great deal of pre
dominance , which, after all, a man could always put down when h e liked. Sir James had no idea that he should ever like  to put down the predominance of this han dsome girl, in  whos e cleverness he delighted. Why 
not? A ma n's mind--what the re is of it--has always the advantage  of being masculine,--as the smallest birch-tree is of a  higher kind than the most soaring palm,--a nd even his ig noran ce is of a sounder quality. Sir J
ames mig ht not have origina ted this estimate; but a kind Provid ence furnishes the limpest personality with a little gum  or starch in the form of tradition. "Let me h ope that you w ill res cind that resolution about the 
horse, Mi ss Brooke," said th e persevering admirer. "I assure y ou, riding is the most healthy of exercises." "I am aware  of it," said Dorothea, coldly. "I think it would  do Celia good --if s he would take to it." "But you
 are such  a perfect horsewo man." "Excuse me; I have had very  little practice, and I should be easily thrown." "The n that is a reason for more practice. Every lady o ught to be a p erf ect horsewoman, that she m
ay accom pany her husband. " "You see how widely we differ, Sir  James. I have made up my mind that I ought not to be a perfect horsewoman, and so I should never corresp ond to your p atte rn of a lady." Dorothea loo
ked straig ht before her, and  spoke with cold brusquerie, very mu ch with the air of a handsome boy, in amusing contrast w ith the solicitous amiability of her admirer. "I should like to know  yo ur reasons for this cruel 
resolution . It is not possibl e that you should think horsemanship wrong." "It is quite possible that I shoul d think it wrong for me." "Oh, why?" said Sir James, i n a tender t o ne of remonstrance. Mr.
 Casaubon  had come up t o the table, teacup in hand, and was listenin g. "We must not inquire too c uriou sly into motives," he interposed, in his measured w ay. "Miss Brooke knows that th
ey are apt t o become feebl e in the utterance: the aroma is mixed with the gr o sser air. We must keep  th e g erminating grain away from the light." Dorothea colored w ith pleasure, and loo
ked up gra tefully to the sp eaker. Here was a man who could understand the highe r inward life, and with  wh om th ere could be some spiritual communion; nay, w ho could ill uminate principle wi
th the wide st knowledge a man whose learning almost amounted to a proof of wh atever he believed!  Dor othea' s inferences may seem large; but really life could  never have  gone on at any per
iod but for this liberal a llowance of conclusions, which has facilitated marriage u nder the difficulties of civ ilization. Has any one ever pinched into its pilul ous smalln ess the cobweb of 
pre-matrim onial acqu aintanceship? "Certainly," said good Sir James. "Miss Br ooke shall not be urge d to tell reasons she would rather be silent up on. I am  sure her reasons 
would do h er hon or." He was not in the least jealous of the interest with w hich Dorothea had looked up at Mr. Casaubon: it never occurre d to him that a gi
rl to whom h e w as meditating an offer of marriage could care for a dried bookworm t owar ds fifty, except, indeed, in a religious sort of way, as for a cl
ergyman of some distinction. However , since Miss Brooke had be come enga ged i n a conversation with Mr. Casaubon about the  Vaudois clerg
y, Sir James  betook himse lf to Celia, a nd talked to her about her s ister; spoke o f a house in town, and asked whether Miss Bro oke disliked L
ondon. Awa y from her sist er, Celia tal ked quite easily, and Sir Ja mes said to  himself that the second Miss Brooke was certai nly very agre
eable as wel l as pretty, thoug h not, as  some people pretended, m ore clev er and sensible than the elder sister. He felt that he had  chosen the 
one who wa s in all respects  the  superior; and a man naturally  l ikes t o lo ok forward to having the best. He would be the very M awworm of 
bachelors wh o pretended not to  e xpect it. CHAPTER III. "Say, godd ess,  wh at en sued, when Raphael, The affable archangel . . . Eve The  story hear
d attentive, a nd was filled With ad miration, and deep muse, to hear O f thing s so  high an d strange." --Paradise Lost, B. vii. If it had really occurre d to Mr. C
asaubon to t hink of Miss Brooke a s a suitable wife for him, the reason s that mig ht i nduce he r to accept him were already planted in her mind, and by  the even
ing of the ne xt day the reasons had budded and bloomed. For they had ha d a l ong c onversatio n in the morning, while Celia, who did not like the compa ny of Mr.
 Casaubon' s moles and sallowness,  had escaped to the vicarage to play  with the c ur ate's ill- shod but me rry children. Dorothea by this time had looked deep into the ung
auged rese rvoir of Mr. Casaubon's m ind, seeing reflected there in vague l abyrinthine exte nsion ev ery quality s he herself brought; had opened much of her own experi ence to 
him, and h ad understood from him the scope of his great work, also of a tt ractively labyrin thine ext ent. For he had been as instructive as Milton's "affable archangel;" and wit
h somethi ng of the archangelic ma nner he told her how he had undertak en t o show (wh a t indeed had been attempted before, but not with that thoroughness, justi ce of co
mparison,  and effectiveness of arr angement at which Mr. Casaubon ai med) that all th e mythica l system s or errati c mythical fragments in the world were corruptions of a traditi
on origin ally revealed. Having  once mastered the true position a nd tak en a firm f oo ting there, the vast field of mythica l constructions became intelligible, nay, luminous wit h the re
flected lig ht of correspo ndences. But to gather in this great harvest of truth wa s  no light or speedy work. His not es already made a formidable range of volumes, but the crow ning ta
sk would  be to con dense these voluminous still-accumulat ing resul ts and bring the m, like the earlier vintage of Hip pocratic bo oks, to fit a little shelf. In explaining  this to
 Dorothe a, M r. Casaubon expressed himself nearly a s he would have done to a fel low-student, for he had not t wo styles o f talking at command: it is true tha t whe
n he use d a Greek or Latin phrase he always gave th e English with scrupulous care, but he would probably hav e done this  in any case. A learned provincial  clerg
yman is accustomed to think of his acquaintances a s of "lords, knyg htes, and other n oble and worthi men, tha t conne Lat yn but lytille." Dorothea was altogethe r capt
ivated b y the wide embrace of this conception. Here  was something b eyond the sha llows of ladies' school literature: h ere was  a living Bossuet, whose work wo uld re
concile  complete knowledge with devoted piety; h ere was a modern Au gust ine who united the g lories of doc tor and saint. The sanctity seemed no les s clear
ly mark ed than the learning, for when Doroth ea was impelled to open  her mind on certa in themes which she could speak of to no one whom  she ha
d befor e seen at Tipton, especially on the secondary importance of e cclesiastical for ms and articles of belief compared with that spiritu al religio
n, that  submergence of self in communio n with Divine perfection which  seemed to he r to be expressed in the best Christian books of  widely d
istant  ages, she found in Mr. Casaubon a l i stener who understood her at o nce, who co uld assure her of his own agreement with tha t view wh
en d uly tempered with wise conformity, a nd could mention historical exa mples bef ore unknown to her. "He thinks with me," said Dorot
hea to herself, "or rather, he thinks a whol e world of which my thought is b ut a poo r twopenny mirror. And his feelings too , his whole 
exp erience--what a lake compared with my lit tle pool!" Miss Brooke argued fro m word s and dispositions not less unhesitat ingly than o
ther  young ladies of her age. Signs are small m easurable things, but interpretati ons a re illimitable, and in girls of swee t, ardent nat
ure,  every sign is apt to conjure up wonder, hop e, belief, vast as a sky, and colo red  by a diffused thimbleful of m atter in the s
hap e of knowledge. They are not always too gros sly deceived; for Sinbad himse lf may have fallen by good-luc k on a true de
scri ption, and wrong reasoning sometimes lands poor mortals in right conclusio n s: starting a long way off th e true point, an
d pro ceeding by loops and zigzags, we now and the n arrive just where we ought t o be. Because Miss Brook e was hasty in h
er tru st, it is not therefore clear that Mr. Casaubon w as unworthy of it. He stayed a little longer than he had i ntended, on a sli
ght pr essure of invitation from Mr. Brooke, who offere d no bait except his own doc um ents on machine-breaki ng and rick-burnin
g. Mr. Casaubon was called into the library to look at t hese in a heap, while his ho s t picked up first one an d then the other to 
read al oud from in a skipping and uncertain way, pass ing from one unfinished pa ssage to another with  a "Yes, now, but h
ere!" a nd finally pushing them all aside to open the jo urnal of his youthful Contine nt al travels. "Look her e--here is all about 
Greece.  Rhamnus, the ruins of Rhamnus--you are a gr eat Grecian, now. I don't kno w w hether you have g iven much study to
 the topo graphy. I spent no end of time in making out th ese things--Helicon, now. He r e, now!--'W e started the next  morning for Parna
ssus, the  double-peaked Parnassus.' All this volume is about Greece, you know," M r. Brooke wound  up, rubbing his thumb transversel
y along t he edges of the leaves as he held the book for ward. Mr. Casaubon made a  dignified though  somewhat sad audience; bowed
 in the ri ght place, and avoided looking at anything do cumentary as far as possibl e, without showin g disregard or i mpatience; mind
ful that t his desultoriness was associated with the ins titutions of the country, and  that the man who t ook him on this  severe mental 
scamper  was not only an amiable host, but a landhold er and custos rotulorum. W as his endurance aide d also by the r eflection that 
Mr. Broo ke was the uncle of Dorothea? Certainly he se emed more and more bent  on making her talk to h im, on drawi ng her out, as 
Celia re marked to herself; and in looking at her his fac e was often lit up by a sm ile like pale wintry sunsh ine. Befor e he left the ne
xt morni ng, while taking a pleasant walk with Miss Bro oke along the gravelled te rrace, he had mentioned t o her th at he felt the di
sadvant age of loneliness, the need of that cheerful co mpanionship with which t he presence of youth can li ghten  or vary the seri
ous toils  of maturity. And he delivered this statement w ith as much careful preci sion as if he had been a di plom atic envoy whos
e words would be attended with results. Indeed, Mr. Ca saubon was not used to  expect that he should ha ve to repeat or revise
 his com munications of a practical or personal kind. Th e inclinations which he  had deliberately stated o n t he 2d of October h
e would t hink it enough to refer to by the mention of th at date; judging by the s tandard of his own memo ry , which was a volu
me wher e a vide supra could serve instead of repetitio ns, and not the ordinary  long-used blotting-book  w hich only tells of for
gotten w riting. But in this case Mr. Casaubon's confide nce was not likely to be  falsified, for Dorothea h eard  and  retained wha
t he said with the eager interest of a fresh young natur e to which every variet y in experience is an ep och. I t wa s three o'clock
 in the bea utiful breezy autumn day when Mr. Casaubon  drove off to his Rector y at Lowick, only five m iles fr om Tipton; and Do
rothea, who  had on her bonnet and shawl, hurried alon g the shrubbery and ac ross the park that she might w and er through the b
ordering woo d with no other visible companionship tha n that of Monk, the Gre at St. Bernard dog, wh o always  to ok care of the yo
ung ladies in t heir walks. There had risen before her the  girl's vision of a poss ible future for herself t o which she  lo ok ed fo rward wit
h trembling ho pe, and she wanted to wander on in that v isionary future withou t interruption. She walked  briskly in the b ris k air,  th e colo
r rose in her ch eeks, and her straw bonnet (which our co ntemporaries might l ook at with conjectural curio sity as at an obs ol e t e form of 
basket) fell a lit tle backward. She would perhaps b e hardly characterize d enough if it were omitted tha t she wore her brow n  hair f
latly braided a nd coiled behind so as to expose  the outline of her he ad in a da ring manner at a tim e when  public feeling req uired t
he meagrenes s of nature to be  dissimulated b y tall barricades of f rizzed cur ls and bows, never s urpassed by any great race except th e Feejee
an. This was a t rait of Miss Br oo ke's ascetic ism. But there was  nothing o f an ascetic's ex pression in her bright full eyes, as she looked before h er, not cons ciously se
eing, but absorbi ng int o th e i ntensity of her mood, the solemn g lo r y of the after noon with its l ong swathes of light between the far-of f row
s of limes, whose  sh ad o ws touche d each othe r. All peo ple, you ng or old (t hat is, all people in those ante-reform tim es), 
would have th o u ght her  a n in teres tin g object if t hey had referred the glow in her eye s an d cheeks to the newly  awakened ordin ary images  of 
young love: t he i ll usions of Chloe a bout Strephon have been sufficiently consecrated in poetry, as the pathetic loveliness of all spontaneous trust ought to be. Miss Pippin 
adoring young Pu mpkin, and dreaming along endless vistas of unwearying companionship, was a little drama which never tired our fathers and mothers, and had been put into all cost
umes. Let b ut Pumpkin have a figure which would sustain the disadvantages of the shortwaisted swallow-tail, and everybody felt it not only natural but necessary to the perfection of womanhood, that a sweet girl shou
ld be at o nce conv inced of his virt ue, h is exceptional ability, and above all, his perfect sincerity. But perhaps no persons then living--certainly none in the neighborhood of Tipton--would have had a sympathetic understanding for the dreams of a girl whose notions a
bout ma rriage took their color entirely from an exalted enthusiasm about the ends of life, an enthusiasm which was lit chiefly by its own fire, and included neither the niceties of the trousseau, the pattern of plate, nor even the honors and sweet joys of the blooming matron. It had 
now entered Dorothea's mind that Mr. Casaubon might wish to make her his wife, a nd the idea that he would do so touched her with a sort of reverential gratitude. How good of him--nay, it would be almost as if a winged messenger had suddenly stood beside her path and held out his hand towards her! F
or a long while she had been oppressed by the indefiniteness which hung in her mind, like a thick summer haze, over all her desire to make her life greatly effective. What could she do, what ought she to do?--she, hardly more than a budding woman, but yet with an active conscience and a great mental nee
d, not to be satisfied by a girlish instruction comparable to the nibblings and judgments of a discursive mouse. With some endowment of stupidity and conceit, she might have thought that a Christian young lady of fortune should find her ideal of life in village charities, patronage of the humbler clergy, the 
perusal of "Female Scripture Characters," unfolding the private experience of Sara under the Old Dispensation, and Dorcas under the New, and the care of her soul over her embroidery in her own boudoir--with a background of prospective marriage to a man who, if less strict than herself, as being involved 


