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pomtoyouralbowl' I have yet read this ‘ Val
a'Arno * only once. Froude snatched it away from
me yesterday ; and it has then to go to my brother
Dumfries. After that I shall have it back. . . ."

During that summer and autumn Ruskin suffered
from nights of sleeplessness or unnaturally vivid
dreams and days of unrest and feverish energy, alter-
nating with intense fatigue. The eighteen lectures in
less six weeks, a *“ combination of prophecy and
play-acting,” as Carlyle had called it in his own case,
and the unfortunate discussion with an old-fashioned
economist who undertook to demolish Ruskinism
without understanding it, added to the causes of which
we are already aware, brought him to New Year, 1874,
in * failing strength, care, and hope.” He sought
quiet at the seaside, but found modern hotel-life
intolerable ; he went back to town and tried the
pantomimes for distraction,—saw Kate Vaughan in
Cinderella, and Violet Cameron in Jack in the Box,
over and over again, and found himself :

“ Now hopelessly a man of the world !—of that woeful
outside one, 'l mean. It is now Sunday; hali-past eleven

in the morning. Everybody else is gone to church—and
1 am left alone with the cat, in the world of sin.”

Thinking himself better, he went to Oxford, and
announced a course on Alpine form ; but after a week
was obliged to retreat and go home to Coniston, still
hoping to return and give his lectures. But it was no
use. The gloom without deepened the gloom within ;
and he took the wisest course in trying ltaly, alone
this time with his old servant Crawley.

The greater part of 1874 was spent abroad—first
travelling through Savoy and by the Riviera to Assisi,
where he wrote to Miss S. Beever :

“* The Sacristan gives me my coffee for lunch in his own
little cell, looking out on the olive woods ; then he tells
me stories of conversions and miracles, and then perbaps
we go into the sacristy and have a reverent little poke-
out of relics, Fancy a great carved cupboard in @ vaulted
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clumberfnllofmostprecao‘ usthinp{theboxwhichthg
Holy Virgin’s veil used to be kept in, to begin with)
Indlenvetommmngoin:tntwﬂll ] s that are
only shown twice » in the year or so, mdththumgapon!

and I having a great heap of them on the table at once,
like a dinner service, I really looked with great respect
on St. Francis’s old camel-hair dress.”

Thence he went to visit Colonel and Mrs, Yule at
Palermo, deeply interested in Scylla and Charybdis,
Etna and the metopes of Selinus, His interest in
Greek art had been shown, not only in a course of

plorations. He said once, “I believe heartily in
diggings, of all sorts, Meeting General L. P. di
Cesnola and hearing of the wealth of ancient remains
in Cyprus then newly discovered, Mr., Ruskin placed
£1,000 at his disposal. General di Cesnola was able,
in April, 1875, to announce that in spite of the confis.
cation of half the treasure-trove by the local Govern-
ment, he had shipped a cargo of antiquities, including
many vases, terra-cottas, and fragments of sculpture,
Whence, precisely, these relics came is now doubtful.

The landscape of Theocritus and the remains of
ancient glories roused him to energetic sketching—a
sign of returning strength, which continued when he
reached Rome, and enabled him to make a very fine
copy of Botticelli’s Zipporah, and other details of the
Sistine frescoes,

_Late in October he reached England, just able to

give the Promised Lectures on Alpine forms,*—I

Florence ; + and a lecture on Botticelli at Eton, of
which the Literary and Scientific Society’s minute-
book contains the following report :

On Satuxday, p_ec._ 12th (1874), Professor Rusk_ﬂ:

+ Oct. 27, 30: Nov._g and 6, 1874,
* Nov. 10, 13, 17, 20, 24, 27; Dec, 1 and 4, 1874,
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lectured before a crowded, influential and excited andi
which mmm noble Society and a hundred
thirty gen and ladies, who y accepted an
invitation to hear Professor Ruskin * to us on Botti-
celli, It is utterly impossible for the unfortunate secretary
dmswmwmnmitmmﬂuwmuabmﬁetd
this address ; and it is some apology for him when beauty
of expression, sweetness of voice, and elegance in imagery
defy the utmost efforts of the pen.”

Just before leaving for Italy he had been told that
the Royal Institute of British Architects intended to

t him with their Gold Medal in acknowledg-
ment of his services to the cause of architecture ; and
during his journey official announcement of the award
reached him. He dictated from Assisi (June 12, 1874)
a letter to Sir Gilbert Scott, explaining why he de-
clined the honour intended him. He said in effect
that if it had been offered at a time when he had been
writing on architecture it would have been welcome ;
but it was not so now that he felt all his efforts to have
been in vain and the profession as a body engaged in
work—such as the * restoration ”* of ancient buildings
—with which he had no sympathy. It had been
represented to him that his refusal to accept a Royal
Medal would be a reflection upon the Royal donor.
To which he replied :

“ Having entirely loyal feelings towards the Queen,
I will trust to her Majesty’s true interpretation of my
conduct ; but if formal justification of it be necessary
for the public, would plead that if a Peerage or Knight-
hood may without disloyalty be refused, surely much
more the minor grace proceeding from the monarch may
be without impropriety declined by any of her Majesty's
subjects who wish to serve her without reward, under
the exigency of peculiar circumstances.”

It was only the term before that Prince Leopold
had been at Oxford, a constant attendant on
Ruskin’s léctures, and a visitor to his drawing school.
The gentle prince, with his instinct for philanthropy,
was not to be deterred by the utterances of “ Fors <
from respecting the genius of the Professor ; and the
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Professor, with his old-world, cavalier loyalty, readily
returned the esteem and affection of his new pupil,
A sincere friendship was formed, lasting until the
Prince’s death,

In June, 1875, Princess Alice and her husband, with
Prince Arthur and Prince Leopold, were at Oxford.
Ruskin had just made arrangements completing his
gifts to the University galleries and schools. The
Royal party showed great interest in the Professor
and his work. The Princess, the Grand Duke of
Hesse, and Prince Leopold acted as witnesses to the
deed of gift, and Prince Arthur and Prince Leopold
accepted the trusteeship,

With all the Slade Professor's generosity, the
Ruskin drawing school, founded in these fine galleries
to which he had so largely contributed, in a palatial
hall handsomely furnished, and hung with Tintoret
and Luini, Burne-Jones and Rossetti, and other rare
masters, ancient and modern ; with the most interest-
ing examples to copy—at the most convenient of
desks, we may add—yet in spite of it all, the drawing
school was not a popular institution. When the Pro-
fessor was personally teaching, he got some fifteen or
twenty—if not to attend, at any rate to join. But
whenever the chief attraction could not be counted
on, the attendance sank to an average of two or three,
The cause was simple. An undergraduate is sup-
posed to spend his morning in lectures, his afternoon
m taking exercise, and his evening in college. There
18 stmply no time in his scheme for going to a drawing
school. ~ If it were recognised as part of the curriculum,
if it counted in any way along with other studies, or
contributed to a * schoo] ** akin to that of music,
Practical art might become teachable at Oxford ;
and Professor Ruskin’s gifts and endowments—to say
pothx_ng of his hopes and plans—would not be wholly
in vain, ‘

As he could not make the undergraduates draw;
he made them dig. He had noticed a very bad bit of
road on the Hinksey side, and heard that it was
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mbody’nbusinmtomdit:mmwﬁhmm
carts and casual were bemired. He sent
mwmmmmmmd
the utroot-uomhid in a stock of picks and

i ul,

myoithad:‘sciphmatatthewuklyopm
breakfasts at the Professor’s rooms in Corpus ; and
he was glad of a talk to them on other things beside
drawing and digging. Some were attracted chiefly by
t.hecebhrityoitheman.orbythecuriosityoihis
hamorous discourse; but there were a few who
partly grasped one side or other of his mission and
character. The most brilliant undergraduate of the
time, seen at this breakfast table, but not one of the
diggers, was W. H. Mallock, afterwards widely known
as the author of ‘ Is Life Worth Living ? "' He was
the only man, Professor Ruskin said, who really
understood him—referring to * The New Republic.”
But while Mallock saw the reactionary and pessimistic
side of his Oxford teacher, there was a progressist and
optimistic side which does not appear in his ‘‘ Mr.
Herbert.” That was discovered by another man
whose career, short as it was, proved even more
influential. Arnold Toynbee was one of the Pro-
fessor's warmest admirers and ablest pupils : and in
his philanthropic work the teaching of “ Unto this
Last ” and ‘‘ Fors " was illustrated—not exclusively
—but truly. * No true disciple of mine will ever be
a Ruskinian " (to quote “* St. Mark’s Rest ™) ; “he
will follow, not me, but the instincts of his own soul,
and the guidance of its Creator.”

Like all energetic men, Ruskin was fond of
setting other people to work. One of his plans was
to form a little library of standard books (** Bibliotheca
Pastorum ") suitable for the kind of people who, he
hoped, would join er work under his St. George's
Company. The first book he chose was the " Econo-
mist '* of Xenophon, which he asked two of his young
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friends to translate. To them and their work he
would give his afternoons in the rooms at Corpus, with
curious patience in the midst of pre-occupying labour
and severest trial ; for just then he was lecturing at
the London Institution on the Alps*—reading a paper
to the Metaphysical Society {—writing the Academy
Notes of 1875, and * Proserpina,’* etc.—as well as his
regular work at ““ Fors,” and the St. George’s Company
was then taking definite form ;—and all the while the
lady of his love was dying under the most tragic cir-
cumstances, and he forbidden to approach her.

At the end of May she died. On the 1st of June
the Royal party honoured the Slade Professor with
their visit—little knowing how valueless to him such
honours had become. He went north§ and met his
translators at Brantwood to finish the Xenophon,—
and to help dig his harbour and cut coppice in his
wood. He prepared a preface; but the next term
was one of greater pressure, with the twelve lectures
on Sir Joshua Reynolds to deliver. He wrote, after
Christmas :

*“ Now that I have got my head fairly into this Xenophon
business, it has expanded into a new light altogether ; and
I think it would be absurd in me to slur over the life in
one paragraph. A hundred things have come into my
head as I arrange the dates, and I think I can make a
much better thing of it—with a couple of days’ work.
My head would not work in town—merely turned from
side to side—never nodded (except sleepily). I send
you the proofs just to show you I'm at work. I'm going
to translate all the story of Delphic answer before Ana.
basis : and his speech after the sleepless night,”

Delphic answers—for he was then again brought

* “The Simple Dynamic Conditions of Glacial Action
among the Alps,” March 11, 1875.

1 “ Social Policy based on Natural Selection,” May 11,

§ “On a posting tour through Yorkshire. He made
three such tours in 1875—southward in January, north-
ward in June and July, and southward in September ;
and another northward in April and May, 1876,
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into contact with “ spiritualism*; and les:
nights—for the excitement of overwork was

experience ; and yet the lectures on went off
with success.* magic of his oratory transmute
the scribbled jottings of his MS. into a magnificent
flow of rolling paragraph and rounded argument that
thrilled a captious audience with unwonted emotion,
aad almost persuaded many a hearer to accept the
gospel of ““ the Ethereal Ruskin.” In spite of a sense
of antagonism to his surroundings, he did useful work
which none other could do in the University. That
this was acknowledged was proved by his re-election,
early in 1876 : but his third term of three years was
a time of weakened health. Repeated absence from
his post and inability to fulfil his duties made it
obviously his wisest course, at the end of that term,
to resign the Slade Professorship.

CHAPTER IV
ST. GEORGE AND ST. MARK (1875-1877)

lN the book his Bertha of Canterbury was reading
at twilight on the Eve of St. Mark, Keq.ts
might have been describing * Fors.” Among its
pages, fascinating with their golden broideries of
romance and wit, perplexing with mystic vials of
wrath as well as all the Seven Lamps and Shekinah
of old and new Covenants commingled, there was
gradually unfolded the plan of ** St. George's Work."
The scheme was not easy to apprehend ; it was
cssentially different from anything then known,
though superficially like several bankrupt Utopias.

* Nov.3,4,6,9, 11, 13, 16, 18, 20, 23, 25, and 27 ; 1875.
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Ruskin did not want to found a phalanstery or to
imitate Robert Owen or the Shakers. That would
have been practicable—and useless.

He wanted much more. He aimed at the gradual
introduction of higher aims into ordinary life: at
giving true refinement- to the lower classes, true sim-
plicity to the upper. He proposed that idle hands
should reclaim waste lands ; that healthy work and
country homes should be offered to townsfolk who
would “ come out of the gutter.”” He asked land-
owners and employers to furnish opportunities for
such reforms ; —which would involve no elaborate
organization nor unelastic rules ;—simply the one
thing needful, the refusal of Commercialism.

As before, he scorned the idea that real good could
be done by political agitation. Any government
would work, he said, if it were an efficient government.
No government was efficient unless it saw that every
one had the necessaries of life, for body and soul ;
and that every one earned them by some work or
other, Capital—that is, the means and material of
labour, should therefore be in the hands of the Govern-
ment, not in the hands of individuals : this reform
would result easily and necessarily from the forbidding
of loans on interest. Personal property would still
be in private hands ; but as it could not be invested
and turned into capital, it would necessarily be re-
stricted to its actual use, and great accumulation
would be valueless.

This is, of course, a very sketchy statement of the
ground-work of *“ Fors,” but to most readers nowadays
as comprehensible as, at the time of its publication, it
was incomprehensible. For when, long after ‘“ Fors "'
had been written, Ruskin found other writers advo-
cating the same principles and calling themselves
Socialists, he said that he too was a Socialist.

But the Socialists of various sects have complicated,
and sometimes confused, their simple fundamental
principles with various ways and means ; to which he
could not agree. He had his own ways and means.
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He bhad his private ideals of life,whic.hhcmded
along with his main doctrine, He thought, justifiably,
that theory was useless without practical example ;
and so he founded St. George's Company (in 1877
called St. George's Guild) as his illustration.

The Guild grew out of his call, in 1871, for adher-
ts: and by 1875 began to take definite form. Its
objects were to set the example of a common capital

land for the agricultural members to cultivate, paying
their rent, not to the other members, but to the com-
pany ; not refusing machinery, but preferring manual
labour. Next, to buy mills and factories, to be like-
wise owned by the Guild and worked by members—
using water power in preference to steam (steam at
first not forbidden)—and making the lives of the
people employed as well spent as might be, with a
fair wage, healthy work, and so forth., The loss on
starting was to be made up from the Guild store, but
it was anticipated that the honesty of the goods turned
out would ultimately make such enterprises pay, even
in a commercial world, Then, for the people em-
ployed and their families, there would be places of
recreation and instruction, supplied by the Guild, and
intended to give the agricultural labourer or mill-hand,
trained from infancy in Guild schools, some insight
into Literature, Science and Art—and tastes which
his easy position would leave him free to cultivate.
So far the plan was simple. It was not a colony—
but merely the working of existing industries in a
certain way. Anticipating further development of
the scheme, Ruskin looked forward to a guild coinage,



244 LIFE OF JOHN RUSKIN

a-puttyasthemorenﬁneahad; a costume as becom-
ing as the Swiss: and other Platonically devised
details, which were not the essentials of the proposal,
and never came into operation. But some of his plans
were actually realised.

The chief objects of *“ St. George '’ come under three
heads, as we have just noticed : agricultural, in-
dustrial, and educational. The actual schools would
not be needed until the farms and mills had been so far
established as to secure a permanent attendance. But
meanwhile provision was being made for them, both
in literature and in art. The “ Bibliotheca Pas-
torum,” was to be a comprehensive little library—far
less than the 100 books of the Pall Mall Gazette—and
yet bringing before the St. George's workman standard
and serious writing of all times. It was to include, in
separate volumes, the Books of Moses and the Psalms
of David and the Revelation of St. John. Of Greek,
the FEconomist of Xenophon, and Hesiod, which
Ruskin undertook to translate into prose. Of Latin
the first two Georgics and sixth Aneid of Virgil, in
Gawain Douglas’ translation. Dante; Chaucer,
excluding the “ Canterbury Tales »”_but including
the “ Romance of the Rose "' ; Gotthelf’s *“ Ulric the
Farmer,” from the French version which Ruskin had
loved ever since his father used to read it him on their
first tours in Switzerland ; and an early English
history by an Oxford friend. Later were published
Sir Philip Sidney’s psalter, and Ruskin’s own bio-
graphy of Sir Herbert Edwardes, under the title of
“ A Knight's Faith.”

These books were for the home library ; reference
works were bought to be deposited in central libraries,
along with objects of art and science. It was not
intended to keep the Guild property centralised ; but
rather to spread it, as its other work was spread,
broad-cast. 4A number of books and other objects
were bought with the Guild money, and lent or given to
various schools and colleges and institutions where
work akin to the objects of the Guild was being done.
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Bntiw.thaﬁmkunﬁnﬁxndtpmw“
place of his first Guild Museum—being the home
the typical English industry—central to all parts
England, near beautiful hill-country, and yet not
fmmanumbuoimniwtnringhminwhich,
St. George's work went on, supporters and recruits
might be fonnd.Sh

The people of Sheffield were already, in 1875, build-
ing a museum of their own, and naturally thought
that the two might be conveniently worked together,
But that was not at all what Ruskin wished. Not
only was his museum to be primarily the storehouse
of the Guild, rather than one among many means of
popular education ; but the objects which he intended
to place there were not such as the public expected
to see. He had no interest in a vast accumulation
of articles of all kinds. He wanted to provide for his
friends’ common treasury a few definitely valuable
and interesting examples—interesting to the sort of
people that he hoped would join the Guild or be bred
up in it ; and valuable according to his own standard
and experience,

In September 1875, Ruskin stayed a couple of days
at Sheffield to inspect a cottage at Walkley, in the
outskirts of the town, and to make arrangements
for founding the museum-—humbly to begin with,
but hoping for speedy increase. He engaged as
Curator, at a salary of {40 a year and free lodging on
the premises, his former pupil at the Working Men’s
College, Henry Swan, who had done occasional work
for him in drawing and engraving. Swan was a
Quaker, and ‘a remarkable maa in his way ; enthusi-
astic in his new vocation, and interested in the social
questions which were being discussed in * Fors.'"
Under his care the Museum remained at Walkley,
accumulating material in the tiny and hardly accessible
© ing so to speak in embryo, until the way
should be clear for its removal or enlargement, which
took place in 1890,

When Ruskin came back on his posting tour of

Faof &

=Y
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April 1876, he stayed again at Sheffield, to meet a
few friends of Swan's—Secularists, Unitarians, and
Quakers, who professed Communism. They had an
interview (reported in the Sheffield Daily Telegraph,
April 28th, 1876), which brought out rather curiously
the points of difference between their opinions and
his. They refused to join the Guild because they
would not promise obedience, and help in its objects.
Ruskin, however, was willing to advance theirs. A
few weeks afterwards he invited them to choose a
piece of ground for their Communist experiment,
They chose a farm of over thirteen acres at Abbeydale,
which the Guild bought in 1877 at a cost of £2,287
165. 6d. for their use—the communists agreeing to

y the money back in instalments, without interest,
by the end of seven years : when the farm should be
their own.

When it was actually in their hands they found
that they knew nothing of farming—and besides,
were making money at trades they did not really care
to abandon. They engaged a man to work the farm
for them : and then another. They were told that
the land they had chosen was—for farming purposes
—worthless. Their capital ran short; and they
tried to make money by keeping a tea-garden. The
original proposer of the scheme wrote to Ruskin,
who sent £100:—the others returned the money.
Ruskin declined to take it back, and began to per-
ceive that the Communists were trifling. They had
made no attempt to found the sort of community they
had talked about; neither their plans nor his were
being carried out. So when the original proposer
and a friend of his named Riley approached Ruskin
again, they found little difficulty in persuading him
to try them as managers. The rest, finding them-
selves turned out by Riley, vainly demanded ‘' ex-
planations "' from Ruskin, who then was drifting into
his first attack of brain fever. So they declined
further connection with the farm ; the Guild accepted
their resignation, and undertook for the time nothing
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more than to get the land into 80od condition
again,

This was not the land held the St. George’
Cull’ 3t moquised £ s s s .

tion of the original Trustees, in 1877, Mr. Q. Talbot
and Mr, Baker were offered the trust: ang on the

of principles advocated in * Fors.”

In the middle of 1876, Egbert Rydings, the auditor
of the accounts which, in accordance with his principles
of “glass pockets,” Ruskin published in “ Fors,"
Proposed to start a homespun woollen industry at
Laxey, in the Isle of Man, where the old women who
formerly Spun with the wheel had been driven by
failure of custom to work in the mines. The Guild
built him a water mill, and in a few years the demand
for a pure, rough, durable cloth, created by this and
kindred attempts, justified the enterprise, Ruskin
set the example, and had his own grey clothes made
of Laxey stuffs—whose chief drawback was that they
never wore out. A little later a similar work was
done, with even greater success, by Mr. Albert Fleming,
another member of the Guild ; who introduced old-
fashioned spinning and hand-loom weaving at Lang-
dale,

The story of Ruskin's posting tour was told many
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afterwards, at the opening of the new Sheffield
museum, by Mr. Arthur Severn, a famous raconteur,
whose description of the adventures of their cruise
upon wheels includes so bright a picture of Ruskin,
that I must use his words as they were reported on
the occasion in the magazine Igdrasil :

« _ .. With the Professor, who dislikes railways very
much, it was not a qu jon of travelling by rail
Hesaid,‘lwillukoyouinacarriageandwithhorm,
and we will drive the whole way from London to the
North of England. And I will not only do that, but I
wﬂldothebestinmytgzwurwgetaposﬁliontoride,
and we will go quite in old-fashioned way. . » .* The
Professor went so far that he actually built a carriage for
this drive. It was a regular gsting carriage, with good
strong wheels, a place behind the | i

require on the journey. We started off one fine morning
from London—I must say without a postilion—but when
we arrived at the mext town, about twenty miles off,
having telegraphed beforehand that we were coming,
there was a gorgeous postilion ready with the fresh horses,
and we started off in a right style, according to the Pro-
fessor’s wishes.

“ After many pleasant days of travelling, we at last
arrived at Sheffield, and I well remember that we created
no small sensation as we clattered up to the old posting
inn. I think it was the King’s Head. We stayed a few
days, and visited the old Museum at Walkley ; and I
remember the look of regret on the Professor’s face when
he saw how cramped the space was there for the things
he had to show. However, with his usual kindliness, he
did not say much about it at the time, and he did not
complain of the considerable amount of room it was neces-
sary for the curator and his family to take up in that
place. We stayed about two days looking at the beautiful
cgnntry,—and I am glad to say there was a good deal
still left,—and then the Professor gave orders that the
carriage should be got ready to take us on our journey,
and that a tilion should be forthcoming, if possible.
1 remember leaving the luncheon table and going outside
to see if the necessary arrangements were complete, Sure
enough, thers was the carriage at the door, and a still
more gorgeous postilion than any we had had so far on




the carriage, T was put in afterwards, and he jum up
Oon the box, The crowd closed in, and looked at m if
We were a sort of menagerie, I was much amused when
I thought how little these €ager people knew that the real
attraction was on the box ; I felt inclined to put my head
out of the window, and say, ‘My good peocPle, there is
the man you should look at,—not us,” T dj i

On one of these excursions, they came to
Hardraw ; Mrs. Alfred Hunt tells the story in her
edition of Turner's * Richmondshire *’ ; Mr. Severn's
Account is somewhat different, After examining
the Fall, Mrs, Severn and Mr, Ruskin left Mr. Severn
to sketch, and went away to Hawes to order their
tea. When they were gone, a man who had been

Ruskin, Yes,” said Mr. Severn, * it was; he is
very fond of the Fall, and much puzzled to know why
the edge of the cliff is not worn away by the water,
as he expected to find it after SO many years.”” ‘Qh,"
said the other, *“ there are twelve feet of masonry up
there to protect the rock, I'm a pative of the place,
and know all about j¢." « I wish," said Mr, Severn,
absently, as he went on drawing, “* Mr, Ruskin knew
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that ; he would be so interested.”” And the stranger
ran off. When the sketcher came in to tea he felt
there was something wrong. *‘‘ You're in for it!"
said his wife. * Let us look at his sketch first,"” said
Mr. Ruskins and luckily it was a very good one.
By and by it all came out ;—how the Yorkshireman
had caught the Professor, and eagerly described the
horrible Vandalism, receiving in reply some very
emphatic language. Upon which he took off his hat
and bowed low : “ But, sir,” he faltered, ** the gentle-
man up there said I was to tell you, and you would
be so interested | " The Professor, suddenly molli-
fied, took off his hat in turn, and apologised for his
reception of the news : “ but,” said he, “ I shall never
care for Hardraw Waterfall again."

“ The Professor,” said Mr. Severn, * dislikes rail-
ways very much : "* and on his arrival at Brantwood
after that posting journey he wrote a preface to “ A
Protest against the Extension of Railways in the Lake
District,” by Mr. Robert Somervell. Ruskin’s dislike
of railways has been the text of a great deal of mis-
representation, and his use of them, at all, has been
often quoted as an inconmsistency. As a matter of
fact, he never objected to main lines of railway com-
munication ; but he strongly objected, in common
with a vast number of people, to the introduction of
railways into districts whose chief interest is in their
scenery ; especially where, as in the English Lake
district, the scenery is in miniature, easily spoiled by
embankments and viaducts, and by the rows of ugly
buildings which usually grow up round a station ;
and where the beauty of the landscape can only be
felt in quiet walks or drives through it. Many years
later, after he had said all he had to say on the sub-
ject again and again, and was on the brink of one of
his illnesses, he wrote in violent language to a corre-
spondent who tried to “draw * him on the subject of
another proposed railway to Ambleside. But his real

opinions were simple enough; and consistent with a
practicable scheme of life,
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In August 1876 he left Ellshndimlial H
travelled alone, accompanied only by his new aj;rvan:

two Oxford pupils, Mr, J. Reddie Anderson, whom
he set to work on Carpaccio ; and Mr, Whitehead—
* So much nicer they all are,” he wrote in a private
letter, “ than T was at their age ; "—also his pupil

that winter—both Venetians, and both singularly
interesting men : Giacomo Boni, now a celebrated
antiquary, then capo d'opera of the Ducal Palace,
and doing his best to preserve, instead of * restoring,”

the ancient Sculptures ; and Angelo Alessandri, 'a

Plete in two parts . * The Laws of Fésole "—teaching
the principles of Florentine draughtsmanship ; and
" The Laws of Rivo Alto "—about Venetian colour.
Passages for this second part were written. But he
found himself so deeply interested in the evolution of
Venetian art, and in tracing the spirit of the people
as shown by the mythology illustrated in the pictures
and sculptures, that his practical manual became a
sketch of art history, * St. Mark’s Rest ""—as a sort
of companion to * Mornings in Florence,” which he
had been working at during his last visit to Italy
His intention was to Supersede “‘ Stones of Venice **
by a smaller book, giving more prominence to the
cthical side of history, which should illustrate Car-
Paccio as the most important figure of the transition
period, and do away with the exclusive Protestantism
of his earlier work,
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He set himself to this task, with Tintoret’s motto—
Sempre si fa il mare maggiore, and worked with feverish
energy, recording his progress in letters home.

“ 13 Nov.—I never was yet, in m life, in such a state
of hopeless confusion of {ettel's, wings, and work:
chiefly because, of course, when one is old, one's done work
seems all to tumble in upon one, and want rearranging,
and everything brings a thousand old as well as new
thoughts. My head seems less capable of accounts every
year. I can't fix my mind on a sum in addition—it goes
off, between seven and nine, into a ggoculation on the
seven deadly sins or the nine muses. My table is heaped
with unanswered letters,—MS. of four or five different
books at six or seven different parts of each,—sketches
getting rubbed out,—others getting smudged in,—parcels
from Mr. Brown unopened, parcels for Mr. Moore unsent ;
my inkstand in one place,—too probably upset,—my pen
in another; my paper under a pile of books, and my
last carefully written note thrown into the waste-paper
basket.

“ 3 Dec.—I'm having nasty foggy weather just now,—
but it's better than fog in London,—and 1'm really resting
a little, and trying not to be so jealous of the flying days.
I've a most ¢wmfy room [at the Grand Hotel]—I've gone
out of the very expensive one, and only pay twelve francs
a day; and I've two windows, one with open balcony and
the other covered in with glass. It spoils the look of the
window dreadfully, but gives me a view right away to
Lido, and of the whole sunrise. Then the bed is curtained
off from rest of room like that [sketch of window and
room] with fine flourishing white and gold pillars—and
t& g::;k place is where one goes out of the room beside

“o Dcc.—l-I hope to send home a sketch or two which
will show I'm not quite losing my head yet. . . . I must
s{;xmy at Oxford some reason for my staying so long in

enice,”

Beside studies in the Chapel of St. George, he copied
Carpa.cc;o's “ Dream of St. Ursula " which was taken
down—it had been ‘ skied** at the Academy until
then—and placed in the sculpture gallery ; and he
laboured to produce a facsimile.

—————— -
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24 Dec—I do think St. Ursula’s are coming
—-andhu:ayalids-—butohmo,harl;u:;l Toni, Mr,
s gondqher_, says she's all ri;htr—-and he's a grave
and close looking judge, you know,’

Christmas Day was a crisis in his life, He was
attacked by illness ; severe pain, followed by a dreamy
state in which the vividly realized Presence of St,
Ursula mingled with memories of his dead lady, whose
.. spirit " had been shown him a year before by a
“medium " met at 5 country house. Since then he

and .sta.tw of mind flashed, for him, into importance ;
times and seasons, names and symbols, took a vivid
i His intense dqsponde:ncy changed for a

helpful influences,

Readers of ““ Fors ** had traced for some years back
the re-awakening of a religious tone, now culminating
in a pronounced mysticism which they could not
understand, and in a recantation of the sceptical
judgments of his middle period. He found, now, new
excellences in the early Christian painting ; he depre-
ciated Turner and Tintoret, and denounced the
frivolous art of the day. He searched the Bible more
diligently than ever for its hidden meanings ; and
in proportion as he felt its inspiration, he recoiled
from the conclusions of modern science, and wrapped
the prophet's mantle more closely round him, as he
denounced with growing fervour the crimes of our
unbelieving age,



CHAPTER V
DEUCALION AND PROSERPINA (1877-1879)

N the summer of 1875, Ruskin had written :

interesting (in my own opinion) history of fifteenth cen-
Florentine Art, in six octavo volumes ; an analysis
of the Attic art of the fifth century B.C. in three volumes ;
an exhaustive history of northern thirteenth-century art,
in ten volumes; a life of Sir Walter Scott, with analysis
of modern epic art, in seven volumes ; a life of Xenophon,
with analysis of the general principles of education, in
ten volumes ; a commentary on Hesiod, with final analysis
of the principles of Political Economy, in nine volumes ;
and a general description of the geology and botany of
the Alps, in twenty-four volumes.”

The estimate of volumes was—perhaps—in jest ; but
the plans for harvesting his material were in earnest.

“ Proserpina '—so0 named from the Flora of the
Greeks, the daughter of Demeter, Mother Earth—
grew out of notes already begun in 1866. It was
little like an ordinary botany book ;—that was to be
expected. It did not dissect plants ; it did not give
chemical or histological analysis: but with bright
and curious fancy, with the most ingenious diagrams
and perfect drawings—beautifully engraved by Bur-
gess and Allen—illustrated the mystery of growth
in plants and the tender beauty of their form. Though
this was not science, in strict terms it was a field of
work which no one but Ruskin had cultivated. He
was helped by a few scientific men like Professor
Oliver, who saw a value in his line of thought, and
showed a kindly interest in it.

_** Deucalion "__from the mythical creator of human
life out of stones—was begun as a companion work :

234
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to be published in parts, as the repertory of Oxford
lectures on Alpine form, and notes on all kinds of
kindred subjects. For instance, before that hasty
journey to Sheffield he gave a lecture at the London
Institution on * Precious Stones ** (February 17th,
repeated March 28th, 1876. A lecture on a similar
subject was given to the boys of Christ’s Hospital on
April 15th). This lecture, “called * The Iris of the
Earth," stood first in Part III. of “ Deuncalion " -
and the work went on, in studies of the forms of silica,
on the lines marked out ten years before in the papers
on Banded and Brecciated Concretions ; now carried
forward with much kind help from the Rev. J. Clifton
Ward, of the Geological Survey, and Mr. Henry Wil-
lett, F.G.S., of Brighton,

On the way home over the Simplon in May and
June, 1877, travelling first with Signor Alessandri;
and then with Mr, G, Allen, Professor Ruskin con-
tinued his studies of Alpine flowers for ** Proserpina.”*
In the autumn he gave a lecture at Kendal (Oct. 1st,
repeated at Eton College Dec. 8th) on “ Yewdale
and its Streamlets.”*

" Yewdale "'—reprinted as Part V. of “‘ Deucalion ™
—took an unusual importance in his own mind, not
only because it was a great success as a lecture—
though some Kendalians complained that there was
not enough “information " in it :—but because it
Was the first given since that Christmas at Venice,
when a new insight had been granted him, as he felt,
into spiritual things, and a new burden laid on him, to
withstand the rash conclusions of “science falsely so
called,” and to preach in their place the presence
of God in nature and in man.

Writing to Miss Beever about his Oxford course of
that antumn, « Readings in Modern Painters,"”*
he said, on the 2nd December 2

* Nov. 6, 8, 10, 13, 15, 17, 20, 22, 24, 27, 29 and Dec. 1,
1877. These lectures were never prepared for publication
3 8 course ; the last lecture was printed in the Ninefeenth

Century for January, 1878,
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i L wymrdaythot'dﬁhmdhatofmymse
dlut&tmsmwsmaowdedbydxhund{ed

:tsdootwodgedogunbythou'homldnot t in;

in of theirs being granted to me, I dou not,
becauseinrtheﬁrstﬁminoﬂordlhavebmabhto
speak to them boldly of immortal life. I intended when

1 began the course only to have read ‘ Modern Painters’
to them but when I began, some of your favourite bits*
interested the men so much, and brought so much larger

a proportion of undergraduates than usual, that I took
pains to re-inforce and press them home ; and ple
say I have never given SO useful a course yet. But it
has taken all my time and strength.”

He wrote again; on Dec. 16th, from Herne Hill :

“ It is a long while since I've felt so good-for-nothing
as I do this morning. My very wristbands curl up in a
dog’s-eared and disconsolate manner; my little room is
all a heap of disorder. I've gota hoarseness and wheezing
and sneezing and coughing and choking. I can’t speak
and I can’t think; I'm miserable in bed and useless out
of it; and it seems to me as if 1 could never venture to
open a window or go out of a door any more. I have the
dimmest sort of diabolical pleasure in thinking how miser-
able T shall make Susie by telling her all this ; but in other
respects I seem entirely devoid of all moral sentiments.
I have arrived at this state of things, first by catching
cold, and since trying to’ amuse myself * for three days.”

He goes on to give a list of his amusements—Pick-
wick, chivalric romances, the Daily Telegraph,
Staunton’s games of chess, and finally analysis of the
Dock Company’s bill of charges on a box from Venice.

Ten days after he wrote from Oxford, in his
whimsical style :

“ Yesterday I had two lovely services in my own cathe-
dral. You know the Cathedral of Oxford is the chapel
of Christ Church College, and I bave my high seat in the
chancel, as an honorary student, besides being bred there,

“ Miss Beever had published early in 1875 the extracts
from ‘‘ Modern Painters,” so widely known as “ Frondes
Agrestes,"
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and so one is ever so proud and ever so pious all at once,
which is ever so nice you know : and my own dean, that's
the Dean of Christ Church, who is as big as any bi read
the services, and ﬂ_:e and anthems w%y;
and then I dined with Henry Acland and his family . . .
but I do wish I could be at Brantwood too.” Next day
it was ** Celd quite gone.”

But he was not to be quit so easily this time of the
results of overwork and worry.

He had been passing through the unpleasant
experience of a misunderstanding with one of his
most trusted friends and helpers. His work on
behalf of the St. George's Guild had been energetic
and sincere : and he had received the support of a
number of strangers, among whom were people of
responsible station and position. But he was sur-
prised to find that many of his personal friends held
aloof. He was still more surprised to learn, on
returning from Venice, full of new hope and stronger
convictions in his mission, that the caution of one
upon whom he had counted as a firm ally had dis-
suaded an intending adherent from joining in the
work. A man of the world, accustomed to over-
reach and to be overreached, would have taken the
discovery coolly, and accepted an explanation. But
Ruskin was never a man of the world; and now,
much less than ever. He took it as treason to the
great work of which he felt himself to be the mission-
ary. Throughout the autumn and winter the dis-
covery rankled, and preyed on his mind. As for
the sake of absolute candour he had published in
“ Fors "* everything that related to the Guild work,
—even his own private affairs and confessions, what-
ever they risked,—he felt that this too must out;
in order that his supporters might judge of his conduct
and that nothing affecting the enterprise might be
kept back. And so, at Christmas, he sent the cor-
respondence to his printers. ;

Years afterwards, by the intervention of friends,
this breach was healed : but what suffering it cost

1
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can be learnt from the sequel. To Ruskin it was the
ing of the end. His Aberdeen correspondent
asked just then for the usual Christmas message to
the Bible class: and instead of the cheery words
of bygone years, received the couplet from Horace :
“ Inter spem curamque, timores inter et iras,
Ommem crede diem tibi diluxisse supremum.”
“ Amid hope and sorrow, amid fear and wrath, believe
svery day that has dawned on thee to be thy last.”

From Oxford, early in January, 1878, he went
on a visit to Windsor Castle, whence he wrote:
“] came to see Prince Leopold, who has been
a prisoner to his sofa lately, but I trust he is
better ; he is very bright and gentle under severe
and almost continual pain.” No less gentle, in
spite of the severe justice he was inflicting upon
himself even more than upon his friend, was the
author of * Fors,’”” as the letters of the time to his
invalid neighbour in “ Hortus Inclusus " show. How
ready to own himself in the wrong,—at that very
moment when he was being pointed at as the most
obstinate and egotistic of men—how placable he
really was and open to rebuke, he showed, when,
from Windsor, he went to Hawarden. Nearly three
years before he had written roughly of Mr. Gladstone ;
as a Conservative, he was not predisposed in favour
of the leader of the party to whom he attributed
most of the evils he was combating. Mr. Gladstone
and he had often met, and by no means agreed
together in conversation. But this visit convinced
him that he had misjudged Mr. Gladstone ; and he |
promptly made the fullest apology in the current
number of ** Fors,” saying that he had written under
a complete misconception of his character. In re-
printing the old pages he not only cancelled the
offending passage, but he left the place blank, with
a note in the middle of it, as ‘“a memorial of rash
judgment.”

He went slowly northward, secking rest at Ingleton ;
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whence he wrote, January 17 :—" I've got

done all the time I've been away but a few mathe-
matical figures [crystallography, no doubt, for ‘ Deu-
calion,’] and the less I do the less I find I can do it ;
and y, for the first time these twenty years,
1 hadn’'t so much as a ‘ plan ' in my head all day.”
Arrived at Brantwood, as rest was useless, he tried
work. Mr. Willett had asked him to reprint * The
Two Paths,” and he got that ready for press, and
wrote a short preface. At Venice, Mr. J. R. Anderson
had been working out for him the myths illustrated
by Carpaccio in the Chapel of S. Giorgio de’ Schiavoni ;
and the book had been waiting for Ruskin’s intro-
duction until he was surprised by the publication
of an almost identical inquiry by M. Clermont-
Ganneau. He tried to fulfil his duty to his pupil by
writing the preface immediately ; most sorrowfully
feeling the inadequacy of his strength for the tasks
he had laid upon it. He wrote :

“ My own feeling, now, is that everything which has
hitherto happened to me, and been done by me, whether
well or ill, has been fitting me to take greater fortune
more prudently, and to do better work more thoroughly.
And just when I seem to be coming out of school,—very
sorry to have been such a foolish boy, yet having taken
a prize or two, and expecting now to enter upon some more
mp‘ir;us business than cricgket,--l am d.isg.?;;ed by the
Master T hoped to serve, with a—' That's all I want of
you, sir,’ *’

In such times he found relief by reverting to the
past. He wrote in the beginning of February a paper
for the University Magazine on ‘' My First Editor,"
W. H. Harrison, and forgot himself—almost—in
bright reminiscences of youthful days and early
associations, Next, as Mr. Marcus Huish, who had
shown great friendliness and generosity in providing
prints for the Sheffield museum, was nOw proposing
to hold an Exhibition of Mr. Ruskin’s ** Turners " at
the Fine Art Galleries in New Bond Street, it was
necessary to arrange the exhibits and to prepare the

12
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catalogue. For the next fortnight he struggled on
with this labour, and with his last *“ Fors "'—the last
he was to write in the long series of more than seven
years.* How little the thousands who read the
preface to his catalogue, with its sad sketch of Turner’s
fate, and what they supposed to be its ‘ customary
burst of terminal eloquence,’ understood that it was
indeed the cry of one who had been wounded in the
house of his friends, and was now believing every day
that dawned on him to be his last. He told of
Turner’s youthful picture of the Coniston Fells and
its invocation to the mists of morning, bidding them
*“in honour to the world’s great Author, rise,""—and
then how Turner’s “ health, and with it in great degree
his mind, failed suddenly with a snap of some vital
chord,” after the sunset splendours of his last, dazz-
ling efforts. . . .

“ Morning breaks, as I write, along those Coniston Fells,

and the level mists, motionless and grey beneath the rose
of the moorlands, veil the lower woods, and the sleeping
village, and the long lawns by the lake-shore. Oh that
some one had but told me, in my youth, when all my
heart seemed to be set on these colours and clouds, that!
appear for a little while and then vanish away, how little’
my love of them would serve me, when the silence of

lawn and wood in the dews of morning should be com-
pleted ; and all my thoughts should be of those whom,
by neither, I was to meet more ! **

The catalogue was finished, and hurried off to the
printers. A week of agitating suspense at home, and

then it could no longer be concealed., Friends and|

foes alike were startled and saddened with the news
of his “sudden and dangerous illness,'"—some form
of inflammation of the brain—the result of overwork;
but still more immediately of the emotional straio
from which he had been suffering.

On March 4th, the Turner Exhibition opened, and
day by day the bulletins from Brantwood announcing

* “Fors " was taken up again, at intervals, later on;
but never with the same purpose and continuity,




DEUCALION AND PROSERPINA 261

his condition were read by multitudes of visitors
with eager and sorrowful interest. Newspapers all
the world over copied the daily reports: in the Far
West of America the same telegrams were posted, and
they say even a more demonstrative sympathy was
shown. Nor was the feeling confined to the English
speaking public. The Oxford Proctor in Convoca-
tion of April 24th, when the patient, after the first
burst of the storm was slowly drifting back into calmer
waters, thought it worth while, in the course of his

h, to mention that in Italy, where he had lately
been on an Easter vacation tour, he had witnessed
a widespread anxiety about Ruskin, and prayers put
up for his recovery.

By May 1oth he was so much better that he could
complete the catalogue with some gossip about
those Alpine drawings of 1842 which he regarded as
the climax of Turner’s work. The first—and best in
some ways—of the series was the Spligen. Without
any word to him, the diligence of kind friends and
the help of a wide circle of admirers traced the draw-
ing, and subscribed its price—r,000 guineas, to which
Mr. Agnew generously added his commission—and
it was presented to Mr. Ruskin as a token of sympathy
and respect. He was not insensible to the personal
compliment implied, and by way of some answer he
spent the first few days of his convalescence in arrang-
ing and annotating a series of drawings by himself, and
engravings, illustrating the Turners, to add to his show
during the remainder of the season. When they were
sent off (early in June) to Bond Street, he left home
with the Severns to complete his recovery at Malham.

There was another reason why that spontaneous
testimonial was welcome at the moment, for a curious
and unaccustomed ordeal was impending for his claims
as an art critic. On his return from Venice after
months of intercourse with the great Old Masters,
he found the Grosvenor Gallery just opened for the
first time, with its memorable exhibition of the differ-
ent extra-academical schools. It placed before the
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public, in sharp contrast, the final outcome of the
Pre-Raphaelitism for which he had fought many a
year before, and samples of the last new fashion from
Paris, The maturer works of Burne-Jones had been
practically unseen by the public, and Ruskin took
the opportunity of their exhibition to write his praise
of the youngest of the Old Masters in the current
numbers of " Fors,” and afterwards in two pa

on the * Three Colours of Pre-Raphaelitism " (Nine-
teenth Ceniury Magazine, November and December,
1878). But in the same ““ Fors "’ he dismissed with
half a paragraph of contempt Mr. Whistler’s eccentric
sketch of Fireworks at Cremorne. Long before, in
1863, when he was working with various artists con-
nected with the Pre-Raphaelite circle, Mr., Whistler
had made overtures to the great critic through Mr,
Swinburne the poet; but he had not been taken
seriously, Now he had become the missionary in
England of the new French gospel of *‘ impressionism,”’
which to Ruskin was one of those half-truths which are
ever the worst of heresies. Mr. Whistler appealed to
the law. He brought an action for libel, which was
tried on November 25th and 26th before Baron Hud-
dleston, and recovered a farthing damages. Ruskin’s
costs—amounting to £386 12s. 4d.—were paid by a
public subscription to which one hundred and twenty
persons, including many strangers, contributed.

By that time he was fully recovering from his illness;
back at Coniston, after a short visit to Liverpool. It
was forbidden to him to attempt any exciting work.
He had given up “ Fors "* and Oxford lecturing, and
was devoting himself again to quiet studies for *“ Pro-
serpina "’ and ‘‘ Deucalion.”” On the first day of the
trial the St. George’s Guild was registered as a Com-
Pany ; on the second day he wrote to Miss Beever :

“1 have entirely resigned all hope of ever thanking
you rightly for bread, sweet odours, roses and pearls,
and must just allow myself to be fed, scented, rose-
garlanded and be-pearled, as if I were a poor little pet
dog, or pet pig. But my cold is better, and I am getting
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on with this botany; but it is really too importan
worktobepuahedforamkorimtzight." i

Early in 1879 his resignation of the Slade Professor-
ship was announced ; followed by what was virtually
his election to an honorary doctor's degree ; or, as
officially worded—"* the Hebdomadal Council re-
solved on June o, 1879, to propose to Convocation
to confer the degree of D.C.L. honoris causa upon John
Ruskin, M.A., of Ch. Ch., at the encenia of that year ;
but the proposal, though notified in the Gazetle of

une 10, was not submitted to vote owing to the
inability of Mr. Ruskin to be present at the encenia.”
The degree was conferred, in his absence, in 1893.

CHAPTER VI
THE DIVERSIONS OF BRANTWOOD (1879-1881)

SIX.TY years of one of the busiest lives on ¢ecord
were beginning to tell upon Ruskin., He
would not confess to old age, but his recent illness
had shaken him severely. The next three years were
spent chiefly at Coniston, in comparative retirement ;
but neither in despair, nor idleness, nor loneliness.
He had always lived a sort of dual life, solitary in his
thoughts, but social in his habits ; liking company,
especially of young people ; ready, in the intervals
of work, to enter into their employments and amuse-
ments, and curiously able to forget his cares in hours
of relaxation. Sometimes, when earnest admirers
made the pilgrimage to their Mecca—"‘ holy Brant-
wood " as a scoffing poet called it—they were surp
and even shocked, to find the prophet of “ Fors "' at
the head of a merry dinner-table, and the Professor
of Art among surroundings which a London or a



264 LIFE OF JOHN RUSKIN

Boston “ wsthete ” would have ruled to be in very
poor taste,

Shall I take you for a visit there,—to Brantwood
as it was in those old times ?

It is a weary way to Coniston, whatever road you
choose. The inconvenience of the railway route was
perhaps one reason of Ruskin’s preference for driving
Oon so many occasions, After changing and changing
trains, and stopping at many a roadside station, at
last you see, suddenly, over the wild undulating
country, the Coniston Old Man and its crags, abrupt
on the left, and the lake, long and narrow, on the
right. Across the water, tiny in the distance and
quite alone amongst forests and moors, there is Brant-
wood ; and beyond it everything seems uncultivated,
uninhabited, except for one grey farmhouse high on
the fell, where gaps in the ragged larches show how
bleak and storm-swept a spot it is,

To come out of the station after lon g travel is to find
yourself face to face with magnificent rocks, and white
cottages among the fir-trees, As you are whirled
down through the straggling village, and along the
shore round the head of the lake, the panorama,
though not Alpine in magnitude, is almost Alpine in
character. The valley, too, is not yet built up ; it
is still the old-fashioned lake country, almost as it
was in the days of the  Iteriad.” You drive up and
down a narrow, hilly lane, catching peeps of mountains
and sunset, through thick, overhanging trees ; you
turn sharp up through a gate under dark firs and
larches, and the carriage stops in what seems in the
twilight a sort of court—a gravelled space, one side
formed by a rough stone wall crowned with laurels and
almost precipitous coppice, the brant (or steep) wood
above, and the rest is Brantwood, with a capital B._*

* The archway supporting a great pile of new buildings
did not exist in" the time when this visit is supposed to
be made. Since that time new stables and greenhouses
also have been built; with other additions somewhat
altering the cottage-like house of Ruskin's working days.
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You expect that Gothic porch you have read of in
« Lectures on Architecture and Painting," and you
msurprisodtoﬁndastuccociassicporﬁcointhe
corner, painted and grained, and heaped around with
lucky horseshoes, brightly blackleaded, and mys-
terious rows of large blocks of slate and basalt and
trap—a complete museum of local geology, if only
you knew it—very unlike an ideal entrance ; still
more unlike an ordinary one. While you wait you
can see through the glass door a roomy hall, lit with
candles, and hung with large drawings by Burne-
Jones and by the master of the house. His soft hat,
and thick gloves, and chopper, lying on the marble
table, show that he has come in from his afternoon’s
woodcutting.

But if you are expected you will hardly have time
to look round, for Brantwood is nothing if not hos-
pitable. The honoured guest—and all guests are
honoured there—after welcome, is ushered up a narrow
stair, which betrays the original cottage, into the
“ turret room." It had been ‘ the Professor’s "
until after his illness, and he papered it with natural-
istic pansies, to his own taste, and built out at one
corner a projecting turret to command the view on
all sides, with windows strongly latticed to resist the
storms, There is old-fashioned solid comfort in the
way of furniture ; and pictures,—a Diirer engraving;
some Prouts and Turners, a couple of old Venetian
heads, and Meissonier's ‘““ Napoleon,'" over the fire-
place — a picture which Ruskin bought for emne
thousand guineas, showed for a time at Oxford, and
hung up here in a shabby little frame to be out of the
way.* :

If you are a man, you are told not to dress ; if you
are a lady, you may put on your grgttwst gown.
They dine in the new room, for the old dining-room was
so small that the waitress could not get round the
table. The new room is spacious and lofty compared

* Sold in 1882 for §,900 guineas.
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with the rest of the house ; it has a long window with
thick red sandstone mullions—there at last is a touch
of Gothicism—to look down the lake, and a bay
window open on the parrow lawn sloping steeply
down to the road in front, and the view of the Old
Man. The walls, painted * duck egg,” are hung with
old pictures ; the Doge Gritti, a bit saved from the
great Titian that was burnt in the fire at the Ducal
Palace in 1574 ; a couple of Tintorets ; Turner and
Reynolds, each painted by himself in youth ; Raphael
by a pupil, so it is said ; portraits of old Mr. and Mrs.
Ruskin, and little John and his ‘“ boo hills.”” There
he sits, no longer little, opposite : and you can trace
the same curve and droop of the eyebrows prefigured
in the young face and preserved in the old, and a cer-
tain family likeness to his handsome young father,

Since Mr. Ruskin’s illness his cousin, Mrs, Arthur
Severn, has become more and more indispensable to
him : she sits at the head of the table and calls him
“the coz.”” An eminent visitor was once put greatly
out of countenance by this apparent irreverence.
After obvious embarrassment, light dawned upon him
towards the close of the meal. ““ Oh ! ” said he, “it's
‘the coz’ you call Mr. Ruskin, I thought you were
saying ‘ the cuss | ' "

There are generally two or three young people stay-
ing in the house, salaried assistants* or amateur,
occasional helpers ; but though there is a succession

* The face most familiar at Brantwood in those times
was “ Laurie’s.”” A strange, bright, gifted boy—admir-
able draughtsman, ingenious mechanician, marvellous
actor ; the imaginer of the quaintest and drollest humours
that ever entered the head of man ; devoted to boats and
beating, but unselfishly ready to share all labours and
contribute to all diversions ; painstaking and perfect in
his work, and brilliant in his wit,—Laurence Hilliard was
dearly loved by his friends, and is still loved by them
dearly. He was Ruskin’s chief secretary at Brantwood
from Jan., 1876 to 1882, when the death of his father,
and ill-health, led him to resign the post, which was then
filled by Miss Sara D. Anderson, Hilliard continued to
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of visitors from a distance, there is not frequen
entertainment of neighbours. WTY .

A Brantwood dinaer is always ample ; there is no
asceticism about the place ; nor is there affecta-
tion of * g:itensity " or of conversational
The neat things you meant to say are forgotten—
must be hardened indeed to say them to Mr. Ruski,:’:
face ; but if you were shy, you soon feel that there
was no need for shyness; you have fallen among
friends ; and before dessert comes in, with fine old
sherry—the pride of your host, as he explains—you
feel that nobody understands you so well, and that all
his books are nothing to himself.

They don’t sit over their wine, and smoking is
not allowed. Ruskin goes off to his study after
dinner—it is believed for a nap, for he was at work
early and has been out all the afternoon. In the

The furniture is the old mahogany of Mr. Ruskin's
childhood, with rare things interspersed—like the
cloisonné vases on the mantelpiece.

Soon after nine Ruskin comes in with an armful
of things that are going to the Sheffield museum, and
while his cousin makes his tea and salted toast, he
explains his last acquirements in minerals or missals;
eager that you should see the interest of them ; OF
displays the last studies of Mr. Rooke or Mr. Fairfax
Murray, copies from Carpaccio or bits of Gothic
architecture. y

Then, sitting in the chair in which he preached his
baby-sermon, he reads aloud a few chapters of Scott
or Miss Edgeworth, or, with judicious omissions, one
of the older novelists ; or translates, with admirable

live at Coniston, and was just beginning to succeed as
a painter of still life and landscape when he died of pleunsy
on board a friend’s yacht in the ZEgean, April 11th, 1887,
agbd' th-‘u‘tY‘tWOI
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facility, a scene of Scribe or George Sand. When his
next work comes out you will recognise this evening's
reading in his allusions and quotations, perhaps even
in the subjects of his writing, for at this time he is
busy on the articles of ** Fiction, Fair and Foul.”

After the reading, music ; a bit of his own composi-
tion, “Old Zgina’s Rock,” or “ Cockle-hat and
Staff "' ; his cousin’s Scotch ballads or Christy Minstrel
songs ; and if you can sing a new ditty, fresh from
London, now is your chance. You are surprised to
see the Prophet clapping his hands to * Camptown
Races,” or the ‘‘ Hundred Pipers "’—chorus given
with the whole strength of the company ; but you
are in a house of strange meetings.

By about half-past ten his day is over ; a busy day,
that has left him tired out. You will not easily forget
the way he lit his candle—no lamps allowed, and no
gas—and gave a last look lovingly at a pet picture or
two, slanting his candlestick and shading the light
with his hand, before he went slowly upstairs to his
own little room, literally lined with the Turner draw-
ings you have read about in ** Modern Painters,”

You may be waked by a knock at the door, and
" Are you looking out ? * And pulling up the blind,
there is one of our Coniston mornings, with the whole
range of mountains in one quiet glow above the cool
mist of the valley and lake., Going down at length on
a voyage of exploration, and turning in perhaps at
the first door, you intrude upon ‘“ the Professor ’ at
work in his study, half sitting, half kneeling at his
round table in the bay window, with the early cup of
cofiee, and the cat in his crimson arm-chair, There
he has been working since dawn, perhaps, or on dark
mornings by candlelight. And he does not seem to
mind the interruption ; after a welcome he asks you
to look round while he finishes his paragraph, and
writes away composedly.

A long, low room, evidently two old cottage-rooms
thrown into one ; Papered with a pattern specially
copied from Marco Marziale’s Circumcision ’’ in the
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National Gallery ; and hung with Turners. A great
early Turner* of the Lake of Geneva is over the fire-
place. You are tempted to make a mental inventory.
Polished steel fender, very unasthetic ; curious shovel
__his design, he will stop to remark, and forged by the
village smith. Red mahogany furniture, with start-
jing shiny emerald leather chair-cushions ; red carpet
and green curtains. Most of the room crowded with
bookcases and cabinets for minerals. Scales in a glass
case ; heaps of mineral specimens ; books on the
floor ; rolls of diagrams ; early Greek pots from
Cyprus ; a great litter of things and yet not disorderly
por dusty. “ 1 don’t understand,” he once said,
“ why you ladies are always complaining about the
dust ; my bookcases are never dusty ! 7 The truth
being that, though he rose early, the housemaid rose
earlier.

Before you have finished your inventory he breaks
off work to show you a drawer oOr two of minerals,
fairy-land in a cupboard ; or some of his missals,
King Hakon’s Bible, or the original MS. of the Scott
he was reading last night; or, opening a door in a
sort of secrétaire, pulls out of their sliding cases frame
a#ter frame of Turners—the Bridge of Narni, the Falls
of Terni, Florence, or Rome, and many more—to hold
in vour hand, and take to the light, and look into with
a lens—quite a different thing from seeing pictures
in a gallery.

At breakfast, when you see the post-bag brought in,
vou understand why he tries to get his bit of writing
done early. The letters and parcels are piled in the
study, and after breakfast, at which, as in old times,
he reads his last-written passages—how much more
interesting they will always look to you in print I—
after breakfast he is closeted with an assistant, and
they work through the heap. Private friends, known
by handwriting, he puts aside ; most of the mormng
will go in answering them, Business he talks over,

T
* Since sold, and replaced by a della Robbia Madonpa.
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and gives brief directions. But the bulk of the corre«
spondence is from strangers in all parts of the world—
admirers' flattery ; students’ questions ; begging.
letters for money, books, influence, advice, auto-
graphs, criticism on enclosed MS. or accompanying
picture ; remonstrance or abuse from dissatisfied
readers, or people who object to his method of publica-

work will be to seal them all with red wax, and the
seal with the motto * To-day " cut in the apex of a
big specimen of chalcedony.

disorder ~ of multitudinous foolscap. He generally
makes a rough syllabus of his subject, in addition to
Copious notes and extracts from authorities, and then
writes straight off » Not without a noticeable hesita-
tion and revision, even in his letters. His rough
Copy is transcribed by an assistant, and he often does
Dot see it again unti] it is in proof.*
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through the press. But he is extremely particular
.b‘;'is certain matters, such as the choiceyo{ type and
arrangements of the page ; though his taste does not
coincide with that of the leaders of recent fashions.
Mr. Jowett (of Messrs. Hazell, Watson & Viney,
Limited) said in Hazell's Magazine for September,
1892, that Ruskin made the size of the page a
careful study, though he adopted many varieties.
The “ Fors " page is different from, and not so sym-
metrical as that of the octavo ‘ Works Series,"
although both are printed on the same sized paper—
medium 8vo. Then there is the “ Knight's Faith ™
and * Ulric,” in both of which the type (pica modern—
“this delightful type, wrote Ruskin) and the
size of the page are different from any other ; yet
both were his choice. The “ Ulric " page was imi-
tated from an old edition of Miss Edgeworth. The
first proof he criticised thus: “Don’t you think a
quarter inch off this page, as enclosed, would look
better ? The type is very nice. How delicious a
bit of Miss Edgeworth’s is, like this | . M 1de Momes
another page of his choice, and greatly approved.
His title pages, too, were arranged with great care;
he used to draw them out in pen and ink, indicating
the size and position of the lines and letters. He
objected to ornaments and to anything like blackness
and heaviness, but he was very particular about
proportions and spacing, and about the division of
words.

In the morning everybody is busy. There are
drawings and diagrams to be made, MS. to copy,
references to look up, parcels to pack and unpack.
Someone is told off to take you round, and you visit
the various rooms and see the treasures, inspect the
outhouse with its workshop for carpentry, framing
and mounting, casting leaves and modelling ; one
work or another is sure to be going on ; perhaps one
of the various sculptors who have made Ruskin's
bust is busy there. Down at the Lodge, a miniature
Brantwood, turret and all, the Severn children live
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when they are at Coniston, Then there are the
gardens, terraced in the steep, rocky slope, and some
small hot-houses, which Ruskin thinks a supe:;
fluity, except that they provide grapes for sic
neighbours.

Below the gardens a path across a field takes you
to the harbour, begun in play by the Xenophon trans-
lators and finished by the village mason, with its
fleet of boats—chief of them the *“ Jumping Jenny
(called after Nanty Ewart's boat in ** Redgauntlet");
Ruskin's own design and special private water-
carriage. Outside the harbour the sail-boats are
moored, Mr. Severn's Lily of Brantwood, Hilliard's
boat, and his Snai/, an unfortunate craft brought
from Morecambe Bay with great expectations that
were never realized; though Ruskin always
professed to believe in her, as a real sea-boat (see
** Harbours of England ") such as he used to steer with
his friend Huret, the Boulogne fisherman, in the days
when he, too, was smitten with sea-fever.

After luncheon, if letters are done, all hands are
piped to the moor. With billhooks and choppers
the party winds up the wood paths, *‘ the Professor **
first, walking slowly, and pointing out to you his pet
bits of rock-cleavage, or ivied trunk, or nest of wild
strawberry plants. You see, perhaps, the ice-house
—tunnelled at vast expense into the rock and filled
at more expense with the best ice ; opened at last
with great expectations and the most charitable
intent—for it was planned to supply invalids in the
neighbourhood with ice, as the hothouses supplied
them with grapes ; and revealing, after all, nothing
but a puddle of dirty water. You see more successful
?mrks——the Professor's little private garden, which he
1s supposed to cultivate with his own hands ; various
little wells and watercourses among the rocks, moss-
grown and fern-embowered ; and so you come out on
the moor, -

There great works g0 OR. Juniper is being
rooted up; boggy patches drained and cultivated ;
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cranberries are being planted, and oats grown ; paths

red to the best points of view ; rocks
wmminethageology—thoughyoumnotgetthe
Professor to agree that every inch of his territory
has been glaciated. These diversions have their
serious side, for he is really experimenting on the
possibility of reclaiming waste land perhaps too
sanguine, you think, and not counting the cost. To
which he replies that, as long as there are hands
unemployed and misemployed, a government such
as he would see need never be at a loss for labourers.
1f corn can be made to grow where juniper grew
before, the benefit is a positive one, the expense only
comparative. And so you take your pick with the
rest, and are almost persuaded to become a com-
panion of St. George.

Not to tire a new comer, he takes you away after
a while to a fine heathery promontory, where you sit
before a most glorious view of lake and mountains.
This, he says, is his ‘‘ Naboth's vineyard ";* he
would like to own so fine a point of vantage. But
he is happy in his country retreat, far happier
than you thought him ; and the secret of his happiness
is that he has sympathy with all around him, and
hearty interest in everything, from the least to the
greatest.

Coming down from the moor after the round, when
you reach the front door you must see the performance
of the waterfall : everybody must see that. On the
moor a reservoir has been dug and dammed, with
ingenious flood - gates — Ruskin's device, of course
—and a channel led down through the wood to a
rustic bridge in the rock. Some one has stayed
behind to let out the water, and down it comes ; first
a black stream and then a white one, as it gradually
clears ; and the rocky wall at the entrance becomes
for ten minutes a cascade. This too has it uses;
not only is there a supply of water in case of fire

* Since then become part of the Brantwood estate.
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(the exact utilisation of which is yet undecided), but
it illustrates one of his doctrines about the simplicity
with which works of irrigation could be carried out
among the hills of Italy.

And so you go in to tea and chess, for he loves a
good game of chess with all his heart. He loves many
things, you have found. He is different from other
men you know, by the breadth and vividness of his
sympathies, by power of living as few other men can
live, in Admiration, Hope and Love,

CHAPTER VII
“ FORS "' RESUMED (1880-1881)

RETIREMENT at Brantwood was only partial.
Ruskin’s habits of life made it impossible for him
to be idle, much as he acknowledged the need of
thorough rest. He could not be wholly ignorant of
the world outside Coniston ; though sometimes for
weeks together he tried to ignore it, and refused to
read a newspaper. The time when General Gordon
went out to Khartoum was one of these periods of
abstraction, devoted to medizval study. Somebody
talked one morning at breakfast about the Soudan.
‘“And who is the Soudan ? ” he earnestly inquired,
connecting the name, as it seemed, with the Soldan
of Babylon, in crusading romance.
‘“Don’t you know,” he wrote to a friend (January
8th, 1880) :

“That I am entirely with you in this Irish misery, and
bave been these thirty years ?—only one can’t speak plain
without distinctly becoming a Jeader of Revolation ? I
know that Revolution must come in all the world—but
1 can’t act with Danton or Robespierre, nor with the
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modern French Republican or Italian one. I cowld with
you and your Irish, but you are only at the beginning of
the end. I have spoken,—and plainly too,—for all who
bave ears, and hear.”

The author of “ Fors '’ had tried to show that the
nineteenth-century commercialist spirit was not new ;
that the tyranny of capital was the old sin of usury
over again ; and he asked why preachers of religion
did not denounce it—why, for example, the Bishop
of Manchester did not, on simply religious grounds,
oppose the teaching of the ‘‘ Manchester School,’”* who
were the chief supporters of the commercialist economy.
Not until the end of 1879 had Dr. Fraser been aware
of the challenge ; but at length he wrote, justifying
his attitude. The popular and able bishop had much
to say on the expediency of the commercial
and the error of taking the Bible literally ; but he
seemed unaware of the revolution in. economical
thought which *Unto this Last™ and “Fors" had
been pioneering.

“I'm not gone to Venice yet,” wrote Ruskin to
Miss Beever, “but thinking of it hourly. I'm very
nearly done with toasting my bishop ; he just wante
another turn or two, and then a little butter.” The
toasting and the buttering appeared in the Contem-
porary Review for February 1880 ; and this incident
led him to feel that the mission of * Fors " was not
finished. If bishops were still unenlightened, there
was yet work to do. He gave up Venice, and resumed
his crusade.

Brantwood life was occasionally interrupted by
short excursions to London or elsewhere. In the
autumn he had heard Professor Huxley on the
evolution of reptiles; and this suggested another
treatment of the subject, from his own artistic and
ethical point of view, in a lecture oddly called * A
Caution to Snakes,” given at the London Institution,
March 17th, 1880 (repeated March 23rd, and printed
in “ Deucalion ). He was not merely an amateur
2oo0logist and F.Z.S., but a devoted lover and keen
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observer of animals, It would take long to tell the
story of all his dogs, from the spaniel Dash, com-
memorated in his earliest poems, and Wisie, whose
sagacity is related in ‘‘ Praeterita,” down through
the long line of bulldogs, St. Bernards, and collies, to
Bramble, the reigning favourite ; and all the cats
who made his study their home, or were flirted with
abroad. To Miss Beever, from Bolton Abbey
(January 24th, 1875) he describes the Wharfe in flood,
and then continues : I came home (to the hotel) to
quiet tea, and a black kitten called Sweep, who lapped
half my cream-jugful (and yet I had plenty), sitting
on my shoulder.” Grip, the pet rook at Denmark
Hill, is mentioned in *“ My First Editor,” as celebrated
in verse by Mr. W. H. Harrison.

Ruskin had not Thoreau’s intimate acquaintance
with the details of wild life, but his attitude towards
animals and plants was the same ; hating the science
that murders to dissect ; resigning his Professorship
at Oxford, finally, because vivisection was introduced
into the University ; and supporting the Society for
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals with all his heart.
But, as he said at the Annual Meeting in 1877, he
objected to the sentimental fiction and exaggerated
statements which some of its members circulated.
“They had endeavoured to prevent cruelty to
animals,” he said, “ but they had not enough en-
deavoured to promote affection for animals. He
trusted to the pets of children for their education,
just as much as to their tutors,”

It was to carry out this idea (to anticipate a little)
that he founded the Society of Friends of Living
Creatures, which he addressed, May 23rd, 1885, at
the club, Bedford Park, in his capacity of—not
president—but * Papa.” The members, boys and
girls from seven to fifteen, promised not to kill nor
hurt any 4nimal for sport, nor tease creatures ; but
to make friends of their pets and watch their habits,
and collect facts about natural history.

I remember, on one of the rambles at Coniston in
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theurlydays.howweioundawoundedbuuard—
omdﬂlefewc:uturesoitheeaglekindthatow
English mountains still breed. The rest of us were

fierce-looking, and, as we supposed, desperate bird.
Ruskin quietly took it up in his arms, felt it over
to find the hurt, and carried it, quite unresistingly,
out of the way of dogs and passers-by, to a place where
it might die in solitude or recover in safety. He often
told his Oxford hearers that he would rather they
jearned to love birds than to shoot them ; and his
wood and moor were harbours of refuge for hunted

or “ vermin ;  and his windows the rendezvous
of the little birds.

He had not been abroad since the spring of 1877,
and in August 1880 felt able to travel again. He
went for a tour among the northern French cathedrals,
staying at old haunts,—Abbeville, Amiens, Beauvais,
Chartres, Rouen,—and then returned with Mr. A.
Severn and Mr. Brabazon to Amiens, where he spent
the greater part of October. He was writing a new
book — the * Bible of Amiens "—which was to be
to the “ Seven Lamps " what “St. Mark's Res i
was to “ Stones of Venice.”

Before he returned, the secretary of the Chesterfield
Art School had written to ask him to address the
students. Mr. Ruskin, travelling without a secretary,
and in the flush of new work and thronging ideas,
put the letter aside ; he carried his letters about in
bundles in his portmanteau, as he said in his apology,
* and looked at them as Ulysses at the bags of Zolus.”
Some wag had the impudence to forge a reply, which
was actually read at the meeting in spite of its ob-
viously fictitious style and statements :

,  *“ Haruespex (1), Loxpox, Friday.
" My DEAR Sir,

“ Your letter reaches me here. Have just returned
[commercial English, not Ruskin] from Venice [where he
had meant to go, but did not go) where I have ruminated (!)
io the pasturages of the home of art (!); the loveliest
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and holiest of lovely and holy cities, where the very stones
cry out, eloquent in the elegancies of iambics "’ (ll)—and
so forth,

However, it deceived the newspapers, and there
was a fine storm, which Mr. Ruskin rather enjoyed.
For though the forgery was clumsy enough, it embodied
some apt plagiarism from a letter to the Mansfield
Art School on a similar occasion.

Not long before, a forgery of a more serious kind
had been committed by one of the people connected
with St. George's Guild, who had put Mr. Ruskin's
name to cheques. The bank authorities were long
in tracing the crime. They even sent a detective to
Brantwood to watch one of the assistants, who never
knew—nor will ever know—that he was honoured
with such attentions ; and none of his friends for a
moment believed him guilty. He had sometimes
imitated Mr. Ruskin’s hand ; a dangerous jest. The
real culprit was discovered at last, and Mr. Ruskin had
to go to London as a witness for the prosecution.
“ Being in very weak health,”” the Times report said
(April 1st, 1879), ' he was allowed to give evidence
from the bench.” He had told the Sheffield com-
munists that * he thought so strongly on the subject
of the repression of crime that he dare not give ex-
pression to his ideas for fear of being charged with
cruelty " ; but no sooner was the prisoner released
than he gave the help needed to start him again in a
better career.

Though he did not feel able to lecture to strangers
at Chesterfield, he visited old friends at Eton, on
November 6th, 1880, to give an address on Amiens.
For once he forgot his MS., but the lecture was no
less brilliant and interesting. It was practically the
first chapter of his new work, the * Bible of Amiens,”"
—itself intended as the first volume of ** Qur Fathers
have Told us: Sketches of the History of Christen-
dom, for Boys and Girls who have been held at its
Fonts. The distinctly religious tone of the work
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was noticed as marking, if not a change, a strong
development of a tendency which had been strengthen-
ing for some time past.
Early in 1879 the Rev. F. A. Malleson, vicar of
ton, near Coniston, had asked him to write, for
the Furness Clerical Society's Meetings, a series of
letters on the Lord’s Prayer. In them he dwelt upon
the need of living faith in the Fatherhood of God, and
childlike obedience to the commands of old-fashioned
religion and morality. He criticised the English
liturgy as compared with medizval forms of prayer ;
and pressed upon his hearers the strongest warnings
against evasion, or explaining away of stern duties
and simple faiths. He concluded :

“ No man more than I has ever loved the place where
God’s honour dwells, or yielded truer allegiance to the
teaching of His evident servants. No man at this time

ieves more for the damage of the Church which supposes

im her enemy, while she whispers procrastinating pax
vobiscum in answer to the spurious kiss of those who
would fain toll curfew over the last fires of English faith,
and watch the sparrows find nest where she may lay her
young, around the altars of the Lord."”

But if the Anglican Church refused him, the Roman
Church was eager to claim him. His interest in
medizvalism seemed to point him out as ripe for
conversion. Cardinal Manning, an old acquaintance,
showed him special attention, and invited him to
charming téte-a-téte luncheons, It was commonly
reported that he had gone over, or was going. But
two letters (of a later date) show that he was not to be
“'g‘;ght. To a Glasgow correspondent he wrote in
Iody :

" I shall be entirely grateful to you if you will take the
trouble to contradict any news gossip of this kind, which
may be disturbing the minds of any of my Scottish friends.
I was, am, and can be, only a Christian Catholic in the
wide and eternal sense, I have been that these five-and-
;"’“W years at least. Heaven keep me from being less as

_Erow older |  But I am no more likely to become a Roman
Catholic than a Quaker, Evangelical, or Turk."”
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To another, next year, he wrote :

“ ] fear you have scarcely read enough of ‘ Fors’ to
know the breadth of my own creed or communion. [
y take the bread, water, wine, or meat of the Lord’s
upper with members of my own family or nation who
obey Him, and should be equally sure ¥ was His giving,
if I were myself worthy to receive it, whether the inter-
mediate mortal hand were the Pope's, the QQueen's, or a
hadg&vside gipsyts.u
At Coniston he was on friendly terms with Father
Gibson, the Roman Catholic priest, and gave a window
to the chapel, which several of the Brantwood house-
hold attended. But though he did not go to Church,
he contributed largely to the increase of the poorly-
endowed curacy, and to the charities of the parish.
The religious society of the neighbourhood was hardly
of a kind to attract him, unless among the religious
society should be included the Thwaite, where lived
the survivors of a family long settled at Coniston—
Miss Mary Beever, scientific and political ; and Miss
Susanna, who won Mr. Ruskin's admiration and
affection by an interest akin to his own in nature and in
poetry, and by her love for animals, and bright, unfail-
ing wit. Both ladies were examples of sincerely
religious life, *“ at once sources and loadstones of all
good to the village,” as he wrote in the preface to
“_ Hortus Inclusus,” the collection of his letters to them
since first acquaintance in the autumn of 1873. The
elder Miss Beever died at an advanced age on the last
day of 1883 ; Miss Susanna survived until October
29, 1893.
E In children he took a warm and openly-expressed
interest. He used to visit the school often, and
delighted to give them a treat. On January 13th,
1881, he gave a dinner to 315 Coniston youngsters,
and the tone of his address to his young guests is
noteworthy as taken in connection with the drift of
his religious tendency during this period. He dwelt
on a verse of the Sunday School hymn they had been
singing : “ Jesu, here from sin deliver.”” * That is
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what we want,” he said ; “ to be delivered from our
gins. We must look to the Saviour to deliver us from
our sin. It is right we should be punished for the sins
which we have done ; but God loves us, and wishes
to be kind to us, and to help us, that we may not
wilfully sin.”

At this time he used to take the family prayers
himself at Brantwood : preparing careful notes for a
Bible-reading, which sometimes, indeed, lasted longer
than was convenient to the household ; and writing
collects for the occasion, still existing in mansucript,
and deeply interesting as the prayers of a man who had
passed through so many wildernesses of thought and
doubt, and had returned at last—not to the fold of the
Church, but to the footstool of the Father.

CHAPTER VIII
THE RECALL TO OXFORD (1882-1883)

1IS Brantwood life came to an end with the end
of 1881. Early in the next year he went for
change of scene to stay with the Severns at his old
home on Herne Hill. He seemed much better, and
ventured to reappear in public. On March 3rd he
went to the National Gallery to sketch Turner’s
Python. On the unfinished drawing is written :
" Bothered away from it, and never went again. No
light to work by in the next month.”’ An artist in the
(sallery had been taking notes of him for a surreptitious
Portrait—an embarrassing form of flattery.

He wrote : ‘“ No—I won'’t believe any stories about
Uverwork. It’s impossible, when one’s in good heart
and at really pleasant things. I've a lot of nice things
to do, but the heart fails—after lunch, particularly [ "
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Heart and head did, however, fail again ; and another
attack of brain fever followed. Sir William Gull
brought him through, and won his praise as a doctor
and esteem as a friend. Ruskin took it as a great
compliment when Sir William, in acknowledging his
fee, wrote that he should keep the cheque as an
autograph.

By Easter Monday the patient was better again, and
plunging into work in spite of everybody. He wrote :

I was not at all sure, myself, till yesterday, whether
I would go abroad ; also I should have told you before.
But as you have had the (sorrowful ?) news broken to
you—and as I find Sir William Gull perfectly fixed in his

opinion, I obey him, and reserve only some liberty of |

choice to myself—respecting, not only climate,—but
the general appearance of the—inhabitants, of the local-
ities, where for antiquarian or scientific research I may
be induced to prolong my sojourn.—Meantime I send
you—to show you I haven’t come to town for nothing,
my last bargain in beryls, with a little topaz besides. , . ."

But the journey was put off week after week. There
was so much to do, buying diamonds for Sheffield
museum, and planning a collection of models to show
the normal forms of crystals, and to illustrate a sub-
ject which he thought many people would find interest-
ing, if they could be got over its first difficulties. Not
only Sheffield was to receive these gifts and helps:
Ruskin had become acquainted with the Rev. J. P.
Faunthorpe, Principal of Whitelands College for Pupil
Teachers, and had given various books and collections
to illustrate the artistic side of education. How he
instituted there the May Queen Festival, in some sort
carrying out his old suggestion in * Time and Tide."
Mr. A, Severn designed a gold cross, and it was pre-
sented, with a set of volumes of Ruskin’s works, sumpt-
uously bound, to the May Queen and her maidens.
The pretty festival became a popular feature of the
school, * patronised by royalty,” and Ruskin con-
tinued his annual gift to Whitelands, and kept up
a similar institution at the High School at Cork.




THE RECALL TO OXFORD 283

At last, in August, he started for the Continent and
stayed a while at Avallon in central France, a district
new to him. There he met Mr. Frank Randal, one
of the artists working for St. George's Guild, and ex-

the scenery and antiquities of a most interest-
ing neighbourhood. He drove over the Jura in the
old style, revisited Savoy, and after weeks of bitter
bise and dark weather, a splendid sunset cleared the
hills, He wrote to Miss Beever :—* I saw Mont Blanc
in to-day, unseen since 1877 ; and was very thank-
ful. It is a sight that always redeems me to what I
am capable of at my poor little best, and to what loves
and memories are most precious to me.”

At Annecy he was pleased to find the waiter at the
Hoétel Verdun remembered his visit twenty years
before ;—everywhere he met old friends, and saw old
scenes that he had feared he never would revisit.
After crossing the Cenis and hastening through Turin
and Genoa, he reached Lucca, to be awaited at the
Albergo Reale dell’ Universo by a crowd, every one
anxious to shake hands with Signor Ruskin. No
wonder |—for instead of allowing himself to be a mere
Number-so-and-so in a hotel, wherever he felt comfort-
able—and that was everywhere except at pretentious
modern hotels—he made friends with the waiter,
chatted with the landlord, found his way into the
kitchen to compliment the cook, and forgot nobody
in the establishment—not only in “ tips,” but in a
frank and sympathetic address which must have con-
trasted curiously, in their minds, with the reserve and
indifference of other English tourists.

At Florence he met Mr. Henry Roderick Newman,
an American artist who had been at Coniston and
was working for the Guild. He introduced Ruskin
to Mrs. and Miss Alexander. In these ladies’ home
he found his own aims, in religion, philanthropy, and
art, realised in an unexpected way. Miss Alexander’s
drawing at first struck him by its sincerity. Not only
did she draw beautifully, but she also wrote a beantiful
hand ; and it had been one of his old sayings that
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missal-writing, rather than missal-painting, was the ad.
mirable thing in medizval art. The legends illustrate
by her drawings were collected by herself, through an
intimate acquaintance with Italians of all classes,
from the nobles to the peasantry, whom she under-
stood and loved, and by whom she was loved and
understood, By such intercourse she had learned to
look beneath the surface. In religious matters her
American common-sense saw through her neighbours
—saw the good in them as well as the weakness—and
she was as friendly, not only in social intercourse, but
in spiritual things, with the worthy village priest
as with T. P. Rossetti,* the leader of the Protes-
tant *‘ Brethren,” whom she called her pastor. And
Ruskin, who had been driven away from Protestantism |
by the poor Waldensian at Turin, and had wandered
through many realms of doubt and voyaged through
strange seas of thought, alone, found harbour at last |
with the disciple of a modern evangelist, the fre-
quenter of the little meeting-house of outcast Italian
Protestants,

One evening before dinner he brought back to the
hotel at Florence a drawing of a lovely girl lying dead
in the sunset ; and a little note-book. * I want you
to look over this,” he said, in the way, but not quite
in the tone, with which the usual MS. ** submitted for
criticism ™ was tossed to a secretary to taste. It was
“ The True Story of Ida ; written by her Friend."

An appointment to meet Mr. E. R. Robson, who
was making plans for an intended Sheffield museurm,
took him back to Lucca, to discuss Romanesque
mouldings and marble facings. Mr. Charles Fairfax
Murray also came to Lucca with drawings commis-
sioned for St. George's Guild. But Ruskin soon re-
turned to his new friends, and did not leave Florence

* A cousin of the artist, and in his way no less remark-
able a man. A short account of his life is given in “ D. G,
Rossetti, his family letters,” Vol, I, p. 34. The circum-
stances of his death are touchingly related by Miss Alex-
ander in ' Christ's Folk in the Apennine,”
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finally until he had purchased the wonderful collec-
:on of 110 drawings, with beautifully written text;
inwhichMissAlexanderhadenshﬁnedf'TheRmdaiﬂe
Songs of Tuscany.”

Returning homewards by the Mont Cenis he stayed
a while at Talloires, a favourite haunt, extremely
content to be among romantic scenery, and able to
work steadily at a new edition of his books in a much
cheaper form, of which the first volumes were at this
time in hand. He had been making further studies,
also, in history and Alpine geology ; but at last the
snow drove him away from the mountains. So he
handed over the geology to his assistant, who com-
piled “ The Limestone Alps of Savoy "’ (supplementary
to “ Deucalion ") ““ as he could, not as he would,"
while Ruskin wrote out the new ideas suggested by his
visit to Citeaux and St. Bernard’s birthplace. These
notes he completed on the journey home, and gave as
a lecture on * Cistercian Architecture” (London
Institution, December 4th, 1882), in place of the
previously advertised lecture on crystallography.

He seemed now to have quite recovered his health;
and to be ready for re-entry into public life. What
was more, he had many new things to say. The
attacks of brain fever had passed over him like passing
storms, leaving a clear sky.

After his retirement from the Oxford Professorship,
a subscription had been opened for a bust by Sir
Edgar Boehm, in memorial of a University bene-
factor ; and the model (now in the Sheffield Museum]
was placed in the Drawing School pending the collec-
tion of the necessary f£220. The Oxford University
Herald, in its article of June sth, 1880, no doubt
expressedg the general feeling in reciting his bene-
factions to the University with becoming appreciation.

It was natural, therefore, that on recovering
health he should resume his post. Professor (now
Sir) W. B. Richmond, the son of his old friend Mr.
George Richmond, gracefully retired, and the Oxford
University Gazette of January 16th, 1883, announced
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‘the re-election. On March 2nd he wrote that he
was * up the Old Man yesterday " ; as much as to say
_that he defied catechism, now, about his health ; and
aweek later he gave his first lecture. The St. James's
Budget of March 16th gave an account of it in these
terms :

* Mr. Ruskin’s first lecture at Oxford attracted so large
an audience that, half-an-hour before the time fixed for
its delivery, a greater number of persons were collected
about the doors than the lecture-room could hold. Im-
mediately after the doors were opened the room was so
densely packed that some undergraduates found it con-
venient to climb into the windows and on to the cupboards,
The audience was composed almost equally of under-
graduates and ladies; with the exception of the vice-
chancellor, heads of houses, fellows, and tutors were chiefly
conspicuous by their absence.”

I omit an abstract of the lecture, which can be read
in full in the “ Art of England."” The reporter con-
tinued :

“He had made some discoveries: two lads and two
lasses, who® . . . could draw in a way to please even
him. He used to say that, except in a pretty graceful
way, no woman can draw; he had now almost come to
think that no one else can. (This statement the under-
graduates received with gallant, if undiscriminating,
applause.) To many of his prejudices, Mr. Ruskin said,
in the last few years the axe had been laid. He had
positively found an American, a young lady, whose life
and drawing were in every way admirable, (Again great
and generous applause on the part of the undergraduates,
stimulated, no doubt, by the knowledge that there were
then in the room two fair Americans, who have lately
graced Oxford by their presence.) At the end of his lec-
ture Mr. Ruskin committed himself to a somewhat perilous
statement. He had found two young Italian artists in
whom the true spirit of old Italian art had yet lived.

No hand like theirs had bee " i ved.
and Leonardo.” D put to paper since Lippi

Three more lectures of the course were given in May,

. Referring_t_o Misses Alexander qand G. r
Messrs. Boni and Alessandri, reenaway, and
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repeated to a second audience. Coming to
ﬁ;deoun’hhe gave a private lecture on June sth m,ﬁm
two hundred hearers at the house of Mrs. W. H.
_in Kensington, on Miss Kate Greenaway and
mdﬂ. The Spectator shared his enthusiasm
for the and ink drawings of Miss Alexander's
« Roadside Songs of Tuscany,” and concluded a
glowing acoount of the lecture by saying: “ All
Professor Ruskin’s friends must be glad to see how
well his Oxford work has agreed with him. He has gifts
of insight and power of reaching the best feelings and
highest hopes of our too indifferent generation which
are very rare."

With much encouragement in his work, he returned
to Brantwood for the summer, and resolved upon
another visit to Savoy for more geology, and another
breath of health-giving Alpine air. But he found time
only for a short tour in Scotland before returning to
Oxford to complete the series of lectures on recent
English Art. During this term he was prevailed upon
to allow himself to be nominated as a candidate for
the Rectorship of the University of Glasgow. He
had been asked to stand in the Conservative interest
in 1880, and he had been worried into a rather rough
reply to the Liberal party, when after some corre-
spondence they asked him whether he sympathised
with Lord Beaconsfield or Mr. Gladstone. “‘ What,
in the devil’s name,” he exclaimed, * have you to do
with either Mr. D’Israeli or Mr. Gladstone ? You are
students at the University, and have no more business
with politics than you have with rat-catching. Had
you ever read ten words of mine with understanding,
you would have known that I care no more either for
Mr. D'Israeli or Mr. Gladstone than for two old
bagpipes with the drones going by steam, but that I
hate all Liberalism as I do Beelzebub, and that, with
Carlyle, I stand, we two alone now in England, for God
and the Queen.” After that, though he might explain®
e —

* Epilogue to *“ Arrows of the Chace,"
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that he never under any conditions of provo.
cation or haste, would have said that he hated
Liberalism as he did Mammon, or Belial, or Moloch ;
that he *‘ chose the milder fiend of Ekron as the true
exponent and patron of Liberty, the God of Flies,"
still the matter-of-fact Glaswegians were minded to
give the scoffer a wide berth. He was put up as an
independent candidate in the three-cornered duel;
and, as such candidates usually fare, he fared badly,
The only wonder is that three hundred and nineteen
students were found to vote for him, instead of siding,
in political orthodoxy, with Mr. Fawcett or the
Marquis of Bute.

#

At last a busy and eventful year came to a close |

at Coniston, with a lecture at the village Institute

on his old friend Sir Herbert Edwardes (December |

22nd). His interest in the school and the school-
children was unabated, and he was always planning
new treats for them, or new helps to their lessons.
He had set one of the assistants to make a large hollow
globe, inside of which one could sit and see the stars
as luminous points pricked through the mimic *‘ vault
of heaven,” painted blue and figured with the constella-

tions. By a simple arrangement of cogs and rollers.

the globe revolved, the stars rose and set, and the
position of any star at any hour of the year could be
roughly fixed. But the inclement climate of Conis-
ton, and the natural roughness of children, soon
wrecked the new toy.
About this time he was anxious to get the village
children taught music with more accuracy of tune
and time than the ordinary singing-lessons enforced.
He made many experiments with different simple
instruments, and fixed at last upon a set of bells,
which he wanted to introduce into the school. But
1t was difficult to interfere with the routine of studies
prescribed by the Code. Considering that he scorned
‘the three R’s,” a school after his own heart would
have been a very different place from any that earns
the Government grant ; and he very strongly believed




THE STORM-CLOUD 289

if a village child learnt the rudiments of religion
:ﬁt,’:mmy, sound rules of health and manners, and
.wtoiusingitseyeaandminthepmﬁceof
some good handicraft or art and simple music, and in
natural philosophy, taught by object lessons—then
pook-learning would either come of itself, or be passed
aside as unnecessary or superfluous. This was his
motive in a well-known incident which has sometimes
his public. Once, when new buildings were
ing on, the mason wanted an advance of money,
which Mr. Ruskin gave him, and then held out the
per for him to sign the receipt. * A great deal of
hesitation and embarrassment ensued, somewhat to
Mr. Ruskin’s surprise, as he knows a north-country-
man a great deal too well to expect embarrassment
from him. At last the man said, in dialect: ‘Ah
mun put ma mark|!’ He could not write. Mr.
Ruskin rose at once, stretched out both hands to the
astonished rustic, with the words: ‘1 am proud to
know you. Now I understand why you are such an
entirely good workman,” **

CHAPTER IX
THE STORM-CLOUD (1884-1888)

I 'HE sky had been a favourite subject of study with
the author of ‘“ Modern Painters.” His journals
for fifty years past had kept careful account of the
weather, and effects of cloud. He had noticed since
1871 a prevalence of chilly, dark bise, as it would be
led in France ; but different in its phenomena from
anything of his earlier days. The *‘ plague wind,"
80 he named it—tremulous, intermittent, blighting
€rass and trees—blew from no fixed point of the
K
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, but always brought the same dirty sky in
of the healthy rain-cloud of normal summers ;
and the very thunder-storms seemed to be altered by
its influence into foul and powerless abortions of
tempest. We should now be disposed to call this
simply ** the smoke nuisance,” but feeli.ng as he did
the weight of human wrong against which it was his
mission to prophesy, believing in a Divine government
of the world in all its literalness, he had the courage
to appear before a London audience,* like any seer
of old, and to tell them that this eclipse of heaven was
—if not a judgment—at all events a symbol of the
moral darkness of a nation that had “* blasphemed the
name of God deliberately and openly ; and had done
iniquity by proclamation, every man doing as much
injustice to his brother as it was in his power to do.”
In the autumn, at Oxford, he took up his parable
again. His lectures on * The Pleasures of England "
he intended as a sketch of the main stream of history
from his own religious standpoint. It was a noble
theme, and one which his breadth of outlook and
detailed experience would have fitted him to handle ;
but he was already nearing the limit of his vital
powers. He had been suffering from depression
throughout the summer, unrelieved by the energetic
work for St. George's Museum, which in other days
might have been a relaxation from more serious
thought He had been editing Miss Alexander’s
““ Roadside Songs of Tuscany,” and recasting earlier
works of his own, incessantly busy ; presuming upon
the health he had enjoyed, and taking no hints nor
advice from anxious friends, who would have been
glad to have seen the summer spent in change of scene
and holiday-making.
At Oxford he was watched with concern—restless
and excited, too absorbed in his crusade against the
* “ The Storm-Cloud of the Nineteenth Century,"” London

Institution, February 4th, 18841 repeated with variations
and additions a week later,
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dendﬁoithzmodamscienﬁﬁcparty,toovehmt
N Eacronind do- his denancotr o —
too bitter against the new order of things which, to his
horror, was introducing vivisection in the place of the
old-fashioned natural history he loved, and speculative
criticism instead of '’ religious and useful learning.”

He was persuaded to cancel his last three attacks
on modern life and thought—‘‘ The Pleasures of
Truth,” of * Sense,” and of * Nonsense ’—and to
substitute readings from earlier” works, hastily
arranged and re-written ; and his friends breathed
more freely when he left Oxford without another
serious attack of brain-disease. He wrote on Decem-
ber 1st, 1884, to Miss Beever :

"1 gave my fourteenth, and last for this year, lecture
with vigour and effect, and am safe and well (D.G.) after
such a spell of work as I never did before,”

To another correspondent, a few days later :

" Here are two lovely little songs for you to put tunes
to, and sing to me. You'll have both to be ever so good
to me, for I've been dreadfully bothered and battered
here. I've bothered other people a little, too,—which
is some comfort !

But in spite of everything, the vote was passed to
establish a physiological laboratory at the museum ;
o endow vivisection—which to him meant not only
cruelty to animals, but a complete misunderstanding
of the purpose of science, and defiance of the moral
law. He resigned his Professorship, with the sense
that all his work had been in vain, that he was com-
Pletely out of touch with the age, and that he had best
give up the unequal fight.

. In former times when he had found himself beaten

I his struggles with the world, he had turned to

geology for a resource and a relief ; but geology, too,

Was part of the field of battle now, The memories of
early youth and the bright days of his boyhood

fame back to him as the only antidote to the distress
K2
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and disappointments bof his age, algxflaa t::i t:thVB to
fo te " . in i nes wo___se .n

lig:was Professor Norl}a'og: who had suggested that he
should write his own life. He had begun to tell the
story, bit by bit, in ** Fors."" On the journey of 1882
he made a point of revisiting most of the scenes of
youthful work and travel, to revive his impressions ;
but the meeting with Miss Alexander gave him new
interests, and his return to Oxford put the auto-
biography into the background.

Now, at last he collected the scattered notes, and
completed his first volume, which brings the account
up to the time of his coming of age. It is not a con-
nected and systematic biography ; it omits many
points of interest, especially the steps of his early
successes and mental development; but it is the
brightest conceivable picture of himself and his sur-
roundings—*‘ scenes and thoughts perhaps worthy of
memory,” as the title modestly puts it—told with
inimitable ease and graphic power.

We have traced a life which was—even more than
might be gathered from ‘* Preterita "’—a battle with
adversities from the beginning. Not to discuss the
influences of heredity, there was over-stimulus in
childhood ; intense application to work in youth and
middle-age, " under conditions of discouragement,
both public and private, which would have been fatal
to many another man ; and this, too, not merely hard
work, but work of an intense emotional nature,
involving—in his view at least—wide issues of life and
death, in which he was another Jacob wrestling with
!:he angel in the wilderness, another Savonarola
imploring reconciliation between God and man,

Without a life of singular temperance, without
unusual moral principle and self-command, he would
long‘ ago have fallen like other men of genius of his
passionate type. He outlived * consumptive "
tendencies in youth ; and the repeated indications of
over-strain in later life, up to the time of his first
serious break-down in 1878, had issued in nothing
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more than the depression and fatigue with which most
busy men are familiar. He had been accustomed to
hear himself called ma.(l—the c!efence of Turner was
thought by the diletianti of the time to be possible only
to a lunatic ; the author of ““ Stones of Venice,”" we
saw, was insane in the eyes of his critic, the architect ;
it was seriously whispered when he wrote on Political
Economy that Ruskin was out of his mind ; and so
on, Every new thing he put forward * made Quinti-
lian stare and gasp,’’ and soi-disant friends shake their
heads, until a still newer nine-days’ wonder appeared
from his pen. The break-down of 1878, so difficult
to explain to his public, made it appear that the
common reproach might after all be coming true. The
recurrence of a similar illness in 1881 and 1882 made it
still more to be feared. It seemed as though his life’s
work was to be invalidated by his age’s failure ; it
seemed that the stale, shallow reproach might only too
easily be justifiable.

These attacks of mental disease, which at his recall
to Oxford seemed to have been safely distanced, after
his resignation began again at more and more frequent
intervals. Crash after crash of tempest fell upon
him—clearing away for a while only to return with
fiercer fury, until they left him beaten down and help-
less at last, to learn that he must accept the lesson and
bow before the storm. Like another prophet who
had been very jealous for the Lord God of Hosts, he
was to feel tempest and earthquake and fire pass over
him, before hearing the still small voice that bade him
once more take courage, and live in quietness and in
confidence, for the sake of those whom he had
;Ofrgotten, when he cried, “I, even I only, am
et

From one who has been out in the storm the reader
will not expect a cool recital of its effects. The de-
lifum of brain-fever brings strange things to pass ;
and, no doubt, afforded ground for the painful gossip,
of which there has been more than enough—much of
it absurdly untrue, the romancing of ingenious
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newspaper-correspondents; some of it, the lie that j,
halfatruth, Forinthese times there were net wanti
parasites such as always prey upon creatures in diseas,
as well as weak admirers who misunderstood thei;
hero’s natural character, and entirely failed to grayp
his situation.

Let such troubles of the past be forgotten : all tha
I now remember of many a weary night and day is the
vision of a great soul in torment, and through purga.
torial fires the ineffable tenderness of the real mag
emerging, with his passionate appeal to justice and
baffled desire for truth. To those who could not
follow the wanderings of the wearied brain it was
nothing but a horrible or a grotesque nightmare,
Some, in those trials, learnt as they could not other.
wise have learnt to know him, and to love him as
never before.

There were many periods of health, or comparative
health, even in those years. While convalescent
from the illness of 1885 he continued ‘* Preterita "
and “‘ Dilecta,” the series of notes and letters illustra-
ting his life. In connection with early reminiscences,
he amused himself by reproducing his favourite old
nursery book, ‘“ Dame Wiggins of Lee.”* He edited
the works of one or two friends, wrote occasionally
to newspapers—notably on books and reading, to the
Pall Mall Gazette, in the “ Symposium ” on the best
hundred books. He continued his arrangements for
the Museum, and held an exhibition (June, 1886) of
the drawings made under his direction for the
Guild. i

He was already drifting into another illness when
he sent the famous reply to an appeal for help to pay
off the debt on a chapel at Richmond. The letter is
often misquoted for the sake of raising a laugh, so
that it is not out of place to reprint it as a specimen
of the more vehement expressions of this period. The
reader of his life must surely see, through the violence
of the wording, a perfectly consistent and reasonable
expression of Mr. Ruskin’s viesws :—
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“* BRANTWO0OD, CoNISTON, LANCASHIRE,
‘“ May 19th, 1886.

S

“I?a.m scornfully amused at your appeal to me, of all
people in the world the precisely least likely to give you
a farthing | Myﬁrstwordtoallmnandboyswhocare
to hear me is ‘' Don’t get into debt. Starve and go to
heaven—but don’t borrow. Try first begging,—I don't
mind, if it’s really needful, stealing | But don’t buy things
you can’t pay for 1’

* And of all manner of debtors, pious people building
churches they can't pay for are the most detestable non-
sense to me. Can’t you preach and pray behind the
hedges—or in a sandpit—or a coal-hole—first ?

“"And of all manner of churches thus idiotically built
jron churches are the damnablest to me.

“ And of all the sects of believers in any ruling spirit—
Hindoos, Turks, Feather Idolaters, and Mumbo Jumbo,
Log and Fire worshippers, who want churches, your
modern English Evangelical sect is the most absurd, and
entirely objectionable and unendurable to me! All
which they might very easily have found out from my
books—any other sort of sect would |—before bothering
me to write it to them.

* Ever, nevertheless, and in all this saying, your faithful

servant,
* JorN Ruskin.”

The recipient of the letter promptly sold it. Only
three days later, Ruskin was writing one of the most
striking passages in ‘‘ Praeterita ' (vol. ii., chap. §)—
indeed, one of the daintiest landscape pieces in all
his works, describing the blue Rhone as it flows under
the bridges of Geneva.

This energetic letter-writing made people stare ;
but a more serious result of these periods between
strength and helplessness was the tendency to mis-
understanding with old friends. Ruskin had spoiled
many of them, if 1 may say so, by too uniform for-
bearance and unselfishness: and now that he was
not always strong enough to be patient, difficulties
ensued which they had not always the tact to avert.
“ The moment I have to scold people they say I'm
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crazy,” he said, piteously, one day. And so, one
hardly knows how, he found himself at strife on aj
sides. Before he was fully recovered from the attac)
of 1886 there were troubles about the Oxford drawing
school ; and he withdrew most of the pictures he ha(
there on loan. How little animosity he really felt
against Oxford is shown from the fact that early in
the next year (February, 1887) he was planning with
his cousin, Wm. Richardson, to give £5,000 to the
drawing school, as a joint gift in memory of their two
mothers. Mr. Richardson’s death,- and Ruskin’s
want of means—for he had already spent all his capi-
tal—put an end to the scheme. But the remaining
loans, including important and valuable drawings by
himself, he did not withdraw, and it is to be hoped they
may stay there to show not only the artist’s hand but
the friendly heart of the founder and benefactor,

In April, 1887, came the news of Laurence Hilliard’s
death in the Egean, with a shock that intensified the
tendency to another recurrence of illness, For
months the situation caused great anxiety. In
August he posted with Mrs. A. Severn towards the
south, and took up his quarters at F olkestone, moving
soon after to Sandgate, where he remained, with short
visits to town, until the following summer—better,
or worse, from week to week—sometimes writing a
little for  Praterita,” or preparing material for the
continuation of unfinished books ; but bringing on
his malady with each new effort. In June, 1888, he
went with Mr. Arthur Severn to Abbeville, and made
his headquarters for nearly a month at the Téte de
Beuf. Here he was arrested for sketching the
fortifications and examined at the police station, much
to his amusement. At Abbeville, too, he met Mr.
Detmar Blow, a young architect, whom he asked to
accompany him to Italy. They stayed awhile at
Paris,—drove, as in 1882, over the Jura, and up to
Chamouni, where Ruskin wrote the epilogue to the
reprint of “ Modern Painters ** ; then, by Martigny
and the Simplon, they went to visit Mrs, and Miss
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Alexander at Bassano ; and thence to Venice. They
returned by the St. Gothard, reaching Herne Hill
early in December.

But this journey did not, as it had been hoped,
put him in possession of his strength like the journey
of 1882. Then, he had returned to public life with
new vigour ; now, his best hours were hours of
feebleness and depression ; and he came home to
Brantwood in the last days of the year, wearied to
death, to wait for the end.

CHAPTER X
DATUR HORA QUIETI (1839-1900)

IN the summer of 1889, at Seascale, on the

Cumberland coast, Ruskin was still busy upon
“ praterita.”” He had his task planned out to the
finish - in nine more chapters he meant to conclude
his third volume with a review of the leading mem-
ories of his life, down to the year 1875, when the story
was to close. Passages here and there were written,
material collected from old letters and journals, and
the contents and titles of the chapters arranged ;
but the intervals of strength had become fewer and
shorter, and at last, in spite of all his courage and
energy, he was brought face to face with the fact
that his powers were ebbing away, and that head and
hand would do their work no more.

He could not finish * Praterita "’ ; but he could not
leave it without record of one companionship of his
life, which was, it seemed, all that was left to him
of the old times and the old folks at home. And so,
setting aside the plans he had made, he devoted the
last chapter, as his forebodings told him it must be,
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to his cousin, Mrs. Arthur Severn, and wrote the
story of *“ Joanna’s Care.” : :

In his bedroom at Seascale, morning after morning,
he still worked, or tried to work, as he had been used
to do on journeys farther afield in brighter days,
But now he seemed lost among the papers scattereq
on his table ; he could not fix his mind upon them,
and turned from one subject to another in despair .
and yet patient, and kindly to those with him whose
help he could no longer use, and who dared not show
—though he could not but guess—how heart-breaking
it was,

They put the best face u pon it, of course : drove in
the afternoons about the country—to Muncaster
Castle, to Calder Abbey, where he tried to sketch once
more ; and when the proofs of * Joanna’s Care were
finally revised, to Wastwater. But travelling now
was no longer restorative,

It added not a little to the misfortunes of the time
that two of his best friends in the outside world were
disputing over a third, By nobody was Carlyle’s
reputation more valued, and yet he acknowledged
that Froude was but telling the truth in the revelations
which so surprised the public; and much as he
admired Norton, he deprecated the attack on Carlyle's
literary €xecutor, whose motives he understood and
approved,

In August, after hie return to Coniston, the storm-
cloud came down upon him once more. It was only
in the summer of 1890 that he was able to get about.

of exertion, and was rewarded by a temporary
Improvement in health and strength.
In the meantime he was obliged to hand over to

able to direct it, The Museum had quite outgrown
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its cottage at Walkley, never intended for more than
temporary premises ; and for ten years there had been
talk of new buildings, at first on the spot, then on the
Guild's ground at Bewdley, where, at one time, Ruskin
ned a fairy palace in the woods, with cloistered

jes for the wandering student. Such schemes

were stopped less by his illness than by want of means.

Sheffield, however, did not wish to lose the Museum,
and offered to house it if the Guild would present it to
the town. That was, of course, out of the question.
But a new offer to take over the collection on loan,
the Guild paying a curator, was another matter, and
was thankfully accepted. The Corporation fulfilled
their share of the bargain with generosity. An
admirable site was assigned at Meersbrook Park, in a
fine old hall surrounded with trees, and overlooking
a broad view of the town and country. On April 15th,
1890, the Museum was opened by the Earl of Carlisle,
in presence of the Corporation, the Trustees of the
Guild, and a large assembly of friends and Sheffield
townspeople. Since then the attendance of visitors
and students shows that the collection is appreciated
by the public ; and it is to be hoped that though
nominally a loan it will remain there in perpetuity,
and that it will be maintained and used with due
regard to the intentions of the founder.

Many other plans had to be modified, as he found
himself less able to work, and was obliged to hand
over his business to others. With his early books he
had been dissatisfied, as expressing immature views.
“The Stones of Venice’ had been recast into two
small volumes, and * St. Mark’s Rest ’ written in the
attempt .to supplement and correct it. But the
original book was obviously in demand, and a new
edition was brought out in 1886.

“ Modern Painters” had been also on the con-
demned list. The aggressive Protestantism and the
geological theories involved in his description of
mountains he condemned as errors; mMmOreover, at
the time of the last edition published by Messrs.
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Smith & Elder (1873), he had been told that the
plates, which he considered a very important pary
of the work, would not stand another impression ,
and so he destroyed nine of them, in order that ng
subsequent edition might be brought out in the
original form. He reprinted vol. ii. in a cheap edition,
and began to recast the rest, with annotations ang
additions, as ‘‘ In Montibus Sanctis,” and ** Celj
Enparrant ' ; while Miss S. Beever's selectiong
(" Frondes Agrestes ') found a ready sale. But thig
did not satisfy the public, and there was a continual
cry for a reprint, to which, at last, he yielded. Early
in 1889 the “ Complete Edition » appeared ; with
the cancelled plates reproduced.

He bad always felt it a grievance that the enormous
popularity of his works in America meant an enor-
mous piracy. Towards the end of the * Fifties,"
Mr. Wiley of New York had begun to print cheap
Ruskins ; not, indeed, illegally, but without proper
acknowledgment to the author, and without any
reference to the author’s wishes as to form and style
of production. An artist and writer on art, insisting
on delicacy and refinement as the first necessity of
draughtsmanship, and himself sparing no trouble or
expense in the illustrations of his own works, was
naturally dissatisfied with the wretched “ Artotypes "
with which the American editions caricatured his
beautiful plates. Not only that, but it was a common
Practice to smuggle these editions, recommended by
their cheapness, into other countries, Mr, Wiley
sent, on an average, five hundred sets of * Modern
Painters " to Europe every year, the greater number
to England. His example was followed by other
American publishers, so that in New York alone
there_ came to be half a dozen houses advertising
Ruskin’s works, and many more throughout the
cities of the States, Mr. Wiley, the first in the field,
Proposed to pay up a royalty upon all the copies he
had sold if Ruskin would recognise him as accredited
Publisher in America, The offer of so large a sum
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would have been tempting, had it not meant that
Ruskin must condone what he had for years denounced,
and sanctiongwhat he strongly disapproved. The
case would have been different if proposals had been
made to reproduce his books in his own style, under
competent supervision. This was done in 18¢0, when
arrangements were made with Messrs. Charles E.
Merrill & Co., of New York, to bring out the * Brant-
wood ** edition of Ruskin, under the editorship of
Professor C. E. Norton.

Though the sale of Ruskin’s books in America had
never, until so recently, brought him any profit, his
own business in England, started in 1871 with the
monthly pamphlet of *“ Fors,” and in 1872 with the
volume of  Sesame and Lilies,”” prospered singularly.
Mr. George Allen, who, while building up an inde-
pendent connection, still remained the sole publisher
of Mr. Ruskin’s works, said that the venture was
successful from its earliest years. It was found that
the booksellers were not indispensable, and that
business could be done through the post as well as
over the counter. In spite of occasional difficulties;
such as the bringing out of works in parts, appearing
irregularly or stopping outright at the author's ill-
nesses, there was a steady increase of profit, rising in
the author’s later years (according to Mr. Allen) to
an average of £4,000.

Fortunate it was that this bold attempt succeeded.
The £200,000 he inherited from his parents had gone,
—chiefly in gifts and in attempts to do good. The
interest he used to spend on himself ; the capital he
gave away until it totally disappeared, except what
is represented by the house helived in and its contents.
The sale of his books was his only income, and a great
part of that went to pensioners to whom in the days
of his wealth he pledged himself, to relatives and
friends, discharged servants, institutions in which
be took an interest at ome time or other. But he
had sufficient for his wants, and no need to fear
poverty in his old age.
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- In this quiet retreat at Brantwood the echoes of
the outer world did not sound very loudly. Ruskin
had been too highly praised and too roundly abused,
uring fifty years of public life, to care what magazine
critics and journalists said of him. Other men of his
standing could solace themselves, if it be solace, in
the consciousness that a grateful country has recog-
nised their talents or their services. But civic and
academic honours were not likely to be showered on
a man who had spent his life in strenuous opposition
to academicism in art and letters, and in vigorous

established order of things.

And yet Oxford and Cambridge awarded him the
highest honours in their gift. In 1873 the Royal
Society of Painters in Watercolours voted him
honorary member, a recognition which gave him
great pleasure at the time. At different dates he was
elected to various societies—Geological, Zoological,
Architectural, Horticultural, Historical, Anthropolo-
gical, Metaphysical ; and to the Athenzum and
Alpine Clubs. He was elected Hon. Member of the
Academy of Florence in 1862, of the Academy of
Venice, 1877, of the Royal Academies of Antwerp and
Brussels in 1892 ; and was also an Hon. Member of
the American Academy. But he did not seek dis-
tinctions, and he even declined them, as in the case
::c the medal of the Royal Institute of British Archi-

ts.

. A more striking form of distinction than such titles
is the fact that he was the first writer whose contem-
poraries, during his lifetime, formed societies to study
his work. The first Ruskin Society was founded in
1870 at Manchester, and was followed by the Societies
of London, Glasgow and Liverpool. In 188 7 the
Ruskin Reading Guild was formed in Scotland, with
many local branches in England and Ireland, and a
journal, subsequently re-named Tgdrasil, to promote
study of literary and social subjects in Ruskin, and
n writers like Carlyle and Tolstoj taking a standpoint

-
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to his. In 1896, Ruskin Societies were
formed at Birmingham and in the Isle of Man. Many
classes and clubs for the study of Ruskin were also in
tion throughout America during his lifetime.
His eightieth birthday was the signal for an out-
purst of congratulations almost greater than even
admirers had expected. The post came late and
Joaded with flowers and letters, and all day long
telegrams arrived from all parts of the world, until
they lay in heaps, unopened for the time being. A
great address had been prepared, with costly illu-
mination on vellum, and binding by Mr. Cobden
Sanderson.

“ Year by year,” it said, " in ever widening extent, there
is an increasing trust in your teaching, an increasing
desire to realize the noble ideals you have set before
mankind in words which we feel have brought nearer to
our hearts the kingdom of God upon earth, It is our hope
and prayer that the joy and peace you have prought
to others may return in full measure to your own heart
filling it with the peace which comes from the love of
God and the knowledge of the love of your fellow-men.”

Among those who subscribed to these sentiments were
various people of importance, such as Royal Academi-
cians, the Royal Society of Painters in Watercolours,
the Trustees of the British Museum and of the
National Gallery, the St. George’s Guild and Ruskin
Societies, with many others ; and the address was
presented by a deputation who reported that they had
found him looking well ** and extremely happy.”

A similar illuminated address from the Umversity
of Oxford ran thus :

“We venture to send you, as you begin your eighty-
first year, these few words of greeting and good-will, to
make you sure that in Oxford the gratitude and reverence
with which men think of you is ever fresh. You have
helped many to find in life more happiness than tb.t;z
thought it held; and we trust there 1s happiness in
latter years of your long life. You bave taught many
to see the wealth of beauty in mature and in art, przng
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the remembrance of it ; and we trust that the sights you
have best loved come back to your memory with unfading
beauty. You have encouraged many to keep a good
heart through dark days, and we trust that the courage
of a constant hope is yours.”

The London Ruskin Society sent a separate ad-
dress ; and to show that if not a prophet in his own
country he was at any rate a valued friend, the
Coniston Parish Council resolved “and carried
unanimously,” says the local journal,“ with applause,

" That the congratulations of this council be offered
to Mr. John Ruskin, on the occasion of his eightieth birth-
day, together with the warm thanks which they and all
their neighbours feel for the kindness he has shown, and
the many generous acts he has done to them and theirs
during twenty-seven years of residence at Coniston, where
his presence is most truly appreciated, and his name will
always be most gratefully remembered.”

But as the year went on he did not regain his usual
summer strength. Walking out had become a greater
weariness to him, and he had to submit to the humili-
ation of a bath-chair. To save himself even the
labour of creeping down to his study, he sat usually
in the turret-room upstairs, next to his bed-chamber,
but still with the look of health in his face, and the
fire in his eyes quite unconquered. He would listen
while Baxter read the news to him, following public
events with interest, or while Mrs. Severn or Miss
Severn read stories, novel after novel ; but always
liking old favourities best, and never anything that
was unhappy. Some pet books he would pore over,
or drowse over by the hour. « The last of these was
one in which he had a double interest, for it was about
ships of war, and it was written by the kinsman of
a dear friend. Some of the artists he had loved and
helped had failed him or left him, but Burne- Jones
was always true. One night, going up to bed, the
old man stopped long to look at the photograph
i‘rom Philip Burne-Jones's portrait of his father.
©That's my dear brother, Ned," he said, nodding
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d-bye to the picture as he went. Next
g::at artist died, and of all the many mn?fht
later years this one was the hardest to bear,

So when a little boy lent him “ A Fleet in Being "
e read and re-read it ; then got a copy for himself;
and might have learnt it by heart, so long he pored
over it. But when the little boy or his sisters went
to visit the *“ Di Pa "’ (Dear Papa), as he liked children
to call their old friend, he had now scarcely anythi
to talk about. “ He just looked at us, and smiled,"
they would report; “ and we couldn't think what
to say."”

He had his “bright days,” when he would hear
business discussed, though a very little of it was
wearisome, It was impossible to bring before him
half the wants and wishes of his correspondents, who
could not yet realise his weakness, and besought the
notice they fancied so easily given. Yet in that
weakness one could trace no delusions, none of the
mental break-down which was taken for granted.
If he gave an opinion it was clear and sound enough ;
of course with the old Ruskinian waywardness of
idea which always puzzled his public. But he knew
what he was about, and knew what was going oo.
He was like the aged Queen Aud in the saga, who
“rose late and went to bed early, and if anyone
asked after her health she answered sharply.”

But all the love and care spent on him could not
keep him with us. There came the Green Yule that
makes a fat kirkyard, and in January of 1goo hardly
a house in the neighbourhood was free from the
plague of influenza. In spite of strictest precautions
it invaded Brantwood.

On the 18th of January he was rem:'trkab!y well,
as people often are before an illness—" fey," as the
old Northern folk-lore has it. Towards evemng,
when Mrs. Severn went to him for the usual r?,adm_g
—it was Edna Lyall's “ In the Golden Days —his
throat was irritable and he *“ ached all over.” They
put him to bed and sent for Dr, Parsons, his constaat

F &
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medical attendant, who found his temperature as
high as 102°, and feared the consequences. But the
patient, as he always did, refused to be considered ill,
and ate his dinner, and seemed next day to be really
better. There was no great cause for alarm, though
naturally some for anxiety ; and in reasonable hopes
of amendment, the slight attack was not made public.

On Saturday morning, the 20th, all appeared to be
going well until about half-past ten. Suddenly he
collapsed and became unconscious. It was the
dreaded failure of heart after influenza. His breath-
ing weakened, and through the morning and threugh
the afternoon in that historic little room, lined with
his Turners, he lay, falling softly asleep. No efforts
could revive him. There was no struggle; there
were no words. The bitterness of death was spared
him. And when it was all over, and those who had
watched through the day turned at last from his
bedside, “sunset and evening star ” shone bright
above the heavenly lake and the clear-cut blue of
Coniston fells.

Next morning brought messages of hurried con-
dolence, and the Monday such a chorus from the press
as made all the praises of his lifetime seem trifling
and all its blame forgotten. If only, in his years
of struggle and despair, he had known the place he
should win |

On the Tuesday came a telegram offering a grave
in Westminster Abbey, the highest honour our nation
can give to its dead. But his own mind had long
since been made plain on that point, and his wishes
had not been forgotten. “If I die here,” he used to
say, ‘“ bury me at Coniston. I should have liked, if
it happened at Herne Hill, to lie with my father and
_mother in Shirley churchyard, as I should have wished,
i1 I died among the Alps, to be buried in the snow.”

We carried him on Monday night down from his
bed-chamber and laid him in the study. There was a
pane of glass let into the coffin-lid, so that the face
might be kept in sight ; and there it lay, among
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and Leighton and Burne-Jones. It would be too long
to tell of all such tokens of affection and respect that
were heaped upon the coffin,—from the wreath of the
Princess Louise down to the tributes of humble de-
pendants,—above a hundred and twenty-five, we
counted ; some of them the costliest money could
buy, some valued no less for the feeling they expressed.
I am not sure that the most striking was not the
village tailor’s, with this on its label—" There was a
man sent from God, and his name was John."

On the Wednesday we made our sad procession
to the church, through storm and flood. The village
was in mourning, and round the churchyard gates
men, women, and children stood in throngs. The
coffin was carried in by eight of those who had been in
his employ, and the church filled noiselessly with
neighbours and friends, who after a hymn, and the
Lord’s prayer, and a long silence, passed up the aisles
for their last look, and to heap more offerings of
wreaths and flowers around the bier. At dusk tall
candles were lit, and so through the winter's night
watch was kept.

Thursday, the 25th, brought together a great
assembly, great for the remoteness of the place and the
inclemency of the weather. The ttciounfry folk ha.v:
a saying ‘‘ Ha is the dead that the rain rains on ;
andjzt?g fells \Ezr}; darkly clouded and the beck roared
by, swollen to a torrent. The church was far too
small to hold the congregation, which included most
of his personal friends and the representatives of
many public bodies. A crowd stood outside in the
storm while the service went on. ¢

It began with a hymn written for the occasion bdv
Canon Rawnsley who with the Vicar of Hawkshead,
Brantwood’s parish church, read the Psalms. A
bymn, *‘ Comes at times a stillness as of even,” was

L L
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sung by his friend Miss Wakefield; and the lesson
read by Canon Richmond, arrived officially to repre-
sent the Bishop of Carlisle, but to most of us re-
presenting old times and the comradeships of his youth
and early manhood. The Vicar of Coniston and the
Rev. Reginald Meister, on behalf of the Dean of
Christ Church, also took part in the service. When
the Dead March sounded the coffin was covered with
a pall given by the Ruskin Linen Industry of Keswick,
lined with bright crimson silk, and embroidered with
the motto, ** Unto This Last,”” and with his favourite
wild roses showered over the gray field, just as they
fall in the Primavera of Botticelli. There was no
black about his burying, except what we wore for our
own sorrow ; it was remembered how he hated black,
so much that he would even have his mother’s coffin
painted blue ; and among the white and green and
violet of the wreaths that filled the chancel, none was
more significant in its sympathy than Mrs. Severn’s
great cross of red roses.

As we carried him down the churchyard path, a
drop or two fell from the boughs, but a gleam of
sunshine, the first after many days, shot along the
crags from under the cloud, and the wind paused.
Standing there by the graveside, who could help being
thankful that he had found so lovely a resting-place
after so tranquil a falling to sleep ? At his feet,
parted only by the fence and the garden, is the village
school ; and who does not know how he loved the
children of Coniston ? At his right hand are the
graves of the Beevers ; his last old friend, Miss Susan
Beever, lies next to him. Over the spot hang the
thick boughs of a fir-tree—who does not know what
he has written of his favourite mountain-pine ?
And behiad the church, shut in with its dark yews,
nse the crags of Coniston, those that he wearied
for in his bozhcod, beneath which he prayed, in

sickness, to 1i¢ down and rest. !‘The crags are lone
on Coniston,™
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THE
LETTERS OF ROBERT
LOUIS STEVENSON

FTHIS is a new and, at least for the present
generation of readers, a definite edition of
the Letters of Robert Louis Stevenson. It has
been prepared and edited by Sir Sidney Colvin, to
whom was entrusted, at the special wish of the
author and his family, the preparation of the exist-
ing editions both of Stevenson’s ‘ Vailima Letters”
and of his “ Letters to his Family and Friends.”
The special points about the new edition are—
(1) that it includes over I50 letters hitherto
unpublished, especially among those dating from
his early days in Scotland and on the Riviera ;
(2) that the letters previously published are
re-edited, with corrections of date and additions of
matter both in the text and notes; (3) that the
Jetters written to the Editor from Samoa, originally
published as a separate volume under the title of
“ Vailima Letters,” are broken up and inserted in
chronological order among those addressed to other
correspondents ; and (4) that the edition is issued
in four handy volumes (purchasable either as a
set or separately), bound in leather, of the size and
form which Mr. Kipling’s Poems and Mr. Lucas’s
Anthologies have made popular and familiar.
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E. V. Lucas

F'cap. 8vo, gilt top, Cloth, 55 each

me————ury
Fourteen Companionable Volumes

“ By

i

The Open Road
The Friendly Town
The Gentlest Art
Her Infinite Variety
Good Company
The Second Post
Fireside and Sunshine
Listener’'s Lure
Over Bemerton's
Mr. Ingleside
Character and Comedy
One Day and Another
Old Lamps for New
A Wanderer in Paris
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THE POEMS OF
RUDYARD KIPLING

IN FOUR VOLUMES,

Crown 8vo. Buckram. Gilt Top. 6s. each.
F'cap. 8vo. Limp Lambskin. Gilt Top. ss. net each.

Barrack-Room Ballads.

«Mr. Kipling’s verse is strong, vivid, full of character,
Unmistakable genius rings in every line.'—Times.

‘ The ballads teem with imagination, they palpitate with
emotion. We read them with laughter and tears; the
metres throb in our pulses, the cunningly ordered words
tingle with life; and if this be not poetry, what is? '—

Pall Mall Gazette.
The Seven Seas.

“ All the pride of empire, all the intoxication of power,
all the ardour, the energy, the masterful strength and the
wonderful endurance and death-scorning pluck which are
the very bone and fibre and marrow of the British character
are here.'—Daily Mail.

¢ Packed with inspiration, with humour, with pathos."—
Daily Chionicle.

Departmental. Ditties.

¢ The story of Giffen, who was broken-down and dis-
graced and saved a whole country-side at the expense of
his own life, and is now worshipped (by the natives) in
Bengal, is worthy of Bret Harte. . . . The Indian poet
has kept his best wine to the last. And I like his poem,
“In Spring-Time,” so much, that (supreme compliment)
I have copied it out here.'—Andrew Lang tn ‘ Longman’s

Magazine.’
The Five Nations.

“In “The Five Nations” Mr. Kipling shows a serener
and more profound view of life than ever he has shown
before, he strikes deeper notes and sounds more intricate
chords, and, what is equally important, the day of his
experiments in verse is over. He controls his material
with the absolute, assured touch of a master of rhythmical
effect. To summarise the book would be to summarise
Mr. Kipling's gifts, and of those we are all aware.,’—
Morning Post.
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