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About the Author

George Eliot was born Mary Anne (later Marian) Evans on 22 November 1819 at South Farm, Arbury in Warwickshire, where her father was estate manager. When she was five months old, the family moved to a farmhouse at Griff, her beloved home until she was twenty-one. Because of her father’s position, the young Marian had access to the library at Arbury Hall and made full use of it. She boarded at schools in Coventry and Nuneaton, where she studied a considerable range of literature and excelled at English composition and piano playing.

After her mother’s death in 1836 she became her father’s housekeeper. In 1841 the family moved to Coventry, where Marian was introduced to the free-thinking Charles Bray and his wife Cara. Their social circle greatly enriched her life, influencing her reading, her thinking and her early career. Her father died in 1849 when she was 30 - well past the normal marriageable age - but he left her £100 a year which gave her a certain amount of independence. She moved to London and became a distinguished editor of the Westminster Review, where she met the talented and many-sided author, George Henry Lewes. Lewes was still married to his wife, although he had condoned her adultery, so he and Marian were unable to marry. Despite this, they lived together until his death in 1878. Marian’s rejection by her friends, family and society in general over her common law marriage is reflected in the ostracising of Maggie Tulliver in The Mill on the Floss.

Lewes was extremely supportive of Marian’s artistic endeavours and it was he who first encouraged her to write fiction. The success of Adam Bede, published in 1859, confirmed her literary powers. She adopted the masculine name George Eliot partly to distance herself from ‘silly’ female romance writers but also to cover up the tricky subject of her marital status. The publication of Adam Bede led to intense speculation about the author and eventually Marian came  forward. Despite her fears of being shunned, her marital situation did not affect her popularity and she was even introduced to Princess Louise, who was a fan.

Her last novel was Daniel Deronda, which was published in 1876. After Lewes’s death she once again courted controversy by marrying John Cross, a man twenty years younger than herself. However, she died not long afterwards of kidney disease, on 22 December 1880, at the age of 61. Her other major novels apart from those mentioned above are Silas Marner (1861) and Middlemarch (1872).
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MIDDLEMARCH

A Study of Provincial Life

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 forth 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 uncles, 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 from 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 failure 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 by no coherent social faith and order which could perform the function of knowledge for the ardently willing soul. Their ardour 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 that 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. Meanwhile the indefiniteness remains, and the limits of variation are really much wider than anyone would imagine from the sameness of women’s coiffure and the favourite 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 living 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-recognisable deed.




BOOK I

Miss Brooke




CHAPTER 1

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 wear sleeves bare of style; and her profile as well as her stature and bearing seemed to gain the more dignity from her plain garments. She was usually spoken of as being remarkably clever, but with the addition that her sister Celia had more common-sense. Celia wore scarcely more trimmings; and it was only to close observers that her dress differed from 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 were unquestionably ‘good’. Young women of such birth, living in a quiet country house, naturally regarded frippery as the ambition of a huckster’s daughter, but in Miss Brooke’s case, religious feeling alone would have determined plain dress; and Celia mildly acquiesced in all her sister’s sentiments. Dorothea could not reconcile the anxieties of a spiritual life with a keen interest in drapery. Her mind yearned after some lofty conception of the world which might frankly include the parish of Tipton and her own rule of conduct there. She, the elder of the sisters, was not yet twenty, and both had been educated, since they were about twelve years old, 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 disadvantages 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. 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.

Dorothea was regarded as an heiress; for not only had the sisters seven hundred a-year each, but if Dorothea married and had a son, that son would inherit Mr Brooke’s estate.

The rural opinion about the new young ladies was generally in favour of Celia, as being 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. Yet most men thought Dorothea bewitching when she was on horseback, when her eyes and cheeks glowed with mingled pleasure. Riding was an indulgence she allowed herself and always looked forward to renouncing. She was not in the least self-admiring; indeed, 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 example. That he should be regarded as a suitor to herself would have seemed to her a ridiculous irrelevance. Dorothea, with all her eagerness to know the truths of life, felt sure that 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 peculiarities of Dorothea’s character caused Mr Brooke to be all the more blamed in neighbouring families for not securing some middle-aged lady as guide and companion to his nieces. But he dreaded so much that sort of superior woman, that he allowed himself to be dissuaded by Dorothea’s objections, and was in this case brave enough to defy the world - that is to say, Mrs Cadwallader, the Rector’s wife, and the small group of gentry with whom he visited in the north-east corner of Loamshire.

Sir James Chettam was going to dine at the Grange today with another gentleman about whom Dorothea felt some venerating expectation. Reverend Edward Casaubon was a man of profound learning, understood for many years to be engaged on a great work concerning religious history, wealthy enough to give lustre to his piety.

Early in the day Dorothea was taking her usual place in the pretty  sitting-room which divided the bedrooms of the sisters, bent on finishing a plan for some buildings (a kind of work which she delighted in), when Celia, watching her with a hesitating desire to propose something, said -

‘Dorothea dear, if you are not very busy - suppose we looked at mamma’s jewels today, and divided them? It is exactly six months since uncle gave them to you, and you have not looked at them yet.’

‘Well, dear, we should never wear them, you know.’ Dorothea spoke in a full cordial tone, half-caressing, half-explanatory.

Celia coloured, and looked very grave. ‘I think, dear, we are wanting in respect to mamma’s memory, to take no notice of them. And,’ she added, with a rising sob of mortification, ‘necklaces are quite usual now; and surely there are women in heaven now who wore jewels.’

‘You would like to wear them?’ exclaimed Dorothea, with an air of astonished discovery. ‘Why did you not tell me before? Pray open the large drawer of the cabinet and get out the jewel-box.’

The casket was soon open, and the jewels spread out on the table. A few of the ornaments were really of remarkable beauty, the finest being a necklace of purple amethysts set in exquisite gold work, and a pearl cross with five brilliants in it. Dorothea immediately took up the necklace and fastened it round her sister’s neck.

‘There, Celia! you can wear that with your Indian muslin. But this cross you must wear with your dark dresses.’

Celia was trying not to smile with pleasure. ‘O Dodo, you must keep the cross yourself. You might wear that.’

‘A cross is the last thing I would wear as a trinket.’ Dorothea shuddered slightly. ‘In fact, they are all yours, dear. We need discuss them no longer.’

Celia felt a little hurt. ‘But how can I wear ornaments if you, who are the elder sister, will never wear them?’

‘Nay, Celia, that is too much to ask, that I should wear trinkets to keep you in countenance.’

Celia had unclasped the necklace and drawn it off. ‘It would be a little tight for your neck,’ she said, with some satisfaction. The complete unfitness of the necklace from all points of view for Dorothea, made Celia happier in taking it. She was opening some ring-boxes, which disclosed a fine emerald with diamonds.

‘How very beautiful these gems are!’ said Dorothea, under a new current of feeling. ‘It is strange how deeply colours seem to penetrate one. They look like fragments of heaven. I think that emerald is more beautiful than any of them.’

‘And there is a bracelet to match it,’ said Celia.

‘They are lovely,’ said Dorothea, slipping the ring and bracelet on her finger and wrist and holding them towards the window. All the while her thought was trying to justify her delight in the colours by merging them in her mystic religious joy.

‘You would like those, Dorothea,’ said Celia, beginning to think with wonder that her sister showed some weakness, and also that emeralds would suit her own complexion even better than purple amethysts. ‘You must keep that ring and bracelet - if nothing else. But see, these agates are very pretty - and quiet.’

‘Yes! I will keep these - this ring and bracelet,’ said Dorothea, then in another tone - ‘Yet what miserable men find such things, work at them, and sell them!’ She paused again; 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, decidedly. ‘But take all the rest away, and the casket.’

She took up her pencil without removing the jewels, and still looking at them.

‘Shall you wear them in company?’ said Celia.

Dorothea glanced quickly at her sister. ‘Perhaps,’ she said, rather haughtily. ‘I cannot tell to what level I may sink.’

Celia blushed: she saw that she had offended her sister. Dorothea too was unhappy, as she went on with her plan-drawing, questioning the purity of her own feeling.

Celia’s consciousness told her it was quite natural and justifiable that she should have asked that question; she repeated to herself that Dorothea was inconsistent: either she should have taken her full share of the jewels, or, after what she had said, she should have renounced them altogether.

‘Here, Kitty, come and look at my plan.’ As Celia bent over the paper, Dorothea put her cheek against her sister’s arm caressingly. Celia understood the action. Dorothea saw that she had been in the wrong, and Celia pardoned her. Since they could remember, there  had been a mixture of criticism and awe in Celia’s attitude towards her elder sister. The younger had always worn a yoke; but is there any yoked creature without its private opinions?




CHAPTER 2

‘Sir Humphrey Davy?’ said Mr Brooke, over the soup, taking up Sir James Chettam’s remark that he was studying Davy’s Agricultural Chemistry. ‘Well, now, I dined with him years ago at Cartwright’s.’

Mr Casaubon’s manners, Dorothea thought, were very dignified; the set of his iron-grey hair and his deep eye-sockets made him resemble the portrait of Locke. The spare form and pale complexion were as different as possible from Sir James Chettam’s.

‘I am reading the Agricultural Chemistry,’ 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 pattern of farming among my tenants. Do you approve of that, Miss Brooke?’

‘A great mistake, Chettam,’ interposed Mr Brooke. ‘I went into science myself at one time; but I saw it leads to everything; you can let nothing alone - it’s expensive.’

‘Surely,’ said Dorothea, ‘it is not a sin to make yourself poor in performing experiments for the good of all.’

She spoke with more energy than is expected of so young a lady, but Sir James had appealed to her, and she often thought that she could urge him to many good actions when he was her brother-in-law.

Mr Casaubon turned his eyes very markedly on Dorothea, and seemed to observe her newly.

‘Young ladies don’t understand political economy, you know,’ said Mr Brooke, smiling towards Mr Casaubon. ‘I have always been in favour of a little theory: we must have Thought, else we shall be landed back in the dark ages. Talking of books, there is Southey’s “Peninsular War”. I am reading that of a morning. You know Southey?’

‘No,’ said Mr Casaubon, ‘I have been using up my eyesight on old characters lately; the fact is, I want a reader for my evenings; but I  am fastidious in voices; I cannot endure listening to an imperfect reader. It is a misfortune: I live too much with the dead. My mind is something like the ghost of an ancient, wandering about the world and trying mentally to construct it as it used to be, in spite of ruin and confusing 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 and the balanced sing-song neatness of his speech was occasionally corresponded to by a movement of his head. Mr Casaubon was the most interesting man Dorothea had ever seen. To construct a past world, doubtless with a view to the highest purposes of truth - what a work to assist in, though only as a lamp-holder!

‘You are fond of riding, Miss Brooke,’ Sir James took an opportunity of saying. ‘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 the time.’

‘Thank you, you are very good. I shall not ride any more,’ said Dorothea, urged to this brusque resolution by a little annoyance that Sir James would be soliciting her attention when she wanted to give it all to Mr Casaubon.

‘No, that is too hard,’ said Sir James. ‘Your sister is given to self-mortification, is she not?’ he continued, turning to Celia.

‘I think she is,’ said Celia, blushing as prettily as possible above her necklace. ‘She likes giving up.’

‘If that were true, Celia, my giving up would be self-indulgence, not self-mortification. But there may be good reasons for choosing not to do what is very agreeable,’ said Dorothea, aware that Mr Casaubon was observing her.

‘Exactly,’ said Sir James. ‘You give up from some high, generous motive.’

‘No, indeed, I did not say that of myself,’ answered Dorothea, reddening. Unlike Celia, she rarely blushed, and only from high delight or anger. At this moment she felt angry with the perverse Sir James. Why did he not pay attention to Celia, and leave her to listen to Mr Casaubon?

‘I made a great study of theology at one time,’ said Mr Brooke. ‘I knew Wilberforce in his best days. Do you know 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 on the independent bench as Wilberforce did, and work at philanthropy.’

Mr Casaubon bowed, and observed that it was a wide field.

‘Yes,’ said Mr Brooke, with an easy smile, ‘but I began a long while ago to collect documents. They want arranging.’

‘I wish you would let me sort your papers for you, uncle,’ said Dorothea.

Mr Casaubon gravely smiled approval and said to Mr Brooke, ‘You have an excellent secretary at hand, you perceive.’

‘No, no,’ said Mr Brooke, shaking his head; ‘I cannot let young ladies meddle with my documents.’ Dorothea felt hurt. Mr Casaubon would think that her uncle had some special reason for delivering this opinion.

When the two girls were in the drawing-room alone, Celia said, ‘How very ugly Mr Casaubon is!’

‘Celia! he is one of the most distinguished-looking men I ever saw. He is remarkably like the portrait of Locke. He has the same deep eye-sockets.’

‘Had Locke those two white moles with hairs on them?’

‘It is so painful in you, Celia, that you never see the great soul in a man’s face.’

‘Has Mr Casaubon a great soul?’ Celia was not without a touch of naive malice.

‘Yes, I believe he has,’ said Dorothea. ‘Everything I see in him corresponds to his pamphlet on Biblical Cosmology.’

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 the baronet’s interest. Sometimes, she had reflected that Dodo would perhaps not make a husband happy who had 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 family comfort.

When Miss Brooke was at the tea-table, Sir James came to sit down by her. He liked the prospect of a wife to whom he could say, ‘What shall we do?’ about this or that; who could help her husband out with reasons, and would also have the property qualification for doing so. As to the excessive religiousness alleged against Miss  Brooke, he thought that it would die out with marriage.

‘Let me hope that you will rescind that resolution about the horse, Miss Brooke,’ said the persevering admirer. ‘I assure you, riding is the most healthy of exercises.’

‘I am aware of it,’ said Dorothea, coldly. ‘I think it would do Celia good if she would take to it.’

‘But you are such a perfect horsewoman. I should like to know your reasons for this cruel resolution. It is not possible that you should think horsemanship wrong.’

‘It is quite possible that I should think it wrong for me.’

‘Oh, why?’ said Sir James, in a tender tone of remonstrance.

Mr Casaubon had come up to the table and was listening.

‘We must not inquire too curiously into motives,’ he interposed. ‘Miss Brooke knows that they are apt to become feeble in the utterance. We must keep the germinating grain away from the light.’

Dorothea coloured with pleasure, and looked up gratefully to the speaker. Here was a man who could understand the higher inward life, and with whom there could be some spiritual communion; who could illuminate principle with the widest knowledge!

‘Certainly,’ said Sir James. ‘Miss Brooke shall not be urged to tell reasons she would rather be silent upon. I am sure her reasons would do her honour.’

He was not in the least jealous of the interest with which Dorothea had looked up at Mr Casaubon: it never occurred to him that a girl to whom he was meditating an offer of marriage could care for a dried bookworm towards fifty.




CHAPTER 3

If it had occurred to Mr Casaubon to think of Miss Brooke as a suitable wife for him, the reasons that might induce her to accept him were already planted in her mind, and by the evening of the next day they had budded and bloomed. For they had had a long conversation in the morning while Celia had escaped to the vicarage to play with the curate’s children.

Dorothea had looked deep into the ungauged reservoir of Mr  Casaubon’s mind, seeing reflected there in vague labyrinthine extension every quality she herself brought. She had understood from him the scope of his great work: how he had undertaken to show that all the mythical systems or erratic mythical fragments in the world were corruptions of a tradition originally revealed. But to gather in this great harvest of truth was no light or speedy work. His notes already made a formidable range of volumes, but the crowning task would be to condense these voluminous still-accumulating results and bring them to fit a little shelf.

Dorothea was captivated by the wide embrace of this conception. The sanctity seemed no less clearly marked than the learning, for when Dorothea was impelled to open her mind on certain themes which she could speak of to no one whom she had before seen at Tipton, she found in Mr Casaubon a listener who understood her at once, who could assure her of his own agreement with that view.

He stayed a little longer than he had intended, seeming more and more bent on making Dorothea talk to him; in looking at her, his face was often lit up by a smile like pale wintry sunshine. Before he left the next morning, while taking a pleasant walk with Miss Brooke along the gravelled terrace, he had mentioned to her that he felt the disadvantage of loneliness, the need of that cheerful companionship with which the presence of youth can lighten or vary the serious toils of maturity. Dorothea heard and retained what he said with eager interest.

It was a beautiful breezy autumn day when Mr Casaubon drove off to his Rectory at Lowick, only five miles from Tipton. Dorothea hurried across the park that she might wander through the bordering wood with no other companionship than that of Monk, the Great St Bernard dog. There had risen before her the vision of a possible future for herself, to which she looked forward with trembling hope, and she wanted to wander on in that visionary future without interruption.

It had now entered Dorothea’s mind that Mr Casaubon might wish to make her his wife, and the idea touched her with a sort of reverential gratitude. The union which attracted her was one that would deliver her from her girlish subjection to her own ignorance, and give her the freedom of voluntary submission to a guide who would take her along the grandest path.

‘I should learn everything then,’ she said to herself, still walking quickly along the bridle road through the wood. ‘It would be my duty to study that I might help him the better in his great works. There would be nothing trivial about our lives. I should learn to see the truth by the same light as great men have seen it by.’

Dorothea checked herself suddenly with self-rebuke for the presumptuous way in which she was reckoning on uncertain events, but she was spared any inward effort to change the direction of her thoughts by the appearance of a cantering horseman. The rider, Sir James Chettam, discerned Dorothea, jumped off his horse at once and, having delivered it to his groom, advanced towards her with something white on his arm.

‘How delightful to meet you, Miss Brooke,’ he said, raising his hat. ‘It has hastened the pleasure I was looking forward to.’

Miss Brooke was annoyed at the interruption. This amiable baronet, really a suitable husband for Celia, exaggerated the necessity of making himself agreeable to the elder sister. He was positively obtrusive at this moment, and her roused temper made her colour deeply, as she returned his greeting with some haughtiness.

Sir James thought he never saw Miss Brooke looking so handsome.

‘I have brought a little petitioner,’ he said, ‘to see if he will be approved.’ He showed the white object under his arm, which was a tiny Maltese puppy.

‘It is painful to me to see these creatures that are bred merely as pets,’ said Dorothea, whose opinion was forming itself that very moment under the heat of irritation.

‘Oh, why?’ said Sir James, as they walked forward.

‘They are too helpless: their lives are too frail. I like to think that the animals about us either carry on their own little affairs or can be companions to us, like Monk. Those creatures are parasitic.’

‘I am so glad I know that you do not like them,’ said good Sir James. ‘I should never keep them for myself but ladies usually are fond of these Maltese dogs. Here, John, take this dog, will you?’

The objectionable puppy was thus got rid of. Miss Brooke felt it necessary to explain.

‘You must not judge of Celia’s feeling from mine; she likes these small pets.’

‘You have your own opinion about everything, Miss Brooke, and  it is always a good opinion. You seem to have the power of discrimination. ’

‘On the contrary, I am often unable to decide. But that is from ignorance. The right conclusion is there all the same, though I am unable to see it.’

‘I think there are few who would see it more readily. Do you know, Lovegood was telling me yesterday that you had the best notion in the world of a plan for cottages - quite wonderful, for a young lady, he thought. You had a real genus, to use his expression. He said you wanted Mr Brooke to build a new set of cottages, but he seemed to think it improbable that your uncle would consent. Do you know, that is one of the things I wish to do on my own estate. I should be so glad to carry out that plan of yours. Will you show me your plan?’

‘Yes, certainly. I daresay it is very faulty. But what a happiness it would be to set the pattern about here!’

Dorothea was in the best temper now. Sir James saw all the plans, and took one away to consult upon with Lovegood. He also took away a complacent sense that he was making great progress in Miss Brooke’s good opinion. The Maltese puppy was not offered to Celia; an omission which Dorothea afterwards thought of with surprise; but she blamed herself for it. She had been engrossing Sir James.

Celia was present while the plans were being examined, and observed Sir James’s illusion. ‘He thinks that Dodo cares about him and she only cares about her plans. Yet I am not certain that she would refuse him if she thought he would let her manage everything and carry out all her notions. And how very uncomfortable Sir James would be! I cannot bear notions.’

It was Celia’s private luxury to indulge in this dislike. She dared not confess it to her sister in any direct statement.

It was not many days before Mr Casaubon paid a morning visit; he was invited again for the following week to dine and stay the night. Thus Dorothea had three more conversations with him, and was convinced he was all she had at first imagined him to be: this trust in his mental wealth was all the deeper and more effective on her inclination because it was now obvious that his visits were made for her sake. This accomplished man condescended to take the pains to talk to her with an appeal to her understanding, and sometimes with instructive correction. What delightful companionship! Mr  Casaubon talked of what he was interested in, or else he was silent and bowed with sad civility. To Dorothea this was adorable genuineness. She looked as reverently at Mr Casaubon’s religious elevation above herself as she did at his intellect and learning. He assented to her expressions of devout feeling, usually with an appropriate quotation; he allowed himself to say that he had gone through some spiritual conflicts in his youth; in short, Dorothea saw that here she might reckon on understanding, sympathy, and guidance. On one - only one - of her favourite themes she was disappointed. Mr Casaubon apparently did not care about building cottages. After he was gone, Dorothea dwelt with some agitation on this indifference of his. But further reflection told her that she was presumptuous in demanding his attention to such a subject; he would not disapprove of her occupying herself with it in leisure moments - would not forbid it when - Dorothea felt rather ashamed as she detected herself in these speculations. But her uncle had been invited to go to Lowick to stay a couple of days: was it reasonable to suppose that Mr Casaubon delighted in Mr Brooke’s society for its own sake?

Meanwhile that little disappointment made her delight the more in Sir James Chettam’s readiness to set on foot the desired improvements. He came much oftener than Mr Casaubon, and Dorothea ceased to find him disagreeable since he showed himself so entirely in earnest; for he had already entered with much practical ability into Lovegood’s estimates, and was charmingly docile.

Certainly these men who had so few spontaneous ideas might be very useful members of society under good feminine direction, if they were fortunate in choosing their sister-in-law!




CHAPTER 4

‘Sir James seems determined to do everything you wish,’ said Celia, as they were driving home from an inspection of the new building-site.

‘He is a good creature, and more sensible than anyone would imagine,’ said Dorothea.

‘You mean that he appears silly.’

‘No, no,’ said Dorothea, recollecting herself, and laying her hand on her sister’s a moment, ‘but he does not talk equally well on all subjects.’

‘I should think none but disagreeable people do,’ said Celia. ‘They must be very dreadful to live with. Only think! at breakfast, and always.’

Dorothea laughed. ‘O Kitty, you are a wonderful creature! Of course people need not be always talking well. Only one tells the quality of their minds when they try to talk well.’

‘You mean that Sir James tries and fails.’

‘I was speaking generally. Why do you catechise me about Sir James? It is not the object of his life to please me.’

‘Now, Dodo, can you really believe that?’

‘Certainly. He thinks of me as a future sister - that’s all.’ Dorothea had never hinted this. Celia blushed, but said at once -

‘Pray do not make that mistake any longer, Dodo. When Tantripp was brushing my hair the other day, she said that Sir James’s man knew from Mrs Cadwallader’s maid that Sir James was to marry the eldest Miss Brooke.’

‘How can you let Tantripp talk such gossip to you, Celia?’ said Dorothea, indignantly, not the less angry because details asleep in her memory were now awakened to confirm the unwelcome revelation. ‘You must have asked her questions. It is degrading.’

‘I see no harm at all in Tantripp’s talking to me. It is better to hear what people say. You see what mistakes you make by taking up notions. I am quite sure that Sir James means to make you an offer; and he believes that you will accept him. Everyone can see that Sir James is very much in love with you.’

The revulsion was so strong and painful in Dorothea’s mind that the tears welled up and flowed abundantly.

‘How could he expect it?’ she burst forth in her most impetuous manner. ‘I have never agreed with him about anything but the cottages: I was barely polite to him before.’

‘Well, I am sorry for Sir James; it is impossible to satisfy you, yet you never see what is quite plain. That’s your way, Dodo.’ Something certainly gave Celia unusual courage; and she was not sparing the sister of whom she was occasionally in awe.

‘It is very painful,’ said Dorothea, feeling scourged. ‘I can have no  more to do with the cottages. I must tell him. It is very painful.’ Her eyes filled again with tears.

‘Wait a little. Think about it. You know he is going away for a day or two to see his sister. There will be nobody besides Lovegood.’ Celia could not help relenting. ‘Poor Dodo,’ she went on. ‘It is very hard: it is your favourite fad to draw plans.’

‘Fad to draw plans! Do you think I only care about my fellow-creatures’ houses in that childish way? How can one ever do anything nobly Christian, living among people with such petty thoughts?’

No more was said: Dorothea was too much jarred to recover her temper. The fad of drawing plans! When she got out of the carriage, her cheeks were pale and her eyelids red. She was an image of sorrow; her uncle, who met her in the hall, would have been alarmed, if Celia had not been close to her looking so pretty and composed, that he at once concluded Dorothea’s tears to have their origin in her excessive religiousness. He had returned, during their absence, from a journey to the county town, about a petition for the pardon of some criminal.

‘Well, my dears,’ he said, kindly, as they went up to kiss him; ‘I hope nothing disagreeable has happened while I have been away.’

‘No, uncle’, said Celia, ‘we have been to Freshitt to look at the cottages. We thought you would have been at home to lunch.’

‘I came by Lowick to lunch and I have brought a couple of pamphlets for you, Dorothea - they lie on the table in the library.’

It seemed as if an electric stream went through Dorothea, thrilling her from despair into expectation. The oppression of Celia, Tantripp, and Sir James was shaken off, and she walked straight to the library. Celia went upstairs. Mr Brooke was detained by a message, but when he re-entered the library, he found Dorothea seated and already deep in one of the pamphlets which had some marginal manuscript of Mr Casaubon’s. Mr Brooke sat down in his armchair, stretched his legs towards the wood-fire and rubbed his hands gently, looking very mildly towards Dorothea as if he had nothing particular to say. Dorothea closed her pamphlet, as soon as she was aware of her uncle’s presence, and rose as if to go.

‘Won’t you sit down, my dear? You look cold.’

Dorothea felt quite inclined to accept the invitation. Sometimes, when her uncle’s easy way of taking things did not happen to be  exasperating, it was rather soothing. She threw off her mantle and bonnet, and sat down opposite to him.

She bethought herself now of the condemned criminal. ‘What news have you brought about the sheep-stealer, uncle?’

‘What, poor Bunch? - well, it seems we can’t get him off - he is to be hanged.’

Dorothea’s brow took an expression of pity.

‘Hanged, you know,’ said Mr Brooke, with a quiet nod. ‘Poor Romilly! he would have helped us. I knew Romilly. Casaubon didn’t know Romilly. He is a little buried in books, you know, Casaubon is. I have always been a bachelor too; but I have that sort of disposition that I never moped; but I can see that Casaubon does. He wants a companion - a companion, you know.’

‘It would be a great honour to anyone to be his companion,’ said Dorothea.

‘You like him, eh?’ said Mr Brooke, without showing any emotion. ‘Well, now, I’ve known Casaubon ten years, ever since he came to Lowick. But I never got anything out of him - any ideas, you know. However, he is a tiptop man and he has a very high opinion of you, my dear.’

Dorothea could not speak.

‘The fact is, he has deferred to me, you not being of age. In short, I have promised to speak to you, though I told him I thought there was not much chance. However, the long and the short of it is that he has asked my permission to make you an offer of marriage - of marriage, you know,’ said Mr Brooke, with his explanatory nod; ‘I thought it better to tell you, my dear.’

‘Thank you, uncle,’ said Dorothea, in a clear unwavering tone. ‘I am very grateful to Mr Casaubon. If he makes me an offer, I shall accept him. I admire and honour him more than any man I ever saw.’

Mr Brooke paused a little, and then said in a lingering low tone, ‘Ah? . . . Well! He is a good match in some respects. But now, Chettam is a good match. And our land lies together. I shall never interfere against your wishes, my dear. People should have their own way in marriage, and that sort of thing. I wish you to marry well; and I have good reason to believe that Chettam wishes to marry you.’

‘It is impossible that I should ever marry Sir James Chettam,’ said Dorothea.

‘That is it, you see. One never knows. I should have thought Chettam was just the sort of man a woman would like, now.’

‘Pray do not mention him in that light again, uncle,’ said Dorothea, feeling some of her late irritation revive.

‘Well, but Casaubon, now. There is no hurry - I mean for you. It’s true, every year will tell upon him. He is over five-and-forty, you know. To be sure - if you like learning and standing, and that sort of thing, we can’t have everything. And his income is good - he has a handsome property independent of the Church. Still he is not young, and I must not conceal from you, my dear, that I think his health is not over-strong. I know nothing else against him.’

‘I should not wish to have a husband very near my own age,’ said Dorothea, with grave decision. ‘I should wish to have a husband who was above me in judgment and in all knowledge.’

Mr Brooke repeated his subdued, ‘Ah? - I thought you had more of your own opinion than most girls.’

‘I cannot imagine myself living without some opinions, but I should wish to have good reasons for them, and a wise man could help me to see which opinions had the best foundation, and would help me to live according to them.’

‘Very true. You couldn’t put the thing better, you know. But there are oddities in things,’ continued Mr Brooke, whose conscience was really roused to do the best he could for his niece. ‘I never married myself. The fact is, I never loved anyone well enough to put myself into a noose for them. It is a noose, you know. Temper, now. There is temper. And a husband likes to be master.’

‘I know that I must expect trials, uncle. Marriage is a state of higher duties. I never thought of it as mere personal ease,’ said poor Dorothea.

‘Well, I can see that Casaubon’s ways might suit you better than Chettam’s. And you shall do as you like, my dear. You have not the same tastes as every young lady; and a clergyman and scholar may suit you better than Chettam. But Casaubon’s eyes, now. I think he has hurt them a little with too much reading.’

‘I should be all the happier, uncle, the more room there was for me to help him,’ said Dorothea, ardently.

‘You have quite made up your mind, I see. Well, my dear, the fact is, I have a letter for you in my pocket.’ Mr Brooke handed the letter to Dorothea, but as she rose to go away, he added, ‘There is not too much hurry, my dear. Think about it, you know.’




CHAPTER 5

This was Mr Casaubon’s letter.


 
My Dear Miss Brooke, - I have your guardian’s permission to address you on a subject than which I have none more at heart. Our conversations have, I think, made sufficiently clear to you the tenor of my life and purposes: a tenor unsuited, I am aware, to the commoner order of minds. But I have discerned in you an elevation of thought and a capability of devotedness, which I had hitherto not conceived to be compatible either with the early bloom of youth or with those graces of sex that may be said at once to win and to confer distinction when combined, as they notably are in you, with the mental qualities above indicated. It was, I confess, beyond my hope to meet with this rare combination; and but for the event of my introduction to you I should presumably have gone on to the last without any attempt to lighten my solitariness by a matrimonial union.

Such, my dear Miss Brooke, is the accurate statement of my feelings; and I rely on your indulgence in venturing now to ask you how far your own are of a nature to confirm my happy presentiment. To be accepted by you as your husband and the earthly guardian of your welfare, I should regard as the highest of providential gifts. In return I can at least offer you an affection hitherto unwasted. I await the expression of your sentiments with anxiety. In this order of experience I am still young, and in looking forward to an unfavourable possibility I cannot but feel that resignation to solitude will be more difficult after the temporary illumination of hope. In any case, I shall remain, yours with sincere devotion,

Edward Casaubon



Dorothea trembled while she read this. How could it occur to her to examine the letter, to look at it critically, as a profession of love? Her whole soul was possessed by the fact that a fuller life was opening before her. Now she would be able to devote herself to large yet definite duties; now she would be allowed to live continually in the light of a mind that she could reverence. This hope was not unmixed with the glow of proud delight - the joyous maiden surprise that she was chosen by the man whom her admiration had chosen.

After dinner Dorothea went up to her room to answer Mr Casaubon’s letter.


 
My dear Mr Casaubon, - I am very grateful to you for loving me, and thinking me worthy to be your wife. I can look forward to no better happiness than that which would be one with yours. If I said more, it would only be the same thing written out at greater length, for I cannot now dwell on any other thought than that I may be through life, yours devotedly,

 
Dorothea Brooke



 
Later in the evening she followed her uncle into the library to give him the letter, that he might send it in the morning. He was surprised, but his surprise only issued in a few moments’ silence.

‘Have you thought enough about this, my dear?’ he said at last.

‘There was no need to think long, uncle. If I changed my mind, it must be because of something important and entirely new to me.’

‘Ah - you have accepted him? Then Chettam has no chance? What is it you don’t like in Chettam?’

‘There is nothing that I like in him,’ said Dorothea, who immediately felt some self-rebuke, and said, ‘I mean in the light of a husband. He is very kind, I think - really - very good about the cottages. A well-meaning man.’

‘But you must have a scholar? I am afraid Chettam will be hurt, though, and Mrs Cadwallader will blame me.’

The next day, at luncheon, the butler, handing something to Mr Brooke, said, ‘Jonas is come back, sir, and has brought this letter.’

Mr Brooke read the letter, and then, nodding toward Dorothea,  said, ‘Casaubon, my dear: he will be here to dinner; he didn’t wait to write more - didn’t wait, you know.’

Celia was struck with the peculiar effect of the announcement on Dorothea. It seemed as if something like the reflection of a white sunlit wing had passed across her features, ending in one of her rare blushes. For the first time it entered into Celia’s mind that there might be something more between Mr Casaubon and her sister than his delight in bookish talk and her delight in listening. Not that she imagined Mr Casaubon to be already an accepted lover: she had only begun to feel disgust at the possibility that anything in Dorothea’s mind could tend towards such an issue. It was all very well not to accept Sir James Chettam, but the idea of marrying Mr Casaubon! Celia felt a sort of shame mingled with a sense of the ludicrous. But perhaps Dodo, if she were really bordering on such an extravagance, might be turned away from it: experience had often shown that her impressibility might be calculated on. The day was damp, and they were not going to walk out, so they both went up to their sitting-room; and there Celia observed that Dorothea, instead of settling down with her usual diligent interest to some occupation, simply leaned her elbow on an open book and looked out of the window.

Dorothea was in fact thinking that it was desirable for Celia to know of the momentous change in Mr Casaubon’s position, since he had last been in the house: it did not seem fair to leave her in ignorance of what would necessarily affect her attitude towards him. Dorothea’s reverie was broken by Celia.

‘Is anyone else coming to dine besides Mr Casaubon?’

‘Not that I know of.’

‘I hope there is someone else. Then I shall not hear him eat his soup.’

‘What is there remarkable about his soup-eating?’

‘Really, Dodo, can’t you hear how he scrapes his spoon? And he always blinks before he speaks.’

‘Celia,’ said Dorothea, with emphatic gravity, ‘pray don’t make any more observations of that kind. It is right to tell you that I am engaged to marry Mr Casaubon.’

Celia - never so pale before - sat perfectly still for a few moments. When she spoke there was a tear gathering.

‘It is quite decided, then? And uncle knows?’

‘I have accepted Mr Casaubon’s offer. My uncle brought me the letter that contained it; he knew about it beforehand.’

‘I beg your pardon, if I have said anything to hurt you, Dodo,’ said Celia, with a sob. There was something funereal in the whole affair.

‘Never mind, Kitty, do not grieve. We should never admire the same people. I am apt to speak too strongly of those who don’t please me.’

In spite of this magnanimity Dorothea was still smarting: perhaps as much from Celia’s subdued astonishment as from her small criticisms. Nevertheless before the evening was at an end she was very happy. In an hour’s tête-à-tête with Mr Casaubon she talked to him with more freedom than she had ever felt before, even pouring out her joy at the thought of devoting herself to him, and of learning how she might best share and further all his great ends. Mr Casaubon was touched with an unknown delight at this childlike unrestrained ardour: he was not surprised that he should be the object of it.

‘My dear young lady - Miss Brooke - Dorothea!’ he said, pressing her hand between his, ‘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. Hitherto my satisfactions 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.

Dorothea’s faith supplied all that Mr Casaubon’s words seemed to leave unsaid. With all her reputed cleverness, she was not in the least teaching Mr Casaubon to ask if he were good enough for her, 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.




CHAPTER 6

As Mr Casaubon’s carriage was passing out of the gateway, it arrested the entrance of a pony phaeton driven by a lady with a servant seated behind. It was doubtful whether the recognition had been mutual, for Mr Casaubon was looking absently before him; but the lady threw a nod and a ‘how do you do?’ in the nick of time. In spite of her shabby bonnet and very old Indian shawl, it was plain that the lodge-keeper regarded the Rector’s wife as an important personage, from the low curtsy which was dropped on the entrance of the small phaeton.

Mr Brooke winced a little when Mrs Cadwallader’s name was announced in the library.

‘I see you have had our Lowick Cicero here,’ she said, seating herself comfortably. ‘I suspect you and he are brewing some bad politics, else you would not be seeing so much of the lively man.’

‘Nothing of the sort,’ said Mr Brooke, smiling. ‘Casaubon and I don’t talk politics much. He only cares about Church questions. That is not my line of action, you know. Somebody is wanted to take the independent line; and if I don’t take it, who will?’

‘People of standing should consume their independent nonsense at home, not hawk it about. And you! who are going to marry your niece, as good as your daughter, to one of our best men. Sir James would be cruelly annoyed if you turn round now and make yourself a Whig sign-board.’

Mr Brooke winced inwardly, for Dorothea’s engagement had no sooner been decided, than he had thought of Mrs Cadwallader’s prospective taunts. ‘I hope Chettam and I shall always be good friends; but I am sorry to say there is no prospect of his marrying my niece,’ said Mr Brooke.

‘Why not?’ said Mrs Cadwallader, with a sharp note of surprise.

‘My niece has chosen another suitor - has chosen him, you know. I should have preferred Chettam; and I should have said Chettam was the man any girl would have chosen. But there is no accounting for these things.’

‘Why, whom do you mean to say that you are going to let her marry?’

But here Celia entered, blooming from a walk in the garden; greeting her delivered Mr Brooke from the necessity of answering immediately. He got up hastily, and saying, ‘By the way, I must speak to Wright about the horses,’ shuffled quickly out of the room.

‘My dear child, what is this about your sister’s engagement?’ said Mrs Cadwallader.

‘She is engaged to marry Mr Casaubon,’ said Celia, enjoying this opportunity of speaking to the Rector’s wife alone. ‘They are to be married in six weeks.’

‘Well, my dear, I wish you joy of your brother-in-law.’

‘I am so sorry for Dorothea. She says Mr Casaubon has a great soul. O Mrs Cadwallader, I don’t think it can be nice to marry a man with a great soul.’

‘Well, my dear, take warning. You know the look of one now; when the next comes and wants to marry you, don’t you accept him.’

‘I’m sure I never should.’

‘No, one such in a family is enough. So your sister never cared about Sir James Chettam? What would you have said to him for a brother-in-law?’

‘I should have liked that very much. I am sure he would have been a good husband. Only,’ Celia added, with a slight blush, ‘I don’t think he would have suited Dorothea. Sir James never seemed to please her.’

‘Well,’ said Mrs Cadwallader, putting on her shawl, and rising, ‘I must go straight to Sir James and break this to him. Your uncle will never tell him. We are all disappointed, my dear. Young people should think of their families in marrying. I set a bad example - married a poor clergyman, and made myself a pitiable object among the De Bracys. However, Casaubon has money enough; I must do him that justice.’

Mrs Cadwallader drove to Freshitt Hall, not far from her own parsonage, her husband being resident in Freshitt and keeping a curate in Tipton. Sir James Chettam had returned from the short journey which had kept him absent for a couple of days, and had intended to ride over to Tipton Grange. His horse was standing at the door when Mrs Cadwallader drove up, and he immediately appeared there himself, whip in hand. Mrs Cadwallader’s errand could not be despatched in the presence of grooms, so she asked to  be taken into the conservatory close by, to look at the new plants; and on coming to a contemplative stand, she said -

‘I have a great shock for you; I hope you are not so far gone in love as you pretended to be.’

Sir James’s countenance changed a little. He felt a vague alarm.

‘I accused Brooke of meaning to stand for Middlemarch on the Liberal side. He looked silly and never denied it. There must be a little crack in the Brooke family, else we would not see what we are to see.’

‘What? Brooke standing for Middlemarch?’

‘Worse than that. I really feel a little responsible. I always told you Miss Brooke would be such a fine match. I knew there was a great deal of nonsense in her - but these things wear out of girls. However, I am taken by surprise for once.’

‘What do you mean, Mrs Cadwallader?’ said Sir James. ‘What has happened to Miss Brooke? Pray speak out.’

‘Very well. She is engaged to be married.’ Mrs Cadwallader paused a few moments, observing the deeply hurt expression in her friend’s face, which he was trying to conceal by a nervous smile, while he whipped his boot; but she soon added, ‘Engaged to Casaubon.’

Sir James let his whip fall and stooped to pick it up. Perhaps his face had never before gathered so much concentrated disgust as when he turned to Mrs Cadwallader and repeated, ‘Casaubon? Good God! It is horrible! Brooke ought not to allow it: he should insist on its being put off till she is of age. She would think better of it then. What is a guardian for? Cadwallader might talk to him.’

‘Not he! Humphrey finds everybody charming. What can one do with a husband who attends so little to the decencies? I hide it as well as I can by abusing everybody myself. Come, come, cheer up! you are well rid of Miss Brooke. Between ourselves, little Celia is worth two of her, and likely after all to be the better match. For this marriage to Casaubon is as good as going to a nunnery.’

‘It is for Miss Brooke’s sake I think her friends should try to use their influence.’

‘Well, Humphrey doesn’t know yet. But when I tell him, you may depend on it he will say, “Why not? Casaubon is a good fellow.” However, if I were a man I should prefer Celia. The truth is, you have been courting one and have won the other. I can see that she admires  you almost as much as a man expects to be admired. If it were anyone but me who said so, you might think it exaggeration. Goodbye!’

Sir James handed Mrs Cadwallader to the phaeton, and then jumped on his horse. He was not going to renounce his ride because of his friend’s unpleasant news - only to ride the faster in some other direction than that of Tipton Grange.

Now, why on earth should Mrs Cadwallader have been at all busy about Miss Brooke’s marriage; and why, when one match that she liked to think she had a hand in was frustrated, should she have straightway contrived the preliminaries of another? Was there any ingenious plot? Not at all. Mrs Cadwallader’s life was rurally simple, quite free from secrets either foul, dangerous, or otherwise important. She believed as unquestioningly in birth and no-birth as she did in game and vermin. She would never have disowned anyone on the ground of poverty: but her feeling towards the vulgar rich was a sort of religious hatred: they had probably made all their money out of high retail prices, and Mrs Cadwallader detested high prices for everything that was not paid in kind at the Rectory.

With such a mind, how could Mrs Cadwallader feel that the Miss Brookes and their matrimonial prospects were alien to her? especially as it had been the habit of years for her to scold Mr Brooke with the friendliest frankness, and let him know in confidence that she thought him a poor creature. From the first arrival of the young ladies in Tipton she had prearranged Dorothea’s marriage with Sir James; that it should not take place after she had preconceived it, caused her an irritation, for anything to happen in spite of her was an offensive irregularity.

‘However,’ said Mrs Cadwallader to her husband, ‘I throw her over: there was a chance, if she had married Sir James, of her becoming a sane, sensible woman. He would never have contradicted her, and when a woman is not contradicted, she has no motive for obstinacy in her absurdities. But now I wish her joy of her hair shirt.’

It followed that Mrs Cadwallader must decide on another match for Sir James, and having made up her mind that it was to be the younger Miss Brooke, there could not have been a more skilful move toward the success of her plan than her hint to the baronet that he had made an impression on Celia’s heart. Already the knowledge that Dorothea had chosen Mr Casaubon had bruised his attachment  and relaxed its hold; the mere idea that a woman had a kindness towards him spun little threads of tenderness from out his heart towards hers.

Thus it happened, that after Sir James had ridden rather fast for half an hour, in a direction away from Tipton Grange, he slackened his pace, and at last turned into a road which would lead him back by a shorter cut. Various feelings wrought in him the determination after all to go to the Grange today as if nothing new had happened. He could not help rejoicing that he had never made the offer and been rejected; mere friendly politeness required that he should call to see Dorothea about the cottages, and now happily Mrs Cadwallader had prepared him to offer his congratulations, if necessary, without showing too much awkwardness. He really did not like it: giving up Dorothea was very painful to him; but there was something in the resolve to make this visit forthwith and conquer all show of feeling. And without his distinctly recognising the impulse, there certainly was present in him the sense that Celia would be there, and that he should pay her more attention than he had done before.




CHAPTER 7

Mr Casaubon spent a great deal of his time at the Grange, and the hindrance which courtship occasioned to the progress of his great work - the Key to all Mythologies - naturally made him look forward the more eagerly to the happy termination of courtship. He had made up his mind that it was now time for him to adorn his life with the graces of female companionship. Hence he determined to abandon himself to the stream of feeling, but concluded that the poets had much exaggerated the force of masculine passion. It had once or twice crossed his mind that possibly there was some deficiency in Dorothea to account for the moderation of his abandonment; but he was unable to discern the deficiency, or to figure to himself a woman who would have pleased him better.

‘Could I not be preparing myself now to be more useful?’ said Dorothea to him one morning, early in the time of courtship; ‘could I not learn to read Latin and Greek aloud to you?’

‘I fear that would be wearisome to you,’ said Mr Casaubon, smiling. ‘But certainly it might be a great advantage if you were able to copy the Greek character, and to that end it were well to begin with a little reading.’

Dorothea seized this as a precious permission; it was not entirely out of devotion to her future husband that she wished to know Latin and Greek. Those provinces of masculine knowledge seemed to her a standing-ground from which all truth could be seen more truly. Mr Casaubon consented to listen and teach for an hour together, like a schoolmaster or rather like a lover, to whom a mistress’s elementary ignorance and difficulties have a touching fitness. Few scholars would have disliked teaching the alphabet under such circumstances. But Dorothea herself was a little shocked and discouraged at her own stupidity, and the answers she got to some timid questions about the value of the Greek accents gave her a painful suspicion that here indeed there might be secrets not capable of explanation to a woman’s reason.

It was wonderful to Sir James Chettam how well he continued to like going to the Grange after he had once encountered the difficulty of seeing Dorothea for the first time in the light of a woman who was engaged to another man. Of course, good as he was, it must be owned that his uneasiness was less than it would have been if he had thought his rival a brilliant and desirable match. He had no sense of being eclipsed by Mr Casaubon.

Neverthless, he could not yet be quite passive under the idea of her engagement to Mr Casaubon. On the day when he first saw them together, it seemed to him that Brooke really ought to have hindered it. Who could speak to him? Something might be done perhaps even now, at least to defer the marriage. On his way home he turned into the Rectory. Happily, the Rector was at home, and his visitor was shown into the study.

Mr Cadwallader was a large man, with full lips and a sweet smile; very plain and rough in his exterior, but with that solid, imperturbable ease and good-humour which is infectious. ‘Well, how are you?’ he said. ‘You look vexed.’

Sir James’s brow had a little crease in it as he answered,

‘It is only this conduct of Brooke’s. I really think somebody should speak to him.’

‘What? meaning to stand?’ said Mr Cadwallader.

‘Oh, I don’t mean that,’ said Sir James, after putting down his hat and throwing himself into a chair. ‘I mean this marriage, his letting that blooming young girl marry Casaubon.’

‘What is the matter with Casaubon? I see no harm in him - if the girl likes him.’

‘She is too young to know what she likes. Her guardian ought not to allow the thing to be done in this headlong manner. I wonder a man like you, Cadwallader - a man with daughters, can look at the affair with indifference: and with such a heart as yours! Do think seriously about it.’

‘I am as serious as possible,’ said the Rector, with a provoking little inward laugh. ‘You are as bad as Elinor. She has been wanting me to go and lecture Brooke; and I have reminded her that her friends had a very poor opinion of the match she made when she married me.’

‘You! it was easy enough for a woman to love you. But I don’t like  Casaubon.’ This was Sir James’s strongest way of implying that he thought ill of a man’s character.

‘Why? what do you know against him?’ said the Rector.

Sir James paused. At last he said -

‘Now, Cadwallader, has he got any heart?’

‘Well, yes. I don’t mean of the melting sort, but a sound kernel, that you may be sure of. He is very good to his poor relations and is educating a young fellow at a good deal of expense. Casaubon acts up to his sense of justice. His mother’s sister made a bad match - a Pole, I think - lost herself - at any rate was disowned by her family. If it had not been for that, Casaubon would not have had so much money by half. I believe he went himself to find out his cousins, and see what he could do for them. Every man would not ring so well as that, if you tried his metal. You would, Chettam; but not every man.’

‘I don’t know,’ said Sir James, colouring. ‘I am not so sure of myself.’ He paused a moment, and then added, ‘That was a right thing for Casaubon to do. But a woman may not be happy with him. And I think when a girl is so young as Miss Brooke is, her friends ought to interfere a little to hinder her from doing anything foolish. You laugh, because you fancy I have some feeling on my own account. But upon my honour, it is not that. I should feel just the same if I were Miss Brooke’s brother or uncle.’

‘Well, but what should you do?’

‘I should say that the marriage must not be decided on until she was of age. And depend upon it, in that case, it would never come off. I wish you saw it as I do - I wish you would talk to Brooke about it.’

Sir James rose as he was finishing his sentence, for he saw Mrs Cadwallader entering. She held by the hand her youngest girl, about five years old, who immediately ran to papa and was made comfortable on his knee.

‘I hear what you are talking about,’ said the wife. ‘But you will make no impression on Humphrey. I have done what I could.’

‘In the first place,’ said the Rector, looking rather grave, ‘it would be nonsensical to expect that I could convince Brooke, and make him act accordingly. And why should I use my influence to Casaubon’s disadvantage, unless I were much surer than I am that I should be acting for the advantage of Miss Brooke? I know no harm of Casaubon. He has always been civil to me, and I don’t see why I should spoil his sport. For anything I can tell, Miss Brooke may be happier with him than she would be with any other man.’

‘Humphrey! I have no patience with you. You know you would rather dine under the hedge than with Casaubon alone. You have nothing to say to each other.’

‘What has that to do with Miss Brooke’s marrying him? He is what Miss Brooke likes,’ said the Rector. ‘I don’t profess to understand every young lady’s taste. Casaubon is as good as most of us. He is a scholarly clergyman, and creditable to the cloth.’

Clearly, there would be no interference with Miss Brooke’s marriage through Mr Cadwallader; and Sir James felt with some sadness that she was to have perfect liberty of misjudgment. It was a sign of his good disposition that he did not slacken at all in his intention of carrying out Dorothea’s design of the cottages. She was now enough aware of Sir James’s position with regard to her, to appreciate the rectitude of his perseverance in a landlord’s duty, to which he had at first been urged by a lover’s complaisance, and her pleasure in it was great enough to count for something even in her present happiness. Hence it happened that in the good baronet’s succeeding visits, while he was beginning to pay small attentions to Celia, he found himself talking with more and more pleasure to Dorothea. She was perfectly  unconstrained and without irritation towards him now, and he was gradually discovering the delight there is in frank kindness and companionship between a man and a woman who have no passion to hide or confess.




CHAPTER 8

The betrothed bride must see her future home and dictate any changes that she would like to have made there. On a grey but dry November morning Dorothea drove to Lowick in company with her uncle and Celia. Mr Casaubon’s home was the manor house. Close by, visible from some parts of the garden, was the little church, with the old parsonage opposite. In the beginning of his career, Mr Casaubon had only held the living, but the death of his brother had put him in possession of the manor also.

Dorothea found the house and grounds all that she could wish: the dark book-shelves in the long library, the carpets and curtains with colours subdued by time, the curious old maps and bird’s-eye views on the walls of the corridor, with here and there an old vase below, had no oppression for her.

She walked about the house with delightful emotion. Everything seemed hallowed to her: this was to be the home of her wifehood, and she looked up with eyes full of confidence to Mr Casaubon when he drew her attention specially to some actual arrangement and asked her if she would like an alteration. All appeals to her taste she met gratefully, but saw nothing to alter. His efforts at exact courtesy and formal tenderness had no defect for her. She filled up all blanks with unmanifested perfections. And there are many blanks left in the weeks of courtship, which a loving faith fills with happy assurance.

‘Now, my dear Dorothea, I wish you to favour me by pointing out which room you would like to have as your boudoir,’ said Mr Casaubon.

‘It is very kind of you to think of that,’ said Dorothea, ‘but I assure you I would rather have all those matters decided for me. I shall be much happier to take everything as it is - just as you have been used to have it, or as you will yourself choose it to be.’

‘O Dodo,’ said Celia, ‘will you not have the bow-windowed room upstairs?’

Mr Casaubon led the way thither. The bow-window looked down an avenue of limes; the furniture was all of a faded blue, and there were miniatures of ladies and gentlemen with powdered hair hanging in a group. A piece of tapestry over a door also showed a blue-green world with a pale stag in it. The chairs and tables were thin-legged and easy to upset.
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