THE BLIND IN FICTION 

AN interesting article by Charles N. 

Paulin, dealing with sightless characters 

in fiction, appeared in a recent issue of " The 

Newcastle Weekly Chronicle." 

" It is often the custom of our dramatists 

and novelists," says Mr. Paulin, " to enlist 

our sympathies on behalf of their heroines 

and heroes by making them blind. Shakes- 

peare in " King Lear " makes a dramatic 

scene of the mutilation of Gloucester's eyes, 

and there is always pathos in the presentation 

of that scene between Hubert and the little 

prince. 

" Victorians were not slow to grasp the 

possibilities of a blind character, as we may 

see from a glance at Dickens. In ' Our Mutual 

Friend ' the toymaker's blind daughter moves 

all readers' hearts by her pathetic innocence. 

In ' Barnaby Rudge ' the rascally associate 

of the 'Prentice Knights is blind, though it 

does not appear that Dickens wished us to 

waste any sympathy on him. 

" Charlotte Bronte's Rochester, in ' Jane 

Eyre ' is one more instance of the same kind 

of thing. Previously, he has been a bullying, 

overbearing, bigoted fellow, but when she 

hears of his affliction, poor Jane is eager and 

willing to become his helpmate and com- 

panion, practically his slave, and all because 

he has been struck blind in an accident. 

" Kingsley in ' Westward Ho ' is respon- 

sible for what is perhaps one of the most 

dramatic passages in Victorian literature. 

Amyas Leigh has searched the main to find 

Don Guzman, the man who delivered his 

brother to the flames and the betrayer of 

the beautiful Rose of Torridge. He finds 

him at last, and when the enemy seems about 

to be delivered into his hands — at the longed- 

for moment of his life, a vivid flash of lightning 

deprives him of sight. In the vigour of his 

splendid manhood, the sea he loved so well is 

blotted out of his existence, and he is left a 

useless hulk, to spend the remainder of his 

days in vain regrets." 
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Only a smile that was given to me 

On the crowded street one day. 

But it pierced the gloom of my saddened heart, 

Like a sudden sunbeam's ray. 

The shadow of doubt hung over me, 

And the burden of pain I bore, 

And the voice of hope I could not hear, 

Though I listened o'er and o'er. 

G. Mac Donald. 

