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renouncing bis order, becoming a plebeian, and 
standing for the tribuneship of the people. 
There were precedents for such a step, but they 
were rare. The abdicating noble had to be 
adopted into a plebeian family, and the consent 
was required of the consuls and of the Pon
tifical College. With the growth of political 
equality the aristocracy had become more 
insistent upon the privilege of birth, which 
could not be taken from them; and for a 
Claudius to descend among the commoners was 
as if a Howard were to seek adoption from a 
shopkeeper in the Strand. 

At fust there was univer.;al amazement. 
Cicero had used the intrigue with Pompeia 
as a text for a sennon on the immoralities of the 
age. The aspirations of Clodius to be a trib
une he ridiculed as an illustration of its follies, 
and after scourging him in the Senate, he 
laughed at him and jested with him in private. 
Cicero did not understand witb how venomous 
a snake he was playing. He even thought 
Claudius likely to turn against the Dynasts, 
and to become a serviceable member of the 
conservative party. Gradually he was forced 
to open his eyes. Speeches were reported to 
him as coming from Clodius or bis allies 
threatening an inquiry into the death of the 
Catilinarians. At fust he pushed his alanns 
aside, as unworthy of him. What had so great 
a man as he to fear from a young reprobate 
like "the pretty boy"? The "pretty boy," 
however, found favour where it was least looked 
for. Pompey supported his adventure for the 
trihuneship. O~sar, though it was ~r's 
house which he had violated, did not oppose. 
Bibulus refused consent, but Bibulus had 
virtually abdicated, and went for nothing. 
The legal forms were complied with. Clodius 
found a commoner younger than himself who 
was willing to adopt him, and who, the day 
after the ceremony, released him from the new 
paternal authority. He was now a plebeian, 
and free. He remained a senator in virtue 
of bis qurestorship, and he was chosen tribune 
of the people for the year 58. 

Cícero was at last startled out of bis security. 
So long as the consuls, or one of them, could be 
depended on, a tribune's power was insignifi
cant. When the consuls were of bis own way 
of thinking, a tribune was a very important 
personage indeed. Atticus was alanned for 
bis friend, and cautioned him to look to him
self. Wamings carne from ali quarters that 
mischief was in the wind. Still it was impos
sible to believe the peri! to be a real one. 

Cícero, to whom Rome owed its existence, to 
be struck at by a Clodius ! It could not be. 
As little could a wasp hurtan elephant. 

There can be little doubt that Cresar knew 
what Clodius had in bis mind; or that, if the 
design was not bis own, he had purposely 
allowed it to go forward. Cresar did not wish 
to hurt Cícero. He wished well to him, and 
admired him; but he did not mean to lea ve 
him free in Rome to lead a senatorial reaction. 
A prosecution for the execution of the prison
ers was now distinctly announced. Cícero as 
consul had put to death Roman citizens with
out a tria!. Cícero was to be called to answer 
for the illegality before the sovereign people. 
The danger was unmistakable; and ~r, 
who was still in the suburbs making bis 
preparations, invited Cícero to avoid it, by ac
companying him as second in command into 
Gaul. The offer was made in unquestionable 
sincerity. Cresar may himself have created the 
situation to lay Cicero under a pressure, but 
he desired nothing so much as to take him as 
bis companion, and to attach him to himself. 
Cícero felt the compliment and hesitated to 
refuse, but bis pride again carne in bis way. 
Pompey assured him that not a bair of bis 
head should be touched. Why Pompey gave 
him this encouragement Cícero could never 
afterwards understand. Tbe scenes in the 
theatres had also combined to mislead him, and 
he misread the disposition of the great body 
of citizens. He imagined that they would 
ali start up in bis defence, Senate, aristocracy, 
knigbts, commoners, and tradesmen. The 
world, he thought, looked back upon bis con
sulship with as much admiration as he did 
himself, and was always contrasting him with 
bis successors. Never was mistake more 
profound. The Senate, who had envied his 
talents and resented bis assumption, now de
spised him as a trimmer. His sarcasms had 
made bim enemies among those who acted with 
him politically. He ha~ held aloof at the crisis 
of Cresar's election and in the debates which 
followed, and therefore ali sides distrusted him; 
while throughout the body of the people there 
was, as Cresar had foretold, a real and sustained 
resentment at the conduct of the Catiline 
affair. The final opinion of Rome was that 
the prisoners ought to have been tried; and 
that they were not tried was attributed not 
unnaturally to a desire, on the part of the 
Senate, to silence an inquiry which might have 
proved inconvenient. 

Thus suddenly out of a clear sky the thunder-
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clouds gathered over Cicero's head. "Clo
dius," says Dion Cassius, "had discovered that 
among the senators Cícero was more feared 
than loved. There were few of them who had 
not been _hit by bis irony, or irritated by bis 
presumpt1on." Tbose who most agreed in 
what he had done were not ashamed to sh uffle 
off upon him their responsibilities. Clodius 
now omnipotent witb the assembly at bis back: 
cle~d the way by ~ really useful step; he 
camed a law abolishmg the impious forro of 
declaring the heavens unfavourable when an 
inconvenient measure was to be stopped or 
delayed. Probably it formed a part of bis 
engagement with Cresar. The law may have 
been meant to act retrospectively, to prevent 
a question being raised on the interpellations 
of Bibulus. This done, and without paying 
the Senate the respect of fust consulting it he 
gave notice that he would propase a vote to' the 
assembly, to the effect that any person who had 
put to death a Roman citizen without tria! 
and without allowing him an appeal to th~ 
people, had violated the constitution of the 
State. Cicero was not named directly; every 
senator who had voted for the execution of 
Cethegus and Lentulus and their companions 
was as guilty as he; but it was known imme
diately that Cícero was the mark that was being 
aimed at, and Cresar at once renewed the offer 
w~ich he made before, to take Cícero with him'. 
C1cero, now frightened in eamest, still could 
not bring himself to owe bis escape to Cresar. 
The Senat_e, un~rateful as they had been, put 
on mo~rnmg w_i0 an affectation of dismay. 
The kn1ghts petltloned the consuls to interfere 
for Cicero's protection. The consuls declined 
to receive their request. Cresar outside the 
c!ty gave no fu~er sign. A meeting of the 
c1tizens was held m the camp. Cresar's opinion 
was invited. He said that he had not changed 
his sentiments. He had remonstrated at the 
ti~e a~ainst the ~xecution. He disapproved 
o_f 1t st1ll, but he d1d not directly advise legisla
ll?n upon acts that were past. Yet, though he 
d1d not encourage Clodius, he did not interfere. 
He left the matter to the consuls and one of 
them was bis own father-in-law, ¡nd the other 
was Gabinius, once Pompey's favourite officer. 
Gabinius, Cícero thought, would respect Pom
pey's promise to him. To Piso he made a 
personal appeal. He found him, he said after
wards, at eleven in t~e moming, in his slippers, 
at_ a low tavern. P1s_o carne out, reeking with 
wme, and excused hunself by saying tbat bis 
health required a moming draught. Cicero 

affected to believe his apology; and he stood at 
the tavern <loor as long as he could bear the 
smell and the foul language and the expectora
tions of the consul. Hope in that quarter there 
was none. Two days later the assembly was 
called to consider Clodius's proposal. Piso 
was asked to say what he thought of the treat
ment of th_e conspira~o~; h~ answered gravely, 
and, as C1cero described h1m, with one eye in 
bis forehead, that he disapproved of cruelty. 
Neither Pompey nor his friends carne to help. 
What was Cícero to do? Resist by force? 
The young knights rallied about him eager for 
a fight, if he would but give the word. Some
times, as he looked back in after years be 
blamed himself for declining their services 
sometimes he took credit to himself for refus~ 
ing to be the occasion of bloodshed. 

"I was too timid," he said once; "I bad the 
country with me, and I should have stood firm. 
I had to do with a band of villains only, with 
two monsters of consuls, and with the male 
harlot of rich buffoons, the seducer of bis 
sister, the high priest of adultery, a poisoner a 
forger, an assassin, a thief. The best and b~v
est citizens implored me to stand up to him. 
But I reflected that this Fury asserted that he 
was supported by Pompey and Crassus and 
Cresar. Cresar had an army at the gales. 
The other two could raise another army when 
they pleased; and when they knew that their 
names were thus made use of, they remained 
silent. They were alarmed, perhaps, because 
the laws which they had carried in the preceding 
year were challenged by the new prretors, and 
were held by the Senate to be invalid; and they 
were unwilling to alienate a popular tribune." 

And again elsewhere: "When I saw that the 
faction of Catiline was in power, that the party 
which I had led, sorne from envy of myself 
sorne from fear for their own lives, bad betrayed 
and deserted me; when the two consuls had 
been purcbased by promises of provinces, and 
had gone over to my enemies, and the condition 
of the bargain was, that I was to be delivered 
over, tied and bound, to my enemies; when the 
Senate and knights were in mouming, but were 
not allowed to bring my cause before the peo ple; 
when my blood had been made the sea) of the 
arrangement under which the State had been 
disposed of; when I saw ali this, although 'the 
good' were ready to fight for me, and were 
willing to die for me, I would not consent be
cause I saw that victory or defeat would ~like 
bring ruin to the Commonwealth. The Seoate 
was powerless. The Forum was ruled by 
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violence. In such a city there was no place 
forme." 

So Cicero, as he looked back afterwards, 
described the struggle in his own mind. His 
friends had then rallied; Cresar was far away¡ 
and he could tell his own story, and could pile 
his invectives on those who had injured him. 
His matchless literary power has given him 
exclusivecommand over the history of his time. 
His enemies' characters have been accepted 
from his pen as correct portraits. If we allow 
his description of Clodius and the two consuls 
to be true to the facts, what harder condemna
tion can be pronounced against a political con
dition in which such men as these could be 
raised to the fust position in the Sta te? Dion 
says that Cicero's resolution to yield did not 
wholly proceed from his own prudence, but was 
assisted by advice from Cato and Hortensius 
the orator. Anyway, the blow fell, and he 
went down before it. His immortal consulship, 
in praise of which he had written a poem, 
brought after it the swift retribution which 
Cresar had foretold. When the vote proposed 
by Clodius was carried he fled to Sicily, with a 
tacit confession that he dared not abide his 
tria] which would immediately have followed. 
Sentence was pronounced upon him in bis 
absence. His property was confiscated. His 
houses in town and country were razed. The 
site of his palace in Rome was dedicated to the 
Goddess of Liberty, and he himself was exiled. 
He was forbidden to reside within four hundred 
miles of Rome, with a threat of death if be 
returned¡ and he retired to Macedonia, to pour 
out bis sorrows and his resentments in lamenta
tions unwortby of a woman. 

"GEORGE ELIOT," MARY ANN 
EVANS (CROSS) (1819-188o) 

THE MILL ON THE FLOSS 

BOOK VII. CHAPTER V 

Tm: LAST CONFLICT 

In the second week of September, Maggie 
was again sitting in her lonely room, battling 
with the old sbadowy enemies that were for
ever slain and rising again. It was past mid
nigbt, and the rain was beating beavily against 
the window, driven witb fitful force by tbe 
rusbing, loud-moaning wind. For, the day 
after Lucy's visit, there bad been a sudden 
change in the weather: tbe beat and drought 
bad given way to cold variable winds, and heavy 

falls of rain at intervals ¡ and she had been 
forbidden to risk the contemplated joumey 
until the weather should become more settled. 
In the counties higher up the Floss, the rains 
had been continuous, and the completion of 
the harvest had been arrested. And now, 
for tbe last two days, the rains on this lower 
course of tbe river bad been incessant, so that 
the old men bad shaken their heads and talked 
of sixty years ago, when the same sort of 
weather bappening about tbe equinox, brougbt 
on the 

1

great floods, wbich swept the bridge 
away, and reduced tbe town to great misery. 
But the younger generation, wbo had seen 
severa! small floods, thougbt lightly of these 
sombre recollections and forebodings¡ and 
Bob J akin, naturally prone to take a hopeful 
view of bis own luck, laughed at his mother 
when she regretted their baving taken a house 
by the riverside; observing that but for that 
they would bave bad no boats, which were the 
most lucky of possessions in case of a flood that 
obliged them to go to a distance for food. 

But the careless and the fearful were alike 
sleeping in their beds now. There was hope 
that the rain would abate by the morrow ¡ 
threatenings of a worse kind, from sudden 
thaws after falls of snow, had often passed 
off in the experience of the younger ones ¡ and 
at the very worst, the banks would be sure to 
break lower down the river when the tide carne 
in with violence, and so the waters would be 
carried off, without causing more tban tem
porary inconvenience, and losses that would 
be felt only by the poorer sort, whom charity 
would relieve. 

All were in their beds now, for it was past 
midnight: all except sorne solitary watchers 
such as Maggie. She was seated in her little 
parlour towards the river with one candle, that 
left everything dim in the room, except a letter 
which lay before her on the table. That letter 
which had come to her to-day, was one of the 
causes that had kept her up far on into the 
night - unconscious how the hours were going 
- careless of seeking rest - with no image 
of rest coming across her mind, except of that 
far, far off rest, from which there would be no 
more waking for her into this struggling earthly 
life. 

Two days before Maggie received that letter, 
she had been to the Rectory for the last time. 
The heavy rain would have prevented her from 
going since¡ but there was another reason. 
Dr. Kenn, at first enlightened only by a few 
hints as to the new tum which gossip and 
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slander had taken in relation to Maggie, had 
recently been made more fully aware of it by 
an eamest remonstrance from one of bis male 
parishioners against the indiscretion of per
sisting in the attempt to overcome the prevalent 
feeling in the parish by a course of resistance. 
Dr. Kenn, baving a conscience void of offence 
in the matter, was still inclined to persevere -
was still averse to give way before a public 
sentiment that was odious and contemptible ¡ 
but he was finally wrougbt upon by the con
sideration of the peculiar responsibility attached 
to bis office, of avoiding tbe appearance oí 
evil - an "appearance" tbat is always de
pendent on the average quality of surrounding 
minds. Where these minds are low and gross, 
tbe area ot that "appearance" is proportion
ately widened. Perhaps he was in danger of 
acting from obstinacy; perhaps it was bis duty 
to succumb: conscientious people are apt to 
see their duty in that which is the most pain
ful course¡ and to recede was always painful 
to Dr. Kenn. He made up bis mind that be 
must advise Maggie to go away from St. Ogg's 
for a time¡ and he performed tbat difficult 
task with as much delicacy as be could, only 
stating in vague terms that be found his attempt 
to countenance her stay was a source of discord 
between bimself and bis parishioners, that was 
likely to obstruct bis usefulness as a clergyman. 
lle begged her to allow him to write to a clerical 
friend of bis, who might possibly take her into 
his own family as govemess¡ and, if not, would 
probably lmow of sorne otber available position 
for a young woman in whose welfare Dr. Kenn 
felt a strong interest. 

Poor Maggie listened with a trembling lip: 
she could say nothing but a faint "tbank you 
- I shall be grateful" ¡ and she walked back 
to her lodgings, through the driving rain, with 
a new sense of desolation. She must be a 
lonely wanderer¡ she must go out among fresh 
faces, tbat would look at her wonderingly, 
because tbe days did not seem joyful to her¡ 
she must begin a new life, in which sbe would 
have to rouse herself to receive new impres
sions - and she was so unspeakably, sicken
ingly wearyl There was no home, no help 
for the erring: even those who pitied were 
constrained to hardness. But ought sbe to 
complain? Ought she to shrink in this way 
from the long penance of life, which was ali 
the possibility she had of lightening the load 
to sorne other sufferers, and so changing that 
passionate error into a new force oí unselfish 
human !ove? Ali the next day she sat in her 

lonely room, with a window darkened by the 
cloud and the driving rain, thinking of that 
future, and wrestling for patience: - for what 
repose could poor Maggie ever win except by 
wrestling? 

And on the third day- this day of which 
she had just sat out the close - the letter had 
come which was lying on the table before her. 

Tbe letter was from Stephen. He was come 
back from Holland: he was at Mudport again, 
unknown to any of his friends ¡ and bad written 
to her from tbat place, enclosing the letter to a 
person whom he trusted in St. Ogg's. From 
beginning to end it was a passionate cry of 
reproach: an appeal against her useless sacri
fice of him - of berself: against that perverted 
notion of rigbt which led her to crush ali bis 
hopes, for the sake of a mere idea, and not any 
sttbstantial good - his hopes, whom she loved, 

. and wbo loved her with that single overpower
ing passion, that worsbip, which a man never 
gives to a woman more than once in bis life. 

"They bave written to me that you are to 
marry Kenn. As if I should believe that 1 
Perhaps they bave told you sorne such fables 
about me. Perhaps they tell you l've been 
'travelling.' My body has been dragged about 
somewhere;. but I have never travelled from 
the hideous place where you left me - where 
I started up from a stupor oí helpless rage to 
find you gone. 

"Maggie ! wbose pain can have been like 
mine? Whose injury is like mine? Who be
sides me has met that long look of love that 
has bumt itself into my soul, so that no other 
image can come there? Maggie, call me back 
to you ! - call me back to life and goodness 1 
I am banished from botb now. I have no 
motives: I am indifferent to everything. Two 
months have only deepened the certainty that 
I can never care for life without you. Write 
me one word - sa y 'Come I' In two da ys 
I should be with you. Maggie - have you 
forgotten wbat it was to be together? - to be 
within reach of a look - to be within bearing 
of each other's voice?" 

Wben Maggie )irst read this letter she felt 
as if her real ternptation had only just begun. 
At the entrance of the chill dark cavem, we 
turn with unwom courage from the warm 
light; but how, when we have trodden far in 
the damp darkness, and have begun to be faint 
and weary- how, if there is a sudden opening 
above us, and we are invited back again to the 
life-nourishing day? The leap of natural 
longing from under the pressure of pain is 
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so strong, that all less immediate motives are 
likely to be forgotten - till the pain has been 
escaped from. 

For hours Maggie felt as if her struggle had 
been in vain. For hours every otber thou~ht 
that she strove to summon was thrust as1de 
by the image of Stephen waiting for the single 
word that would bring him to her. She did 
not read the letter: she heard him uttering it, 
and the voice shook her with its old strange 
power. All the day before she had been filled 
with the vision of a lonely future through which 
she must carry the burden of regret, upheld 
only by clinging faith. And here - close 
within her reach - urging itself upon her 
even as a claim - was another future, in.which 
hard endurance and effort were to be exchanged 
for easy delicious leaning on another's loving 
strength ! And yet that promise of joy in the 
place of sadness did not make the dire force 
of the temptation to Maggie. It was Stephen's 
tone of misery, it was the doubt in the justice 
of her own resolve, that made the balance 
tremble, and made her once start from her 
seat to reach the pen and paper, and write 
"Come!" 

But close upon that decisive act, her mind 
recoiled; ancl the sense of contradiction with 
her past self in her moments of strength and 
cleamess, carne upon her like a pang of con
scious degradation. No - she must wait; she 
must pray¡ thP. light that had forsaken her 
would come again: she should feel again what 
she had felt, when she had fled away, under 
an inspiration strong enough to conquer agony 
- to conquer love : she should feel again what 
she had felt when Lucy stood by her, when 
Philip's letter had stirred ali the fibres that 
bound her to the calmer past. 

She sat quite still, far on into the night: 
with no impulse to change her attitude, with
out active force enough even for the mental 
act of prayer: only waiting for the light that 
would surely come again. It carne with the 
memories that no passion could long quench: 
the long past carne back to her, and with it the 
fountains of self-renouncing pity and affection, 
of faithfulness and resolve. The words that 
were marked by the quiet hand in the little old 
book that she had long ago leamed by heart, 
rushed even to her lips, and found a vent for 
themselves in a low murmur that was quite 
lost in the loud driving of the rain against the 
window and the loud moan and roar of the 
wind: "I have received the Cross, I have 
received it from Thy hand; I will bear it, and 

bear it till death, as Thou hast laid it upon 
me." 

But soon other words rose that could find 
no utterance but in a sob: "Forgive me, 
Stephen ! It will pass away. You will come 
back to her." 

She took up the letter, held it to the candle, 
and Jet it burn slowly on the hearth. To
morrow she would write to him the last word 
of parting. 

"I will bear it, and bear it till death. . . . 
But how long it will be before death comes I 
I am so young, so hea!thy. How shall I have 
p1tience and strength? Am I to struggle and 
fall and repent again? - has life other trials 
as hard for me still ? " 

With that cry of self-despair, Maggie fe)) 
on her knees against the table, and buried her 
sorrow-stricken tace. Her soul went out to the 
Unseen Pity that would be with her to the end. 
Surely there was something being taught her 
by this experience of great need; and she must 
be leaming a secret of human tendemess and 
long-suffering, that the less erring could hard!y 
know? "O God, if my life is to be long, Jet 
me live to bless and comfort-" 

At that moment Maggie felt a startling sen
sation of sudden cold about her knees and feet: 
it was water flowing under her. She started 
up: the stream was flowing under the door 
that led into the passage. She was not be· 
wildered for an instant - she knew it was the 
flood ! 

The tumult of emotion she had beeh enduring 
for the Iast twelve hours seemed to have Ieft 
a great calm in her: without screaming, she 
hurried with the candle up-stairs to Bob J akin's 
bedroom. The door was ajar; she went in 
and shook him by the shoulder. 

"Bob, the flood is come! it is in the house 1 
let us see if we can make the boats safe." 

She lighted bis candle, while the poor wife, 
snatching up her baby, burc;t into screams; 
and then she hurried down again to see if the 
waters were rising fast. There was a step 
down into the room at the door leading from 
the staircase; she saw that the water was 
already on a level with the step. While she 
was looking, something carne with a tremendous 
crash against the window, and sent the leaded 
panes and the old wooden framework inwards 
in shivers, - the water pouring in after it. 

"It is the boatl" cried Maggie. "Bob, 
come clown to get the boats ! " 

And without a moment's shudder of fear, 
she plunged through the water, which was 
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rising fast to her knees, and by the glimmering 
light of the candle she had lcft on the stairs, 
she mounted on to the window-sill, and crept 
into the boat, which was left with the prow 
lodging and protruding through the window. 
Bob was not long after her, hurrying without 
shoes or stockings, but with the lanthom in his 
hand. 

"Why, they're both here - both the boats," 
said Bob, as he got into the one where Mag
gie was. "It's wonderful this fastening isn't 
broke too, as well as the mooring." 

In the excitement of getting into the other 
boat, unfastening it, and mastering an oar, 
Bob was not struck with the danger Maggie 
incurred. We are not apt to fear for the fear
less, when we are companions in their danger, 
and Bob's mind was absorbed in possible ex
pedients for the safety of the helpless indoors. 
The fact that Maggie had been up, had waked 
him, and had taken the lead in activity, gave 
Bob a vague impression of her as one who 
would help to protect, not need to be protected. 
She too had got possession of an oar, and had 
pushed off, so as to release the boat from the 
overhanging window-frame. 

"The water's rising so fast," said Bob, " I 
doubt it'll be in at the chambers before long 
- th' house is so low. l 've more mind to get 
Prissy and the child and the mother into the 
boat, if I could, and trusten to the water -
for th' old house is none so safe. And if I 
Jet go the boat ... but you," he exclaimed, 
suddenly lifting the light of his lanthom on 
Maggie, as she stood in the rain with the oar 
in her hand and her black hair streaming. 

Maggie had no time to answer, for a new 
tidal current swept along the line of the houses, 
and drove both the boats out on to the wide 
water, with a force that carried them far past 
the meeting current of the river. 

In the first moments Maggie felt nothing, 
thought of nothing, but that she had suddenly 
passed away from that life which she had been 
dreading: it was the transition of death, with
out its agony- and she was alone in the 
darkness with God. 

The whole thing had been so rapid - so 
dream-like - that the threads of ordinary 
association were broken: she sank down on 
the seat clutching the oar mechanically, and 
for a long while had no distinct conception of 
her position. The first thing that waked her 
to ful!cr consciousness was the cessation of the 
rain, and a perception that the darkness was 
divided by the faintest light, which parted the 

overhanging gloom from the immeasurable 
watery leve) below. She was driven out upon 
the flood: - that awful visitation of God 
which her father used to talk of - which had 
made the nightmare of her childish dreams. 
And with that thought there rushed in the vision 
of the old home - and Tom - and her mother 
- they had all Iistened together. 

"O God, where am I? Which is the way 
home?" she cried out, in the dim loneliness. 

What was happening to them at the Mili? 
The flood had once nearly destroyed it. They 
might be in danger- in distress: her mother 
and her brother, alone there, beyond reach of 
help ! Her whole soul was strained now on 
that thought; and she saw the long-loved faces 
looking for help into the darkness, and finding 
none. 

She was floating in smooth water now -
perhaps far on the overflooded fields. There 
was no sen.se of present danger to check the 
outgoing of her mind to the old home· and she 
strained her eyes against the curtain 'of gloom 
that she rnight seize the first sight of her where
abo~t - that she might catch ~me faint sug
gest1on of the spot towards wh1ch ali her anxi
eties tended. 

Oh how wekome, the widening of that dis
mal watery level - the gradual uplifting of the 
cloudy firmament - the slowly defining black
ness of objects above the glassy dark ! Yes 
- she must be out on the fields - those were 
the tops of hedgerow trees. Which way did 
the ~ver líe? Looking behind her, she saw 
the !mes of black trees: looking before her, 
there were none: then, the river lay before her. 
She seized an oar :md began to paddle tbe boat 
fonvard wilh the energy of wakening hope: 
the dawning seemed to advance more swiftly, 
now she was in action ¡ and she could soon see 
the poor dumb beasts crowding piteously on 
a mound where they had taken refuge. On
ward she paddled and rowed by tums in the 
growing twilight: her wet clothes clung round 
her, and her streaming hair was dashed about 
by the wind, but she was hardly conscious of 
any bodily sensations - except a sensation of 
strength, inspired by mighty emotion. Along 
with the sense of danger and possible rescue 
for those long-remembered beings at the old 
home, there was an undefined sense of recon
cilement with her brother: what quarrel, what 
harshness, wh.at unbelief in each other can 
subsist in the presence of a great calamity, 
when al! the artificial vesture of our life is gone, 
and we are ali one with each other in primitive 
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mortal needs? Vaguely, Maggie felt this; 
- in the strong resurgent !ove towards her 
brother that swept away all the later impres
sions of hard, cruel offence and misunderstand
ing and leít only the deep, underlying, un
sh;kable memories oí early union. 

But now there was a large clark mass in the 
distance, and near to her Ma~ie could discern 
the current of the river. The dark mass must 
be - yes, it was - St. Ogg's. Ah, ?ºw she 
knew which way to look for the first ghmpse of 
the well-known trees - the gray willows, the 
now yellowing chestnuts- and above them 
the old roof 1 But there was no colour, no 
shape yet: all was faint and dim. More and 
more strongly the energies seemed to come and 
put themselves forth, as if her life were a stored
up force tbat was being spent in tbis hour, 
unneeded for any future. 

She must get her boat into the current of the 
Floss, else she would never be able to pass the 
Ripple and approach the house: this was the 
thought that occurrcd to her, as she imagined 
with more and more vividness the state of 
things round the old home. But then she 
might be carried very far down, and be una~le 
to guide her boat out oí the current agam. 
For the first time distinct ideas oí danger began 
to press upon her¡ but there was no choice 
of courses, no room for hesitation, and she 
floated into the current. Swiítly she went now, 
without effort; more and more clearly in the 
lessening distance and the growing light she 
began to discern the objects that she knew must 
be the well-known trees and rooís¡ nay, she 
saw not far off a rushing muddy current that 
must be the strangely altered Ripple. 

Great God ! there were floating masses in 
it that might dash against her boat as she 
p~d, and cause her to perish too soon. 
What were those masses? 

For the first time Maggie's heart began to 
beat in an agony of dread. She sat helpless 
- dimly conscious that she was being floated 
along - more intensely conscious of the antici
pated clash. But the horror ~as transient: 
it passed away before the oncommg warehouses 
of St. Ogg's: she had passed the mouth of t~e 
Ripple, then: now, she must use ali her sk1ll 
and power to manage the boat and get it if 
possible out of the current. She could see now 
that the bridge was hroken down : she could 
see the masts of a stranded vessel far out over 
the watery field. But no boats were to be seen 
moving on the river - such as had been laid 
hands on were employed in the flooded streets. 

With new resolution, Maggie seized her oar, 
and stood up again to paddle¡ but tbe ~ow 
ebbing tide added to the swiftness of the nver, 
and she was carried along beyond the bridge. 
She could hear shouts from the windows over• 
looking the river, as if the people there were 
calling to her. It was not till she had passed 
on nearly to Tofton that she could gct the boat 
clear of the current. Then with one yeaming 
look towards her uncle Deane's house that lay 
farther down the river, she took to both her 
oars, and rowed with ali her might across the 
watery fields, back towards the Mili. Colour 
was beginning to awake now, and as she 
approached the Dorlcote fields, she could dis
cern the tints of the trees - could see the old 
Scotch firs far to the right, and the home chest
nuts - oh, how deep they lay in the water! 
deeper than the trees on this side the hill. 
And the roof of the Mili - where was it? 
Those heavy fragments hurrying down the 
Ripple - what had they meant? But it was 
not the house - the house stood finn: drowned 
up to the first storey, but still firm - or was it 
broken in at the end towards the Mili? 

With panting joy that she was there at last 
- joy that overcame all distress - Maggie 
neared the front of the house. At first she 
heard no sound: she saw no object moving. 
Her boat was on a leve) with the up-stairs 
window. She called out in a loud piercing 
voice: 

"Tom, where are you? Mother, where are 
you? Here is Maggie l" 

Soon, from the window of the attic in the 
central gable, she heard Tom's voice: 

"Who is it? Have you brought a boat?" 
"Itisl, Tom-Maggie. Wnereismother?" 
"She is not here: she went to Garum, the 

day before yesterday. I'll come down to the 
lowcr window." 

"Alone, Maggie?" said Toro, in a voice of 
deep astonishment, as he opened the middle 
window on a leve! with the boat. 

"Yes, Tom: God has taken care of me, to 
bring me to you. Get in quickly. Is there 
no one else?" 

"No," said Toro, stepping into the boat, 
"I fear the man is drowned: he was carried 
down the Ripple, I think, when part of the 
Mili fell with the crash of trees and stones 
against it: I've shouted again and again, and 
there has been no answer. Give me the oars, 
Maggie." 

It was not till Toro had pushed off and 
they were on the wide water - he face to face 
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with Maggie - that the ful! meaning oí what 
had happened rushed upon bis mind. It 
carne with so overpowering a force - it was 
such a new revelation to his spirit, of the 
depths in life, that had lain beyond his vision 
which he had fancied so keen and clear -
that he was unable to ask a question. They 
sat mutely gazing at each other: Maggie with 
eyes of intense life looking out froro a weary, 
beaten face - Tom pale with a certain awe 
and humiliation. Thought was busy though 
the lips were silent: and though he could ask 
no question, he guessed a story of almost 
miraculous divinely-protected effort. But at 
last a mist gathered over the blue-gray eyes 
and the lips found a word they could utter; 
the old childish - "Magsie ! " 

Maggie could make no answer but a long 
deep sob of that mysterious wondrous happi
ness that is one with pain. 

As soon as she could speak, she said, "\Ve 
will go to Lucy, Tom: we'll go and see if sbe 
is saíe, and then we can help the rest." 

Tom rowed with untired vigour, and with 
a different speed from poor Maggie's. The 
boat was soon in the current of the river again, 
and soon they would be at Tofton. 

"Park House stands high up out oí the 
flood," said Maggie. "Perhaps they have gol 
Lucy there." 

Nothing else was said ¡ a new danger was 
being carried towards them by the river. 
Sorne wooden machinery had just given way 
on one oí the wharves, and huge fragments 
were being floated along. The sun was rising 
now, and the widc area of watery desolation 
was spread out in dreadíul clearness around 
them - in dreadful clearness floated onwards 
the hurrying, threatening masses. A large 
coropany in a boat that was working its way 
along under the Tofton houses observed their 
danger, and shouted, "Get out of the current ! " 

But that could not be done at once, and 
Tom, looking before him, saw death rushing 
on them. Huge fragments, clinging together 
in fatal fellowship, made one wide mass across 
the strcam. 

"It is coming, Maggie I" Toro said, in a 
dcep hoarse voice, loosing the oars, and clasp
ing her. 

The next instant the boat was no longer 
seen upon the water - and the h uge mass 
was hurrying on in hideous triumph. 

But soon the keel of the boat reappeared, a 
black speck on the golden water. 

The bo:it renppcared - but brother and 

sister had gone down in an embrace never to 
be parted: living through again in onc su
preme moment the days when they had clasped 
their little hands in !ove, and roamed the 
daisied fields together. 

JOHN RUSKIN (1819-1900) 

THE STONES OF VENICE 

VOL. II. CHAP. l. 

TII.E TURONE 

§ I. In the olden days of travelling, now 
to retum no more, in which distance could 
not be vanquished without toil, but in which 
that toil was rewarded, partly by the power 
of deliberate survey oí the countries through 
which the journey lay, and partly by the 
happiness of the evening hours, when, from 
the top of the last hill he had surmounted, the 
traveller beheld the quiet village where he was 
to rest, scattered among the meadows beside 
its valley strearo ¡ or, from the long hoped for 
turn in the dusty pcrspective oí the causeway, 
saw, for the first time, the towers of sorne 
famed city, faint in the rays of sunset - hours 
of pcaceful and thoughtful pleasure, for which 
the rush of the arrival in the railway station is 
perhaps not always, or to ali men, an equiva
lent: in those days, I say, whcn there was 
something more to be anticipated and reroem
bered in the first aspect of each successive 
halting-place, than a new arrangement oí glass 
roofing and iron girder, thcre were few moments 
of which the recollection was more fondly 
cherished by the travellcr, than that which, as 
I endeavoured to describe in the close of the 
last chaptcr, brought him within sight of 
Vcnice, as his gondola shot into the open 
hgoon from the canal of Mestrc. Not but 
that the aspect of the city itself was gencrally 
thc source of sorne slight disappointment, for, 
seen in this direction, its buildings are far 
less cbaracteristic than those of the other great 
towns of Italy; but this inferiority was partly 
disguised by clistance, and more than atoned 
for by the strange rising of its walls and towers 
out of the midst, as it seemed, of the deep sea, 
for it was impossible that the mind or the eye 
could at once comprehend the shallowness of 
thc vast sheet oí water which stretched away 
in leaguc~ of rippling lustre to the north and 
south, or trace the narrow linc of islets bound
ing it to che east. The salt breeze, the white 
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moaning sea-birds, the masses of black weed 
separating and disappearing gradually, in knots 
of heaving shoal, under the advance of the 
steady tide, ali proclaimed it to be indeed the 
ocean on whose bosom the great city rested 
so calmly; not such blue, soft, lake-like ocean 
as bathes the Neapolitan promontories, or 
sleeps beneath the marble rocks of Genoa, but 
a sea with the bleak power of our own northem 
waves yet subdued into a strange spacious 
rest, ¡nd changed from its angry pallor in~o a 
field of bumished gold, as the sun declmed 
behind the belfry tower of the lonely island 
church fitly named "St. George of the Sea
weed."1 As the boat drew nearer to the city 
the coast which tbe traveller had just left 
sank behind him into one long, low, sad
coloured line, tufted irregularly with brush
wood and willows: but, at what seemed its 
northem extremity, the hills of Arqua rose in 
a dark cluster of purple pyramids, balanced 
on the bright mirage of the lagoon; two or 
three smooth surges of inferior hill extended 
themselves about their roots, and beyond 
these, beginning with the crag~y peaks above 
Vicenza tbe chain of tbe Alps g1rded the whole 
horizon 'to the north - a wall of jagged blue, 
here and there showing through its clefts a 
wildemess of misty precipices, fading far back 
into the recesses of Cadore, and itself rising 
and breaking away eastward, where the sun 
struck opposite upon its snow, into mighty 
fragments of peaked light, standing up behind 
the barred clouds of evening, one after an
other countless, the crown of the Adrian Sea, 
until 'tbe eye tumed back from pursuing them, 
to rest upon the nearer burning of the c~m
paniles of Murano, and on the great c1ty, 
where it magnified itself along the waves, as 
the quick silent pacing of the gondola drew 
nearer and nearer. And at last, when its 
walls were reached, and the outmost of its 
untrodden streels was entered, not through 
towered gate or guarded rampart, but. as a 
deep inlet between two rocks of coral m the 
Indian sea; when first upon the traveller's 
sight opened the long ranges of columned 
palaces - each with its black boat moored at 
the portal, each with its image cast down, ?C· 
neath its feet, upon that green pavement wbtch 
every breeze broke into new fantasies of ricb 
tessellation · when first, at the extrem1ty of 
tbe bright ~isla, the shadowy Rialto tbrew its 
colossal curve slowly forth from behind the 
palace of the Camerlenghi; that strange curve, 
so delicate, so adamantine, strong as a moun-

tain cavem, graceful as a bow just bent; when 
first, before its moonlike circumference was ali 
risen, the gondolier's cry, "Ah! Stali," struck 
sharp upon the ear, and the prow tumed aside 
under the mighty cornices that balf met over 
the narrow canal, where the plash of the 
water followed clase and loud, ringing along 
the marble by the boat's side; and when at 
last tbat boat darted fortb upon tbe breadtb 
of silver sea, across whicb tbe íront of the 
Ducal palace, flusbed witb its sanguine veins, 
looks to the snowy dome of Our Lady of 
Salvation, it was no marvel tbat tbe mind 
should be so deeply entranced by the visionary 
cbarm of a scene so beautiful and so strange, 
as to forget tbe darker truths of its history 
and its being. Well might it seem tbat such a 
city had owed her existence rather to tbe rod 
of tbe encbanter, tban tbe fear of tbe fugitive; 
that the waters whicb encircled her had becn 
chosen for the mirror of her state, rather tban 
the shelter of her nakedness; and that ali 
whicb in nature was wild or merciless -Time 
and Decay, as well as the waves and tempests 
- had been won to adom her instead of to 
destroy, and might still spare, for ages to 
come, that beauty which seemed to have fixed 
for its throne tbe sands of the hour-glass as 
well as of tbe sea. 

§ II. And although the last few eventful 
years, fraught with change to tbe face of the 
whole eartb, have been more fatal in their 
influence on Venice than the five hundred that 
preceded them; though the noble landscape 
of approacb to her can now be seen no more, 
or seen only by a glance, as the engine slackens 
its rushing on the iron line; and though man y 
of her palaces are forever defaced, and many 
in desecrated ruins, there is still so much of 
magic in her aspect, that the hurried traveller, 
who must lea ve her before the wonder of that 
first aspect has been worn away, may still be 
led to forget the humility of her origin, and to 
shut bis eyes to the depth of her desolation. 
They, at least, are little to be envied, in whose 
hearts the great charities of the imagination 
lie dead, and for whom the fancy has no 
power to repress the importunity of painful 
impressions, or to raise wbat is ignoble, and 
disguise what is discordant, in a scene so rich 
in its remembrances, so surpassing in its beauty. 
But for this work of the imagination there 
must be no permission during the task which 
is before us. The impotent feelings of ro
mance, so singularly characteristic of this cen
tury, may indeed gild, but never save, tbe 
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remains of those mightier ages to which they 
are attacbed like climbing flowers; and they 
must be tom away from the magnificent frag
ments, if we would see them as tbey stood in 
their own strength. Those feelings, always as 
fruitless as they are fond, are in Venice not 
only incapable of protecting, but even of dis
ceming, the objects to which they ought to 
have been attached. The Venice of modero 
fiction and drama is a tbing of yesterday, a 
mere effiorescence of decay, a stage dream 
whicb tbe first ray of daylight must dissipate 
into dust. No prisoner, whose name is worth 
remembering, or whose sorrow deserved sym
pathy, ever crossed that "Bridge of Sighs," 
whicb is the centre of the Byronic ideal of 
Venice; no great mercbant of Venice ever 
saw tbat Rialto under whicb tbe traveller 
now passes with breatbless interest: tbe statue 
whicb Byron makes Faliero address as of one 
of bis great ancestors was erected to a soldier 
of fortune a hundred and fifty years after 
Faliero's death; and the most conspicuous 
parts of tbe city bave been so entirely altered 
in the course of the last three centuries, that 
if Henry Dandolo or Francis Foscari could be 
summoned from tbeir tombs, and stood eacb 
on the deck of bis galley at the entrance of 
the Grand Canal, that renowned entrance, 
the painter's favourite subject, tbe novelist's 
favourite scene, where the water first narrows 
by the steps of the Cburch of La Salute -
the mighty Doges would not know in what 
spot of the world tbey stood, would literally 
not recognise one stone of tbe great city, for 
whose sake, and by whose ingratitude, tbeir 
gray hairs had been brougbt down with bit
temess to the grave. The remains of tltcir 
Venice lie hidden behind the cumbrous masses 
whicb were the delight of tbe nation in its 
dotage; hidden in many a grass-grown court, 
and silent pathway, and lightless canal, where 
the slow waves have sapped their foundations 
for five hundred years, and must soon prevail 
over them forever. It must be our task to 
glean and gather them forth, and restare out 
of tbem sorne faint image of the lost city; 
more gorgeous a thousandfold than that which 
now exists, yet not created in the day-dream 
of the prince, nor by the ostentation of the 
noble, but built by iron hands and patient 
hearts, contending against the adversity of 
nature and the fury of man, so that its wonder
fulness cannot be grasped by the indolence of 
imagination, but only after frank inquiry into 
tbe true nature of that wild and solitary scene, 

whose restless tides and trembling sands did 
indeed shelter the birth of the city, but long 
denied her dominion. 

§ ill. When the eye falls casually on a. 
map of Europe, there is no feature by which 
it is more likely to be arrested than tbe strange 
sweeping loop formed by the junction of the 
Alps and Apennines, and enclosing tbe great 
basin of Lombardy. This return of the moun
tain chain upon itself causes a vast difference 
in the cbaracter of tbe distribution of its débris 
of its opposite sides. The rock fragments and 
sediments which the torrents on the north side 
of the Alps bear into the plains are distributed 
over a vast extent of country, and, though 
here and there lodged in beds of enormous 
tbickness, soon permit tbe firm substrata to 
appear from undemeatb tbem; but ali the 
torrents which descend from the southern side 
of tbe High Alps, and from the northem slope 
of the Apennines, meet concentrically in tbe 
recess or mountain bay whicb the two ridges 
endose; every fragment whicb tbunder breaks 
out of tbeir battlements, and every grain of 
dust whicb tbe summer rain washes from their 
pastures, is at last laid at rest in the blue 
sweep of tbe Lombardic plain; and that plain 
must have risen within its rocky barriers as 
a cup fills with wine, but for two contrary 
influences whicb continually depress, or dis
perse from its surface, the accumulation of tbe 
ruins of ages. 

§ IV. I will not tax the reader's faith in 
modem science by insisting on tbe singular 
depression of the surface of Lombardy, which 
appears forman y centurics to bave taken place 
steadily and continually; the main fact with 
whicb we have to do is the gradual transport, 
by the Po and its great collateral rivers, of 
vast masses of the fi.ner sediment to the sea. 
Tbe cbaracter of the Lombardic plains is 
most strikingly expressed by the ancient walls 
of its cities, composed for tbe most part of 
large rounded Alpine pebbles alternating with 
narrow courses of brick; and was curiously 
illustrated in 18481 by the ramparts of these 
same pebbles thrown up four or five feet high 
round every ficld, to check the Austrian cav
alry in the battle under the walls of Verona. 
The finer dust among which these pebbles are 
dispcrsed is taken up by the rivers, fed into 
continua! strength by the Alpine snow, so that, 
however purc their waters may be when they 
issue from the lakes at the foot of the great 
chain, thcy become of the colour and opacity 
of clay before they reach the Adriatic¡ the 
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sediment which they bear is at once thrown 
down as tbey enter the sea, forming a vast 
belt of low land along the eastern coast of 
Italy. The powerful stream of the Po of 
course builds forward the fastest; on each side 
of it, north and south, there is a tract of marsh, 
fed by more fceble streams, and less liable to 
rapid change than the delta of the central 
river. In one of tbese tracts is built Ravenna, 
and in the other Venice. 

§ V. What circumstances directed the pecul
iar arrangement of this great belt of sedirnent 
in the earliest times, it is not here thc place to 
inquire. It is enough for us to know that 
from the mouths of the Adige to those of the 
Piave there stretches, at a variable distance 
of from three to five miles frorn the actual 
shore, a bank of sand, divided into long islands 
by narrow channels of sea. The space between 
this bank and the true shore consists of the sedi
mentary deposits from these and other rivers, 
a great plain of calcareous mud, covered, in 
the neighbourhood of Venice, by the sea at 
high water, to the depth in most places of a 
foot ora foot and a half, and ncarly everywhere 
exposed at low tide, but divided by an intricate 
net-work of narrow and winding channels, from 
which the sea never retires. In sorne places, 
according to the run of the currents, the land 
has risen into marshy islets, consolidated, 
sorne by art, and sorne by time, into ground 
firm enough to be built upon, or fruitful 
enough to be cultivated: in others, on the con
trary, it has not reached the sea leve!; so 
that, at the average low water, shallow lakelets 
glitter among its irregularly exposed fields of 
seaweed. In the midst of the largest of these, 
increased in importance by the confluence of 
severa! large river channels towards one of the 
openings in the sea bank, the city of Venice 
itself is built, on a crowded cluster of islan<ls; 
the various plots of higher ground which ap
pear to the nortb and south of this central 
cluster, have at different periods been also 
thickJy inhabited, and now hear, according to 
their size, the remains of cities, villages, or iso
lated convents and churches, scattcred among 
spaces of open ground, partly waste and en
cumbered by ruins, partly undcr cultivation for 
the supply of the metropolis. 

§ VI. The average rise and fall of the tide 
is about three feet (varying considerably with 
the seasons): but this foil, on so flat a shore, 
is enough to cause continua! movement in the 
waters, and in the rnain canals to produce a 
reflux which frequently runs Iikc a mili stream. 

At high water no land is visible for many 
miles to the north or south of Venice, except 
in the form of small islands crowned with 
towers or gleaming with villages: there is a 
channel, sorne three miles wide, between the 
city and the mainlan<l, and sorne mile and a 
half wide between it and the sandy break
water called the Lido, which divides the lagoon 
from the Adriatic, but which is so low as 
hardly to disturb the impression of the city's 
having been built in the midst of tbe ocean, 
although the secret of its true position is partly, 
yet not painfully, betrayed by the clusters of 
piles set to mark the deep-water channels, 
which undulate far away in spotfy chains like 
the studded backs of huge sea-snakes, and by 
the quick glittering of the crisped and crowded 
waves that flicker and dance before the strong 
winds upon the unlifted leve! of the shallow 
sea. But the scene is widely different at low 
tide. A fall of eighteen or twenty inches is 
enough to show ground over the greater part 
of the lagoon; and at the complete ebb the 
city is seen standing in the midst of a dark 
plain of seawecd, of gloomy green, except 
only where the larger branches of the Brenta 
and its associated streams converge towards 
the port of the Lido. Through this salt and 
sombre plain the gondola and the fishing-boat 
advance by tortuous channcls, seldom more 
than four or five feet deep, and often so choked 
with slime tbat the heavier keels furrow the 
bottom till their crossing tracks are seen 
through the clear sea water like the ruts upon 
a wintry road, and the oar leaves blue gashes 
upon the ground at every stroke, or is en
tangled among the thick weed that fringes the 
banks with the weight of its sullen waves, 
lcaning to and fro upon the uncertain sway of 
the exbausted tide. The scene is often pro
foundly oppressive, even at this day, when 
every plot of higher ground bears sorne frag
mcnt of fair building: but, in order to know 
what it was once, let the traveller follow in his 
boat at evening the windings of sorne unfre
quented channel far into the midst of the 
melancholy plain; Jet him remove, in his 
imagination, the brightncss of the grcat city, 
that still extends itself in the distance, and the 
walls and towers from the islands that are 
near; and so wait, until the bright investiture 
and sweet warmth of the sunset are withdrawn 
from the waters, and the black <lesert of their 
shorc Iics in its nakedness beneath the night, 
pathless, comfortless, infirm, lost in dark 
languor an<l fcarf ul silcncc, except where the 
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salt runlets plash into the tideless pools, or 
the sea-birds flit from their margins with a 
questioning cry¡ and he will be enabled to 
enter in sorne sort into the horror of heart with 
which this solitude was anciently chosen by 
man for his habitation. They little tbought, 
who first drove the stakes into the sand, and 
strewed the ocean reeds for their rest, that 
their children were to be the princes of tbat 
ocean, and their palaces its pride; and yet, in 
the great natural laws that rule that sorrowful 
wilderness, Jet it be remembered what strange 
preparation had been made for the things 
which no human imagination could have fore
told, and how tbe whole existence and fortune 
of the Venetian nation were anticipated or 
compelled, by the setting of those bars and 
doors to the rivers and the sea. Had deeper 
currents divided their islands, hostile navies 
would again and again have reduced the rising 
city into servitude; had stronger surges beaten 
their shores, ali tbe richness and refinement of 
the Venetian architecture must have been ex
changed for the walls and bulwarks of an 
ordinary sea-port. Had there been no tide, 
as in other parts of the Mediterranean, the 
narrow canals of the city would have become 
noisome, and the marsh in wbich it was built 
pestiferous. Had the tide been only a foot or 
eighteen inches higher in its rise, the water
access to the doors of the palaces would have 
been impossible: even as it is, there is sorne
times a Iittle difliculty, at the ebb, in landing 
without setting foot upon the lower and slippery 
steps; and the highest tides sometimes en ter 
the courtyards, and overflow the entrance 
halls. Eighteen inches more of difference 
between the level of the flood and ebb would 
have rendered the doorsteps of every palace, 
at low water, a treacherous mass of weeds and 
limpets, and tbe entire system of water-car
riage for the higher classes, in their easy and 
daily intercourse, must have been done away 
with. The streets of the city would have been 
widened, its network of canals filled up, and 
ali the peculiar character of the place and the 
people destroyed. 

§ VII. The reader may perhaps have felt 
sorne pain in the contrast between this faithful 
view of the site of the Venetian Throne, and 
tbe romantic conception of it which we ordi
narily form; but this pain, if he have felt it, 
ought to be more than counterbalanced by the 
value of the instance thus afforded to us at 
once of the inscrutableness and the wisdom of 
the ways of God. If, two thousand years ago, 

we had been pennitted to watch tbe slow 
settling of tbe slime of those turbid rivers into 
the polluted sea, and tbe gaining upon its 
deep and fresh waters of the lifeless, impas
sable, unvoyageable plain, how little could we 
have understood tbe purpose with which tbose 
islands were shaped out of the void, and the 
torpid waters enclosed with their desolate 
walls of sand ! How Iittle could we hav~ 
known, any more than of what now seems to 
us most distressful, dark, and objectless, the 
glorious aim which was then in the mind of 
Him in whose hands are ali the comers of the 
earth ! how Iittle imagined that in the laws 
which were stretching forth the gloomy mar
gins of those fruitless banks, and feeding the 
bitter grass among tbeir shallows, there was 
indeed a preparation, and tlie only preparation 
possible, for the founding of a city which was 
to be set like a ~olden clasp on the girdle of 
tbe earth, to wnte her history on the white 
scrolls of th~ sea-surges, and to word it in their 
thunder, and to gather and give forth, in world
wide pulsation, the glory of the West and of 
the East, from the burning heart of her Forti
tude and Splendour. 

CHAP. IV 

ST. MARK's 

§ X. And now I wish that the reader, be
fore I bring him into St. Mark's Place, would 
imagine himself for a little time in a quiet 
English cathedral town, and walk with me to 
the west front of its cathedral. Let us go 
together up the more retired street, at the end 
of which we can see the pinnacles of one of 
the towers, and then through the low gray 
gateway, with its battlemented top and small 
latticed window in the centre, into the inner 
private-looking road or close, where nothing 
goes in but the carts of tbe tradesmen who 
supply the bishop and the chapter, and where 
there are little shaven grass-plots, fenced in 
by neat rails, before old-fashioned groups of 
somewhat diminutive and excessively trim 
houses, with little oriel and bay windows 
jutting out here and there, and deep wooden 
comices and eaves painted cream colour and 
white, and small porches to their doors in the 
shape of cockle-shells, or little, crooked, thick, 
indescribable wooden gables warped a little 
on one side; and so forward till we come to 
larger houses, also old-fashioned, but of red 
brick, and with gardens behind thcm, and 


