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A NOTE ON THE TEXT
Daniel Deronda, George Eliot’s final novel, was first published by William Blackwood and Sons in eight parts, from February to September 
1876. This Modern Library Paperback Classic is set from William 
Blackwood and Sons’ Cabinet Edition (third edition). Published in 
December 1878, the three-volume Cabinet Edition contains a number 
of revisions by the author, primarily in the chapters that depict Jewish 
characters and customs.
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Let thy chief terror be of thine own soul: 
There, ’mid the throng of hurrying desires 
That trample on the dead to seize their spoil, 
Lurks vengeance, footless, irresistible 
As exhalations laden with slow death, 
And o’er the fairest troop of captured joys 
Breathes pallid pestilence.1

INTRODUCTION:
GEORGE ELIOT’S INTELLIGENCE
Edmund White
George Eliot is above all an intelligent author—as intelligent as Jane 
Austen, but less resignedly feminine in her preoccupations. She is as 
intelligent as Robert Browning and George Meredith—more so, since 
their intelligence is always linked to tiresome verbal prankishness. She 
is as intelligent as Henry James, but more explicitly so (which was one 
of his chief complaints about her, her lack of indirection). She speaks 
to us directly (“Dear Reader”), as Fielding and Thackeray did before 
her, but she has finer, stranger, more important things to tell us. Trollope advised her to write for the tens of thousands of readers, not just 
the happy thousands. Luckily she ignored his advice. We are the happy 
few.
There is not a page of Daniel Deronda that is not marked with intelligence, and a few are as queer and perceptive as any I’ve read. If I use 
such words as queer and strange it is because I’m convinced that almost 
all masterpieces in the English language are characterized by something preposterous, homemade, and all seem too long or too far-fetched or too narrow or too bizarre (I’m thinking of everything from 
The Faerie Queene to Gravity’s Rainbow, from Moby-Dick to Our Mutual  
Friend).
Take this passage, which is both wise and odd, that comes toward 
the end of Daniel Deronda:
The beings closest to us, whether in love or hate, are often virtually 
our interpreters of the world, and some feather-headed gentleman 
or lady whom in passing we regret to take as legal tender for a 
human being may be acting as a melancholy theory of life in the 
minds of those who live with them—like a piece of yellow and wavy 
glass that distorts form and makes colour an affliction. Their trivial 
sentences, their petty standards, their low suspicions, their loveless 
ennui, may be making somebody else’s life no better than a promenade through a pantheon of ugly idols. Gwendolen had that kind of 
window before her, affecting the distant equally with the near.
Everything in this passage is splendid—and striking (the “feather-headed gentleman or lady” and the “melancholy theory of life,” especially if we remember that the Greek verb at the origin of theory 
means 
“to look or contemplate”).
Daniel Deronda is intelligent in every word, though its overall design 
and intent seem confused or at least wavering. There are two almost 
unrelated plots. One of them is the story of the young, spirited Gwendolen Harleth and her disastrous marriage; the other is of Daniel 
Deronda’s discovery of his true identity as a Jew and his decision to 
marry a poor Jewish girl he has saved after she has attempted to drown 
herself in the Thames. After their marriage they travel to Palestine. 
Eliot must have been aware of the incongruity of playing off a spoiled, 
undereducated girl against great world events. She writes rather 
lamely: “What in the midst of that mighty drama are girls and their 
blind visions? They are the Yea or Nay of that good for which men are 
enduring and fighting. In these delicate vessels is borne onward 
through the ages the treasure of human affections.” The two stories 
scarcely overlap. In the beginning Deronda sees Gwendolen gambling 
recklessly at a Continental spa (this scene was inspired by George 
Eliot’s trip to the German spa of Bad Homburg in 1872, where she saw 
Byron’s great-niece losing heavily). Deronda is saddened by the spectacle of Gwendolen’s recklessness (for Eliot, Jews came to represent 
the eternal moral judges of human failings). Then the charismatic 
Deronda vanishes for a hundred pages, only to reemerge in an entirely 
distinct story line as he searches for his origins and befriends Mirah 
and her brother Mordecai, a dying Jewish sage. Whereas the pages devoted to Gwendolen are complex in tone, shifting from satire of the 
English gentry to a clear-eyed but not always compassionate look at 
Gwendolen’s maneuvering, the Deronda chapters are very high-toned, bordering on the melodramatic, when they aren’t slightly condescending to the dear, picturesque Jews.
There are efforts to stitch the stories together—Deronda appears at 
a musical party where Mirah sings in her small, fragile voice and the 
unhappily married Gwendolen attempts to establish contact with him. 
Toward the end of the book (which doesn’t know how to close and 
keeps staggering on), Gwendolen and Deronda meet in Genoa. Less 
obviously, there are psychological and thematic echoes. Gwendolen 
and Deronda both suffer from egotistical mothers, though Gwendolen’s is fearful and helpless and ignorant, whereas Deronda’s is a 
famous opera singer free of all hypocrisy and anything but helpless. Gwendolen and Deronda have both known hugely self-satisfied 
Englishmen of prominence, though Deronda’s guardian, Sir Hugo 
Mallinger, is a thoroughly decent, well-educated sort, whereas the 
most important man in Gwendolen’s life is the rather fatuous and 
hyperconventional rector, her uncle Mr. Gascoigne. Both stories are 
quests—Gwendolen’s for security and then for forgiveness and a 
higher meaning, Deronda’s for a resolution to the mystery of his identity and then for a political purpose and higher meaning. The higher 
meaning part is the Victorian note.
Not only are the plots poorly joined but also the Gwendolen half is 
so superior to the Deronda half that the twentieth-century British 
critic F. R. Leavis seriously suggested the book be split in half and the 
good part be published separately under the title “Gwendolen Harleth.” 
Such an arrangement would rob the reader, however, of some of 
George Eliot’s most intriguing if least successful explorations.
Eliot was fascinated by the fate of the Jews—their history, their status, their trials, their culture. She suggested something like Zionism 
two decades before Theodor Herzl came up with the idea in his book 
The Jewish State (1896). She based her portrait of the assimilationist 
German Jewish musician Klesmer on the Russian composer and 
pianist Anton Rubinstein, whom she met in 1854 and again at a concert 
in 1876. Her interest in Jewish questions became all the more concrete 
when she met the talmudic scholar Emanuel Deutsch (the model for 
Mordecai in Daniel Deronda). Eliot seems to have been specially close 
with him in the last years of his life, between 1867 and his death from 
cancer in 1873.
Born in Prussian Silesia, Deutsch came to London in 1855, found a 
job at the British Museum, and wrote influential articles on Jewish culture and the Bible for British reference works. He had visited the Holy 
Land in 1869 and set out again just before his death; he died en route. 
He not only answered Eliot’s questions about the Talmud (an essay he 
wrote on the Talmud for The Quarterly Review was so admired that that 
issue of the magazine had to be republished six times), he also gave 
Eliot Hebrew lessons. Mordecai’s bad health, passion for Jewish culture, and yearning for the promised land are all based on similar traits 
and feelings in Deutsch. Like Disraeli, the novelist and statesman, 
Eliot was opposed to the idea of Jewish assimilation.
As a pious, highly educated Christian, Eliot as a girl had already 
been intrigued by the Old Testament and Christianity’s links with Judaism. Much later, in her book-length volume of notes taken in preparation for writing  Daniel Deronda, Eliot devotes many pages to the 
Kabbalah, the Mishnah, to Hebrew names and phrases, to “the inner 
life of Judaism,” German Jews in the Middle Ages, biblical interpretation, Alexandrian Jewish literature, the Jewish liturgy, the Jewish year, 
Hebrew literature, Jewish festivals, books on Jewish subjects, Yiddish 
proverbs, and so on.
Such an interest was highly unusual in Victorian England, but 
Eliot’s far-ranging curiosity was only one more sign that she was as 
much a European writer as an English one. Moreover, once she’d lost 
her faith (though she retained her interest in religion as an intellectual 
and cultural discourse), Judaism took on an added allure for her.
Daniel Deronda had an immediate impact on the Jewish community. 
The chief rabbi of London wrote Eliot soon after publication and 
thanked her for depicting so faithfully some of the best qualities of the 
Jewish character (most portraits of Jews in Victorian fiction were malicious or mocking—think of Fagin in Dickens’s Oliver Twist). A scion 
of a Moroccan Jewish family was so moved by Eliot’s proto-Zionism 
that he offered to retire an immense debt owed by the Turkish government (some £250,000,000) in return for the property rights of 
Eretz Israel, then a possession of the Turkish Empire. Nothing, alas, 
came of the scheme. In Germany a professor wrote a pamphlet called 
“George Eliot and Judaism,” which was quickly translated into English. When cynics criticized Eliot’s call to build a Jewish state in Israel, she replied, “Columbus had some impressions about himself 
which we call superstitious,” but he also had “the passionate patience 
of genius. . . . The world has made up its mind rather contemptuously 
about those who were deaf to Columbus.” Freud, as he wrote in his letters to his fiancée, was astonished by the accuracy and intimacy of 
Eliot’s understanding of the Jewish character; he felt she understood 
Jews better than any other gentile.
The Jewish theme—so unexpected in Eliot’s work and imperfectly 
dramatized—nevertheless is an inexhaustible subject of study and 
meditation. It marks the point where the mythic and the historical 
merge and where a meticulous and masterful study of English Christian country life gives way to an exalted (if not entirely convincing) 
evocation of Judaism and its aspirations. Here the past joins the future, 
the timeless bursts into the present.
If Jews throughout the world were grateful to Eliot, most gentiles 
seem to have laughed at her ardent partisanship. Henry James wrote 
“A Conversation” that was published in The Atlantic Monthly in December 1876 in which three gentiles discuss Daniel Deronda—the hostile 
Pulcheria, the enthusiastic Theodora, and the equivocating Constantius. In the very first paragraph Pulcheria, playing with her dog, speculates about what happened after the end of the book when Deronda 
went to the Near East with his new Jewish wife, Mirah: “ ‘Oh, they had 
tea-parties at Jerusalem,—exclusively of ladies,—and he sat in the 
midst and stirred his tea and made high-toned remarks. And then 
Mirah sang a little, just a little, on account of her voice being so weak. 
Sit still, Fido,’ she continued, addressing the little dog, ‘and keep your 
nose out of my face. But it’s a nice little nose, all the same,’ she pursued, ‘a nice little short snub nose, and not a horrid big Jewish nose. 
Oh, my dear, when I think what a collection of noses there must have 
been at that wedding!’ ”
Pulcheria wonders why the author failed to describe Deronda’s 
nose and why Jews in general are so dirty—in fact the level of casual 
anti-Semitic insult is so vile that the modern reader reels with disbelief.
If Pulcheria is frivolous and intolerable, Constantius seems to speak for James himself: “Roughly speaking, all the Jewish burden of the 
story tended to weary me; it is this part that produced the small illusion which I agree with Pulcheria in finding. Gwendolen and Grandcourt are admirable. Gwendolen is a masterpiece. She is known, felt, 
and presented, psychologically, altogether in the grand manner. Beside 
her and beside her husband—a consummate picture of English brutality 
refined and distilled (for Grandcourt is before all things brutal)— 
Deronda, Mordecai, and Mirah are hardly more than shadows. They 
and their fortunes are all improvisation. I don’t say anything against 
improvisation. When it succeeds it has a surpassing charm. But it must 
succeed. With George Eliot it seems to me to succeed only partially, 
less than one would expect of her talent. The story of Deronda’s life, 
his mother’s story, Mirah’s story, are quite the sort of thing one finds 
in George Sand. But they are really not so good as they would be in 
George Sand. George Sand would have carried it off with a lighter 
hand.” (Incidentally, James put his admiration of Gwendolen and 
Grandcourt to good use in his portraits of Isabel Archer and her monstrously cold, refined husband in The Portrait of a Lady, arguably his 
best book.)
Theodora, the enthusiast, will not stand for such carping, much less 
for Pulcheria’s terrible racism. Theodora praises Daniel Deronda: 
“It 
shows a large conception of what one may do in a novel. I heard you 
say, the other day, that most novels were so trivial—that they had no 
general idea. Here is a general idea, the idea interpreted by Deronda. 
I have never disliked the Jews, as some people do; I am not like Pulcheria, who sees a Jew in every bush. I wish there were one: I would 
cultivate shrubbery! I have known too many clever and charming Jews; 
I have known none that were not clever. . . .”
What’s symptomatic is that the book is obviously so complicated— 
and it elicits such complex responses—that the only way James can account for his reaction is to stage a debate among three conflicting 
opinions. But it’s equally symptomatic that such refined, sophisticated 
people could express such ghastly anti-Semitism so lightheartedly in 
the 1870s—this is American brutality refined and distilled. In this 
world anti-Semitism is presented as an amusing option.
George Eliot—like just a handful of other writers—transcended and 
surpassed her background and education and became someone almost 
unrecognizably broad-spirited by the time she reached her maturity. 
She was born as Mary Anne Evans on November 22, 1819, the same 
year as Queen Victoria. Her father was the manager of the large estate 
of the Newdigate family in Warwickshire (as a child Mary Anne was 
given access to the family’s well-stocked private library at Arbury 
Hall). She, unlike Gwendolen, grew up in a fixed abode in a region she 
knew thoroughly and in a social position that was solid and unambiguous. As the youngest child of a large family and as the daughter of an 
estate manager, she had the ideal vantage point on family life and on 
the gentry.
In 1828 at the age of nine she was sent off to a boarding school, 
where she came under the spell of an evangelical teacher, Maria Lewis. 
Four years later she was sent to a school in Coventry run by the 
two daughters of a Baptist minister. At school and at home Mary 
Anne came into contact with religious dissent of every variety— 
Congregationalist, Quaker, Baptist, Unitarian and evangelical Anglicanism.
After her mother’s death in 1836, when Mary Ann (she’d dropped 
the e from her name) was seventeen, the girl became her father’s 
housekeeper. Undoubtedly her father was looking for a suitable husband for her, but none was to be found. Mary Ann was neither attractive nor appealing; in fact she was quite forbiddingly intellectual. And 
she was at this time in her life austerely pious.
The piety, at least, did not last. By 1841, when her father retired and 
they moved to a new house on the outskirts of Coventry, Mary Ann 
was reading widely in nonreligious literature—Shakespeare, Cervantes, Walter Scott, Schiller, Carlyle. She also became friendly with 
Charles Bray, a wealthy manufacturer and a progressive in politics. 
Bray and his circle introduced Mary Ann to German biblical historians who threw doubt on the miracles and the supernatural elements in 
the life of Christ. Soon she had renounced her faith—and she refused 
to go to church with her father. He threatened to turn her out. After a 
difficult period Mary Ann finally agreed to accompany her father to 
church so long as he accepted that she could believe what she pleased. 
She nursed her father until his death in 1849. In the meanwhile she’d 
begun translating difficult German books that aimed to demystify 
scripture.
Mary Ann moved to London in 1851. Through Charles Bray, Mary 
Ann (who now changed her name to the more dignified Marian) had 
contacts in the world of radical journalism and politics. She became 
friendly with the publisher John Chapman and through him met both 
the philosopher Herbert Spencer and the critic and novelist G. H. 
Lewes, both of whom she was to fall in love with. She also flirted with 
Chapman, but when his wife caught them holding hands she was excommunicated from their circle. Eventually, however, Mrs. Chapman 
relented and Marian Evans was hired as the de facto editorial director 
of the Westminster Review (Chapman retained the official title). Marian 
reviewed books on everything from German philosophy to English literature, from science to evangelical sermons.
For a while Spencer seemed to reciprocate Marian’s passion, but 
soon he backed away. She next turned her affections toward G. H. 
Lewes, who fortunately reciprocated them. They became lovers, though 
they were never able to marry; Lewes was already in an open marriage 
and, because he had condoned his wife’s adultery and even registered 
her children by another man as his own, he had forgone his right to 
sue for divorce (adultery was at the time the only legitimate grounds). 
Living out of wedlock with Lewes placed Marian in a delicate position; throughout her life respectable women refused to be introduced 
to her.
By 1857 Marian had reinvented herself again, this time as George 
Eliot, the name under which she published her first book, the highly 
successful  Scenes of Clerical Life. These stories did so well she next 
undertook her first novel, Adam Bede, which made her famous. It was 
followed by The Mill on the Floss, Silas Marner, and her more difficult 
and controversial later novels, Romola, Felix Holt, Middlemarch, and 
 Daniel Deronda.
Two years after Lewes died of cancer in 1878 at the age of sixty-one, the deeply grieving Marian married her financial adviser, the 
banker John Walter Cross, her junior by some twenty years. During 
their honeymoon in Venice, Cross attempted suicide by throwing himself from the balcony of their hotel room into the Grand Canal. He 
survived, but soon she was ailing from a failing kidney. She died in 
1880—and Cross became her first (and most pious) biographer. A 
hundred years after her death a memorial stone was finally installed in 
Westminster Abbey in the Poets’ Corner, though she had so long been 
an adulteress and an unbeliever, unwelcome in holy ground.
Henry James writes of George Eliot’s “deep, strenuous, much-considering mind, of which the leading mark is the capacity for a sort 
of luminous brooding.” His assessment does justice to one side of her 
genius (the side to which he owes the larger debt), but one would 
never suspect that this was the same person whom Virginia Woolf ’s father, Leslie Stephen, praised for her “charm.”
Although Eliot did not leave behind a vast oeuvre (she didn’t begin 
writing fiction till she was in her late thirties and published only nine 
books in her lifetime), nevertheless she wrote enough to have both an 
early and a late period. Leslie Stephen was the critic who admired the 
early works such as Adam Bede and The Mill on the Floss 
(precisely for 
their good-naturedness and their depiction of quiet English country 
life) and deplored the late works such as Felix Holt and  Daniel Deronda, 
her last book, though even he was quick to acknowledge that in the 
ten-year period during which Eliot outlived Dickens she reigned as 
the greatest living English author.
For Stephen the problem with the late books was that they betrayed 
a tendency “to substitute elaborate analysis for direct presentation.” 
Perhaps as an essayist himself Stephen wanted to keep novelists off his 
turf; it is certainly true that George Eliot began her literary life as an 
essayist and translator of serious philosophical works. A year before 
she published her first bit of fiction in a magazine, she wrote a sort of 
manifesto for the novelist of the future in the guise of a book review. 
The essay is called “The Natural History of German Life,” a review of 
the “natural history” of his people written by a pioneering German social historian, Wilhelm Heinrich von Riehl. Eliot singles out for praise 
Riehl’s objective and minutely descriptive method, which she proposes 
should be adopted by novelists.
“The greatest benefit we owe to the artist, whether painter, poet, or 
novelist, is the extension of our sympathies,” she declares. The novelist, by presenting the thoughts and customs and actions and values of 
the working “masses,” bridges the social gap between the middle-class 
reader and the working-class subject more effectively than any 
preacher or politician might do. And she states, as a sort of credo, “Art 
is the nearest thing to life; it is a mode of amplifying experience and 
extending our contact with our fellow men beyond the bounds of our 
personal lot.”
But Eliot is not simply a universalist, seeking to break down all 
boundaries, even national and political ones. She might be in favor of 
an international exchange of ideas among nations, but like her beloved 
Goethe, whom she translated, she believes that climate and geography 
determine the character of the clan and the individual clan member 
(this is an idea that in France Maurice Barrès was espousing and that 
Gertrude Stein recycled in the twentieth century, as did many fascists). As Eliot writes in Daniel Deronda, “A human life, I think, should 
be well rooted in some spot of native land, where it may get the love of 
a tender kinship for the face of earth. . . .” One of the lacunae behind 
Gwendolen’s misguided values is that she was never raised in one single place, a geography and a milieu that might have nurtured her 
spirit. Already in “The Natural History of German Life” Eliot is 
deploring not only a faceless culture but also the idea of a universal 
language, one that would erase life-giving poetical differences of expression. She is against a rational sort of Esperanto “which has no uncertainty, no whims of idiom, no cumbrous forms, no fitful shimmer of 
many-hued significance, no hoary archaisms.”
Deronda himself discovers in the course of the novel that he is not 
the illegitimate son of an English gentleman, as he has always believed, 
but rather the child of a Continental Jewish couple—and is most importantly the descendant of a grandfather who fiercely defended Jewish culture. Deronda, at the end of the book, has become a Zionist 
before there was such a thing. As he announces, “ ‘I am going to the 
East to become better acquainted with the condition of my race in 
various countries there. . . . The idea that I am possessed with is that of 
restoring a political existence to my people, making them a nation 
again, giving them a national centre, such as the English have, though 
they too are scattered over the face of the globe.’ ” Deronda is doing 
for the Jewish people what someone failed to do for Gwendolen—give 
her roots in an authentic place and its culture.
This kind of nationalism, especially when proposed before the 
death camps made the idea of Israel a necessity, was consistent with 
Eliot’s brand of enlightened conservatism. Ironically the Jews, who 
seemed the most “cosmopolitan” of all peoples, are promised a political existence (their rights as full-fledged British citizens had been 
guaranteed only some forty years earlier) and, of all things, British 
colonialism is compared to the Jewish diaspora, probably mainly for 
rhetorical effect.
Eliot was always fed up with English xenophobia and in particular 
its anti-Semitism. She wrote to Harriet Beecher Stowe, the American 
author of Uncle Tom’s Cabin, a book Eliot vastly admired for its role in 
defending another oppressed people: “. . . precisely because I felt that 
the usual attitudes of Christians towards Jews is—I hardly know 
whether to say more impious or more stupid when viewed in the light 
of their professed principles, I therefore felt urged to treat Jews with 
such sympathy and understanding as my nature and knowledge could 
attain to. Moreover, not only towards the Jews, but towards all oriental 
peoples with whom we English come in contact, a spirit of arrogance 
and contemptuous dictatorialness is observable, which has become a 
national disgrace to us. There is nothing I should care more to do, if it 
were possible, than to rouse the imagination of men and women to a 
vision of human claims in those races of fellow-men who most differ 
from them in customs and beliefs. But towards the Hebrews we western people who have been reared in Christianity have a peculiar debt 
and, whether we acknowledge it or not, a peculiar thoroughness of 
fellowship in religious and moral sentiment. Can anything be more 
disgusting than to hear people called ‘educated’ making small jokes 
about eating ham? . . . They hardly know that Christ was a Jew. And I 
find men educated at Rugby supposing the Christ spoke Greek.” Such 
absurdities, she averred, were possible only among members of a nation dead to history.
Eliot’s intelligence is a peculiarly novelistic one. If the novel is “the 
nearest thing to life” and is superior to life in its power to broaden our 
sympathies, then it reigns supreme because it dramatizes moral dilemmas or at least moral close choices. For instance, after Gwendolen discovers that her fiancé, Grandcourt, has a mistress and four children by 
her, she is morally obligated not to marry him (in fact she’s promised 
the mistress she won’t marry him). But on the other hand, as a penniless and proud spinster she, Gwendolen, will be forced to work as a 
governess for an arrogant rich family. She will occupy a position midway between social equal and hired help, genteel but poor. And if she 
doesn’t marry, she won’t be in a position to help her destitute mother 
and sisters. By marrying Grandcourt, Gwendolen will be breaking her 
promise to the other woman, Lydia Glasher, and silently endorsing 
Grandcourt’s caddish behavior, since he should marry Lydia now that 
her husband is dead; but if Gwendolen does marry him, her pride will 
be gratified (she’ll be rich and respected) and she’ll be able to provide 
lavishly for her family. What she doesn’t realize until much later is that 
Grandcourt is aware of her meeting with Lydia. He knows that she has 
broken her promise to Mrs. Glasher. This knowledge puts him in a position of strength in his systematic campaign to break Gwendolen’s 
will. He married her because she was high-spirited, but throughout 
the second half of the novel he works in his dandified, cold-hearted 
way to trample her pride.
Eliot reports on every movement of Gwendolen’s inner and outer 
drama with a keen sense of how these states of being progress and link 
up. This fine intermeshing of feelings and ideas is the novelist’s most 
challenging task. It places the biggest demand on the writer’s emotional memory of similar real-life moments and on his or her sense of 
presence, that you-are-there gift that only rare authors possess. Eliot’s 
skills at envisioning the interplay between outer staging and inner response, her total recall of emotional progression (the exact route 
traced from one mood to another), and her powers of expression in 
rapidly notating feelings (as the critic F. R. Leavis first observed) and 
rendering them through transforming metaphors—all of these skills 
wonderfully exercised are what place her in the company of the Tolstoy of Anna Karenina and the Flaubert of Madame Bovary, at the height 
of the novelistic art.
Flaubert, in a letter to his mistress and fellow author Louise Colet, 
written at the time (1852) when he was struggling with Madame Bovary,  
points to this cluster of skills: “I’m working well, that is with some 
heart, but it’s difficult to express clearly what one has never felt: it requires long preparations and digging deep into the brain in order not 
to overshoot the mark and at the same time to hit it exactly. The linking of feelings costs me endless effort, and everything depends on that 
in this novel; for I maintain that one can interest the reader as much 
with ideas as with facts, but for that to happen they must flow one into 
the other like one cascade into another; that’s how to draw the reader 
on in the midst of shimmering sentences and bubbling metaphors. . . .” 
Here, in these dashed-off notes, Flaubert evokes the quasi-scientific 
goal of transcribing accurately the movement from one thought to another, or from one conscious feeling to the next, a delicate exercise in 
observation and invention that every working novelist knows about 
but few can emulate.
In a turning point of Daniel Deronda, Gwendolen receives from the 
housekeeper a package, which she suspects might contain the heirloom diamonds her new husband, Grandcourt, has promised her.
Gwendolen, yielding up her hat and mantle, threw herself into a 
chair by the glowing hearth, and saw herself repeated in glass panels with all her faint-green satin surroundings. . . . Within all the 
sealed paper coverings was a box, but within the box there was a 
jewel-case; and now she felt no doubt that she had the diamonds. 
But on opening the case, in the same instant that she saw their 
gleam she saw a letter lying above them.
She reads a letter from Lydia Glasher that tells her that Grandcourt 
once gave her these jewels. Now that Gwendolen has broken her 
promise to Lydia and married him, these jewels will place a curse on 
her.
It seemed at first as if Gwendolen’s eyes were spell-bound in reading the horrible words of the letter over and over again as a doom of 
penance; but suddenly a new spasm of terror made her lean forward 
and stretch out the paper towards the fire, lest accusation and proof 
at once should meet all eyes. It flew like a feather from her trembling fingers and was caught up in the great draught of flame. In 
her movement the casket fell on the floor and the diamonds rolled 
out. She took no notice, but fell back in her chair again helpless. 
She could not see the reflections of herself then: they were like so 
many women petrified white. . . . Grandcourt entered, dressed for 
dinner. The sight of him brought a new nervous shock, and Gwendolen screamed again and again with hysterical violence. He had 
expected to see her dressed and smiling, ready to be led down. He 
saw her pallid, shrieking as it seemed with terror, the jewels scattered around her on the floor.
The hypnotic repetition of words (“saw herself repeated,” “saw the 
gleam,” “saw the letter,” “see,” “sight,” “expected to see her,” “he saw 
her”) in one short passage beats on the ear with urgency. The natural 
but scarcely developed figures (“like a feather” or “women petrified 
white”) and the telegraphed descriptions (“faint-green satin surroundings”) allow us to see everything, first from Gwendolen’s point of view, 
then from an omniscient one and finally from Grandcourt’s. The 
weight of the letter’s contents is neatly contrasted with the lightness of 
the “feather.” This scene is strategically placed at the end of a long 
section and before a turning aside to the other plot about Deronda. 
It is meant to function as a summary and an intensification of the 
action—and of what’s at stake. That it proceeds through a display of 
brilliantly seen suffering only adds to its power, for this is the one moment every reader of Daniel Deronda remembers even years later.
Although hostile critics of Daniel Deronda have accused it of being over-analytical, in fact Eliot always clung to the novel as a form because at 
its best it could engage in theory without giving up the detail of sensuous particularity. As the contemporary critic George Levine has 
written, “She sought always to bring together intellect and feeling. In 
the days in which she renounced Christianity and thereby offended 
her father—the ‘Holy Wars,’ she called them in a letter—she retreated 
from the apparently necessary consequences of her intellectual rejection, for what mattered in the end was what she called the ‘truth of 
feeling,’ a truth that allowed her to return to church without believing 
in its doctrine, for the sake of her love of her father.” She was against 
the heartless imposition of moral judgments against living (or fictional) human beings, and more than any other novelist she is open 
and ambiguous in her interpretation of her characters’ doings. Perhaps 
because she had suffered from her morally ambiguous position as a 
woman “living in sin,” Eliot was slow to judge Gwendolen or even her 
overly worldly uncle, Mr. Gascoigne. For her such shading was a cardinal principle of Realism, the only approach to art she believed in.
Although George Eliot professed to be interested in ordinary 
people—and in her first four books managed to discipline herself to 
write about them—in fact she was fascinated by people who were 
morally or intellectually or even socially superior. In Daniel Deronda 
Gwendolen is her hostage to the ordinary, though even she is given exceptional beauty, wit, and sinfully high self-esteem.
The actions of all the characters in the book seem both allegorical 
and concrete—allegorical in that they stand for larger moral dilemmas 
or social questions or just social realities, and concrete in that we become more and more convinced by the living, breathing existence of 
Gwendolen and Grandcourt. The allegorical resides in Eliot’s elevated use of language (phrases such as “a melancholy theory of life” or 
Grandcourt’s cold elegance made up of “refined negations”) and in her 
hushed, heightened seriousness in the face of her most dramatic 
scenes.
The concrete is conveyed by Eliot’s pictorial use of detail. Fiction 
of the eighteenth century is scanty on visual detail—often Tom Jones  
or Moll Flanders seems all plot, though moralizing is invariably in full 
flow. By contrast, twentieth-century minimalist fiction is cloudy about 
what it means, even morally, yet like the writing of the eighteenth century it is also scanty on visual and psychological detail. In addition, it 
is also nearly plotless. An anecdote, never interpreted, is presented in 
an objective and subjective brownout. Minimalist fiction, instead of 
seeming robust and propelled forward, is stuttering, becalmed.
Victorian fiction, which comes between these two extremes, is still 
heavily plotted, even sensationalistic. The dialogue is not naturalistic as in twentieth-century fiction, but rather stilted, rehearsed, as in 
eighteenth-century novels. In great Victorian fiction, however, there is 
an unprecedented density and convergence of psychological, moral, 
and visual detail. Eliot’s masterpiece,  Daniel Deronda, is subtler, richer, 
more rapidly notated, and more challenging intellectually than anything that preceded or followed it.
If her early novels are praised for their charm, it is because in them 
she suppressed her urge to interpret and remained true to her goal to 
present—the goal she had first set herself in “The Natural History of 
the German People.” In Middlemarch and Daniel Deronda, 
however, she 
came to be accused of formal confusion and human coldness precisely 
because she had at last begun to deal with the great issues—and the 
exceptional people—she’d been thinking about all her life.
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BOOK I
THE SPOILED CHILD


CHAPTER I
WAS she beautiful or not beautiful? and what was the secret of form 
or expression which gave the dynamic quality to her glance? Was 
the good or the evil genius dominant in those beams? Probably the 
evil; else why was the effect that of unrest rather than of undisturbed 
charm? Why was the wish to look again felt as coercion and not as a 
longing in which the whole being consents?
Men can do nothing without the make-believe of a beginning. Even Science, the strict measurer, is obliged to start with a make-believe unit, and 
must fix on a point in the stars’ unceasing journey when his sidereal clock 
shall pretend that time is at Nought. His less accurate grandmother Poetry 
has always been understood to start in the middle; but on reflection it appears that her proceeding is not very different from his; since Science, too, 
reckons backwards as well as forwards, divides his unit into billions, and 
with his clock-finger at Nought really sets off in medias res. No retrospect will take us to the true beginning; and whether our prologue be in 
heaven or on earth, it is but a fraction of that all-presupposing fact with 
which our story sets out.1
She who raised these questions in Daniel Deronda’s mind was occupied in gambling: not in the open air under a southern sky, tossing 
coppers on a ruined wall, with rags about her limbs; but in one of those 
splendid resorts which the enlightenment of ages has prepared for the 
same species of pleasure at a heavy cost of gilt mouldings, dark-toned 
colour and chubby nudities, all correspondingly heavy—forming a 
suitable condenser for human breath belonging, in great part, to the 
highest fashion, and not easily procurable to be breathed in elsewhere 
in the like proportion, at least by persons of little fashion.2
It was near four o’clock on a September day, so that the atmosphere 
was well-brewed to a visible haze. There was deep stillness, broken 
only by a light rattle, a light chink, a small sweeping sound, and an occasional monotone in French, such as might be expected to issue from 
an ingeniously constructed automaton. Round two long tables were 
gathered two serried crowds of human beings, all save one having their 
faces and attention bent on the tables. The one exception was a melancholy little boy, with his knees and calves simply in their natural 
clothing of epidermis, but for the rest of his person in a fancy dress. He 
alone had his face turned towards the doorway, and fixing on it the 
blank gaze of a bedizened child stationed as a masquerading advertisement on the platform of an itinerant show, stood close behind a lady 
deeply engaged at the roulette-table.
About this table fifty or sixty persons were assembled, many in the 
outer rows, where there was occasionally a deposit of new comers, 
being mere spectators, only that one of them, usually a woman, might 
now and then be observed putting down a five-franc piece with a simpering air, just to see what the passion of gambling really was. Those 
who were taking their pleasure at a higher strength, and were absorbed 
in play, showed very distant varieties of European type: Livonian3 and 
Spanish, Græco-Italian and miscellaneous German, English aristocratic and English plebeian. Here certainly was a striking admission of 
human equality. The white bejewelled fingers of an English countess 
were very near touching a bony, yellow, crab-like hand stretching a 
bared wrist to clutch a heap of coin—a hand easy to sort with the 
square, gaunt face, deep-set eyes, grizzled eyebrows, and ill-combed 
scanty hair which seemed a slight metamorphosis of the vulture. And 
where else would her ladyship have graciously consented to sit by that 
dry-lipped feminine figure prematurely old, withered after short 
bloom like her artificial flowers, holding a shabby velvet reticule before her, and occasionally putting in her mouth the point with which 
she pricked her card? There too, very near the fair countess, was a respectable London tradesman, blond and soft-handed, his sleek hair 
scrupulously parted behind and before, conscious of circulars addressed to the nobility and gentry, whose distinguished patronage enabled him to take his holidays fashionably, and to a certain extent in 
their distinguished company. Not his the gambler’s passion that nullifies appetite, but a well-fed leisure, which in the intervals of winning 
money in business and spending it showily, sees no better resource 
than winning money in play and spending it yet more showily— 
reflecting always that Providence had never manifested any disapprobation of his amusement, and dispassionate enough to leave off if the 
sweetness of winning much and seeing others lose had turned to the 
sourness of losing much and seeing others win. For the vice of gambling lay in losing money at it. In his bearing there might be something 
of the tradesman, but in his pleasures he was fit to rank with the owners of the oldest titles. Standing close to his chair was a handsome Italian, calm, statuesque, reaching across him to place the first pile of 
napoleons4 from a new bagful just brought him by an envoy with a 
scrolled mustache. The pile was in half a minute pushed over to an old 
bewigged woman with eye-glasses pinching her nose. There was a 
slight gleam, a faint mumbling smile about the lips of the old woman; 
but the statuesque Italian remained impassive, and—probably secure 
in an infallible system which placed his foot on the neck of chance— 
immediately prepared a new pile. So did a man with the air of an emaciated beau or worn-out libertine, who looked at life through one 
eye-glass, and held out his hand tremulously when he asked for change. 
It could surely be no severity of system, but rather some dream of 
white crows, or the induction that the eighth of the month was lucky, 
which inspired the fierce yet tottering impulsiveness of his play.
But while every single player differed markedly from every other, 
there was a certain uniform negativeness of expression which had the 
effect of a mask—as if they had all eaten of some root that for the time 
compelled the brains of each to the same narrow monotony of action.
Deronda’s first thought when his eyes fell on this scene of dull, gas-poisoned absorption was that the gambling of Spanish shepherd-boys 
had seemed to him more enviable:—so far Rousseau might be justified 
in maintaining that art and science had done a poor service to mankind. 5 But suddenly he felt the moment become dramatic. His attention was arrested by a young lady who, standing at an angle not far 
from him, was the last to whom his eyes travelled. She was bending and 
speaking English to a middle-aged lady seated at play beside her; but 
the next instant she returned to her play, and showed the full height of 
a graceful figure, with a face which might possibly be looked at without admiration, but could hardly be passed with indifference.
The inward debate which she raised in Deronda gave to his eyes a 
growing expression of scrutiny, tending farther and farther away from 
the glow of mingled undefined sensibilities forming admiration. At 
one moment they followed the movements of the figure, of the arms 
and hands, as this problematic sylph bent forward to deposit her stake 
with an air of firm choice; and the next they returned to the face which, 
at present unaffected by beholders, was directed steadily towards 
the game. The sylph was a winner; and as her taper fingers, delicately 
gloved in pale-grey, were adjusting the coins which had been pushed 
towards her in order to pass them back again to the winning point, she 
looked round her with a survey too markedly cold and neutral not to 
have in it a little of that nature which we call art concealing an inward 
exultation.
But in the course of that survey her eyes met Deronda’s, and instead 
of averting them as she would have desired to do, she was unpleasantly 
conscious that they were arrested—how long? The darting sense that 
he was measuring her and looking down on her as an inferior, that he 
was of different quality from the human dross around her, that he felt 
himself in a region outside and above her, and was examining her 
as a specimen of a lower order, roused a tingling resentment which 
stretched the moment with conflict. It did not bring the blood to her 
cheeks, but sent it away from her lips. She controlled herself by the 
help of an inward defiance, and without other sign of emotion than 
this lip-paleness turned to her play. But Deronda’s gaze seemed to 
have acted as an evil eye. Her stake was gone. No matter; she had been 
winning ever since she took to roulette with a few napoleons at command, and had a considerable reserve. She had begun to believe in her 
luck, others had begun to believe in it: she had visions of being followed by a cortège 
who would worship her as a goddess of luck and 
watch her play as a directing augury. Such things had been known of 
male gamblers; why should not a woman have a like supremacy? Her 
friend and chaperon who had not wished her to play at first was beginning to approve, only administering the prudent advice to stop at the 
right moment and carry money back to England—advice to which 
Gwendolen had replied that she cared for the excitement of play, not 
the winnings. On that supposition the present moment ought to have 
made the flood-tide in her eager experience of gambling. Yet when her 
next stake was swept away, she felt the orbits of her eyes getting hot, 
and the certainty she had (without looking) of that man still watching 
her was something like a pressure which begins to be torturing. The 
more reason to her why she should not flinch, but go on playing as if 
she were indifferent to loss or gain. Her friend touched her elbow and 
proposed that they should quit the table. For reply Gwendolen put ten 
louis6 on the same spot: she was in that mood of defiance in which the 
mind loses sight of any end beyond the satisfaction of enraged resistance; and with the puerile stupidity of a dominant impulse includes 
luck among its objects of defiance. Since she was not winning strikingly, the next best thing was to lose strikingly. She controlled her 
muscles, and showed no tremor of mouth or hands. Each time her 
stake was swept off she doubled it. Many were now watching her, but 
the sole observation she was conscious of was Deronda’s, who, though 
she never looked towards him, she was sure had not moved away. Such 
a drama takes no long while to play out: development and catastrophe 
can often be measured by nothing clumsier than the moment-hand. 
“Faites votre jeu, mesdames et messieurs,” said the automatic voice of 
destiny from between the mustache and imperial7 of the croupier: and 
Gwendolen’s arm was stretched to deposit her last poor heap of 
napoleons. “Le jeu ne va plus,” said destiny. And in five seconds Gwendolen turned from the table, but turned resolutely with her face 
towards Deronda and looked at him. There was a smile of irony in his 
eyes as their glances met; but it was at least better that he should have 
kept his attention fixed on her than that he should have disregarded 
her as one of an insect swarm who had no individual physiognomy. Besides, in spite of his superciliousness and irony, it was difficult to believe that he did not admire her spirit as well as her person: he was 
young, handsome, distinguished in appearance—not one of those 
ridiculous and dowdy Philistines8 who thought it incumbent on them 
to blight the gaming-table with a sour look of protest as they passed by 
it. The general conviction that we are admirable does not easily give 
way before a single negative; rather when any of Vanity’s large family, 
male or female, find their performance received coldly, they are apt to 
believe that a little more of it will win over the unaccountable dissident. In Gwendolen’s habits of mind it had been taken for granted that 
 she knew what was admirable and that she herself was admired. This 
basis of her thinking had received a disagreeable concussion, and 
reeled a little, but was not easily to be overthrown.
In the evening the same room was more stiflingly heated, was brilliant with gas and with the costumes of many ladies who floated their 
trains along it or were seated on the ottomans.
The Nereid9 in sea-green robes and silver ornaments, with a pale 
sea-green feather fastened in silver falling backward over her green hat 
and light-brown hair, was Gwendolen Harleth.10 She was under the 
wing or rather soared by the shoulder of the lady who had sat by her at 
the roulette-table; and with them was a gentleman with a white mustache and clipped hair: solid-browed, stiff, and German. They were 
walking about or standing to chat with acquaintances; and Gwendolen 
was much observed by the seated groups.
“A striking girl—that Miss Harleth—unlike others.”
“Yes; she has got herself up as a sort of serpent now, all green and 
silver, and winds her neck about a little more than usual.”
“Oh, she must always be doing something extraordinary. She is that 
kind of girl, I fancy. Do you think her pretty, Mr Vandernoodt?”
“Very. A man might risk hanging for her—I mean, a fool might.”
“You like a nez retroussé 11 then, and long narrow eyes?”
“When they go with such an ensemble.”
“The ensemble du serpent?”
“If you will. Woman was tempted by a serpent: why not man?”
“She is certainly very graceful. But she wants a tinge of colour in 
her cheeks: it is a sort of Lamia12 beauty she has.”
“On the contrary, I think her complexion one of her chief charms. 
It is a warm paleness: it looks thoroughly healthy. And that delicate 
nose with its gradual little upward curve is distracting. And then her 
mouth—there never was a prettier mouth, the lips curl backward so 
finely, eh, Mackworth?”
“Think so? I cannot endure that sort of mouth. It looks so self-complacent, as if it knew its own beauty—the curves are too immovable. I like a mouth that trembles more.”
“For my part I think her odious,” said a dowager. “It is wonderful 
what unpleasant girls get into vogue. Who are these Langens? Does 
anybody know them?”
“They are quite comme il faut.13 I have dined with them several times 
at the Russie. The baroness is English. Miss Harleth calls her cousin. 
The girl herself is thoroughly well-bred, and as clever as possible.”
“Dear me! And the baron?”
“A very good furniture picture.”
“Your baroness is always at the roulette-table,” said Mackworth. “I 
fancy she has taught the girl to gamble.”
“Oh, the old woman plays a very sober game; drops a ten-franc 
piece here and there. The girl is more headlong. But it is only a freak.”
“I hear she has lost all her winnings to-day. Are they rich? Who 
knows?”
“Ah, who knows? Who knows that about anybody?” said Mr Vandernoodt, moving off to join the Langens.
The remark that Gwendolen wound her neck about more than 
usual this evening was true. But it was not that she might carry out the 
serpent idea more completely: it was that she watched for any chance 
of seeing Deronda, so that she might inquire about this stranger, under 
whose measuring gaze she was still wincing. At last her opportunity 
came.
“Mr Vandernoodt, you know everybody,” said Gwendolen, not too 
eagerly, rather with a certain languor of utterance which she sometimes gave to her clear soprano. “Who is that near the door?”
“There are half-a-dozen near the door. Do you mean that old 
Adonis14 in the George the Fourth wig?”15
“No, no; the dark-haired young man on the right with the dreadful 
expression.”
“Dreadful, do you call it? I think he is an uncommonly fine fellow.”
“But who is he?”
“He is lately come to our hotel with Sir Hugo Mallinger.”
“Sir Hugo Mallinger?”
“Yes. Do you know him?”
“No.” (Gwendolen coloured slightly.) “He has a place near us, but 
he never comes to it. What did you say was the name of that gentleman 
near the door?”
“Deronda—Mr Deronda.”
“What a delightful name! Is he an Englishman?”
“Yes. He is reported to be rather closely related to the baronet. You 
are interested in him?”
“Yes. I think he is not like young men in general.”
“And you don’t admire young men in general?”
“Not in the least. I always know what they will say. I can’t at all 
guess what this Mr Deronda would say. What does he say?”
“Nothing, chiefly. I sat with his party for a good hour last night on 
the terrace, and he never spoke—and was not smoking either. He 
looked bored.”
“Another reason why I should like to know him. I am always bored.”
“I should think he would be charmed to have an introduction. Shall 
I bring it about? Will you allow it, baroness?”
“Why not?—since he is related to Sir Hugo Mallinger. It is a new 
rôle of yours, Gwendolen, to be always bored,” continued Madame von 
Langen, when Mr Vandernoodt had moved away. “Until now you have 
always seemed eager about something from morning till night.”
“That is just because I am bored to death. If I am to leave off play I 
must break my arm or my collar-bone. I must make something happen; 
unless you will go into Switzerland and take me up the Matterhorn.” 16
“Perhaps this Mr Deronda’s acquaintance will do instead of the 
Matterhorn.”
“Perhaps.”
But Gwendolen did not make Deronda’s acquaintance on this occasion. Mr Vandernoodt did not succeed in bringing him up to her that 
evening, and when she re-entered her own room she found a letter recalling her home.

CHAPTER II
This man contrives a secret ’twixt us two, 
That he may quell me with his metting eyes 
Like one who quells a lioness at bay
THIS was the letter Gwendolen found on her table:—
DEAREST CHILD,—I have been expecting to hear from you for 
a week. In your last you said the Langens thought of leaving 
Leubronn and going to Baden. How could you be so thoughtless as 
to leave me in uncertainty about your address? I am in the greatest 
anxiety lest this should not reach you. In any case you were to come 
home at the end of September, and I must now entreat you to return 
as quickly as possible, for if you spent all your money it would be 
out of my power to send you any more, and you must not borrow of 
the Langens, for I could not repay them. This is the sad truth, my 
child—I wish I could prepare you for it better—but a dreadful calamity has befallen us all. You know nothing about business and will 
not understand it; but Grapnell & Co.1 have failed for a million and 
we are totally ruined—your aunt Gascoigne as well as I, only that 
your uncle has his benefice, so that by putting down their carriage 
and getting interest for the boys, the family can go on. All the property our poor father saved for us goes to pay the liabilities. There is 
nothing I can call my own. It is better you should know this at once, 
though it rends my heart to have to tell it you. Of course we cannot 
help thinking what a pity it was that you went away just when you 
did. But I shall never reproach you, my dear child; I would save you 
from all trouble if I could. On your way home you will have time to 
prepare yourself for the change you will find. We shall perhaps 
leave Offendene at once, for we hope that Mr Haynes, who wanted 
it before, may be ready to take it off my hands. Of course we cannot 
go to the Rectory—there is not a corner there to spare. We must get 
some hut or other to shelter us, and we must live on your uncle Gascoigne’s charity, until I see what else can be done. I shall not be able 
to pay the debts to the tradesmen besides the servants’ wages. Summon up your fortitude, my dear child; we must resign ourselves to 
God’s will. But it is hard to resign one’s self to Mr Lassman’s wicked 
recklessness, which they say was the cause of the failure. Your poor 
sisters can only cry with me and give me no help. If you were once 
here, there might be a break in the cloud. I always feel it impossible 
that you can have been meant for poverty. If the Langens wish to remain abroad, perhaps you can put yourself under some one else’s 
care for the journey. But come as soon as you can to your afflicted 
and loving mamma,
FANNY DAVILOW.
The first effect of this letter on Gwendolen was half stupefying. 
The implicit confidence that her destiny must be one of luxurious 
ease, where any trouble that occurred would be well clad and provided 
for, had been stronger in her own mind than in her mamma’s, being fed 
there by her youthful blood and that sense of superior claims which 
made a large part of her consciousness. It was almost as difficult for her 
to believe suddenly that her position had become one of poverty and 
humiliating dependence, as it would have been to get into the strong 
current of her blooming life the chill sense that her death would really 
come. She stood motionless for a few minutes, then tossed off her hat 
and automatically looked in the glass. The coils of her smooth light-brown hair were still in order perfect enough for a ball-room; and as 
on other nights, Gwendolen might have looked lingeringly at herself 
for pleasure (surely an allowable indulgence); but now she took no 
conscious note of her reflected beauty, and simply stared right before 
her as if she had been jarred by a hateful sound and was waiting for any 
sign of its cause. By-and-by she threw herself in the corner of the red 
velvet sofa, took up the letter again and read it twice deliberately, letting it at last fall on the ground, while she rested her clasped hands on 
her lap and sat perfectly still, shedding no tears. Her impulse was to 
survey and resist the situation rather than to wail over it. There was no 
inward exclamation of “Poor mamma!” Her mamma had never seemed 
to get much enjoyment out of life, and if Gwendolen had been at 
this moment disposed to feel pity she would have bestowed it on 
herself—for was she not naturally and rightfully the chief object of 
her mamma’s anxiety too? But it was anger, it was resistance that possessed her; it was bitter vexation that she had lost her gains at roulette, 
whereas if her luck had continued through this one day she would 
have had a handsome sum to carry home, or she might have gone on 
playing and won enough to support them all. Even now was it not possible? She had only four napoleons left in her purse, but she possessed 
some ornaments which she could sell: a practice so common in stylish 
society at German baths that there was no need to be ashamed of it; 
and even if she had not received her mamma’s letter, she would probably have decided to get money for an Etruscan necklace which she 
happened not to have been wearing since her arrival; nay, she might 
have done so with an agreeable sense that she was living with some intensity and escaping humdrum. With ten louis at her disposal and a return of her former luck, which seemed probable, what could she do 
better than go on playing for a few days? If her friends at home disapproved of the way in which she got the money, as they certainly would, 
still the money would be there. Gwendolen’s imagination dwelt on this 
course and created agreeable consequences, but not with unbroken 
 confidence and rising certainty as it would have done if she had been 
touched with the gambler’s mania. She had gone to the roulette-table 
not because of passion, but in search of it: her mind was still sanely capable of picturing balanced probabilities, and while the chance of 
winning allured her, the chance of losing thrust itself on her with alternate strength and made a vision from which her pride shrank sensitively. For she was resolved not to tell the Langens that any misfortune 
had befallen her family, or to make herself in any way indebted to their 
compassion; and if she were to part with her jewellery to any observable extent, they would interfere by inquiries and remonstrances. The 
course that held the least risk of intolerable annoyance was to raise 
money on her necklace early in the morning, tell the Langens that her 
mamma desired her immediate return without giving a reason, and 
take the train for Brussels that evening. She had no maid with her, and 
the Langens might make difficulties about her returning alone, but her 
will was peremptory.
Instead of going to bed she made as brilliant a light as she could and 
began to pack, working diligently, though all the while visited by the 
scenes that might take place on the coming day—now by the tiresome 
explanations and farewells, and the whirling journey towards a changed 
home, now by the alternative of staying just another day and standing 
again at the roulette-table. But always in this latter scene there was 
the presence of that Deronda, watching her with exasperating irony, 
and—the two keen experiences were inevitably revived together— 
beholding her again forsaken by luck. This importunate image certainly helped to sway her resolve on the side of immediate departure, 
and to urge her packing to the point which would make a change of 
mind inconvenient. It had struck twelve when she came into her room, 
and by the time she was assuring herself that she had left out only what 
was necessary, the faint dawn was stealing through the white blinds 
and dulling her candles. What was the use of going to bed? Her cold 
bath was refreshment enough, and she saw that a slight trace of fatigue 
about the eyes only made her look the more interesting. Before six 
o’clock she was completely equipped in her grey travelling dress even 
to her felt hat, for she meant to walk out as soon as she could count on 
seeing other ladies on their way to the springs. And happening to be 
seated sideways before the long strip of mirror between her two windows she turned to look at herself, leaning her elbow on the back of 
the chair in an attitude that might have been chosen for her portrait. 
 It is possible to have a strong self-love without any self-satisfaction, 
rather with a self-discontent which is the more intense because one’s 
own little core of egoistic sensibility is a supreme care; but Gwendolen 
knew nothing of such inward strife. She had a naïve delight in her fortunate self, which any but the harshest saintliness will have some indulgence for in a girl who had every day seen a pleasant reflection of 
that self in her friends’ flattery as well as in the looking-glass. And even 
in this beginning of troubles, while for lack of anything else to do she 
sat gazing at her image in the growing light, her face gathered a complacency gradual as the cheerfulness of the morning. Her beautiful 
lips curled into a more and more decided smile, till at last she took off 
her hat, leaned forward and kissed the cold glass which had looked so 
warm. How could she believe in sorrow? If it attacked her, she felt the 
force to crush it, to defy it, or run away from it, as she had done already. Anything seemed more possible than that she could go on bearing miseries, great or small.
Madame von Langen never went out before breakfast, so that 
Gwendolen could safely end her early walk by taking her way homeward through the Obere Strasse in which was the needed shop, sure to 
be open after seven. At that hour any observers whom she minded 
would be either on their walks in the region of the springs, or would be 
still in their bedrooms; but certainly there was one grand hotel, the 
Czarina, from which eyes might follow her up to Mr Wiener’s door. 
This was a chance to be risked: might she not be going in to buy something which had struck her fancy? This implicit falsehood passed 
through her mind as she remembered that the Czarina was Deronda’s 
hotel; but she was then already far up the Obere Strasse, and she 
walked on with her usual floating movement, every line in her figure 
and drapery falling in gentle curves attractive to all eyes except those 
which discerned in them too close a resemblance to the serpent, and 
objected to the revival of serpent-worship. She looked neither to the 
right hand nor to the left, and transacted her business in the shop with 
a coolness which gave little Mr Wiener nothing to remark except her 
proud grace of manner, and the superior size and quality of the three 
central turquoises in the necklace she offered him. They had belonged 
to a chain once her father’s; but she had never known her father; and 
the necklace was in all respects the ornament she could most conveniently part with. Who supposes that it is an impossible contradiction 
to be superstitious and rationalising at the same time? Roulette encourages a romantic superstition as to the chances of the game, and the 
most prosaic rationalism as to human sentiments which stand in the 
way of raising needful money. Gwendolen’s dominant regret was that 
after all she had only nine louis to add to the four in her purse: these 
Jew dealers were so unscrupulous in taking advantage of Christians 
unfortunate at play! But she was the Langens’ guest in their hired 
apartment, and had nothing to pay there: thirteen louis would do more 
than take her home; even if she determined on risking three, the remaining ten would more than suffice, since she meant to travel right 
on, day and night. As she turned homewards, nay, entered and seated 
herself in the salon to await her friends and breakfast, she still wavered 
as to her immediate departure, or rather she had concluded to tell the 
Langens simply that she had had a letter from her mamma desiring her 
return, and to leave it still undecided when she should start. It was already the usual breakfast time, and hearing some one enter as she was 
leaning back rather tired and hungry with her eyes shut, she rose expecting to see one or other of the Langens—the words which might 
determine her lingering at least another day, ready-formed to pass her 
lips. But it was the servant bringing in a small packet for Miss Harleth, 
which
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