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INTRODUCTION TO
VOLS. XXXVI. AND XXXVII

THESE two volumes contain a collection of letters from Ruskin to his
friends. They are arranged chronologically, the dividing line between
the two volumes corresponding with a division in his life—namely, his
acceptance of the Professorship of Fine Art at Oxford. Volume
XXXVI. thus contains Letters written from his earliest years up to, and
including, 1869; Volume XXXVII., Letters from 1870 to the end.

The mass of Letters which have been at the disposal of the editors
is very great. Some explanation may be desirable of the principles
which have guided the selection.

In the first place, a large number of Ruskin’s Letters have
previously appeared, and it was an essential condition of this
Complete Edition to include them all. The letters, or extracts from
letters, hitherto published are, however, of very varying interest. It
has, therefore, seemed well to place in the main body of these two
volumes (hereafter called the “Principal Collection”) only such as are
of general interest; the remainder being printed in a “Bibliographical
Appendix” at the end of Volume XXXVII.

The selection, from printed and hitherto unprinted sources, of
letters for the Principal Collection has been governed by three factors.
The first is biographical interest, and the endeavour has been made to
leave no year, or important episode, in Ruskin’s life or work—and no
aspect of his character or interests, nor any of his principal
friendships—without its illustrative letter. These volumes contain,
therefore, an Autobiography of Ruskin as told in his Letters from his
earliest childhood to extreme old age. They assist towards a full
appreciation of the feelings and impulses of the man that Ruskin was,
with his singularly delicate nature and responsive genius; they reveal
the gift that was in him for receiving clear and true impressions, for
thinking these through and out, and then for clothing them in the right
and adequate words—whether it is conduct, or whether it is art, with
which he has to deal, or the experiences and emotions, bitter and
sweet, of his own innermost heart and brain and soul. Another factor
governing the selection has been, of course, the intrinsic interest of the
letters themselves. The third factor is what may be called incidental
interest. Many letters are included of which the interest lies, less in
any revelation of character or literary skill, than in incidental topic,
allusion, or

XV



XVi INTRODUCTION

information. Some of the letters to Dante Gabriel Rossetti may be
taken as an illustration of what is here meant. Among these are many
which are entertaining and important; but they comprise also some
short notes, hurriedly written and very slight—yet containing matter
which is of value in connexion with that artist’s drawings. Often, also,
they are interesting for Ruskin’s criticisms by the way. No hard and
fast line can be drawn between letters included for one reason and for
another. In the case of a life such as Ruskin’s, the incidental interest of
the letters belongs mainly to the field of art and letters; but here and
there personages from other worlds pass across the page. We are given
glimpses, for instance, of the Emperor Francis Joseph and Marshal
Radetsky; of Austrian Archdukes and Russian Grand Duchesses and
English Royal Highnesses; of Rubini and Jenny Lind and Taglioni; of
James Forbes, of Buckland and of Darwin; of Manning and of
Gladstone.

At the beginning of each volume is a List of the Correspondents,
with references to the places where letters to them will be found. It has
not seemed worth while to give in these volumes a Chronological List
of the letters also. For, in the first place, the arrangement of the letters
themselves is chronological. Moreover, it should be remembered that
many other letters have been printed, in whole or in part,’ in previous
volumes. References to some of the more important of these are
supplied either in footnotes or in the brief biographical summaries
which precede the first letter in each year. A complete Chronological
List of all Personal Letters contained in the edition is given in the
Final Bibliography (Vol. XXXVIIL.).

Of the Letters in the Principal Collection the large majority are
either printed here for the first time or collected into these volumes
from privately-printed sources not available to the public. Particulars
of previous appearance are in each case supplied in a footnote.

In the following Introduction, an account is given, with many
incidental reminiscences, of Ruskin’s principal friendships and
acquaintances, as disclosed in the letters. In the case of letters to
occasional correspondents, such explanations as may be needful are
given in footnotes.

Ruskin’s earliest letters are naturally to his father, and the series to
him extends up to 1863. There are, | think, few in the whole Collection
which, for all the three reasons given above, are of greater

! Occasionally, although an extract has previously been made from it, a letter has

now seemed worth giving in its entirety; whilst sometimes the rest of the letter is now
given, and a reference supplied to the previously printed extract.
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interest. John James Ruskin was himself a somewhat remarkable man,
respected and beloved by all who came in contact with him:—

“The biographers,” says Mr. Frederic Harrison, “have not said
enough of John James Ruskin the father. He certainly seemed to me a
man of rare force of character; shrewd, practical, generous, with pure
ideals both in art and in life. With unbounded trust in the genius of his
son, he felt deeply how much the son had yet to learn. | heard the father
ask an Oxford tutor if he could not ‘put John in the way of some
scientific study of Political Economy.” ‘John! John!’ | have heard him
cry out, ‘what nonsense you’re talking!” when John was off on one of
his magnificent paradoxes, unintelligible as Pindar to the sober Scotch
merchant. John Ruskin certainly inherited from his father some of the
noblest qualities and much of his delicate sense of art. But
intellectually the father was the very antithesis of the son. He seemed
to be strongest where his brilliant son was weakest. There were
moments when the father seemed the stronger in sense, breadth, and
hold on realities. And when John was turned of forty, the father still
seemed something of his tutor, his guide, his support. The relations
between John Ruskin and his parents were among the most beautiful
things that dwell in my memory. . . . This man, well past middle life, in
all the renown of his principal works, who, for a score of years, had
been one of the chief forces in the literature of our century, continued
to show an almost child-like docility towards his father and his
mother, respecting their complaints and remonstrances, and gracefully
submitting to be corrected by their worldly wisdom and larger
experience. The consciousness of his own public mission and the
boundless love and duty that he owed to his parents could not be
expressed in a way more beautiful. One could almost imagine it was in
the spirit of the youthful Christ when he said to his mother, ‘Wist ye
not that | must be about my Father’s business?” **

This is one side, and the more constant, of the relations between father
and son; but there was another, which appears in the Letters and
incidentally in Praterita. Ruskin, always more dictatorial with the pen
than in personal intercourse, could sometimes lecture his father rather
severely. The grievance, to which he confesses in Praterita, that his
father did not buy as many Turner drawings as he would like, appears
in several of the letters,? but the rift went deeper, and Ruskin found in
their relations the elements of “an exquisite tragedy” (p. 471).® A
letter from his father, which the son preserved,

! “Memories of John Ruskin,” in Literature, February 3, 1900. Ruskin himself cites
Christ’s words as “having to be spoken to all parents, some day or other”: see Vol.
XXXVII. p. 203.

2 See, e.g., below, pp. 443, 600-1.

% Compare pp. 414, 415, 420, 460, 555.
XXXVI. b



Xviii INTRODUCTION

is worth giving, for it illustrates very beautifully the elder man’s
character:—

“(FOLKESTONE, 4th Oct., 1847.)—I have already said that the tone
of your later letters was so much more cheerful and confiding, and
expressive of some, if not continued, at least frequent snatches of
enjoyment, that they were most agreeable. Out of the cold and barren
country your more healthy feelings were gleaming a little. The blues
and purples and mountain shades and moist heather were making
themselves seen and felt; and | guessed you were better at
Macdonald’s than at Leamington or Dunbar, from whence a few letters
rather dulled my spirits, for they disclosed that, more than | had had an
idea of, we had been, from defects perhaps on both sides, in a state of
progression by antagonism,! each discerning half the truth, and
supposing it the whole. | suppose we may have mutually defrauded
each other’s character of its right and merit. In some of these letters |
read more of the suffering and unpleasantness | had unwittingly in part
inflicted on you in past hours. To my memory they are burdened with
no greater share of troubles than attaches, | believe, to most families
since the fall. | have, however, no fear for the future, for tho’ I have no
prospect of becoming greatly changed, a circumstance has made me
reflect that | was exceedingly wrong and short-sighted in all
interruptions occasioned to your pursuits. Mama says | am very
exacting, and so | was about the Book-revising, but never more after it
was done. Whilst reading now this unlucky first volume for press | had
by me some loose proof sheets for second, and | have been so struck
with the superiority of second volume, and so positively surprised at
the work, that I became angry with myself for having by my
impatience and obstinacy about the one thing in any way checked the
flight or embarrassed the course of thoughts like these, and arrested
such a mind in its progress in the track and through the means which to
itself seemed best for aiming at its end. You will find me from
conviction done with asking you to do anything not thought proper by
yourself to do. | call this reading with profit and to the purpose. Two
points in your letters | only remember half-distressed me, and perhaps
they were merely illustrative as used by you. You say we could not by
a whole summer give you a tenth of the pleasure that to have left you
a month in the Highlands in 1838 would have done, nor by buying
Turner and Windus’s gallery the pleasure that two Turners would have
done in 1848, you having passed two or three years with a sick longing
for Turner. | take blame to myself for not sending you to the Highlands
in 1838 and not buying you a few more Turners; but the first I was not
at all aware of, and the second | freely confess | have been restrained
in from my very constitutional prudence. ... | have, you know, my
dearest John, two things

1 A reference to the title of Lord Lindsay’s Essay reviewed by Ruskin in the
Quarterly: see Vol. XII. p. 169.
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to do, to indulge you and to leave you and Mama comfortably provided
for . . . but if you have any longings like 1842 | should still be glad to
know them, whilst | honour you for the delicacy of before suppressing
the expression of them. ... On the subject noticed in one of your
letters on our different regard for public opinion, this is a malady or
weakness with me, arising from want of self-respect. The latter causes
much of my ill-temper, and when from misunderstanding or want of
information | was losing some respect for you my temper got doubly
bad. We are all wanting in our relations towards the Supreme Being,
the only source of peace and self-respect. But | never can open my soul
to human beings on holy subjects . . . .”

Itis impossible, I think, to read the letter without being impressed with
its mingling of good sense and deep affection, and without finding
something eminently lovable in the elder man. The affection appears
incidentally in many a passage of the letters. If Ruskin’s father took
undue pride in the son’s more popular accomplishments, the weakness
was amiable; and there is something touching in the picture of the old
man finding “romance in a dull life,” in going over his son’s poetical
effusions—an amusement for which we may be grateful, since it
elicited from the son an entertaining essay in criticism (below, pp.
387, 388). The reserve on “holy subjects” to which the father
confesses did not restrain him from occasional discussions with his
son, and some of Ruskin’s most interesting letters deal with such
topics (e.g., pp. 126-127). There was here a closer touch of sympathy
with his father than with his mother; one thinks of the statement in
Preterita that both father and son “had alike a subdued consciousness
of being profane and rebellious characters” compared to her.!

A second letter from his father is one of those which, as mentioned
in the preceding volume,?, Ruskin put into type for use in Praterita:—

“LONDON, 8th February, 1850.—MY DEAREST JOHN,—You see by
the date, | write on your birthday, and you are, | hope, as happy in it as
your mamma and | are. | can truly say that with all remains of illness or
weakness left, |1 never felt my heart more rejoicing in the unmingled
blessings heaped upon my undeserving head, unmingled with a single
sorrow or a single want; and the completion of this happiness, owing
to that son who, during thirty-one years, has scarcely given his father
a single pang beyond the anxieties for his safety, and these engendered
only by that parent’s own mistrusting and impatient temperament.

L Vol XXXV. p. 95.
2 Vol. XXXV. p. 465 n.

XiX
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“If I am thankful, | feel I never am thankful enough, and surely you
should be so, that God has given you the powers and dispositions to
render happy those whom you are commanded to honour, and so to
have done your duty as to give joy to a parent to whom joy has been
from other causes often a stranger. My present recovery, as far as it has
yet gone, has, under God, in its second causes numbered the pleasures
daily flowing into my soul from the letters of my son, and the hopes of
his speedy restoration to our sight, and the delights which his pursuits
and his productions bring to my exulting heart. My daily feeling now
is of surprise and wonder why | am so dealt with, and | ask myself what
should I, what can | do, to evince the gratitude which | seem to sink
under a powerlessness of expressing to my God.”

“City.—I had hurriedly put down above few lines betwixt prayers
and breakfast, and before the latter was over arrived your two letters of
1st and 2nd February, and Effie’s* beautifully written and graphically
given account of the ball. Here was a bouquet for a birthday morning!
Our gardener is not a Keel, and no flowers met our eyes till these three
letters came so apropos to fill their place.

“I must go over Effie’s several times, and then | will send it to
Perth.

“I shall not write again to Venice, hoping my next may find you at
Verona, where | should like Effie to have the chance of being with the
gallant Marshal.t The seductions of Venice are entwining themselves
around you both, but pray remember mamma; her sight,f | am sorry to
say, is worse a degree. Do get home by 15th or 20th April. Do not run
off to Rome as to Paris. Be content to speak the Lingua Toscana only
this year, and next you may speak the Lingua Toscana in Bocca
Romana. Say if money safe.

“I sent you Mrs. Patmore’s,§ formerly Andrews, letter. They think
they can be at once familiar visiting acquaintance; but no, we are
forced to repel as civilly as we can; | only invite her call. We have had
to fight off Mrs. Cockburn, Lady Colquhoun, and Mrs. Colvin,|| all
trying to come. We are not able, and very happy in a state of repose.
We went

* The “Effie” of this letter is the Phemy for whom The King of the Golden
River was written when she was twelve years old, as told in Dilecta, Part I11.}
(.- R]

T Radetzky. State official ball at Verona. [J. R.]

1 | have much to say yet of my mother’s sight, whether failing or
persisting. [J. R.]

8 Mrs. Coventry Patmore. Of whose daughter Blanche | have somewhat to
say also.? [J. R.]

|| Professor Colvin’s mother. [J. R.]

! Not in Part I11. as ultimately issued.
2 See letters to her in this Collection (Vol. XXXVIL.).



INTRODUCTION

to Richmond* Wednesday. | find Hayes a gentle gentleman, a very
pleasing person, nothing extraordinary.

“l see Sharpe t changes Rickman’s terms, and divides Tracery
Windows into

A.D.
Geometrical 1245-1315
Curvilinear 1315-1360
Rectilinear 1360-1500

“Be sure to say, as sure as you can, Where 1 Letters will find you
fourteen days from date of yours. Mamma joins in most affectionate
love to you and Effie; again many sincere thanks to both of you, and
kind regards to Miss Ker.”§

Ruskin, whenever he was away from home, wrote to his father
every day. The number of letters to him is thus very great, but there are
many years when, owing to his being at home, there are few or none.
After his father’s death (in 1864), letters to his mother were similarly
sent; but these are much shorter and slighter. The reason is partly to be
found perhaps in lack of intellectual sympathy, but mainly in the fact
that owing to her failing eyesight she could only read with difficulty.
To Ruskin’s account of his mother given in Praterita, nothing need be
added beyond such incidental illustration as various anecdotes related
in these Introductions have already afforded,’ and as may be found
here and there in letters of the present Collection.? Ruskin set aside,
however, for use “somewhere in Praterita,” an early letter from his
mother, some extracts from which are here printed in memorial of her
unfailing solicitude for the welfare, spiritual as well as bodily, of her
son:—

“DENMARK HILL, 12th June, 1843.—MY DEAREST JOHN,—I have
been made happy by receipt of your Saturday’s and Sunday’s letters
this morning. Thank God, you keep well. . .. Your dogs are out of
patience at your unaccountable (to them) neglect, and behave with the
most reckless

* “Star and Garter.” Mr. Hayes, Dr. Grant’s eldest (step) daughter’s
husband; she was just married. [J. R.]

T Historian of Cistercian Architecture, Furness Abbey especially. He lived
at Lancaster.? [J. R.]

T “Where” and “Letters” to catch my attention, because | never did say
where letters would find me far enough in advance. [J. R.]

§ Not Mary Kerr, neither Alice of Huntley Burn.* [J. R.]

XXi

! See, for instance, Vol. V. p. xlviii., Vol. XIX. p. xxxvi.
2 See, for instance, p. 468 n.

% See a reference to him in Vol. XXXVII. p. 35.

* For Mary Kerr and Huntley Burn, see below, p. 530.
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impropriety. . . . What strange whims even men of first-rate talents get
into their heads. Does Mr. Gordon forget that we have an Almighty
Intercessor? . .. | am sorry, very sorry, that such differences should

take place anywhere, but more especially that they should have arisen
in Oxford. What are the real doctrines of what is termed Puseyism?
Why do they not state them fairly and in such plain terms as may
enable people of ordinary understandings to know what they do think
the truth? Any time I have heard Mr. Newman preach, he seemed to me
like Oliver Cromwell to talk that he might not be understood. . ..
Surely our Saviour’s consecration must have effected a change in the
elements if an ordinary minister can; but these are things too much for
me. | thank God | have His word to go to; and | beseech you to take
nothing for granted that you hear from these people, but think and
search for yourself. As | have said, | have little fear of you, but | shall
be glad when you get from among them. Your book continues to fully
answer all my wishes. This is not saying a little for it. I have written a
good deal, and have said nothing as | would. I slept little last night, and
am even more than usually stupid. God bless you, my own love, and
teach and guide you now and always, prays most earnestly your

affectionate mother,
“M. RUSKIN.”

Ruskin, as will have been seen, was staying at Oxford, and his mother
was anxious lest the taint of Puseyism should infect him. “I shall be
glad when you get from among them”: this was an attitude of suspicion
towards his Oxford associates, as towards Carlyle and others at a later
time, which she steadily maintained, and it caused some necessary
alienation of sympathy and economy of confidence between mother
and son. Traces of irritation will be found occasionally in letters in this
Collection,* but the reader should remember that Ruskin never
allowed such to appear in his relations with his mother herself. These
were always beautiful, and deeply impressed every one who witnessed
them. The following letter from her, written five years after her
husband’s death, when Ruskin was making her his daily
correspondent, was also put into type for Preaterita:—

“DENMARK HiLL, August 23rd, 1869.—MY DEAREST,—I should be
thankful to pay you with double interest the more than comfort and
pleasure | have had, and I think latterly more than at any former times,
from your letters. | have had some experience of one of your large
grasshoppers, and have no desire to have anything more to do with
such acquaintance. | dislike the insect tribe altogether, except as they
excite my deep reverence towards the Life sustaining them. | am glad
you

! See, for instance, below, pp. 405, 407.
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come by Dijon. | am thankful for your joy in moss and flowers of
humble growth, and am somewhat impatient to see all your pictures
under your own care.* | am more than delighted to find you resemble
St. Carlo Borromeo; have you the old picture you bought formerly? |
am told John Ruskin Simson® shows decided picture-estimating talent.
| trust I may be able to see in some way what you have been employed
about. As | have written, | have always read 1 your letters myself. | am
reading your Queen of the Air with more and more deep sense of its
merit. Ethics of the Dust is becoming to me more what it ought always
to have been. Dr. Acland’s is sweet and good, and Angy? also. Joanna
will, 1 hope, manage very nicely. Cousin George % is good and kind,
and regards you entirely, and is decidedly clever; I think talented and
upright. A sad blundered scrawl | send.8§ Joan sends love, and wrote
yesterday to Berne.

“I am, my dearest, with a thousand thanks for all the pains you
have taken to give me pleasure and save me anxiety, always your

affectionate Mother,
“MARGARET RUSKIN.”

Another document which Ruskin set aside for use in Preterita is the
following letter from Carlyle—beautiful and characteristic—written
on the mother’s death:—

“CHELSEA, 6 Dec., 1871.—DEAR RUSKIN,—My heart is sore for
you in these dreary moments. A great change has befallen;
irrevocable, inexorable,—the lot of all the world since it was first
made, and yet so strangely original, as it were miraculous, to each of
us, when it comes home to himself. The Wearied one has gone to her
welcome Rest; and to you there is a strange, regretful, mournful
desolation, in looking before and back;—to all of us the loss of our
Mother is a new epoch in our Life-pilgrimage, now fallen lonelier and
sterner than it ever seemed before.—I cannot come to you; nor would
it be proper or permissible, for reasons evident. But | beg you very
much to come to me at any hour, and let me see you for a little, after
those sad and solemn duties now fallen to you are performed. Believe
always that my heart’s sympathies are with you, and that | love you

well.—Yours,
T. CARLYLE.”

* Instead of only her own, and Lucy Tovey’s, at Denmark Hill. [J. R.]

t Her sight now beginning to grow dim. See following notice of its injury
in her youth by too fine needlework. [J. R.—but this was not written—Ed.]

1 William the chess-player’s son, by his first wife—nearly as strong a
player as his father, of whom, with his sister, more hereafter. [J. R.]

§ “Altogether” had been “altogether”—the “all” is scratched out; the
second n blotted in Joanna. [J. R.]

! The son of Mrs. Severn’s sister Kate; he died young.
2 Acland’s daughter.
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After the death of his mother, Ruskin’s daily letter in absence was sent
to his dearly loved cousin, companion, and adopted daughter, Miss
Joan Agnew (Mrs. Arthur Severn). Letters to her begin, indeed, some
years earlier, from the time when she came, as told in Praterita, to live
at Denmark Hill. It is needless to add anything here to what Ruskin
himself has written of “Joanna’s Care.” The letters to herself,! and not
less the frequent references to her in those to others, sufficiently show
how much her affection and companionship meant to him.

Of letters to Ruskin’s school friends and early tutors, it has not
seemed worth while to include many in this Collection, as several have
been printed in a previous volume,? while others, which the editors
have seen, are often very long, and seldom very interesting. It is on the
whole an extremely serious youth that these early letters disclose; but
those to a College Friend, printed among his Juvenilia, show that the
young Ruskin knew how desipere in loco.

Of greater interest are those to W. H. Harrison, which begin in
1838. His connection with Ruskin has already been described.® He was
Ruskin’s “first editor,” and the correspondence often discusses the
Poems by “J. R.” which appeared in Annuals edited by his friend. The
poet was not so enamoured of his productions as to be unable to treat
them humorously.

Letters to Ruskin’s College friends, or tutors, at Christ Church
follow. One of these, with whom he used to correspond at great length,
is the Rev. Walter L. Brown, his tutor there. He is referred to in
Praeterita,* but the correspondence shows that he filled rather a larger
space in Ruskin’s thoughts than is there suggested. He died in 1862,
and Ruskin in a letter of condolence to his son (January 31) writes of
him as “the only one of my old masters from whom | could or would
receive guidance.” The guidance, if received, was accompanied with
much objection and criticism on Ruskin’s side, as is sufficiently
shown by the letters here selected from a larger number.

In some respects it may be surmised that Ruskin owed more to
Osborne Gordon, who, if less given to discussion of the immensities,
was ever ready to supplement his pupil’s enthusiasms by his own cool

1 1t should be stated that the letters to Mrs. Severn published in these volumes have
been selected by the editors, and not by her.

2 The Letters to a College Friend (Vol. 1.). The series of letters to his friend Edmund
Oldfield, on Painted Glass (collected in Vol. XI1.), belong to the year 1844.

2 vol. Il p. xix.; Vol. XXXIV. pp. 93 seq.

*Vol. XXXV. pp. 200, 202, 306.
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common sense. This is an aspect of their relationship indicated in
Preterita,’ and more fully told at various places in this edition.? An
interesting letter to Osborne Gordon, on Modern Painters, has been
given in an earlier volume.?

The dearest and most enduring of Ruskin’s Oxford friendships was
with Henry Acland. Born in 1815, he was four years senior in age and
two years in College standing. He formed, as we have heard,* a
protective friendship with the younger man, and nothing need be
added to Ruskin’s beautiful account of Acland in Preterita; while
Acland’s corresponding tribute to his friend has already been cited.®
Ruskin on his side assumed the position of mentor in matters of art,
and the earliest Letters to Acland are written in this role (below, p.
19).° In London, as in Oxford, the friends saw much of each other.
When Acland had been absent from College, owing to ill-health, he
records Ruskin’s name among those present at a “wine” to celebrate
his return; he mentions “a most agreeable party” at his lodgings in
London, with “Richmond, Ruskin, Newton”; and in November 1841
he records a “day spent,” at Herne Hill, “with curious Ruskin and his
more curious household.”” By good fortune, they met at Chamouni
when Acland was there on his wedding journey, and the friendship
grew yet closer, Ruskin becoming almost “an adopted son,” as he
says,® in Mr. and Mrs. Acland’s household. Acland was with him and
Millais at Glenfinlas in 1853.° Ruskin did what he could to warn his
friend against over-work (pp. 115-116), as in after years Acland was
to try and save Ruskin from its dangers. He could rely on Acland’s
good offices as a physician in the case of Rossetti’s fiancée, Miss
Siddal (p. 205), and they were closely connected in plans for the
Oxford Museum (Vol. XVLI.). It was a source of great pleasure to both
of them that they were elected Hon. Students of Christ Church at the
same time (1859). Acland, as we have seen,'® when first given an
appointment at Oxford (in 1845), had cherished the design of getting
his friend there in some official capacity also, and letters in this
Collection refer to successive endeavours to get Ruskin elected
Professor of Poetry (p. 524) and Curator of the University Galleries (p.
542). The opportunity ultimately came with the institution of the

L Vol. XXXV. pp. 250, 333, 436, 522 n.

2e.g., Vol. XVIL p. Ixxv.

2 Vol. I1l. p. 665.

*Vol. XXXV. pp. Ixiii., 197.

® Vol. XXX. pp. 324, 325.

 Compare Acland’s statement in 1853, Vol. XII. p. xxiii.
’ Sir Henry Acland, a Memoir, by J. B. Atlay, pp. 71, 101.
8 Vol. XXXVILI. p. 234,

° See Vol. XII. p. xxiii.

10 vol. XX. p. xviii.
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Slade Professorship of Fine Art, and Ruskin’s letter of thanks to
Acland on that occasion has already been printed.! The friends now
became nearer to each other than ever. Ruskin, during his Oxford days,
constantly stayed in Acland’s house, and letters to Miss Acland?
pleasantly illustrate Ruskin’s affectionate relations with the family.?
Very rarely did her father miss one of Ruskin’s lectures. Many of those
who attended them must remember the stately presence of the Regius
Professor of Medicine (as also frequently that of Liddell), and the
little asides of affectionate reference which Ruskin used to introduce.
Acland loyally took up the cudgels for Ruskin in connexion with the
road-digging at Hincksey.* Even the dispute about vivisection, which
caused Ruskin’s rupture with Oxford, left his friendship with Acland
unimpaired. There is, indeed, among Ruskin’s men-friendships none
which was so completely untouched by fret or jar. The photograph by
Miss Acland, which has been given in the preceding volume, was
taken in 1893; it is a beautiful record of “the two old men of whom,
after more than fifty years’ friendship, it might well be said that ‘they
were lovely and pleasant in their lives.” It was their last meeting; and
the fact that Ruskin was able to enjoy his friend’s society with much of
the keen and affectionate eagerness of old placed it among the
happiest memories of his declining years.””

Another Christ Church friend, also somewhat Ruskin’s senior, was
Charles Thomas Newton, mentioned above, who rapidly became
distinguished as traveller,® diplomatist, excavator and archaologist.
They had many tastes in common, and Ruskin acknowledges the
sound, if chaffing, advice which Newton gave him about his early
drawings.” A certain note of Philistinism, perhaps assumed to tease his
friend, has appeared in passages already given in which Ruskin
describes Newton as a travelling companion. When Ruskin was
absorbed in  “the picturesque,” Newton voted for “the
picnicturesque,”® and when he dilated upon the beauty of the snows of
Chamouni, Newton fixed his eyes on the moraines and was of opinion
that “more housemaids were wanted in that establishment.”® There
was, Ruskin tells us,

1 Vol. XX. p. xix.

2 Below, p. 216, and Vol. XXXVII. p. 38.

% Acland’s elder brother, it will be remembered, was one of the original trustees of
the St. George’s Guild.

4 See Vol. XX. pp. xli., xliii., xliv.

®J. B. Atlay’s Memoir, p. 476.

® His charming Travels and Discoveries in the Levant (1865) describe his
excavations at Halicarnassus and elsewhere: see for particulars of his career, Vol.
XXXV. p. 384 n.

" See Vol. XXXV. pp. 385, 611. 8 Vol. X. p. xxiv.

° Preterita, ii. § 156 (Vol. XXXV. p. 385).
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a more fundamental difference between him and his friend. He in his
early years was absorbed in landscape, Italian art, Gothic architecture;
Newton was a Greek; and a friendship, which at one time was close
and affectionate, was partly buried beneath the marbles of
Halicarnassus. Yet as late as 1869 Ruskin refers to Newton as “a sure,
and unweariedly kind guide, always near me since we were at College
together.”’ Among other help thus rendered was a paper which
Newton wrote for Ruskin on Representations of Water in Ancient Art;
to this paper, included as an appendix in Stones of Venice, one of our
letters refers (p. 113).

A mutual friend of Ruskin and Acland was George Richmond, the
painter. He was Ruskin’s senior by ten years, and it was through
Acland that they became acquainted. The first meeting was in the
winter of 1840-1841, when Ruskin was staying at Rome with his
parents.” The acquaintance then formed with George Richmond
ripened into a friendship which lasted throughout Ruskin’s life. He
speaks in Preterita of “the privilege” which he and his parents “had in
better and better knowing George Richmond.”® At first the
relationship was somewhat that of a rebellious youth to a reverend
signior, but Ruskin acknowledges the debt he owed to Richmond’s
teaching.” He saw much of Richmond in the years when the earlier
volumes of Modern Painters were being written, and it is through
Richmond’s portraits that the appearance of “the author of Modern
Painters” became known to the public. “Have you not flattered him?”
asked the parents, with reference to the head given in Vol. XVI.
(frontispiece). “No,” replied Richmond; “it is only the truth lovingly
told.” The portrait here included (p. lviii.) is perhaps less pleasing.
The anecdote is typical of the friendship between the two men, as it
appears in Ruskin’s letters to Richmond. In the Richmond household,
he became almost as much a member of the family circle as in that of
the Aclands; and to his friend’s children, filled somewhat of the same
position that their father had occupied towards him. “Ruskin used to
come,” says one of them (Sir William Richmond), “to my father’s
house to what we called ‘high tea’; other friends dropped in to this
genial meal and spent the evening in conversation, almost always
finishing up with music. We children were allowed to sit up and
partake of the intellectual as well as emotional feast. How well |
remember the gaunt,

1vol. XIX. p. 291. It may be added that Newton married Mr. Arthur Severn’s eldest
sister.

2 See Praeterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 275.

¥ Vol. XXXV. p. 278.

* Ibid., p. 337.
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delicate-looking young man, with a profusion of reddish hair,* shaggy
eyebrows like to a Scotch terrier, under them gleaming eyes which
bore within them a strange light, the like of which | have never seen
except in his. . .. The eyes told of an imaginative fire as well as of
penetrating observation, likewise of the kindness and generosity of his
nature.”? At Denmark Hill, adds Sir William Richmond, “I spent many
happy days with Ruskin, never to be forgotten.” The letters show how
much interest Ruskin took in the development of the young painter’s
talent, and some of the later ones in the series tell us with how wistful
and grateful and affection Ruskin looked back in old age to happy days
spent with George Richmond and his circle.?

Of Dean Liddell and his family Ruskin has given some notice in
Preterita.® He hardly, however, does justice there to his early
intercourse with Liddell; the letters already published about Modern
Painters® show the two men engaged in close and earnest discussion.
That Liddell was one of the early admirers of that book we have
already seen,® and his admiration appears again in a letter of sympathy
in some personal trouble which he wrote in 1846 to Acland. “Think
less,” he said, “and relax yourself more; do not pore over things. Look
at Nature and read Ruskin’s books.”’ It was to Liddell, in conjunction
with Acland, that Ruskin’s election to the Slade Professorship was
due, and the letters here printed, or already given, show that Ruskin
and the Dean were on more affectionate terms® than the references in
Preterita might suggest.

With the publication of the first volumes of Modern Painters
Ruskin’s correspondence begins to take a wider range. We now see
him as a rising light, admitted into literary and artistic circles (below,
p. 37). Among those who sought him out was Samuel Rogers, already
eighty years of age at the date of Ruskin’s first letter to him (ibid.).
Ruskin had been admitted into the Presence before, and had not shown
proper reverence.? But he now knew better, and his letters to the poet,
given here, show him as an adept in the art of pleasant flattery.

! Ruskin’s hair, however, was never “reddish”; it was light brown.

2 “Ruskin as | Knew Him,” in St. George, vol. v. p. 288.

% See, for instance, Vol. XXXVII. pp. 439, 588. Among the earlier letters to
Richmond, that at p. 561 below may be instanced as a good example of Ruskin’s wise
counsel.

*Vol. XXXV. pp. 203-204, 505-508. ® In Vol. 111. pp. 667-676.

Vol. 1. p. 668 n.

"J. B. Atlay’s Memoir of Acland, p. 117.

8 See the Dean’s remark cited in Vol. XX. p. xxxiii.

® See Praeterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 93.
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With Rogers, Ruskin was only on terms of respectful homage in
the presence of gracious condescension. Of another, and a very
different, literary personage of the day—Mary Russell Mitford
(1787-1855)—he was a devoted friend. He describes her among the
circle of modest authors, in the days of the Annuals, who were within
his ken, through his “first editor,” W. H. Harrison—“merry Miss
Mitford, actually living in the country, actually walking in it, loving
it.” To her studies of country life, and of children,! he attached no
small importance in literary history. Her writings, he said, “have the
playfulness and purity of the Vicar of Wakefield without the
naughtiness of its occasional with, or the dust of the world’s great road
on the other side of the hedge.”? She, on her part, was an early admirer
of Modern Painters,? and was as enthusiastic in praise of the author as
of his book. Ruskin had first been to see her in January 1847. “Have
you read an Oxford Graduate’s letters on Art?” she wrote to a friend
(January 27). “The author, Mr. Ruskin, was here last week, and is
certainly the most charming person | have ever known. The books are
very beautiful, although | do not agree in all the opinions; but the
young man himself is just what if one had a son one should have
dreamt of his turning out, in mind, manner, conversation,
everything.”* The visit was repeated; and Miss Mitford was more and
more delighted with him. “He has been here two or three times,” she
wrote (July 26); “he is by far the most eloquent and interesting young
man that | have ever seen—grace itself and sweetness.”® Miss Mitford
was herself a famous talker; there must have been much in common
between the authoress of Our Village and Ruskin, and each no doubt in
turn proved a sympathetic listener to the other. She was at this time
nearing the end of her life; she was sixty when Ruskin first met her, in
poor health and not overburdened by worldly goods. In her
Recollections of a Literary Life, published in 1852, she says: “My
most kind friend Mr. Ruskin will understand why I connect his name
with the latest event that has befallen me, the leaving the cottage that
for thirty years had been my shelter”®—her removal from the little
cottage at Three

! See Art of England, § 109 (Vol. XXXIII. p. 339).

% See below, p. 164.

% See Vol. I1I. p. xxxviii.

* To Mrs. Partridge: The Friendships of Mary Russell Mitford, edited by Rev. A. G.
L’Estrange, 1882, vol. ii. p. 107; and Letters of M. R. Mitford, second series, edited by
Henry Chorley, 1872, vol. i. p. 230. See also a letter to Mrs. Browning, of July 30, 1848,
in L’Estrange’s Life of Mary Russell Mitford, vol. iii. p. 211.

® Letters of Mary Russell Mitford, second series, edited by H. F. Chorley, 1872, vol.
i. p. 233. See also ii. 24, 82, 134, 145.

b Ch. xiii. (“Great Prose Writers”) of vol. iii. of the Recollections concludes (p. 292)
with this mention of Ruskin.
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Mile Cross to Swallowfield. Ruskin’s thoughtful kindness in divers
little ways did much, we are told, to cheer her closing days. “He sent
her every book that would interest, and every delicacy that would
strengthen her.”* The letters in this volume show his desire to amuse
and please, and the receipt of them was always something of an event
to her. “I have had six charming letters from dear John Ruskin,” she
wrote to her friend and neighbour, the Rev. Hugh Pearson (November
13, 1854); and again (November 24): “To-day brought me a most
delightful note from dear Mr. Ruskin. You shall see all his letters; they
are charming.”? “There is a richness and transparency in Mr. Ruskin’s
writing,” she says, “that has scarcely ever been equalled. Such power
of beauty and expression is not to be found in any letters which | have
received. He is the best letter-writer of his or any age.”® When he was
on the Continent, Ruskin did not forget to send her books. She writes
to Mrs. Browning (August 28, 1854): “Dear Mr. John Ruskin was,
when | heard from him, at Geneva with his parents, sending me
everything that he could imagine to help or amuse me. His last gift was
a French volume, Scénes et Proverbes par Octave Feuillet.”* And a
few months later a visit from Ruskin, as she told the same friend, gave
her much enjoyment. After her death Ruskin wrote an account of this
visit, with an appreciation of her character, to Mrs. Browning. The
editors are unable to give this letter,® but a few passages from Mrs.
Browning’s reply may be quoted to show its purport. “l agree with
you,” she said, “in much if not in everything you have written of her.
It was a great, warm, outflowing heart, and the head was worthy of the
heart. ... There might have been, as you suggest, a somewhat
different development elsewhere than in Berkshire—not very
different, though—souls don’t grow out of the ground. | agree with
you that she was stronger and wider in her conversation and letters
than in her books. Oh, | have said so a hundred times. . . . But no, her
‘judgment’ was not ‘unerring.” ”°

! The Friendships, etc., vol. ii. p. 108.

2 Letters, second series, vol. ii. pp. 223, 227.

% The Friendships, etc., vol. ii. p. 111.

* Life of Mary Russell Mitford, vol. iii. p. 288.

® It is not among Mr. R. W. Browning’s collection, so generously placed by him at
the disposal of the editors. Perhaps Mrs. Browning sent it to some friend of Miss
Mitford.

® From Mrs. Browning’s letter of November 5, 1855, to Ruskin, in Letters of
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, vol. ii. p. 216. The whole of the letter is worth study, not
only for its characterisation of Miss Mitford, but incidentally for some shrewd criticism
of Ruskin himself. Lovers of Miss Mitford are familiar with her beloved servant “K”
(see, for instance, Lady Ritchie’s charming
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With nearly all the poets of the day Ruskin became acquainted, and
with some of those of a preceding generation he had certain links of
association. He was the friend of “Keats’s Severn,” to whom there are
two letters in this Collection (pp. 68, 353), and whose son, Arthur, was
to become closely connected with him. He had seen Southey, though
only in church, when a boy, and the description of the poet’s features
in the Iteriad (11. p. 297) is observant and agrees with the portraits. On
the same occasion he saw Wordsworth, who a few years later heard
Ruskin recite a Prize Poem at Oxford and took kindly notice of him;!
but it is disappointing that he never afterwards met the poet, as he
might so easily have done, either in London or in the Lakes.
Wordsworth, as we have seen, was among the early readers of Modern
Painters.?

With Coventry Patmore, Ruskin was acquainted through his early
tutor Dr. Andrews,® whose fifth daughter, Emily Augusta
(1824-1862), was Patmore’s first wife—"“by whom and for whom,” he
said in the dedication to The Angel in the House, “I became a poet.”
For that poem, of which the first part appeared in 1854, Ruskin had a
great admiration. “A most finished piece of writing,” he called it in
The Elements of Drawing, “and the sweetest analysis we possess of
quiet modern domestic feeling.” He quotes from it in Sesame and
Lilies, and speaks of Patmore as “the only living poet who always
strengthens and purifies.”® His defence of Patmore’s simplicity of
diction, contained in a letter to The Critic in 1860, is one of Ruskin’s
most interesting pieces of literary criticism.® Of Patmore himself, he
speaks in Fors Clavigera as a “greatly honoured and loved friend.”” Of
Patmore’s later Odes, Ruskin wrote that “no living human being had
ever done anything that helped him so much.”® It is interesting to
know, however, that Ruskin’s first admiration for the poet was not
coloured by any bias for the friend. A copy of the first part of The
Angel was sent to him anonymously. “Rossetti was with him a day

Introduction to the illustrated edition of Our Village, 1903). There is a letter from
Ruskin to his father (Arona, July 14, 1858) in which he encloses “one from the son of
Miss Mitford’s pet servant K, always pronounced Kay, being the only conceivable
pleasant abbreviation of the pious old English scriptural name Kerenhappuch [Job xlii.
14]. The letter was, as usual, one saying that something had failed which ought to have
gone right.” Ruskin goes on to beg his father, for Miss Mitford’s sake, to try and get a
situation for the boy.

Lvol. I1. p. xxvii.

2 Vol. I11. p. xxxvii.

% See Praeterita, Vol. XXXV. pp. 71, 73-74.

4 Vol. XV. p. 227.

®Vol. XVIII. p. 120 and n. & Vol. XXXIV. pp. 488-490.

” Letter 66 (1876), Vol. XXVIII. p. 633.

& Memoir, vol. i. p. 250, where Patmore quotes the words, which, however, do not
occur in the letters printed in that book; but see below, p. 548.
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or two after he received it; Ruskin asked him if he had seen or knew
anything about ‘a glorious book called The Angel in the House.” ™*
With Patmore’s earlier Poems of 1844, Ruskin only became
acquainted at a later date, as a letter in the present Collection shows (p.
147). Ruskin’s letters to the poet reveal alike admiration for the work
and affection for the man. He was godfather to one of the poet’s sons,
and presented another with a nomination to Christ’s Hospital. Some of
the letters refer or are addressed to Patmore’s daughter, Bertha, of
whose artistic talent Ruskin thought highly and whom he assisted with
much advice. He was not fond of dining out, but he seems, if we may
judge from one of the letters (p. 546), to have made an exception in
favour of Patmore’s parties. At one of these, it is interesting to hear,
the guests were Browning, Ruskin, and Tennyson only.? Conversation
between Ruskin and Patmore—Ruskin ever courteous and deferential,
yet paradoxical and not always to be gain sayed, Patmore imperious
and disdainful (as Mr. Sargent has depicted him)—must have been
anything but dull. Patmore’s notes of his visits to Brantwood (in 1875
and 1879), from which | have quoted in an earlier volume,® suggest
that the surface of friendly discussion was not always quite unruffled.
On one occasion, writes Patmore, “I praised a little book of old
Catholic devotion, called The Spiritual Combat, which | saw among
his books. ‘Oh, do you think so much of it? Now, it seems to me to be
drivel: how do you account for that?’ said he. I replied, ‘I suppose that
you have not had the particular experience which explains it.” This
manifestly annoyed him.”* Which in its turn, as | think we may see, did
not displease the recorder. A letter has been published from Mr.
Aubrey de Vere in which he suggested to Patmore that, considering
how much influence he had with Ruskin, he should write to his friend
“seriously respecting the claims of the Church on men who see as
much as he does, when not in perverse moods, of its character and its
work.”® | do not know that Patmore undertook the task: it may be
surmised from some letters in the present Collection that Ruskin held
himself to belong to a Church yet more Catholic.®
With Elizabeth Barrett also, Ruskin was an admirer of the poet

! From a letter of Patmore’s to William Allingham (November 6, 1854) in Memoir
and Correspondence of Coventry Patmore, by Basil Champneys, vol. ii. p. 179.

2 Memoir and Correspondence, vol. i. p. 130 n.

3 Vol. XXIII. p. xxvi.

* Memoir and Correspondence, vol. i. p. 284, where it is stated that Ruskin once said
of somebody that to hear him talking of Patmore’s poetry was “like seeing a little devil
jumping upon a bed of lilies.”

° Ibid., vol. ii. p. 342. Mr. Aubrey de Vere was himself a friend of Ruskin.

& Vol. XXXVII. p. 191.
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before he became acquainted with the writer. In the first volume of
Stones of Venice, he had written of “the burning mystery of Coleridge”
and “spirituality of Elizabeth Barrett,”* and this must have been “the
word dropped in one of his books” of which Mrs. Browning afterwards
said to him that she “picked it up and wore for a crown.”? She was an
intimate friend of Miss Mitford, and in a letter to her of 1848 Mrs.
Browning mentions that she and her husband were reading “your
Oxford student’s work upon art.”® In 1852 Mr. and Mrs. Browning
spent some months in London; and Ruskin, doubtless at Miss
Mitford’s suggestion, went to call upon them, and they presently, as
has already been related, went to see him, his parents, and the Turner
drawings at Denmark Hill.* They counted Ruskin henceforward
among their “valuable acquaintances,” and he became an occasional
correspondent. His reference to the “noble poem,” Casa Guidi
Windows, in the second volume of Stones of Venice® (1853) must have
given Mrs. Browning much pleasure, for contemporary criticism was
less favourable to the piece than it deserved. The earliest of Ruskin’s
letters to her, contained in this volume, was written in March 1855 (p.
191), and in it he spoke of his admiration for her poems, adding some
pretty compliments besides. A further letter of April (p. 195), in which
he mingles some criticism with compliments, is the more interesting
because Mrs. Browning’s letter in vindication of herself is also
accessible.® Presently, in the summer of 1855, Mr. and Mrs. Browning
were again in London, and they resumed their personal intercourse
with Ruskin. Of his meetings with Robert Browning in this year (and
through him with Leighton), and of their discussions upon poetry,
account has already been given.’

Ruskin at this time seems to have read Browning with some
difficulty, and this was a sore point with the poet’s wife. He tried
again, and seems to have written appreciatively. “You please me,”
wrote Mrs. Browning to him (November 5, 1855),—*“oh, so much—by
the words about my husband. When you wrote to praise my poems, of
course | had to bear it—I couldn’t turn round and say, ‘Well; and why
don’t you praise him, who is worth twenty of me? Praise my second
Me, as well as my Me proper, if you please.” One’s forced to be rather
decent and modest for one’s husband as well as for one’s

Lvol. IX. p. 228

2 n a letter of March 17, 1855: The Letters of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 1897, vol.
ii. p. 191.

% Ibid., vol. i. p. 384

* See Vol. V. p. xlvii.

®Vol. X. p. 243 n.

® In the Letters of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, vol. ii. pp. 198-202.

"In Vol. V. pp. xlv., xlvi.
XXXV, c
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self, even if it’s harder. | couldn’t pull at your coat to read Pippa
Passes, for instance. | can’t now. But you have put him on the shelf, so
we have both taken courage to send you his new volumes, Men and
Women, not that you may say ‘pleasant things’ of them, or think
yourself bound to say anything indeed, but that you may accept them
as a sign of the esteem and admiration of both of us. | consider them on
the whole an advance upon his former poems, and am ready to die at
the stake for my faith in these last.”* Ruskin read the new poems, and
sent a letter of appreciation which greatly pleased the poet,? though
containing also much criticism, to which he thus replied:—

“PARIs, Dec. 10th, ’55.

“MY DEAR RuUskIN,—for so you let me begin, with the honest
friendliness that befits,—

“You never were more in the wrong than when you professed to
say ‘your unpleasant things’ to me. This is pleasant and proper at all
points, over-liberal of praise here and there, kindly and sympathetic
everywhere, and with enough of yourself in even—what | fancy—the
misjudging, to make the whole letter precious indeed. | wanted to
thank you thus much at once,—that is, when the letter reached me; but
the strife of lodging-hunting was too sore, and only now that I can sit
down for a minute without self-reproach do I allow my thoughts to let
go south-aspects, warm bedrooms, and the like, and begin as you see.
For the deepnesses you think you discern,—may they be more than
mere blacknesses! For the hopes you entertain of what may come of
subsequent readings,—all success to them! For your bewilderment
more especially noted—how shall | help that? We don’t read poetry
the same way, by the same law; it is too clear. | cannot begin writing
poetry till my imaginary reader has conceded licences to me which you
demur at altogether. | know that | don’t make out my conception by my
language, all poetry being a putting the infinite within the finite. You
would have me paint it all plain out, which can’t be; but by various
artifices | try to make shift with touches and bits of outlines which
succeed if they bear the conception from me to you. You ought, |
think, to keep pace with the thought tripping from ledge to ledge of my
‘glaciers,” as you call them; not stand poking your alpenstock into the
holes, and demonstrating that no foot could have stood
there;—suppose it sprang over there? In prose you may criticise
so—because that is the absolute representation of portions of truth,
what chronicling is to history—but in asking for more ultimates you

! Letters of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, vol. ii. p. 218.
2 See Vol. V. p. xlvi.
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must accept less mediates, nor expect that a Druid stone-circle will be
traced for you with as few breaks to the eye as the North Crescent and
South Crescent that go together so cleverly in many a suburb. Why,
you look at my little song as if it were Hobbs’ or Nobbs’ lease of his
house, or testament of his devisings, wherein, | grant you, not a ‘then
and there,” ‘to him and his heirs,” ‘to have and to hold,” and so on,
would be superfluous; and so you begin:—’Stand still, —why?’* For
the reason indicated in the verse, to be sure,—to let me draw him—and
because he is at present going his way, and fancying nobody notices
him,—and moreover, ‘going on’ (as we say) against the injustice of
that,—and lastly, inasmuch as one night he’ll fail us, as a star is apt to
drop out of heaven, in authentic astronomic records, and | want to
make the most of my time. So much may be in ‘stand still.” And how
much more was (for instance) in that ‘stay!” of Samuel’s (I. xv. 16). So
could I twit you through the whole series of your objurgations, but the
declaring my own notion of the law on the subject will do. And
why,—I prithee, friend and fellow-student,—why, having told the
Poet what you read,—may | not turn to the bystanders, and tell them a
bit of my mind about their own stupid thanklessness and mistaking? Is
the jump too much there? The whole is all but a simultaneous feeling
with me.

“The other hard measure you deal me | won’t bear—about my
requiring you to pronounce words short and long, exactly as I like.
Nay, but exactly as the language likes, in this case. Foldskirts not a
trochee? A spondee possible in English? Two of the ‘longest
monosyllables’ continuing to be each of the whole length when in
junction? Sentence: let the delinquent be forced to supply the
stone-cutter with a thousand companions to ‘Affliction sore—Ilong
time he bore,” after the fashion of ‘He lost his life—by a
penknife’—’He turned to clay—last Good Friday,” ‘Departed
hence—nor owed six-pence,” and so on—so would pronounce a jury
accustomed from the nipple to say lord and landlord, bridge and
Cambridge, Gog and Magog, man and woman, house and workhouse,
coal and charcoal, cloth and broad-cloth, skirts and fold-skirts, more
and once more,—in short! Once more | prayed!—is the confession of a
self-searching professor! ‘I stand here for law!’

“The last charge | cannot answer, for you may be right in
preferring it, however unwitting | am of the fact. | may put Robert
Browning into Pippa and other men and maids. If so, peccavi: but I
don’t see myself in them, at all events.

“Do you think poetry was ever generally understood—or can be? Is
the business of it to tell people what they know already, as they know
it, and so precisely that they shall be able to cry out—’"Here you should

! Referring to the poem, “Stand still, true poet that you are,” with the line, “And
Hobbs, Nobbs, Stokes, and Nokes combine.”
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supply this—that, you evidently pass over, and I’ll help you from my
own stock’? Itis all teaching, on the contrary, and the people hate to be
taught. They say otherwise,—make foolish fables about Orpheus
enchanting stocks and stones, poets standing up and being
worshipped,—all nonsense and impossible dreaming. A poet’s affair
is with God,—to whom he is accountable, and of whom is his reward;
look elsewhere, and you find misery enough. Do you believe people
understand Hamlet? The last time | saw it acted, the heartiest applause
of the night went to a little by-play of the actor’s own—who, to
simulate madness in a hurry, plucked forth his handkerchief and
flourished it hither and thither: certainly a third of the play, with no
end of noble things, had been (as from time immemorial) suppressed,
with the auditory’s amplest acquiescence and benediction. Are these
wasted, therefore? No—they act upon a very few, who react upon the
rest: as Goldsmith says, ‘some lords, my acquaintance, that settle the
nation, are pleased to be kind.’

“Don’t let me lose my lord by any seeming self-sufficiency or
petulance: | look on my own shortcomings too sorrowfully, try to
remedy them too earnestly: but | shall never change my point of sight,
or feel other than disconcerted and apprehensive when the public,
critics and all, begin to understand and approve me. But what right
have you to disconcert me in the other way? Why won’t you ask the
next perfumer for a packet of orris-root? Don’t everybody know ‘tis a
corruption of iris-root—the Florentine lily, the giaggolo, of
world-wide fame as a good savour? And because ‘iris’ means so many
objects already, and | use the old word, you blame me! But I write in
the blind-dark, and bitter cold, and past post-time as | fear. Take my
truest thanks, and understand at least this rough writing, and, at all
events, the real affection with which | venture to regard you. And ‘I’
means my wife as well as

“Yours ever faithfully,

“ROBERT BROWNING.™!

Ruskin answered promptly, for on Christmas Eve Mrs. Browning thus
replied:—

“3, Rue du Colysée,
“Thursday Evening, 24th [December, 1855].

“MY DEAR MR. RUSKIN,—Your note having just arrived, Robert
deputes me to write for him while he dresses to go out on an
engagement. It is the evening. All the hours are wasted, since the
morning, through our not being found at the Rue de Grenelle, but
here—and our instinct of self-preservation or self-satisfaction insists
on our not losing a moment more by our own fault.

! From W. G. Collingwood’s Life and Work of John Ruskin, 1900, pp. 163-167. Part
of the letter has already been quoted in Vol. V. p. xlvi.
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“Thank you, thank you for sending us your book, and also for
writing my husband’s name in it. It will be the same thing as if you had
written mine—except for the pleasure, as you say, which is greater so.
How good and kind you are!

“And not well. That is worst. Surely you would be better if you had
the summer in winter we have here. But | was to write only a
word—Let it say how affectionately we regard you.

“ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.”

Ruskin’s mature opinion of some of Browning’s work was given in the
fourth volume of Modern Painters,' published in 1856. Towards the
end of that year, Mrs. Browning published Aurora Leigh, and Ruskin
wrote two enthusiastic letters to her husband? in praise of the poem
(pp. 247, 252)—praise which he repeated in The Elements of Drawing
in terms no less enthusiastic.®

In The Political Economy of Art (1857),* Ruskin again had
occasion to mention Casa Guidi Windows; and the next of his letters
(pp. 275-276) refers to this. It is addressed to Mr. and Mrs.
Browning—*“for | never think of you two separately,” he said in a
further letter (p. 279), and they were in the habit of writing joint letters
to him. Ruskin’s next letter was somewhat gloomy; perhaps he was sad
in order that he might be comforted, in which case Mrs. Browning’s
reply (January 1, 1859) gave him, in very beautiful and affectionate
terms, what he needed.® She tells him, among other things, that his
sadness is only “the languor after victory”; she speaks with delight of
all he is “permitted to do for England in matters of art,” and seeks to
draw him out of himself by asking his advice about the education of
her son. The year 1859 saw the Franco-Sardinian war for the liberation
of Italy. Mrs. Browning’s next letter to Ruskin (June 3)° shows her
passionate enthusiasm for the Italian cause and her indignation with
the anti-French sentiment in England. Here she and Ruskin were
heartily in sympathy;’ and “we thank you and love you,” she writes,
“dear, dear Mr. Ruskin, more than ever for your good word about our
Italy.” The reference is perhaps to his private letter of January 15 (p.
303). Later in the year he took up his parable in the public press, and
his Letters on the Italian Question,® about which he wrote to Mrs.

1 Vol. VI. pp. 446-449.

2 Mrs. Browning refers to them in a letter to Mrs. Jameson (Letters of Elizabeth
Barrett Browning, vol. ii. p. 253).

% See Vol. XV. p. 227.

“Vol. XVI. p. 68 n.

® Letters of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, vol. ii. pp. 299-301.

® Ibid., pp. 315-317.

" See Vol. XVIII. p. xxiii.

8 Ibid., pp. 537-545.
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Browning (p. 330), must, with some qualifications, have pleased her
greatly. He was not indeed so optimistic about modern Italy as she, nor
yet at all times so anti-Austrian; but this correspondence is of interest
as giving to him also some link in that “golden ring” which the English
poetess made, as the Italian poet said, between Italy and England. In
July came the Peace of Villafranca—a bitter disappointment, put what
gloss upon it she might; Ruskin speaks of it as her death-warrant (pp.
347, 413). The year 1860, which opened with the cession of Savoy and
Nice to the Emperor Napoleon, witnessed presently Garibaldi’s
liberation of Southern Italy. Ruskin wrote to Mrs. Browning about the
state of affairs in November—not too sympathetically, one may think
(pp- 349-350). The last of his letters, written six months later, is a very
interesting one. She greatly enjoyed hearing from him, and “I’m going
to write often now,” he said. That was on May 13, 1861. On June 29
she passed away. Her death was a great loss to Ruskin (p. 374), and it
was some time before he could bring himself to write to her husband
(p. 392). The publication of the poet’s Dramatis Persona in 1864 drew
a letter from Ruskin. He had known the original of “Mr. Sludge, the
Medium,” and seems to have thought that he had been unfairly treated
in the poem. The tenour of Ruskin’s letter may be gathered from
Browning’s interesting reply:—

“19 WARWICK CRESCENT, Jan. 30th, ’65.—MY DEAR RUSKIN,—I
got a letter from the lady the other day—there was no need to trouble
you on the subject, or doubt my ready assent to her request. I will go to
you, indeed, though you doubt it,—will do so at an early day, and
apprise you properly, for few things will delight me so much. | have
always remembered the sadness in which you were and will long be,
and your Mother’s too. Give her my love, as if it did not go to her at
letter’s end—her kindness and other kindness from your house, beside
your own, came to me once on a time when | could string such pearls
on a necklace and see them work, and to double advantage so. | have
the shawl your mother netted with her own hands, and mean it, if God
please, for my son’s wife one day.

“You are wrong, however, to be angry with my poem; nor do you
state the facts of it my way. | don’t expose jugglery, but anatomize the
mood of the juggler,—all morbidness of the soul is worth the soul’s
study; and the particular sword which ‘loveth and maketh a lie’ is of
wide ramification. What I present, thus anatomized, would have its use
even were there a veritable ‘mediumship’ of which this of mine were
but the simulacrum. But | meant, beside this, to please myself (and |
hope, God) by telling the truth about a miscreant, whom, by one of the
directest interventions
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of God’s finger | seem ever to have recognised, this poem has already
been the means of properly punishing: | know what | say.

“l don’t catch the parallel in the other case of the
‘dejection’—what does that simulate? or in what need exposure?
Then, to me there is no ‘nastiness’ in it at all,—the external
circumstance, which seems to arrest your eye, being, when viewed
from a higher point, just the consummate contrivance of utmost
‘niceness’—if men were born ‘scatophagi,” and the repellent
properties were found all the same, then—’"nastiness,” if you like: as it
is, that quality saves them from abomination, and is precious.

“Let me purify your mind by returning to you and what you assure
me of, and what | believe—believe me in turn yours ever
affectionately and gratefully, ROBERT BROWNING.”

Browning and Ruskin continued occasionally to correspond® and to
see each other; and on Ruskin’s last visit to London, he notes with
special pleasure a meeting with his old friend.?

It was through Coventry Patmore that Ruskin became personally
acquainted with the other chief poet of his time. Tennyson, as we have
heard,® was an early reader of Modern Painters, and in later years he
spoke of Ruskin as one of the six great masters of English prose.*
Ruskin, on his side, though he preferred Tennyson’s earlier to his later
work, was a strong admirer, as numerous passages in his books and
correspondence sufficiently attest.> Of the letters to Tennyson
himself, the first, written in 1855,° is a general expression of Ruskin’s
debt, and contains an invitation to Denmark Hill, to see the Turners,
which Tennyson seems to have accepted.’ Presently the poet published
Maud, which was received at the time with much hostility and
misunderstanding. This was the occasion of Ruskin’s second letter (p.
230). The third letter, two years later (p. 264), was sent in connexion
with the edition of Tennyson’s Poems illustrated by Rossetti and other
Pre-Raphaelite artists. In 1858 Ruskin and Tennyson met sometimes at
Little Holland House, and it was of these occasions that Tennyson has
recorded some remarks by Ruskin.? The publication of the Idyls called
forth another, and a very interesting, letter from Ruskin (p. 320). The
two men met occasionally in later years, and may have been at the
Metaphysical Society’s meetings together. On one occasion in the

! See below, p. 481.

2 See Vol. XXXV. p. xxix.

2 Vol. I11. p. xxxvii.

4 Ibid., p. xxxviii. n.

® See below, pp. 157, 224, 326, 327, 349, 570; and the General Index.

® This has been printed in Vol. V. p. xlvii.

" For in noticing their meeting in 1858, the poet’s son mentions it as “again”: see the
Memoir, vol. i. p. 428.

8 See below, p. liii.; and Vol. XIV. p. 119 n.
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’seventies Ruskin lunched with the poet, whose son has recorded an
interesting note of their talk:—

“Ruskin lunched with us, adorned by his accustomed blue tie, kind
and courteous as ever. He said that his inclination was to devote
himself still to Art, but that he felt it a duty to give the remainder of his
life to the education of the poorer classes. In his opinion ‘Everything
bad is to be found in London and other large cities; and only in life and
work in country fields is there health for body and for mind.” My
father and he deprecated in the strongest possible language the
proposed Channel Tunnel.

“Before Ruskin took his leave, my father said to him: ‘Do you
know that most romantic of lyrics?

“He turned his charger as he spake,
Upon the river shore;
He gave his bridle-reins a shake,
Said Adieu for evermore,
My Lovel
And adieu for evermore.’

‘Do I not?” said Ruskin. ‘I am so glad you like it, Tennyson; I place it
among the best things ever done by any one.” "*

Tennyson was interested in some of Ruskin’s later literary criticisms.
Like other persons, he did not accept all the obiter dicta, but he found
them suggestive. He was asked by a friend what he thought of
Ruskin’s eulogy of Byron in Fiction, Fair and Foul. He agreed with it
in ranking Byron’s poetry very high. He did not agree about the
particular lines from The Island.? After seeing Ruskin’s paper,
Tennyson “read The Island through the other night,” he said, “but did
not find much in it.” “The open vowels are good,” he added, of the
passage cited by Ruskin, but “I don’t know what is meant by “Alpine
azure,” and certainly that about the rivulet falling from the cliff being
like a goat’s eye is very bad.” “What did you think of the article
altogether?” “I think Ruskin’s remarks on the passage in Shakespeare
very good®*—on the fitness of the placing of the words.”

With Tennyson’s friend, Francis Turner Palgrave, an early admirer

! Memoir, vol. ii. p. 222. The lines are quoted from the Song of the Rover in the third
canto of Rokeby. They were adapted by Scott from the last verse of a poem by Captain
Ogilvie; a poem of which a version is included also in the works of Burns (“It was a’ for
our rightfu” King”).

2 See Vol. XXXIV. p. 333. ® Vol. XXXIV. pp. 334-337.

* William Allingham: a Diary, edited by H. Allingham and D. Radford, 1907, p. 300.
On another occasion (ibid., p. 326) Tennyson discussed some remarks on Coleridge in
Ruskin’s Elements of Prosody (Vol. XXXI. p. 350). He rather agreed with Ruskin that
the lines in question were bad.
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of Modern Painters, Ruskin was also acquainted, and a few letters to
him are included in this Collection.

Another poet whose work Ruskin greatly admired, and whose
friendly acquaintance he valued, was James Russell Lowell. His name
often occurs in the Correspondence, and one letter to him is included
(p. 326). “My dear friend and teacher,” Ruskin called him in the last
volume of Modern Painters;? and Lowell, on his side, in a published
address on the choice of books, hoped “to see the works of Ruskin
within the reach of every artisan among us,” adding in another lecture
that Ruskin held “a divining rod of exquisite sensitiveness for the rarer
and more recondite sources of purifying enjoyment as well as for those
more obvious and nearer to the surface.”® There is a letter from Lowell
to Professor Norton,* which refers to some criticisms by Ruskin on
The Cathedral:—

“ELmMwoobD, Oct. 15, 1870.

“Of course it could not but be very pleasant to me that Ruskin
found something to like in The Cathedral. There is nobody whom |
would rather please, for he is Catholic enough to like both Dante and
Scott. I am glad to find also that the poem sticks. Those who liked it at
first like it still, some of them better than ever, some extravagantly. At
any rate it wrote itself; all of a sudden it was there, and that is
something in its favour. Now Ruskin wants me to go over it with the
file. That is just what I did. | wrote in pencil, then copied it out in ink,
and worked over it as | never worked over anything before. . . . Now
for Ruskin’s criticisms. As to words, I am something of a purist,
though | like best the word that best says the thing (you know | have
studied lingo a little). I am fifty-one years old, however, and have in
some sense won my spurs. | claim the right now and then to knight a
plebeian word for good service in the field. But it will almost always
turn out that it has after all good blood in its veins, and can prove its
claim to be put in the saddle. Rote is a familiar word all along our
seaboard to express that dull and continuous burden of the sea heard
inland before or after a great storm. The root of the word may be in
rumpere, but is more likely in rotare, from the identity of this
sea-music with that of the rote—a kind of hurdy-gurdy with which the
jongleurs accompanied their song. It is one of those Elizabethan words
which we New-Englanders have preserved. It occurs in the ‘Mirror for
Magistrates’—the sea’s rote, which Nares, not understanding, would
change to rore! It

! See Francis Turner Palgrave: His Journals and Memories of his Life, by
Gwenllian F. Palgrave, 1899, p. 36.

2Vol. VILI. p. 451.

% Quoted in Mr. Norton’s Preface (p. vi.) to the American “Brantwood” edition of
Ariadne Florentina.

*In vol. ii. pp. 73-76 of Letters of James Russell Lowell, edited by C. E. Norton,
1894.
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is not to be found in any provincial glossary, but | caught it alive at
Beverley and the Isles of Shoals. Like ‘mobled queen,’ ’tis good.

“Whiff Ruskin calls ‘an American elevation of English loose
word.” Not a bit of it. | always thought ‘the whiff and wind of his fell
sword’ in Hamlet rather fine than otherwise. Ben also has the word.

“Down-shod means shod with down. | doubted about this word
myself—but | wanted it. As to misgave, the older poets used it as an
active verb, and | have done with it as all poets do with language—my
meaning is clear, and that is the main point. His objection to
‘spume-sliding down the baffled decuman” | do not understand. |
think if he will read over his ‘ridiculous Germanism’ (p. 13 seq.) with
the context, he will see that he has misunderstood me. (By the way, ‘in
our life alone doth Nature live’ is Coleridge’s, not Wordsworth’s.) |
never hesitate to say anything | have honestly felt because some one
may have said it before, for it will always get a new colour from the
new mind, but here I was not saying the same thing by a great deal.
Nihil in intellectu quod non prius in sensu would be nearer—though
not what | meant. Nature (inanimate), which is the image of the mind,
sympathises with all our moods. | would have numbered the lines as
Ruskin suggests, only it looks as if one valued them too much. That
sort of thing should be posthumous. You may do it for me, my dear
Charles, if my poems survive me. Two dropt stitches | must take up
which | notice on looking over what | have written. Ruskin surely
remembers Carlyle’s ‘whiff of grapeshot.” That is one. The other is
that rote may quite as well be from the Icelandic at hriota=to snore;
but my studies more and more persuade me that where there is in
English a Teutonic and a Romance root meaning the same thing, the
two are apt to melt into each other, so as to make it hard to say from
which our word comes.”

Ruskin, as will be seen, was always critical, but nothing is more
pleasing in his literary letters than their magnificent generosity in
praise. We shall find an instance presently in the case of the early work
of Mr. Swinburne, with whom Ruskin was acquainted, and whose
genius he greatly admired (p. xlix.). Among younger men, he was
drawn by spiritualistic affinities to Frederic Myers. A poet of a
different order to whom Ruskin was warmly attached, and whose work
he sometimes praised with lavish indulgence, was Miss Jean Ingelow.
Several letters to her are included in our Collection, and some of hers
to him have been quoted in connexion with Preterita.’

Among the English novelists of the day, Dickens was Ruskin’s
favourite. There are letters in this Collection in which, after the
novelist’s death, Ruskin writes with disappointment of the
characteristics

1Vol. XXXV. p. lvi. See also Vol. XXXIV. p. 720.
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which impaired the good influence of Dickens;" but a reference to the
passages collected in the General Index will show how diligent and
delighted a reader Dickens had in Ruskin, and how highly he rated the
novelist’s power. Ruskin used to present some of his books to him, and
doubtless corresponded with him, but at Dickens’ death all letters
were destroyed. Ruskin was also on friendly terms with Thackeray, as
we have already seen,? and a letter to him is here included (p. 351).
There are also two letters to Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe, whom
Ruskin had met more than once in Switzerland.

It was through Coventry Patmore, as already related,® that Ruskin
came into touch with the Pre-Raphaelites in 1851, but it was not till
1854 that he saw Rossetti. The beginning of the acquaintance, and the
generous assistance which Ruskin gave both to Rossetti and to his
future wife, Miss Siddal, have already been described (Vol. V. pp. xli.,
xlii.). He agreed to take all Rossetti’s work for which he cared, up to a
fixed sum a year; and for Miss Siddal’s benefit, he made a similar
arrangement. “Mr. Ruskin,” wrote Rossetti, “has now settled on her
£150 a year; and is to have all she does up to that sum.”* She was in
delicate health, and Ruskin asked Dr. Acland to prescribe for her; the
prescription was a winter abroad, and Ruskin gave her the means of
going. He greatly admired her power of design, and he was energetic
in spreading the praises of both artists in helpful quarters. The
acquaintance soon passed into a friendship—of sincere affection, it
would seem, on both sides. Ruskin was ten years Rossetti’s senior; the
one was thirty-five, the other twenty-five, when they met. But though
Ruskin was the patron and the elder of the two, they associated for
several years on the terms of easy equality essential to real friendship.
Letters both to Rossetti and to Miss Siddal show how careful Ruskin
had been to make light of the financial assistance. He gave, he said,
only to please himself; Rossetti need feel no more sense of obligation
than in accepting “a cup of tea,”® and Miss Siddal was to “be so good
as to consider herself as a beautiful tree or a bit of a Gothic cathedral,”
which he was trying to preserve for merely selfish reasons (p. 204).
And on Rossetti the obligation did not weigh. “I had no idea,” he once
wrote to Ford Madox Brown, “that you were so monumental a
character as

! See Vol. XXXVII. pp. 7, 10.

2 See Vol. XVII. pp. xxix. n., 143.

®vol. XIL p. xlvi.

* From a letter of May 3, 1855, in D. G. Rossetti: His Family Letters, with a Memoir,
vol. ii. p. 137.

®Vol. V. p. xliv.
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to have a banker—a dangerous discovery!”* The Ruskin bank was also
used, and sooner or later—generally later—Rossetti gave good value
in drawings for consideration received. Ruskin did not hold Rossetti
too closely to the bargain, though he did indeed object on one occasion
when he had offered funds for a sketching-tour in Wales and Rossetti
assumed that the offer would equally hold for a trip to Paris (p. 226).
The arrangement was the best that could have been devised by a patron
for an artist-client. It relieved Rossetti of pecuniary anxieties, but did
not enslave his art. He accepted the terms the more gladly, because
gratitude was accompanied both by respect for Ruskin’s genius and by
a real liking for the man. “He is the best friend I ever had,” he wrote in
one of his Family Letters? (1855); and similarly to William Allingham
in the same year: “l have no more valued friend than he, and shall have
much to say of him.”? “For Ruskin as a man and as a man of letters
Rossetti had,” says Mr. Hall Caine, “a profound admiration. He
thought the prose of much of Modern Painters among the finest in the
language, and he used to say that Ruskin’s best talking in private life
was often as vivid and impassioned.”* For one thing, Ruskin talked
Rossetti into their famous co-operation at the Working Men’s College.
“Ruskin,” wrote Rossetti to Allingham (November 1854), “has most
liberally undertaken a drawing-class, which he attends every Thursday
evening, and he and | had a long confab about plans for teaching. He is
most enthusiastic about it, and has so infected me that | think of
offering an evening weekly for the same purpose.”® A few weeks later
(January 1855) Rossetti wrote to the same correspondent that his class
had begun: “I intend them to draw only from nature, and some of them,
two or three, show unmistakable aptitude—almost all more than one
could ever have looked for. Ruskin’s class has progressed
astonishingly, and | must try to keep pace with him.”® “It is to be
remembered of Rossetti with loving honour,” wrote Ruskin in after
years, “that he was the only one of our modern painters who taught
disciples for love of them.”’ At the College, then, as often at Denmark
Hill or in Rossetti’s studio, he and Ruskin met—painting together,
taking counsel on art and poetry, discussing books and men and
policies. The letters of each of the men draw an equally

! Ruskin, Rossetti, and Pre-Raphaelitism, p. 102.

2 vol. ii. p. 137.

% Letters of D. G. Rossetti to W. Allingham, 1897, p. 139.

* “Some Personal Memories,” in the Daily News, Feb. 3, 1900. See also Mr. Hall
Caine’s My Story, p. 120.

® Letters to W. Allingham, p. 83.

® Ibid., p. 98.

" Preeterita, iii. § 13 (Vol. XXXV. p. 486).
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pleasant picture of their friendship. Ruskin assumed the position of
critic and mentor—suggesting subjects (p. 200), pointing out defects
(p. 227), deploring the painter’s incessant retouchings (p. 199).
Rossetti, on his side, accepted all this for a while in good part,
especially as he took his own way, nevertheless; and Ruskin, here as
always in private intercourse, was as ready to learn as to teach. He
begs Rossetti’s assistance in selection of colours (p. 202); he asks to
be allowed to come and see him paint (p. 230). Mr. A. P. EImslie, who
was a student at the Working Men’s College in 1856, has given an
anecdote which illustrates the friendly relations of the two art-teachers
there. Rossetti walked round Ruskin’s class-room one evening, when
the latter was absent. “How’s this?” he said; “nothing but blue
studies—can’t any of you see any colour but blue?” “It was by Mr.
Ruskin’s directions,” one of the students answered. “Well, where do
you get all this Prussian blue from?” asked Rossetti; and then, opening
a cupboard, “Well, I declare, here’s a packet with several dozen cakes
of this fearful colour. Oh, I can’t allow it; Mr. Ruskin will spoil
everybody’s eye for colour—I shall confiscate the whole lot: | must do
it, in the interests of his and my pupils. You must tell him that I’ve
taken them all away.” When a few evenings later Ruskin was told what
had happened, he “burst into one of those boisterous laughs in which
he indulged whenever anything very much amused him.”* Ruskin’s
criticisms of Rossetti’s methods were conveyed in much the same vein
of mock-heroics. His letters of reproof and remonstrance are
entertaining, and should be read with an understanding of the mutual
banter in which the friends were indulging,® and of the playful
affection with which Ruskin seasoned his familiar talk. Ruskin said
that he must decline to take drawings “after they have been more than
nine times entirely rubbed out.” “You are a conceited monkey,” he
wrote, “thinking your pictures right when I tell you positively they are
wrong. What do you know about the matter, | should like to know?” (p.
272).

Ruskin appears not to have preserved Rossetti’s letters to himself,
but letters to other correspondents suggest the kind of way in which
Rossetti paid Ruskin back. Ruskin was for diligence and
concentration; and to that end proposed to throw Rossetti into prison:
“we will have the cell made nice, airy, cheery, and tidy, and you’ll get

! Memorials of Edward Burne-Jones, vol. i. p. 192. See also Mr. Elmslie’s paper, p.
44, in The Working Men’s College, 1854-1904, edited by the Rev. J. LIewelyn Davies.

2 Mr. A. C. Benson, in his monograph on Rossetti (“English Men of Letters” Series),
p. 32, seems to me to miss this point.
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on with your work gloriously” (p. 378). That was all very well, but
Ruskin himself had allowed ten years to interpose between successive
volumes of Modern Painters, “who, I tell him,” wrote Rossetti, “will
be old masters before the work is ended.”* Their views on many
subjects differed, and Rossetti, we may be sure, never feigned
acquiescence. Sometimes he was frankly bored; as with the first
chapter of Unto this Last, when it appeared in the Cornhill: “who
could read it,” he wrote to Allingham, “or anything about such bosh?”?
“Ruskin | saw the other day,” he says again, “and pitched into, he
talked such awful rubbish; but he is a dear old chap, too, and as soon as
he was gone | wrote my sorrows to him.”?

To Rossetti the poet as to Rossetti the painter, the friendship was
stimulating and helpful. Rossetti had shown Ruskin his translations
from the Italian. Ruskin greatly admired them (p. 214), and gave the
money-guarantee which seems to have been required to secure their
publication.* In 1856 Rossetti had published in the Oxford and
Cambridge Magazine his “Burden of Nineveh.” Ruskin had no inkling
of the authorship, and wrote to Rossetti “wild to know the author” of
so “glorious” a poem (p. 243). The sequel is told in a letter to
Allingham. “By-the-bye, it was Ruskin made me alter that line in The
Blessed Damozel. | had never meant to show him any of my
versifyings, but he wrote to me one day asking if | knew the author of
Nineveh and could introduce him—being really ignorant, as |
found—so after that the flesh was weak. Indeed, | do not know that it
will not end in a volume of mine, one of these days.”® It appears that
Rossetti showed Ruskin all his poems, then written, and asked him to
submit one or other of them to Thackeray for the Cornhill (p. 342).
This was not done; but Ruskin’s praise—mixed with criticism,
sometimes accepted by the poet, sometimes rejected as
pedantic®—encouraged Rossetti, as we see, to prepare a volume of
poems for publication.” It was Rossetti who brought Ruskin to an
appreciation of Robert Browning. “On reading Men and Women, and
with it some of the other works which he didn’t know before, Ruskin
declared them rebelliously,” wrote Rossetti, “to be a mass of
conundrums, and compelled me to sit down before him and lay siege
for one whole

! D. G. Rossetti: Family Letters, with a Memoir, vol. ii. p. 139.

2 Letters to W. Allingham, p. 228.

% Ibid., p. 269.

* See Messrs. Smith, Elder & Co.’s letter in Rossetti Papers, p. 437.

® Ibid., p. 194.

© On these points, see the note on p. 341, below.

" The scheme was abandoned upon the death of his wife; but the manuscript, buried
with her, was exhumed for publication seven years later.
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night; the result of which was that he sent me next morning a bulky
letter to be forwarded to B., in which | trust he told him he was the
greatest man since Shakespeare!”* He did not quite do that, if we may
judge from Browning’s reply.? In admiration of Mrs. Browning’s
poetry, and especially of Aurora Leigh, Ruskin and Rossetti were at
one.® Of the poems of Rossetti’s sister, Christina, Ruskin was, when
they were first submitted to him in manuscript, severely critical, as
one of our letters shows (p. 354). Rossetti sent it on to his brother
“with very great regret—most senseless, | think. | have told him
something of the sort in my answer.”® When the poems were
published, however—whether with or without revision, | cannot
tell—Ruskin pronounced them “very, very beautiful.”®

Thus, then, we may picture the two friends together—sometimes
agreeing, sometimes agreeing to differ. Ruskin, who, though not prim,
was not Bohemian, found a good deal to put up with, and chide, in the
irresponsible ways of Rossetti and his fiancée. He loved them as they
were, but wished they could be better, and do as he bade them. “If you
would do what | want,” he wrote, “it would be much easier” (p. 227);
they were “absurd creatures,” both of them (p. 226); and as for
Rossetti’s rooms, the “litter” of them was disreputable (p. 198). Yet,
curiously enough, after the death of Rossetti’s wife, when he set up
house in Cheyne Walk in a partnership which already was to include
Swinburne and George Meredith, Ruskin proposed himself as another
tenant (pp. 412, 419). Perhaps he did not mean the offer very
seriously; at any rate nothing came of the proposal—which was
fortunate, we may be sure, for all parties. Mr. Meredith has given a
characteristic picture of the domestic interior. He drove over to
Chelsea to inspect the apartments, which he had irresponsibly agreed
to occupy. “It was past noon. Rossetti had not yet risen, though it was
an exquisite day. On the breakfast table, on a huge dish, rested five
thick slabs of bacon, upon which five rigid eggs had slowly bled to
death. Presently Rossetti appeared in his dressing-gown with slippers
down at heel, and devoured the repast like an ogre.” This decided Mr.
Meredith. He sent in a quarter’s rent in advance, and remained in his
own lodgings. Ruskin, who was a delicate liver, would have done the
same, except that he might have tried to reform the Bohemian master
of the house. Rossetti, moreover, had a catholic taste in live stock.
Now, Ruskin also was fond of animals; of cats, one may suppose,

! Letters to William Allingham, p. 163.

2 See p. XXXiV.

% See below, p. 247 n.

* D. G. Rossetti: His Family Letters, with a Memoir, vol. ii. p. 165.
® From a letter of 1862 to Mrs. John Simon.
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because they are domestic, of dogs because they are obedient, of sheep
because these are gentle. There is a quaint entry in one of his later
diaries noting his pleasure in giving orders that a sheep was to be
allowed a free run over the Brantwood grounds. But a pet sheep is one
thing. Rossetti’s animal friends at Chelsea included owls, rabbits,
dormice, hedgehogs, a woodchuck, a marmot, a kangaroo, wallabies, a
deer, armadillos, a raccoon, a raven, a parrot, chameleons, lizards,
salamanders, a laughing jackass, a zebu, a succession of wombats, and
at one time, | believe, a bull. Ruskin, who was an occasional visitor,
must have been devoutly thankful that he had not exchanged the
peaceful amenities of Denmark Hill for the ménage and menagerie of
his friend.

At Rossetti’s Ruskin must often have met Swinburne, whom,
however, he knew already through Lady Trevelyan. Among Ruskin’s
papers there is, in the poet’s hand, a copy of a song which afterwards
appeared in Poems and Ballads. It was sent to Ruskin with the
following letter, which I am permitted to print:—

“22A DORSET STREET, PORTMAN SQUARE,
“Aug. 11 [1865].

“MY DEAR RUSKIN,—I send you the song you asked for, finding
that I can remember it after dinner. Nevertheless it has given me far
more labour to recollect and transcribe than it did originally to
compose. But your selection of it as a piece of work more satisfactory
than usual gave me so much pleasure that | was determined to send it
when | could.

“Since writing the verses (which were literally improvised and
taken down on paper one Sunday morning after breakfast) | have been
told more than once, and especially by Gabriel Rossetti, that they were
better than the subject. Three or four days ago | had the good fortune to
be able to look well over the picture which alone put them into my
head, and came to the conclusion which | had drawn at first, that
whatever merit my song may have, it is not so complete in beauty, in
tenderness and significance, in exquisite execution and delicate
strength as Whistler’s picture. Whistler himself was the first critic
who so far overpraised my verse as to rank it above his own painting.
| stood up against him for himself, and will, of course, against all
others.

“l am going to take Jones (unless | hear from Whistler to the
contrary) on Sunday next in the afternoon to W.’s studio. | wish you
could accompany us. Whistler (as any artist worthy of his rank must
be) is of course desirous to meet you, and to let you see his immediate
work. As (I think) he has never met you, you will see that his desire to
have it out with you face to face must spring simply from knowledge
and appreciation of your
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own works. If this meeting cannot be managed, | must look forward to
the chance of entrapping you into my chambers on my return to
London. If I could get Whistler, Jones, and Howell to meet you, I think
we might so far cozen the Supreme Powers as for once to realise a few
not unpleasant hours.
“Yours very sincerely,
“A. C. SWINBURNE.”

The song in the poet’s hand is “Before the Mirror: Verses written
under a Picture. Inscribed to J. A. Whistler.”* In the same envelope
Ruskin preserved a copy (in some other hand) of “Itylus, 1863,”
another of the pieces which haunt the memory of every reader of
Poems and Ballads. The publication of the volume in 1866 caused,
among self-appointed censors of morals, a commotion, now not very
easy to understand. Ruskin, as will be seen from a letter in this volume
(p. 521), approved Mr. W. M. Rossetti’s defence. He himself had been
appealed to by private friends to remonstrate with the young author on
the error of daring ways. He was not usually averse from reading moral
lectures, but he utterly declined the presumption of endeavouring to
set rules and limits to the genius of his friend. Two letters may here be
quoted as the tribute of one of the Victorian masters of prose to a
compeer among the Victorian masters of verse:—

“(14 Sept. ’66.)—He is infinitely above me in all knowledge
and power, and I should no more think of advising or criticising
him than of venturing to do it to Turner if he were alive again.”

“(17 Sept. ’66.)—As for Swinburne not being my superior, he
is simply one of the mightiest scholars of his age in
Europe—knows Greek, Latin, and French as well as he knows
English—can write splendid verse with equal ease in any of the
four languages—knows nearly all the best literature of the four
languages as well as | know—well—Dbetter than | know anything.
And in power of imagination and understanding simply sweeps
me away before him as a torrent does a pebble. I’'m righter than
he is—so are the lambs and the swallows, but they’re not his
match.”

Mr. Swinburne did not long stay with Rossetti in Cheyne Walk,
and Ruskin’s visits were soon to cease. That Ruskin and Rossetti
would in the end fall out was inevitable. For one thing, Rossetti, in the
period of his life which succeeded the death of his wife, quarrelled
with most of his old friends. For another thing, Ruskin was didactic
and Rossetti impatient. Rossetti was not deliberately assertive; but

! The MS. shows a few small variations from the printed text.
XXXVI. d
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his personality fascinated most men who came under his spell; he was
accustomed to speak, and to have his words accepted without question.
It was from Ruskin alone among his friends that he heard unfavourable
criticism. A rift in the lute is discernible in a letter as early as 1860
(pp. 342-343). In the later letters of the series (1865), the rupture is
declared. Rossetti, whose suspiciousness of his friends was soon to
become a form of mania, was aggrieved by reports which reached him,
and which he did not stop to verify, that drawings by himself and his
wife were being sold by Ruskin. On his side, Ruskin was out of
sympathy with the new, and more voluptuous, development of
Rossetti’s art, and loudly intolerant of his technical faults (p. 489).
Rossetti renewed his complaints about Ruskin’s disposal of his
drawings; Ruskin retorted with pungent remarks on Rossetti’s
associates (p. 491). Rossetti, it is clear, while maintaining his own
opinions, still wrote kindly, and even affectionately. But the bond of
sympathy was broken. “We cannot at present be companions any
more,” wrote Ruskin, “though true friends, | hope, as ever” (p. 493).
So Ruskin wrote in 1865, and for a while the friendship was kept in
being. “Ruskin called on Gabriel on Wednesday,” says Mr. W. M.
Rossetti in his diary for December 7, 1866, “and all went off most
cordially, Ruskin expressing great admiration of the ‘Beatrice in a
Death-trance.” ”* This was the “Beata Beatrix” bought, perhaps at
Ruskin’s suggestion, by his friend Mrs. Cowper-Temple, and now in
the National Gallery by her bequest. In 1868 Ruskin sought, we are
told, to enlist Rossetti’s co-operation “in efforts for social
amelioration on a systematic scale”;? the actual suggestion was
probably that Rossetti should join the committee on the Unemployed,
in which, as other letters of the period show, Ruskin was deeply
interested (pp. 558, 559). This, however, was not at all in Rossetti’s
line, and the two friends hereafter met seldom, if at all. They
continued, however, occasionally to correspond, and remained on
perfectly friendly terms. Ruskin showed “kind and unassuming
generosity” to an Italian friend of Rossetti, and “there is a letter from
Ruskin to Rossetti, as late as August 1870, perfectly amicable, and
including a reference to the Poems then published.” The break in their
personal intercourse in no way affected Ruskin’s appreciation of his
friend’s genius. In The Three Colours of Pre-Raphaelitism, written in
1878, he mentioned many of Rossetti’s pictures as *“of quite
imperishable power and value, as also many of the

! Rossetti Papers, p. 199.

2 Memoir of D. G. Rossetti, vol. i. p. 262.
® Rossetti Papers, p. 361.

* Memoir, vol. i. p. 263.
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poems to which he gave up part of his painter’s strength.”* Ruskin’s
references to Rossetti in The Art of England (1883) show how warmly
he cherished the memory of his friend;? and Mr. Hall Caine, who saw
much of Rossetti in his later years, tells me that he never spoke of
Ruskin but with gratitude and loyalty. In Praterita, Ruskin had
intended to speak of Rossetti more fully, but a short characterisation
alone was written. “He was really,” says Ruskin, “not an Englishman,
but a great Italian tormented in the Inferno of England; doing the best
he could; but the ‘could’ shortened by the strength of his animal
passions, without any trained control, or guiding faith.”® What he thus
spoke of the dead, he had said in effect to his friend, in one of the
letters in this Collection. “1 don’t say you do wrong, because you don’t
seem to know what is wrong, but just to do whatever you like as far as
possible—as puppies and tomtits do” (p. 226).

Of the friendship between Ruskin and Rossetti—a friendship
which forms not the least interesting episode in the personal history of
English art and literature during the last century—there is a memorial
at Oxford in the shape of Rossetti’s portrait of Ruskin. Rossetti was to
have painted his portrait for their common friend, Professor Norton.*
This was never done, but the portrait in red chalk, here reproduced
(Plate B), was made in 1861.

A name familiar to all readers of books about Rossetti and his
circle is that of Charles Augustus Howell, to whom several letters in
this Collection are addressed. Howell was a man of many parts and
adventures. He was born of an English father in Portugal, his mother
being a Portuguese lady of title, a direct descendant, it appears, of
Boabdil il Chico, or as members of the Rossetti circle preferred to call
him, “the cheeky.” He had in his youth, as he used to tell, supported his
mother and sisters by diving for treasures in a sunken galleon. He had
lived in Morocco as sheik of an Arab tribe. He was at various times in
his later years picture-dealer, member of the London School Board,
and owner of a stud of race-horses. His adventures lost nothing in his
telling of them, and Ford Madox Brown calls him “the Munchausen of
the Pre-Raphaelite Circle.”® Ruskin’s mother, a shrewd judge of
character, used to give to some of his relations a shorter name.® He was
a man of remarkable

L Vol XXXIV. p. 168.

2 Vol. XXXIIl. p. 270.

% See Vol. XXXV. p. 486.

* See below, pp. 311, 329, 335, 405, 497.

® See the Life of Ford Madox Brown, by F. M. Hueffer, pp. 286-288.

® See Vol. XIX. p. xxxvii. To the region of romance may be ascribed a wonderful
story about Ruskin recorded by Mr. W. M. Rossetti in his diary, from Howell’s relation,
in Rossetti Papers, p. 334.
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assiduity, address, and humour. He fascinated alike Rossetti and
Ruskin. By Ruskin he was employed for some years as private
secretary, factotum, and almoner. It is in this capacity that we meet
him in the characteristic series of Ruskin’s Letters to which allusion
has been made in a previous volume,* and which may here be read (pp.
502 seq.). Ruskin presently found reason to cease relations with his
secretary, whose intimacy with Rossetti did not terminate, however,
till 1876.2

Of the other two members of the original Pre-Raphaelite trio,
Millais was for a time Ruskin’s close friend; this chapter in his life has
already been told (Vol. XII. p. xix.). With Holman Hunt, Ruskin’s
friendship, formed at the same time, was enduring, though the
painter’s long absences in the East, and perhaps some other things,
caused interruptions. We have heard, however, in a previous volume,
how instantly the old friends returned to the old terms, on the occasion
of a chance meeting at Venice in 1869. Letters in the Collection® show
how familiar and affectionate those terms were, and in one written to
Ruskin on his eightieth birthday Mr. Hunt speaks of his “life
continuing friendship,” and of his home as one in which “as much as in
any you are continually remembered and spoken of with reverent
affection.”

It was through Rossetti that Ruskin made one of the dearest
friendships of his life. Edward Burne-Jones, and the set to which he
belonged as an Oxford undergraduate, were enthusiastic readers of
Ruskin’s books. “Above all things,” wrote Burne-Jones to a friend, “I
recommend you to read him; he will do you more good in twenty
chapters than all the mathematics ever written”; and, so again, of the
second volume of Stones of Venice, “his style is more wonderful than
ever; there never was such mind and soul so fused through language
yet.”* Presently he found some occasion for writing to Ruskin. “I’'m
not E. C. B. Jones now, I’ve dropped my personality,” he wrote when
Ruskin had replied; “I’m a correspondent with Ruskin, and my future
title is ‘the man who wrote to Ruskin and got an answer by return.” ”°
Burne-Jones came up to London to sit at the feet of Rossetti, and
Rossetti took him to see Ruskin. “Just come back from being with our
hero for four hours,” he wrote—*so happy we’ve been: he is so

YVol. XVIIL. pp. xlviii.—xlix.

2 See W. M. Rossetti’s D. G. Rossetti, Letters and Memoir, vol. i. pp. 349, 350.
% See, for instance, Vol. XXXVII. pp. 438, 544, 562.

* Memorials of Edward Burne-Jones, by G. B.-J., 1904, vol. i. pp. 79, 85.

® Ibid., p. 127.
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kind to us, calls us his dear boys and makes us feel like such old, old
friends. . . . Oh! he is so good and kind—better than his books, which
are the best books in the world.”* The affection was reciprocated, and
Ruskin from the first admired and encouraged the talent of the young
painter. Wherever he went, he was loud in the praise of his young
friend. “Jones, you are gigantic!” he exclaimed in his enthusiastic
way, after looking at a design at Little Holland House. “The
alliteration,” we are told, “delighted the ear of Tennyson,” and
“Gigantic Jones” became a nickname.? In 1861 Burne-Jones married,
and his wife was added to the circle of Ruskin’s friends. His first
impression of Lady Burne-Jones is given in a letter which Professor
Norton has printed (below, p. 367). Ruskin was godfather to their boy;
and they became his “dear children,” or “Ned” and “George.” Ruskin’s
parents, always a little suspicious and jealous at first of their son’s
friends, speedily relaxed, and Burne-Jones and his wife became
frequent visitors at Denmark Hill. A reference to Burne-Jones’s
water-colour of “Fair Rosamond,” now at Brantwood, illustrates
prettily the relations between Ruskin and his father. The old
gentleman had bought the drawing, without his son’s knowledge; but
“I keep nothing long from John,” he wrote presently, and great was his
joy when he found that the drawing was a favourite with his son. “I’m
pleased more than you are,” wrote Ruskin, when he heard what had
happened, “that my father likes Rosamond.”® In 1862 Burne-Jones was
threatened with serious illness (p. 405). Ruskin decided that change of
air and scene was necessary, and carried the painter and his wife
abroad with him. Some notice of this journey has been given in a
previous volume,* and references to it occur in the letters.® “As for that
same Ruskin,” Burne-Jones wrote of it, “what a dear he is; of his
sweetness, his talk, his look, how debonnaire to every one, of the
nimbus round his head and the wings to match, consult some future
occasions of talk.”® The designs for “Cupid and Psyche,” made by the
artist a few years afterwards, were given to Ruskin in gratitude for his
hospitality on this foreign tour. Ruskin in his turn presented them to
Oxford—*a precious gift,” he said, “in the ratified acceptance of
which my University has honoured with some fixed memorial the aims
of her first Art-teacher.”” Another plan which Ruskin carried

! Memorials of Edward Burne-Jones, vol. i. p. 147.

2 |bid., p. 182. Compare the Memoir of Tennyson, vol. i. p. 428.

% See below, p. 439.

*Vol. XVIL. pp. lii., liii.

® See, e.g., Vol. XXXVII. pp. 578-9.

® Memorials, vol. i. p. 249.

" The Three Colours of Pre-Raphaelitism, § 26 n. (Vol. XXXIV. p. 173). For
Ruskin’s note on the designs, see Vol. XXI. p. 140.
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out, to his own content, and not less, it seems, to that of his friend, was
his introduction of Burne-Jones to the school-circle of The Ethics of
the Dust—an episode which has already been mentioned.* This was a
time when Ruskin was passing through a phase of much despondency
and had banished himself to long periods of solitude among the Savoy
mountains. The letters which Burne-Jones wrote to him are full of a
beautiful and tender solicitude.? “Wouldn’t cheery company do you a
little good?” he wrote in one of them. “How | wish you were here in
London. | feel so certain that you would be better for a little
sympathetic circle of men to see you sometimes. Gabriel [Rossetti]
sends much love to you; | know how glad he would be if you were
amongst us; a little three or four of us this winter might be so quiet and
happy if you would but come.”® Ruskin did not at that time come; but
presently he returned home, and he *“used still,” says Lady
Burne-Jones, “to fetch or send for us to Denmark Hill to dine with him
and his mother.”* At other times he would go to the artist’s studio, and
paint there.

The friendship between the two men, though it was not to be
broken, suffered at one time a certain change. Burne-Jones never lost
his personal affection for the man, but his attitude towards the critic
was greatly modified. It had been at first the attitude depicted in one of
his letters—a prostrate admirer before an aureoled Presence. Naturally
this could not endure; and in 1871 we hear of Burne-Jones writing to
Professor Norton: “Ruskin, | see never—and when | see him, he angers
me.” And, again: “When we meet, he quarrels with my pictures and |
with his writing, and there is no peace between us—and you know all
is up when friends don’t admire each other’s work.”> But happily all
was not up. Ruskin’s heresies about Michael Angelo, which were one
cause of disagreement, were forgiven; and the friends were soon back
on their old affectionate terms. In 1875 Burne-Jones spent some happy
hours with Ruskin at Oxford. In the Memorials of the painter we are
given glimpses, too, of Ruskin carrying off his friend to see Carlyle,
and bringing Cardinal Manning to his studio. The popular agitation
upon the Eastern Question, the protest against restorations in Venice,
were occasions of public co-operation. A little later, Burne-Jones gave
a signal proof of his friendship in appearing as a witness on Ruskin’s
side in the Whistler case.® The letters to Ruskin were tenderly
affectionate to the end, and often contained

! See Vol. XVIIL. pp. Ixiii. seq.

2 See Vol. XVII. pp. Ixxiii.—Ixxiv.

® Memorials of Edward Burne-Jones, vol. i. p. 251.
* Ibid., p. 300.

® Ibid., vol. ii. pp. 17, 18.

® See Vol. XXIX. p. xxiv.
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the amusing caricatures of which some examples have been printed in
the Memorials. One of them was endorsed by Ruskin “Ned’s
miraculous portrait of himself.” If Ruskin was in town and delayed
coming to call, Burne-Jones would write in humorous
expostulation:—“Ho! very well!'—but never mind! Everybody has
seen you but me—everybody. They say to me, ‘Of course you’ve seen
him.” | say Yes—and my expression is horrible and petrifying.
Everybody has seen
you—Tomkins—Simpkins—Robinson—Parkins—Gotto—Marshall
—Snellgrove—Gladstone—Fortnum—Mason—everybody in short
but me. . .. If you don’t make an appointment with me, all England
shall hear of it. But I am weak and shall forgive, | know.” Ruskin’s
Preterita recalled many associations to Burne-Jones, who seldom let
a chapter appear without writing about it. “I wish,” he said in one of
such letters, “l had lived with you always—and that we had been
monks—painting books and being always let off divine service
because of our skill in said painting. My dear, there has been nothing
in my life so sweet to look back upon as that journey to Milan
twenty-five years ago.” Recollections of Burne-Jones were among the
sweetest that came to Ruskin also in the evening of his days, as we
have seen in the story of his “dear brother Ned.”

With other artists Ruskin’s relations were less close than with
Richmond, Rossetti, Holman Hunt, and Burne-Jones, but he was on
terms of friendship or acquaintance with many. Turner was his friend,
as well as the god of his idolatry. J. D. Harding had been his
drawing-master and travelling companion. He corresponded with
Clarkson Stanfield. Samuel Prout was a neighbour, as well as a friend;
interesting letters to him and from him have been given in previous
volumes.? For old William Hunt he entertained a warm affection and
regard, as some letters to the artist’s daughter are here to testify (p.
466).

These painters were of the circle which gathered at his father’s
table.® The issue of Academy Notes, and his vogue as the author of
Modern Painters, enlarged the circle. Through Robert Browning, as
already related,* Ruskin made the personal acquaintance of Leighton,
whose

1 Vol. XXXV. p. xliii. One of Burne-Jone’s latest messages to Ruskin was to send
him a photograph of Philip Burne-Jones’s portrait of himself—inscribed “To my
beloved Oldie, this photograph of Phil’s picture of a most ancient Ned. June 1st, 1898.”
On June 17 he died.

2 To him, Vol. IlI. p. 662; from him, Vol. XXXV. p. 399. For letters to Clarkson
Stanfield, see Vol. VII. pp. li., liii.

% See Vol. XXXIV. p. 98, and Praterita, Vol. XXXV. pp. 401, 402.

“Vol. V. p. xlv.
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talent he was among the first to acclaim.* Leighton, it is interesting to
know, was one of the young painters who had taken to heart the
injunction given to them in the first volume of Modern Painters; the
preparation for an historical painter must be, he felt, the faithful study
of nature.? He valued highly, as his letters show, Ruskin’s criticism of
his pictures, though modestly disclaiming the more enthusiastic of the
praise. Ruskin had written in 1864 of “the development of what he
calls ‘enormous power and sense of beauty.” ” Leighton did not deny
that he had some sense of beauty, but “I have not,” he wrote, “and
never shall have enormous power.”? Ruskin was “in one of his queer
moods,” he writes at another time (1861), “when he came to breakfast
with me—he spent his time looking at my portfolio and praised my
drawings most lavishly—he did not even look at the pictures.
However, nothing could be more cordial than he is to me.”* The letters
included in this Collection contain Ruskin’s criticisms of some of his
pictures of 1863 (pp. 445-447), while others record their meetings in
1882 and subsequent years.®

The more important of Ruskin’s published Letters to G. F. Watts
have been given in an earlier volume,® but the present Collection
contains a few additional notes (pp. 111-112). In a letter to Mrs.
Acland Ruskin refers to Watts as one of the five wayward geniuses
known to him (p. 217). Watts on his side entertained to the end an
affectionate admiration for Ruskin. Like George Eliot,” he found in
Ruskin’s writings the inspiration of a Hebrew prophet. “Oh,” he wrote
to a friend, in deploring the insincerities of the age, “for one who
would write like a Hebrew! The only one who did so, I think, was dear
John Ruskin—the only one who, while denouncing the bad, told us
what we should do.”® One of the latest occasions on which Ruskin
signed his name was that of an Address to Watts on his eightieth
birthday;® and when, soon afterwards, Ruskin passed away, Watts cut

! See Vol. XIV. p. 26.

% See his citation of Ruskin’s words in a letter of 1853: The Life of Lord Leighton,
vol. i. p. 109.

% Ibid., p. 212, and ii. p. 122. Compare vol. i. pp. 234, 247, 248.

* Ibid., vol. ii. p. 59.

® Vol. XXXVII. pp. 424, 500.

®Vol. XIV. pp. 471-473.

" See Vol. I1I. p. xxxix.

8 Reminiscences of G. F. Watts, by Mrs. Russell Barrington, p. 185.

° At about the same time he signed a protest against the “restoration” of
Peterborough Cathedral: this signature is reproduced in a memorial notice of Ruskin in
the Report of the Society for the Protection of Ancient Buildings, 1900. Ruskin’s last
signature, still more infirm in handwriting, was attached in 1899 to a memorial to the
Prime Minister asking that a Civil List pension might be accorded to the widow of Mr.
Gleeson White.
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a wreath from his garden to be laid upon the coffin of his friend.!
Watts was to have come to Brantwood in 1898 to make a portrait of
Ruskin, and the day of his arrival was fixed, but the painter was taken
ill and could not come.

Among other painters with whom Ruskin was in friendly relations
in the years of Academy Notes were John Brett and J. W. Inchbold, to
each of whom he rendered much help and encouragement. References
to them have been made in earlier volumes. An interesting series of
letters to James Smetham and an appreciation of Thomas Seddon have
also been printed.? In the present Collection there are some interesting
letters to Mr. Frederic Shields, who, “as man and artist both,” owes, he
has testified, “to Ruskin’s teaching a debt of inexpressible and
reverential gratitude.”® To Ruskin’s friendship for artists of a later
generation, reference will be found below (p. Ixxiii.).

We must now go back, in order of time, to the days of Ruskin’s
class at the Working Men’s College in order to pick up other threads in
the web of his friendships.

One of these was with Dr. F. J. Furnivall, only six years Ruskin’s
junior, and still—in his eighty-third year (1908)—working and even
rowing as hard as ever. To him, as to so many other young men of the
time, the first two volumes of Modern Painters had been a
“revelation,” and Ruskin “became one of his gods.”4 He chanced to
meet Ruskin at an “at home,” and was asked to call.> Ruskin took
strongly to his new friend, to whom he sent all his books and
pamphlets, receiving in return many books in which Furnivall himself
was interested. He was at this time reading in Bellenden Ker’s
conveyancing chambers in Lincoln’s Inn. One of Ker’s old pupils was
Mr. J. M. Ludlow; through him Furnivall became acquainted with F.
D. Maurice and interested in the Christian Socialist movement. When
Ruskin’s theological pamphlet, called Sheepfolds, appeared in 1851,
Furnivall sent it to Maurice, and correspondence ensued.® Later letters
to Furnivall show Ruskin corresponding vigorously with him on
books, and Furnivall staunch to him at a time

! See Vol. XXXV. p. xlvi.

2 For Brett, see Vol. XIV. p. 171 n.; for Inchbold, ibid., p. 21 n.; for the letters to
Smetham, ibid., pp. 460-463; and for Seddon, ibid., pp. 464-470.

% The Bookman, October 1908, p. 30. For Ruskin’s letters, see below, pp. 372, 376,
482.

4 “Forewords,” p. 7, to the privately-printed Two Letters concerning “Notes on the
Construction of Sheepfolds,” 1890.

® For his account of the visit, see Vol. VIII. p. xxxiv.

® See Vol. XII. pp. 561-572.
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of domestic trial. Presently Maurice started the Working Men’s
College, and Furnivall enlisted Ruskin’s help. He too it was who
arranged for the benefit of the College the separate reprint of Ruskin’s
Nature of Gothic. Several of the letters in the present Collection relate
to College business, and as long as Ruskin remained at Denmark Hill,
Dr. Furnivall continued to see and correspond with him. “Disagree
with him as one may,” writes Furnivall—“and as | in much do—no one
who has been once under his magic spell can think of him with aught
but gratitude and love.”*

Another friendship made at the Working Men’s College was with
Mr. Frederic Harrison, who took a class in history there. He was often
a visitor at Denmark Hill, and has written many accounts of Ruskin
and his parents.” His views and Ruskin’s were often in collision, as the
letters given in a previous volume sufficiently show;® but except in
opinions, they did not disagree. Ruskin’s letters to him are
affectionate, and his Memoir of Ruskin, often cited in this edition, is
evidence of warm admiration for his friend.

Among pupils at the Working Men’s College, Ruskin made
acquaintance of two in particular who became closely connected with
his subsequent work and life, and who will often be met in the
correspondence contained in these volumes. One of these was the late
Mr. William Ward (1829-1908). He was the son of a commercial
traveller—a man of philosophical and mystical bent, the author of
several pamphlets; there is a reference by Ruskin to one of them in the
correspondence.* Mr. Ward was intended for a commercial career, and
at the time of his marriage was a clerk in the City of London. He has
described his introduction to Ruskin in his Preface to the collection of
Letters which he allowed to be printed for private circulation:—

“Some time in 1854, a friend—Mr. Henry Swan, late curator of the
Ruskin Museum at Sheffield—called upon me, bringing with him
Ruskin’s Seven Lamps of Architecture, of which he read a few pages.
The words came like a revelation, and made a deep impression upon
me. | longed to know more; and, learning that the author was actually
teaching a drawing class at the Working Men’s College (then at No. 31
Red Lion Square), | as soon as possible enrolled myself as a pupil. . . .
I was first set to copy a white leather ball, suspended by a string, and
told to draw exactly what | saw—making no outline, but merely
shading the paper where | saw

! “Forewords” in the privately-printed Two Letters concerning “Notes on the
Construction of Sheepfolds,” p. 14.

2 See, for instance, above, p. xvii.

® Vol. XXIX. pp. 565-569.

4 See Vol. XXXVII. p. 704.
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shade. The result was rather a feeble affair; but | remember that Mr.
Ruskin was much taken with my attempt at extreme accuracy by
putting in even the filaments of the string. After the ball came plaster
casts of leaves, fruit, and various natural objects. A tree cut down was
sent from Denmark Hill and fixed in a corner of the class-room for
light and shade studies. To our great delight, Mr. Ruskin used
continually to bring us treasures from his own collection. ... His
delightful way of talking about these things afforded us most valuable
lessons. To give an example: he one evening took for his subject a cap,
and with pen and ink showed us how Rembrandt would have etched,
and Albert Direr engraved it. . . . He made everything living and full
of interest, and disliked servile copying and ‘niggling.” Excessive care
he admired, but not work for work’s sake. To show this, he would
make a rapid drawing by the side of a student’s work, that he might see
how, with all his elaboration, he had missed the ‘go’ of a thing. . . . A
delightful reminiscence is that of some pleasant rambles a few of us
(who could command the leisure) had with Mr. Ruskin through
Dulwich Wood—now, alas! covered with villas. On these occasions
we took our sketching materials, and sitting in a favourable spot,
perhaps opposite a broken bank partly covered with brambles and
topped by a few trees, spoiled a few sheets of paper in trying to make
something of it. The result on paper was not worth much; but Mr.
Ruskin’s criticisms, and a few touches on our work, gave us some
ideas that were worth a great deal. As a wind-up to these sketching
parties, we adjourned to the Greyhound to tea and some very
interesting talk. Upon one of these occasions | gave Mr. Ruskin a
favourite book of mine, the Poems of Emerson, which he had not seen.
He told me at a subsequent meeting that the poem he liked best was
‘The Mountain and the Squirrel.”! He afterwards gave me the Poems of
Rogers, illustrated with Turner’s exquisite vignettes. These were a
great delight, and | felt myself in possession of a small Turner
gallery.”

Under Ruskin’s teaching Mr. Ward’s latent artistic ability was quickly
developed. Already, in 1856, we read of Ruskin proposing that he
should become a drawing-master (p. 233). He relinquished his
commercial career, and henceforth devoted himself wholly to
art—beginning as a drawing-master upon Ruskin’s system. In The
Elements of Drawing (1857) Ruskin publicly recommended him in
that capacity. Several of the letters, of no importance in themselves,
are interesting as introducing us to pupils whom Ruskin passed on to
Mr. Ward.? Somewhat later he began the work by which his name
became known to many lovers of art—the copying of Turner’s
water-colour

! The short piece called “Fable.”
2 See below, pp. 233, 276, and Vol. XXXVII. pp. 702 (No. 4), 703 (No. 12).
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drawings, at first at Marlborough House and afterwards at the National
Gallery; a work which he executed with singular fidelity and success,
and continued for many years. We have seen in an earlier volume how
highly Ruskin esteemed these copies,* and the correspondence shows
how deeply he was interested in his assistant’s progress in this
direction. Of an episode in the work, to which some of the letters refer
(pp. 534, 535), Mr. Ward gives an interesting note:—

“As a relief from close work at the National Gallery, Mr. Ruskin
sent me, in company with Mr. George Allen, for a walking tour up the
valley of the Meuse, to see and sketch some of the subjects of Turner’s
drawings. | afterwards went to Luxembourg, a favourite
sketching-ground of Turner’s, with the same object. It was not an easy
matter to discover Turner’s points of view, but when they were
discovered, | always found that | required two pages of my
sketch-book to get in as much of the subject as Turner had compressed
into one page of his.”

This copying and sketching in Turner’s footsteps was the foundation
of Mr. Ward’s intimate knowledge of the master’s work, upon which,
as collector and dealer, he became a recognised authority. With these
occupations he combined, particularly in the earlier years, a great deal
of original work, executed almost entirely in water-colours. His
subjects were landscape and still-life, exhibited at the Royal Academy
and other exhibitions from 1860 to 1875. He was, like his masters
Turner and Ruskin, a lover of colour; and at one time he made a
practice for twelve months together of rising before sunrise and
sketching the effects of dawn.? Ruskin’s letters to Mr. Ward extend
from 1855 to 1886, and touch on the various matters indicated above,
as also upon Mr. Ward’s services as agent for the distribution of
photographs illustrating the books. The letters show in a pleasant
manner the thoughtful consideration of the master for the pupil, and
the patient devotion of the pupil to the master.

The other pupil at the Working Men’s College who became closely
connected with Ruskin was Mr. George Allen. At the time when he
began attending the classes he was a joiner, in which craft he was
extremely skilful. A note upon some fine work which he executed at
Dorchester House has been given in an earlier volume,® and his skill is
attested by the fact that when Morris and Rossetti founded their
famous Firm, Mr. Allen was invited to become a partner and take
charge of the Furniture Department. He was also offered an

Y vol. XIII. p. 575.

2 See Vol. XXXVII. p. 710 n.
® Munera Pulveris, § 151 (Vol. XVII. p. 275).
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appointment under Government as Superintendent of the Furnishing of
the Royal Palaces. These offers, however, he declined in order to
devote himself entirely to Ruskin’s service, in which he remained
successively as general assistant, engraver, and publisher for fifty
years. He had, as related in Praterita,’ married the maid of Ruskin’s
mother, and he thenceforward became attached, in one capacity or
another, to all Ruskin’s varied undertakings. His recollections of the
classes at the Working Men’s College, where he soon became one of
the most promising draughtsmen, have been already given.> “Some
time during the early part of 1856, | made,” said Mr. Allen, “a copy in
sepia of the Mildmay Sea-piece (one of the Liber Studiorum), which
pleased Mr. Ruskin greatly, and his father, by way of encouragement
to me, afterwards bought the copy. Later on | became Mr. Ruskin’s
assistant drawing-master in connexion with the classes.”® On one
occasion Mr. Allen was engaged with another pupil in copying an
Albert Durer, and Ruskin wrote: “By examining these two drawings
together the student will, | hope, learn to appreciate the delicacy of
touch involved in fine carpentry, for it was simply the transference to
the pen and pencil of the fine qualities of finger that had been acquired
by handling the carpenter’s tools that | obtained results at once of this
extreme precision; in each case, of course, the innate disposition for
art having existed.”® Ruskin presently encouraged Mr. Allen to
specialise in the art of engraving, which he studied, as some of the
letters show (pp. 336, 345), under J. H. Le Keux, the engraver of many
of the finest plates in Modern Painters. He proved a very apt pupil, and
Ruskin, who was very exacting in the engraving of his plates, came
gradually to rely almost exclusively on Mr. Allen’s fineness of hand.
In addition to learning line-engraving from Le Keux, he had studied
mezzotint under Lupton, who engraved some of the original Liber
plates for Turner. Mr. Allen’s knowledge of these two methods of
engraving enabled him to produce plates of mixed styles, such as the
“Peacock’s Feather” in The Laws of Fésole, with which Ruskin was
particularly pleased, and the “Branch of Phillyrea” in Aratra, to which
he referred as a rare example of the use of acid in combination with
mezzotinting on an etching ground.® It is owing to Mr. Allen’s
judicious mixture of styles that, instead of good impressions being
limited to a few possessors, there are thousands of Ruskin’s

LVol. XXXV. p. 488.

2 See Vol. V. p. xxxviii.

% From an obituary notice of Mr. Allen in the Daily Telegraph, September 7, 1907.
*Vol. XXI. p. 287.

® See Vol. XXI. p. 288 and n.
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readers who have secured and enjoyed books with fine examples of the
engravings. Had such plates been produced in mezzotint alone, their
beauty would not have lasted for more than a few hundred
impressions, whereas from many of the plates in Ruskin’s later books
5000 impressions were taken with only a very slight perception of
wear. In engraving Ruskin’s work, Mr. Allen was keenly observant of
any subtle gradations, and always carefully recorded any concentrated
darks or lights—a characteristic charm, he used to say, in Ruskin’s
drawings. Of the original illustrations in Modern Painters, three were
from drawings by Mr. Allen; he also engraved three plates for the
edition of 1888, and in all executed ninety other plates for Ruskin.!
Many of his studies are included among the examples in the Ruskin
Drawing School at Oxford;? and he is one of three or four assistants
whose work has often been mistaken for Ruskin’s.?

In addition to his work of engraving and copying for Ruskin, Mr.
Allen was employed as confidential factotum. Many of his
reminiscences were of distinguished visitors to Denmark Hill to whom
he was instructed to show the collection of Turner drawings. It was he,
again, with others, who assisted Ruskin in sorting and arranging the
Turner drawings and sketches at the National Gallery.* In 1862, when
Ruskin was bent upon making a home for himself among the Savoy
mountains, Mr. Allen and his family settled at Mornex in order that
Ruskin might have his assistance (p. 418). Ruskin in a letter to his
father (p. 435) relates his satisfaction at finding how good an eye Mr.
Allen possessed for the “lie” of rocks. He was, in fact, an excellent
geologist, and Ruskin often trusted to his observations in this field.®
Like Ruskin himself, Mr. Allen was an enthusiastic collector of
minerals; his collection, in which he took great pride and interest, has
after his death been acquired by the University of Oxford. He had a
further community of taste with the Master in\*\mjcont

! Namely, 12 Plates for Fésole, 20 for Proserpina, 12 for Deucalion, 7 after Turner,
18 for the “Oxford Art School Series,” and 21 for various other works.

2 See references in Vol. XXI. p. 319.

% A beautiful drawing, which Mr. Allen preserved, had the following inscription by
Ruskin:—*“Sketch by my pupil-assistant, Mr. George Allen, from nature; elmbark and
ivy. The ivy leaves are touched with the brush. All the rest is worked entirely with the
point (steel pen, with Prussian blue and black), the whole intended as a study for practice
in etching. Exquisite where completed, but wanting in breadth.” (Daily Telegraph,
September 7, 1907.) In the Coniston Museum a large drawing in sepia of Rouen
Cathedral, there ascribed to Ruskin, is the work of Mr. Allen.

* Some recollections of his in this connexion have been given in Vol. XII1. p. xxxvi.

® See Vol. XXVI. pp. xl., xli.; and Vol. XXXVII. p. 114.
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love of flowers and bees—a taste which is incidentally recorded in
Fors Clavigera.! Mr. Allen had many reminiscences of foreign travel
and study with Ruskin, and some of these have already been printed.?
He was, in his early years, an enthusiastic Volunteer, and “one
remembers him telling with gusto of his rifle-shooting experiments in
Switzerland. He managed to smuggle out rifle and ammunition, and to
fix an ingenious iron target among the mountains; and he certainly put
to shame the shooting of the native riflemen. Oddly enough, Ruskin
took no offence, and did not regard this as desecration of the
mountains; indeed, he was decidedly interested in his friend’s
enterprise and prowess.”® In every direction in which Ruskin was
interested, Mr. Allen assisted him with such thoroughness, sincerity,
and ability, that when a new departure was to be made, he was turned
to as a matter of course. Thus it was, as already related, that at a
week’s notice Mr. Allen, with no previous experience whatever of the
trade, was set up in business as Ruskin’s publisher. The story of this
venture—of its initial difficulties and discouragements, and of its
ultimate success—has been fully told in earlier volumes,* and echoes
of the fight come to us in the present correspondence.’ Mr. Allen was
much assisted by his sons, and his eldest daughter (Miss Grace Allen),
the present members of the publishing firm. He was one of the original
Companions of the St. George’s Guild, and was a familiar figure at all
“Ruskinian” gatherings. His unaffected simplicity and sterling
character made him many friends, among whom it was matter for deep
regret that he did not live to see the completion of the present edition
of his Master’s works. He died in September 1907, in his seventy-sixth
year.

Between Ruskin and an assistant who was thus for so many years
closely connected with him, the volume of correspondence was
naturally very large. Some 1300 letters from Ruskin to Mr. Allen have
passed through the editors’ hands. The majority of these are either of a
business character or contain minute directions with regard to
engravings, whilst many are of general interest, either for their own
sake or as throwing light upon Ruskin’s books and schemes. Several
have been incidentally quoted in previous volumes; and many others,
as well as a few to Miss Grace Allen, are included in the General
Collection. They attest, as will be seen, the affectionate and grateful
regard which Ruskin entertained for his friend and publisher.

1vol. XXIX. p. 190.

2 Vol. XVIL. pp. Ixi., Ixviii., Ixxiii., 275.

% From a notice of Mr. Allen in the Athenaum, September 14, 1907.
4 Vol. XXVIL. pp. Ixxxii. seq.; Vol. XXX. pp. 358-362.

® Vol. XXXVII. pp. 277, 400.
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Two other pupils at the Working Men’s College became Ruskin’s
assistants. One of these was Mr. George Butterworth, also a carpenter
by trade, to whom reference has been made in earlier volumes.!
Another was J. W. Bunney, of whom some account has already been
given.? “The son of a merchant captain,” says a fellow-student,
“Bunney had, when very young, made several voyages round the
world. At an early age he took to drawing, but the death of his father
compelled him to abandon art and apply himself to less attractive
work. When | first joined the Drawing Class, he was engaged at a
bookseller’s, and was a hard-working student whose work was greatly
admired by Ruskin. For a time his work was hard, but in 1858 he made
a number of drawings in Derbyshire which so charmed Mr. Ruskin that
he gave Bunney commissions to make drawings in Italy and in
Switzerland.”® A letter, addressed to his widow, shows Ruskin’s
regard for that faithful and conscientious artist.*

Yet another pupil (though not at first at the Working Men’s
College) was J. J. Laing. He was a young Scottish architect, who had
written to Ruskin for assistance and advice. “I had him one evening to
tea,” wrote Ruskin from Edinburgh (November 27, 1853). “A
wonderfully accurate draughtsman, and | think has genius. Very
modest, but has power.” Whether it was that Ruskin had not at first
sight read the young man’s character a right, or that the praise of his
power by the great critic unduly elated him, I do not know; but
presently, as the letters show, Ruskin had to warn him against the
dangers of overweening ambition. It is the tragedy of his short life that
is told in Letter 9 of Fors Clavigera.’ He came up to London, as there
described, to put himself under Ruskin; was employed by him as
copyist; left for a while to enter an architect’s office; returned to
Ruskin’s employment; wore himself out “in agony of vain effort,” and
died in 1862. Some further account of him has been given among
notices of other assistants employed in connexion with the
illustrations of Modern Painters.® The letters to him are characteristic
of the solicitude which Ruskin took for the welfare, moral and
material, of young men who sought his advice and attached themselves
to him.

! See Vol. XXI. pp. 287-288, and Vol. XXXV. p. 488; and see below, pp. 283, 489.

2 See Vol. XXI. p. 33 n.

% “Recollections of Ruskin,” by J. P. Emslie, in The Working Men’s College Journal,
June 1908, vol. x. p. 345.

4 See Vol. XXXIV. p. 563. ® Vol. XXVII. pp. 150, 151.

® See Vol. V. p. Ixii.



INTRODUCTION

An incident in Ruskin’s life, later than the first classes at the
Working Men’s College, which introduces a fresh group into the circle
of his correspondents, was his patronage of Miss Bell’s school at
Winnington—the scene of The Ethics of the Dust.! Of those whom
Ruskin called comprehensively his pets, several had made his first
acquaintance in their school-days at Winnington. Some letters in this
Collection are addressed to one of their number—the Lily of The
Ethics, daughter of Serjeant Armstrong, M. P. for Sligo, and
afterwards married to Captain Kevill Davies. Ruskin’s letters to
girl-friends seem to me delightful in their mixture of good sense,?
graceful playfulness, and chivalrous affection.®

It would be a mistake, however, to suppose that every girl to whom
Ruskin became a “most affectionate” or even “loving” correspondent
was in fact a personal friend. Some of his books, and one of the most
widely read of them—Sesame and Lilies—in particular, make special
appeal to girls, and he thus had innumerable admirers among them. He
was, as there has often been occasion to say in these Introductions, a
born teacher, always avid of opportunities for exercising influence.
Except sometimes in moods of irritation, his good-nature in answering
those who asked his advice was unfailing; and many girls, with the
merest loophole of reason or excuse, would enter into correspondence
with him. If there was anything in their letters which at all took his
fancy, or if he saw any likelihood of exercising an influence for good,
he on his side would, with pleasant flattery, become their “most
affectionate” friend; in many cases without ever seeing his
correspondents at all. A large number of such letters to unknown or
little-known girl-friends have passed through the editors’ hands, and a
still larger

! See Vol. XVIIL. pp. Ixiii. seq.

2 See, for example, those in Vol. XXXVII. pp. 481, 486, 528, 582, 595.

¥ Many of Ruskin’s letters, both to young friends and to the intimate circle of
Brantwood, are written in a playful little language which must make them appear
extravagant, and perhaps ridiculous, to those outside it. To this language he refers in a
letter to Mrs. Severn (below, p. 581). He was himself an only child, brought up in a
somewhat precise and formal household. When Mrs. Severn, one of a large family, first
came to Denmark Hill, the use of pet names and special language was something new to
him. It greatly took his fancy, and he cultivated it as, it might be, some new plant. His
own names, in the home circle, of “Di Pa” (as in the letter to Mr. Severn, Vol. XXXVII.
p. 180), “Cuz,” and “Fess” (dear papa, cousin, professor), are examples of it; so are
those of other inmates, as, for instance, “Doanie” and “Arfie” for Joan and Arthur; and
there was a small vocabulary of other words, such as “twite” for “quite,” “tebby” for
“terrible,” “so0” for “sure,” etc., etc. Letters written largely in this language are clearly
not for the printer, but many such are extant, and an account of Ruskin’s correspondence
would not be complete without some mention of them. Some of his correspondents have
published letters containing some of the words mentioned above, such as “Fessy” (Vol.

XXXVII. p. 620, No. 6) and “tebby” (Vol. XXXVII. p. 330).
XXXV, e
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number doubtless exist unknown to them. The letters of this kind,
occasionally introduced into this Collection, sufficiently show his
approachableness, his good-nature, and not less his good sense. Even
at the close of his working days, when he was weak and much
depressed, he still found time and will to send notes of advice and
encouragement, as well as presents of books, to unknown girl-friends.
One of the very latest letters in our Collection is of such a kind. He was
hardly less ready to respond to young men who sought, or seemed to
seek, his counsel with a genuine desire for moral or intellectual aid. He
was, indeed, impatient of idle inquirers, but the trouble which he
would take with other correspondents was unbounded, and to appeals
for material, no less than moral, aid he was always open.

Another large class of what may be called Ruskin’s Letters of
Advice consists of those addressed to students or amateurs of drawing.
His correspondents in this sort were drawn from all classes of society.
Some account of his friendship with that brilliant amateur, Louisa,
Marchioness of Waterford, has been given in an earlier volume.* When
it was a question of art-teaching, Ruskin was no flatterer, and he was,
as has been said in the place just referred to, an exacting critic of Lady
Waterford’s work. “l have been interested,” she wrote to a friend in
1865, “in Ruskin’s beginning of his new book on Art, which has the
pedantic name of the Cestus of Aglaia. One thing strikes me in it
apropos of Art; | believe it is so true. He says careless work is a proof
of something wrong in a person’s whole moral character. Now, in
smaller ways, one knows the different mood one is in when ‘taking
pains’ or not, and hating and hurrying over work is surely a bad sign.”*
What he wrote in his books, he said face to face. Lady Waterford was
sometimes provoked by him,* but often allowed that his criticism was
just:—

“I think 1 am beginning to understand a little better,” she wrote to
him (November 30, 1863) from Ford Castle, “what you mean by
always doing right. 1 know it, when I look at my drawings and see
where | have begun to hate my work and have put evil into the lines,
vainly expecting that the accident might transform them into right. |
believe it is when the ideal vanishes and there is disappointment in
every stroke that this happens; and yet when things come very easily,
they are always the best. | cannot yet quite make it out; but I promise
to do my best, and will not attempt

1 Vol. XV. pp. xvi., xvii.

2 Augustus J. C. Hare, The Story of Two Noble Lives, vol. iii. pp. 255-256.
% See ibid., p. 257.
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much, but it shall be well and right done. . . . | wish to do really good
things, and | have a mind fairly to go to school again. Any praise | get
for what is not really good | cannot bear; and that is why | have always
believed and trusted in your opinion, for you have not falsely praised.

“But | have to quarrel with you yet—about the Cheviot country.
You are not fair about it. Its winter colour is as beautiful as its
summer, and these early sunsets are sometimes extraordinarily
gorgeous and beautiful. If I could catch some of the effects of dark
outline beautifully distinct against a crimson or lemon-coloured sky,
and all reflected in the Till,—if I could draw and colour this truly and
rightly, I would send it to you to show you how unjust you can be and
not know it.”

In going through his correspondence in later years, Ruskin kept this
letter, endorsing it “Cheviot Hills and the Till—lovely.”

The mass of Ruskin’s Drawing-lesson Letters is very large, but the
specimens, already appended in this edition to The Elements of
Drawing,* are typical of the whole. An interesting series, here
reprinted from an Australian newspaper (pp. 484-488), is addressed to
Miss Ironside, a lady of real though misdirected talent, who did not
live long enough to profit by Ruskin’s advice. His letters to her are, as
usual, playful and affectionate, but they are conspicuous for their
sound sense and useful instruction. He often went to her studio to
supplement his written directions. Sometimes his lessons were given
entirely by letter, and the trouble which he took in such cases is
remarkable. A series of letters to Mr. Harris, a drawing-master,? and
occasional letters to other correspondents,® introduced to illustrate
this continual element in Ruskin’s daily round, will show the reader
how accessible and helpful he was.

Passing next to Ruskin’s appointment as Slade Professor at
Oxford, we are introduced to a new circle of friends and
acquaintances. The old friends, more especially Professor Acland and
Dean Liddell, again appear among his correspondents. The pleasant
relations which existed between him and other members of the Corpus
Common Room have been shown in the recollections of two of their
number.* He had few wiser friends during his later years at Oxford
than Jowett, whose correspondence, however, was destroyed by his
executors. Among Ruskin’s new friends at Oxford, there was, first,
Mr. Alexander Macdonald, whom Ruskin appointed as
drawing-master, on whose assistance he greatly relied, to whose
services he often bore record, in whose house

1Vol. XV. pp. 489, 490.

2\V/ol, XXXVII. pp. 662-665.

% See, for instance, pp. 223, 264.
4 Vol. XX. pp. xxx. seq.
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he often stayed, and with whom he was in constant correspondence.
The larger part of this correspondence is either concerned with
scholastic details or with chess; but the letters included in the
collection show how much the Professor relied upon the affectionate
assistance of his lieutenant.

Among Ruskin’s Oxford pupils, Mr. Collingwood, Dr. Dawtrey
Drewitt, and Mr. Wedderburn are those to whom he himself refers in
Preeterita.’ Mr. Collingwood is already well known to all readers of
this edition; his reminiscences of Ruskin, and letters from him, are the
sources of much information.”? To Dr. Dawtrey Drewitt, just taking his
degree at Christ Church when Ruskin came up as Professor, Ruskin
was attracted by his friend’s love of natural history. An interesting
series of letters to Mr. Wedderburn, recounting the pursuit of the title
Arrows of the Chace, has already been printed;® another letter,
characteristic of Ruskin’s relations with pupils, is given in the next
volume (p. 183). “My friendship with Ruskin,” says Mr. Wedderburn,
“began with Hincksey and went on with the Xenophon (see Vols. XX.
and XXXI.). After my first stay at Brantwood in 1875 | constantly
stayed there, and helped Ruskin with some of whatever work he had in
hand, e.g., the Travellers’ Edition of Stones of Venice, the second
volume of which | took through the press. Then | started Arrows of the
Chace, On the Old Road, and the indices to all Ruskin’s books. At one
time he put all his diaries and private papers in my hands, with the idea
that 1 might ultimately write his life. But this was before Preaterita.
Ultimately he by his will made me one of his literary executors.” The
letters in the present Collection addressed to the late Mr. James Reddie
Anderson, of Balliol, are of interest in connexion with the Hinckesey
diggings; those to the Rev. E. P. Barrow relate to other branches of
Ruskin’s work at Oxford.

Some of the most interesting letters in the Collection are those
addressed to H. R. H. Prince Leopold, Duke of Albany, and to his
widow the Duchess, by whose gracious permission they are here
printed. The Prince, as already related,* sat under Ruskin at Oxford,
and between him and the Professor an affectionate friendship sprung
up. The Prince made recognition in his first public Address of his debt
to Ruskin’s teaching, and Ruskin was deeply grateful to him for help

L Vol XXXV. pp. 424-425.

2 For a collation of Ruskin’s letters printed by Mr. Collingwood, and in many cases
addressed to him, see the Bibliographical Appendix, Vol. XXXVII. p. 718.

3 Vol. XXXIV. pp. xxxix., xI.

4 Vol. XX. pp. XXXV., XXXVi.
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rendered on more than one occasion. The letters show how Ruskin
sought to interest the Prince in the purchase of the Castellani
collection for the British Museum, and how the Prince assisted him to
obtain the loan of a collection of Turner drawings for Oxford." It was
at Prince Leopold’s suggestion that Ruskin returned to his Venetian
studies and wrote St. Mark’s Rest. When the Prince visited Venice, he
made acquaintance with Ruskin’s old friend, Rawdon Brown, whom
he greatly liked and respected. Some letters in the Collection refer to a
visit which Ruskin paid to Prince Leopold at Windsor Castle.?
Ruskin’s letters to His Royal Highness are stately, but beneath their
ceremonial form a true respect and affection makes itself felt. That
these feelings were reciprocated is shown by a letter from the Prince,
which we are allowed here to print. It is of interest, both as expressing
his love for painting and music, and as linking with him in affectionate
remembrance the names of Ruskin and Rawdon Brown:—

“FARNLEY HALL, OTLEY, October 12, 1883.

“MY DEAR MR. RUSKIN,—When we met at Oxford, you asked me
to write to you. | have not forgotten, but | have had nothing to tell you
that would interest. Now that I find myself in this beautiful old house,
and living in a room formerly inhabited by Turner, with a picture of
yourself opposite to me, | feel that it will please you to hear from me.
You know the glorious pictures with which one is surrounded here, and
| have been shown the pictures that you admire most among them.
What a pleasure it is to be able to live among such pictures, and see
them at one’s ease, and not in a dreadful picture-gallery. You taught
me years ago how to admire Turner, and you know what opportunities
one has here. | feel quite at home among them, and it is pleasant to see
how thoroughly worthy the possessors of these treasures are of them.
Mrs. Fawkes told me she had asked you to come here: what a pity that
you have not done so! | must refer in this letter to a great and mutual
loss which we have both sustained not long since, in the death of dear
Rawdon Brown. Literally, a ‘Stone of Venice’ gone! When he and |
parted five and a half years ago on the steps of the Ca’ Gussoni, he
cried and said we should never meet again, and |, with the decided
intention of returning very soon to my dear Venice, said ‘Nonsense,’
and joked with him; and now his words have come true—I have never
been able to return since then. | thought much of you on hearing the
sad news, which | did long after the event had happened, as | was far
away in Germany at the time. I look upon it as one of the good fortunes
of my life that I met and knew that noble character. What will poor
Toni do?

LVol. XXXVII. pp. 194, 238.
2 \ol. XXXVII. pp. 235, 236.
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“I have been here officially, as President of the Leeds Musical
Festival, where | have had the great pleasure of hearing beautiful
music beautifully performed; and now | go on for public work at
Huddersfield. Next week I shall be at home again at Claremont. When
will you visit us there? and see our child? You know you will be
always welcome, and will find us quite alone there, whenever you

choose to come.—Yours affectionately,
“LeoproLD.}

“The Duchess sends you her kindest regards.”

The Prince, alas! was too soon to follow Rawdon Brown to the grave;
and a few months after the date of this letter, Ruskin was to pay a visit
of condolence to the bereaved Duchess. The epitaph which he wrote at
her request has been printed in a previous volume.? His affection for
the Duke formed a tie of sympathy which, as later letters to the
Duchess show,® was not to be broken. Ruskin was also on terms of
intimate friendship with the Prince’s tutor, and afterwards
Comptroller of his Household, Sir Robert Collins, K. C. B.* Several
letters to him are included in our Collection.

To the time of the second tenure of the Oxford professorship
belongs the personal acquaintance with M. Ernest Chesneau—one of
the three critics, himself intermediate between M. Milsand and M. de
la Sizeranne, who have introduced Ruskin’s work to French readers.
There had been correspondence with M. Chesneau, for some time past;
but it was not until 1884 that they met. He was a most enthusiastic and
affectionate admirer of Ruskin (as appears from letters of his at
Brantwood, which may almost be called gushing), and his delight was
very great when Ruskin undertook to write the Preface for the English
translation of his English School of Painting.” A collection of
Ruskin’s letters to M. Chesneau was privately printed in 1894; and
these are included in the present Collection.®

1 1t was during this visit to Farnley that the Prince said to Mrs. Fawkes that “Mr.
Ruskin had been born three hundred years too late”—a remark which recurred to her
memory when Ruskin, at Farnley in the following year, said, “An Englishman of the
time of Queen Elizabeth was the most glorious creature that ever was created, whereas
the cockney of to-day was the loathsome slime of an abominable rascal” (“Mr. Ruskin at
Farnley,” in the Nineteenth Century, April 1900, p. 623).

2 See Vol. XXXIV. p. 647.

8 Vol. XXXVII. pp. 549, 553, 577.

* Sir Robert died in November 1908: for an obituary notice, see the Times,
November 18.

® See Vol. XXXIV. p. 437.

® For particulars, see the Bibliographical Appendix, Vol. XXXVII. p. 635. Mr. Frank
Randal, in a brief note prefixed to the volume of Letters from John Ruskin to Ernest
Chesneau, records a visit to M. Chesneau in June 1889 “at his apartment in the Rue St.
Louis-en-I’ile. . . . He was then a great sufferer, so far
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To Ruskin’s Oxford period belongs his friendship with a painter
who, as such, has little in common with his other artist-friends—the
late H. Stacy Marks, R. A. “I have often wondered,” wrote Marks with
characteristic modesty, “how so firm and fast a friendship came to
exist between a man of such wide and varied learning, such great
intellect, and myself.”* And there are sides of Ruskin’s character,
pursuits, and tastes which might seem to have little in common with
the jovial painter, known to all his friends as “Marco.” Yet the letters
show that the two men were on the terms of warm friendship, and in
one of them, Ruskin says that among all his friends there was none
with whom he had so complete sympathy.? They had first met, as
already related, in 1856, in connexion with a skit which Marks had
written on Ruskin’s Academy Notes.? It does not appear, however, that
the acquaintance was then pursued. It was resumed twenty years later,
when Marks was arranging an exhibition of the works of his friend
Frederick Walker, A. R. A. Ruskin sent Marks a letter for publication
on that occasion;* they met again, and presently became fast friends.
The modest, sincere, and, within its range, accomplished work of
Marks won the approbation of the critic; his genial humour attracted
the sympathy of the man. They were alike in their love of old times,
and of animals, and soon became on the footing of old friends. Like
every one else who came in friendly contact with Ruskin, Marks found
him unaffected and courteous. “However heterodox some of my
opinions on art may have seemed to him, he never showed the least
irritation,” says Marks, “but would smilingly put me right with a
phrase, half joke, half earnest.”® The words fit more than one of the
letters. Marks was full of quips and an excellent mimic, and he found
Ruskin “the best and most easily amused man it was ever my lot to
play the fool before.” One of his performances was a musical and
pantomimic rendering of H. S. Leigh’s song “Uncle John” (“I never
loved a dear gazelle”); this was a favourite diversion, and Ruskin
became “Uncle John” to Marks and his family—some of the letters are
so signed. The merry evenings with Marks were much enjoyed by
Ruskin; a day they spent together at the Zoological Gardens seems to
have been less successful. Ruskin complained that the birds were
always moulting,

as | could judge, though he rarely spoke of himself. | believe his ailment was paralysis
in the lower limbs. He was compelled to sit at his library table in a mechanical chair, and
to wheel himself from one room to another. He died in 1890, in his 57th year.” There is
mention of Chesneau in M. Firmin Maillard’s La Cité des Intellectuels (1907).

! Pen and Pencil Sketches, vol. ii. p. 169.

2Vol. XXXVILI. p. 229.

¥ Vol. XIV. p. xxviii.

* Ibid., pp. 339-345.

® Pen and Pencil Sketches, vol. ii. p. 166.
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and the snakes always shedding their coats, and he wanted to know the
mechanism of a bird’s flight and the superintendent could not tell him.
The love of birds was one of the links of the sympathy between Ruskin
and Marks, which is illustrated very pleasantly in the letters.

The enterprises connected with St. George’s Guild, started during
Ruskin’s Oxford professorship, introduce us to a new and wide circle
of his friends and acquaintances—including, among “Companions” or
helpers of the Guild, Mr. George Baker, Mr. George Thomson, Mrs.
Talbot (of Barmouth), Mr. John Morgan (of Aberdeen), Mr. Moss (of
Sheffield), and Mr. Henry Willett (of Brighton)." Letters to them have
for the most part been brought together in the volume dealing with the
affairs of the Guild,? but a few more will be found in the present
Collection. There are other letters in the Collection addressed to
members of the Guild or to inquiries about its rules and purposes; such
letters are notable alike for the excellence of their advice and the
pointed terms in which it is conveyed.?

A friend whom Ruskin made in connexion with his May Day
Festivals was the Rev. John Pincher Faunthorpe, for many years
Principal of the Whitelands Training College at Chelsea, and
appointed by Ruskin, by way of familiar name, “chaplain” of the St.
George’s Guild. Several of Ruskin’s letters to him have been given in
an earlier volume;* others, included in this Collection, relate to
Ruskin’s interest in Whitelands College and its students. An
interesting series of letters to successive May Queens has already been
printed.®

Another clerical correspondent who received a great many letters
from Ruskin was his neighbour in the Lake Country, the Rev.
Frederick Amadeus Malleson. These letters have been described, and
many of them printed, in a previous volume.® A few others are
included in the Principal Collection.

Ruskin’s letters to the artists employed in painting for the St.
George’s Guild—Mr. Fairfax Murray and Mr. T. M. Rooke among the

! Mr. Henry Willett, of whom previous mention has often been made (see General
Index), died in 1905, at the age of eighty-two. He made a considerable fortune as a
brewer, and was a generous supporter of local charities. He was a collector of old
pictures, earthenware, and porcelain. Oliver Wendell Holmes has written of the
“generous host” with whom thirty out of his Hundred Days in Europe were spent. Mr.
Willett was also a friend of Cobden, Bright, and Fawcett (obituary notice in the Times,
March 3, 1905). Mr. Willett had specially interested himself in the republication of some
of Ruskin’s books: see Vol. XIV. p. 255.

2 Vol. XXX. pp. xxviii., 299-304, 314-322. See also the letters to Mr. Brooke in
Vol. XXXIX. pp. 547 seq., and one to Mr. Walker, ibid., p. 572.

% See, for instance, Vol. XXXVII. pp. 63, 66.

*Vol. XXIX. pp. 553 seq.

® Vol. XXX. pp. 340-347.

& Vol. XXXIV. pp. 179 seq.
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chief of them—nhave for the most part been printed in the Introduction
describing the Museum.® They are very interesting and characteristic;
a few more, to Signor Alessandri and Mr. Randal respectively, have
been reserved for the present Collection. Several will also be found
addressed to Mr. Albert Goodwin, between whom and Ruskin there
was an affectionate friendship. Another artist who owed something to
Ruskin’s encouragement is Mr. Frank Short, A. R. A.? The letters to
him show the keen interest which Ruskin took in his replicas, and
ultimately his completion, of Turner’s Liber Studiorum. It was to
Ruskin that he submitted the first experimental proofs, and the
response, speedily forthcoming,® that induced him to commit himself
definitely to the undertaking. A prospectus was printed and submitted
to Ruskin, who inserted the word “unqualified” in a paragraph
mentioning his “approval” of the work. Presently Ruskin visited the
artist in his studio,” and later letters show the friendly encouragement
which he gave to this notable essay in the arts of engraving.

A further circle of Ruskin’s friends and acquaintances, included in
this Collection, may be grouped round the British Museum. He was
acquainted with Sir Richard Owen (p. 362), who was for many years
superintendent of the Natural History collections (1856-1883). He
was a friend of Professor Story-Maskelyne, for many years Keeper of
the Minerals; letters to him and his daughter (Mrs. Arnold-Forster) are
included. In later years Ruskin much enjoyed the society and help of
the present Keeper, Mr. L. Fletcher, F.R.S. Many letters to him have
already been printed,® and another is now added.

Ruskin, intolerant (in print) of “men of science” in general, was
always drawn to them individually. He saw a good deal, at one time or
another, of Darwin; there is a letter in the present Collection which
records their first meeting in 1837 (below, p. 14). Two of his dearest
and closest friends were Professor Acland, F.R.S., and Sir John
Simon, F.R.S. “Ruskin always spoke,” says Dr. George Harley,
F.R.S.—an acquaintance of later years—"in the softest, gentlest voice,
was deferential to others, never dictatorial in anything, even art, and
keenly appreciative of any information.”® This was the impression
made also

Y Vol. XXX. pp. lvii. seq.

2 See Mr. E. F. Strange’s Introduction to The Etched and Engraved Work of Frank
Short, A.R.A., R.E., 1908, pp. xiii.—xix.

% Vol. XXXVII. pp. 512, 514.

* Ibid., p. 536.

® Vol. XXVI. pp. L-liv.

® George Harley, F.R.S.: the Life of a London Physician, by Mrs. Alec Tweedioe,
1899, p. 236. “I never knew a man,” added Dr. Harley, “use more beautiful language in
ordinary conversation than Ruskin; words tripped lightly from his tongue—well-chosen
words, well-arranged sentences, and excellent matter.” For Ruskin’s letters to Harley,
see Vol. XXVI. pp. Ixii., Ixiii.
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upon Sir John Lubbock (Lord Avebury), who was visited by Ruskin at
High EIms and used to meet him at Professor Story-Maskelyne’s. He
was a man of “singular charm,” says Lord Avebury, who has
contributed a charming letter to this Collection. Ruskin’s willingness
to learn, and gratitude to those who had the patience to teach him, are
pleasantly shown in his correspondence with Sir Oliver Lodge.*

One of the most characteristic sections of Ruskin’s
correspondence is that with his booksellers and printers. There is none
which shows better his geniality and warm-heartedness. He was never
content to treat business affairs in a dry business manner. The human
relationship was what he everywhere sought; every one who served
him in any business capacity had to be his friend, and this was
especially true of those who were concerned with books. For books
were to him as to Milton, “not absolutely dead things,” but “kings and
statesmen lingering patiently, not to great audience but to gain it”;?
and the bookseller was thus a court-chamberlain, whose private ear it
was a privilege to have. As a buyer both of illuminated MSS. and of
costly books, Ruskin had dealings during many years with the late Mr.
Bernard Quaritch. They had their disputes sometimes, but Ruskin
enjoyed few things more than a chat and a rummage, and was
sometimes a guest of Quaritch at dinner.®> Among the letters preserved
by Ruskin is one from Quaritch, of February 28, 1882,* and Mr.
Quaritch’s son and successor permits its publication here:—

“The expression of your satisfaction with my services as your
bookseller is extremely gratifying to me. Nature has blessed me with
exceptional vigour; this gift | have concentrated upon my trade. Love
of knowledge has aided me in my business; love of order has insured
my commercial success; love of truth has secured me the patronage of
such men as you, the late and the present Earl of Crawford, of Mr.
Gladstone, and of the late Earl of Beaconsfield and others. Just
treatment and fair wages have enabled me to surround myself with a
good staff of assistants. | have been forty years in London, and have
never been a day absent from my duties; when | have been ill, | have
gone to my work all the same.”

Ruskin’s endorsement on the envelope was “very interesting”; his
letters to its writer show how highly he esteemed alike the knowledge
and industry of the great bookseller.

L Vol. XXXVII. pp. 513, 517, etc.

2 Seasame and Lilies, § 6 (Vol. XVIII. p. 59).

% See Vol. XXXVII. p. 398.

* In reply to Ruskin’s of the preceding day, see Vol. XXXVII. p. 387.
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The letters to the late F. S. Ellis—the well-known bookseller and
publisher of New Bond Street, compiler of the Shelley Concordance,
and editor of Chaucer—are equally interesting. These were privately
printed by consent of Mr. Ellis in 1892." In ordering books, Ruskin
soon begins dropping critical remarks by the way. An invitation to
Brantwood follows. Then Mr. Ellis undertakes the sale of one of
Ruskin’s pamphlets.?  “Truly” and “faithfully” pass into
“affectionately”; and finally, when Mr. Ellis had given some prudent
advice which Ruskin valued, he becomes Papa Ellis—a brevet
relationship which he had the honour of sharing with Rawdon Brown
and Carlyle. Some of the Letters of Ellis are very slight, though all are
characteristic; others, included, in the Principal Collection, contain
many obiter dicta on men and books, which should not always be
taken with complete seriousness.

With his “readers,” printers, and engravers Ruskin was on terms of
the same friendly cordiality. This is an aspect of his private
relationships which has been illustrated in a previous volume,® and a
few additional letters are included in the present Collection—to Mr.
Smith Williams, Literary adviser to Messrs. Smith, Elder & Co.; to
Mr. Jowett, of Messrs. Hazell, Watson & Viney’s printing
establishment; and to Mr. Le Keux, the engraver. Business letters from
Ruskin, pure and simple, hardly exist. The dealers who supplied him
with minerals, or the cutters whom he employed to polish his
specimens, received with their orders some expression of his views or
good wishes.

Some of the most charming of Ruskin’s Letters are addressed to
children. He loved them, and he understood them. He knew, for one
thing, how to avoid that air of condescension which makes so many
“grown-ups,” with the best intentions, earn only the contempt of their
little friends. Ruskin was indeed the teacher, with child-friends as with
other persons; but whenever children had affairs of their own in
progress, he was careful to treat them gravely and on terms of equality.
This is one of the keys to the hearts of children, and they opened gladly
at Ruskin’s touch. Some pleasant glimpses of him as the children’s
friend have been collected already.* But his relations with children are
perhaps best shown in the letters to “Katie Macdonald”—a series of
which some are given in the text of Vol. XXXVII. and others in its
Bibliographical Appendix. An entry in Ruskin’s

! For a collation, see the Bibliographical Appendix, Vol. XXXVII. p. 638.
2 The Academy Notes of 1875: see Vol. XIV. p. 458.

3 Vol. XXXIV. pp. 713-716.

* See Vol. XXXIV. pp. 716-717.
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diary for January 1885 records the receipt of an “Altogether delicious
letter from little girl announcing founding of society for kindness to
animals.” This was “The Friends of Living Creatures,” founded by
Miss Katie Macdonald, &t. 10, and some other children at Bedford
Park, with a full complement of Rules, Badges, Knights, Secretary, a
Journal, Editor and Art-Editor.! Katie’s mother was a reader of
Ruskin, and it was his denunciations of the wanton destruction of
beautiful and harmless creatures® that prompted the foundation of the
Society. At the first meeting it was resolved that Katie should write
asking him to accept the office of Patron. Finding the letter “altogether
delicious,” he accepted the honour, pleading, however, for “Papa” as
title, instead of “Patron.”® He sent sketches, gave them advice about
the Journal, and delivered judgment on knotty points submitted to him.
On coming up to London presently, he offered to meet the Society and
deliver a little Address. What Ruskin said, Katie remembers not; he
had spoken to her—*“So this is Katie,” putting his hand on her shoulder
and bending down to her, and the rest was the dazed adoration of
hero-worship in its most overpowering from. But Katie’s mother has
given recollections of the discussion which followed the Address. A
boy, greatly daring, wanted to know if, supposing certain donkey-boys
insisted on kicking their donkeys, the rules of the Society would
permit its “Knights” to give them “a jolly good thrashing.” Ruskin
rose with admirable gravity and said:—

“The speaker has presented me with a serious problem, and
the directress has invested me with the responsibility of solving
it. | really hardly know what to say. Of course, we are largely
dependent on the good offices of our ‘knights’ in the society.
They have quite special duties to perform which cannot be
entrusted to the younger boy members, and which, of course,
must not be allowed to trouble the girls. Now, whether or no the
particular methods advocated by the speaker can be justly
considered as compatible with, or included in, the exact
performance of a knight’s duties | find extremely hard to decide.

“Well, I am inclined to think,” continued Ruskin, “at the risk

! The story of “The Friends of Living Creatures and John Ruskin” is told in two very
prettily written articles, by Mrs. Katie Macdonald Goring (the Katie of the letters), in the
Fortnightly Review, September and October 1907.

2 see his remarks on the Lecture on Birds (1884) in Vol. XXXIII. p. 530, and his
quotation in Fors Clavigera, Letter 74 (Vol. XXIX. p. 36), of Blake’s lines:—

“Kill not the moth nor butterfly,
For the last judgment draweth nigh.”

® Vol. XXXVII. p. 510.
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of incurring the displeasure of all the names now present”—this
with a look and deprecatory smile around the room—*“l am
inclined to think that, if all other means have been tried, and
have failed, that if patient explanation, persuasion, reason, and
warnings have alike been unsuccessful in inducing the
donkey-boys to treat their animals with consideration and
fairness—I think, yes, | really do, that our knights are only
fulfilling the obligations we have laid upon them, in shaming the
donkey-boys into right conduct, by giving them (I accept the
speaker’s terms) a thoroughly good, sound thrashing.”

Another, and a still knottier, question followed. A girl rose to
propound it. She was willing to accept the policy of the Society in all
other points—she would even give up butterfly-hunting—but if
shrimping was still to be forbidden, she could not join. Ruskin was
equal to the occasion:—

“l cannot, of course, as the speaker will understand, take it
upon myself to alter the rules of the Society. That can only be
done, after careful thought, by a thoroughly competent and
responsible committee. But, after consulting with the directress,
the founders, and the officers of the Society, | think | may say
that the point will be considered. The question of whether
shrimping should or should not be permitted to members will, no
doubt, be fully discussed before the next meeting, when the
decision of the committee will be made known. In the meantime,
I may, perhaps, be allowed to put forward, for the committee’s
consideration, the plea that shrimps do really constitute a highly
nutritious article of food. Indeed, | believe that shrimps—with
water-cress—are often the characteristic dish and chief course at
tea by the seaside. So that it might be argued that
shrimping—conducted, of course, with as much consideration as
possible for the shrimps—is really a methods of furnishing the
larder, and providing the family table with a wholesome and
necessary meal.”

With which the meeting was dissolved, and members and their mamas
were introduced to Ruskin. “He insisted upon having the knight
brought to him, to confer with him further on the proper treatment of
donkey-boys. ‘Where is the shrimper?’ he asked. ‘I must shake hands
with the shrimper.” A girl of ten, with long brown curls and shining
eyes, the Beauty of Bedford Park, delighted him with her sweet, gay
smile and manners—’Diamond Eyes,’ he called her, then, and never
forgot her. A child of five, our youngest member, lured him,
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as the room grew emptier, with a game of ‘Touch last,” and kept him
pursuing her for ten minutes and more, in and out among the
disordered benches, her peals of baby laughter echoing through the
place.”

Is it not a pretty scene? If the children gave him hero-worship, was
he not worthy of it? But he made one mistake. The officers of the
Society had presented him with bouquets. In the scurry of departure,
he forgot them! He knew how the children would feel this, and on
reaching home wrote his regrets'—an attention which not every busy
man would have found time for. Many other letters followed; full of
graceful play, and tender thoughts; revealing his love alike for
children and for animals. “You know, my dear,” he says in one letter,
“little girls are not much better than kittens or butterflies, and boys,
seldom quite as good as ponies or dogs.” His illnesses interrupted
communications between the Society and its “Papa”; but the members
might “at least remember with gladness throughout their life how kind
they were to their old and sick friend.”? Some of his latest letters are
still to “Katie,” who bids farewell, in graceful words, to the “pure and
generous spirit, whose gentle radiance, shed for a while upon the
garden of our childhood, lies there luminous amongst the flowers;
shining again into our faces as we breathe, in haunted, lovely
moments, the fragrance of old days.”® Ruskin’s love for children was
as sunlight upon lilies.”

The next collection of letters to be noticed—those privately
printed in 1903 as Letters to M. G. and H. G.—is of interest as
introducing Mr. Gladstone among Ruskin’s friends. Ruskin in 1847
had been on the Committee for securing Gladstone’s election for the
University of Oxford, and “the Oxford chairman was sure that Mr.
Gladstone would appreciate at its full value the support of such high
personal merit and extraordinary natural genius.”® In the same year
they met at Lady Davy’s dinner-table, and quarrelled across Miss
Lockhart over Neapolitan prisons; “he couldn’t see,” explains Ruskin,
“that the real prisoners were the persons outside.”® Later on, Ruskin’s
view of Gladstone was Carlyle’s, and he expressed it in terms of
unbridled scorn in one of the earlier letters of Fors Clavigera
(September 1875).” The Eastern Question, however, brought the two
men into some political accord.

1 vol. XXXVII. p. 678 (No. 10).

2 |bid., pp. 537, 539.

® Fortnightly Review, October 1907, p. 609.

4 Mr. Wyndham’s phrase; Letters to M. G. and H. G., p. ix.
® Morley’s Life of Gladstone, vol. i. p. 329.

® Preeterita, ii. § 198 (Vol. XXXV. p. 428).

"Vol. XXVIII. p. 403.
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Ruskin, like Carlyle, was one of the conveners of the famous St.
James’s Hall Conference in December 1876. Soon afterwards
Gladstone had been profoundly stirred, as Canon Scott Holland tells
us,' by a paper of Ruskin’s in the Nineteenth Century. This was “An
Oxford Lecture” which appeared in the number for January 1878.2 One
of the principal theses maintained in the lecture was just such as would
have appealed to Gladstone. It was “the reality of that ministration of
the good angels, and of that real adversity of the principalities and
powers of Satan, in which, without exception, all earnest Christians
have believed, and the appearance of which, to the imagination of the
greatest and holiest of them, has been the root, without exception, of
all the greatest art produced by the human mind or hand in this world.”
It should be remembered, as explaining some of Gladstone’s
subsequent conversation with Ruskin, that the lecture referred
incidentally to Sir Walter Scott and the romantic landscape of his
country. Gladstone was full of this lecture, and Ruskin was known to
be in sympathy with Gladstone’s views on the Eastern Question; the
occasion was thus favourable for a meeting, and Miss Mary Gladstone
(Mrs. Drew), who was an admirer of Ruskin’s writings, and had come
to make his acquaintance through Burne-Jones and other common
friends, suggested to her father to invite him to Hawarden. Cannon
Scott Holland, who was also of the party, arrived by the same train,
and has given an amusing account of their arrival:—

“As we drove up from the station, | discovered that he had the
darkest view possible of his host, imbibed from the ‘Master,” Carlyle,
to whose imagination Mr. Gladstone figured, apparently, as the
symbol of the all with which he was at war. Ruskin was, therefore,
extremely timid and suspicious, and had secured, in view of a possible
retreat, a telegram which might at any moment summon him home;
this telegram looked largely the first day, and we were constantly
under its menace. But as hour by hour he got happier, the reference to
its possible arrival came more and more rarely, and finally it became
purely mythical.”

The other guests were a little nervous about the experiment of bringing
two forces, apparently so unsympathetic, into touch; but it was a
complete success. On every subject that came up, Gladstone and
Ruskin did, it is true, differ; but except in opinion, they did not
disagree.

! In an article on “Gladstone and Ruskin” in The Commonwealth for July 1898.

Canon Holland’s recollections were, however, at fault in some dates and other details.
2 See Vol. XXII. pp. 529-538.
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“Mr. Gladstone retained throughout the tone of courteous and
deferential reverence as for a man whom he profoundly honoured. And
Mr. Ruskin threw off every touch of suspicion with which he had
arrived, and showed with all the frankness and charm of a child his
new sense of the greatness and nobility of the character of his host.”
So says Canon Holland; and | have heard from another member of the
party of the indelible impression made upon him by the bearing of the
two men—each of them expressing his convictions with deference
towards the other, and both of them displaying in perfection the graces
of old-world courtesy. A third member of the party—who had been
welcomed with special warmth as one of the band of Hincksey
“diggers”—has recorded the impression made by Ruskin’s “manifold
pleasant ways; his graceful and delightful manner—bright, gentle,
delicately courteous; the lyric melody of his voice—more intensely
spiritual, more subduedly passionate, more thrilling than any voice |
ever heard. He is a swift observer and acute. Not talkative, but ever
willing to be interested in things, and to throw gleams of his soul’s
sunlight over them; original in his dazzling idealism.”*

The conversation between Gladstone and Ruskin on this occasion
has been well reported—by the writer last quoted, and also by Canon
Holland. Gladstone asked his guest’s opinion on some controverted
point:—

“For at least twenty years past,” replied Ruskin, “I have made
it a rule to know nothing about doubtful and controverted
facts—nothing but what is absolutely true—absolutely certain. |
do not care for opinions, views, speculations, whose truth is
doubtful. I wish to know only true things; and there are enough
of them to take a full lifetime to learn. Why is there not an
absolutely truthful newspaper in the world? I hate finding that
what | believed yesterday | must disbelieve to-day. Why is not a
newspaper started which we may entirely trust, which should
wait until news was certain before admitting it; what would delay
signify if truth were assured? | wonder no such paper should
have been got up—if only as a mere luxury.

“How horrible is the condition of our daily press! Columns
full of horrors, murders, suicides, brutalities—conspicuous
villainy and abomination. | would have a paper that would tell us
of the loveliest and best people in every town or place—of
nothing but pure and beautiful things. Nowadays it is the most
infamous people

! “Ruskin at Hawarden in 1878: Extracts from an Old Journal,” pp. 3-27 in Letters to
M. G. and H. G. It can hardly be rash to identify the writer “O” with Canon Ottley.
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who are published to the world, who are forced upon our
thoughts. I would have the gentlest, purest, noblest of mankind,
set before the public mind—made famous in the journals. This
fame and the world’s admiration could not” [this in reply to H. S.
H.’s objection and Miss G.’s] “spoil the really good, nice people.
Their light ought to shine and be set up on a candlestick. It would
indeed go on burning even under a bushel, but goodness ought to
be set up, a city set on a hill. No! There need be no fear of
spoiling the truly nice people by bringing them into prominence.
At present, they are precisely the last people in a place to be
heard of.”

At another time Gladstone raised the subject of the Oxford course; the
tendencies of the schools, their strain and mental effects. Gladstone
gave, as a strong argument in favour of it all, the value of the sudden
effort, the vast concentration of mind and the calling into play of all
the intellectual powers, as a training for political life:—

“Ruskin (with his inimitable genuine modesty) ‘had never
thought of that’: ‘It was quite a new idea,” and worthy of much
consideration. But he still seemed to think the general effect of
the strain bad. Speaking around the same topic, he said: ‘The
man who has failed in any subject has no right whatsoever to say
one word respecting the subject in which he has failed. But if I,
speaking as one who has entirely failed,” etc.; and he then told us
how he had failed, ‘partly through ill-health’; how, out of kind
consideration, they gave him a double-fourth; how great a
disappointment his failure had been: ‘not only on my own
account | wished to succeed, but also for my father’s sake.’

“He told of the modesty and simplicity of Carpaccio, who
would be known only as Titian’s disciple, and ‘put his name to
his pictures in the mouth of a lizard or some other beastly little
animal.’

“The woman should not venture to hope for or think for
perfectness in him she would love, but he should believe the
maiden to be purity and perfection, absolute and unqualified;
perfectly faultless, entirely lovely. “‘Women are, in general, far
nobler, purer, more divinely perfect than men, because they
come less in contact with evil!”

“Ruskin said that one of the loveliest graces of holy
childhood—that pretty leaning of a youngling against your knee,
and bending over gracefully as a lily, with inimitably winsome
love—is a thing rarely caught by artists. It is so fine and
exquisite a movement as to be generally passed over. He only

knew one artist who had truly found it—Vandyke, it was.”
XXXVI. f
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It is Canon Holland whose recollections illustrate most happily the
collision in opinions between Gladstone and his guest:—

“The amusement of the meeting of the two lay in the absolute
contrast between them at every point on which conversation could
conceivably turn. The brimming optimism of Mr. Gladstone, hoping
all things, believing everybody, came clashing up at every turn with
the inveterate pessimism of Mr. Ruskin, who saw nothing on every
side but a world rushing headlong down into the pit. They might talk
on the safest of topics, and still the contrast was inevitable. We heard
Gladstone get on Homer, and a sense that there at least all would be
well came over us. What was our despair when we realised that in the
poetic record of some prehistoric exchange Mr. Gladstone was
showing how thoroughly Homer had entered into those principles of
barter which modern economic science would justify. As he paused in
an eloquent exposition for a response from his listener, Mr. Ruskin
said in a tone of bitter regret, “And to think that the devil of political
economy was alive even then!” ”

At another time Walter Scott was uppermost. Here, indeed, it was
thought, was common ground, but Mr. Gladstone unfortunately
dropped the remark that “Sir Walter had made Scotland”:—

“On Mr. Ruskin’s inquiry as to the meaning of the phrase, Mr.
Gladstone began telling of the amazing contrast between the means of
communication in Scotland before Sir Walter wrote compared with the
present day, mentioning the number of coaches that were now
conveying masses of happy trippers up and down the Trossachs. Mr.
Ruskin’s face had been deepening with horror, and at last he could
bear it no longer. ‘But, my dear sir,” he broke out, ‘that is not making
Scotland; it is unmaking it!” ”

The next recollection is of a later date, when Ruskin was breakfasting
with Gladstone in Downing Street:—

“I shall never forget Mr. Gladstone’s look of puzzled earnestness
as Mr. Ruskin expounded at length a scheme he had for enforcing our
social responsibility for crime. We all of us were guilty of the crimes
done in our neighbourhood. Why had we not sustained a higher moral
tone which would make men ashamed to commit crime when we are
near? Why had we allowed the conditions which lead to crime? We
ought to feel every crime as our own. How good then would it be if
London were cut up into districts, and when a murder was committed
in any one district the inhabitants should draw lots to decide who
should be hung for it. Would not that quicken the public conscience?
How excellent the moral effect would be if the man on whom the lot
fell were of peculiarly high character! Mr. Ruskin felt sure there
would be no more murders in
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that district for some time. He conceived that even the murderer
himself would be profoundly moved as he silently witnessed the
execution of this innocent and excellent gentleman, and would make a
resolution as he walked away that he would abstain from such deeds in
future. What was Mr. Gladstone to say to this? Was he to confute it, or
show the difficulties of its practical working?”

Canon Holland gives other recollections of the same kind, and any one
who knew the two men and their modes of thought can realise how
exquisitely bewildering and amusing a conversation between them
must have been. As Canon Holland well says:—

“Ruskin had more than any man the Platonic charm which mingles
humour and seriousness so that the two are inseparable. And this was
the form of humour that was least congenial to Mr. Gladstone. Not at
all, as is so often said, that he did not enjoy humour; few people
enjoyed more heartily a good piece of fun, or laughed with a larger
freedom. But when Mr. Gladstone was serious he was serious; while
Mr. Ruskin, like Plato, had ever a quiver of irony and wit stirring
within everything that was most serious, so that it was impossible to
separate the two.”

Canon Holland asks, “What was Mr. Gladstone to say?” What Mr.
Gladstone did say may be inferred from a passage in Preterita in
which Ruskin contrasts, from his personal experiences, the
controversial methods of Palmerston, Gladstone, and Disraeli:
“Palmerston disputed no principle with me (being, | fancied, partly of
the same mind with me about principles), but only feasibilities;
whereas in every talk permitted me more recently by Mr. Gladstone,
he disputes all the principles before their application; and the
application of all that get past the dispute. D’Israeli differed from both
in making a jest alike of principle and practice.”*

The conquest, however, of Ruskin by Gladstone and of Gladstone
by Ruskin, was made when they thus met. Notes which have been
published from Gladstone’s diary pay a high tribute to Ruskin as
guest:—

“Jan. 12, 1878.—Mr. Ruskin came; we had much conversation,
interesting of course, as it must always be with him.

“Jan. 15.—Mr. Ruskin went at 10%. In some respects an unrivalled
guest, and those important respects t00.”?

1 Vol. XXXV. p. 505.

? Letters to M. G. and H. G., p. vii. In Morley’s Life of Gladstone, vol. ii. p. 581, Mr.
Gladstone’s diary is cited as saying: “After thirty hours my library is now in passable
order, and | enjoy, in Ruskin’s words, ‘the complacency of possession and the
pleasantness of order.” ”
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Ruskin on his side made public confession, as we have seen in a
previous volume,* of his past misjudgment of the character of his host.
To Canon Holland, as they drove away to the station, he “poured out
freely the joy of his discovery.” But there was one difficulty; Ruskin
was “a little nervous as to how he was going to explain it to ‘the
Master’ at Chelsea.”

How the disciple managed the explanation, history does not
record. Perhaps Carlyle attributed Ruskin’s fall from anti-Gladstonian
grace to the charm of Gladstone’s daughter; and this was, no doubt, an
element in the case. Ruskin, having entered the family circle at
Hawarden, accepted all its members who desired his friendship. To
Miss Gladstone’s cousin, Mr. Alfred Lyttelton, he gave a letter of
introduction to Carlyle. Miss Gladstone herself became one of the
“pets” upon whom he was fond of bestowing playful affection. The
earlier letters to her tell, with graceful compliment, of his pleasure in
the visit to Hawarden. Then, he dines with her father in London,
enjoys her music, and finds her “a perfect little mother to him.”? In the
autumn of the same year (1878) the visit to Hawarden was repeated.
The late Duke of Argyll—an old antagonist of Ruskin’s at the
Metaphysical Society—was, on this occasion, of the company, and
Ruskin felt a certain constraint. The diarist, before quoted, made a
study of “three strongly-contrasted characters.”® The Duke found
things very well as they are. Ruskin was for remoulding “this sorry
scheme of things nearer to the heart’s desire.”* Ruskin was against
war; he “would have every man in England a soldier—able, if need be,
to defend his home and his country; but not a standing profession of
fighters, which must encourage the evil war-spirit.” Ruskin
maintained that Christianity was against war; the Duke cited a sermon
of Mozley’s to the contrary. “You seem to want a very different world,
Mr. Ruskin.” “Yea, verily, a new heaven and a new earth, and the
former things passed away.” Midway between the two stood
Gladstone; “in spirit going far with Ruskin; accepting, indeed, almost
all his principles, but widely differing as to their practical
applications.” At one point they turned out to be in unexpected accord.
Ruskin had attacked his host as a “leveller”:—

LVol. XXVIII. p. 403.

2 See Vol. XXXVII. pp. 239, 254.

® There was play, as well as talk. Some one produced “Fishponds,” and Gladstone,
the Duke, and Ruskin took their turn. “Ruskin approved the idea of the game, but wanted
lovely little fishes with silver scales—instead of little ugly lumps of wood—to catch”
(Letters to M. G. and H. G., p. 22).

* FitzGerald’s Omar Khayyam.
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““You see you think one man is as good as another, and all men
equally competent to judge aright on political questions; whereas | am
a believer in an aristocracy.” And straight came the answer from Mr.
Gladstone, ‘Oh dear, no! | am nothing of the sort. | am a firm believer
in the aristocratic principle—the rule of the best. | am an out-and-out
inequalitarian,” a confession which Ruskin greeted with intense
delight, clapping his hands triumphantly.”

Ruskin’s conversation pleased Gladstone no less than before, as the
notes in his diary show:—

“Oct. 12, 1878.—Mr. Ruskin came; health better, and no
diminution of charm.

“Oct. 13.—Walk with the Duke (of Argyll), Mr. Ruskin and party.

“Oct. 14.—Walk with Mr. Ruskin. Mr. Ruskin at dinner developed
his political opinions. They aim at the restoration of the Judaic system,
and exhibit a mixture of virtuous absolutism and Christian socialism.
All in his charming and benevolent manner.

“Oct. 15.—Good-bye to Mr. Ruskin and off for London at 9.5

Am."t

The correspondence between Gladstone’s daughter and Ruskin
continued on the old terms of affection, which was proof even against
some further “naughtinesses” on Ruskin’s part against the statesman.
Ruskin on his side affected great injury and difficulty in forgiving
when Miss Gladstone married—injury all the greater because it
followed at no long interval the marriage of their common friend Miss
Graham, the “Francie” of Burne-Jones’s Memorials and the “F.” of
Ruskin’s Letters to M. G. Miss Gladstone’s music was a great delight
to Ruskin; visits to her, when she would play to him, were among the
occasional pleasures of London in his later years. She, too, was of the
party, during his last term at Oxford, when he obtained permission
from the Dean to have the cathedral closed to the public, that he might
roam up and down and listen to the organ. The “Letters to M. G.” are
full of music; and as she had adopted Lady Mount-Temple’s name for
him, St. Chrysostom, he calls her in return “St. Cecilia”’—on one
occasion even addressing the envelope so, a letter which one

! In 1892 Mr. Gladstone was considering the question of the Laureateship, left
unfilled by Lord Salisbury. “It is no longer a secret that in his endeavour to ‘keep it on
the high moral plane where Wordsworth and Tennyson placed it,” his thoughts strayed to
Ruskin, and Acland was applied to by him as to whether Ruskin’s health would permit of
the offer being made, but Acland could give him no encouragement, and the project fell
still-born” (Memoir of Sir Henry Acland by J. B. Atlay, p. 487).
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is not surprised to hear puzzled the butler.! For the rest, though for the
most part slight and playful, the letters contain many passing felicities
of thought and language, to which Mr. George Wyndham in his
Preface to Miss Gladstone’s book has called attention.?

A friend of whom Ruskin saw something during visits to London in
his later years was Cardinal Manning. They had probably become
acquainted through the Metaphysical Society, and Ruskin used to call
on Manning at Archbishop’s House. Some of the Cardinal’s letters to
him, often accompanied by gifts of books, such as the Fioretti of S.
Francis, have already been quoted,® and another may here be given:—

“ARCHBISHOP’S HOUSE, WESTMINSTER, Oct. 21, 1873.—MY DEAR
MR. RUSKIN,—I can say with truth that ever since our last
conversation | have been thinking of writing to you. But | have been
overdone with work, and have constantly delayed.

“I cannot say with what interest | have read Fors Clavigera. It is
like the beating of one’s heart in a nightmare. You are crying out of the
depths of this material world; and no man will listen. You can now
understand what we feel. We cry and cry, but the nineteenth century
looks upon us as deaf and impassive as the young Memnon. There are
no breaks in the woods on the horizon to let us into infinity. We are
hedged in by the 3 per cents., iron-clads, secularism, and deified Civil
Powers. The God of this World has got his day for a time. Irving said
forty years ago: ‘The physical sciences have taken the whole breadth
of heaven to themselves, and the spiritual sciences have gone down
into the earth, and are to be no more found.’ It is very true. Could the
Ape theory ever have come up in my mind if they had not first lost
spiritual instincts, and intuitions of the intelligent and moral nature of
man? With a theist | have sympathy, with an atheist or an agnostic |
can find no human hand or heart to lay hold of. What room for the
kalon or ‘pulchrum’ physical, moral, spiritual, ideal in men who feel
that they may be the Sons of an ape?

! See Vol. XXXVII. p. 651.

2 “The references (in Vol. XXXVII.) to Mr. Gladstone (p. 239), to Browning (p.
257), to the Land-League (p. 341), to the law of land-owning (p. 389) are all of public
interest. Again, in another category, the planes ‘twisted grandly by rock-winds’ (p. 257),
and the profound thought of morning and evening, spring and autumn (ibid.), the “move
the shadow from the dial evermore’ (p. 260), the olives, grass, and cyclamen (p. 413) are
treasures not to be kept under lock and key. On page 273 the reference to Lady Day is
important, and, to make a quick change, | like also to posses the Bishop and Pig-stye (p.
546). And on p. 341 there is a grand confession of faith.”

3 See Vol. XXXII. p. xxiii., Vol. XXXIII. p. xxv., Vol. XXXV., p. lvi. n.
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“Your Fors is a vigorous and human protest against this degradation of
man and of Society; which next after the Church is God’s greatest work. |
hope you are well.—Believe me, always, my dear Mr. Ruskin, yours
faithfully, HENRY E., Archbp. of Westmr.”

The Cardinal, rejoicing in Ruskin’s declarations of Catholicism,
hoped perhaps that his Church was about to receive a distinguished
convert. Ruskin’s letter of January 1878 must have undeceived him;
to Manning, as previously to Patmore, Ruskin explained that he was a
“Catholic” in a wider sense than that of the Roman Church. But though
he made light of “Papal pretensions,”? he remained much attached to
Manning, of whom he writes to other friends as “my dear Cardinal.”

There are many friends and acquaintances included in Ruskin’s
correspondence who have not yet been mentioned in this Introduction.
The letters to them are often interesting or important, but a bare
mention must here suffice, further particulars being given in footnotes
to the letters. In the present volume, reference may be made to Mrs.
Hugh Blackburn, Mr. E. S. Dallas, and Sir John and Lady Naesmyth;
in the next, to Professor Blackie, Mr. Frederick Gale, Mr. and Mrs.
Alfred Tylor,® and many others. Other letters are addressed to Miss
Sara Anderson, cousin of Mr. James Reddie Anderson already
mentioned. She acted as Ruskin’s secretary from 1884 to 1890, and
subsequently filled the same post in the Burne-Jones household,
where, as at Brantwood, her “skill and tact,” her “quick pen and
quicker wit™* made her a general favourite.

It is now time to turn to some of the closest and most enduring of
Ruskin’s  friendships which have not yet been touched
upon—friendships which began early in his life and were ended only
by death. In a passage of Fors Clavigera (1877) Ruskin gives a list of
his old and tried friends, “with their respective belongings of family
circle.” The members of this inner circle of his friendship were “Henry
Acland, and George Richmond, and John Simon, and Charles Norton,
and William Kingsley, and Rawdon Brown, and Osborne Gordon, and
Burne-Jones, and Lady Mount-Temple, and Mrs. Hilliard, and Miss
Ingelow.”® Some

L Vol XXXVII. p. 240.

2 |bid., p. 323.

% The letter of condolence to the latter is admirable (Vol. XXXVII. p. 506).

* Memoirs of Edward Burne-Jones, vol. ii. pp. 228-229. Compare No. 41 in Ruskin’s
letters to Ellis (Vol. XXXVII. p. 641).

® See Vol. XXIX. p. 184.
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of the friendships thus named have been described already in this
Introduction. It remains for us to notice the others, beginning,
however, with one which Ruskin strangely omitted from his list.

Many of the msot interesting and intimate of Ruskin’s letters are
to Dr. John Brown, the beloved physician of Edinburgh and author of
Rab and his Friends. The letters begin in 1846 and continue till
Brown’s death in 1882. It was not, however, till 1853 that he and
Ruskin met. Brown, born in 1810, was the senior of the two men by
nine years. Ruskin traces in Preeterita’ certain links of native
sympathy between him and his friend—their common race, and in
some respects their similar upbringing. They had, too, many
communities of taste. Brown, though closely occupied in the practice
of his profession, was a keen lover of literature and painting. He had
high repute in Edinburgh as an art-critic. He was an ardent admirer of
the genius of Turner. He was “a lover of the meadows and the woods,
and mountains.” “How delighted | am with the Border Minstrelsy,” he
wrote to a friend in 1835, “and how enraged | feel, that owing to these
wretched things called circumstances, | cannot and probably never
will see the places, or wander at will among the Hills. What secrets
which have been hidden in the everlasting hills and in the fountains of
waters which move among them would we not reveal—the day may yet
come.”2 In the writer of these words, the first volume of Modern
Painters struck and instant chord of sympathy and understanding, and
his admiration of the “Graduate’s” work was strengthened by the
second volume. He wrote to the unknown author expressing his
gratitude, and Ruskin replied (p.60) in warm terms which encouraged
further correspondence. Brown much desired to make his
acquaintance, and wondered what manner of man he might be. “Too
much a man of genius,” he conjectured, “to be always good-natured.”
Like every other judicious reader of Ruskin, Brown could not always
go with him. “I once thought him very nearly a god,” he wrote in 1851;
“I find we must cross the River before we get at our gods.” But on this
side of the River, he was presently to walk with Ruskin as a friend. The
“arrogance” in some obiter scriptum, which had momentarily
disaffected Brown, was atoned for when they met. “Never believe one
word against him,” Brown wrote; “he is odd and wilful, and not to be
gainsayed, but he is pure and good, and an amazing genius.”3 And so,
again: “I am sure he has wings under his flannel

1Vol. XXXV. pp. 458, 463, 465.

2 Letters of Dr. John Brown, 1907, p. 33.

® For this, and previously quoted passages, see The Letters of Dr. John Brown, pp.
93, 88, 118, 183, 226.
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jacket; he is not a man, but a stray angel, who has singed his wings a
little and tumbled into our sphere. He has all the arrogance, insight,
unreasonableness, and spiritual sheen of a celestial.” “It is now thirty
years,” he wrote in 1874, “since he first wrote me, and | have known
no nobler, purer nature since.” They had a common friend in Pauline,
Lady Trevelyan, with whom Ruskin stayed at Wallington in 1853, on
his way to Edinburgh. She had invited Dr. John Brown at the same
time, and Ruskin thus had made known to him “the best and truest
friend of all his life.” On some later occasion, when they were both at
Wallington together, Lady Trevelyan’s niece, Miss Constance
Hilliard, then a girl of nine, was staying there.* She became a great pet
both of Ruskin and of Brown, and there are several allusions in their
correspondence to “that queer and dear child,” as Brown called her,?
with the “quaint and witty” ways noted by Ruskin. She stayed as a
child of twelve at Denmark Hill, became the life-long friend of Mrs.
Severn, and is included, through her mother, in Ruskin’s list of his
dearest friendships: a letter to her will be found in this Collection.

Dr. John Brown, says Ruskin, was his “best friend, because he was
of my father’s race and native town; truest because he know always
how to help us both, and never made any mistakes in doing so.” The
published letters of Brown to Ruskin show how constant and
appreciative was the sympathy which he gave to hsi friend; and
Ruskin’s to him, how much pleasure and encouragement were thereby
afforded. In Ruskin’s middle period—that of Unto this Last and
kindred writings—there was some little relaxation of the sympathy
between the two men, for the brown, as to most others at that time, the
assault upon the “old” Political Economy seemed bad and mad. It was
cause of lively regret to Ruskin that his friend would not instantly be
converted (pp. 340, 416); but in later years the full sympathy between
them was restored. Brown was an eager reader of everything that came
from Ruskin’s pen, and there was seldom an article, a chapter, or a
book which did not bring a word of appreciation form Edinburgh.
“You never sent an arrow more home or to better purpose,” wrote
Brown of Ruskin’s vindication of James Forbes against Tyndall;
“good-bye, my own dear friend, and may the Almighty, your father’s
and mother’s God, bless and cheer you.”® “It did and does give
pleasure,”

! Ruskin in Praterita confuses this occasion with his first visit to Wallington in
1853.

2 Letters of Dr. John Brown, p. 206.

% Ibid., p. 226 (December 27, 1873). See also p. 230
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he wrote of the chapters on Scott in Fors Clavigera, “but, oh! when
will we get the rest? You should be twenty several men.”* “I gave
myself up on Sunday evening for some hours,” he said in another
letter, “to going over the plates of Modern Painters. | would say more
easily to any one than yourself what was the feeling that grew upon me
as | scrutinised their old and ever new lines of feeling and power. You
should be thankful to God every night you lay down your head for
having done them.”?

Of a chapter of Ariadne Florentina Brown wrote: “l have read
every word of this in my carriage, dodging about from door to door,
from one case to another. Besides being new and true and
important—very—this is full of ‘go,” ‘throughout with the full fire of
temper in it.” That dying child! that miserrimus Miser! and all that
about anatomy profoundly true.”® And of Proserpina: “Thanks, as |
have so long and so often had to give you, for the joy and comfort of it;
it is delightful and informing and more”;* and once again of The Bible
of Amiens:—

“27th December, 1881.—I owe you much for some real pleasure
this day, of which | stood in need. Here is indeed no ‘loss of general
power, whether in conception or industry’; the ‘active brightness of
the entire soul and life’ are here as of old.® You burn like iron wire in
oxygen, and | often wonder how you survive your own intensity. The
Northern Porch is lovely, quite, in its true sense exquisite—searched
out and expressed to the uttermost by the good (I am sure he is worthy)
George Allen and his master . .. .”°

Letters such as this gave much pleasure to Ruskin, as his answers
sufficiently show. He liked such “frankincense friendship,”’ and was,
on his side, not slow to praise his friend’s work; though, as it
happened, the pieces by which Dr. John Brown is best known to the
general reader were those which Ruskin least liked. He was, like

! Letters of Dr. John Brown, p. 253 (October 25, 1877).

2 QOctober 2, 1874; ibid., p. 257, where the letter is wrongly dated “1878,” for it
contains a mention of a letter from Ruskin at Lucca (1874).

% Ibid., p. 225. The references are to Lecture V. (Vol. XXII. pp. 420, the woodcuts
between pp. 416, 417, and p. 407).

* Ibid., p. 280. See further, Vol. XXXVII. p. 386 n.

® Quotations from Appendix iii. and ch. ii. § 3 in The Bible of Amiens (Vol. XXXIII.
pp. 186, 54).

® The rest of the letter is cited in Vol. XXXIV. p. xliv. The “Northern Porch” is Plate
XI. in Vol. XXXIII.; but Mr. Allen’s plate was not in a condition to bear printing from
(see ibid., p. Ixiii.).

7 See Vol. XXXVII. p. 340.
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his friend, a devoted lover of dogs—*“Let us both look for the happy
hunting-ground,” he said, “where we shall meet all our—dogs again”;
but, though he appreciated the beautiful writing in Rab, the story was
too sad for him.! And so with Marjorie Fleming, the pathos was too
poignant. But to Dr. Brown’s other pieces, Ruskin gave unstinted
praise,? and especially was he charmed by the account of the doctor’s
father.® Ruskin’s warm sympathy in the sorrows of private life was
also a great comfort to Dr. Brown. He had lost his wife in 1864, and
writing to Ruskin ten years later, he says how often he blessed his
friend for his keen appreciation of her character. A little later Dr.
Brown’s health broke down and his “mind lost its self-control for a
short time.” “Don’t over-cerebrate,” he once said to Ruskin.* Four
years passed, and Ruskin himself was similarly afflicted. The friends
both knew what it was to pass through the valley of the shadow, and
their latest letters seem touched with a yet deeper note of affection. It
was in these years that Ruskin gave his friend much pleasure by
sending him drawings and engravings to look at, and often to keep.
They had, too, in their later years a further link of attachment in their
common friend, Miss Susan Beever. Dr. Brown, indeed, knew her only
by correspondence; but he read her character perfectly, and the two
men were equally attracted by the heart of a child which neither the
wisdom of experience nor the weight of years could deaden. “I trust
that we shall both go on yet, in spite of sorrow,” wrote Ruskin at the
end of 1881, “speaking to each other through the sweetbriar and the
vine, for many an hour of twilight as well as morning.” But in 1882 Dr.
John Brown passed away. “Nothing could tell,” wrote Ruskin, “the
loss to me in his death, nor the grief to how many greater souls than
mine, that had been possessed in patience through his love.”®

Next to Dr. John Brown, Ruskin placed, in the count of his
men-friends, Charles Eliot Norton—"my second friend and my first
real tutor.”® Ruskin’s letters to him form not the least interesting, and
from 1856 onwards perhaps the most continuous, series in the present

! See below, pp. 365-6; and for the preceding quotation, Vol. XXXVII. p. 288.

2 See below, pp. 85, 392, 403; and in Vol. XXXVII., Xmas. *73, 29 Dec. ’73.

® Obscured under the title Letter to John Cairns. For further references to it, see
Preeterita,

* Letters of Dr. John Brown, pp. 226, 206, 230.

® Preeterita, ii. § 232 (Vol. XXXV. p. 463).

® Ibid., iii. § 46 (Vol. XXXV. p. 520). Elsewhere, and at an earlier date, Ruskin
speaks of Norton as “the best friend | have in the world, next to Carlyle” (Vol. XVII. p.
477).

XCi
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Collection. Other friends had preserved letters from Ruskin, hardly
less numerous, but it has been necessary to represent such collections
more sparingly, as Professor Norton had already printed his long
series in America." It is needless to say much about this friendship; for
Ruskin has described it in Preterita,” and the letters themselves,
though they are one-sided, sufficiently disclose the relations between
the two men. The letters may be read, says Professor Norton, “as an
irregular narrative of a friendship with which neither difference of
temperament nor frequent and wide divergence of opinion had power
to interfere.”® These differences and divergences were, indeed, neither
few nor slight, as any discerning reader of Ruskin’s letters will readily
perceive. Small occasions would sometimes bring them out; it shocked
Ruskin, for example, to have his attention called to the fire-flies at
Siena—whose shining he has described in a beautiful passage—by a
request to “look at the lightning-bugs.” The friends, then, though
never asunder, often differed; and these differences—the difference,
for instance, which Ruskin likens to that between Oldbuck and Lovel
(p. 571)—appear in this selection of his letters, sometimes in passages
of playful irony or sarcasm, at other times emphasised with what must
be accounted bitterness and even provocation on Ruskin’s side.
Ruskin, owing to his solitary upbringing, had, as Jowett said,* “never
rubbed his mind against others”; he held his own convictions,
moreover, with an intensity which admitted of little compromise and
of no indifferentism. He could write a letter of courtesy, politeness, or
flattery as gracefully as any man; but often, as he told Mrs. Browning,
he “did not say the pleasantest things to his friends.”® At the end there
was on Ruskin’s part some interruption in the frequency of
correspondence, if not also in cordiality of feeling, for he resented,
more strongly than the published letters indicate, Professor Norton’s
attacks upon Froude in connexion with the trust committed to him by
Carlyle. It was not only that he regarded some of his friend’s
criticisms as “niggling and naggling.”® He remembered that we are all
liable to petty errors in transcribing letters—a weakness of human
eyes and fingers from which, by the way, Professor Norton’s own
treatment of Ruskin’s letters is not exempt. The editors have not seen
the originals, but

! For a note on this subject, see the Bibliographical Appendix, Vol. XXXVII. p. 683.
2Vol. XXXV. pp. 519-520, 522-524,

% preface to Letters of Ruskin to Norton, Boston, 1904, p. viii.

* Life and Letters, vol. ii. p. 257.

® Letters of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, vol. ii. p. 217.

& Vol. XXXVII. p. 569.
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the readings in Professor Norton’s various publications of them differ
considerably, and they cannot all be right. But this was only an
incidental point. The main one was that Ruskin was the friend not only
of Froude, but also of Carlyle, and held that Froude was better
qualified than Professor Norton to form a sound opinion of the way in
which Carlyle’s trust should be discharged. This episode caused some
inevitable soreness; but the letters show none the less the sympathy
and affection which Ruskin’s friend across the sea extended to him
with perfect constancy through every change of mood and fortune.? It
is no slight tribute to Professor Norton’s genius for friendship that to
him many of Ruskin’s best letters, as also many of those from Sir
Leslie Stephen and other eminent English men of letters, were
addressed.

Another much-loved friend of Ruskin was Rawdon Brown, of
Venice, to whom incidental reference has been made above (p. Ixix.),
and with whom we have often met in previous volumes of this edition.
He was a link between Ruskin’s earlier visits to Venice, during the
writing of The Stones, and those of later years. Ruskin’s letters to him,
which were numerous, are partly in the British Museum (presented by
Mr. W. G. Cavendish Bentinck in 1900) and partly in the possession of
Mr. Horatio Brown, his successor in the editorship of the Venetian
archives for the English State Papers. The collection in the British
Museum shows how carefully the letters received from Ruskin were
treasured by Brown. He was scrupulous to add the dates; he often
annotated them with reminiscences;® and sometimes filed a copy of his
own replies. The letters selected for the present Collection begin in
1850, with one which shows Rawdon Brown assisting Ruskin in the
collection of architectural details for The Stones of Venice (p. 106).
Next, in 1853-1854 (pp. 148, 162), we find Ruskin seeing through the
press Rawdon Brown’s Giustiniani—a book which threw new light on
the relation of the Venetian archives to English history, and caused
Lord Palmerston to commission Brown to calendar the archives—a

! In this edition it has been assumed that the latest version of the letters is the more
correct, but there are some curious mistakes.

2 Mr. Norton died, at the age of eighty-one, on October 21, 1908: for an interesting
obituary notice, see the Times of the following day.

% An instance may be given in connexion with Ruskin’s letter of May 8, 1877 (Vol.
XXXVII. p. 222). “In reply to this letter, | told him,” says Brown, “that the Scuola of St.
Giovanni Evangelista was by the elder Lombardo, and that | respected Fra Giocondo as
‘the second founder of Venice.” Toni, who took the letter, said he clapped his hands on
reading it; and now, to-day, 20th May, he gave me the first proof of Part I1l. Academy
Guide, and at p. 30 [Vol. XXIV. p. 169 n.] | see that the satisfaction proceeded from my
telling him that Giocondo’s contemporaries styled him the second founder of Venice.”
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work which occupied him during the remainder of his life
(1862-1883). Intercourse with Rawdon Brown was always one of
Ruskin’s chief pleasures in visits to Venice, and was especially close
and frequent during the winter of 1876-1877. A note of this period is
included,* as a sample of the messages that passed on days when the
old friends did not meet in person. Ruskin relied much on Brown’s
unrivalled knowledge of things Venetian, and wrote as a dutiful figlio.
“Your most affectionate old friend” was Brown’s signature in
replying. Of Brown’s attached servant, Antonio—the Toni of
Browning’s sonnet on Brown—mention is made in Ruskin’s books.?
The letters show his kindly and constant recollection of other members
of Brown’s household—of Joan, his servant, and of Panno, the
gondolier (pp. 314, 480). Ruskin seldom forgot to send them
Christmas presents, and he was for many years in the habit of
forwarding an annual gift for Brown to distribute among other humble
Venetian folk.

In this connexion mention may be made of a letter to one of the
monks of the Armenian Convent,® transcribed for this edition from
their show-case at San Lazzaro; and of two notes to another gondolier,
Pietro Mazzini.* Ruskin’s acquaintance and correspondence with
Count Zorzi have been recorded in earlier volumes,® and some further
letters to the Count and his friends will be found in the present
Collection.

For an illustrious Venetian of a younger generation,
Commendatore Boni, whose acquaintance he made in 1876-1877,°
Ruskin entertained a warm affection—as is indicated by a touching
little note.” Signor Boni’s letters, which are preserved at Brantwood,
show how much the young architect owed to Ruskin’s books,
sympathy, and help. He entered a new life, he says, on first reading the
books; his principles lectures about Ruskin. The devoted enthusiasm
of this architect who interpreted “restoration” as preservation, not
destruction, was very pleasing to Ruskin. I do not know whether the
studies in archaeological research and excavation, by which
Commendatore Boni is now so well known, owed anything to him; but
certainly Ruskin urged him to classical studies, and sent him various
books.

Among Ruskin’s friends made in Italy and Switzerland were Count

1 See Vol. XXXVII. p. 222.

2Vol. XXIX. p. 68, Vol. XXXII. p. 100.

2 Vol. XXXVIL. p. 462.

4 Vol. XXXVII. pp. 382, 581. Pietro is still alive, and receives his Christmas gift
from Mrs. Severn.

® Vol. XXIV. pp. Ix., 405 seq., and Vol. XXIX. pp. Xv.—-XiXx.

© See Vol. XXIV. p. xli.

"Vol. XXXVII. p. 373.
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Borromeo, who is mentioned in the Letters, and who was a great friend
of Rawdon Brown; and David Urquhart, of whom Ruskin at one time
saw a good deal, the Turcophil diplomatist and author of The Spirit of
the East.! Urquhart had built himself a chalet at St. Gervais, near
Chamouni, and it was partly at his suggestion that Ruskin proposed to
do the like.

Ruskin’s friendship with Carlyle stands in a category by itself.
“What can you say of Carlyle,” said Ruskin to Froude, “but that he was
born in the clouds and struck by the lightning?”—* ‘struck by the
lightning,” ” adds Froude, “not meant for happiness, but for other
ends; a stern fate which nevertheless in the modern world, as in the
ancient, is the portion dealt out to some individuals on whom the
heavens have been pleased to set their mark.”? Carlyle was the revered
Master; Ruskin the beloved disciple. A visitor to Chelsea in 1879
describes Carlyle as reclining on a sofa, while Ruskin knelt on the
floor, leaning over Carlyle as they talked, and Kkissing his hands on
taking leave.® The description is typical of their relations. | do not
know when, or how, they first met—it was certainly before 1851, as is
proved by Carlyle’s letter of March 9 in that year, about The Stones of
Venice.* The arts were not much in Carlyle’s way, but he found
Ruskin’s talk an exception:—

Ruskin was here the other night,” he wrote to his brother
(November 27, 1855);—"“a bottle of beautiful
soda-water,—something like Rait of old times, only with an intellect
of tenfold vivacity. He is very pleasant company now and then. A
singular element,—very curious to look upon,—in the present puddle
of the5 intellectual artistic so-called ‘world’ in these parts at this
date.”

At this time Ruskin was not an infrequent visitor to Carlyle and his
wife; one of his most sparkling letters® is an apology to Mrs. Carlyle
for a delayed call. “It was a relief,” she wrote in her journal (May 15,
1856), “when Ruskin called for us, to go to a great soirée at Bath
House. There | found my tongue, and used it ‘not wisely but too
well.” ”" Ruskin admired her cleverness, but did not love that

! Ruskin refers to the book in Fors Clavigera: see Vol. XXIX. p. 51.

2 Thomas Carlyle: a History of the First Forty Years of his Life, 1882, vol. ii. p. 475.

% William Allingham: a Diary, 1907, p. 275. Compare Mr. Lyttelton’s description of
Carlyle’s tenderness to Ruskin, Vol. XXXIV. p. 722.

4 Printed in Vol. IX. p. xlv.

® New Letters of Carlyle, edited by Alexander Carlyle, 1904, vol. ii. p. 177.

® Printed in Vol. V. p. xlix.

" New Letters and Memorials of Jane Welsh Carlyle, 1903, vol. ii. p. 97.



Xcvi INTRODUCTION

tongue, and was heard in after years to speak of her as “the shrew.
Mrs. Carlyle, on her side, has left some sharp remarks upon him, but
she loved the beautiful way in which he soothed and managed her
husband.? Carlyle’s reply to Ruskin’s letter of condolence on Mrs.
Carlyle’s death, which has already been printed,? shows the warmth of
affection between the two men. Carlyle’s loss and Ruskin’s increasing
preoccupation in other than purely artistic work drew them closer
together, as we have heard;® and the letters of Ruskin, chosen out of a
larger number for this Collection, are especially numerous in the later
period. “I am your faithful and devoted son in the Florentine sense,”
writes Ruskin in an undated letter from Oxford,* and during his
sojourn abroad in 1874 he sent to “Papa” Carlyle an almost daily
letter, as of old to his own father. These show the most reverent
affection for his master, and a constant desire to amuse, interest, or
encourage him. The letters from Carlyle of encouragement and
stimulus in Ruskin’s work, which have already been printed, show
how much the friendship meant to the younger man. That it was
greatly valued by Carlyle also is no less clear. He was, indeed, by no
means blind to his friend’s waywardness, but perhaps the very
caprices of “aethereal Ruskin whom God preserve”® endeared him the
more. A series of notes from Carlyle’s correspondence and talk
records successive impressions:—

»l

(To DR. CARLYLE, March 1, 1865.)—“On Monday | had engaged myself
to Denmark Hill, for Ruskin’s superb mineralogical collection and a free
discourse upon the same;—an adventure that proved pleasant enough.”

(To JoHN FORSTER, Dec. 20 1872.)—"“Ruskin good and affectionate.”

(To DR. CARLYLE, Nov. 17, 1874.)—“l have seen Ruskin these three
Saturdays in punctual sequence at two p.M., who promises to come weekly at
the same day and hour, by way of holiday at London. | get but little real
insight out of him, though he is full of friendliness and is aiming as if at the
very stars; but his sensitive, flighty nature disqualifies him for earnest
conversation and frank communication of his secret thoughts.”

(To DR. CARLYLE, Jan. 1, 1875.)—“We saw Ruskin’s Allen one day at
Sunnyside, Orpington, and got from him the Fors of this month (which is
good for little), and a whole half-dozen or more of other little and bigger
books, which I find to be superior stuff, and have begun to read with real
interest.”®
(To W. ALLINGHAM, March 11, 1878.)—“There is a celestial brightness

! See Vol. XXXIV. p. 671 n.

2 see Vol. XVIIL. p. xlvii.

% See Vol. XIX. pp. Ivii.—lviii., and compare Vol. XVIII. p. xlviii.
*So also in Val d’Arno, Vol. XXIII. p. 37 n.

® See Vol. XIV. p. 497 n.

® New Letters of Carlyle, vol. ii. pp. 215, 293, 310, 314.
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in Ruskin. His description of the wings of birds the most beautiful
thing of the kind that can possibly be. His morality, too, is the highest
and purest. And with all this a wonderful folly at times! The St.
George’s Company is utterly absurd. | thought it a joke at first.”*

Between Carlyle and Ruskin there was enough sympathy to make the
friendship firm, and enough contrast to lend it piquancy. That it was
proof against a temporary misunderstanding, we have already seen.?
Carlyle, in spite of the “flightiness” which he found in Ruskin, felt
sharply any break in their intercourse. If Ruskin delayed to write,
Carlyle ever asked the reason why; if he intermitted his weekly calls,
Carlyle begged him to resume them.?

Of Ruskin’s friendship with Froude we have already heard.* Only
one or two of his letters to Froude are available, but | have seen many
from Froude to him. Froude addressed him as his “truest friend,” and
when Ruskin gave warning that he meant to criticise him sharply in
Fors Clavigera,® he replied, “Whatever you say, my admiration and
affection for you would remain unabated.” “Your note,” he says in
another letter, “gave me inexpressible pleasure. It was pain and grief
to me to feel that | has lost your good opinion. . . . The censures of
those we think most highly of are, or ought to be, more didactic a great
deal, than one’s own personal notion that one is in the right.”

! William Allingham: a Diary, 1907, p. 263.

2 See Vol. XVII. p. 482.

® The General Index gives references to various reminiscences of Carlyle’s
conversation. An extract from Ruskin’s diary may here be added:—

“April 24, 1875.—At Carlyle’s yesterday . . . Carlyle intensely interesting,
pathetic infinitely. If only | could have written down every word! Of my
mother: ‘to see her sitting there as clean as if she had come out of spring water,
and her mind the same way, utterly recusant of everything contrary to the
perfect and perpetual law of the Supreme.’ (‘Recusant’ is not the word, the rest
is literal; but, instead of recusant, it was one like ‘condemnatory’ or
‘reprobatious,” but | can’t think of it.) He spoke of his own work with utter
contempt. If it had any good in it, it was nothing but the dogged determination
to carry it through so far as he could, against all. (Alas, that | can’t recollect the
vigorous words expressing contemptible but overwhelming force of
antagonism.) It needed the obstinacy of ten to do Frederick. Of his own life, he
spoke as a mere useless burden, ‘in the past only supportable by the help and
affection of others, and chiefly of that noble One whom I lost eleven years ago’
(nearly literal this). No one could be more thankful than he, when the summons
came; though of the future he knew nothing, except that if it were mere Death,
it was appointed by an entirely wise and righteous Creator (Still not half the
power of his own beautiful words, | thought I couldn’t have forgotten); and if
there were any hope of being re-united to any soul one had loved, it was all the
Heaven he desired, and he could conceive of no Heaven without that.”

It was on this occasion that Ruskin, as already related (Vol. XXVIIIl. p. 319 n.),
delighted Carlyle by reading to him “the prayer of the monied man” in Fors.
*Vol. XXXV. p. xxiv.

® See Vol. XXIX. pp. 387 seq.
XXXV, 9
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Among the “tutelary powers” of his women-friendships Ruskin in
Preeterita gives precedence to Lady Trevelyan and Mrs.
Cowper-Temple. Paulina, Lady Trevelyan, the first wife of Sir Walter
Trevelyan, was a woman of many scientific, literary, and artistic
tastes. She was three years Ruskin’s senior, having been born in
1816—the eldest daughter of the Rev. G. B. Jermyn, LL.D. As a girl
she used to attend meetings of learned societies, and several of her
letters to Dr. Whewell have been printed.* In 1842 she and Sir Walter
travelled in Greece, and a series of her sketches of the antiquities are
preserved in the British Museum. She wrote many verses, contributed
stories to the magazines, and was largely employed by the editor of the
Scotsman in reviewing books and art-exhibitions. Among her reviews
was one of Ruskin’s Pre-Raphaelitism. She was also an occasional
exhibitor at the Royal Scottish Academy. Ruskin was unable to
remember when he first made her acquaintance; his first visit to her
home in Northumberland was in 1853, and has already been
described.” When Ruskin took her to Cheyne Row in 1862, Carlyle
described her as “a kind of wit, not unamiable, and with plenty of
sense.”® Dr. John Brown writes of her: “She was one of my dearest
friends, incomparable in some ways.” And such also she was to
Ruskin. He advised her about the paintings with which she and Sir
Walter were decorating the interior court of their house at Wallington,
and executed some of the work himself.* They had many tastes in
common, artistic and botanical;® to her, as the letters show, he wrote of
his multitudinous plans, sure of warm sympathy, if also of prudent
advice. In 1867, as we have seen, Sir Walter and Lady Trevelyan went
to Switzerland with Ruskin; she was taken ill, and he was present at
her deathbed. “That loving, bright, faithful friend,” wrote Dr. John
Brown to Ruskin after her death, “such as you and I are not likely to
see till we see herself, if that is ever to be.”®

For Mrs. Cowper-Temple’ Ruskin cherished a confiding friendship
perhaps even closer and more affectionate. The story of his
admiration, when he saw her as a girl at Rome, and of their subsequent

! See Selections from the Literary and Artistic Remains of Paulina Jermyn
Trevelyan. Edited by David Wooster. London and Newcastle, 1879.

2vol. XII. pp. xix., xx. * New Carlyle Letters, vol. ii. p. 215.

*Vol. XVI. pp. 493-494,

® For a reference to her occasional help, see Vol. XI. p. 271 n.

® Letters of Dr. John Brown, pp. 242, 206.

" She was the youngest daughter of Admiral Tollemache and sister of the first Lord
Tollemache of Helmingham. Her husband, the Rt. Hon. William Cowper, was the
stepson of Lord Palmerston, and on succeeding to Lord Palmerston’s estates in 1869,
took the additional name of Temple. In 1880 he was created Baron Mount-Temple.
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meeting, many years later, is told in Preterita. Ruskin speedily
became the friend of herself and her husband, Mr. William Cowper, to
whom she had been married in 1848. Some of Ruskin’s earlier letters
to her have been given in a previous volume,' in connexion with
spiritualistic séances which she persuaded him to attend, and these are
again referred to in the present series of letters. Ruskin had a habit of
giving familiar names to his friends, and “William” and “Mrs.
Cowper” soon pass in the correspondence into filoV and filh. It is
under the latter name that Ruskin dedicated an edition of Sesame and
Lilies to her. Another of his names for her was “Isola” or “Isola Bella.”
“l gave her that name,” he said, “because she is so
unapproachable”—unapproachable, that is, by ordinary roads, but
“open on all sides to waifs of the waves, claiming haven and rest in her
sympathy.”? How true is this description is known to all who were ever
present at the “Broadlands Conferences” arranged by her.® Mr. and
Mrs. Cowper-Temple little deserved the reproaches which, not too
seriously meant, Ruskin addresses to them in one letter for
“compromising between God and Satan,” and little needed the pretty
injunction to arrange a dinner-party as if Christ were to be of the
company to which he refers in Fors Clavigera.® Of Mr.
Cowper-Temple’s helpfulness to Ruskin we have heard in previous
volumes. He introduced him to Lord Palmerston, in connexion at first
with National Gallery affairs; and later he consented to act as one of
the first trustees of St. George’s Guild. If Mr. Cowper-Temple, as a
practical politician, could not always follow Ruskin into details, he
sympathised fully with his friend’s aims. Their relation is well shown
by the letter which Mr. Cowper-Temple wrote (October 4, 1875) when
Ruskin was coming on a visit to Broadlands:—

“My DEAR JOHN,—I gratefully sign and ratify your projected treaty of
alliance, defensive but not offensive. We are each to move in our own orbit of
work and occupation, and to collide into juxtaposition only when our circles
touch naturally and without constraint. But we agree always to be in
sympathy, though not always in society; and it will be a great delight and
advantage to me to have as much of your company as you can give me without
interfering in any degree with the work of your mission in life. I’m starting
for Portsmouth, and leave Isola to add all that is necessary to say before you
arrive on Wednesday.—Ever yr. affec.

“W. C. TEMPLE.”

1Vol. XVIIL p. xxxii.

2 Ruskin Relics, p. 225.

% First in 1874. They are described by Mr. G. W. E. Russell in The Household of
Faith, pp. 205 seq.

* See Vol. XXXVII. p. 110.
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It was Mrs. Cowper-Temple who helped to nurse Ruskin through his
serious illness at Matlock in 1871, and thenceforward, in playful
recognition of their protecting friendship, he becomes their “little
boy,” and she sometimes his “Grannie.” She was his confidante, and to
her, as to Rosie,! he became “St. C.” Playful, and half grotesque,
sentiment of this kind constantly meets us in Ruskin’s intimate
correspondence. Two of her notes to him may be cited. The first must
refer to the dedication of the new edition of Sesame and Lilies; the
second was a birthday letter:—

“DEAREST ST. C.,—I could never tell you how deeply touched I
am, and to-day | have only time for this trifle. | can hardly believe that
you are going to do me this honour and that you really care for me so
much! Never doubt that I can be other than yours most gratefully and
lovingly, f.”

“Blessed be the day and the hour when your mother rejoiced over her
first-born, and let it be blessed a thousand-fold more to-morrow when we may
joy over you too, with the many, many that you have lightened and brightened
and helped and cheered by your presence in this beautiful, ugly, joyful, sad,
incomprehensible world.”

A characteristic reminiscence of one of his visits to Broadlands has
been recorded by Lady Mount-Temple:—

“We found him, as always, most delightful and instructive company; his
talk full and brilliant, and his kindness increasing to all the house, giving a
halo to life. He set us all to manual work! He himself undertook to clean out
the fountain in the garden, and made us all, from Juliet? to Mr. Russell
Gurne);, pick up the fallen wood and make it up into bundles of faggots for the
poor!”

“Giving a halo to life”: somewhat of it seems to surround the
correspondence in which Ruskin’s friendship with Mr. and Mrs.
Cowper-Temple, each of whom lived in the world but not of it, is
enshrined. The few letters, chosen from a large number at Brantwood*
for inclusion in this Collection, now in their graceful play and now in
their burning sorrow and pity, bring us very near to the inmost spirit of
their writer.”

With Sir John and Lady Simon Ruskin and his parents had become
acquainted through a chance meeting in Savoy in 1856, and

! See Praterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 528.

2 Madame Deschamps (Lady Mount-Temple’s adopted daughter).

% Ruskin Relics, p. 226; quoted from Lady Mount-Temple’s privately printed volume
of Memorials.

* Lady Mount-Temple gave them to Mrs. Severn.

® At Broadlands Ruskin met Lady Mount-Temple’s nephew and niece, Mr. and Mrs.
Ralph Leycester, of Toft Hall, Cheshire, who ever after were among the most valued
friends of Ruskin and Brantwood. See Vol. XXVII. p. 362 n.
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the acquaintance ripened between them all into a very warm
friendship—celebrated by Ruskin, as usual, with familiar names. John
Simon became, from the identity of Christian name, his “dear brother
John,” and Mrs. Simon his “dear P. R. S.” (Pre-Raphaelite Sister and
Sibyl), or more shortly “S.” “She, with her husband,” says Ruskin in
Preterita, “love Savoy even more than I”; and “She, in my mother’s
old age, was her most deeply trusted friend.”* The friendly terms on
which Mr. Simon stood with Ruskin’s father have been incidentally
shown in an earlier volume.” John Simon, M. D., President of the
Royal College of Surgeons, and F.R.S. (created K.C.B. in 1887), of
Anglo-French descent, was, as is well known, one of the chief masters
of sanitary science in this country, and in the year before the Ruskins
met him had been appointed to the newly created post of Medical
Officer to the Privy Council. It is to his Reports made in this capacity
that Ruskin more than once refers in his books.® In 1878 Dr. Simon
was in Venice, and made the acquaintance of Rawdon Brown. “Never
in my life,” wrote Brown to Ruskin (September 13), “did | sympathise
with any one more instantaneously—so good, so sensible, so modest,
and so wise; his love for you is not to be described.” He had in 1848
married Miss Jane O’Meara. “Her warm Irish nature was concealed
from strangers,” says Lady Burne-Jones, who with her husband owed
friendship with Sir John and Lady Simon to Ruskin’s introduction, “by
a singularly impassive manner; but, that once penetrated, her fine
qualities revealed themselves: amongst them were constancy in
friendship and a rare courage and magnanimity in times of trial.”* Sir
John and Lady Simon were friends in whose society Ruskin took much
pleasure, and to whom he often turned in times of distress. If he
suffered a good deal from ill-health, it was not for want of the best
medical advice, since two of his dearest friends were Dr. Acland and
Dr. Simon; but Ruskin was always of the persuasion that the thing to
do with advice (as with physic) is not to take it. A few letters may be
given from Sir John and Lady Simon, to illustrate the sage advice he
received from the one, the affectionate sympathy from the other:—

(July 7, 1884.)—"“DEAR BROTHER JOHN,—MYy ejaculation against
‘polemics’ was surely not meant to glance at any such task,
deliberately undertaken where the occasion really demands it, but
rather against what

LVol. XXXV. p. 433.

2 See Vol. XVII. pp. xxvii., li.

% See Sesame and Lilies, Vol. XVIII. p. 105, and Time and Tide, § 162 (Vol. XVII. p.
450). For Ruskin’s many other references to his friend and his work, see the General
Index.

* Memorials of Edward Burne-Jones, vol. i. p. 257.

Ci
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I may call “‘parenthetical polemics’; as to which I have sometimes wished that
you had continued in peaceful procession through the meadow,
notwithstanding some shred of scarlet in the hedge. | do not deny the validity,
to some extent, of argument against that wish. It is of course not to be desired
that, for merely artistic reasons, you should use temporary blinkers against
side-reds, where there is need to horn them without any delay. But | have a
strong sense of there being terrible likelihood of injustice when attacks are
made by way of parenthesis. The animal which is proverbially distractable by
the red rag is also proverbial for charging with shut eyes.”

(May 12, 1884.)—“The older | get and the sadder, and I get very sad, the

more | cling to the comforting of Nature. . . . Oh, Mr. John, how can you, and
others like you, be thankful enough for the world of beauty in which your
lives are habitually past. . . . | am never tired of thinking how easily all might

have been ugly or dull, and how all is lovely and bright, or awfully sublime,
in Nature. All its degradation is man’s doing—and the pace at which that
degrading process is now being carried on, is one source—the chief one—of
my sadness; and | find no one, but you, who seems to have at all the same
feeling.”

“(40 KENSINGTON SQ., W., Mar. 5th, "94.)—How very, very good of you,
dearest Mr. John, to write us such a kind letter! We are very deeply grateful,
and your faithful ‘Brother John’ was quite overcome at the sight of the dear
familiar writing. | am sure you know that you are a constant presence in our
lives, and John often longs to see you. Arthur and Joan make magnificent
offers of personal escort, so perhaps a good time may come. | am better, and
I hope | may soon be again in my usual moderate health. We send our dear
love to you, and are, as ever, your loving. JOHN AND
JANE SIMON.”

“DEAREST BROTHER JOHN,—Though Jane has, as always, identified me
with her few words to you, yet let me, in my own aged handwriting, add a
word to say for myself how very, very glad | am to see again afresh your signs
of life, and to know that you are fairly strong for the calms though not for the
frictions of time. My life is drawing to its close; for, as you know, | am not
only 2% years by calendar ahead of you, but am, of late, sadly aged and
failing in strength; but you will know that, while I live, my best wishes are
ever with you, and that my affection will go on to the end. God bless you; |
wish I could better write our love for you, and our gladness at the care which
Joan and Arthur take of you, and of the joy, too, which comes from the
children.—Ever lovingly yours, J.
S.”

Ruskin’s letters to Sir John and Lady Simon (as also to Lady
Mount-Temple) continued to the end of his writing days; later letters
to them are not included in the Collection only because of the number
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of those to other correspondents which had to be included. Both Sir
John and Lady Simon survived him. Sir John died in July 1904, in his
88th year; and Lady Simon rather less than two years before her
husband.

Another old friend—included in the list of “the old and tried ones”
in Fors Clavigera—was the Rev. William Kingsley, rector of South
Kilvington, and probably now (1908) the oldest rector in England, for
he is ninety-four. There are many references to him in Ruskin’s books,
and one or two letters are included in this Collection.*

A new friendship which filled a large part in Ruskin’s later life was
that of Miss Kate Greenaway. It sprung from his admiration of her
“fancy, unrivalled in its range,” which was “re-establishing
throughout gentle Europe the manners and customs of fairyland.”?
There was something of fairyland—with its idealising grace and its
pretty play—in their friendship. In person, indeed, Miss Greenaway
was the least “Kate Greenawayish” of mortals, and she was already
thirty-seven when Ruskin first saw her. But in character—“mixed
child and woman,” as he said of her—she appealed strongly to him,
and a friendship, founded on mutual admiration, ripened rapidly.

Ruskin had been captivated by the original drawings for Under the
Window, which were exhibited at the Fine Art Society. He expressed
his admiration to Miss Greenaway’s friend, Stacy Marks, who
encouraged him to write to her. This he did at the beginning of 1880 in
a letter of charming fantasy, behind which some shrewd advice may
already be discerned.? In her reply she disclosed the admiration which
she had long cherished for Ruskin’s work. She had written to another
friend of “the holiness” she found in Ruskin’s “words and ideas.” The
book she mentioned to Ruskin himself was his favourite Fors
Clavigera; and of this she once wrote to another friend: “Never shall |
forget what | felt in reading Fors for the first time, and it was the first
book of his | had ever read. | longed for each evening to come that |
might lose myself in that new wonderful world.”® So, then, the
stranger whom Ruskin thought he was addressing turned out to be a
devoted disciple. The teacher was quick to seize his opportunity. He
began at once to amplify the hints

! Some slight reminiscences of Ruskin are contained in an interview with Mr.
Kingsley which appeared in the Yorkshire Evening Post, March 15, 1906.

2 Art of England, § 112 (Vol. XXXIII. p. 342.).

® Vol. XXXVII. p. 307. The preceding reference is to p. 508.

* See the letter from Mr. Locker-Lampson in Kate Greenaway, p. 93.

® Letter to Miss Violet Dickinson, ibid., p. 223.
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contained in the first letter, and to pour in letters of advice upon
methods of study and directions by which she might improve her
technique. She responded eagerly, submitted drawings for his
inspection, and presently asked him to come to her studio. On
December 29, 1882, her diary contained the entry, “Mr. Ruskin came.
First time | ever saw him.” He and Mrs. Severn alike were delighted
with her, and in the following May she went to stay with them at
Brantwood. There, as her biographers say, she was “plunged into an
atmosphere of thought, art, and literature, which was to her alike new
and exhilarating.” Letters to old friends record her rapture:—

“After breakfast | am allowed (which is a great favour) to go into
the study and see all sorts of beautiful things, with little talks and
remarks from Mr. Ruskin as he writes; then we go drives, walks, or on
the lake till tea-time. Then it is dinner-time; then he reads us
something nice, or talks in the most beautiful manner. Words can
hardly say the sort of man he is—perfect—simply.”

“Everything is confused, | never know day or date. I’'m always
looking at books or pictures. I am absorbed into a new world
altogether.”*

Miss Greenaway became at once a dear friend of Mrs. Severn and
her daughters, and the visit to Brantwood was often repeated. Ruskin,
for his part, was never so pleased as in attaching a new pupil, and the
pleasure was not diminished if the pupil was an affectionate woman. In
Miss Greenaway he found at once a devoted admirer and a disciple of
the rarest gifts and richest promise. The correspondence shows how
rapidly the friendship ripened into affection. “Dear Miss Greenaway”
became “Dearest,” “Darling,” or “Sweetest Kate,” and he was her
“loving Dinie”—a signature which he explained as short for
“Demonie,” meaning that he was to be her artistic conscience. Such
endearments are not infrequent in Ruskin’s letters to other
correspondents; and he was fond of teasing and playing. It was a
standing jest, for instance, to assume that “Kate” was consumed with
jealously of “Francesca”; just as Mr. Locker-Lampson® affected
jealousy of other friends of Miss Greenaway. Ruskin works the same
vein when he talks of wreaking his jealousy on M. Chesneau, who had
become possessed of Kate’s photograph; and when she tells him of a
present from one of the Princesses, he wishes he were a Prince and
could send her pearls and

! Kate Greenaway, pp. 112-113.

2 See his letters of 1884 and 1885: “I daresay that Ruskin is sunning his unworthy
self in your smiles.” “You must let me be one of your first visitors to the new house.
What will you call it? The Villa Ruskin, or Dobson Lodge, or what?” (Kate Greenaway,
p. 91).
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rubies.! There was a genuine affection underneath Ruskin’s words, but
they should not be taken too seriously. Let us “know what we’re
about,” he wrote once, “and not think truths teasing, but enjoy each
otherz’s sympathy and admiration—and think always—how nice we
arel”

The volume of correspondence between Ruskin and Kate
Greenaway is very great. Many hundreds of his notes to her have
passed through the editors’ hands; and of hers to him more than 1000
are in existence. He himself kept none of her letters up to 1887; it is
only those which came to Brantwood in later years that were
preserved. Ruskin’s letters were one of Miss Greenaway’s greatest
pleasures. In order that they might come the more regularly, she used
to furnish him with envelopes already addressed;® and her
disappointment was great when they did not arrive. Even we, who are
now admitted into the circle, can understand something of Miss
Greenaway'’s pleasure; for the letters to her are fragrant with much of
Ruskin’s charm. Also they are intimate, and reveal all his passing
moods. He scolds and praises; he passes from grave to gay, like an
April sky; fun and sadness are mingled by turns. But what strikes me
most in the letters is their good sense. Behind much good-humoured
chaff, and in many a serious lecture, the advice which he gives is
eminently sound and judicious. No one was more appreciative than
Ruskin of the genius of Miss Greenaway; and his Oxford lecture upon
her work,* in which he praised it with insight and felicity, did much to
confirm her vogue. But he was conscious from the first of her faults
and limitations. Perhaps Mr. Locker-Lampson was right, indeed,
when, on hearing that Ruskin was urging her to higher flights, he
wrote laconically “Beware.”® But Ruskin was assuredly right in
begging her to give to the play of her fancy a firmer foundation in
study of nature, and to keep her style from degenerating into
mannerism. He asked, with gentle irony, for “flowers that won’t look
as if their leaves had been in curl-papers all night”; for children for
once without mittens; for “shoes that weren’t quite so like
mussel-shells”; for a “sun not like a drop of sealing-wax”; for girls
that should be drawn with limbs, as well as frocks.® He sent her written
lessons

1 See Vol. XXXVII. (31, 15, 5).

2Vol. XXXVII. p. (520). Lady Dorothy Nevill says: “I have good reason to believe
that at one time the great art critic would not have been at all adverse to marry her, had
she felt disposed to think favourably of such an alliance” (The Reminiscences of Lady
Dorothy Nevill, edited by her son, 1906, p. 247). There was, however, no “good reason”
for such a belief. It is a piece of gossip which altogether misjudged the situation.

% Kate Greenaway, p. 143.* Vol. XXXIII.

® Kate Greenaway, p. 89.

EVol. XXXVII. pp. 453, 454, 427, 490, 555.

cv
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in perspective;! he told her what pictures to copy at the National
Gallery; he ordered her to the seaside to study ankles. “Practise,” he
said, “from things as they are,” “and you will find strength and ease
and new fancy and new right coming all together.”? Of the studies
from nature which he set her to do at Brantwood, we have heard
already; and when she left, he sent her on one occasion some sods of
grass and flowers to paint from.?

He amused himself with many schemes for their co-operation. He
proposed to use some of her designs for stained glass for “halls in
fairyland.” She seems to have asked, where and when? “In fairyland,”
and “the moment I’m sure of my workman,” he replied. But other
“lovely plans” came next; among them, “a book on botany for you and
me to do together—you to do the plates and | the text—a handbook of
field botany. It will be such a rest for you and such a help
for—everybody! chiefly me.”* Another plan was to paint with her
“some things at Brantwood like Luca and the Old Masters—and cut
out those dab and dash people. | felt when | came out of the Academy
as if my coat must be all splashes.”® At a later date the idea was to set
up a girls’ drawing-school in London, with Kate as chief of the “Dons,
or Donnas.” Miss Greenaway was delighted at any prospect of artistic
co-operation with Ruskin, and perhaps sometimes took his proposals a
little too seriously. She designed a cover for “The Peace of Polissena,”
one of the chapters in Miss Alexander’s Christ’s Folk in the Apennine,
which, however, was not used; but this may have been due only to
Ruskin’s illness at the time. She offered to illustrate Preeterita for him,
and he delicately declined the suggestion; the book, he said, might not
be “graceful” or “Katish” enough for her pencil.® The actual instances
of co-operation are slight. She drew some cats to illustrate his rhymes
supplementary to Dame Wiggins of Lee,” and he included in Fors
Clavigera a few of her drawings. Another scheme which he had much
at heart, and which he mentioned in the Oxford lecture, was to
substitute hand-colouring for the colour-blocks by which her designs
were reproduced. “We must get her,” he had said, “to organise a school
of colourists by hand, who can absolutely facsimile her own

! One of these is included in the present collection of letters: Vol. XXXVII. p. 583.

2 \ol. XXXVII. pp. 485, 483, 506.

% See Vol. XXX. p. 239, Vol. XXXVII. pp. 488, 489.

4 Kate Greenaway, p. 136 (No. 47 in the conspectus in Vol. XXXVII. p. 657). For the
preceding references, see Vol. XXXVII. pp. 455, 459.

® Kate Greenaway, pp. 136-137 (No. 49). For the next reference, see Vol. XXXVII.
p. 572.

e Vol. XXXV. pp. lii.-liii.

"Vol. 1.
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first drawing.’! He trained a young student to do some work in this
kind, but the examples were not issued to the public.

Of Miss Greenaway’s letters to Ruskin many are printed in her
Life. One of these is reprinted in this edition,? as explaining a passage
in the text. The letters were often accompanied by little sketches, of
which, again, several examples are given in her Life. Often, too, she
sent him drawings; and though he bought several, he had to devise
some reciprocity in giving. So he took to sending her bundles of his
own sketches, nominally for her criticism, but making it a condition
that she or her brother should keep for themselves one out of every ten.
He continued to write to her even in his days of failing health. “The
only person | am sorry to disappoint,” he said in one of his illnesses,
“is poor Miss Greenaway,”*® and letters to her are among the last he
ever wrote. Sometimes he was unable to send any written response, but
he took a keen pleasure in hearing what she had to say or in looking at
the little pictures she enclosed. “Your lovely letter,” wrote Mrs.
Severn, “with the sweet little people looking from the ridge of the hill
at the rising sun, so delighted Di Pa.” He looked at it long and lovingly,
and kept repeating, ‘Beautiful! beautiful! and beautiful!” > And so,
when the clouds gathered round him, Miss Greenaway continued to
write to him almost daily, to the end; seeking to interest him, as she
hoped, in any books, or sights, or doings which pleased her, and
making no mention of the bodily weakness which was gradually
coming upon her. The anniversary of his birthday, in the year
following his death, was a sad day for her. “How | always wish,” she
wrote to Mrs. Severn, “I had done so much, much more. And | should
have, if life had not been so difficult to me of late years.”® Nine
months later she passed away.

Another very dear friend of Ruskin’s later years was Miss
Francesca Alexander, one or two letters to whom are included in the
present Collection. She is the “Sorel” or “Sorella,” and her mother the
“Mammina,” mentioned sometimes in his books. We have heard
already of the impression which mother and daughter made upon him,
when he was introduced to them at Florence in 1882.” Admiration for
their “vivid goodness” and for the artistic gifts of Miss Alexander
grew, as he came to know them better, into warm affection, and their
letters were one of the principal delights and solaces of his closing
years. An old

L Art of England, §§ 116, 117 (Vol. XXXIII. p. 345); Vol. XXXVII. p. 470.
2Vol. XXXVII. p. 575.

% Kate Greenaway, p. 154.

* Ruskin’s pet name at Brantwood: see above, p. Ixv. n.

® Kate Greenaway, p. 166.

® Ibid., p. 251.

"Vol. XXXII. p. xxii.
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friend, with whom Ruskin resumed affectionate correspondence in the
evening of his life, was Rosie’s mother, Mrs. La Touche. Her love and
knowledge of birds, beasts, and flowers, added to the memories of
happy days in the past, made him greatly value her visits and
correspondence, and several letters to her—interesting, among other
things, for their flower-fancies'—will be found towards the end of the
Collection.

A new friend, who meets us in the letters of 1882, was Mr. R. C.
Leslie, elder brother of Mr. G. D. Leslie, R.A. Some of Mr. Leslie’s
letters and reminiscences are embodied in Ruskin’s books.? In love of
the sea and of animals there was a strong link of sympathy between
them; and letters from Mr. Leslie, who liked to send him jottings,
cuttings, or gossip about things lovely and of good report, formed, as
it were, a contribution to Ruskin’s ideal newspaper. Many of these
were preserved among Ruskin’s papers, and his letters to Mr. Leslie,
here included, show how much he valued such messages from his
friend.

The only collection of his Letters in the editing of which Ruskin
himself took part is that published in 1887 under the title Hortus
Inclusus, and containing his correspondence with the Sister Ladies,
Miss Mary and Miss Susan Beever, of the Thwaite, Coniston. They
were thus his near neighbours; and the ladies of the Thwaite, beloved
by all the village, soon became dear friends of the Brantwood circle.
All the letters sent to the Thwaite belong to Ruskin’s Brantwood
period, and his Preface to Hortus is therefore printed in the next
volume, where also bibliographical particulars will be found. The
letters to the elder sister, who died in 1883, are few; those to Miss
Susan, an old lady of sixty-eight when Ruskin first made her
acquaintance, are very numerous. Mr. Fleming, to whom she
bequeathed queathed her Ruskin letters, has some nine hundred of
them. It was she to whom Ruskin was most drawn, in affectionate
sympathy with birds and flowers, and she whom he permitted to make
the widely-known selection from Modern Painters which he called
Frondes Agrestes. In his Preface to Hortus, Ruskin sketches, in a few
deft touches, the character of his friends, and surrounds their mountain
home with a tender and idyllic charm.® The Garden of the Thwaite was
rich in all

! See, for instance, p. 417 in Vol. XXXVII.

2 See the General Index.

% Miss Susanna Beever was the last representative of a Manchester family which had
been identified with the Lake country for many years. Her elder brother, John Beever,
was the author of a well-known book on Practical Fly-Fishing. (A new edition of the
book, with a memoir of the author by W. G. Collingwood and additional notes by A. and
A. R. Severn, was published in 1885.) The sisters became authorities on local botany,
forming collections and contributing to scientific works. But the most important part of
their life was the service
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old-fashioned flowers, and there were fruit-trees in abundance—for
the birds more than for their mistress. “No one ever passed as she has
done behind the veil which parts us from the animal creation. She lived
out in her daily life the peroration of the Ancient Mariner; none could
talk to her, or read her letters, and not feel a strangely new and
reverential sense of brotherhood with existences to her so entirely
fraternal, as people of her Father’s pasture and sheep of her Father’s
hand.”* This is a side of Miss Beever’s nature with which Ruskin’s
correspondence makes us familiar. For the rest, his letters to “Susie”
are often trivial, though many among them contain passages of
beautiful description or brightly-glancing humour.? They require to be
read with an understanding of the playful intimacy and little language
of affection (including, for instance, an agreement to count their years
backwards) with which Ruskin loved to amuse and cheer his aged
friend. Thus read, the letters of Hortus Inclusus will, I think, convey,
even to those outside the pleasaunce, some sense of Ruskin’s gracious
ways, kindly wisdom, and true lovableness. Miss Beever died on
October 29, 1893.% It was to her, as she lay on her death-bed, that the
last letter ever written in Ruskin’s hand was sent.*

Ruskin’s letters are intensely personal, and, as the notes appended
sufficiently show, they form a running commentary upon his life, his
work, and his character. One word of caution will perhaps not be
superfluous. It should not be supposed that every remark and
judgment, thrown off in a private letter, is to be taken as conveying the
full mind of the writer.® “It is too much the habit of modern

of their neighbours, in care for the poor and sick, and in oversight of the young. Miss
Susanna published in 1852-1853 some tracts on Ragged Schools, and in 1871 a volume
of selections from Shakespeare, while some verses and other booklets by her were
printed by her brother in his hand-press at the Thwaite and privately circulated.

! Tongues in Trees and Sermons in Stones, by the Rev. W. Tuckwell, ch. viii. (which
contains a pretty account, and a view, of the Garden).

% See, for instance, the description of water in flood (Vol. XXXVII. p. 157), the
account of a “lost church in the Campagna” (p. 104); and, in a lighter vein, the notes of
a luncheon with Cardinal Manning (pp. 323-4).

% After her death there still remained “Cousin Mary” Beever, who died in January
1908-also a much-loved friend. Another member of the circle, much respected at
Coniston, was Miss Harriette Rigbye, of the Thwaite Cottage.

* See the facsimile in Vol. XXXVII.

® The caution is suggested to me by some of the reviewers of Hortus Inclusus who
fell foul of Ruskin, on the score of a remark in a letter to Miss Beever, for “drawing an
indictment against a whole people” because they could see no more than eleven eyes in
a peacock’s tail. The remark occurs in Vol. XXXVII. p. 97. The Pompeian fresco may
rightly have been taken as an incidental piece of evidence; but was it expected of him to
formulate in a note to his friend every count in an indictment of the materialism of later
Rome?

CiX
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biographers,” says Ruskin himself, “to confuse epistolary talk with
vital fact.”* It is also sometimes the habit of critics to confuse
epistolary compliment or condemnation with deliberate judgment.
Ruskin’s letters require to be read with some sense of humour and
knowledge of his books. The letters have, however, been edited as
sparingly as possible in the way of omission. Here and there a passage
is left out, as too personal and private for publication at all, as
unsuitable to publication now, or as referring to details of no interest.
But such omissions are not very numerous. The object of the editors,
here as throughout their task, has been to present Ruskin’s Life,
Works, and character fully and faithfully.

With regard to the text of the letters in these two volumes, some
details may be added. In the case of a large proportion of the letters,
the originals have been placed in the hands of the editors, and every
care has been taken to make the text correct. The letters to Mr. Norton,
however, they have not seen; the transcription or printing of them in
the American edition is not always accurate; the text has been as
carefully corrected as was possible without reference to the originals.
Mr. Faunthorpe has made a revision of his collection of letters; and
most of the originals of the letters in Hortus Inclusus were kindly
communicated by their owner, Mr. Fleming, and an examination of
them has enabled many corrections to be made. Full particulars on all
such points will be found in the Bibliographical Appendix (Vol.
XXXVIL.). The letters to M. Chesneau, Mr. F. S. Ellis, Dr. Furnivall,
Mr. Malleson, and Mr. Ward, and to other various correspondents,
have been reprinted from Mr. T. J. Wise’s “Ashley Library”; the
editors have not seen the originals.

The illustrations in the present volume consist, firstly, of portraits
of Ruskin. The frontispiece is from a photograph taken, in about the
year 1856, by a pupil at the Working Men’s College. Ruskin gave the
photograph to Mr. Allen, who printed it in 1900 in a little volume of
selections (Thoughts from Ruskin).

The three Plates in the Introduction are portraits of Ruskin by three
of his artist-friends—Muillais (Plate A), George Richmond (Plate B),
Rossetti (Plate C).

For the portrait by Millais, made in 1853, the editors are indebted

! See Preterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 124. “One of his household sometimes got postcards
written in Runes, and seeing the mystic inscriptions, he wanted to know why. ‘So that
people may not read it,” was the answer. ‘What’s the use of that?’ replied Ruskin. ‘Isn’t
language given you to conceal your thoughts?” ” (W. G. Collingwood, Ruskin Relics, p.
147).
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to Miss Trevelyan, its owner. The drawing by Richmond is in the
National Portrait Gallery, and that by Rossetti in the Oxford
University Galleries. On Plate XVIII. a photograph of William Bell
Scott, Rossetti, and Ruskin is reproduced, to which Ruskin refers in
one of the letters (p. 454).

The next group of illustrations consists of drawings by Ruskin, of
various dates. Of these drawings, that shown on Plate I. is at
Brantwood (pen, 9x6%), and that on Plate Il. in Mrs. Cunliffe’s
collection (pen, 13%x9%). These two are early drawings, of the year
1835.

To Ruskin’s continental journey in 1840-1841 belong the next two
drawings. The “Naples” (Plate 111.), in pencil and tint on buff paper
(13x18), is at Brantwood; the “Verona” (Plate 1V.), in pencil and tint
(18%2x13), is in the possession of Mr. H. P. Mackrell.

The “View from Vogogna” (Plate V.), referred to in a letter of
1845 (p. 53), is a water-colour (4¥ax6%); it was given by Lady Simon
to Mr. Herbert Severn.

The “Antelao from Venice” (Plate VI.) is reproduced from Mr.
Josiah Gilbert’s book on Cadore.

The Plate of “Pines at Sestri” (VI1.) was etched by Ruskin himself.

The drawing of the “Towers of Thun” (Plate VII1.) is reproduced
from the water-colour (9%x11%) in Mr. Ralph Brocklebank’s
collection.

The two drawings of “Fribourg” (Plate 1X.) are in the Fitzwilliam
Museum, Cambridge. They are in water-colour (4x6 and 5Yx7°/).

The drawing of “Susa” (Plate XI.)—in pen and wash (5x7)—is
another of those given by Lady Simon to Mr. Herbert Severn. The
drawing of Bonneville (Plate XIII.) is reproduced from Ruskin’s
Studies in Both Arts.

Plates XIV. and XV. are etchings by Mr. George Allen, executed
for Ruskin in illustration of “Turnerian Topography”; the former
being from a drawing by Turner, the latter from one by Ruskin of the
same scene. The studies are referred to in one of the letters (p. 281).

Ruskin’s drawing “Near Bellinzona” (Plate XV1.), water-colour on
buff paper (9x6%), is in Mr. M. H. Spielmann’s collection; that of
“Rocks and Trees, near Chamouni” (Plate XVII.), referred to in the
letters (p. 294), was given by Ruskin to Mr. Norton. The Swiss
“Baden” (Plate XIX.), water-colour (19%x14%), is in the collection of
the Rev. W. J. Brocklebank.

A further group of illustrations is of special interest. “The Holy
Grail” (Plate X.) is a drawing by Miss Siddal, hitherto unpublished,

CXi
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which Ruskin possessed; as the letters show, he greatly admired her
talent. The photogravure from Rossetti’s “Beatrice at a Wedding
Feast” (Plate XI1.) is introduced to illustrate a passage in the letters, as
fully explained in its place (p. 235 n.). Lastly, the volume includes two
hitherto unpublished etchings by George Cruikshank, illustrating
Browning’s “Pied Piper” and a story in Grimm, respectively. Ruskin
commissioned the etchings, in order to assist the artist in his old age.
The plates disappeared from Ruskin’s house, and many years
afterwards were discovered in a pawnbroker’s shop by Mr. Spielmann,
who gave them to their rightful owner.

The facsimiles are (1) of a letter to Mr. Norton (p. 251), showing
one of the sketches with which Ruskin so often embellished his letters;
(2) of pages from a note-book of Turner’s, of which Ruskin sent copies
to Mr. Norton (see p. 277 n.); and (3) of a letter to Thomas Carlyle,

now in the collection at the “Carlyle House.”*
E.T.C.

The editors have to thank H.R.H. the Duchess of Albany for having graciously
permitted the whole of Ruskin’s letters to Prince Leopold to be placed at
their disposal by the late Sir R. H. Collins, who also forwarded to them
all Ruskin’s letters to himself. To a very large number of contributors
similar thanks are due. To name all these individually would be largely
to repeat the names which are given in the ““Contents™ to each of these
two volumes. Special mention may, however, be made of Rear-Admiral
Sir William Acland, the Misses Brown, of Mr. Robert W. Browning, Dr.
Alexander Carlyle, Mr. John Richmond, and Sir George Trevelyan, who
put the editors in possession of Ruskin’s letters to Sir Henry Acland, the
Rev. W. L. Brown, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Browning, Mr. and Mrs.
Carlyle, Mr. George Richmond, and Lady Trevelyan, respectively.

! The note at the top is in Carlyle’s hand. The letter contains references to his sister,

to whom therefore Carlyle forwarded it; at first he meant to send only the first two pages,
but ultimately sent the whole (“Thinking to send only a half, | slit, but now relent”).



LIST OF THE CORRESPONDENTS

TO WHOM THE LETTERS IN THIS VOLUME ARE
ADDRESSED

An asterisk denotes that letters to the same correspondent are also contained
in Vol. XXXVII.

* ACLAND, Dr. Henry, 19, 21, 39, 58,
114, 115, 147, 151, 204, 205, 237,
358, 431, 448, 468, 470, 474, 542,
592, 593

Acland, Mrs., 216

*Agnew, Miss Joan (Mrs. Arthur
Severn), 482, 502, 529, 536, 538,
547, 548, 549, 556, 560, 566, 570,
572, 581, 599

*Allen, George, 312, 377, 418, 462,
540

* Armstrong, Miss Lily, 510, 520, 568

* BENNETT, Dr. W. C., 144, 217, 352

Blackburn, Mrs. Hugh, 96, 109, 192

Brackenbury, Captain, 464

Brayshay, W. H., 498

* Brown, Dr. John, 60, 66, 85, 339, 349,
365, 392, 395, 403, 416, 417, 464

* Brown, Rawdon, 106, 148, 162, 407,
439, 480, 509

Brown, Rev. W. L., 27, 28, 33, 80, 83,
103, 152

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 191, 195,
215, 291, 347, 349, 363

Browning, Robert, 247, 252, 392, 481

Browning, Mr. and Mrs., 275, 279, 302,
330

* Burne-Jones, Edward, 467, 504

* Burne-Jones, Mrs., 373, 471

Burne-Jones, Mr. and Mrs., 393, 409,
438, 475

* CARLYLE, Thomas, 183, 382, 472,
481, 515, 517, 518, 524, 526, 565,

589
XXXV,

cxiii

Carlyle, Mrs., 328, 394, 400

Carlyle, Mr. and Mrs., 304, 391, 400,
427

Chambers, Dr., 297

* Chesneau, Ernest, 523 (2), 557

Clayton, Rev. E., 30

Cole, Sir Henry, 105, 159

Correspondent, A, 223

Correspondent, Another, 257

Correspondent, Another, 463

* Cowper-Temple, Mrs., 462, 464

Cowper-Temple, Rt. Hon. W., 589

DALE, Rev. Canon T., 94

* Dallas, E. S., 315, 317, 335, 466, 476
Davies, Mrs. Kevill. See Armstrong,
Miss Lily

Dickinson, Lowes, 177

EpbwARDS, W., 323

FrANCE, Miss, 330

* Froude, J. A., 465

* Furnivall, Dr. F. J., 109, 143, 146,
158, 163, 165, 169, 178, 181, 182,
183, 211, 218, 219, 274, 425, 454,
473

GASKELL, Mrs., 479

HALLE, Sir Charles, 476
* Harrison, Frederic, 551, 594



CXIV LIST OF CORRESPONDENTS

*Harrison, W. H., 18, 24, 73, 77, 145,
475, 483, 547

Heaton, Miss Ellen, 229, 324, 406, 456,
457

*Hewitt, Mrs., 290, 312, 424

Hilliard, Miss Constance, 565

*Howell, C. A., 502 (2), 503 (2), 503 n.,
504, 505, 506, 510, 511, 512, 514
(2), 515 (2), 516 (2), 519 (2)

Hunt, Miss, 466

INGELOW, Miss, 529 (2), 575

Ireland, Messrs., 377 n.

Ironside, Miss Adelaide, 484, 485 (2),
486 (4), 487 (2), 488

LA ToucHE, Miss Rose, 368

*Laing, J. J., 145, 150, 171, 173, 179,
180, 186, 212, 265, 278, 294, 324

*Le Keux, J. H., 274, 336, 345

*Leighton, Frederic, 334, 445, 446, 447

Loudon, J. C., 15

Lowell, James Russell, 326

MACKAY, Mr., 483

Maskelyne, Prof. H. Story, 429

Maxwell, Lady Matilda, 159

Miller, Mrs. Hugh, 258

Mitford, Mary Russell, 71, 85, 89, 164,
170

Monro, Mrs., 3

NAESMYTH, Sir John Murray, 260, 361,
424

Naesmyth, Lady, 378, 397, 412, 450

Newton, C. T., 113, 160, 254

*Norton, Charles Eliot, 222, 241, 246
(2), 250, 260, 267, 269, 270, 277,
293, 294, 296, 310, 312, 329, 334,
338, 346, 355, 366, 379, 402, 404,
406, 422, 426, 432, 436, 449, 456,
474, 495, 496, 497, 500 (2), 501,
503, 511, 521, 522, 525, 533, 545,
552 (2), 553, 553 n., 555 (2), 555
n., 556, 557, 562, 563, 564 (2),
565, 568, 569, 570, 571, 573, 576,
578, 580, 582 (2), 585, 586, 588,
590, 591, 596, 597

Norton, Mrs. C. E., 558 (2), 559, 560

OWEN, Sir Richard, 362

PALGRAVE, Francis Turner, 193, 332,
406

*Patmore, Coventry, 112, 113, 142,
147, 180, 182, 224, 304, 305, 344,
478, 548

Patmore, Mrs. M. C., 546

*RICHMOND, George, 31, 32, 33 n., 38,
46, 50, 62, 73, 88, 94, 100, 142,
181, 309, 449, 473, 479, 484, 561,
562, 595

Richmond, Miss Julia, 333, 467

Roberts, Miss R. S., 599

Robertson, Colonel, 353

Rogers, Samuel, 37, 40, 84, 111

*Rossetti, D. G., 166, 167, 177, 189,
190, 198 (2), 200, 201, 202, 208,
209 (2), 213, 220, 221, 224, 225
(2), 226, 227 (2), 228, 229, 230,
232,234 (2), 235 (2), 236 (2), 237,
241, 243, 249, 256, 262, 272 (2),
273, 301, 302, 341 (2), 342, 354,
362, 377, 411, 488, 489, 490, 491,
492 (2)

*Rossetti, W. M., 188, 266, 273, 449,
521

Ruskin, J. J., 1, 3,4, 6,9, 11, 14, 15 (2),
36, 41, 43, 45, 48, 52, 53, 55, 70,
75, 90, 92, 102, 117, 118, 119,
121, 122, 125, 126, 129, 130, 133,
134, 136, 137, 139, 140, 141, 280,
283, 284, 287, 288, 290, 359, 373,
375, 382, 384, 385, 386, 387, 396,
397, 399, 401, 408, 410, 415, 418,
419, 420, 428, 430, 431, 434, 435,
440, 441, 442, 444, 445, 451, 452,
453, 454, 458, 459, 460

*Ruskin, Mrs. J. J., 54, 506, 507, 508,
527, 530, 531, 532 (2), 537, 541,
549, 550 (2), 554, 560, 573, 574

ScoTT, John, 274

Severn, Joseph, 68, 353

Shields, F. J., 372, 376, 482

Siddal, Miss E. E. (Mrs. D. G.
Rossetti), 202, 203, 207 (2), 208,
231

*Simon, Sir John, 286

*Simon, Lady, 256, 263, 270, 305, 306,
307, 314, 333, 389, 455, 513, 567,
600

Simpson, Miss Violet, 496



LIST OF CORRESPONDENTS

*Smith, George, 66

Spurgeon, Rev. C. H., 425

Stillman, W. J., 123, 194, 210, 213, 222
Stowe, Mrs. Beecher, 321, 337
*Strong, Miss E. F. (Lady Dilke), 332

TALLING, R., 498

Tennyson, Alfred, 230, 264, 320

Thackeray, W. M., 351

Trevelyan, Paulina, Lady, 174, 243,
344, 413, 421, 478

*WAaRD, William, 184, 185, 233 (2),
240, 256, 276, 281, 282, 285, 287,
343, 351, 355, 534, 535, 541, 542,
543

*Waterford, Louisa, Lady, 325

Watts, G. F., 111, 111 n., 112

Wedderburn, Miss J. See Blackburn,
Mrs. Hugh

Wilkins, Mr., 264

* Williams, W. S., 463, 497, 499, 544

Woods, Miss, 326

CXV



THE
LETTERS OF JOHN RUSKIN

1827-1869

(Except where otherwise stated, the letters are here printed
for the first time)

EARLY LETTERS, 1827-1843

[Ruskin’s first letter (to his father), 1823, is printed in Vol. I. p. xxvi. n.;
another early letter (December 31, 1828) is given in facsimile at VVol. 11. p. 264.
For the story of these early years, see Vol. I. pp. xxiii.—xxxiii., and Preaterit,
Vol. XXXV. pp. 13-187. The early drawings here introduced (Plates I. and II.
pp. 2, 4) belong to his foreign tour of 1835.]

To his FATHER!
May, 1827.

MY DEAR PAPA,—I have missed you very much especially on sunday
for though | do miss you on the evenings yet I miss you more on
sunday mamma is always thinking of you for when she fills miss
deprey’s cup she only puts in the milk and sugar and leaves the rest to
miss depreey.? | have changed very much in my lessons for while
mary® was with me | said them very ill every day but now | almost say
them very well every day. we are perhaps going to make a balloon
to-day perhaps not for a good while. just as | was thinking what to say
to you, I turned by chance to your picture, and it came into my

! [The MS. of this letter (written at the age of eight) and the subjoined verses (the
letter written in pencil, the verses printed neatly in ink) were sent by Ruskin to Professor
Norton in a letter of February 1869 (see below, p. 562). They were printed with that
letter in the Atlantic Monthly, August 1904, vol. 94, p. 164, and in Letters of John Ruskin
to Charles Eliot Norton, Boston and New York, 1904 (hereafter referred to as Norton),
vol. i. pp. 196-199.]

2 [Perhaps a member of the family referred to in Praterita, ii. § 197 (Vol. XXXV. p.
427).]

% [His cousin, Mary Richardson, who afterwards (1829) came to live with the

Ruskins: see Praterita, i. § 78 (Vol. XXXV. p. 71).]
XXXVI. A
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[1827

mind now what can | say to give pleasure to that papa. the weather is at
present very beautiful, though cold. | have nothing more to say to you
dear papa.—Your affectionate son, JOHN RUSKIN.

Mamma says that | may tell you | have been a very good boy while
you have been away.

WALES
That rock with waving willows on its side
That hill with beauteous forests on its top
That stream that with its rippling waves doth glide
And oh what beauties has that mountain got
That rock stands high against the sky
Those trees stand firm upon the rock
and seem as if they all did lock
Into each other; tall they stand
Towering above the whitened land.

SPRING
What beauties spring thou hast the waving lilac
and the stiff tall peach with roselike flowers
with yellow chorchorus and with nectarine blossom
some with grace wave and some though tall are stiff
waving is lilac so is yellow chorchorus
waving is cherry blossom though not so graceful
as the spiry lilac and the hyacinth
stiff is the pear and nectarine with the peach
and apricot all these are stiff but in return
their flowers are beautiful. so are birds and beasts
as well as flowers some are wild and cruel
such are the tiger, panther, lynx and ounce
s0 also in return these animals
are pretty in the other sort
some dogs are ugly but conceal within
some good intentions good ideas good thoughts.
but spring, there is one tree that thou bring’st forth
that is more beautiful than all the others
this is the apple blossom o how sweet
is that fine tree and so | end.

! [These lines come from a MS. book (of 1827-1829) called “Poetry Discriptive”;
Ruskin refers to them, and explains the epithet “whitened” as “a very artistical
observation for a child,” in a letter to his parents of October 23, 1853, printed in Vol.

XII. pp. xxi.—xxii.]






1831] EARLY LESSONS

To Mrs. MONRO?
1829.

Well, papa, seeing how fond | was of the doctor,? and knowing
him to be an excellent Latin scholar, got him for me as a tutor, and
every lesson | get I like him better and better, for he makes me laugh
“almost, if not quite”—to use one of his own expressions—the whole
time. He is so funny, comparing Neptune’s lifting up the wrecked
ships of Aneas with his trident to my lifting up a potato with a fork, or
taking a piece of bread out of a bowl of milk with a spoon! And as he is
always saying [things] of that kind, or relating some droll anecdote, or
explaining the part of Virgil (the book which I am in) very nicely, I am
always delighted when Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays are come.

To his FATHER
Monday, February 28, 1831.

MY DEAR PAPA,—You cannot imagine how delighted | was to
receive your letter. | say you cannot imagine and neither can you. You
get letters, letters, letters the whole year round. | get only one or two
every year. Oh, it is a delightful sensation the cracking the seal,
peeping in before you can get it open to see whether it is a long one,
your very soul up at your eyes wondering what it’s all about and
whether it’s very funny, very comical, adventurical, steam-boatical,
interestical, and all other icals. And then how provoking when you
come to the end. How one hates the direction for taking up such a
guantity of room, as if it thought itself of such mighty consequence as
to turn out all the thoughts which might have blackly rested on the
snowy couch of paper. Oh, one could kick it down stairs. . . . Mamma
and | have begun our Hebrew and are making some progress in the
characters. | was surprised to find that for the short and long sounds of
the same vowel, as of a in “water” and “rat,” the Hebrews have two
different characters, thus saving us all trouble about Prosody, which is
a good thing out of the way, I’m sure, by the intricate rules of the Latin
Prosody. | am getting some more Greek Chapters ready for our
Sundays as fast as | can at an hour a day. Composing gets on too
amazingly fast at the same rate with which it was proceeding when |
wrote you last. Dash is quite well but as cunning as afox.... A

! [From W. G. Collingwood’s Life and Work of John Ruskin, 1900, pp. 28-29. For

Mrs. Monro, see Preterita, i. 8§ 115 (Vol. XXXV. p. 101).]
2 [Dr. Andrews: see Preterita, i. § 81 (Vol. XXXV. p. 74).]
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great part of the forenoon is taken up with my lessons, then mamma is
reading Sturm, Newton’s letters, and Rollin;" that fills up another great
division of the day; then if it’s at all fine | have a trot down to the post
office (if it’s post office day, that is), and if not | always have a gallop
somewhere, very often as much for Dash’s benefit as my own, and the
remainder of the day is taken up with Iteriad. Then again on Saturday
nights William is so kind as to give me a game of chess,” of which |
grow fonder and fonder notwithstanding the regular defeats, but the
games are certainly growing longer. . . . | venture humbly to insinuate
the hope that past favours will be repeated by another letter. And now,
papa, | think nothing remains but to tell you that I am your obedient,
humble, and more than affectionate son,

JOHN RUSKIN.

To his FATHER
Tuesday, 15 Janry., 1833.

MY DEAR PAPA,—I would write a short, pithy, laconic, sensible,
concentrated, and serious letter, if | could, for | have scarcely time to
write a long one. Observe | only say to write, for as to the composition
’tis nothing, positively nothing. | roll on like a ball, with this
exception, that contrary to the usual laws of motion I have no friction
to contend with in my mind, and of course have some difficulty in
stopping myself when there is nothing else to stop me. Mary declined
writing to you for a reason which gave me peculiar and particular
offence, namely, that | wrote nonsense enough, and she had nothing
else to offer, as if my discreet communications merited the cognomen
of nonsense. However, | did not quarrel with her, as she surrendered
her half sheet to me, which space | was very glad to fill up with my
nonsense, as this additional space gave me much greater freedom and
play of cogitation, as | had not then to compress my ideas, like the
steam of a high-pressure engine, but was enabled to allow them to flow
forth in all their native beauty and elegance, without cramping by
compressing, or confusing by curtailing. | like elbow room in
everything. In a letter it is essential, and in a stage coach | should opine
that before these sheets can have reached you, you will

! [Reflections on the Works of God and his Providence, throughout all Nature, for
every Day in the Year. Translated first from the German of Christoph Christian Sturm
into French, and now from the French into English by a Lady (Edinburgh, 1788, and
numerous later editions). “Newton’s letters” may be those either of Sir Isaac Newton or
of John Newton, the divine; probably the latter, see Vol. VII. p. 159 n. Charles Rollin’s
Ancient History (French, 1730-1738) had been translated into English (1738-1740).]

2 [His cousin, William Richardson: “the best chess-player | have ever known” (Vol.
XXXV. p. 412).]
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1833] THE PEGASUS OF THOUGHT

have found the want of it, as Dogberry says, “very tolerable and not to
be endured.”” In time | know the trouble occasioned by the want of it.
If the maxim which mamma is always inculcating upon me, that
nothing is done well in a hurry, is without exceptions, this letter is
fated, for | seldom have been more pressed. Yet letters never thrive on
mature consideration. The same impulse continues, or ought to
continue, from the “My dear” at the top to the “Your affectionate” at
the bottom. The momentum once given and the impetus obtained, the
word is forward, and it is enough to guide without restraining the
Pegasus of thought. |1 can sympathise with you on your present
situation, as mine is similar in a great degree. You see you are bogged
amongst the marshes (horrid things those bogs in this season, horrid,
sir, horrid). And | am sadly bogged in my algebra. | can’t get over
division; it appears to me very long division. It is positively not to be
understood, and | don’t like to be made a fixture of, not by no means,
and | have come to a very unhandsome fix. Mr. Rowbotham will
pronounce my head to be—understanding, and | pronounce his lessons
to be + difficulty, and yet with all my algebra this minus and plus will
not add and make nothing. If they would | should be cn my four wheels
again progressing onward to fractions, which look as if they would, as
the Doctor says, crack anybody’s skull and reduce it to fractions. But |
will not anticipate difficulty. Really, Sir, | think the drawing room
withdrawing room or room into which | withdraw to draw, owes all its
beauty to your presence. We have sat in it two nights, and the vacancy
of the throne which you are wont to fill, and from which thou art wont
to impart the learning contained in the volumes of literature,
enlivening it by your conversation and facilitating its comprehension
by your remarks, the vacancy of that chair, | say, made the room
appear vacant, and the absence of that conversation made conversation
flag. Return, oh return from thy peregrinations, fly from the bosom of
the bogs to the bosom of those who wait thee in anxious expectation.
As the eagle returns to its eyrie, as the bird that wanders over distant
climes returns to its place of rest, so do thou return to us who are
sorrowing for thy presence [hole in paper] winder up!!! Factas means
admiro. And now cairoite, as Anacreon says, pour la presente pro non
guantum sufficit temporis ut literam longam scriberem, | remain your
most mightily affectionate son,\*\mjcont

JOHN RUSKIN.?

! [Much Ado about Nothing, Act iii. sc. 3 (“most tolerable,” etc.).]

2 [Ruskin’s father, in sending this letter to Mrs. Richard Gray, wrote upon it: “We
think him clever, and his masters pronounce his talents great for his age. ... If the
Almighty preserves the Boy to me | am richly blessed, but | always feel as if | ought to
lose him and all I have.”]
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To his FATHER
HERNE HiLL, 25th March, 1836.

MY DEAREST FATHER,—I sit down to write of | know not what. |
intend to commence with our third lecture, English literature.! Four
lectures on this subject have spoken of four celebrated authors of old
time—Sir John Mandeville, Sir John Gower, Chaucer, and Wickliffe.
We are made acquainted with their birth, parentage, education, etc.;
the character of their writings is spoken of, and extracts are read as
examples of their style. These extracts are always interesting,
frequently entertaining, sometimes laughable, although the laugh of
the hearer is generally at, not with, the author. The writings of the
poets before Chaucer are like—L.ifting my eyes off the paper in search
of a simile, they encounter a piece of the sky seen through one of the
very large panes of our drawing-room window. It has been raining,
softly and silently, a benevolent rain, and the large red blossoms of the
almonds, and the buds of the lilac, and the branches of the firs are all
full of that delicate day dew, glittering and glancing and shaking off
showers of jewels into the moistened ground, and their vegetable life
seems strong in them—I could fancy | saw them growing; they are like
the students at college after having heard a lecture, full of the rich
dews of instruction; and above them are long lines of grey cloud,
broken away into thin white fleeces which are standing still in the
heavens, for there is no breeze to move them, and between those grey
clouds is seen here and there a piece of excessive value, which is not
dark, but deep, pure, far away, which the eye seems to plunge into and
go on, on, on, into the stillness of its distance, until the grey cloud
closes over it and it is gone. That bit of sky is like one of these old
poems, cloudy and grey, uninteresting; but ever and anon through the
guaintness of his language or uncouthness of expression breaks the
mind of the poet, pure and noble and glorious, and leading you away
with it into fascination, and then the cloud closes over him and he is
gone. Then after the conclusion of the lecture and a few additional
remarks from Mr. Dale on the way to Lincoln’s Inn Fields,? | enter the
most formidable library in which we receive our lessons.

Books are the souls of the dead in calf-skin. When I enter a library
I always feel as if | were in the presence of departed spirits, silent
indeed, but only waiting my command to pour forth the experience of

;][Lectures given by the Rev. Thomas Dale: see Preterita, i. § 205 (Vol. XXXV. p.
177).

2 [Mr. Dale was at this time vicar of St. Bride’s, Fleet Street, and he resided in a
house in Lincoln’s Inn Fields.]



1836] THE GREEK WRITERS

their lives," the thoughts and imaginations, the feelings and the
passions which have long since ceased in reality, but they continue to
think and feel to me. Even as | look up to the rows of volumes in my
little library, they seem turning into living beings, and the ancients and
the moderns seem rekindled into contemporary life. There is an old
man lying on a piece of beautiful green turf beside a stream, and the
stream is clear and pure and beautiful, and it is singing to him sweetly
as it passes by, and he is listening to it drowsily. He looks old, for his
long hair is silvered, but there are no wrinkles on his brow, for there is
no care there; there is a tall tree hanging over him, and a cicada is
singing on one of its green boughs, and the old man is pleased to hear
the insect sing so joyfully, and he is conversing in his mind with the
stream that flows by him, and with the light breeze that plays among
his hair, and with the insect on the bough that is chirping intoxicated
with day dew. That is Anacreon.

Close by him stands another, a young man, but there is deep
thought in the fire of the dark eye that flashes from beneath the shadow
of his high helmet. It is night, and he is standing by the light of a
watchfire leaning on his lance, and the light flashes on the arms of his
sleeping friends, while round on every eminence, through the gloom
of the midnight, blaze the beacon fires of their enemies; but he sees
them not, for his mind is far away in his beloved Greece, and high
hope beams upon his brow that he shall see his native shore once
again. It is Xenophon.

There is another, but he is in such a crowd that | cannot see him
well; he is conversing with every one, and putting down what they say
in his own deep memory; there is a veil over his face, and it has been
woven partly by truth and partly by falsehood, and that part which has
been woven by truth is very transparent and | can see the face of the
old man through it, but the other part is dark, and shadows of the
crowd round about him are thrown upon it; and yet from the whole veil
there is a magic lustre emanating, which is given by the brightness of
the old man’s mind. It is Herodotus.

Is that a criminal standing before his judges? It cannot be. It is a
most aged man; his limbs are feeble, and his hand quivers, and his
voice trembles as he reads; but what is he reading? All are silent, all
eager in attention; the judge bends forward from his high seat, the very
accuser is listening astonished, and the crowd round lean forward
intently to catch the sounds of the old man’s feeble voice. How his eye
kindles as he reads. It is Sophocles.

! [The idea is precisely that of the well-known passage in Sesame and Lilies: see Vol.
XVIII. pp. 58, 59.]
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The next is leaning against a rock under tall cypresses, and before
him flashes down a mighty cataract; on his other side is deep, blue,
bright water, spreading away into far distances, and woody
promontories, and mighty crags rise above them, and distant Alps
glitter in the blue of the sky, and to him there is a voice in nature, and
his eye is on the birds that wing their way through the air, and on the
fishes that glitter through the sapphire blue of the waters, on rock and
tree, herb and flower, and they are his companions. It is Pliny.

Beneath the low door of a small cottage stands another moralizing;
high on the opposite hill stands the gorgeous villa of his patron, or
rather friend, but he envies it not; from his low dwelling he looks out
on the doings of the world, and instructs and amuses, flatters and
satirises as he sees occasion. [It is Horace.]

Then come a troop of moderns; too numerous to be particularised.
One is standing alone on the shore of a rushing sea, an ocean of ariver,
the dark forest closed around him, birds of jewelled dyes flying over
his head; from the recesses of the wood comes the melancholy cry of
the leopard, and the billows before him are lashed by the bulk of the
crocodile. Another is on a point of pure snow; mountains on
mountains are tossed about him like a sea, but all far below him, the
sun is careering through a sky which is dark, very dark, and filled with
undistinguishable glimmering of many stars. Another is beneath the
burning sun of an African desert, thinking of the green fields of
England, and the only sound which falls on his wearied ear is the howl
of the hyena, or shrill cry of the ostrich. My characters are now,
however, becoming too numerous for enumeration, even in my small
library; what should I do, then, if | attempted to describe those of Mr.
Dale’s gigantic assembly of books, in the midst of which Matson* and
I receive our lessons, amused now and then by the egregious blunders
of Tom-ass, as Matson divides his name?

“Then perchance when home returning, you the story hearing,
With a smile may cry, ‘Poor Tom.” ”

You were wont now and then, Papa, in former times, to give me a
great deal of pleasure by writing me one or two letters in the course of
your journey. Now, if you had a little spare scrap of time, (Mamma
says you do not write because | do not ask you) you know, my dearest
Father, it would infinitely delight your most affectionate Son,JOHN
RUSKIN.

! [For Ruskin’s schoolfellow, Edward Matson, see Przterita, i. § 91, ii. § 151 (Vol.
XXXV. pp. 82, 381).]
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To his FATHER!
HERNE HiILL, 10th Jan., 1837.

MY DEAREST FATHER,—I was in the meeting room of the
Geological Society in Somerset House on Wednesday evening last at
half-past 8 o’clock precisely. The Geologicals dropped in one by one,
and it greatly strengthened me in my high opinion of the science, to
phrenologize upon the bumps of the observers of the bumps of the
earth. Many an overhanging brow, many a lofty forehead, bore
evidence to the eminence of mind which calculates the eminences of
earth; many a compressed lip and dark and thoughtful eye bore witness
to fine work within the pericraniums of their owners. One finely made,
gentlemanly-looking man was very busy among the fossils which lay
on the table, and shook hands with most of the members as they came
in. His forehead was low and not very wide, and his eyes small, sharp,
and rather ill-natured. He took the chair, however, and Mr.
Charlesworth, coming in after the business of the meeting had
commenced, stealing quietly into the room, and seating himself beside
me, informed me that it was Mr. Lyell.? | expected a finer countenance
in the great geologist. Dr. Buckland was not there, which was some
disappointment to me, and some disadvantage to him, inasmuch as a
ground of dispute had been started in the last meeting, about the
elevation or non-elevation of a beach near Barnstaple bay, in which
Dr. B. had taken the non-elevation, and Dr. Sedgwick the elevation,
side of the question, and the decision of which had been referred to this
meeting. Both the doctors being absent, two of the members
rose—Mr. Greenau for Dr. Buckland, and Mr. Murchison for Dr.
Sedgwick, Mr. Lyell being on the Sedgwick side, though, as chairman,
he took no part in the debate, which soon became amusing and
interesting, and very comfortable for frosty weather, as Mr. Murchison
got warm, and Mr. Greenau witty. The warmth, however, got the
better of the wit, and the question, unsupported by Dr. Buckland, was
decided against him. The rest of the evening was occupied by a
discussion of the same nature relative to the coast of Peru and Chili,?
and I was much interested and

! [A short passage from this letter has already been printed in Vol. I. p. xxxvii. n.;
and another (quoted from W. G. Collingwood’s Life) in Vol. I. p. 206 n.]

2 [Charles Lyell (1797-1875), secretary of the Geological Society, 1823-1826;
F.R.S. 1826; Professor of Geology at King’s College, London, 1831-1833; president of
the Geological Society, 1835-1836 and 1849-1850.]

% [The paper (read on January 4, 1837) was by Darwin, “Observations of Proofs of

Recent Elevation on the Coast of Chili”: see Proceedings of the Geological Society, vol.
2, p. 446. Ruskin refers to it again, below, p. 14.]
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amused as well as instructed by the conversation of the evening. They
did not break up till nearly 11.

As to the Meteorologicals, Mr. Pat Murphy’s “anticipations” have
turned out not pat at all, but quite Irish bulls. Their failure is the more
ridiculous because they were published in the scientific journals, and
the attention of meteorologists in general invited to them. The Society
would be much better employed, instead of listening to anticipations
which never will be realised, and prophecies which the weather takes
good care not to fulfil, in as certaining the causes and effects of
phenomena which have actually taken place, or in perusing such
scientific and interesting communications as one which | sent in to Mr.
White, and which he says in a note he will have great pleasure in
laying before the Society at their next meeting (to-morrow, Tuesday
evening).! Richard says it will frighten them out of their
meteorological wits, containing six close written folio pages, and
having at its conclusion, as a sting in its tail, the very agreeable
announcement that it only commences the subject, which will be
farther treated of in a series of similar papers!

I made a most noble round of visits on Saturday—ranging from
Bayswater, where | found Mr. Runciman out, to the City, where |
found Mr. Greenaway off for Calcutta. As the commencement and
termination of my peregrinations were thus equally unfortunate, |
considered my media res very lucky, and that in two respects, my
finding Mr. B. out, and Mr. Loudon’s friend in.

True and inevitable is the old proverb about birds of a feather. Mr.
Loudon’s house, as | have often remarked, is to the eye of the casual
observer, what the extent of the work he goes through proves that it
cannot be to the Master or presiding genius thereof, a chaos of literary
confusion. Dust-covered fossils, and lack-lustre minerals, their
crystals shattered, their polish destroyed, and enveloped in cobwebs of
duration so antique and size so formidable as to render the specimens
far more interesting to the entomologist than the mineralogist, occupy
the landing-places and passages, while the floors of the rooms
themselves are paved with books and portfolios. On entering the
company room of Mr. Lamb, | found myself in the midst of an admired
disorder of such architectural specimens as in their native land or spot
would have been beautiful, while where they were, they were only so
many causes of lamentation and instigators of indignation. Here, on a
wooden bracket, over a narrow cupboard which suggested involuntary

! [The paper was “On the Formation and Colour of such Clouds as are caused by the

Agency of Mountains.” It was not printed. For a later paper, printed in the Transactions
of the Meteorological Society in 1839, see Vol. I. p. 206.]
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ideas of papers of tea and loaves of sugar, was a Corinthian capital
from Tivoli! There, in a fantastic niche, his knightly heel kicking a
rush-bottomed chair, stood some ancient Saxon monarch whose
marble brows, which had long frowned down the shadowy and
echo-voiced aisles of some ruined abbey, now held the same dignified
expression, while gazing on the poker, tongs, shovel, and ashes, which
were the accompaniments of the parlour grate; while a richly carved
Gothic altar, which had long stood in the noble cathedral, the burial
place of Alfred, now occupied a corner in dangerous proximity to the
fire broom. I had, however, the pleasure of knowing that a good many
of the relics which lay about the room, like rocks to confound and
swallow the navigation up of the unwary stranger, were casts, and after
he had looked at and praised the first of my sketches when we got to
the cathedral spire [of] Rouen, we entered into a very interesting
discussion upon architecture in general, and particularly on Gothic,
which, as he had examined it a good deal as an artist, and | a good deal
as an architect, we agreed upon in every particular; then he looked
over the remainder of my sketches, and admired them very much; and
then he produced numerous portfolios, which were excessively
interesting to me, etchings, drawings, designs, etc., many of them
excessively beautiful. | staid two full hours, and was invited, and that
earnestly, to call again. I got Mr. Anderton’s address, and will call
to-morrow.

I am charging the mathematics terrifically, and in particular a
problem which Biot says is impossible, but which | believe to be
possible." Mr. Rowbotham says if | solve that, | can solve anything,
and | told him I should have it done and demonstrated by the time he
came back, and in order that my anticipations may not be Murphian |
shall have to work almost all day; wherefore, my dearest Father,
begging you to return as soon as you possibly can, that we may spend a
few quiet assembled evenings before our break up, which now
approaches terribly near, I remain, your most affectionate son,

J. RUSKIN.

To his FATHER?
OXFORD, Sunday, nine o’clock, Feb. 1837.

MY DEAREST FATHER,—Calmly, brightly, beautifully dawns the
day over the mouldering columns of Peckwater, when, every morning,
at five minutes to seven, precisely, | assume my seat of learning—my

! [See below, p. 21.]
2 [Ruskin was now in residence at Christ Church, Oxford. There are not many letters

to his parents written thence, for, as related in Praterita (Vol. XXXV. p. 199), his
mother was in lodgings at Oxford, and his father came up each

11
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dignified armchair, before my writing-table—thus putting to shame
the drowsiness of your sleepy servants. All that | can advise you to do,
in order to prevent future annoyance of a similar nature, is to oversleep
yourself—not to cut the acquaintance of the warm sheets or luxurious
bolster until what may be considered, by all parties, a reasonable time;
thus you will make away with some of the melancholy morning, and
will be better armed against the cold reception of frost and solitude —
and solitude, silent, unfeeling — Encyclopeadia-perusal-prompting
solitude, which I wish I could enliven with the relation of something
interesting; but little has of late happened.

Lord Desart’s card party (wherein not a card was
touched—nothing but dice) was by no means interesting. Returning to
college at night, | have twice met Emlyn; he was quite philosophical,
had been to an Ashmolean meeting, of which he gave me an account. |
have been twice to March’s rooms, comparing notes, after
Kynaston’s' lecture. Yesterday (Saturday) forenoon the Sub-dean sent
for me, took me up into his study, sat down with me, and read over my
essay, pointing out a few verbal alterations and suggesting
improvements; I, of course, expressed myself highly grateful for his
condescension. Going out, | met Strangways. “So you’re going to read
out to-day, Ruskin. Do go it at a good rate, my good fellow. Why do
you write such devilish good ones?” Went a little farther and met
March. “Mind you stand on the top of the desk, Ruskin;
gentleman-commoners never stand on the steps.” | asked him whether
he thought it would look more dignified to stand head or heels
uppermost. He advised heels. Then met Desart. “We must have a
grand supper after this, Ruskin; gentleman-commoners always have a
flare-up after reading their themes.” I told him I supposed he wanted to
“pison my rum and water.” When we got into the hall, I was first called
up, and I think I showed them how to read; but when | went back to my
seat, they said “I didn’t go half fast enough.”? Drake came up at
dinner-time with—"Permit me to congratulate you, Mr. Ruskin, upon
the distinguished appearance you made in the hall this morning.”

Saturday to Monday. Part of the present letter—from “yesterday (Saturday) forenoon” to
“pison my rum and water”—has been printed in W. G. Collingwood’s Life and Work of
John Ruskin, 1900, pp. 59-60. For mention of his Christ Church friends, Lord Desart and
Lord Emlyn (afterwards second Earl Cawdor), see Preterita, i. 88 235, 219 (Vol.
XXXV. pp. 208, 192). “March” is the Earl of March (1818-1903); afterwards (1860)
sixth Duke of Richmond. “Strangways” was another gentleman-commoner, whom
Ruskin had previously met in Switzerland: see Preterita, i. § 224 (ibid., p. 197).]

! [Classical lecturer at Christ Church: see Preterita, i. § 229 (ibid., p. 201).]

2 [For Ruskin’s fuller account of his experiences on this occasion, see Preterita, i. §
223 (ibid., p. 196). Drake was his “scout”; Dawson, presumably also a College servant.]
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Dawson says | am the first gentleman-commoner who has been up for
many years.

I suppose Mamma had told you about the races. | should have
liked to have seen Desart in his jockey cap and jacket. There was very
high betting—one man lost £1500. All the Dons of the University
were assembled at the Dean’s house—the result of their lucubrations is
unknown, but the riders are afraid of Collections. When they were
returning, the proctors, particularly Hussey,' were excessively active
endeavouring to catch them, dashing at the horses’ heads, and
endeavouring to seize the bridles; but they whipped their horses by at
full speed; one fellow knocked off Hussey’s cap and drove neatly over
it. He only succeeded in catching two men in a gig, whose horse was
tired and could not be got into speed.

I had a chess party last night, had invited Liddell>—and before he
came, in came Goring,3 by chance, with the same intention. He is an
agreeable, gentlemanly man, and a fine player. Our game lasted an
hour and a half, and he beat me; but I don’t think he’ll do it again.
During the game Carew” came in, and then Tierney. Liddell appeared
at last; he is also a good player, and it was a drawn game. Liddell was
soliloquising to this effect upon the figure he should cut at Collections:
“I’ve had three lectures a week from Mr. Brown, and have attended
five in the term; I’ve had ditto from Mr. Kynaston, and have attended
two in the term; and three a week from Mr. Hill,®> and I’ve attended
three; and I’ll be dashed if | don’t come off as well as the whole set of
you.”

Carew sat talking till nearly half-past eleven. Tierney was talking
about Lord Desart, who had been out with the drag. It appears there is
an old gentleman residing a few miles off, who has a favourite
preserve, full of game, and in which he has two pet foxes, and cannot
bear to see a hound near the place. Desart got the pack together on the
other side of the cover, set them in, and went round to the house on the
other side, had in hand, to make an apology for the unfortunate
accident. 1 hope | shall have more interesting information for you
when you come up on Saturday—Friday | hope it will be, if the judges
will evacuate our rooms.® It is nearly nine o’clock.

! [See Praeterita, i. § 229 (Vol. XXXV. p. 201).]

2 [Not the future Dean, but his cousin, the Hon. Adolphus, of Ruskin’s own age;
permanent Under Secretary of the Home Office, 1867-1885.]

% [Charles Goring, 1819-1849; M. P. for New Shoreham, 1841-1849.]

*[See Vol. XXXV. p. Ixiv. Sir Matthew Edward Tierney (1819-1860), third baronet;
lieut.-colonel in the Coldstream Guards.]

® [For the Rev. W. L. Brown, classical tutor, and the Rev. E. Hill, mathematical

tutor, see Preterita, Vol. XXXV. pp. 200, 201.]
® [That is, the rooms where his parents stayed; used also as the Judges’ Lodgings.]
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To his FATHER!
OXFORD, April 22, 1837.

My DEAREST FATHER,—When | returned from hall
yesterday—where a servitor read, or pretended to read, and Decanus
growled at him, “Speak out!”—I found a note on my table from Dr.

Buckland,? requesting the pleasure of my company to dinner, at six, to
meet two celebrated geologists, Lord Cole and Sir Philip Egerton.? |
immediately sent a note of thanks and acceptance, dressed, and was
there a minute after the last stroke of Tom.* Alone for five minutes in
Dr. B.’s drawing-room, who soon afterwards came in with Lord Cole,
introduced me, and said that as we were both geologists he did not
hesitate to leave us together while he did what he certainly very much
required—nbrushed up a little. Lord Cole and | were talking about some
fossils newly arrived from India. He remarked in the course of
conversation that his friend Dr. B.’s room was cleaner and in better
order than he remembered ever to have seen it. There was not a chair
fit to sit upon, all covered with dust, broken alabaster candle-sticks,
withered flower-leaves, frogs cut out of serpentine, broken models of
fallen temples, torn papers, old manuscripts, stuffed reptiles, deal
boxes, brown paper, wool, two and cotton, and a considerable variety
of other articles. In came Mrs. Buckland, then Sir Philip Egerton and
his brother, whom | had seen at Dr. B.’s lecture, though he is not an
undergraduate. 1 was talking to him till dinner-time. While we were
sitting over our wine after dinner, in came Dr. Daubeny,” one of the
most celebrated geologists of the day—a curious little animal, looking
through its spectacles with an air very distingué—and Mr. Darwin,
whom I had heard read a paper at the Geological Society.® He and | got
together, and talked all the evening.

! [Printed in W. G. Collingwood’s Life and Work of John Ruskin, 1900, pp. 60-61.
The letter has been referred to at p. xx. of Vol. XXVI., in connexion with Ruskin’s early
geological studies.]

2 [For Buckland, and Ruskin’s acquaintance with him at Oxford, see Preterita, Vol.
XXXV. pp. 204, 205.]

% [Lord Cole, afterwards (1840) Earl of Enniskillen, b. 1807, d. 1886. F.R.S., D.C.L.
of Oxford 1834. Sir Philip Egerton (1806-1881), M. P. for West Cheshire (1835-1868),
F. G. S. 1829, author of various paleontological works.]

* [The great bell in the tower of Christ Church: see Preterita, i. § 227 n. (Vol.
XXXV. p. 200).]

® [Charles Daubeny (1795-1867), M. D. Oxford, F. R. S., Professor of Chemistry,
1822-1853; of Botany, 1834; of Rural Economy, 1840; author of A Description of Active

and Extinct Volcanoes.]
¢ [See above, p. 9.]
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To his FATHER
OXFORD, 1838.

I must give an immense time every day to the Newdigate, which |
must have, if study will get it." I have much to revise. You find many
faults, but there are hundreds which have escaped your notice, and
many lines must go out altogether which you and | should wish to stay
in. The thing must be remodelled, and | must finish it while it has a
freshness on it, otherwise it will not be written well. The old lines are
hackneyed in my ears, even as a very soft Orleans plum, which your
Jewess has wiped and re-wiped with the corner of her apron, till its
polish is perfect, and its temperature elevated.

March, 1838.

Nice thing to get over;? quite a joke, as everybody says when
they’ve got through with the feathers on. It’s a kind of emancipation
from freshness—a thing unpleasant in an egg, but dignified in an
Oxonian—very. Lowe very kind;® Kynaston ditto—nice
fellows—urbane. How they do frighten people! There was one man all
but crying with mere fear. Kynaston had to coax him like a child. Poor
fellow! he had some reason to be afraid; did his logic shockingly.
People always take up logic because they fancy it doesn’t require a
good memory, and there is nothing half so productive of pluck; they
never know it.

I was very cool when | got into it; found the degree of excitement
agreeable; nibbled the end of my pen, and grinned at Kynaston over
the table as if | had been going to pluck him. They always smile when
they mean pluck.

To JOHN CLAUDIUS LouDoN*
[September, 1838.]

MY DEAR SIR,—I send you the number for December,® and hope
to have the pleasure of calling in a day or two with January. | received
your kind letter from Brighton. My tour in Scotland has, | hope,
afforded me too much information to be kept in a detached heap. |
have already referred it all to its regular heads, and | hope

! [He failed, however, on this occasion; but won the prize in the following year: see
Vol. II. pp. xxiii.—xxiv.]

2 [The examination for “Smalls.”]

® [Robert Lowe, afterwards Lord Sherbrooke; at this time an Oxford tutor.]

* [Editor of the Architectural Magazine and other periodicals to which Ruskin
contributed: see Vol. I. pp. Xxxvi.—xxxvii.]

® [No. vii. of The Poetry of Architecture, which appeared in Loudon’s Architectural
Magazine for December 1838 (see Vol. I. p. 159). There was no “January” number of
The Poetry, Ruskin contributing instead an article on the Scott Monument (Vol. I. p.
247). For Loudon, see Vol. I. p. xxxvi., and Vol. XXXV. p. 630.]

15



16 LETTERS OF RUSKIN—VoL. | [1838

it will add interest to my future papers. I think if | were to put it in the
form of a journal, it would lose much of its interest for want of
arrangement. A fact always tells better when it is brought forward as
proving a principle, than when it is casually stumbled upon by the
traveller. Your suggestion relating to Abbotsford tallies exactly with
my intentions when | set off to inspect it. | should not be deterred by
terror of criticism from attacking it—both because | am fond of
fighting (verbosely), and because | do not think the antagonists who
would defend it could be very formidable, but there are other reasons. |
took my notebook with me to the place, intending Abbotsford to be the
subject of No. 1 of a series of papers which | have alluded to,
somewhere, in the Arch. Mag., to be called the Homes of the Mighty,*
and for which | hoped your indulgence might find room once in six
months or so—but | was grievously foiled. Had Abbotsford one point
about it deserving of praise, or even admitting of toleration—or had it
shown the slightest evidence of the superintendence of that mind
whose plaything, whose sucking coral, it has been—the case would
have been different; but it does not—and what purpose could it
possibly serve to endeavour or pretend to cast a stain upon a part of
Scott’s reputation, insignificant enough, it is true, but which might
perhaps give pain to some of those whose affections are gathered in his
memory, and which, while it would have been daring to have hurled it
at the light of his living name, it would be only base to cast upon the
marble of his sepulchre? Not that | have the vanity to suppose that my
lucubrations could be of a moment’s consequence in themselves, but |
do think that in directing attention to the subject at all, I should become
as contemptible as if | were pointing out the deformity of his limb or
triumphing over the one weakness which was the cause of his ruin and
his death. I do not know whether you have ever passed by
Abbotsford—nbut if not, | must beg you to spare me a moment’s time
for my justification.

The garden is laid out in a manner peculiarly classical, an Italian
fountain being attached to a formidable baronial gateway, which is
joined on the other side to a low arcade covered with creepers, which
succeed perfectly in keeping off all the stray beams of sun which the
rascally climate admits of—consequently the walks, instead of glaring
upon the eye with gravelly light, and crunching under your boot-heels,
are softly and pleasantly patched with green, and afford a rich,
unctuous surface. This useful arbour is on one side decorated by
groups of curious sculpture, tastefully built into a red brick wall, and
sharing in the softness of the damp moss with which the path is
protected. The

! [See The Poetry of Architecture, § 102 (Vol. I. p. 78).]
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house itself commences with a horrible-looking dungeon keep, which
rises full four feet above the level of the roof, is somewhat more than
two feet in diameter, and possesses the tremendous appurtenances of
six battlements and six arrow slits, as large as life, consequently
splitting the donjon keep from top to bottom. Access to this place of
defence is obtained by a step ladder on the outside, somewhat wider
than the tower itself, and by which you attain the flagstaff in five stops.
Next comes a large flat side of wall, into the middle of which, twenty
feet from the ground, is built the actual wooden door of the old
Tolbooth of Edinburgh, with lock, bars, and all, classically decorated
with an architrave, etc. The spectator, after sundry speculations upon
the mode of access to this celestial door, and much conjecture as to the
mode in which very little boys get at the knocker, goes round to the
grand front, which is a splendid combination of the English baronial,
the old Elizabethan, and the Melrose Gothic—a jumble of jagged and
flanky towers, ending in chimneys, and full of black slits with plaster
mouldings, copied from Melrose, stuck all over it—the whole being
tied together with tremendous stone cables, gracefully coiled and
knotted, and terminating with an edifying combination of nautical and
botanical accuracy in thistle tops. When we enter—through a painted
glass door into a hall about the size of a merchantman’s cabin, fitted up
as if it were as large as the Louvre, or Ch. Ch. hall, Oxford—the first
thing with which we are struck is a copy of a splendid arch in the
cloisters of Melrose. This arch, exquisitely designed for raising the
mind to the highest degree of religious emotion, charged with the
loveliest carving you can imagine, and in its natural position
combining most exquisitely with the heavenward proportions of
surrounding curves, has been copied by Scott in plaster, and made a
fireplace, a polished steel grate and fender being set aside. | need
hardly, I think, go further. This was, to me, the finishing touch, for it
proved to me at once what without such proof not all the world could
have convinced me of, that Scott, notwithstanding all his nonsense
about moonlight at Melrose, had not the slightest feeling of the real
beauty and application of Gothic architecture.

You will judge from this whether any remarks on Abbotsford
would not be more painful than interesting. After all, the cobbler with
the statue of Phidias’ played hardly a more ridiculous part than |
should by attacking Abbotsford, so that for my own sake | must keep
quiet. I hope you enjoyed your stay at Brighton—it is a pretty place for
this season. Present my compliments to Mrs. Loudon, and believe me,
my dear Sir, very respectfully yours,J. RUSKIN.

! [Not Phidias, but Apelles: see Vol. XXXIV. p. 255 n.]
XXXVI. B
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To W. H. HARRISON!
[21839]

MY DEAR SIR,—At last | return your most interesting letter, with
many thanks for the opportunity of looking over it, and for your kind
long note of yesterday. | hope you did not hurt yourself when you lost
the path among the boughs—it is an unluckily arranged place; our own
servants lose their way very perpetually on dark nights. There is much
that is new to me in Dr. Croly’s letter, especially the latter part of it,
where he observes that the “unclean spirits” of Scripture are not devils,
but demons, spirits of dead men. | don’t quite see where he has
sufficient proof of this, though I do not see much to the contrary; but
there seems to me less contradiction in a fallen angel’s entering into a
man, and working upon the human soul, than in two human
souls—one of a dead person without memory of its former living state,
nor of those periods of time during which it was released from
body—inhabiting the same body. | should like to ask him about
this—there is certainly no mention in Scripture of more than one
Diabolus. The other parts of the argument are very good, but | cannot
help looking upon the whole question as one upon which ingenuity is
wasted owing to its excessively small importance. It is plainly stated to
all men’s convictions that there shall be an eternal life of the spirit and
body together. What will be our faculties and functions in that state is a
subject of the greatest possible interest; but whether we are, in the
meantime, for a thousand years or two, to be asleep, or dreaming, or
decaying, or living in impotence of altering our condition and in fear
of judgment, and in a state which we know is not to continue, appears
to me matter of absolutely no interest whatsoever. It does not matter
one straw to me how total the destruction of myself, or of those whom
I love, may be for any limited time, however great, provided I have, at
the end of that time, assurance of their resurrection or re-creation. If
we perish in the meantime, the period will pass like one moment—we
shall fall asleep and wake to Judgment, with no sensation of time
having passed over us, though it were a million of years; and such
appears to me the general sense and purport of most passages of
Scripture—at least, unless we take Scripture as we should take other
books, with reference to the knowledge and feelings of the writer, and
not as a delivered infallible message. “Shall the dust praise thee? shall
it declare thy truth?”? “There is no work,

! [Ruskin’s “First Editor”: see Vol. XXXIV. pp. xxvii., 93. For Dr. Croly, see Vol.
XXXIV. p. 95; Vol. XXXV. p. 140 n.]

2 [Psalms xxx. 9. The following Bible references are: Ecclesiastes ix. 10, 5; Psalms
cxv. 17; Ixxxviii. 11.]
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nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in the grave, whither thou
goest.” “The dead know not anything.” “The dead praise not the Lord,
neither any that go down into silence.” “Shall thy loving-kindness be
declared in the grave? or thy faithfulness in destruction? Wilt thou
show wonders unto the dead?”—and thousands of such—which one
must either interpret literally, or else take much of Scripture as indeed
instructive and valuable, when considered with reference to the local
circumstances of its production, but by no means true in every fact.
But I have always thought the subject at once so completely beyond all
reach of legitimate discussion, and so totally devoid of legitimate
interest, that | have never paid it any attention.

To HENRY ACLAND?
[Ciroa 1840]

Some months ago, when | asked you why you had not made
shadow darker than the dark side, you told me you were not aware that
it should be so. And some days ago, when | asked why you had no
yellow ochre, with your Indian red, you replied—you did not know
that it was necessary, to make a grey. Now, both of these admissions
surprised me—because the first piece of knowledge is requisite to the
true representation of every solid form; and the second to the
production of the most important of all colours—grey.? And both of
them are things that you should have known from the time you first
took up a pencil—and a brush.

And your saying this led me to suppose—forgive me if
incorrectly—that you have paid very little attention to why’s and
wherefore’s, that you have acquired your very great power of drawing
by feeling, and a high degree of natural taste and intellect, and by the
study of the best masters—acquiring of course, in practice, a habit of
observing rules, of whose necessity you were not altogether aware.

Now, if this be so, and you have done so much without study, you
may rely upon it you can do anything and everything with it. And you
will find your art infinitely easier—because more of a science, and
infinitely more amusing. And your success in this study will depend
far more on yourself, and on the education you give your own mind,
than on any instruction from men or books, if you accustom

! [From Sir Henry Wentworth Acland: A Memoir, by J. B. Atlay, 1903, pp. 101- 104:
for Ruskin’s friendship with Acland, see the Introduction (above). In the autumn of 1840
Ruskin’s Oxford course was interrupted by illness, and he left England at the end of
September to winter abroad with his parents: for his movements, see VVol. I. p. xxxviii. n.
Several letters written from the Continent and elsewhere to his college friend, Edward
Clayton, and some to his former tutor, the Rev. T. Dale, are printed in that volume: see

pp. 376-465.]
2 [Compare Cestus of Aglaia, § 35 (Vol. XIX. p. 88).]
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yourself, with every shadow and colour you notice, to inquire—Why
is this shadow of such a form, and such a depth? how will it change as
the sun moves? how does it depend on the form of the object casting
it? how far is it a repetition of this form? wherein and why does it
differ? whence the colour is cast—why cast—when it is possible—and
so on—with every circumstance—if with everything that pleases
you—or the contrary—you inquire which is right—you or it—and
why right—you will gradually acquire an acquaintance with facts and
principles, which will render your drawings not merely pieces of fine
feeling, but embodied systems of beauty, with the stamp of truth on
every line.

I have not time to press upon you the necessity of this study—and
partly 1 am afraid to do so, because | can hardly believe that you are
not engaged in it in some way or [other].

But partly to illustrate my meaning, and partly because | have
some views, which | believe to be my own, on the subject, | have
thrown together, on the enclosed sheets, a few hints relating to the first
principle of composition, showing how it, and all others, are to be
arrived at.

All that I hope is, that | may be able to induce you to follow up the
study of laws and rules, as necessary to all art, by showing you how
high in its order, how far above dry or degraded technicality, that study
ought to be.

Now, | do not say that you will, but | know many people would,
when they had read thus far, (if they had your power of drawing) throw
the paper into the fire, muttering—Here’s a fellow, who never did
anything but a bit of neat pencilling in his life, talking to me about
composition and study as if he were Claude—or | a child. But, whether
I am presuming, or conceited, or whatever | may be, consider if, in this
instance, | may not be speaking truth. Might you not double your
power, if you gave some time to technicalities? if they are to be so
called. Do not you feel, in your efforts at fulfilling your really
beautiful and classical conceptions, the want of the mechanical
education of the hand—the absence of an accurate knowledge of the
truth of effect? In the management of your light and shade, and other
materials of composition, do you know exactly where you depart from
truth—and how far—and why? Depend upon it, unless you do, you
will be subject to perpetual mortification from a sense of failure,
without being able to detect the reason of it. Your eye will tell you that
something is wrong, and you will feel that your eye knows better what
it is about than your mind.

I know of no book which is a sufficient guide in this study.* Most

! [Hence ultimately Ruskin wrote his Elements of Drawing (Vol. XV.).]
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artists learn their rules mechanically, and never trouble themselves
about the reason of them. You had much better arrive at the rules by a
process of reasoning—you will then feel as well as know them. And
above all, in every good work of art, find out the mainspring—the
keynote of its melody. Seek for the primary idea of the artist, and
observe how he has adorned and set it off—for it is in the subjugation
of his secondary features that his powers of composition are chiefly
shown. Watch nature constantly—and let the spirit of your
contemplation be a perpetual “Why.”

As | have time—Dby fits and starts—I will send you such ideas as |
have received on the subject from the conversation of artists, and my
my own modes of accounting for these rules. If you find my letters a
bore, you can throw them into the fire—or tell me to mind my own
business. And once more, forgive me for seeming to assume the
slightest claim to be able to teach you. | appreciate—and envy—your
classical feeling, and fine perception of beauty in the very highest
walks of art. But when | came first to Ch. Ch. | showed Hill'*—with
some pride—an effort to solve a problem which had puzzled Biot. Hill
said it was “very fine,” but puzzled me with a quadratic equation. One
day | was declaiming to Gordon® on the poetical merits of a noble
passage in one of the Dramatists, but could not construe the first line
accurately, when requested so to do. In Drawing only, I learned by
grammar thoroughly—and it is only as a grammarian that | speak to
you.

I have been chiefly induced to write you all this stuff because you
have several times said something to me about not being able to do
what | could—in some mechanical points. Now, as | believe you
meant what you said—and as | can tell you exactly how | have
acquired any power I may have—you may as well know it.

To HENRY ACLAND

HERNE HILL, September 1st [1840].

DEAR ACLAND,—(Make anybody read this to you, if it hurts you

to read.) | have just received your kind letter, which has done me a

great deal of good—and relieved me from feelings which, among
several kinds of vexation that have plagued me lately, are not the

! [The mathematical tutor: see above, p. 13. Biot (1774-1862), the French physicist

and mathematician: compare, above, p. 11.]
2 [The Rev. Osbhorne Gordon, of Christ Church: for whom, see Vol. XXXV p. 249.]
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least painful. I never received any message whatever from Newton. |
had requested you to let me know that you were not angry, and when
no such message or note ever reached me and | was conscious of
having given you sufficient cause for some indignation—and heard
nothing from you for three months—was there not some cause for
supposing | had offended you? And indeed—it is selfish to say—I am
glad to find it otherwise—for your protracted illness should give me
more concern than any alienation from me. Besides, when | thought
over what | had written to you—when | reflected with how many men
of high talent you must have associated—how much more you had
seen than | had of the natural world—and how much higher and purer
your taste was than mine (in all things but Turner)—I could not but
feel that | had been thoughtless and presuming—though your modesty
seems not to have considered it so—and that even if it had been in my
power to give you any assistance, it was utterly and absolutely
inconsiderate to endeavour to engage you, when you were wearied in
mind and broken in health, in a study which, if more interesting, is
hardly less laborious than a course of Oxford reading. | have this
instant got your second note, and am very sorry that in your present
state of health | have made you take so much trouble, but I am very
grateful and very happy. As | was saying, when | reviewed my
epistolary misdemeanour | could not but conduct myself to you much
after the manner of my scamp of a spaniel to me when, with crouched
head and depressed tail, he betrays some delinquency which has
altogether escaped my notice, and would do so if it were not for the
fellow’s conscience. | shall blow up Newton when | see him again, for
though he has not done any harm in the end, he has made me very
uncomfortable for three months—for | did not make many friends at
college, and could not afford to lose one of them—the best and the
only one to whom | had been accustomed to look up for advice and
assistance—by my own folly. Well, enough of the affair—and thank
you for taking it as you do. | am excessively sorry to hear of your ill
health, and entreat you not to risk it by protracted labour in town. |
have carried the thing too far myself, and wish all my books had been
put on the first bonfire which astonished my freshman’s eyes, before |
had used them as | have. | was working away very hard till a fortnight
ago, when a return of the discharge of blood from my chest interrupted
me disagreeably enough;' so Travers® and Sir James Clark have
ordered the books to be putin a
! [See Praeterita, ii. § 16 (Vol. XXXV. p. 260).]

2 [Benjamin Travers (1783-1858), P. R. S. 1847 and 1856; surgeon to Queen
Victoria. For Sir James Clark, see Vol. XXXV. p. 260 n.]
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lumber room—uwith my grandmother’s samplers—and sent me to Italy
for the winter. So | am getting me soft colours and hard colours, and
soft pencils and hard pencils, and tents, and umbrellas, and flacons de
voyage—and all those one-legged and three-legged diable boiteux
looking contrivances for beguiling your innocence into a supposition
that you are sitting upon something, and upsetting you the moment
you abandon yourself to your imagination; and | hope to get away in
about a fortnight, and go by Normandy and Auvergne, seeing Tours
and Blois, and getting a few specimens about the Puy de Déme—and
so by Marseilles to Genoa and Naples.

As for the perspective, | can tell you all the practical part of it in
two letters, about as long as this, which you can read whenever you
like. You will find it give you great facility in design, without being a
call upon you for extra labour; for when you are once familiar with the
general laws, violent transgression is avoided by instinct, and accuracy
is only necessary in cases of complicated architecture, where it is
much more an assistance than a difficulty.

| suppose you had not time to go and look at Roberts.” It is curious
how artists differ in their advice. Harding said to me yesterday, “Never
use a lead pencil, or a brush, when you are sketching from nature; do
everything in chalk. I never made twenty coloured sketches in my
life.” De Wint said to me, “Never take anything up but your brush and
moist colours.” Roberts advised pencil—and Turner everything, and |
shall take his advice, for your material should vary with your subject. |
went to the Royal Academy to look after Richmond, and was much
gratified, though | was surprised to find a man, who had (I think you
said) attacked Turner for his colour, using no grey at all, and laying
down everything with positive colour, the tones being subdued in
guality—the red a brick red, and the yellows tawny—but hardly an
inch of grey in the drawing. It was nevertheless unquestionably the
best drawing of the kind in the room, and | heard him mentioned by a
good artist the other day as the only man in England who could paint a
miniature of a gentleman.

I shall write you pretty often from abroad, as | shall have little else
to do; but do not bother yourself about answering, and take care of
your health. | will send the papers on perspective soon, and as plainly
written as | can®—if | could recommend you any book | would, but |
don’t know one that is practical.

1 [See Vol. 1. p. xxxviii.]
2 [That is, at the exhibition of his Eastern sketches, mentioned in Preterita, ii. § 20

(Vol. XXXV. p. 262).]
% [Presumably letters of hints on perspective: compare, above, p. 19.]
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To W. H. HARRISON
GENEVA, June 6th [1841].

MY DEAR SIR,—Your kind letter has been a thorn in my side for
this month past—which I am sure was the last thing you intended it to
be—my sin turning its good into my evil; but when | tell you | have
been running fast through Venice, Verona, and Milan—the three most
glorious cities of Italy—you will conceive my eyes have always been
tired, and my hand shaky, by the end of the day; and as one or two of
my college correspondents send me quantities of metaphysics by way
of amusement, and require metaphysical replies, | have been obliged
to see the sun go down time after time upon your retiring date of
March 1st,® in utter incapability of arresting the increase of distance
between it and mine. But | cannot delay longer, having just received
your second kind and entertaining letter, for which | owe you double
gratitude, being a most unmerited favour. The causes of vexation
enumerated in both your first pages are enough certainly to bear down
anything but your kind and patient temper; but |1 am rejoiced to see by
your last that things are looking brighter in Bridge Street® and as for
Cornhill, it must be consolation to you to reflect that your only sin
against F. O. and Messrs. S. and E. has been that of furnishing the
former with too much brains for the society it keeps, and the latter with
a book too good for their market. The people for whom the last
volumes of F. O. have been fitted are those who look with scorn on the
whole race of annuals, and those on whose support it is thrown cannot
get on without a larger supply of butterflies, blue-bells, and dew, of
fluttering, fainting, and dropping, than the dignity of F. O. has lately
admitted. | fancy annuals always depend more for sale on their
nonsense than on anything else. If you admit two or three children of
from six to twelve as contributors, you will have the whole family
circle buying the book by chests full, and all the aunts and uncles
making presents of it to all the cousins,—but Thomas Miller and T. K.
Hervey* could only be appreciated by people who do

! [Ruskin remained on the Continent until the end of June 1841. For W. H. Harrison,
see the Introduction (above).]

2 [The date on which he was to retire from his position as editor of Friendship’s
Offering, published by Messrs. Smith, Elder & Co.]

% [The office of the Crown Insurance Company, where Harrison was employed: see
Vol. XXXIV. p. 99.]

* [Thomas Miller (1807-1874), poet, novelist, and bookseller; granted a Civil List

Pension by Disraeli. Thomas Kibble Hervey (1799-1859), edited Friendship’s Offering
1826-1827, and the Amaranth 1839; edited the Athenaum 1846-1853.]
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not buy annuals. | suspect that if next year there be a full supply of
impromptus in eight lines of six syllables, and sonnets to spring,
summer, autumn, and winter, the morning, the evening, the moon, the
rose, and the lily, by very young ladies—with their full names in very
large print at the top—there will be a decided improvement in the
immediate sale; but | also think that if Messrs. S. and E. keep their
present volumes for four or five years back in saleable state, they may
find a greater demand for them four or five years hence than for the
most splendid piece of blue binding with which the eyes of the public
may be then attracted by even Lady Blessington or Lady Stuart
Wortley." I consider myself so far engaged for the completion of the
very particularly broken Chain, but I think it so unlikely that I shall be
able to finish it to my satisfaction while I am busy with the Alps, that |
let them have Arion? instead. | may send them the Chain, but | think it
improbable, unless we have three days of constant rain, which the
Gods forbid.

We feel excessively hermit-like and innocent with respect to all
literary matters here, being only able to get an occasional Athenaeum or
Atlas to bring us up. What are these Carlyle lectures?® People are
making a fuss about them, and from what | see in the reviews, they
seem absolute bombast—taking bombast, | suppose, making
everybody think himself a hero, and deserving of “your wash-up,” at
least, from the reverential Mr. Carlyle. Do you remember the Sketches
by Boz—there is a passage quoted by the Atlas as “brilliant,” every
sentence beginning with “What,” between which and the dinner
lecture of Horatio Sparkins, Esg., beginning “We feel—we
know—that we exist—nothing more—what more”"—there exists a
very strong parallel. And what is Boz about himself?

I saw another advertisement of Barnaby Rudge the other day, and
hope better things from it than we have got out of the Clock.’ Can it be
possible that this man is so soon run dry as the strained caricature and
laborious imitation of his former self in the last chapters of the
Curiosity Shop seem almost to prove? It is still what no one else could
do; but there is a want of his former

! [The “Annuals” known as Heath’s Book of Beauty and The Keepsake, edited at
different times by Lady Blessington and Lady Emmeline Stuart Wortley, issued in
bindings of blue and red silk. Later on (1845 and 1846) Ruskin contributed poems to
these Annuals.]

2 [See Vol. Il. pp. 114 seq.]

% [The lectures On Heroes, delivered in 1840, and published in 1841.]

*[See p. 384 of Sketches by Boz (1856 edition), with which passage compare Lecture
i. of Heroes (“What is it? Ay, what? At bottom we do not yet know; we can never know
at all,” etc.]

® 1t will be remembered that both The Old Curiosity Shop (1840) and Barnaby
Rudge (1841) appeared originally in Master Humphrey’s Clock.]
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clear truth, a diseased extravagance, a violence of delineation, which
seem to indicate a sense of failing power in the writer’s own mind. It is
evident the man is a thorough cockney, from his way of talking about
hedgerows, and honeysuckles, and village spires; and in London, and
to his present fields of knowledge, he ought strictly to keep for some
time. There are subjects enough touched in the Sketches which might
be worked up into something of real excellence. And when he has
exhausted that particular field of London life with which he is familiar,
he ought to keep quiet for a long time, and raise his mind as far as in
him lies, to a far higher standard, giving up that turn for the
picturesque which leads him into perpetual mannerism, and going into
the principles out of which that picturesqueness should arise. At
present he describes eccentricity much oftener than character; there is
a vivid, effective touch, truthful and accurate, but on the surface only;
he is in literature very much what Prout is in art. | see Bulwer' has
some passages in his Night and Morning which are, | think, a little
indebted to reminiscences of Boz for their manner of finish—the scene
on the heath, where Sydney is carried off, par exemple, and two or
three churchyard bits towards the end. If I were not afraid of turning
your stomach, | should venture to ask you of this last work, whether
you didn’t think it fine! but | am afraid poor Bulwer has no chance
with you. I think he is the only person on earth who can complain of
your being uncharitable towards him . . .2
I think | am getting on much better myself on the whole since I left

Rome. | have had some threatening about the chest, but no real attack
since | got out of the great sepulchre;® and one morning—last
Wednesday—before breakfast, among the high Alps, 4000 feet up,
gave me back more spring of spirit than | have had for years past. | am
sorry enough to leave my window here, looking down on the blue
Rhone, and over to Mont Blanc, but if it were only to see what Turner
has been doing in the Academy, | must come home. | see Etty’s
pictures much praised, especially the Nymphs surprised by a Swan.” |
am happy to hear his Nymphs can be surprised by anything, and still
happier to find your Gretna theory false. | have been doing little
enough myself, though I have got one or two subjects which | think
will interest you. I had a thorough examination of the Doge’s palace at
Venice the other day—got into all the rooms

! [For another reference to his novels, see Vol. . p. 370 n.]

2 [For the passage of this letter here omitted, see Vol. . pp. 369-370 n.]

% [See Preeterita, ii. § 52 (Vol. XXXV. p. 291).]

* [“Female Bathers surprised by a Swan,” bought by Mr. Vernon and included in his
gift to the National Gallery (No. 366)—now (1908) lent to the Liverpool Gallery.]
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of the Inquisition, and the Council of Ten, and up to the prisons in the
garrets and down to the prisons in the cellars (nice little rooms of eight
feet by six, under the canal, with one circular hole four inches across to
admit air), and examined every hole and corner of the canals, for |
shall have no heart to go to Venice when they have got a railroad
there.! It will spoil my pet Verona too, so | shall keep to the Alps:
nothing can spoil them but the Day of Judgment. We hope to be home
soon now, in about three weeks, if all goes well, and I hope to find
some more epigrams resultant from your present misanthropy—only
don’t attack poor Bulwer. | am excessively obliged to everybody for
the most kind inquiries you inform me of. Pray remember me to Mr.
Etty and Mr. Roberts when you meet them.

To the Rev. W. L. BROWN?

HERNE HiLL, Nov. 21st [1841].

MY DEAR SIR,—Thanks to you for taking the trouble of looking
over the Friendship’s Offering. | cannot with any conscience inflict on
you any answer to your observations, even were | bold enough to
differ from them, which | in reality do not, except thus far. The
“Arion” and “Psammenitus”® are, of course, more to be read as
dramatic than as lyrical poems, and | have endeavoured to make them
such as gentlemen in such uncomfortable situations might produce at a
shot, not such as I, with two spermaceti candles and a luxurious
armchair, and other agreeablenesses of the kind, about me, might be
disposed to set down as intelligible or harmonious, upon mature
consideration. As far as | have had any experience of mental pain, |
think its tendency is to render intellectual impressions at once rapid,
distinct, material, and involuntary; so that, for instance, the memory,
totally disobedient to its helm, totally unable to recall any single
circumstance at command, is yet in wild and incontrollable action,
dragging up mass after mass of innumerable images, without apparent
or reasonable connection, pressing them heavily and ponderously on
the whole heart and mind so that they cannot escape from them, yet
flying from one to another with the wildest rapidity, and placing an
inconceivable number before the mind at the same instant, while the
outward senses and inward emotions seem to change places with each
other—all emotions becoming material and suggesting material
impressions of darkness or

! [1t was opened in 1845: see Vol. IX. p. 412 n.]

2 [For Mr. Brown, Ruskin’s tutor at Christ Church, see the Introduction (above).]
% [See Vol. IlI. pp. 114, 185.]
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weight or sound, and all external impressions mixing with these and
becoming mistaken for them, and adding to their cause—all inanimate
objects becoming endowed with a strange sympathy, and having
influence like living things. This strange confusion of the functions of
the intellect and senses | particularly aimed at giving in the
“Psammenitus.” | ought to have succeeded, for it was written as a
relief from considerable mental excitement. But whether this, which |
have felt, or thought | felt, be one of the general truths of nature, with
which alone we should work, | cannot tell, and still less if | have
succeeded in representing even this. | am glad that Bourchier is going
on with his drawing, but | should rather hear that he had met with
difficulties than that he had not (perspective excepted). Working up
hill is the only way to command the country. Remember me to him,
and Bevan, and White.! | convey your message about the wine to my
father. With renewed thanks for your kindness in giving me so much
of your time, and kindest regards to yourself and Mrs. Brown, and best
wishes for Mademoiselle, in which my father and mother most
sincerely join, believe me ever, my dear Sir, most respectfully yours,
J. RUSKIN.

To the Rev. W. L. BROWN.
[Feb. 12, 1842.7]

MY DEAR SIR,—I should have replied to your kind letter instantly,
but could not make up my mind as to which of my books I should send.
I have never coloured much, and what | have done, chiefly three or
four years ago—the results of which premature process | indeed keep,
as highly valuable when I want a little humiliation, or amusement, but
which I am most thoroughly ashamed to show to any one else. After
these, in the same book, come a few sketches, which you saw with the
others, at Oxford, in the olden time, and which are a little more decent,
being all done, as far as they go, on the spot, but still far too bad to be
used as copies; and after these there are one or two, scraps from this
last journey, one of which, the view on the top of Mont Cenis, may
perhaps be of some little use in giving effects of rock and turf. It is
absolutely true, as far as it goes—the intense golden brown of the
Alpine moss, and green-blue of the little lake (being

! [Pupils reading with Mr. Brown.]

2 [Ruskin, on his return from ltaly in the summer of 1841, underwent a “cure” at
Leamington, and spent the autumn and winter of 1841-1842 in reading and drawing at
home. There are “Letters to a College Friend” covering this period, VVol. 1. pp. 455-464.
In April 1842 he went up again to Oxford, passed his final examination, and took his

degree. He then went to Switzerland with his parents, Vol. Ill. p. xxiii. There are few
letters, and no diary, of this tour.]
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positive colour in the water, and no optical effect) being tones which it
is utterly impossible to exaggerate. The snow looks too near for the
rest, and so it does in nature. The form of it like a greyhound at the
shore of the lake is very ugly, but I couldn’t help it—it is fact, which
was what | wanted. The sketch of Vesuvius, which my mother fixed in
upside down, looking as it does nearly as well one way as the other,
may also be of some little use, as it was all done at once. It was a
rushing endeavour to put down the actual effect, as it appeared for a
quarter of an hour one clear, wet, windless morning in February. The
white spots left by the brush at its base you are to take on credit for
villages. Bad as these are, | have no other sketches in colour by me, not
having used colour for, | should think, more than three hours
altogether on my whole last journey. | wish | could send some of my
grey sketches, but they are nearly all architectural, and in wooden
frames which do not admit of carriage. | will send the book of colours
on Monday, and pray keep it till I come to Oxford, which I shall do, |
hope, at degree time—»but | am getting desperately frightened. You
know, | did not read at all (effectively) while | was abroad, and it was
not my fault, neither. | sent an immense box of books to meet me at
Rome, and took some with me in the carriage, but | found my eyes
would not let me read while in motion; we were six or seven hours a
day on the road, and the fatigue and excitement, as well as what |
thought something of a duty—noting down the facts | had learned in
the course of the day—altogether prevented any application in the
evening. | got to Rome, and after the first week did something
regularly till the fever seized me, after which I could not read for three
or four weeks. | set to work again at Naples, and was just getting into
something like application, and perfectly well remember certain bits of
landscape about Capua and the Falernian hills, by close associations
with parts of Matthias’s Greek grammar, then and there learned, and
just as | was settling to something like work, the attack of blood came
back at Albano," so violently that | hardly dared walk across the room
or stoop my head for a month after it. I got very blue upon this, and
gave up everything. 1 must have written you some of my plans, I
think—how | would live in Wales, and lie on the grass all day; and in
pursuance of these sage resolutions | was going into Wales this last
summer, thinking no more of degree than of dying—not quite so
much, indeed—when Jephson caught me at Leamington, and put me
so far to rights as to let me think of Oxford again. | have since then
been reading but little, and that not hard—I dare not.

! [See Praterita, ii. § 52 (Vol. XXXV. p. 291). The attack of fever at Rome is not
mentioned in the Autobiography.]
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I have much exercise to take, and cannot read by candlelight. | have
forgotten, | find, nearly all I ever knew, and find it desperately
laborious to master the allusions to the infinite number of unheard-of
people in Juvenal, and | think | seem to know less Latin every day. |
don’t know my four books one bit better than | did my fourteen—I
have scraps of historical and ethical knowledge which will not be of
the least use to me, and don’t know things of necessity. | think it is
hardly possible for me to get through without making some fatal
mistake, and | don’t know what to do. | work at my grammar, but
stopping at every word does not get me through my books. | have no
command of Latin words, and don’t find it increase though | write
some of Terence every day—and am always doubtful of genders, and
genitives in ium and dm, and what is worse, am liable to forget the
most common things, conjugations of verbs, etc., which | really do
know—for a minute or two—time enough to appear not to know them.
I must go up—it kills me with hanging over me. Besides, | have no
right to delay longer now my health is restored; but | am getting quite
ill about it. I think it would kill my father outright if | were not to pass;
he has no conception of the state | am in, and I don’t like to hint it to
him.—Ever, my dear Sir, most respectfully yours,

J. RUSKIN.

Kindest regards to Mrs Brown from all here. Remember me to
Bevan and White, if with you.

I have taken Aschylus for Aristophanes—couldn’t get on with the
latter.

To a CLERICAL FRIEND?
DIJON, May 1842.

... And so, my cool fellow, you don’t find any “refreshment” in
my poems. ... “Refreshment,” indeed! Hadn’t you better try the
alehouse over the way next time? It is very neat of you—after you
have been putting your clerical steam on, and preaching half the world
to the de—(l beg pardon—what was | going to say?) and back
again—to pull up at Parnassus expecting to find a new station and
“refreshment” rooms fitted up there for your especial
convenience—and me as the young lady behind the counter, to furnish
you with a bottle of ginger-pop . . . .

! [The estrangement from Aristophanes was, however, of short duration: see Vol.
XXXV. p. 610.]
2 [Possibly the Rev. Edward Clayton (for whom, see Vol. 1. p. liii.). This extract is

printed from “The Handwriting of John Ruskin,” by J. Holt Schooling, in the Strand
Magazine, December 1895, pp. 670-671.]
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1843

[On his return from Switzerland in 1842, Ruskin set himself to writing the
first volume of Modern Painters, which was published in May 1843. He then
began work upon study for the second volume; there are “Letters to a College
Friend” giving some account of himself at this time, Vol. I. pp. 493-498.]

To GEORGE F\’ICHMONDl
[May, 1843]

DEAR RICHMOND,—I send you a copy of the book which I
suppose you meant, and which I should be glad if you would glance at,
as | certainly agree in most of the opinions it expresses. But,
remember, whatever conjectures, or more than conjectures, you may
make in reading it respecting the author are, if you love me, to be kept
altogether to yourself—not because | should dislike to be supposed the
author (for I think it a mighty clever book)—but because my being
supposed so would entirely prevent it from having the influence which
otherwise, if there be any truth in it, it might have. Farther, although
you will see at once from some passages that | have seen the book
before it was printed—and perhaps have had something to do with
it—you cannot in the least tell how much, or how little. Perhaps | may
be under an engagement to the real author to help to keep the public
eye off him by taking some of the discredit myself, and so may not be
at liberty to deny it. At all events | am interested in the book’s being
read—which it most certainly will not be if you throw it on my
shoulders. Please remember, therefore, that all secrets are told through
a circle of best friends. The author would perhaps be glad to
acknowledge the book to his intimate friends, if in so doing he did not
take away from them the power of saying to impertinent questions that
they know nothing about the matter—which answer | hope you will
make to all inquirers, without any emphasis on the “know.” Farther, |
should be glad if even your suspicions were not hinted, unless already
S0, even to your brother; or if already, please show him this letter.

I hope your eyes are better; pray don’t play tricks with them, nor
work too much. Just consider what a curse upon the life of a man

! [With a copy of the first volume of Modern Painters, published anonymously: see
Vol. Il. p. xxxi., where a passage from Ruskin’s diary of May 1843 is given, nothing

that Richmond had no idea of the authorship. For Ruskin’s friendship with Richmond,
see the Introduction (above).]
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of your feelings the loss of sight would be. Were | you, I should go and
live in a cottage a mile or two from town, and risk nothing for the
support of a large establishment. | beg your pardon, however, for
speaking thus—only | am really very anxious about you, and so are all
here—With compliments to Mrs. Richmond and love to your brother,
ever yours affectionately, J. RUSKIN.

To GEORGE RICHMOND
[18437]

MY DEAR RICHMOND,—Since | last saw you | have been looking
very carefully over the portfolio of Blake’s drawings, and | have got
nervous about showing them to my father when he comes home, in the
mass. He has been very good to me—Ilately—with respect to some
efforts which | desired to make under the idea that Turner would not
long be able to work'—and these efforts he has made under my
frequent assurances that | should never be so captived by any other
man. Now | am under great fear that when he hears of my present
purchase, it will make him lose confidence in me, and cause him
discomfort which | wish | could avoid. If, therefore, | could diminish
the quantity, and retain a few only of the most characteristic, | should
be glad.

Now | feel the ungraciousness of saying this to you, but yet the
purchase was so thoroughly of my own seeking and determination, in
spite of all you could say, that I trust you will not see the smallest
ground for finding fault with any one but me. | thought also that |
should have hurt your feelings, if | had treated directly with
Hogarth—otherwise | would have wished not to trouble you on the
subject; but I find the nervousness increasing upon me—not that |
think less of the drawings than I did, but that several circumstances
have since taken place, which you shall know of hereafter, which
make me feel unwilling to ask my father for this sum at present to be
so spent. Now, if | may treat with Hogarth, pray do not give one further
thought to the affair—the purchase was entirely and is completely
mine, and but for you I should probably have paid 150 instead of 100;
but if you would rather that | should not speak directly to Hogarth, |
wish you would see for me on what terms he would either receive back
the portfolio, and also let me retain four of the Larger Drawings,—the
Horse, the owls, the Newton, and the Nebuchadnezzar—or five
including the Satan and Eve, and the Goblin Huntsman,

! [The reference is probably to the commissions which Ruskin’s father allowed him
to give to Turner in 1842 or 1843: see Vol. XIII. pp. 478-484.]
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and Search for the Body of Harold." Forgive me this. | do assure you |
love the memory of your friend, and | shall love these drawings and
never part with them, but | am afraid of giving pain to my Father. My
hope is that you will leave it to ME to treat with Hogarth at once—but |
thought you would have felt it unkind. I think it would have been
wrong—taking your feelings towards Blake into consideration—to
have done so without telling you.—Remember me most faithfully to
Mrs. Richmond, and believe me, my dear Richmond, ever most

affectionately yours, J. RUSKIN.?

To the Rev. W. L. BROWN.
[27 Nov., 1843.]

MY DEAR SIR,—I am sure | am very much obliged to the wet day
for procuring me another letter. | think you would wish me to answer
those parts of it which appear to me combatable, and therefore I will
risk the infliction of more bad writing upon you, though I am sure you
must by this time be sufficiently tired of hearing the name of my
favourite artist (1 wish, by-the-bye, I could pronounce it®); but | want
so much to have you on my side that I cannot but do all in my power,
as you admit the truth of my principles, to prove the truth of their
application. . . .*

Now, as regards Turner, | should like to see the points in which
you feel falseness of perspective.® | will not say he is immaculate, but
wherever he errs, he errs, | think, not palpably—certainly not in
ignorance—but to obtain some particular grace or harmony of line, in
places where he thinks the error will not be detected. Now, the old
masters err in pure, hopeless ignorance. Claude draws a pillar so—I
can’t draw it bad enough—and a square tower so [rough sketches].
Mais n’importe. Perspective is mere spelling, not to be talked of in
guestions of art.

I think when you see the second part of Modern Painters you

! [At some later date or dates Ruskin disposed of his drawings by William Blake. In
Gilchrist’s Life, new ed. (1880), vol. i. p. 54, he is mentioned as owning the original
sketch of the design called “Let Loose the Dogs of War.”]

2 [A subsequent note shows that the matter was arranged:—

“DEAR RICHMOND,—Best thanks for your kind note. | have spoken to
Hogarth, who says he will think over it, and arrange it to my satisfaction. After
I hear his proposals | will make mine. Remember me to Mrs. Richmond, Mary,
and Julia.—Ever most affectionately yours, J. RUSKIN.”]

% [For Ruskin’s peculiar pronunciation, see Vol. XX. p. xxiv.]

* [The omitted passage refers to an unprinted play by Mr. Brown which had been sent
for Ruskin’s criticism.]

® [See Vol. IIl. p. 607 for the passage in Modern Painters which Mr. Brown
presumably had criticised.]

XXXVi. c
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will be quite satisfied with the importance therein given to “unity” as a
sine qua non in art.* But you know unity does not mean “singleness”
of object, but binding together of objects, and | believe I shall be able
to prove that no man ever possessed this great quality in a higher
degree than my favourite; nevertheless, there are cases in which unity
will destroy particular impressions at which he is aiming, and then, in
some degree, he abandons it. As to the propriety of making such
impressions an end of art, and choosing subjects for example, like the
view of Edinburgh you name,? | think it proceeds from the habit of the
artist to regard his works not as individually perfect, but as, each, part
of a great system—illustrative of each other. If a man is working for
ideal beauty, and desirous of making a particular picture as charming
as possible, he should get to work as Claude does: take some rocks,
and some water, and some trees, and some houses—there must be
some of all—and put them together, with one tree very principal and
one piece of water very principal, and a very calm sky, and everything
else rather dark than otherwise, etc., etc.; the recipe is as
straightforward and simple as can be, and the result certain, provided
the power of manipulation be tolerable. But this is not what nature
does. Nature always has some particular lesson, some particular
character, to impress and exhibit—she never makes olla podridas. In
one place she exhibits rock character, in another tree character, in
another pastoral character, and all her details are thrown in with
reference to the particular influence or spirit of the place. Now, Turner
takes it for granted that more is to be learned by taking her lessons
individually and working out their separate intents, and thus bringing
together a mass of various impressions which may all work together as
a great whole, fully detailed in each part, than by cooking up his
information in the sort of “potage universelle” of Claude; or
rather—for this is paying Claude too high a compliment—he
conceives it to be more fitting for man to receive all nature’s
lessons—those which he likes, and those which he doesn’t—than to
choose for himself and repeat one for ever. Now, | am aware of
nothing in nature which Turner has not earnestly painted. Nothing on
the surface of the earth has either been rejected by him as too little or
shrunk from as too great. He has made a most careful study (it is in the
Liber Studiorium) of cocks and hens on a dunghill,® of dock leaves in a
ditch, of broken stones by the roadside, of pollard

! [See ch. vi. of section i. in the second volume of Modern Painters: Vol. IV. pp. 92
seq.]

% [The view of Edinburgh engraved as an illustration of Scott’s Poems.]

% [In the Plate called “A Farm Yard”: compare Modern Painters, vol. i. (Vol. lll. p.
236).]
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willows, of every tree or bush that grows in England, France, or Italy;
of every kind of rock, of lakes, torrents, reedy rivers—the Thames at
Putney, the Rhine at Schaffhausen, the river by the Isle of Dogs, and
the Bay of Naples, Richmond Hill, and Mount Etna, the chimneys at
Dudley, and Mount Vesuvius; sea at all times, in all places, on the
coast, and in the Atlantic—muddy, clear, calm, disturbed, or in the
fury of the wildest tempest. You cannot name any element, object, or
effect—you can name no time, no season, no incident of weather—of
which | cannot name you a study, not accidentally or incidentally
made, but earnestly, and with reference to itself alone, and most
laboriously. Hence you are not to think whether such and such a
subject was adapted for a picture, but whether any good is to be got out
of it, whether there is any meaning in it, whether it has any bearing on
his great system; and if so, there you are to look for the power of the
artist in making this unpromising but necessary part of his system as
beautiful as in the nature of things it is capable of being. Farther, you
are to look upon Turner as distinguished from the common painter of
familiar objects by his doing it only as part of a system. Thousands of
Dutch painters paint cocks and hens, but they do so habitually, and as
cock and hen painters. Turner does so once—once only—in order that
he may know his subject thoroughly, and secure any good, or any
knowledge, or any lesson whatever, which there may be in the forms
of the birds.

So in the view of Edinburgh he desires to give you, not an ideal
scene, not a pleasant scene, but a Scotch scene. He wants to make you
feel that it is scattered, uncomfortable, vast, and windy. If he had not
scattered his sheep all over the hill, the size of it would not have been
expressed; or if he had grouped them in a line, the comfortless, open,
exposed character of the scene would have been lost. Nay, little as you
may feel it, these very sheep secure a species of unity. Conceal them,
and you will find that the dark hill separates from the rest of the
picture, as a moon-shaped mass, of which the edge is unbroken. Put on
the sheep again, and you will find that the hill becomes united (or
confused, if you like to call it so) with the rest of the picture.

I think that whatever is worth contemplating in nature, and can be
contemplated without pain, is a good subject for the artist, and that his
powers may, and ought to be, exhibited upon it—powers of turning all
he touches to gold—but that, towards the close of his life, he ought to
devote himself to weaving out of the stores of his accumulated
knowledge, the ideal pictures which common artists fancy they can
produce when they are just fledged. Until he is forty, an
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artist ought to paint everything with intent to learn it; after forty, with
intent to teach it. All this, however, is so far matter of taste and
opinion. Not so the question of colour. It is found invariably that
young and inexperienced artists use their colours pure, and yet never
make their pictures look bright—they only look raw. Experienced
artists and masters of colour use their colours dead, and yet their effect
is dazzling. I am myself in the habit of using cobalt off the cake, and
yet | never can get my skies to look blue. Turner will make a sky look
bright which is painted with grey, yellow, and black in it. There is
another kind of fine colouring which is dependent on the intensity of
the blue, and its qualities of transparency and depth. This is Titian’s
quality, but even he cannot use colour pure except in small spaces, or
very dark. Deep crimsons and blues, provided they are transparent,
never look raw—the only difficulty is to get them. But in landscape
where every hue is pale, the power of a colourist and the excellence of
a picture are entirely dependent on the vividness of the effect gained
with dim and mixed colour. Try: one of our common and ignorant
landscape painters will paint a distance in pure cobalt, and not make it
look blue; Turner will make it look deep blue with a four
hair’s-breadths of colour. Every painter will assure you of this being
an attainment only of consummate art—it is right because it is nature.
Distances, when you look at them, are not made up of blue in
parts—they are blue only in effect.

1844
[In this year Ruskin went with his parents to Switzerland (Vol. V. p.
xxii.), and on his return continued his studies at home. Some letters to
Samuel Prout, Osborne Gordon, and Liddell, belonging to 1844, are
given in Vol. lll. pp. 662-676; and a series to Edmund Oldfield, on
French painted windows, in Vol. XII. pp. 435-446.]

To his FATHER
DENMARK HiLL, Saturday—two o’clock [April 28, 1844].

MY DEAREST FATHER,—I have not time for a letter, as | have been
in town till now, and want to get a little work [done]—»but | may just
tell you what | have been about. At Sir R. I.’s™ there were: 1st, Mr.
Rogers; 2nd, Lord Northampton; 3rd, Lord Arundel; 4th, Lord

! [Sir Robert Harry Inglis (1786-1855), M.P. for Oxford University 1829-1854;

president of the Literary Club; antiquary of the Royal Academy. For Ruskin’s
acquaintance with him, see Vol. I11. p. xliv. n.; Vol. XIV. p. 18.]
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Mahon; 5th, R. M. Milnes; 6th, 7th, and 8th, two gentlemen whose
names | could not catch and a lady; and 9th, Sir J. Franklin, the North
Sea man. Monckton Milnes sat next me, and talked away most
pleasantly, asking me to come and see him; of course | gave him my
own card, and as | was writing the address on it, Rogers called to
Milnes over the table. Sir R. said to Milnes, “Mr. Rogers is speaking to
you,” and Rogers said in his dry voice, “Ask him for—an-other.”
Milnes gave him the one | had written, and | replaced it. Afterwards in
the passage, Rogers came up to me and took my arm most kindly. “I
don’t consider that you and | have met to-day”—(he had been on the
other side and near the other end of the table)—"“will you come and
breakfast with me—Tuesday at 10?” Of course | expressed my
gratitude, and then Lord Northampton came up and asked me to come
to his soirée this evening, saying he would send me cards for the other
nights. | said I could go, though I don’t like soirées, but | thought you
would have been vexed if | had refused.

Then | went to Hopkinson’s.! | saw the carriage which is precisely
what | want; but he wants £55 for the six months, which is certainly
too much, especially as the inside is very shabby. This would be an
advantage in another way—for drawback. | said | would write to you
and let him know, but perhaps if you have time you would kindly write
and tell him what you think about it. Perhaps | had better ask
somewhere else.

Pray take care of yourself this bitter weather; my hands are cold,
so that | write worse than usual.

To Samuel Rogers?
Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 4th May [1844].

MY DEAR MR. ROGERS,—I cannot tell you how much pleasure
you gave me yesterday, . . . yet, to such extravagance men’s thoughts
can reach, 1 do not think I can be quite happy unless you permit me to
express my sense of your kindness to you here under my father’s roof.
Alas! we have not even the upland lawn, far less the cliff with foliage
hung, or wizard stream:® but we have the spring around us, we have

! [The carriage-maker in Long Acre: see Praterita, Vol. XXV. p. 106.]

2 [From Rogers and his Contemporaries, by P. W. Clayden, 1889, vol. ii. pp.
301-302. Reprinted in Igdrasil, March 1890, vol. i. p. 83, and thence in Ruskiniana, part
l., 1890, p. 5. For Ruskin’s acquaintance with Rogers, see the Introduction (above).]

® [“Its upland-lawns and cliffs with foliage hung,

Its wizard-stream, nor nameless, nor unsung.”
An Epistle to a Friend, 33-34.]
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a field all over daisies, and chestnuts all over spires of white, and a sky
all over blue. Will you not come some afternoon, and stay and dine
with us? | do think it would give you pleasure to see how happy my
father would be, and to feel, for I am sure you would feel, how truly
and entirely we both honour you with the best part of our hearts, such
as it is. And for the rest, | am not afraid, even after so late a visit to St.
James’s Place, to show you one or two of our Turners, and | have some
daguerreotypes of your dear, fair Florence, which have in them all but
the cicadas among the olive leaves—yes, and some of the deep sea too,
“in the broad, the narrow streets,”* which are as much verity as the
verity of it is a dream. Will you not come? | have no farther plea,
though | feel sadly inclined to vain repetition. Do come, and | will
thank you better than | can beg of you.—Ever, my dear Mr. Rogers,
believe me, yours gratefully and respectfully, J. RUSKIN.

To George Richmond
PARIS, Aug. 12th [1844].

DEAR RICHMOND,—If | have not written to you before, it is
because | had too much to talk to you about—and because, as | have
been on the hills some ten hours a day at the very least, | did not
choose to inflict drowsiness upon you in the evenings, when, | lifted a
pen, the lines used to entangle each other, and every sentiment
terminated in a blot. Nor am | about now to attempt telling you what |
have been discovering—especially as in this garret at Meurice’s, the
memory of snow and granite makes me testy; but | am in hopes that
you will not think it a trespass on your kindness, if I ask you not to let
me leave Paris with any of your favourite pictures unnoticed. | have
only a week, and how can | find out things in such time? If you would
note for me any works which you think it likely 1 should miss by
myself, and which you love, especially of the Italian early schools, |
shall reserve the best two days for them. | come here, merely for
pictures>—everything in the streets is much as | left it nine years ago.

We hope to get home on the 24th, and | hope, therefore, to see you
before you leave for the Continent. | suppose you will take your usual
constitutional. Oh, if you would but go to the Monte Rosa, where |
have been half starved. Glorious! | had a happy day or two

! [See Roger’s Italy (“Venice,” line 2).]
2 [For Ruskin’s Notes on the Louvre, made in 1844, see Vol. XII. pp. 449-456.]
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on the Lago Maggiore among the vine-leaves and cicadas. | want to go
to Italy again—I want to go everywhere at any time, and be in twenty
places at once. All that | do in Switzerland only opens a thousand new
fields to me, and | have more to see now than when | went.

| believe they are beginning to set the house in order at Denmark
Hill. Would it be convenient to you to allow Mr. Foord to call in York
Place for the Turner' on Monday next, the 19th? or if any other day
would suit you better, could you just send him a single line? | suppose
you are tired of it by this time—nbut it held its own? | would have left it
till we returned, but I believe they are going over all the pictures, and it
would be better if you can spare it, to get it placed with the others.

I have not been drawing, except three disgusting attempts at study.
| took the Alpine rose foreground fairly by the leaves,? but it wouldn’t
do. Infinity multiplied into infinity—what can white lead or black lead
do with it?

What is Tom about? | beg his pardon, but I don’t like to call him
Mr. T. Give him all our kind regards, and take ‘em. | hope Mrs.
Richmond and your family are well. —Ever believe me, sincerely and
affectionately yours,

J. RUSKIN.

Send me, if you have time, a short note to Meurice’s naming what
ought to be named. Please write if you can instantly.

1845
[In 1845 Ruskin took his first foreign tour without his parents, and
letters therefore are numerous. Many of them, with extracts from his
diaries, are given in Vol. IV.: see its list of Contents, pp. Xiv.—xvi.]

To Henry Acland
[Feb., 1845.]

... | have this moment received a letter from Richmond saying he
is going to dine with me, but that his eyes are so weak he is obliged to
use another’s hand. This is very bad—all owing to his sitting up at
night, | imagine, added to his day’s work, which alone would blind me.
I cannot draw delicate things more than two hours a day. |

! [“The Grand Canal” or “Slavers” (see Vol. XIII. pp. 606, 605).]

2 [This water-colour drawing (12 x 13% in.) of a Mountain-side with Pines and
Alpine Rose is in the possession of Mr. Ralph Brocklebank.]
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suppose he has six or seven at least, stippling on white paper—at least
I know I always find others with him, go when | will.

| met Jelf' a day or two ago looking unsatisfactory. He asked me
which way | was going to vote on the 13th. I said I didn’t know
anything about the 13th, what was the matter? I wish you had seen Jelf
open his eyes. He proceeded to open mine with much indignation,
which didn’t abate when I said | didn’t know anything about Mr. Ward
or his book, but that they might strip his gown over his ears as soon as
they liked for anything I cared, it couldn’t do any harm. I got up the
article in the Quarterly about him;? his book seems to be very much
like Modern Painters—plenty of hard words and not much reasoning.
It is the plague of these people that one never can get at the bottom of
them; they are nut within nut, and a maggot inside. | quarrelled with
Clayton, as | told you, about his good works, and all that | can get out
of him is that “he doesn’t see any reason why he should answer
anything in my last.”

To SAMUEL ROGERS®
[March, 18457]

MY DEAR SIR,—You must not think that my not having called
since the delightful morning I passed at your house, is owing to want
either of gratitude or respect. Had | felt less of either, I might have
attempted to trouble you oftener.

Yet | wished to see you today, both because | shall not have
another opportunity of paying my respects to you until I return from
Italy, and because | thought it possible you might devise some means
of making me useful to you there. | shall of course take an early
opportunity of waiting on you when | return, but I fear it will be so late
in the season that | cannot hope to see you again until next year.

I cannot set off for Italy without thanking you again and again for
all that, before | knew you, I had learned from you, and you know not
how much (of that little I know) it is, and for all that you first taught
me to feel in the places | am going to.—Believe me, therefore, ever as
gratefully as respectfully yours, J. RUSKIN.

! [Richard William Jelf (1798-1871), principal of King’s College, London, canon of
Christ Church.]

2 [A review of W. G. Ward’s The Ideal of a Christian Church considered in
Comparison with Existing Practice (1844), in the Quarterly Review for December 1844,
vol. 75, p. 149. Ward was on February 13 removed from his degree at Oxford for heresy.]

® [From Rogers and his Contemporaries, by P. W. Clayden, 1889, vol. ii. pp.

302-303. Reprinted in Igdrasil, March 1890, vol. i. p. 84, and thence in Ruskiniana, part
i., 1890, p. 5.]
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To his FATHER

CONFLANS or ALBERTVILLE, Tuesday Evening, 15th April, 1845.

I have had such another glorious drive to-day—as never was!—by
the shore of the lake of Annecy. Such a lovely shore—all walnuts and
chestnuts, with ivy up the trunks and primroses and cowslips all over
the roots, and sweet winding English-like lanes all about and among
them, with bits of wooden farms and cottages here and there, all
covered over with trellises for vines, as well as some of the road, and
even of the lake; for they actually build their trellises far out into or
over the water, so as to form a sort of vinous boat-house, and the
meadows slope up in the softest possible curves to the crags, steeper
and steeper until out comes the rock, and up go the mountains six or
seven hundred feet. You must positively come here next summer. |
couldn’t start till half-past eleven this morning, owing to continued
rain; but it cleared up then, and has been getting better ever since.
When we had got to the head of the lake of Annecy, we came as usual
to a marshy bit, and then the valleys, though very grand, got
comparatively ugly, the débris sort of thing you do not like, and their
character increased upon us all the way here, so that as | drove into the
town, | called out to George® it was a nasty place and | wouldn’t stop,
but would go on to Montmélian. Very luckily, | happened to be mighty
hungry, so | ordered the horses to be kept for a quarter of an hour, and
ran into the inn to get a chop. It was a nasty-looking place enough, all
smoke and bustle in the kitchen, and | was congratulating myself on
having determined to go on, when they brought up a dish of riz de veau
with truffles, which | liked the look of exceedingly. While | was
discussing this, the waiter said something about a pretty view at the
end of their garden. | finished the sweetbread, paid for it, ordered the
horses, and went out to look. I got to the end of the garden, got across a
bridge, got a glance down the valley of the Isére from the other end of
it, ran back full speed to the inn, asked if their beds were dry, and
established myself till the day after to-morrow, if the weather be fine.
Blessings on the riz de veau; if it hadn’t been for it, | should have lost
the finest view | ever saw. You cannot conceive the effect of the
magnificent limestone ranges which border the valley of the Isére,
loaded as they are fathoms deep with the winter snow, so that the aerial
qualities of great Alps are given to the noble qualities of the lower
mountains, and the old town of Conflans, all towers and crags, comes
in exactly where it ought, in glorious ruin. (N.B.—The most miserable
wreck of a town | know—mighty fine in

! [Ruskin’s servant: see Vol. IV. p. xxiv.]
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distant effect, but Heaven pity all who live in it.) Conflans used to be
the chief place of the district, but it is now utterly gone to decay, and
the town in which I am now lodging, Albertville (formerly I’Hépital),
on the other side of the river, has taken all the blood out of it. There is
a deserted chateau at Conflans, which will come into my study
to-morrow; its master has just married the daughter of a man who
when young kept the poste at Chambéry, and got turned out for
imposing on travellers; he became a soldier, went to India (this is the
waiter’s story), got to be captain and colonel, allied himself in some
way with one of the rajahs, betrayed him to the English, got a great
part of his fortune, returned, and built a street and a chateau and a
fountain at Chambéry, and marries his daughter to the young lord of
this castle at Conflans.

(ALBERTVILLE, Wednesday evening.) | have been drawing all day
at Conflans, in lovely weather. I sent George into the town to look at it.
He walked all through it, and came back in great wonder and disgust,
saying he had met just six living creatures in the town—two dogs,
three children, and a man out of his mind! I have been sitting all day
with my back against a wall, and have got a pretty view certainly, one
which I believe | shall like exceedingly in a day or two, but the place is
so lovely that one is disgusted with all one does on the spot. The vines
must be exquisitely lovely here in their season; one great big rock like
Bowder-stone,’ covered all over with a trellis, as your lodge is, for the
sake of its heat. Only they let the grass grow in their very
vineyards. .. .2

I am off to-morrow morning early, and hope to post this letter at
Grenoble. | am at the mercy of the postillions in the way of payment,
for nobody here knows the distance to anywhere. | gathered some
hawthorn to-day, and almond blossom. Heard the cuckoo, and lay on
some mossy rocks till after sunset without being cold, besides sitting
out all day. So I consider the summer begun.

A heavenly moonlight to-night, with only half a moon. All the
snowy mountains as clear as by day. | forgot, didn’t I? to answer about
the money; you gave me sixty pounds to start with. | have clear
accounts of all. The sixty pounds will, I believe, be just worked out
to-morrow night: ten went, all but half-a-crown, before | got to Calais.

(GRENOBLE, half-past four.) Delicious drive again; most perfect
vine country, houses now completely Italian; cows all over the fields,
vines in trellises above, exquisite mountain forms; if you have got the

! [In Borrowdale.]

2 [The passage here omitted, describing the “vicious-looking population,” has been
printed as a note to Ruskin’s poem on them: Vol. Il. p. 238.]



1845] CARRARA AND LUCCA

Liber Studiorum from Turner, you will find a most accurate study of
the plains and mountains as you approach.! The Grande Chartreuse
mountain all over snow; shan’t go. George says this place is a regular
old rookery; it is not a very handsome town, certainly, and the “Hétel
des Ambassadeurs” mighty queer. Off to-morrow early for Gap. Just
time for these few words: table d’hote at five, not washed yet; post at
six; excuse blotchy seal.

To his FATHER
Lucca, Saturday Evening, May 3rd [’45].

I sent out in a hurry to the post office on my arrival here, in hopes
that I might have a notice of your having received my Albertville and
Grenoble letters, but I find only the duplicate of the Genoa one: this
keeps me a little anxious, for fear my mother should have got a notice
from Annecy of my detained letter, and tormented herself ill or
something. However, it is no use fidgeting myself, as well as you.

I am in glorious quiet quarters in this comfortable house,” and at
last settled to something like rest. | pushed on here to-day, not because
I found nothing either at Magra and Carrara, but because | found too
much. | can’t recollect when we were there before, visiting the church
at Carrara: at any rate, it is a perfect gem of Italian Gothic, covered
with twelfth-century sculpture of the most glorious richness and
interest, and containing two early statues of the Madonna, which gave
me exceeding pleasure; besides Roman sculptures innumerable built
into walls and altars. At Sarzana, or near it, there is a wonderful
fortress of the Visconti, full of subject; there are castles on every peak
round the Magra valley; the church at Sarzana is most interesting, and
the mountain scenery so exquisite about Carrara that | saw at once, if |
began stopping at all, | might stop all May. So | broke through all, with
many vows of return, and here | am among the Fra Bartolommeos with
every conceivable object of interest or beauty close at hand, delicious
air, and everything as | would have it (except that the marble post has
fallen off one of the tombs of San Romano since | was here). When |
shall get away | cannot tell. | shall go first to Pisa, and then by Pistoja
to Florence. Pistoja is an important town, and far better for sleeping at
than Empoli.

You cannot conceive what a divine country this is just now. The

! [The Plate called by Turner “Chain of Alps from Grenoble to Chamberi.” The

drawing for it is No. 479 in the National Gallery: for a note on it, see Vol. Ill. p. 237.]
2[Presumably the Albergo dell” Universo: see Vol. XXIII. p. xI. n.]
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vines with their young leaves hang as if they were of thin beaten
gold—everywhere—the bright green of the young corn sets off the
grey purple of the olive hills, and the spring skies have been every one
backgrounds of Fra Angelico. Such softness | never saw before. The
air too is most healthy; one can do anything. | walked up to the Carrara
quarries to-day at eleven o’clock in cloudless sunshine; it was warm
certainly, but it did not feel the least oppressed, and yet | have been
sitting in front of the cathedral, watching the sunset sky and the groups
of people, till it was all but pitch dark, without the slightest sensation
of even coolness.

It was lucky | came on here to-day, for this happens to be one of
the only two days in the year on which the “Volto Santo di Lucca™ is
shown. It is an image of Christ, as large as life, cut in wood, and
certainly brought here before the year 700. Our William Rufus used to
swear by it, “per volto di Lucca” or “per vultum Lucce.” The body is
dressed in paltry gold tissue, which has a curious look on a crucifix,
but the countenance, as far as | could see it by the candlelight, is
exceedingly fine.

The people here are very graceful and interesting. Black and white
veils beautifully thrown over the braided hair, and the walk, as well as
the figure, and neck, far finer than at Genoa. To make amends and
balance a little on the other side, the postillions, doganiers, and
country people appear knaves of the first and most rapacious water.
Never content, get what they will; always sulky, fifty people at a time
holding out their hands to the carriage; custom-houses every five
miles, one for passports, another for searching luggage, and all asking
barefacedly and determinedly for money. | would give ten times the
sum, willingly, to see something like self-respect and dignity in the
people, but it is one system of purloining and beggary from beginning
to end, and they have not even the appearance of gratitude to make
one’s giving brotherly; they visibly and evidently look on you as an
automaton on wheels, out of which they are to squeeze as much as they
can without a single kindly feeling in return. | gave up the postillions’
payment to Couttet? at Digne, finding it bothered me to death, and I am
well out of it. Couttet has fights of a quarter of an hour at every stage
hereabouts; they end with him in his giving half-a-paul too little; with
me they would end in giving a paul too much. There was hardly any
water in the Magra.’

1 [See Vol. X. p. 451; Vol. XXVII. p. 312.]
2 [The Chamouni guide, now acting as Ruskin’s courier: see Vol. IV. pp. xxiv.—xxv.]

% [Over which, when in flood, his mother had in 1841 been carried: see Preterita, ii.
§ 25 (Vol. XXXV. p. 266).]
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To his FATHER
Pi1sA, Tuesday Forenoon [May 13, 1845].

...} 1 do believe that I shall live to see the ruin of everything good
and great in the world, and have nothing left to hope for but the fires of
the judgment to shrivel up the cursed idiocy of mankind. | feel so
utterly powerless, too, myself; I cannot copy a single head, and | have
no doubt that—if | want to take a tracing, for which you know it is
necessary to put the paper upon the picture—I have not the slightest
doubt but these conservators, who let the workmen repairing the roof
drop their buckets of plaster over whole figures at a time, destroying
them for ever, will hinder me with my silky touch and fearful hand
from making even so much effort at the preservation of any one of
them. And their foul engravers are worse than their plasterers; the one
only destroy, but the others malign, falsify, and dishonour. You never
saw such atrocities as they call copies here. And as if they didn’t do
harm enough when they are alive, the tombs for their infernal
rottenness are built up right over the walls and plastered up against
them as in our parish churches. Two frescoes of Giotto torn away at
one blow to put up a black pyramid!?

It is provoking, too, that | feel I could do a great deal if | had time,
for the lines are so archaic and simple that they are comparatively
easily copiable, and I could make accurate studies of the whole now
left—about a fortieth part—Dbut it would take me a year or so. Giotto’s
Job is all gone; two of his Friends’ faces and some servants are all that
can be made out. I shall like to get a study of some little bit, but don’t
know what to choose nor where to begin. I think I shall go off to
Florence in despair. Why wasn’t | born fifty years ago? I should have
saved much and seen more, and left the world something like faithful
reports of the things that have been; but it is too late now.

Confound this thin paper. I’ve written on two sheets, and haven’t
time to write over again. Give my love to George Richmond and ask
him what the d he means by living in a fine house in York
Street, painting English red-nosed puppets with black shoes and blue
sashes, when he ought to be over here, living on grapes, and copying
everything properly.

The weather is very unfavourable to me: it was very draughty in

! [The beginning of this letter has been given in Vol. Ill. p. 205 n.]
2 [For this piece of vandalism, see Vol. IV. p. 38.]
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the Campo Santo, so that | could not sit to draw; and then a
thunderstorm came, and it is now most dark and gloomy.

I am quite well, however, and when the rain came | was luckily
taken to a collection of pictures belonging to an antiquary here who
superintends all the publications (Rosini, I think'). He came to me, and
has told me a great deal, though | find that he does not feel the art that
he has, except as it is curious historically or rare accidentally. But he
has great traditional and technical knowledge of pictures, and a divine
collection. I have seen the first Fra Angelico there that | have yet met
with, and most genuine and glorious; a first-rate Pinturicchio, a
Gentile Bellini, a divine Perugino, and a most pure Raffaelle, all in one
day, and | feel thrown on my back.

I am quite well, however, and the views and walks are most
precious. Poor little Santo Maria della Spina, they want to pull it down
to widen the quay; but, as they say in King Lear, “That’s but a trifle
here!” I’ve no doubt it’ll be done soon. God preserve us and give us
leave to paint pictures and build churches in heaven that shan’t want
repairs.

To GEORGE RICHMOND
Florence, Piazza del Duomo, June 4th, 1845.

DEAR RICHMOND,—I haven’t written to you, because you know it
isn’t of any use unless I could write a folio. | haven’t written to
anybody else, neither, but that because | couldn’t spare time—which
was not the case with you. Oh, if I had you but with me. | find my eye
pretty sure, and can swear to a Giotto across a church, any
day—though among a host of “Scuola di G.’s”—»but it takes me a
fearful time before I can make up my mind about the “stato
ristorato”s—and you would save me weeks. I’ve been here a week,
and haven’t been into the great gallery—only at St. Mark’s, and the
Novella, and the Accademia, and the Carmini—but I mustn’t talk,
now, for | have something else to say to you. | hope this will be sent
you by a lady whom you will have great pleasure in knowing, and who
is desirous of knowing you—Mrs. Shuttleworth. Her daughter is the
most wonderful creature that ever touched pencil, | think, and if you
don’t think so too | shall be disappointed;—but Mrs. Shuttleworth’s
looking for a master for her, and asked me, and | am terrified lest they
should spoil her, and so | thought it best to refer to you at once, and
please think

! [For the Abbé Rosini, see Preeterita, ii. §§ 120, 129 (Vol. XXXV. pp. 354, 362).]
2[Act v. sc. 3.]
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well about it. I know you will when you see the drawings; and don’t let
them teach her the black network style—nor any style. Just write to
Mrs. Shuttleworth—at Totteridge, Barnet, Herts—and arrange an hour
with her to come and see you, and bring some of her daughter’s
drawings, and then you will know what to do. | know how busy you
are, but you must do this for me—and you will enjoy the drawings. |
sent you an impudent question the other day, and you send me my
Father’s answer. Well, we must hope the best. What do you think 1
found here to-day but a glorious little history of Job on a predella
under a “Scuola di G.” which | suspect to be Giotto’s own'—the first
thought of the Campo Santo;—and there is an Elihu here—and none in
the Campo—unless he is scratched out. | was very much puzzled for
want of him; and | found in the same place a Trionfo della Morte of a
most singular kind—»but | can’t talk of Orcagna’s or not—the figure
striking at Castruccio Castracani. But | can’t write any more—it’s no
use.—Yours ever affectionately, J. RUSKIN.

Best love to Tom. How does he like Turner this year? My father
sent me two sketches from Punch,? and they made my mouth water
dreadfully—they are so like. Remember me to Mrs. Richmond. | trust
you are all well.

! [The picture referred to is in the Capella dei Medici at Santa Croce. Ruskin’s note
in his Diary of 1845 is as follows:—

“It is a Madonna with ‘Sanctus Gregorious Papa’ on her right, and ‘Sanctus
Job Propheta’ on her left. Underneath are three passages from the history of
Job—the destruction of the sons (common enough); the bringing of the
intelligence by the servants (in which the expression of the servants is true and
good, and the figure of Job rending his clothes well told); and the conversation
with the friends and Elihu (who occurs here, though not in the Campo Santo)
and this figure is also fine.”

The “Trionfo della Morte” is in the passage at Santa Croce which leads to the Sacristy
and to the Cappella dei Medici, thus described in the Diary:—

“At the farther end of the passage is a commonplace work, interesting only
from the little predella below it, which is a Trionfo della Morte founded on
Orcagna, with these differences—that Death, though dressed in grey in the
same way, and not a skeleton but the hand and foot merely thin and skinny, has
got a skull for a head. He rides a bull, which he goads with the left hand,
throwing with his right his lance at a young man like Castruccio, who is riding
away with a hawk in his fist. This hawking is used as a type of the vanities of
life, not only here and by Orcagna, but by Simon Memmi in the Spanish
Chapel.”

For other notes on the frescoes of Job in the Campo Santo at Pisa, see Vol. XII. pp.
213-214; and on Orcagna’s “Trionfo della Morte” there, ibid., p. 224 and n.]
’[Written skits: see Punch, vol. 8, p. 236, e.g., a motto for Turner’s
“Morning—returning form the Ball”:—
“Oh! what a scene!—Can this be Venice? No.

And yet methinks it is—because | see

Amid the lumps of yellow, red and blue,

Something which looks like a Venetian spire,” etc.]
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To his FATHER
FLORENCE, Tuesday Evening, 17th June [1845].

I sit down to tell you more particularly how I feel in Florence. All
that you remember is most true, and to any one who has feeling all
these things are most precious, so long as you can have peace about
them. But Florence is the most tormenting and harassing place to
lounge or meditate in that | ever entered. Get into the current of people
in Cheapside, on the right side of the way, and you are carried along in
comfort, and may be absent as you like. But everybody here is idle,
and therefore they are always in the way. The square is full of listless,
chattering, smoking vagabonds, who are always moving every way at
once, just fast enough to make it disagreeable and inevitable to run
against them. They are paving, repairing, gas-lighting, drumming,
from morning till night, and the noise, dust, tobacco smoke, and
spitting are so intolerable in all the great thoroughfares that | have
quite given up stopping to look about me. In fact, it is dangerous to do
so, for the Italian carts always drive at anybody who looks quiet. Out
of the town it is a little better, but everything of life that you see is
entirely void of sympathy with the scene. If there were a shadow of
costume or character left in the people of the upper classes, | should
not complain. But there is no costume, except the great, ugly Leghorn
hat; there are no pretty faces—I have not seen one since | left
Lucca—there are no vestiges of old Florentine faces—nothing but
French beards, staring eyes, and cigars sticking out of mouths that
know only the exercise of eating and spitting. In the galleries you can
never feel a picture, for it is surrounded, if good, by villainous
copyists, who talk and grin, and yawn and stretch, until they infect you
with their apathy, and the picture sinks into a stained canvas. One
sometimes gets a perfect moment or two in the chapels or cloisters of
the churches, but the moment anybody comes it is all over. If monk, he
destroys all your conceptions of monks; if layman, he is either a
French artist with a peaked hat and beard for two, or a lazy Florentine,
who saunters up to look at what you are doing, smokes in your face,
stares at you, spits on what you are studying, and walks away again; or
perhaps—nearly as bad as any—it is an English cheesemonger and his
wife, who come in and remark,—as happened to me the other day
while | was looking at the gates of Ghiberti, those which M. Angelo
said were fit for the gates of heaven.! Two English ladies came and

stopped before them. “Dear me,” said one, “how
! [See Vol. XVI. p. 46, and Vol. XXIII. p. 243.]
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dirty they are!” “Oh, quite shocking!” said the other, and away they
went.

Neither—if, even in early morning, you can get a quiet hour—is
the town itself free from incongruities that destroy all feeling. The
palaces are grand beyond all that | ever dreamed of, and | am never
tired of looking at their big stones. But there is not a single house left
near them of the old town. They stand among new shops and Parisian
rows of Rue Castiglione houses—they are gutted inside and
whitewashed—their windows are filled with green blinds and coarse
framework, and fat English footmen lounge at their doors. | don’t
know how other people feel, but | can’t feel a bit, through all this. |
look on the thing merely as so much interesting matter for study, but it
never raises emotion. Now | complained of the way St. Michele was
left at Lucca,’, but yet, melancholy as it is, it is better so than as they do
things here. All that remains at Lucca is genuine; it is ruined, but you
can trace through all what it has been, and the ruin of it is very
touching—you know that there are the very stones that were laid by
the hands of the tenth century. But here, in Giotto’s campanile, they
are perpetually at work chipping and clearing, and putting in new bits,
which, though they are indeed of the pattern of the old ones, are
certainly wanting in the peculiar touch and character of the early
chisel. So that it is no longer Giotto’s; it is a copy—a restored
picture—of which parts indeed remain, but whose power of addressing
the feelings as a whole is quite gone.? You will ask what 1 would have,
if 1 would neither have repairs nor have things ruined. This | would
have: Let them take the greatest possible care of all they have got, and
when care will preserve it no longer, let it perish inch by inch, rather
than retouch it.*> The Italian system is the direct reverse. They expose
their pictures to every species of injury—rain, wind, cold, and
workmen—and then they paint them over to make them bright again.
Now, the neglect is bad enough, but the retouching is of
course—finishing the affair at once. At the church within ten feet of
me while | write—that of the Misericordia, a bit of old Giotto
Gothic—they let the hawkers of prints and ribbons make a shop of its
porches, stick bills against its sculptures, and drive nails between its
stones to hang clothes upon. When this has gone on long enough, they
will pull the church down, or replace it in the modern style.

Take them all in all, | detest the Italians beyond measure. | have
sworn vengeance against the French, but there is something in them

'[In previous letters.]

?[This is an opinion which Ruskin changed: see Vol. XXIII. pp. 415 seq.]

[Compare the letter on restoration in Vol. XXXIV. p. 532.]
XXXV D
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that is at least energetic, however bad its principle may be; but these
Italians—pah! they are Yorick’s skull with the worms in it'—nothing
of humanity left but the smell.

To do the Grand Duke justice, he is, | believe, an excellent man,
and does everything that he thinks good for his people—i.e., he
pardons everybody that does anything wrong, until his prisons are
choke-full, and he is bringing Tuscany into a state little better than the
Pope’s territories. They manage better at Lucca—cut off eight heads
there at once, a fortnight ago.

I have not time to write more this morning—Wednesday—and |
have expressed myself very badly, for I was half asleep. Two
o’clock—I shall send my letter at two instead of the morning, as it
gives me time to get yours if there be any. | have just met Mr. and Mrs.
Pritchard” in the Gallery—going to Switzerland to-morrow. They
didn’t know of Gordon’s change of route. She is looking very well; he
seems a nice person—but | can’t write any more. Only, please send me
to Bologna—they’ll come by post well enough—two cakes of
Newman’s Warm Sepia—Soho Square; take care you get the right
shop.

To GEORGE RICHMOND
FLORENCE, 28th June, 1845.

DEAR RICHMOND,—I am sure you will believe that it was with
sincere sorrow | received to-day from my father notice of the suffering
you have undergone, and the evil that has visited you; and though,
perhaps, | only inflict more pain on you by writing and intruding
myself upon you, yet | know you will excuse this in the assurance of
my sympathy. | felt it the more because | have been, as was natural
here, thinking of you every day, and referring to your judgment so far
as | could conjecture it, and hoping for assistance from you hereafter;
and | was going to muster up some moments to write you, but little
thought | should have so sad an occasion. | much regret my flippant
letter and the trouble | gave you about Mrs. Shuttleworth, coming at
this time; still, I have no doubt that you will have pleasure in both the
mother and the daughter. They have suffered much, and | believe the
mother has hardly yet been able to bear the touch of the world since
her husband’s death. | have never seen her since, and am afraid to do
so. | will not ask you to write to me, but let my father know often about
yourself and Mrs. Richmond—and he will tell me. If |

![Hamlet, Act v. sc. 1.]
2[Osborne Gordon’s sister.]
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can be of any service to you at Venice, there is plenty time to let me
know. Is it not possible that your health may compel you to come
earlier abroad this year, and that you might meet me there in
September?

I am grievously in want of a little guiding, and as | can date a
complete change in all my views of art from your accidentally pointing
out the fitting of a shadow to a light in Paul Veronese, at Mr. Rogers’,*
I am always longing for a few more hints of the same kind.

| feel very like a child here—not but that in certain of my crotchets
I am more confirmed than ever (tell Tom that?), but that | have got into
such a glorious new world of religious art that | know not where to
turn, and none of them here understand or care in the least about their
finest things, so that one is entirely left to oneself—masterless—and |
never can form anything like, or approximating to, a fair opinion, until
I have actually copied some portion—and that, here, is next to
impossible from the amount of things to be examined partially.

What a beautiful copy you made of Masaccio in the Uffizi®*—I
could not tell the difference except from the ground and material. It is
the finest thing, taking it all in all, in the gallery—for the amount and
intensity of the life in it, and the kind of life. | was sorry to see
Perugino’s portrait;* there is something so hard in the countenance, it
reminds one of Vasari’s rascalities—which, however, any single head
(of his works) except his own, is enough to neutralise. | prefer him
infinitely to Raffaelle, except in one point—all his faces stop short at a
certain amount of expression; there is a “thus far thou shalt go—no
farther” look about him, which | feel always the more fatally after
coming from some of the ecstacies of Angelico. Raffaelle, in one or
two of his works, cast the whole soul out of the body through the
eyes—in Perugino some of it invariably remains locked up. Generally
I like this, but in one or two cases where intense passion is required, it
offends. | was just going to swear—but | won’t—at Kugler and
Eastlake with their distribution of Masaccio’s frescoes.” If all the
wrong-headed Germans between the Rhine and the Elbe were

![For this incident, see Preeterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 337.]

’[George and Tom Richmond had, it will be remembered, taken Ruskin to task for
his artistic heresies at Rome in 1840-1841: see Preterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 276.]

%[The portrait formerly supposed to be Masaccio by himself, now accepted as a
portrait by Filippino Lippi: see Vol. XII. p. 296.]

*[The portrait by Perugino, formerly supposed to be of himself; now accepted as a
portrait of Francesco delle Opere. For Ruskin’s discussion of Vasari’s character of
Perugino, see Vol. XXII. pp. 424-425.]

®[See Eastlake’s edition (1842) of Kugler’s Handbook of Painting, pp. 106, 107,

where the Martyrdom of Peter is ascribed to Filippino Lippi. For Ruskin’s account of the
frescoes, see Vol. Ill. p. 179 and n.]
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to swear that the Tribute Money was his and the Martyrdom of Peter
was not, | shouldn’t believe them. It is this kind of criticism which has
split Homer into a chorus of ballad-singers.

How comes it that Masaccio heads are half Chinese? By-the-bye, |
have a great notion that just as | was going out of your door after
bidding you good-bye, you desired me to do something for you
here—and | haven’t done it—and | don’t know what it was. | didn’t
put it down, for | shouldn’t have believed the possibility of my
forgetting anything to be done for you—but my head here isn’t worth
an egg-shell. Everything is taken out of me. The other day I forgot the
number of my lodging—wrote 232—went back—altered it to 237,—it
being 732.

Tell Palmer* with my kind regards that he is wrong about the
guantity of colour in Giorgione’s landscapes. Their sky whites and
blues—the coldest—are all painted over a rich cinnamon-coloured
ground, and the tree greens are laid in first with a fiery brown, and then
the green put over—and all is done so thinly that the ground shows
through plain enough; and tell him his stems of trees in the prettiest are
a mighty deal too purple. | noticed this colour and admired it in his
copy—and it is very grand—-but it isn’t in the original. All is brown
and grey.

Why didn’t you tell me one or two things to notice particularly in
this wilderness, but leave me to find out all for myself? It takes me half
my time to determine where the other half shall be spent. | beg ten
thousand pardons for this scrawl. My hand is utterly disorganised from
the little organisation it had—by writing notes on one’s arm.

Sincere regards to Mrs. Richmond. | fervently hope this letter may
find your house relieved at last from further danger. Excuse me for
talking about myself. But | thought you might like to be put in mind of
Florence.—Yours ever most affectionately, J. RUSKIN

Love to Tom.

To his FATHER.
PARMA, Thursday, July 10th [1845].

Here | am, after running the gauntlet of more douaniers than I can
venture to guess at without counting. Let me see.

1.Gate of Bologna. Going out. Passport, and pay.

2. Bridge, half a mile on. Pay.

3. Dogana, two miles on. Leave Papal States. Passport and pay.

'[Samuel Palmer (1805-1881), water-colour painter, friend of William Blake and of
Richmond.]
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4. Dogana, a quarter of a mile on. Enter duchy of Modena. First
dogana man, then passport man. Both to pay.

5. Gate of Modena. Entrance. Dogana, pay. Passport, pay.

6. Gate of Modena. Going out. Passport, pay.

7. Gate of Reggio. Dogana, pay. Passport, pay.

8. Gate of Reggio. Go out. Passport, pay.

9. Change horses, farther on. Passport.

10. Enter duchy of Parma. Bridge, pay. Dogana, pay. Passport,
pay.

11. Gate of Parma. Dogana, pay. Passport, pay.

Giving a total of sixteen different stoppages, losing on the average
three minutes and a franc at each—more; | find I am minus twenty-one
francs and a half—the Modena Dogana man wouldn’t be quiet under
five pauls, and the Pope’s man at Bologna said it wasn’t consistent
with his conscience to leave anybody unsearched under a piastre. It is
rather worse than the Hastings turnpikes, because there is something
so sneaking and contemptible in the whole system. George like all
people of a certain class, was quite in a rage, and if a thunder-shower
hadn’t luckily come and wetted him to the very marrow, | don’t know
how he would have got over it. It is not as if the thing were at all left to
you. The Doganier comes and puts his dirty hand on the carriage, and
there it stays until you put the franc in it, or he searches you . . .!

To his FATHER?
VOGOGNA, VAL D’OSSOLA, Tuesday, 22nd July [1845].

I have your four delightful letters of the 5th, 8th, 9th, and
12th—with accounts of Scotland, etc.—and you will by this time, |
hope, have received some letters of mine, in which nearly the same
feelings are expressed, though I can’t quite come up to the Calton yet,
as the thing. | wished for you sadly yesterday as | was driving from the
lake of Varese down to Laveno opposite Baveno. You cannot conceive
anything so beautiful as the winding of the lakes, five or six seen at
once among the mulberry woods and tufted crags. But, as | said to
myself at the time, it was only the more beautiful because it was more
like Windermere, or rather like many Windermeres. After crossing

![The continuation of this letter has been printed in Vol. IV. p. xxxiv.]

2[A few lines of this letter have been printed in Vol. 111. p. 232 n. Plate V. here given
is of the drawing which Ruskin made on the day of writing this letter.]
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the lake, | came on here in the afternoon, and | was more struck than
ever with the heavenly richness and majesty of the landscape above
Baveno. People had much better do as we did last year—see the
Borromean islands, and go back; there is in the south nothing half so
Italian, nothing half so lovely. After the stunted olives of Florence, the
grand chestnut woods of Baveno came with the greater effect, and 1 am
going back there, after finishing the VVal Anzasca, for ten days to get
studies. Everything is there that suits my purpose—wood, water, and
the finest possible mountain forms—so that there is not the slightest
need for my going to the Val d’Aosta, and | certainly shall not go near
it more, especially after your expressing so strong a wish on the
subject.

Certainly my mission has to do with rocks more than with walls. |
fancied | was enjoying myself at Florence and Pisa, but | wasn’t at all.
It was quite new life this morning to wake in a little tiled room, and see
my window blocked with the green hillside, and watch the clouds
floating and changing upon it, as | dressed. Not that | got thinner or
weaker in Florence, as my mother imagines. On the contrary, | find
myself in perfect training, and have put myself through a little work
this morning with the greatest ease, preparatory to my walk to
Macugnaga to-morrow if the weather be fine.

To his MOTHER
MACUGNAGA, VAL ANZASCA, Thursday, 24th July, 1845.

Here 1 am at last in my own country—great luxury and
rejoicing—out of the way of everybody—out of Italian smells and
vilenesses, everything pure and bright. It is very like Zermatt, but less
desolate and more pastoral; we have arrived in the middle of the
haymaking, and the whole air is sweet. I guess by the look of the
vegetation it is about 1000 feet higher than Chamonix—i.e., very
nearly the elevation of the village of Simplon.' On one side there is
nothing but a semicircle of perfectly bare rocks and waterfalls; on the
other, pines and a few stunted acacias; the brooks, not glacier torrents
(only one of these in the middle of the valley), but clear fountain-bred
ones, come tumbling down about my cottage over blocks of granite
and sing to me all night;—the air is crisp, clear, and delicious, and the
peaks of the Monte Rosa all round, rising over the pines. I call it my
cottage,?, for

! [The actual heights are: Macugnaga (Staffa), 4343 feet; Chamonix, 3415; Simplon,

4852. Ruskin, however, gives the height in his next letter as 5200 feet.]
2 [For further description of the inn, see Preeterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 365.]
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there is no one in it but us, the landlord being up at a chélet for
convenience of haymaking; and a thorough Swiss cottage it is, much
smaller than the Zermatt one, and by itself in a field, approached over a
pine bridge and rocky path. As for living, we shall have everything
soon; and the cream is like Devonshire, and the wild strawberries
perfection. It is not quite, however, so picturesque as Zermatt, nor so
available for my purposes, owing to its want of the horrors—there are
no chasms nor precipices to speak of, nor powerful torrents, nor
ancient woods—the energies of Monte Rosa are turned the other way;
and | was seriously disappointed in the valley itself—Anzasca; there is
nothing in it but thorough commonplace. | must indulge myself,
however, with a fortnight of this, in order to see the Monte Rosa well
from the upper peaks, and these views | have no doubt will answer
well for my mountain illustrations;' for my near foreground studies |
must go down to Baveno. My father says you imagined by the way |
spoke | was getting thinner. | am stouter if anything, and indubitably
stronger. 1 walked up here from VVogogna, which is the same as Visp to
Zermatt. Started at half-past five, got in at half-past four, resting about
two hours—at more than three miles an hour, and all up hill—without
the slightest trace of weariness. Stopped to make hay in a fresh-cut
field just an hour before getting in.

I don’t understand the way you speak of your letters—as if you
were ashamed of them, or thought I didn’t like them. They are the
greatest possible pleasure to me, and | wouldn’t part with a line of
them at any price. You say in your last that some letters of mine gave
you great pleasure; please particularize what about next time, for |
can’t tell by the dates and forget all about them. Poor little Louise’—I
am very glad she was pleased with my letter. | don’t wonder at your
liking her. I think the Miss V.’s education of her as near a model of
education as well may be.

To his FATHER.
BAVENO, Sunday, 24th Aug. 1845.

I had a delicious day yesterday—the third fine one | have had
since leaving Vogogna?—and it looks settled and sweet this morning.
No news of Harding yet, but | have left a letter for him with the
landlord at VVogogna, in case of his asking for me there.

! [Proposed illustrations in Modern Painters: the view of Monte Rosa ultimately
included in vol. v. (Vol. VII. p. 441) was, however, made from Milan Cathedral (ibid., p.
158).]

2 [For “little Louise Ellis,” see Praterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 421.]
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I have been looking over the extracts you sent me from Arnold,’
which are very full of sound sense, that respecting public schools
especially. The more | see of boys, the more | dislike them; their very
motion is an impudent affectation—a shallow, unfeeling, uncharitable,
unthoughful swagger of ridiculous independence—and | know what a
fool 1 was when | was one. That respecting the incomprehensibleness
of English gentlemen to Messrs. Guizot and Sismondi is very good
also; and yet, as the servant says of Coriolanus,? there is more in
Sismondi than I could think—he is a good deal in the right in several
points. His great theory is the necessity of giving men at some period
of their life a high and ungoverned position, in order that the
preparation for it and expectation of it may give the utmost dignity and
energy to the individual character; and of this there can indeed be no
dispute, that men become new creatures altogether according to the
responsibilities entrusted to them, and forces and faculties are
developed in them of which they themselves were before altogether
unconscious . . .2

But then, there are such wide specific differences in
republicanism; that of Florence is more opposed to that of America
than our monarchy to the spirit of the French revolution. The
government of Florence was one of the most tyrannical in Italy, while
it lasted, sweeping everything away that opposed it—banishing,
executing, razing houses of rebellious families to the ground on the
slightest provocation—and that with so strong a military arm that the
people could not have the slightest power over it; its popularity
consisting solely in this, that every citizen had his two months’ turn at
it; but no popular movement, no sedition, no clamour, could affect it in
any way; it was iron bound and rock built, and nothing could
overthrow it internally: when it fell, it fell by the loss of a battle
equivalent to the annihilation of the State, though it is to be observed
that this battle was brought on by the rashness of two of the popular
members of the council. But surely there is something widely different
between this kingly and authoritative republicanism and the “liberty”
of America, where the nation is too vast to let its members have any
share in the government, and therefore they have none at all. | cannot
conceive anything finer, as a school, than the Florentine system.

![Dean Stanley’s Life of Arnold (1844). On p. 713 (ed. 1901) Arnold says: “A
thorough English gentleman,—Christian, manly, enlightened—is more, | believe, than
Guizot or Sismondi could comprehend; it is a finer specimen of human nature than any
other country, | believe, could furnish.”]

?[Coriolanus, Act iv. sc. 5.]

3[The passage here omitted (citing, and commenting upon, Sismondi’s praise of the
Italian republics) has been given in Vol. XII. p. 171 n.]
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Suppose you yourself knew that in a certain time you would be, during
two months, one of twelve persons who, without any appeal or
restriction, in a secret council, without the nation even knowing the
object of their deliberations, could make or unmake laws and execute
every measure they chose to adopt on the instant—would not this give
you other views and thoughts than you have, and make you in every
respect a greater man, while on the members of the government there
was always the check of knowing that in two months they were to sink
again into entire obedience, to be subjected without appeal to the laws
they themselves had made and the authority they had exercised, with
the remembrance of the good or evil they have done attached to their
name? This is very different, again, even from the popular assembly of
Athens—a government of mob entirely, liable to be led by every
demagogue, incomparably weaker and wilder than that of Florence,
but developing intellect in the same way, owing to the minds of the
people being all brought practically to bear on political matters. Both
these governments, in their brilliant instability, one may oppose to that
of Venice—where we have the tyrannical government of Florence
made hereditary; the moment it is so, the formation of an aristocracy
makes it consistent, stable, and powerful; but with the stability and
power ceases the development of intellect. Venice leaves us no
writers, and in art she leaves us a school entirely devoted to the
musical part of it, not to the intellectual: of art per se she is mistress,
but of art as a medium of mind she knows nothing. The stable
monarchy forms of Austria and Sardinia seem nearly parallel cases;
England leaves more appeal to the people, and draws more brains, but
even she produces nothing great except in war time: nothing can come
of nothing—the French revolution brought out all the little intellect
they had, and it was all forth and fury. Egypt in old times is a curious
instance of a people of enormous powers of mind kept entirely
dormant in a fixed condition, by unchangeableness of ranks, and an
authoritative monarchy and priesthood. We shall soon see in Bavaria
the utmost result of mind that can be obtained by the fostering power
of monarchy without inherent energy in the people. Here is a long
rigmarole for you, but | wanted to explain what | meant by saying, a
letter or two back, that | was getting more republican . . . .2

![The diaries and letters written at Venice, recording Ruskin’s “discovery” of

Tintoret, which was yet to come, have been given in Vol. IV. pp. XXxv.—-xxxix.]
?[The concluding passage of this letter has been given in Vol. XIII. p. 262 n.]
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To HENRY ACLAND
[1845.]

DEAR ACLAND,—Many thanks for the two letters you sent me. |
return both as you desire me—or rather because the marked
paragraphs are necessary as texts for the matter of the other. | do not
intend to give you another piece of such calligraphy on the subject,
because | hope to read it you thoroughly worked out, in good legible
print (and with illustrations to help it'). One word or two only
respecting association. Your friend, | see, supposes me to deny the
power of association in rendering objects agreeable. This I neither do,
nor did, but | say that whatever power it may have is to be cast out of
the question in reasoning on beauty, because there is a certain beauty
with which it has nothing whatever to do, whose laws are visible in the
whole of creation, and whose principles—nay, whose existence—are
rendered uncertain in most men’s minds, by their bad habit of treating
this essential beauty, and the accidental beauty of association, as one
and the same. If, for instance, we receive a letter containing some most
delightful news, we may metaphorically think it, or say it, to be the
most beautiful writing we ever saw; but this will not, and ought not to
make us lose sight of the general laws of legibility and grace which
constitute good writing. If we suffered something dreadful in some
pleasant scene, that scene may be to us for the remainder of our lives
frightful and horrible, and anything approaching in other scenes to its
forms and colours will be equally painful to us; but then we shall be
conscious ourselves that our mind is distorted, and we shall not suffer
this distortion to interfere, if we can help it, with our reasoning on
guestions of abstract beauty.

We must keep in mind, however, that there are two kinds of
association, one constant, the other accidental; but | consider that the
constant association is wrongly called association, and should always
be spoken of as Expression, which is a totally different thing. The
minor keys of music, for instance, have melancholy in their expression
constantly and certainly—so has black as a colour. | have not yet been
able to arrive at any conclusions as to the cause of this, but it is, I think,
absurd to attribute it to, or call it, association—which means the
arbitrary and accidental connection of ideas; we cannot say that black
is melancholy because associated with death. How

'[1t would seem that Ruskin had sent for Acland’s criticism some sheets of his MS.

for section i. chapter iv. (dealing with “the false opinion that Beauty depends on the
Association of Ideas™) in the forthcoming volume ii. of Modern Painters.]
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came it to be associated with death, unless it was melancholy? How
comes it that at Venice, when everything, dress and boats and all, is
black, its association with everyday life redeems not its expression,
but it is still used for the mournful vacancy of Marino Faliero’s
portrait?*

I do not say that the natural association or expression is entirely
unconquerable, but that it is a thing positive and to be conquered, and
that you will not find a nation on the whole earth in which the kings are
dressed in brown, the brides in black, the clergymen in red, the
criminals in white, the soldiers in sad-colour, or blue.

I do not wish to give you my present views on the subject of
beauty until I have got them into form, but | may tell you that I purpose
separating even this constant expression from the investigation of
beauty itself.? For there is a cheerful beauty, and a melancholy beauty.
It is that which is common to both, and which makes both beautiful,
which is in reality to be investigated under the term beauty. Neither
melancholy nor mirth will make an ugly face beautiful; the constant
laws of beauty must first be brought into play; those laws being
complied with, melancholy or mirth will add their expression of
tenderness or vivacity, and one or the other will be preferred according
to our character or our mood, while both will be allowed to be
beautiful. So in the minor and major keys, some people dislike the
minor, some prefer it to the major, but the constant laws of harmony or
discord common to both are unmistakable.

All this while, I am not denying the power—the great power—of
association. It is twenty times more powerful than beauty, but it is not
beauty. If aman is going to knock us on the head, we shall not be likely
to admire his whiskers, but that does not affect the abstract question of
the beauty, or propriety, of his whiskers. Green is a pretty colour, and
flesh is a pretty thing, but green flesh is a very ugly thing; and yet that
does not affect the general laws of form in flesh, nor the general fact
that green is a pleasant colour. (Newton gave me this illustration.) |
consider that much of beauty of form, legitimate, real beauty, is
traceable to typical qualities but not to association. By-the-bye, | see in
that rascally letter of mine | have spoken of “symmetry, or
proportion.” Proportion and symmetry are, of course, direct
contraries. proportion is the connection of unequal things with each
other; symmetry, the opposition of equal things to each other.
Symmetry |

[In the Sala del Maggior Consiglio in the Ducal Palace, where a black tablet on the
frieze, among the portraits of the Doges, bears the inscription—Hic est locus Marini

Falethri decapitati pro criminibus.]
?[As was done in the second volume of Modern Painters: see Vol. IV. pp. 70 seq.]
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believe to be agreeable as the type of Justice and Unity, as the type of
Love. Proportion is the necessary means of Unity." Don’t show this to
anybody.

Finally, my distinction between things as they are and ought to be
is rascally—things are as they ought to be. (If my drawing master had
but told me this, | should have been a good artist by this time, but the
fellow talked about improving nature, and be d—d to him.) Only
before going to nature we must be told what they are, because we
cannot find out for ourselves quickly enough. I don’t know about
Edinburgh. Wish | could come. Wish you a pleasant journey and
sojourn.—Ever affectionately yours, J. RUSKIN.

1846
[The second volume of Modern Painters appeared in April of this year.
Ruskin then went to Switzerland and Italy with his parents: see VVol. VIII. pp.
XX.—XXiii.]

To Dr. JOHN BROWN?
PisA, June 27th, 1846.

My DEAR SIR,—I should have answered your very kind letter
before, had | not unfortunately been for a week or two out of the way
of receiving letters at all, so that the time between your writing and my
receiving was longer than it should have been. | need not say that | am
grateful to you for expressing your feelings to me, and that the support
of such assurances of sympathy is in every way precious. You appear
to feel at present perhaps a little too enthusiastically; as | suppose is
generally the case with our first reception of that for which we are
prepared by previous tendencies of feeling in the same direction. . . . |
have to thank you for your invitation to Edinburgh; it is not impossible
I may have the pleasure of seeing you there at no very far-off day, but
it will be admiration and not curiosity that brings me there, for many of
my very earliest memories are connected with the old city, though
more of them with the country north of the Forth, | having been half
bred at Perth, and having some impressions of the Grampians and the

Tay in consequences, which even your friend

'[See Vol. IV. pp. 125-126.]

2[From the “Letters from John Ruskin to Dr. Brown” (No. 1) in Letters of Dr. John
Brown, edited by his son and D. W. Forrest, 1907, pp. 287-289. Dr. Brown, at this time

unknown to the author, had written to him in appreciation of Modern Painters: for
Ruskin’s relations with him, see the Introduction (above).]
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Mr. Hill,}, in his pretty vignette to Scott’s Fair Maid, has very
sufficiently failed of realising. It is not his fault, | suppose, he could
not paint all the stones that | used to build piers with in the clear water.

One thing | was glad to see, or rather to conjecture, from your
note, that your father, whom I suppose a Presbyterian clergyman, had
not been alarmed by the frequent expressions of admiration for
Romanist works of art. These might have given rise to some dangerous
surmises, considering the late melancholy schisms in the quarter from
which they come,? and | fear may in some respects diminish with
certain classes of readers the usefulness of the book. I am the more
anxious on this head, because | have not yet been able to come to any
steady opinion respecting the real operation of art as directed to
religious subjects on the minds of the common people; in landscape |
have no doubt whatsoever, and it was therefore to landscape that |
chiefly referred at the close of the 15th Chapter:® neither have | any
doubt of the effect of religious art, even of that which is much infected
with Romanism, upon the minds of thoughtful and charitable persons
who will receive the good of it as it was meant; but whether it had not
been better for Italy on the whole that none had ever existed, or how
far we may hope for good from a revival of a purified form of it, | dare
not say; it is a subject requiring attentive examination before writing
anything further respecting such art; and unfortunately it is almost
impossible to carry on an investigation of the kind without spending
more time abroad than | can spare. Respecting church decoration, |
have spoken more boldly,* my mind being more made up. | do not
think it of much importance in itself; nay, | think that if much
importance were ever attached to it by us, so as to leave it to be at all
inferred that a church was less a church without it than with it, instant
and great evil would follow. But | think the feeling in us is of
importance which, of the two, would rather decorate and delight in
decorating the church than our own houses, and would endeavour to
manifest in buildings dedicated to God’s service the highest qualities
of intelligence and feeling with which He has gifted us. | shall
probably find some topic for a longer letter in your papers when they
arrive; meantime, | wish you would let me know why, of all things in
the world,

![David Octavius Hill (1802-1870), landscape painter, referred to below, pp. 67,
177. His vignette is on p. 14 in vol. xi. of the “Abbotsford” illustrated edition of the
Waverley Novels, 1846.]

’[Modern Painters was published as by “A Graduate of Oxford,” and the reference
here is therefore to Puseyism.]

®[See in this edition, Vol. IV. pp. 215-216.]
“[See perhaps Vol. IV. pp. 215-218.]
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you should differ with me upon railroads;' 1 am quite at a loss to
conjecture what can be said in their defence; granting that their effect
on natural scenery is trivial, that their interference with the rest and
character of rural life is of no moment, and that sometimes the power
of rapid locomotion may be of much service to us or save us from
some bitter pain or accident which our absence at the moment must
have involved, yet the general effect of them is to render all the time
that we pass in locomotion the same, except in feverishness, as that
passed at home, and to enable us to get over ground which formerly
conveyed to us a thousand various ideas, and the examination of which
was fertile in lessons of the most interesting kind, while we read a page
of the morning paper. One traveller is now the same as another: it
matters not whether you have eyes or are asleep or blind, intelligent or
dull, all that you can know, at best, of the country you pass is its
geological structure and general clothing; your study of humanity is
limited to stokers and policemen at the stations, and of animal life to
the wvarious arrangements of black and brown dots on
chessboard-looking fields. | can safely say that my only profitable
travelling has been on foot, and that | think it admits of much doubt
whether not only railroads but even carriages and horses, except for
rich people or conveyance of letters and merchandise, be not
inventions of the Evil one. How much of the indolence, ill-health,
discomfort, thoughtlessness, selfishness, sin, and misery of this life do
you suppose may be ultimately referable altogether to the invention of
those two articles alone, the carriage and the bridle? | am not jesting.
Think of it and tell me, believing me always very gratefully yours,

THE AUTHOR OF “MODERN PAINTERS.”

To GEORGE RICHMOND
LUCERNE, 30th Aug. [1846].

MY DEAR RICHMOND,—I have not written to you hitherto,
because | had nothing to tell you about Italy but what was
disagreeable, and | knew you would hear of us through Boxall.? His
last letter, however, gave me a very bad account of you—overwork
and so on—and | am anxious to have a line from you. It is too late now
for you to come here—to Switzerland, | mean—for me, but it is the
place you

l[See the passage at the beginning of Modern Painters, vol. ii. (Vol. IV. pp.
36, 37).]

2[Sir William Boxall, R. A., whose acquaintance Ruskin had made at Venice in the
preceding year: see Praterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 373.]
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ought always to come to, and | hope in returning we may cross your
coming out. I wonder you did not give up everything when you found
yourself overworked and come out with Acland—or at least make an
appointment with him somewhere. I had the good fortune to meet with
him at Chamouni, and we had one day together—Mrs. Acland giving
him up for a glacier ramble, and waiting for us at the edge of the ice, to
make tea in the most benevolent and delightful way conceivable, and
then walking, or to speak more correctly, skimming, down the hill
with us like a swallow; but they professed themselves obliged to go
away the next day. | did not like to press them to stay, and | think
perhaps they had some notions which on my account prevented their
staying, when they could; however, away they went, much to my
sorrow, for Acland had unluckily met with Forbes the day before, and
Forbes had set him on a nasty, useless, ugly, bothering glacier
walk—in which we lost our day—and I couldn’t take him to any of the
noble places. We found some beasts in the ice, however, which
pleased him, and perhaps for practical purposes he learned as much
upon it as he could anywhere, but he got no conception of Chamouni. |
was only there four days myself. | didn’t want to go at first, because it
always gives me too much vexation to leave it. But we went because it
was said some rocks were bared on the Mont Blanc in unusual places.
All newspaper—the Mont Blanc is as changeless as the blue sky above
it; but though we had wretched weather, | never thought Chamouni so
unearthly—it is quite awful, and quite alone—nothing that | have yet
seen can be compared with it in any wise; its inexhaustibleness and
perpetual freshness to me | am truly thankful for—other scenery palls.
I never entered it with so much wonder, nor left it with so strong
regret; when you come abroad you should really go there, and not to
Italy. Italy is quite killing now for any one who cares about it; the
destruction | saw last year gave me a good idea of the extent of it, but
none of its pace. The rate at which Venice is going is about that of a
lump of sugar in hot tea. It is the same everywhere—one roar of
“Down with it—rase it—rase it, even to the ground” from one side of
Europe to the other, and such idiocies building everywhere,
instead—all nations agreeing to be unnational, apeing each other in
ape’s tricks; as Southey well said, disease is contagious, madness and
folly infectious, but health incommunicable, wisdom and virtue hardly
to be communicated.' They have pulled down their grand old bridge,
here,

[“Disease, vice, folly and madness are contagious; while health and understanding

are incommunicable,” etc.—Sir Thomas More; or, Colloquies on the Progress and
Prospects of Society, 1829, vol. i. p. 37.]
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to build hotels on the site of it; they have built a bridge at Berne—such
a bridge—Ilook here—

there’s a design for you—Ilower arch a semicircle, upper one less than
semicircle so as to get it narrowest at top, and this pretty vandyke
outside by way of variety. | am getting very hopeless. | can’t see what
people are coming to; there seems no counter current, no defence, no
recovery; all that they do is wrong—all that is right they destroy.
Whenever | go | find change, and all change for the worse. | can’t get
on myself neither. I work hard, but | find myself always exactly in the
position of Hunt. | can do nothing that | haven’t before me; I cannot
change, or arrange, or modify in the least, and that amounts to a veto
on producing a great picture, because nature don’t stay long enough. |
have just been up here looking at Turner’s subject, and to see the way
the fellow picks out the plums!—the beautiful way in which he knows
what’s good for him, and brings out glories by the most insignificant
changes. Anybody can pick out the picturesque things and leave the
plain ones, but he doesn’t do this—nor will this do, as you know—but
of the ugly things he takes and misses and cuts and shuffles till
everything turns up trumps, and that’s just what isn’t in me. | can only
feel it when it is done. | have got some useful bits of details, however,
especially in architecture—though in Italy | lost the greater part of my
time because | had to look over the first volume of Modern Painters,
which | wanted to bring up to something like the standard of
knowledge in the other. When it is sent you, you needn’t—if you have
time to look at it at all—look at anything but the additions to the
chapter headed the “application,”* where there is something that may
interest you about the Titian landscape—and perhaps in the chapter on
vegetation, too, where

Y[Part ii. sec. i. ch. vii. (“General Application of the Foregoing Principles”), a
chapter much altered in the third edition (of 1846).]
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you will see | have mentioned Palmer in a way which | hope he will
like™—not that | did it to please him, for in these matters | forget that |
have friends as much as | can; and you will see | have pitched into
Harding>—though | have every reason to be grateful to him for much
kindness—and | am afraid he won’t understand it, but | can’t help it. |
am not going to write any more for some time, for | have got a kind of
stagger this year in Italy; the Romanism there is so awful, and the
whole state of the people so wrong, that | think there their art can only
have done them mischief—and | want to learn more of the real
bearings of it on their history before I venture any more assertions. It is
an awkward thing to come from Venice to Florence. After that
Venetian Academy, Padua and the Campo Santo don’t come nice at
all; nobody held his own but Masaccio. | have been tormented, too, by
counter reports about Turner—some say he is quite gone, others that
he is better than last year. | find myself thrown back upon him always
from nature, and I don’t know how to get over his failure or do without
him, when fail he must. It has come so suddenly, too, just after his
grandest time. It’s hardly any use your troubling yourself to write now,
if you are to be at home in October; if not, send me a line to Billiter St.
to say if you are coming abroad and how you are. We shall return, |
believe, by Dijon and Troyes towards the end of September—unless
we are driven away sooner by the rain—all the year’s rain is coming at
last, and the Reuss here is running about the town as if it didn’t know
the way through it; the lower streets look more like Venice than
Lucerne. | suppose we are going to have our share of the hailstones,
like you; it has been a strange season—intensely hot, storms,
whirlwinds, and now earthquakes in the south and floods here.

| trust that all your family have escaped the illnesses which we
hear of about London. My Father and Mother desire their kindest
regards.— Ever, my dear Richmond, yours affectionately,

J. RUSKIN.

Acland says the portrait of his wife turned out in every way
delicious—he didn’t say delicious—I forget what it was he said, but it
was quite as strong and less culinary.

! [The passage, containing the mention of Samuel Palmer (for whom, see above, p.

52), appeared in eds. 3 and 4 only: see Vol. Ill. p. 604 n.]
2 [See Vol. lI1. p. 201.]

XXXVI. E
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To GEORGE SMITH!
DENMARK HILL, October 28th, 1846.

MY DEAR SIR,—I ought before to have thanked you for your
obliging present of Wit and Humour—two characters of intellect in
which | am so eminently deficient, as never even to have ventured
upon a conjecture respecting their real nature.—Yours very truly,

J. RUSKIN.

1847

[In the spring of this year Ruskin went to the Lake District. Some
letters written thence to his mother are given in Vol. VIII. pp.
XXV.—xXxi. He was also at Leamington and in Scotland: ibid., pp.
XXVil.—XXxViii.]

To Dr. JOHN BROWN?
DENMARK HiLL, 11th Feb.[1847]

MY DEAR SIR,—I| was much grieved this evening by receiving
your letter written under circumstances of illness and fatigue, and
expressing feelings so unnecessarily, unwarrantably painful, and more
that my delay in thanking you for your paper in the North British® had
left you so long in this state of anxiety. | hope you will not give the
subject one thought more, except so far as it may be a source of
pleasure to you to know that you have infinitely delighted an old and
tender-hearted friend of mine, who could never forget the critique in
Blackwood, and who certainly would have shrunk like a sea-anemone
at shadow, had any part of the present one been unkind or unjust. I do
not think there is one whit more fault-finding than is fully and fairly
warrantable, certainly no more than is expedient,

! [Ruskin’s publisher. The book referred to is Wit and Humour selected from the
English Poets, with an Illustrative Essay and Critical Comments. By Leigh Hunt. Smith,
Elder & Co., 1846. The letter is given in facsimile in the Strand Magazine, December
1895,p. 670.]

2 [No. 2 of the “Letters from John Ruskin to Dr. Brown” in Letters of Dr. John
Brown, 1907, pp. 290-291. The last portion (after “third volume”) was not there given.]

% [A review of Modern Painters, vol. ii. in the North British Review, February 1847,

vol. vi. pp. 401-430: an extract from it is given in Vol. IV. p. xli. For the “critique in
Blackwood”—a violent attack on Modern Painters, vol. i.—see Vol. I1l. p. xliii.]
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for | fear that if your kind spirit of praise had thoroughly pervaded the
article there had been much chance of all being set down as the work
of my friends and private abettors, and much of the credit it will now
carry refused in consequence. Nevertheless, for my own part, | was
glad to hear you had not written the passages in question, for, though
preparing to consider them and benefit by them as | best might, 1 was a
little aghast at the request that 1 would never be eloquent any more;*
for 1 do think that some things cannot be said except passionately and
figuratively, and my own tendencies at present are so entirely prosaic,
and such delight as | once had in, or power over, the fancy so fast
evaporating or freezing, or sinking, as Words-worth has it, from the
fountain into the “comfortless and hidden well,” that it pains me to be
thrust away from the last hold that | had, or thought | had, upon the
altar, and ordered into the ice-house of mere philosophy, there to be
kept cool and dry. Yet | am not sure but your friend is right, altogether
right, and | am sure that your feelings of pleasure, not to say your
expressions, are overcharged—I mean in your letters to
me—expressions which could be warranted only by the elaborate
work of an aged man. There is nothing in the book which is not less
than | ought to have done, considering the singular advantages | have
had, and | am either a very stupid, or at least very slow person, or else
the multiplication of opportunity has a tendency to deaden both energy
and imagination, for I am always busy, and yet with no effect
proportioned to the time, or coequal with the results which | see
obtained in every direction around me by my inferiors in age, leisure,
education, and opportunity. Alas, it will be long before you have any
third volume. | hope Mr. Hill* would give you my reasons for not
sending the Slaver, and that you thought them just. | do not know what
pictures you have got, but | have often found that as clergymen can
never tell what will be the effect of their sermons, and often find that
most good has been done by passages or discourses to which they had
given the least measure of time and pains, so the more | see of public
judgment the less | can calculate of the effect of this picture or that, the
less [I am] able to advise a popular selection. Many that | should have
thought incomprehensible or violent | find are admired; some whose
quietness | should

! [“We wish that, in his third and, in some respects, most important volume, the
author would determine at once and for good not to be eloquent any more” (p. 429). The
system of editorial interpolation in the articles of contributors has been a fruitful source
of literary misunderstandings: see for a case in point the Memoirs and Correspondence
of Coventry Patmore, vol. i. p. 193.]

2 [Wordsworth, “A Complaint”; quoted also in Vol. XXXV. p. 612.]
% [See above, p. 61; for Turner’s “Slaver,” see Vol. l1l. p. 572.]
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have thought popular I find despised. Nor have | any hope of much
effect from a single exhibition; it is only through continual teaching, a
home examination of engravings, that real good is done. Your article
will be in both ways useful, and I much thank you for it, always with
protest against its over praise.

I am very sorry to hear you have been so seriously ill; please write
and tell me when you are thoroughly better.—Yours ever truly,

J. RUSKIN.

To JOSEPH SEVERN!
[Early in 1847.]

What you say of the want of feeling for Religious Art in England
is too true, but happily it exists more among the artists than the public.
There is a violent current of feeling turned that way at present, and |
anticipate much from Lord Lindsay’s forthcoming book.? Produce
anything we shall not, at present, but | fully anticipate seeing the
Carraccis and Murillos and Carlo Dolcis, and coarse copies of Titian
and Rubens, and all the tribe of the potsherd painters, and drunkard
painters, cleared out one by one from our galleries; their places
supplied by Angelico, Francia, and Perugino—so far as the works of
these great men are rescuable from the grasping apathy of the Italians,
who hold them fast, as a dead man holds what was once near his heart,
though it is no use to him now. You may regret the state of things in
England, but in Italy it is something frightful. With us it is ignorance
and bad teaching; with them a mortal corruption of the whole mind.
But there is one element in the English mind which will, | fear, keep it
from doing anything very pure in art—its consciousness of the
ridiculous. So long as a painter dreads giving a ludicrous idea—so
long as he feels himself in danger of laughing, or mocking at
anything—so long he is always tumbling on the other side and losing
sight of Truth in the effort to be sublime—Ilosing sight of that genuine,
heartfelt, faithful, loving realization which is the soul of Religious Art.
Now the state of Italy at the time of her greatest art was something to
put laughing nearly out of the question. Battles like Montaperti or
Meloria, governors like Eccelino, kings like Charles of Anjou,’ keep
the corners of people’s mouths down wonderfully: and

! [From The Life and Letters of Joseph Severn, by William Sharp, 1892, pp.
211-212. For Ruskin’s first acquaintance with Severn, see Préterita, Vol. XXXV. p.
274. For an earlier letter to him (1845), see Vol. IV. p. 393.]

2 [Sketches of the History of Christian Art; for Ruskin’s review of the book, see Vol.
X11.]

3 [For the battles of Montaperti (1260) and Meloria (1284), and for Charles of Anjou,
see Vol. XXIII. pp. 79, 162, 136 seq.; and for Eccelino, Vol. XII. p. 137 n.]



1847] THE TRUTH OF DANTE

at the time of the great burst of Florentine intellect, at the time of
Dante—the great representation of all the brightest qualities of the
Italian mind—the public and private suffering and exertion was so
great that | should hardly think a man in Florence ever smiled. The
portrait of Dante, which has been drawn with extreme love and
faithfulness by Giotto,* and which is beyond all comparison the finest
example of that master | have ever seen, is in its quiet, earnest,
determined, gentle sadness, the very type of the spirit of the good men
of his time (and in his time men were either very good or very bad); it
is the “sad-wise valour, the brave complexion, which leads the van and
swallows up the cities.”” But you cannot conceive a smile on such a
face (and the Italians, even in their degradation, retain this peculiar
incapacity, they seem insensible to the ridiculous). Hence you will
find, in all the works of the time, a fervent desire to put pure truth
before you, by whatever means, or image, it can be suggested. When
Dante tells you that the head of Ugolino was in Hell so above that of
the Archbishop Ruggieri that the one seemed to be hat to the other,? he
has evidently not the slightest idea or fear of making you smile. His
own feelings are too intense and serious to admit of any the slightest
degradation by the image, and he says just what will make you
understand the position of the heads thoroughly. And so always: the
souls meet and kiss in Purgatory—(come) S’ammusa I’una con I’altra
formica, Forse a spiar lor via e lor fortuna.* Guido Guinicelli plunges
into the fire, come per I’acqua il pesce andando al fondo.” To anybody
who has ever seen an ant or a fish, these images explain the whole
thing in a moment; but a modern poet would be mighty shy of such.
Now the moment you can sweep away all conventionalities, and
manners, and fears, and give to an artist this fervent desire to tell the
pure truth—and such intensity of feeling as dreads no mockery—that
moment you lay the foundation of a great art: and so long as you have
artists who think of what will be said, or who struggle to get something
higher and better than God’s great truth, so long all you bring will be
foam. It is inconceivable how much this single defect in the English
character prevents us and pulls us back. A defect | call it: for |
conceive there is nothing ridiculous in the world. There is too much of
the pitiable and the melancholy ever to leave room for the ridiculous,
and the tendency to turn serious things into jests is a plague

! [The portrait discovered in 1841: see Vol. XXIV. p. 33.]

2 [George Herbert: The Church Porch, xlii.]

% [Inferno, xxxii. 126.]

* [Purgatorio, xxvi. 35, 36: the latter words are quoted also in Vol. XIX. p. 76.]
® [Purgatorio, xxvi. 135.]
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spot in us, which hardens us and degrades us. George Herbert has it
“the witty man laughs least, For wit is news only to ignorance.” Give
a man a quick sense of all that pollutes, of all that is “earthy, sensual,
devilish,”? and no sense of that which is to the vulgar laughable, and
you will have a pure art. Till you can do this there will be little done in
England.

To his FATHER
[AMBLESIDE, March 23, 1847.]

I have your letter of 20th with enclosures, all very pleasant. | was
certainly not well when | came down on the Lake, nor am | yet,
perhaps; but | am only in the sort of illness which makes me look to
nature with more thirst. I wrote till half-past one yesterday, got out just
before two, walked to Rydal, looked at Wordsworth’s house, then
climbed to Fairfield (2900 feet)—Iots of bog and coarse grass.
George® sat down once, as in Switzerland, but jumped up again in a
hurry. “Hollo, sir, it’s all sponge.” Fine day, and fine
view—Scaw-fell, Grisedale Pike—Helvellyn close by—moors of
Penrith, Lancaster, Windermere, Coniston, etc., and some snow on the
top really pretty deep and wide; but as for mountains, they’re nothing
of the sort, nothing—mere humpy moorlands, mighty desolate. | came
down by a little bit of a rivulet, and came to an old sheepfold which it
all at once struck me must be the subject of Wordsworth’s “Michael.”
I inquired when I got down, and found it was indeed Greenhead
Ghyll—see poem “Michael,” in second volume | think. | came down
into the road beyond Grasmere, near Dunmail Raise, and walked back
by the road to Ambleside to dinner at half-past six. As for guides on
these rubbishy places, | may take them when | want one on
Kennington Common.

Rydal was very pretty in the still evening. I never saw reflection
anything like so perfect on foreign lakes, but it is sad cockney
work—only the birds sing sweetly, and have a far-away sound with
them.

| try this to Denmark Hill, thinking it may come in the morning
before you leave.

My cold is better—I left it in the snows on Fairfield.

! [The Church Porch, xxxix.]
2 [James iii. 15.]

® [Ruskin’s servant: see above, p. 41.]
* [For another reference to the poem, see Vol. XXVII. p. 210.]
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To MARY RUSSELL MITFORD"
[DENMARK HiLL] Saturday, 19th June [1847].

MY DEAR MADAM,—You will not, 1 am sure, doubt the regret
with which | received your last kind letter, informing me both of the
dis-appointment I must myself sustain and of its cause, so trying to you
yourself. 1 do indeed sympathise most deeply in the sorrow (it can
hardly but reach what may without exaggeration be so called) which
your present privation must cause you,? especially coming in the time
of spring—your favourite season—a punishment certainly far too
heavy to be connected by you in thought with any such
gossamer-bodied sin as that in which you say you were once
entangled, the vanity of long walks; for which vanity, if all guilty of it
were to be shut up in doubting castles, without keys, their cramps
taking them—(I beg pardon for mixing in this heterogeneous manner
the giant and his prey)—I fear that it would be soon said of each and
all of us walkers that “nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he.”® In
fact, is it right to think of any misfortune in this world (except such as
are necessarily and legally connected with every sin—mortification
with vanity, and lameness with over-exertion) as sent as punishment at
all? Do not twenty miseries come for a purpose for one that comes for
a punishment? After all, though your feet are in the stocks,* you have
the Silas spirit, and the doors will open in the mid-darkness—though,
as for your enumeration of consolations, | am afraid | should be but
shortly supported by them under the circumstances.

The love of poetry!

| pause—for | was going to write treachery—I don’t think I can
make out my case—Dby the token, especially, that we are at this time
being, carrying our hay; and the said hay is sending me all manner of
pleasant and odoriferous invitations through the open window to come
out and make its better acquaintance; and all the servants of the
house—the maids in all manner of shaped bonnets, and the men in
marvellously decorated hats, with ribands of inconceivable
colours—are raking and shaking in goodly procession after a
staggering cart: and all this has no persuasive effect upon me
whatever, that | should

! [For Ruskin’s friendship with Miss Mitford, see the Introduction (above).]
2 [Miss Mitford had become lame, as the result of a fall, and could only get out in a
pony chaise: see The Life of Mary Russell Mitford, vol. iii. p. 205.]

® [Gray’s Elegy, 28.]
* [The Bible references are Job xiii. 27 and Acts xvi. 24, 26.]
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leave my desk, or my four-walled chamber, so long as | have Miss
Mitford’s letter to read, or her ear to gain.

I leave town on Tuesday, in order to be of what use I
may—Heaven only knows—at the meeting of the British
Association," whence, returning, | hope to stop at Reading and to find
you—out. Afterwards | am going to Scotland to stay quietly with a
very dear friend, in a cottage—a little worse than a cottage—at the side
of Loch Tay. I need this, for | have most foolishly accepted evening
invitations, and made morning calls, these last four months, until | am
fevered by the friction. | have done no good, incurred many
obligations, and suffered an incalculable harm. | know not what is the
matter with me, but the people seem to have put a chill on me, and
taken my life out of me. | feel alike uncertain and incapable of
purpose, and look to the cottage on Loch Tay not as an enjoyment, but
a burrow. | could not finish this history of Lucien®—there was too
much of what was exquisitely painful to be endured sympathetically. |
have got the poems you speak of, however, their short pathos being
bearable; and they are indeed very noble—the Irish ballads, |
mean®—one or two verging on the desperate, but all powerful. | note
what you say of your more humble friends; it is highly characteristic of
you, and very interesting, and | am sure true. | know several tradesmen
for whom | have high respect, and | am sure | should like them if |
knew more of them. But they don’t take me up, and having no house of
my own, | can’t take them up; but I imagine that worthy and clever
shopkeepers are in general far higher and better men than any but
first-rate artists. | am often surprised at the low education and feeling
of this latter class—of whom | have, of course, seen more than of any
other—even the better ones are not a little disappointing.

My mother exceedingly regrets her disappointment in not seeing
you; but perhaps when I go to Scotland you will come and see her, and
comfort her on the subject of my absence. Before then, however, |
hope to see you—towards the 4th or 5th of July. | had hoped to have
been at Reading before now, but a multitude of miserable (with one
very happy—too happy) engagements have kept me in London.—But
ever, my dear Madam, believe me, most gratefully and respectfully
yours, J. RUSKIN.

! [At Oxford. Ruskin was one of the secretaries of the Geological Section: see Vol.
VIII. p. xxv.]
2 [In Balzac’s lllusions Perdues (in the Scénes de la Vie de Province)—a book

recommended to Ruskin by Miss Mitford.]
% [Probably by Gerald Griffin: see below, p. 86.]
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To GEORGE RICHMOND
LEAMINGTON, 16th August [1847].

DEAR RICHMOND,—I am packing up to leave for Dunbar and
Tantallon—only stopping at Kenilworth to finish some ivy stalks
tomorrow." | am indeed better at last—thanks to the perfect rest | have
had here—and my thoughts and faith are returning to me. I have had
great good from dissecting some water-plants out of the canal. My
eyes do not seem to serve me very well, but they are better than nine
pairs out of ten, and | am very thankful to have such, and to have
Jephson’s authority on two points—first, that there is nothing
whatever the matter with me that | cannot conquer by quiet, regularity,
and exercise; and secondly, that there is nothing which may not soon
be the matter with me, if 1 go much into society or sit up at night.
Acland does look very happy, and | am sure he is; but Mrs. Acland are
not to be found every day—nor to be won—except by Dr. Aclands;
nor Mrs. Richmonds neither. Thank you for your kind affection. | shall
write again from Tantallon—to-day | must really go and pack. Love to
Henry. Remember me to Mrs. Acland and Sir Thomas and all friends.

You say nothing of yourself. | hope | shall hear from you again
soon.—Ever affectionately yours, J. RUSKIN.

To W. H. HARRISON
DUNBAR, 20th August [1847].

MY DEAR MR. HARRISON,—Your kind long letter was a perfect
delight to me, and 1 would have answered it forthwith, had | not been
fearful that the mere superscription of the place of my abode, or the
slightest hint respecting such topics of interest as pumps and
promenades, would have reminded you, in contrast with your late
subjects of inquiry and observation at Woolwich, of our friend Major
Bagstock,? in contrast also with our friend Captain Johns. | have no
doubt that you would write an interesting letter at Leamington, or
Land’s End, or anywhere; but the only society | kept being that of the
humble bees on the thistle-tops, and a certain goodly company or club
of ants in an old willow stump, | found my gossips rather wanting in
general information. But | got away at last, and am now

! [Probably the sepia drawing (13% x 19 in.) of the ruins of Kenilworth over-grown

with ivy which was in the possession of Mr. W. Ward.]
2 [For Ruskin, like the Major (Dombey, chap. xxi.) had been to Leamington.]
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in the thick of the herring fishery and somewhat initiated into its
profundities. One of the more striking processes is the spade-ing the
fish into carts out of the boats, which is done precisely after the fashion
of dustmen by the intervention of a basket—the spade thrust into the
heap of fish makes a gash in two or three at every lift, which gives a
disagreeable look to the heap. Pitched into the cart, the mass of fish
slips and swings about unctuously, keeping its level like a liquid, until
it is carried to the curing place, or the fishmarket; the latter is of a very
peculiar description. In order to give you any notion of it I must
describe to you, first, the general appearance of the pavement of the
fashionable part of the town. It is “la mode” here to empty what in
England we call “slops” with a distributive jerk from the street door;
when this function is entrusted to any of the junior members of the
family, the young people wait with exemplary patience until an
opportunity offers of jerking the same, in a playful manner, between
the legs of a passer-by, selected with due precaution as to size—and of
the fair sex, if possible. The solid contents of the emptied vessels
remain stranded, while the “Vernice liquida” soaks its way partly to
the gutter, and partly into the porous basalt. While this is doing, the
bare feet of the passers-by take up various proportions, and deposit the
same in pretty little, small-waisted impressions, with five little dots at
the end, all down the street. These impressions intersecting each other
and drying irregularly, produce curiously mottled stains and patches,
of an entertaining complexity. Fresh libations reduce the dried deposit
into various stages of repeated solution, giving rise to an endless
variety of patterns. Points of colour derived mainly from gooseberry
skins, at this season add interest to the arrangement; and a pretty,
inlaid, glittering look is given by the scattered herring scales, as well
as a certain amount of oily varnish which helps to bring out the effect.
Irregular streamlets running from doors and crevices variously divide
the space, and reduce your walking faculties with in the limits of so
many passes of Killiecrankie. Occasionally, when the average of
gooseberry skins is exceeded, these passes might become slippery and
dangerous to traverse, but for the corrective effect of cinders and
eggshells mixed, for which you have reason to be thankful, and which
are abundantly supplied, especially in the morning, from at least every
other door. A portion of pavement of this description, walled off into
successive partitions, serves for the fishmarket, being farther enriched
by nondescript portions of heads, tails, and insides of the fish sold the
day before, among which, and among the fish of the current market,
stand the barefooted fishwives; it rains to-day, hard, and the market
will be washed—for once—but the above
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description is generally applicable. The fish are in the main very good,
but I am afraid your feeling towards things Caledonian would not be
softened by any of the sights to be enjoyed here—at all events, your
interjection respecting Sherry Cobbler, “Sweets to the sweet,”" is only
in a very modified sense to be transferred to either the fish or the
fishermen.

But, my dear Mr. Harrison, how have you deferred so long your
initiation into the depths of Sherry Cobbler? I can vouch for its having
been a favourite beverage among the bishops for some time back—I
saw one imbibing it with great dexterity,” and it was to be conjectured
with great relish. | would rather have seen your friend, however, than
any bishop. For the thing itself, | think the glory of it is in the getting at
it; it is worth a straw—and no more. The ice is very pretty to look at,
but it comes to something very like spoiled lemonade in the end. Your
epigram is worth a butt of it.

Apropos of straws, | saw and heard a peasant—Ilet us grant a
shepherd—playing on a Real Pipe, the other day, for the first time in
my life, and that for his own amusement, as he plodded across the
meadows under Kenilworth Castle.

I was very much obliged to you for the serious part of your letter as
well as the jest of it—though most grieved to hear your report of our
present parliament. What we shall come to | cannot guess. | find the
laws of the crabs and limpets unchanged, and confine my studies to
their permanent politics—and their foundational principles of pinch
hard and hold fast . . .2

To his FATHER
DUNKELD, Wednesday Evening [25th August, 1847].

| intended staying here till | heard from Macdonald,* for it is very

beautiful, but I must go on. | feel so utterly down-hearted to-night that
I must get away to-morrow without going out again, for I am afraid of
something seizing me in the state of depression. | never had a more
beautiful, nor half so unhappy a walk as this afternoon; it is so very
different from Switzerland and Cumberland that it revives all sorts of
old feelings at their very source—and yet in a dead form, like
ghosts—and | feel myself so changed, and everything else so ancient,
and so the same in its ancientness, that, together with the

! [Hamlet, act v. sc. 1.]

2 [See Praterita, iii. § 28 (Vol. XXXV. p. 502).]

% [For the remainder of this letter, see Vol. VIII. p. xxvii.]
* [Of Crossmount: see Praterita, Vol. XXXV. pp. 423 seq.]
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name, and fear, and neighbourhood of the place, | can’t bear it. The
flow of the Tay before the window under the bridge, with its banks of
shingle and clear, soft, sliding, ringing water, is so unlike the Arve,
and every other stream, and so like itself—old Tay—the very Tay that
I remember in the Bridge-end house at the bottom of the garden'—the
very Tay for the association with which, however partial or imperfect,
I believe it is that | have so loved all other running streams—that it is
enough to break one’s heart to look at it. I have had a long ramble
among the woods—»but how different from Switzerland! Without the
power, luxuriance, size, splendour—or horror—how far more
graceful, pensive, historical and human! | came on a little bit of quiet
lake among the rocks, all belled about with heather and fresh with fern,
birch trunks over it, and ash, and silky beech, and on the other side a
copse of dark, slight-pointed, close-set pines, and the water divided
between water-lilies and blue sky. Then I got among some fallen rocks
with such fantastic Scotch firs growing out of them that they looked as
if they had been to Dunsinane and back again;® and then | saw some
leaves that | thought were not such as | was used to see grouped with
pine, and what should this be but a Spanish chestnut—and presently
another; and after that, at the bottom of a crag, and forming a dark foil
to a knob of birches, another tree which made me start again from its
strange look in such a place, and behold a great laurel—a laurel as big
as those in the Isola Madre—and ever so many bluebells just over it,
and then some oxalis not half so large in leaf as the Swiss, but as
beautiful, and all put together with a freedom and sentiment beyond
everything—a peculiar softness and wildness mixed, like the finest
Scotch music—and an intense melancholy too. But the far-off views
are not so good—indeed, the valley of the Tay and all the plain
towards Perth was as lovely as even the plain of Jordan; but the
hills—black moorlands, swells of purple peat and grey spectral
stone—no mountains—no cliffs—no peaks—no power. Yet great
space, and sublimity of a certain kind. | love it all, but | could not live
here. I am like Helena with Demetrius—I feel as if “I had found this
Scotland as a jewel mine own, and not mine own.”

(DUNKELD, Thursday morning.) A little better for the night’s
sleep, but don’t like to look at the Tay. Morning walk very sweet.
Found a gentian—very shabby—but heather nearly as good. | was not
the least prepared for the splendour of the Scotch heater—the shabby
little Swiss stuff is not fit to be called heather; here it almost makes

! [See Preterita, i. § 69 (Vol. XXXV. p. 62).]

2 [See Macbeth, Act v. sc. 7.]
% [See Midsummer Night’s Dream, Act iv. sc. 1.]
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up for Alpine rose, and in &therealness and dewy purity and flush of
colour is far finer, but I don’t know how to draw it. I shall try, but there
are no reds in painting good for anything. Certainly no one has ever yet
painted heather or bluebells properly.

(PITLOCHRIE, three o’clock.) Drive here from Dunkeld very lovely
in crag and river bits—one piece of valley view exquisite, but no
mountains, and the mere undulating bogs a bad upper termination of
the pine and larch woods. Children pretty—girls with hair in net bags
behind very picturesque and graceful, better than Swiss, and in feature
much better. | am comfortable here, with a pretty view from window,
and purpose staying here till Saturday. Love to my mother.

| found the air singularly soft this morning—not warmer, but as if
it had got mixed with eider-down.

To W. H. HARRISON
PITLOCHRIE, Saturday, 25th Sept. [1847].

MY DEAR MR. HARRISON,—You are very good to take so much
interest in my hermit life among the moors. | do not often write
descriptive letters now—for | have begun to get tired of descriptions of
natural scenery myself, and do not, therefore, calculate on the patience
of my friends—but indeed | hope that you will be induced by some of
those hospitable and kindly Scotch friends of yours to think better of
them than to leave their invitations ten years getting mouldy for lack of
use. Surely, now that Edinburgh is within a day’s journey—now that
you can breakfast in Langport Place® and dine at Holyrood—it would
be worth your while to divest yourself for a week or two of the troubles
of the Crown, and to try how your despised bannocks taste after a walk
through the heather. 1 know nothing that would give me so much
pleasure as hearing what were your impressions and sympathising
with the very great enjoyment which I am sure such a trip would
procure you. For myself, my mind has perhaps been too long
exclusively occupied, and my time too lavishly spent in enjoyment of
this kind: it has now in great measure lost its zest, and | can sit quietly
at home and read Greek grammar (neglected in its proper time) while
clouds are resting on hill tops, and breezes rippling the mountain
lakes—thinking sometimes, with self-reproach and sorrow, how much
more others would make of such opportunities, and what

! [Mr. Harrison lived at 2 Langport Place, Camberwell. “The Crown” was the
insurance office where Mr. Harrison was employed: see above, p. 24.]
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a rapture of delight a single such day as many that pass with me
indifferently would give to many, who “desire to see such days™* and
see them not. If, however, | can, by any description, convey to you any
of that pleasure which | have ceased myself to feel, it will give me
another pleasure quite as great.

Crossmount>—(short for Acrossmount—for there is no popery in
the Vale of Tummel, nor any crosses, beyond those of hard weather,
hard ground, hard times, and a scarcity of grouse)—or, as it is fully
entitled, Crossmount Lodge—is a very small whitewashed house, with
a little projecting square tower covered with ivy above the door,
dining-room and drawing-room and little library on the ground floor,
and some six or seven small bedrooms above. In front of it is a little
grass plot, considerably smaller than ours in front of Denmark Hill,
with a few beeches where our elms are, and a low stone wall, with a
flower border where our paling is; and beyond that, a green knoll, with
a little grey projecting crag at the top of it, set round with an irregular
clump of larches. A light gate here opens in the stone wall into a close,
green, beechey avenue; with a bank on one side of it set thick with
barberry bushes in full fruitage, and on the other, peeps between the
trunks of the beech trees up the vale of the Tummel. At the end of the
avenue an iron gate opens into the public road—a very narrow
one—which on the left ascends, where we will follow it presently, and
on the right descends into a dirty little hollow, always muddy in wet
weather, and known, therefore, as “the ford”; all the dirtier for the
neighbourhood of a little black cottage with a shapeless roof and a
doorway without a door, and a peculiar peaty, hot, anomalous flavour
about its atmosphere, and two or three healthy, red-faced,
irreclaimable rascals of boys grinning in a supernatural manner out of
the same—which establishment is more than suspected of being
principally devoted to the illicit preparation of “Rosée de montagne.”
On the left the road, as | said, ascends first through a wood of spruce
firs; then emerges on a bare moorland scattered over with rocks,
whence it descends into a broken hollow with a nameless, indefinable
middle course between a lake and morass in the bottom of it—a thing
on which neither boat can row nor biped walk—in which neither fish
can swim nor cattle feed, and which remains the undisputed property
of a large and respectable society of snipes. Round this the road is
carried, among the loose rocks,—crosses by a rude bridge the stream
which feeds it, winds under a little sparkling cascade set with a twisted

! [See Luke x. 24.]

2 [Where Ruskin had been staying with his friend, William Macdonald: see above, p.
75.]
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birch tree or two in the sides of it, and finally runs away in a long string
over the moors, nobody knows where.

Above the knoll and larch trees, seen in front of the house, rises,
first, the wood of firs through which the road runs; above this, a broken
range of rocky mounds, with a general tone of purple upon them given
by the heather, and a white spot or two moving—scarcely
visible—conjecturally sheep. Over the ridge of this is seen a very
blunt, stony, far-off, pyramidal mass of hill, commonly with a light
cloud resting on the top of it, which is a mountain of some note,
Schehallion, and which closes the prospect to the south.

At the east side of the garden and grass plot is a little door, in a
higher wall, which leads into a small square of kitchen garden, sloping
steeply down, and full of gooseberry bushes with berries on them in
clusters almost as close as grapes, but sickly with the wet weather and
sour in antiquated unripeness. At the bottom of the garden is the
gardener’s cottage, and the washerwoman’s—the Eve of the garden
performing that useful function. Past the cottage flows a little
streamlet, undefilable even by soap, and crossed by a large flat slate
for a bridge; and beyond the stream a winding path—so steep that you
feel like a stone going up and like a wheel coming down—recedes
among a straggling forest of birches with all manner of knots tied in
their trunks, and presently emerges on the arable part of the estate, an
irregular runlet of level ground, with scattered islands of rock, each
with its clump of birches, surrounded by golden oats (not cut a
fortnight ago), the corn running in and out among the crags as if it had
been melted and poured round them, yet every now and then giving it
quite up, in some narrowest of narrow inlets, where there is not room
even for scythe to swing, and which laps up into the rocks like green
water. Following the path a little further, one comes through a gate
into a wilderness of fern, with black, wild-eyed sheep rustling and
rummaging in it, and next down into a dark dingle with a rattling,
glittering stream giving you light at the bottom of it; and if you can get
over this, without slipping in—on two birch trunks with some turfs
upon them—you may climb up upon the other side until the
professional life of the path comes to a sudden termination at the foot
of a range of shattered cliffs, some fifty feet high. These, if you are not
tired, you may get up by keeping in the cracks and holding on by the
birch trunks, and when you are got up you will see literally no end of
moor, rolling away eastward like a great Red Sea, with shadows of
purple and grey, and far off—eighteen miles off—a gloomy,
deep-blue, solitary, peaked hill, which is an outlier of the Grampians,
popularly known as Ben Vracky.
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As | have only got from south to east, | see there is no chance of
post-boxing the compass under twopence, so | will send this sheet
to-day, and if you are not quite tired | shall pray for your further
company to-morrow. Kindest regards to Mrs. Harrison and the young
ladies. Remember me to the Miss Constables when you see
them.—Ever, my dear Mr. Harrison, faithfully and gratefully yours,

J. RUSKIN.

To the Rev. W. L. BROWN
PITLOCHRIE, 28th Sept.

MY DEAR MR. BROWN,—I proceed to say what | can, in answer to
“count 1” of your letter, giving up the reviews at once: “cant” is just
the word for them, and yet I believe that some of them are done by men
who really have genuine feeling, but do not know how to express it;
and, with regard to myself, | admit the charge of enthusiasm at once,
but my intended position—I know not if tenable or not—is that there is
a certain kind and degree of enthusiasm which alone is cognizant of all
truth, and which, though it may sometimes mistake its own creations
for reality, yet will miss no reality, while the unenthusiastic regard
actually misses, and comes short of, the truth. I am better able to assert
this now than formerly, because this enthusiasm is, in me, fast passing
away, and | can now in many instances compare the mode of sight of
apathy or common-sense with the mode of sight of enthusiasm; and |
most bitterly regret the loss of the keenness and perfection of the latter.
For instance, there was a time when the sight of a steep hill covered
with pines, cutting against blue sky, would have touched me with an
emotion inexpressible, which, in the endeavour to communicate in its
truth and intensity, I must have sought for all kinds of far-off, wild,
and dreamy images. Now | can look at such a slope with coolness, and
observation of fact. | see that it slopes at 20° or 25°, | know the pines
are spruce fir—“Pinus nigra”—of such and such an age; that the rocks
are slate of such and such a formation; the soil, thus, and thus; the day
fine, and the sky blue. All this | can at once communicate in so many
words, and this is all which is necessarily seen. But it is not all the
truth; there is something else to be seen there, which I cannot see but in
a certain condition of mind, nor can | make any one else see it, but by
putting him into that condition, and my endeavour in description
would be, not to detail the facts of the scene, but by any means
whatsoever to put my hearer’s mind into the same ferment as my mind.
A single word in a great
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poet’s hand and mouth can do this, and leaven the whole furama® but
if you bring such a word or description to the test of plain truth, I
suppose it would often seem to fail. One may entangle a description
with facts, until you come to pigments and measurements. For
instance, in describing “The Slaver,” if | had been writing to an artist
in order to give him a clear conception of the picture, | should have
said: “Line of eye, two-fifths up the canvass; centre of light, a little
above it; orange chrome, No. 2 floated in with varnish, pallet-knifed
with flake white, glazed afterwards with lake, passing into a purple
shadow, scumbled with a dry brush on the left,” etc. Once leave this
and treat the picture as a reality, and you are obliged to use words
implying what is indeed only seen in imagination, but yet what
without doubt the artist intended to be so seen; just as he intended you
to see and feel the heaving of the sea, being yet unable to give motion
to his colours. And then, the question is, not whether all that you see is
indeed there, but whether your imagination has worked as it was
intended to do, and whether you have indeed felt as the artist did
himself and wished to make you. Now the matter of the bent tree® is a
case exactly in point. In order to feel that picture as the artist intended
you, you must of course turn Romanist at once and believe thoroughly
in all the miracles of St. Jerome. That done, you will immediately feel
that it would have been immeasurably beneath the dignity of St.
Jerome to go hunting for a piece of timber to his purpose, when he
could manufacture one in an instant; and, as you believe that by raising
his finger, he at once made a savage lion kneel down to have his
blessing, (and afterwards act first as game-keeper and then as sexton to
himself and friends,) you will not insult him by supposing him to have
the slightest difficulty in dealing with stiffness of joints either in fir or
fig trees. You must feel that he had only to lay his hand or his book
upon him and they must turn into desks directly. And that this was
indeed what the painter meant, you have sufficient evidence; for, in the
first place, a scarlet mantle very full in the skirts and embroidered with
gold, a beard reaching to the waist, bare feet, and a bald head, do not
constitute a costume in itself suggestive of either a past or purposed
walk in the woods in search of crooked trees; and, in the second place,
the bend of the tree itself, though in pine trees just possible, is in a fig
tree so utterly

! [1 Corinthians v. 6.]

2 [See above, p. 67.]

% [See the description of Bellini’s “St. Jerome” in Modern Painters, vol. ii.: “A noble

tree springs out of a cleft in the rock, bends itself suddenly back to form a rest for the

volume, then shoots up into the sky” (vol. IV. p. 319).]
XXXVI. F
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against nature that you see at once that St. Jerome had better have set

out in search of a philosopher’s-stone pulpit than of such an one; and

to complete the assurance, the top of the tree, and all the other

vegetation of the pictures, are executed with a vivid accuracy and

knowledge of its nature which show that the deviation in the particular

instance is wilful, and to be regarded with interest and

attention. | am sure, therefore, in this case that | have

interpreted the pictures rightly; but of course such a

mode of interpretation is often liable to error, and

necessarily sometimes involves it. Many of the

passages respecting Turner are not actual descriptions

‘]; of the pictures, but of that which the pictures were

kﬁ intended to suggest, and do suggest to me. | do not say

- that much of my conjecturing may not be wrong, but |

//‘f}' say that in the main it is rightly concluded and carried

out, and that the superiority of Turner to other men

consists in great measure in this very suggestiveness; it is one of the

results of his own great imaginative power. For the rest, | know that in

some of the descriptions attempted, epithets gratuitously inapplicable

to any picture frequently occur—these | would willingly cut out, but |

do not think the book worth the trouble, and prefer leaving it as

characteristic of the enthusiasm of a young man: temperate and
deliberate writing will, I am afraid, be too soon, in me, compulsory.

I have not time to follow your letter farther to-day, but hope to be
able in the course of the week, and to draw out another letter from you,
for you do me much good. Only, by-the-bye, observe that all this
interpretation system of mine in no wise confounds bad painting with
good. It is only the good painter who sets you inventing, and if, as you
hint, | bring to him what | get out of him, how is it that | can do this
with no one else, and that | would not walk ten yards to see a landscape
by any other living painter? Kindest regards to Mrs. Brown and my
young friends.—Ever, my dear Mr. Brown, faithfully and respectfully
yours,

J. RUSKIN.
I would work out the Guiltiness of the ship for you," and force any

twelve householders to bring her in guilty that you could impanel, if |
had time.
! [See the description of Turner’s “Slaver” in Modern Painters, vol. i.: “The lurid

shadows of the hollow breakers are cast upon the mist of night, which gathers cold and
low, advancing like the shadow of death upon the guilty ship” (Vol. Ill. p. 572).]
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To the Rev. W. L. BROWN

FOLKESTONE, PAVILION HOTEL, 27th Nov. [1847].

MY DEAR MR. BROWN,—I have three kind letters of yours to
answer, one of which I indeed acknowledge, but without noticing its
account of the young traveller who asserted Switzerland to be “a take
in.” If not chargeable with mere and simple coxcombry, he may be
perhaps comforted by the hope that when he is a little older, he may be
able to take it in; or if not, he had better travel no more, or confine his
observations to men, and mathematics—many a good politician and
geometrician may be made out of the sort of half men whom nature left
without eyes, and who never can be said to see anything but with
vitreous humours; the eye, as | conceive, properly so called, implying
the brain working with the instrument—does it not? Best thanks also
for your farther remarks upon St. Jerome, etc., but surely it is not right
to parallel the pleasures of emotion and imagination with the mere
exaggerations of first impression. | think there is no tendency in pure
imagination to exaggerate at all, and it often exerts itself powerfully
upon things small and close at hand, incapable of
exaggeration—flowers, stones, low sounds, etc.—its essence being
not in increasing the thing itself, but in understanding more from it.
You say, in losing the delight | once had in nature | am coming down
more to fellowship with others. Yes, but | feel it a fellowship of
blindness. | may be able to get hold of people’s hands better in the
dark, but of what use is that, when | have nowhere to lead them, but
into the ditch? Surely, devoid of these imaginations and impressions,
the world becomes a mere board-and-lodging house. The sea by whose
side | am writing was once to me a friend, companion, master, teacher;
now it is salt water, and salt water only. Is this an increase, or
withdrawal of truth? I did not before lose hold or sight of the fact of its
being salt water; | could consider it so, if | chose; my perceiving and
feeling it to be more than this was a possession of higher truth, which
did not interfere with my hold of the physical one.

You ask what St. Jerome did in the woods with his scarlet mantle.
A difficult question to answer, for it involves the whole question of the
use, nature, and propriety of ideal treatment. For instance, take, treated
by the pre-eminently ideal masters, such a subject as the Nativity. The
Madonna is robed in blue and scarlet, a diadem on her head,
surrounded by a glory; she kneels to the Child; the manger is
represented as supported by inlaid columns of arabesque work; the
Child is crowned also, with a glory, a crimson cross in the centre of
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it. A cow and an ox, quaintly drawn, mark that the building is a
manger; they also are kneeling. Angels surround the whole in a circle
in the air, playing on all manner of instruments. Contrast with this the
unideal treatment, adopted by the Spanish and other (always
irreligious) later masters, where a woman meanly draped sits nursing a
baby in a stable.

It is impossible in a letter to enter into the profound metaphysical
guestions on which the choice of these treatments depends, but the
guestion of the St. Jerome robes is precisely the same. You say you do
not admire the master who requires such an interpretation. Nay, he
does not require it; his choice was between laying the book on a
common bank or stone, and laying it on the strange tree. Had he laid it
on the stone, there would have been no gain in any way, only a thought
the less. Laying it on the tree, he gives you the thought if you like to
take it; if you do not, neither are he or you worse off than if it had not
been expressed at all. There is no sacrifice made to introduce the
thought; you may enjoy the figure as much as if the tree were not there,
only the additional suggestion is ready for you, if you look for it. It
could not have been more clearly done—he could not have written on
the tree, “St. Jerome bent me”; and to my mind, the merit is all the
greater because there is no tradition about it. The Lion at his side is a
matter of course—that is traditional, as much as St. George’s dragon.
It attended him as his servant, and when he died, dug his grave . . .

To SAMUEL ROGERS!
DENMARK HILL, 17th December, 1847.

MY DEAR MR. ROGERS,—I only returned to town on Monday, and
to wait on you to-morrow will be the first, as it is always the happiest
of my duties. | have been where

“The squirrel leaps from tree to tree,
And shells his nuts at liberty.”
not even then without regretful thoughts of the better freedom of “St.
James’s grove at blush of day.”—Ever, my dear Sir, believe me
faithfully and respectfully yours, J. RUSKIN.

! [From Rogers and his Contemporaries, by P. W. Clayden, vol. ii. p. 322.
Re-printed in Igdrasil, March 1890, vol. i. p. 84, and thence in Ruskiniana, part i., 1890,
p. 6.]

2[See Roger’s Poems, “An Italian Song”; and, for the next quotation, “An Epistle to
a Friend” in the same volume.]
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1848

[Ruskin was married in April of this year to Miss Euphemia Chalmers Gray,
daughter of old friends of his parents. In August he and his wife went for a tour in
Normandy; some letters written thence to his parents and others, with extracts from his
diary, are given in Vol. VIII. pp. xxix-xxxiii. On his return he settled in Park Street,
Grosvenor Square, and set himself to writing The Seven Lamps of Architecture.]

To DR. JOHN BROWN®
DENMARK HiLL, 9th February [1848].

MY DEAR DR. BROWN,—I owe you my best thanks for your most
interesting review:? it is delightful as a memoir of such a man, and
equally so as a piece of very beautiful thought, and very perfect
writing. | do not recollect anything that has given me greater pleasure
than the account of the Doctor’s Sisyphian labours and ratiocinations
on the Pentlands, or than the very beautiful comparison of Genius,
talent, and information with the three several streams; but it is all
valuable. The worst of it was, that after all that we hear of your noble
old friend’s Thunder and Lightning, one is—at least | was—a little
disappointed by the quietness and sobriety of the extracts from the
Scripture readings. Is it at all possible to get a Calotype*® of him? |
suppose it must be now. There is certainly nothing like them for
rendering of Intellect,nor to my taste for everything else, except
beauty.

I liked the passage very much about self-forgetfulness, but how is
this virtue to be gained? Happy those whose sympathies stretch them
out like gold leaf until their very substance is lost. But there are
others—not unprincipled men—who yet cannot make themselves to
themselves transparent nor imponderable. They overbalance and block
out everything with their own near selves . . .

To MARY RUSSELL MITFORD*
Keswick, CUMBERLAND, Good Friday [April 21], 1848.

MY DEAR MIss MITFORD,—The pain of deep self-reproach was
mixed with the delight which your letter gave me yesterday. Two

! [No. 3 in “Letters from John Ruskin to Dr. Brown” in Letters of Dr. John Brown,
1907, p. 291.]

2 [Dr. Brown’s article on the Rev. Dr. Chalmers’ Works in the North British Review,
February 1848.]

% [See Vol. Ill. p. 169 n.]

* [From The Friendships of Mary Russell Mitford, as recorded in Letters from her
Literary Correspondents, edited by the Rev. A.G. L’ Estrange, 1882, vol. ii. pp.
108-111. Reprinted in Igdrasil, April 1900, vol. i. pp. 121-122, and thence
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months back | was each day on the point of writing to you to ask you
for your sympathy—the kindest and keenest sympathy that, | think,
ever filled the breadth and depth of an unselfish heart. But my purpose
was variously stayed, chiefly, as | remember, by the events on the
Continent, fraught to me with very deep disappointment, and casting
me into a depression and fever of spirit which, joined with some other
circumstances nearer home, have, until now that | am resting with my
kind wife among these quiet hills, denied me the heart to write
cheerfully to those very dear friends to whom I would fain never write
sadly. And now your letter comes, with all its sweetness and all its
sting. My very dear lady, believe me, | am deeply gratified for your
goodness, in a state of wonderment at its continuance to me—cold and
unthankful as | have seemed,—and | earnestly hope that in future it
may not so frequently have to take the form of forgiveness, nor my
sense of it that of remorse.

Nor did I shrink more from the silent blame than from the painful
news of your letter, though | conjecture that your escape, though
narrow, was complete—you say nothing of any hurt received.” | hate
ponies and everything four-legged, except an ass colt and an
arm-chair. But you are better and the spring is come, and | hope, for |
am sure you will allow me, to bring my young wife to be rejoiced
(under the shadow of her new and grievous lot) by your kind
comforting. But pray keep her out of your garden, or she will certainly
lose her wits with pure delight, or perhaps insist on staying with you
and letting me finding [sic] my way through the world by myself, a
task which I should not now like to undertake. | should be very, very
happy just now but for these wild storm-clouds bursting on my dear
Italy and my fair France, my occupation gone, and all my earthly
treasures (except the one I have just acquired and the everlasting Alps)
perilled amidst “the tumult of the people,” the “imagining of vain
things.”® Ah, my dear Miss Mitford, see what your favourite
“Bérangers” and “Gerald Griffins” do!® But these are thoughts as
selfish as they are narrow. | begin to feel that all the work | have been
doing, and all the loves I have been cherishing,

in Ruskiniana, part i., 1890, pp. 9-10. The words referring to Ruskin’s wife, though
included in Mr. L’Estrange’s book, were omitted in Igdrasil; they were re-inserted in
Ruskiniana (being there distinguished by inclusion in brackets). The letter has hitherto
been wrongly dated 1853.]

! [Miss Mitford had had a fall from her pony-chaise.]

2 [Psalms Ixv. 7; ii. 1.]

% [The Irish poet Gerald Griffin (1803-1840) is the subject of ch. vi. in vol. iii. of
Miss Mitford’s Recollections of a Literary Life. A letter from Miss Mitford (to Mrs.
Browning of July 30, 1848) records a visit from Ruskin and a story about her favourite
Béranger. “When Lamartine was in London a few years ago Mr. Rogers
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are ineffective and frivolous—that these are not times for watching
clouds or dreaming over quiet waters, that more serious work is to be
done, and that the time for endurance has come rather than for
meditation, and for hope rather than for happiness. Happy those whose
hope, without this severe and tearful rending away of all the props and
stability of earthly enjoyments, has been fixed “where the wicked
cease from troubling.” Mine was not; it was based on “those pillars of
the earth” which are “astonished at His reproof.”*

I have, however, passed this week very happily here. We have a
good clergyman, Mr. Myers? and | am recovering trust and
tranquillity, though | had been wiser to have come to your fair English
pastures and flowering meadows, rather than to these moorlands, for
they make me feel too painfully the splendour, not to be in any wise
resembled or replaced, of those mighty scenes, which I can reach no
more—at least for a time. | am thinking, however, of a tour among our
English abbeys—a feature which our country possesses of peculiar
loveliness. As for our mountains or lakes, it is in vain that they are
defended for their finish or their prettiness. The people who admire
them after Switzerland do not understand Switzerland—even
Wordsworth does not. Our mountains are mere bogs and lumps of
spongy moorland, and our lakes are little swampy fishponds. It is
curious | can take more pleasure in the chalk downs of Sussex, which
pretend to nothing, than in these would-be hills, and | believe | shall
have more pleasure in your pretty lowland scenery and richly painted
gardens than in all the pseudo-sublime of the barren High-lands except
Killiecrankie. I went and knelt beside the stone that marks the spot of
Clavers’ death-wound, and prayed for more such spirits—we need
them now . . .

My wife begs me to return her sincere thanks for your kind
message, and to express to you the delight with which she looks

asked him, with strong interest, to give him some details about Béranger, ‘the greatest
French poet.” ‘Ah! Béranger,” said M. de Lamartine, ‘he made advances to me, and of
course wished for my acquaintance; but he is a sort of man with whom | do not choose to
have any connexion!” Think of that! Mr. Rogers told the story himself, with the greatest
indignation, to the Ruskins, and they told it to me” (Life of Mary Russell Mitford, vol. iii.
p. 211).]

1 [Jobiii. 17; xxvi. 11. Ruskin’s letter reflects the excitement caused by the events of
’48. In France the Revolution had broken out on February 22; Louis Philippe fled to
England, and the Republic was proclaimed. In Italy there were revolutions in many
States; Carlo Alberto declared war upon Austria in March, and in April pushed his
troops beyond the Mincio. The fortune of war, which was to give the victory to the
Austrians under Radetzky, was uncertain at the time of this letter.]

2 [Frederic Myers (1811-1851), perpetual curate of St. John’s, Keswick; father of F.
W. H. Myers.]
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forward to being presented to you—remembering what | told her
among some of my first pleadings with her that, whatever faults she
might discover in her husbhand, he could at least promise her friends,
whom she would have every cause to love and to honour. She needs
them, but I think also deserves them.—Ever, my dear Miss Mitford,
believe me, faithfully and affectionately yours, J. RUSKIN.

P.S.—I ought to tell you that we have sent cards to no one, or most
certainly this formality would not have been omitted with Miss
Mitford.

To GEORGE RICHMOND
DENMARK HILL, 1st of May [1848].

MY DEAR RICHMOND,—I found on my return home with my wife
on Thursday your drawing of my father' placed opposite me in my
own little study, and it is quite impossible to tell you how happy I am
every moment in looking at it, nor how much it wins from me of fresh
affection and admiration every day. | am but just beginning to
understand it, and to see what you have put into it, and now | am glad
that you chose that look of gentleness rather than the more frequent
(not more characteristic) gloom or severity, for the portrait is
becoming more and more alive every day, and it gladdens me to see
my father smiling on me.

I am coming to see you as soon as | can. | have been committing
and causing my wife to commit all kinds of breaches of etiquette,
sending no cards to any one to begin with. I daresay | shall bring her to
see you some day soon, and Mrs. Richmond, which | suppose will be
another, but a more pardonable one. When will you come and see me,
and tell me whether it is of any use to write or think about painting any
more, now, or whether there will be no painting to be loved but that
“which more becomes a man than gilt his trophy”?* | feel very
doubtful whether I am not wasting my life, and very sad about all. Alas
poor Milan, and my beloved spire, and now Verona in the thick of it.
And I have had the pleasure of finding that there is verily nothing in
England or Scotland which has any power upon me (in the way of
hills, I mean). I believe the Lowland pastures and winding brooks are
the only things here.

! [The crayon drawing is at Brantwood.]
2 [Coriolanus, Act i. sc. 3.]
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What fine things (the red and blue Christian excepted) Palmer has
in the Water Colour,* but the wretches—the best of them all up at the
ceiling.

Kindest regards to Mrs. Richmond, and the best love to Mary,
Julia, Laura, and Tom. | have not seen your brother for a melancholy
time; kindest remembrances to him.—Ever affectionately yours,

J. RUSKIN.

To MARY RUSSELL MITFORD?
DENMARK HILL, AUGUST 7, 1848.

DEAR Miss MITFORD,—I could not answer your kind note when |
received it, being fairly laid up at the time in pillows and coverlets; and
I am now just leaving home again, and have many things to arrange
before half-past ten (it being now half-past seven), so that | have but
time to pack, | hope safely, these two flowers, the ranunculus, the
hardiest and highest (and most scornful of all common flower
comforts, such as warmth, fellowship, or good entertainment in the
way of board and lodging) of all Alpine plants; a loose stone or two,
and a drop of dirty ice-water being all it wants; and the soldanella, of
which the enclosed little group is a fair specimen, which is equally
distinguished for its hurry to be up in the spring. | shall be happy in
thinking that my poor pets, in my exile, have at least the consolation of
some share in Miss Mitford’s regards. | was delighted to hear of your
most enjoyable little trip. 1 have sent this, however, for safety to
Reading. | trust you will now have better weather than hitherto.

I am going to take your advice, and try France for a week or two.
My wife desires her most sincere regards (best thanks from me for
your kind expressions towards her), and my mother and father beg to
join theirs.—Ever, my dear Madam, believe me faithfully and
respectfully yours,

J. RUSKIN.

! [Samuel Palmer’s drawings in the Exhibition were:—(51) Mountain Flocks; (122)
Woodland Scenery; (175) The Ruins of a Monastery; (204) Christian descending into the
Valley of Humiliation (Pilgrim’s Progress); (217) Mercury driving away the Cattle of
Admetus; and (251) Crossing the Common.]

2 [The Friendships of Mary Russell Mitford, vol. ii. p. 127. Reprinted (with the
omission of the last sentence) in lIgdrasil, April 1890, vol. i. p. 124, and thence in
Ruskiniana,part i., 1890, p. 12. The date has hitherto been wrongly given as “1854”.]
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To his FATHER
Lisieux, 24th August, Thursday [1848].

As | have been more delighted than ever with this country, | have
been more disgusted than ever with its inhabitants—not but that we
have met with sensible and agreeable people, and that all are so far
sensible that we have not spoken to one person who does not regret all
that has lately happened of tumult and disorder, for the substantial
reason that all have suffered for it. But the mental and moral
degradation are beyond all | conceived—it is the very reign of sin, and
of idiotism.

It has made me think something more seriously than usual of all
the old difficulties which so often have arisen in men’s minds
respecting God’s government of this world, and many other
difficulties which stand in the way of one’s faith. | believe that you, as
well as 1, are in this same condition, are you not, father? Neither of us
can believe, read what we may of reasoning or of proof; and I tell you
also frankly that the more | investigate and reason over the Bible as |
should over any other history or statement, the more difficulties I find,
and the less ground of belief; and this | say after six years of very
patient work of this kind, at least in those hours set apart for such
study.

Now, this is very painful—especially so, it seems to me, in a time
like the present, full of threatening, and in which wickedness is so
often victorious and unpunished; nothing but sorrow can come from a
doubtful state of mind even in this world. | was reading, too, those
opening thoughts of Pascal in which he assumes that there is no proof
of there being a God; but, as he has a right also to assume, that there is
no proof of there being none—(certainly the difficulties on that side
are quite as great as on the other)—and there shows the utter absurdity,
in the state of equal chance, of not risking our all, our life, conduct,
etc., on the chance of there being a good God—for if there be, the gain
is infinite; and if not, the loss is nothing. Now, I think this is good
logic, and I began to consider what we have to risk on that side. Pascal
says the first thing we have to give up or lay in the stake, for eternal
life, is our human reason. Now, it had struck me—before reading this,
after | had fully stated to myself and admitted the difficulty of belief in
the Bible if | treated it as another history—that it was natural and likely
that this should be so. Christ’s words are, “This

! [See the opening pages of the second part of the Pensées; and, a little later, where

Pascal says: “Let us weigh the two cases: if you gain, you gain all; if you lose, you lose
nothing. Wager then unhesitatingly that He is.”]
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is the work of God, that ye believe in Him whom He has sent.”” Now,
if faith be a work, it cannot be the result of reasoning, because
otherwise we could not avoid it nor help it, and any philosopher who
would read the Bible and study it must believe—as he must, unless he
be a fool as well as a philosopher, believe Euclid or Thucydides. But
now God does not choose that faith shall be obligatory or easy. He
chooses that it shall be a work and deserving of reward. He has
certainly a right to demand from us something—anything—in return
for the great gift of eternal life. Now, what can He ask of us? He has no
pleasure in our pain. He cannot ask penance. He cannot ask His own
gifts back again: of what use to Him are they—sacrifice—offerings?
But there is one thing which He has made it ours to give. He has put it
into our hands that we may give it or withhold as we choose—that is
confidence. He asks us to trust Him—to trust Him without proof. This
is certainly the highest honour we can pay Him; but to trust Him with
proof would be no honour at all—we do as much for men every day. If
there were enough proof it would be no longer ours to refuse to trust if
we choose. But we can; God has not forced our confidence. Nay, He
has made it rather difficult for us to give it Him. But He has made it
possible for us to give it Him, and has made it almost as difficult, if we
think at all, to refuse it. Now, on this He makes our life hinge. “Will
you believe Me—against part of your reason; will you take your
chance, will you choose your side, and risk all for Me—before | have
given you all the proof that your heart desires that | am? You can do no
better—and this is all that you can do for Me—and that | demand.”

Now, is not this fair? and can we not believe if we will? Suppose
we give up all reasoning about the matter and resolutely determine to
believe with all our hearts, | fancy that this choice and determination
once made, convincing proofs will soon be vouchsafed. But you and |
have begun at the wrong end, and have impertinently asked for the
proofs first—is not this so, my dearest father—and do not you think it
is high time for us both to try the other way? If one were to calculate
averageable life at eighty years, with a doubtful evening after that
time, and suppose this represented by a day of sixteen hours from six
morning till ten night, | am now at noon, you at six in the
evening—with both of us the day is far spent>—I never think my day
worth much after twelve o’clock. And yet | fear—forgive me if | am
wrong—that neither of us have either chosen our master or begun our
work.

! [John vi. 29.]
2 [See Romans xiii. 12.]

»l
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I have your letter with proofs, which | have corrected, and
re-enclose. Thank God, my mother is better. |1 had no idea of the
seriousness of the illness, but I trust that after it she may be better than
she has been for some years. As for the Turners, pray do not annoy
yourself; | daresay Turner will give me the sketches, but | do no care;
at any rate do not let us offend him, but get the rest of our drawings, if
possible, as we have got the two, perhaps least agreeable—for the rise
in price we are indebted partly to ourselves—my book must have done
it, or it must have had no effect at all; let us only think whether the
drawings still are not well worth the money. To compare any new one
with Caoblentz is vain; | expect nothing like it, but | would not give that
drawing for £500 unless | were starving.® All the others have water in
them except two, and, by your account of the colour, I cannot help
hoping much even from Brunig. All Turner’s green and blue drawings
that | ever saw were magnificent. How does it compare with our bad
Altdorf,? with the crutches?—the dark colour in the middle of that, the
trees, | think really bad.

1849

[The Seven Lamps of Architecture was published in the spring of this year, after
which Ruskin and his parents went abroad, his wife going meanwhile to her parents in
Scotland. This tour is described in Praeterita, ii. ch. xi. During a portion of it Ruskin left
his parents at Vevay and went to Zermatt, etc. Letters written to them thence are given in
Vol. V. pp. xxiii.—xxxi. After a short time in London, Ruskin started with his wife for
Venice, where he spent the winter at work upon The Stones of Venice. A letter written
thence to his father in December is given in Vol. IX. pp. xXiX.—=xxX.]

To his FATHER
[31 PARK STREET,] Wednesday [January 31, 1849].

I little thought when | saw you into your carriage at ten o’clock
yesterday morning, that at the same hour that evening | should be
performing the same agreeable duty to Madlle. Jenny Lind. But so it
was, for a note came for me as soon as | got home, from Mr. George,3
asking me to dine with her and his sister and him, in a quiet way, at
half-past six. | found, when I went, only Mr. George and

! [For the drawing in question, see Vol. XIII. pp. 454, 599.]

2 [Perhaps the drawing mentioned in Vol. XI1I. p. 598.]
% [A friend of Ruskin and his father, much beloved by them both.]
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his sister, two lady friends staying in the house, Dr. Skiey, and Jenny
Lind. I was much surprised at first, the fact being that she is very
remarkably plain, and she was fatigued by the concert the night before;
her manner most sweet and ladylike. Conversation at dinner turned
chiefly on Alps and Alpine and Swedish scenery: speaking of the
French, she said they seemed to be a nation shut out from the common
portion of God’s blessing upon men, and deservedly so. | interceded
for them, and said that the peasantry were not altogether spoiled, that
they only wanted an honest government and true religion. “You have
said All in that last word,” she replied.

After coffee she sat down at the piano and sang several
little—what Cattermole would call “far away bits” of Swedish song. |
said that | had heard she herself chiefly liked Mendelssohn? “If I like
him,” she said, with singular intensity—evidently translating the
French of her thought—"“Si je I’aime!” then pausing for an
instant—"Did you know him?” “No.” “Better for you you did not.”
“How so?” “The loss—too great,” she said, her voice evidently
faltering a little. I had no idea she was personally so attached to him, or
I should not have spoken of him.

I said it was better to have known and to remember. She remained
quiet for half a minute, and then sang Bellini’s “Qui la voce” very
gloriously, prolonging the low notes exactly like soft wind among
trees—the higher ones were a little too powerful for the room, but the
lowest were heard dying away as if in extreme distance for at least half
a minute, and then melted into silence. It was in sound exactly what the
last rose of Alpine sunset is in colour.

She then rose, and soon after left us—to my great disappointment,
for I was in hopes of getting a little quiet talk with her, and perhaps of
getting her to see the Turners at Denmark Hill. However, when | began
speaking to my mother about it this morning she was horrified, so it is
just as well I did not. She seems to look upon her just as on an ordinary
actress.

Mr. George has been unwell with influenza and was afraid to go to
the door with her, so | saw her shawled and took her to her carriage.
Meantime Effie had gone to Mrs. Milman’s, where, after Jenny Lind’s
departure, | followed her, and found Dr. and Miss Buckland and Frank
Buckland, Mr. and Mrs. Liddell, Lady Lyell and her sister, Lord
Lansdowne, Lady Mary Wood, Professor Taylor, and a good many
more. | had a long talk with Lord Lansdowne about Normandy, and
Effle about something else. | will get her to send you a herself, for she
knows much more about the whole of it than I, but I will try and
remember something for to-morrow.
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To the Rev. CANON DALE"
DENMARK HiLL, 22nd March [1849]

DEAR MR. DALE,—I was much struck by your appeal and
interested by your report, respecting your enormous and oppressive
charge and burden in that unhappy parish. I will send you the other
half of the enclosed note to-morrow—or perhaps, | had better wait
until you favour us with a single line saying you have this. | am afraid
I may not be able to get into town on Tuesday, or | would not give you
this trouble. | trust Mrs. Dale is better and gains strength.—With
sincere regards to her and to all my friends, ever faithfully and
gratefully yours, J. RUSKIN.

I am very sorry both for the cause and the fact of your leaving us in
the city—and the more so because | am vexed at the way in which
people take up the question of choice of a successor,—instead of
simply considering who would be most useful, and who would leave
you least cause to regret the necessity of your own abandonment of us.
I hear everybody talking about clergymen’s incomes as if the founder
of that lecture had meant it only to provide a poor clergyman with a
living. What business have they with that matter? The man that
preaches most truth and with most power is the man that should have
it—if he had a million a year besides; though of two good men, one
would of course give it to the poorest; but it is a bitter shame, in my
mind, and a foul want of charity to accuse Mr. Melvill of avarice
because he comes forward for this thing. Cannot they understand that
such a man may feel it painful to hold his tongue, and may feel that he
has no power of doing the good he was meant to do and this is the thing
he needs?

To GEORGE RICHMOND
PAVILION HOTEL, FOLKESTONE, 18th April [1849].

DEAR RICHMOND,—I was not less vexed—as you may well
suppose—to leave home without seeing you—except that only to see
you to say good-bye would have been little good; but I am more than

! [Ruskin’s former tutor: see Vol. 1. p. xxxiii., and above, p. 6. From The Life and
Letters of Thomas Pelham Dale, edited by his daughter, Helen Pelham Dale, 1894, vol.
i. pp. 48-49. The letter was written after Canon Dale (father of the Rev. T. P. Dale) had
gone from the parish of St. Bride’s to that of St. Pancras. In consequence of his arduous
parochial duties, he resigned in 1849 the Golden Lectureship (in the gift of the
Haberdashers’ Company) at St. Margaret’s, Lothbury, which he had held since 1841.
Mr. Melvill (for whom, see Vol. XXXV. p. 386), who was a candidate for the
lectureship, was criticised as a “pluralist.” He was elected, and held the lectureship from
1850 to 1856.]
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consoled by the chance your letter holds out of our seeing you in
Switzerland. | hasten to tell you exactly what we propose. | have an
appointment with a friend® at the foot of Mont Cenis for 6th May,
D.V., with whom | hope to pass ten days. | shall then be with my
Father and Mother, for two months, at one of two places, Vevay or
Chamouni; and we sincerely hope that it may be in your power to join
us; and if you will come to either place, I think I never promised
myself so much happiness in anything as | do in going with you into
some pet places that | know of around them. If, therefore, you can set
off any time this two months, you have nothing to do but to come
straight to Geneva, and ask where we are from the landlord of the
Hotel des Bergues, to whom all our letters will be addressed; or if you
will send me a line addressed Hotel des Bergues, a week before, |
would either be there to meet you myself, or send a letter with exact
information. But indeed we can be only at one of the two places; and
although I speak only of my own pleasure, | do think that | could make
you very happy: you would come on excursions with me all day; and in
the evening, you could either be quiet in our little room with us, if you
liked, or if you wanted a little company, there is always enough in the
Chamouni and Vevay table d’hotes. If, however, you cannot come till
after the two months, you would find me, as | propose to stay in
Switzerland after my father and mother return, in a much more savage
place—Zermatt, at the foot of Monte Rosa: then you would have much
less comfortable quarters, and no company but the goats, and
me—scenery so sublime that my mother thinks it would be oppressive
to you, and make you melancholy; she, however, is personally
interested in getting you to Chamouni. But pray try and come to one
place or the other—I shall be so bitterly disappointed now if you do
not. I am thankful that at any rate you purpose resting. Pray take strong
measures at once; there is nothing like thorough dealing with illness in
good time. Do not tamper nor procrastinate. | have heard much that
has made me anxious about you—pray get a positive opinion from a
good physician, and act upon it sternly. | am to be here—still revising
proofs—until Monday; and should be very grateful for another line,
confirming the hope of seeing you among the Alps.

Love to Tom—poor fellow—and Mary and Julia and Laura and
Willy; all our kindest regards to Mrs. Richmond.—Ever most
affectionately yours, J. RUSKIN.

A letter would reach me here sent on Saturday.

! [Richard Fall: see Praeterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 440.]
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To Miss J. WEDDERBURN?

PRINCE OR PRINCESS—something or other—near BOULOGNE,
Monday, 24th April [1849].

MY DEAR Miss WEDDERBURN,—I was released from printers’
demons on Saturday afternoon, and | write to you as soon as | can.

It often happens to me to be asked by painters to look at their
pictures. | never go, if I can help it; when | do, | say as many civil
things as | can, quickly, and bow myself out. If I thought you like
people in general, | should do the same to you, now especially, for my
hand is tired with writing and my eyes with touching etchings that
have failed me: but you are a very extraordinary person, and | believe
you will not quarrel with me for treating you as if you had more sense
than most. | have heard that you don’t like blame; but | don’t care.
Nobody does, for that matter; but | don’t believe that you cannot take it
as well as any one else, and | should think you had so little of it that it
would be an agreeable change, so | shall write exactly what | felt about
your picture.

In the first place, | don’t like an elaborate jest. No jest will bear the
time necessary to paint it, unless it involves the portraiture of human
character also, as with Wilkie, Hogarth, and Teniers. But there is not
much jest in a pair of horses frightened by a steam whistle—and the
little that there is evaporates long before you have laid your first coat
of colour. Your subject would have made a vignette for Punch, but is
not fit for canvas, and even in Punch would have needed some word
fun to carry it off. Moreover, the jest is not even one which exhibits
your animals: neither horses nor men are seen to advantage kicking. It
is a mean expression of resistance.

In the second place, do not suppose that you can dispense with
those ordinary occurrences of sublimity and beauty which have been
the subject and food of painting from the earliest ages: there has been
machinery in the world since the days of Cheops, if not of Asshur; and
that machinery has been historically represented on works of art—as
our railroads ought to be, if we built pyramids; but machinery never
has been chosen as a subject, nor can ever become an agreeable one.
You may say you like it; | say your taste is morbid and must be
changed. There are certain licences of taste,

! [Afterwards Mrs. Hugh Blackburn: see Vol. XXXIV. p. 482. Ruskin refers to this
letter, written in his carriage on board the steamer, in Praeterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 437. At
the head of the sheet Ruskin wrote: “Shaky steamer made my hand worse even than

usual.” His “release” refers to Seven Lamps of Architecture, which had been passed for
the press.]
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beyond which no one may safely go. One person may legitimately like
beef, and another mutton; but when my wife was a little girl and took
to eating slate-pencil, her governess whipped her until she left off; and
you ought to be whipped till you give up painting railroads. There is no
nourishment in them.

But the strange thing is that you have not only chosen the ugliest
subject you could get, but the ugliest possible conditions of it! There
are sublimities about certain railroad phenomena—one in the bulk and
length and weight of the carriages drawn—which you have lost by
drawing only the engine. Another in the blackness, fire, and fury of the
engine itself,* which you have lost by painting it in broad daylight, and
of the pastoral colour of bright green. Another in the length of the
line—which you have lost by putting a bit of it only, straight across
your picture; and another in the height of the embankments, which you
have lost by putting them below you. Don’t tell me you drew it as it
was. A change of ten feet in your position might have given you a
sublime subject. 1 don’t know how without extreme ingenuity you
could get into a position so universally bad; and as if not content with
that, you must needs pull the rein of your horse exactly parallel with
your rail, as if you were a bricklayer and were going to build over your
picture—I am losing my temper—and must put up my things besides;
for the coast of France enlarges. | have a great deal more to say yet.

(CHAMPAGNOLE, JURA, Saturday evening.) You will say | have
taken my time to recover my temper, but | have been on French roads
ever since, and they are not calculated to calm one, any more than your
grasshopper railroad. Where was 1? On the tight-rope, | see—and |
have not done with the rail, neither: but what | have to say next is
apropos of general colour.

It does not seem to me that it is enough understood that colour
cannot be indifferent; it must be either thoroughly good and right, or it
is a blemish. There are many subjects which do not want colour at all,
and of those which are the better for it, none are bettered unless it be
very good: hundreds of painters spoil their thoughts by painting them;
they might be beautiful draughtsmen, but they ruin all by putting on
bad colour; and they forget that colour is the most trite and
commonplace truism of art unless it be refined. | passed a French sign
to-day: “A I’arbre Vert.” The word “vert” adds marvellous little to the
idea of the tree; and the green paint adds just as little to the drawing of
it—unless the green be precious as colour.

1 [As in Turner’s picture: see Vol. XXXV. p. 601.]
XXXVI. G



98 LETTERS OF RUSKIN—VoL. | [1849

Now, | am not sure whether | can tell you what I mean by
preciousness in colour;—I should have fancied from those rats’ paws
that | saw of your drawing, that your eye for colour was exquisite; and
yet, if | had seen this picture for the first example of your work, I
should have said you had no eye for colour at all, and would never
paint. Whether you have or have not, | cannot yet tell: this only I can
tell you, that the colours of the landscape in that picture are wrong, not
merely cold and lifeless, but discordant. They would produce on the
eye of a good colourist actual suffering, like that which singing out of
tune would cause to a musician; and exactly as the musician would
wish the person who sang to speak plainly, so the colourist would wish
you to leave colour alone, and draw only. Still, those rats’ paws make
me think you have it in you; but you will have to work hard to get at it,
even to get the sense of what is right. If you will go to the National
Gallery and look at the picture of Van Eyck,' you will see in the
woman’s gown what | mean by precious colour, in green, and if you
will copy carefully (ladies do go—do they not?>—to the National
Gallery to copy) Titian’s Bacchus and Ariadne,? | think the light will
come upon you all at once: | doubt if you will get it by going on from
nature, and | cannot show you what | mean unless | could have a talk
with you; only pray recollect this, that painting is not squeezing the
colour you want on your palette, and laying it on point-blank, blue
when you want blue, and yellow when you want yellow. Colour is not
to be got so cheaply; anybody could paint if that were all. Good colour
is to be got only by a series of processes; deliberate, careful, and
skilful. Suppose you want a clear green, for instance; you must lay a
ground; first of pure white—that goes over all your picture; then, if
you want your green deep and full, | believe the best practice is to lay a
coat of red solidly first—perhaps two or three processes being needed
to get this red what you want. That being ready to dry and fix, you
strike over it the green with as few strokes as possible, so as to run no
chance of disturbing the under colour. For another kind of green you
lay white first; then yellow, pure, upon the lights, and subdued upon
the shadows; then you glaze the whole with transparent blue; and so
on, there being different processes for every kind and quality of
colour—all this requiring the greatest skill and patience and
foreknowledge of what you have to do—you having often to bear to
see your picture white where it is to be yellow, and brown where it is to
be grey, and red where

! [“Jean Arnolfini and his Wife,” No. 186: for other references to the picture, see

Vol. XII. pp. 256, 257, 405; and below, p. 490.]
2 [No. 35: for numerous other references to the picture, see the General Index.]
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it is to be green, and blue where it is to be purple, and so on. Of all
this—which is the Art—you seem to me to have no idea; you go
straight at it, as a monkey would (and with something of the same love
of mischief, | think): many artists, so called, of the day, do it too, and
many of them draw cleverly with their heavy colour; but they are not
Painters, though they think themselves so; they can’t Paint—they can
merely draw and daub. I only know three Painters in the Royal
Academy—Mulready, Etty, and Turner. Of these, Etty hardly ever
does more than sketch, though he sketches the right way. Turner has
methods of his own, suited for his own purpose, and for nobody else’s.
Mulready has got some awkward crotchets about using his colour thin
on the lights and letting the white come through, and often spoils his
work by treating it like water-colour and stippling; but he is still the
best guide you can have, if you have influence with him to make him
frank with you. If he says you paint well at present, he is flattering you
and treating you like a girl; tell him so, and make him speak out, and
he will teach you marvellous things.

Now, | have a good deal more to say to you—(as I shall not fill my
paper, | needn’t write across this sheet)—but | shall be travelling (I
hope) to-morrow, and busy next day; and it is time you should have
this, in case you are beginning another picture: so | will merely tell you
that | thought your birds, one and all, quite delicious, and better in
mere painting than the rest of the picture; and | was much struck by the
thoughtfulness of the whole—but you must feel as well as think, and
be unhappy when you see gentlemen doing nothing but smoke and
lean over a railroad bridge, with fancy dogs. As I said before, that is all
very well for Punch, but it is not fit to be painted seriously. You are
capable of great things; do not affect the Byronic mélange. | believe
that in him it was affectation—not conscious affectation, but actual
affectation nevertheless—and if you mean to do anything really good
or great, do not condescend to the meanly ludicrous. | think you might
paint Dante if you chose; don’t paint Dickens. Cultivate your taste for
the horrible and chasten it: I am not sure whether you have taste for the
beautiful—I strongly doubt it—but you can always avoid what is
paltry; your strong love of truth may make you (as a painter) a kind of
Crabbe,' something disagreeable perhaps at times, but always majestic
and powerful, so only that you keep serious, but if you yield to your
love of fun it will lower you to a laborious caricaturist. | haven’t time
to be modest and polite, nor to tell you how much I respect your talent,
nor how glad I should be if | could do anything

! [Compare Vol. X. p. 231 n., where Crabbe is instanced as a typical “Naturalist.”]
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like what is in your power: | can do nothing, but | have thought about
art, and watched artists, more than most people, and | am quite sure
that I am right in the main respecting what | have told you; and when |
come back to London, if I can have some nice quiet talk with you, or if
you will come and draw with me and help me, as you kindly said you
would, I think | may perhaps be able to set some of these matters in
stronger light for you.—Meantime accept my best wishes for your far
advance in the art you love, and believe me ever, faithfully and
respectfully yours, J. RUSKIN.

To GEORGE RICHMOND
VEVAY, 20th May [1849].

MY DEAR RICHMOND,—Since | wrote to you from Folkestone |
have been travelling every day—or, as for the last week, climbing
among snow; but I am now established on the Lake of Geneva for the
next three weeks, and | and my father and mother are all anxious, in
the first place, to hear of your health; in the second, to hear if there be
any chance of your coming to us. Not, | suppose, at any rate for some
time. By the report of the few papers we can get here, the London
season seems busy, and the exhibitions interesting; nor need you be in
haste, for there is still far too much snow on the mountains to admit of
pleasant excursions among them, and the Alpine roses are not in
bloom yet. By the time they are, we shall be, | trust, in Chamouni; and
when | think the best time for the mountains is coming, | will write to
you again. Yet no time can be wrong; for here, just now, | see
everything in new aspect; the blue hills and lake are continuously seen
through arches and thickets of apple blossom, and in the meadows
they are making narcissus hay—for all the rich grass they are just
beginning to cut is white over with the lily-like narcissus.” I have been
to Chamouni and over the Téte Noire, with some difficulty, over much
snow; their spring is not begun yet, nothing showing its face but the
Soldanella; three weeks will make a Paradise of it. If you can come,
do; one has a curious sensation of being shut in by the hills from all the
noise and wickedness of the world. | hear of the Vatican’s being
undermined and Bologna bombarded,? as if it were no affair of mine;
and am quite prepared to hear of the Grand Canal

! [For Ruskin’s description of the narcissus-meads of Vevay, see Modern Painters,
vol. iii. (Vol. V. p. 284).]

2 [References to Garibaldi’s defence of the Roman Republic against the French, and
the Austrian capture of Bologna.]
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being filled up with the Doge’s palace. One can’t attain such
equanimity as that anywhere but among the Glaciers. In Chamouni
they have had no revolutions—a house or two knocked down, indeed,
and two old women carried off by the avalanches—nothing more. |
have not been living in Chamouni since | could draw trees; and | feel
as if I could do something with those pine rascals—we shall see. |
think if you will come and help me and draw me some St. Jeromes,’
we should give a good account of them. By-the-bye, I have been to the
Grande Chartreuse too—got wet going up, and couldn’t finish an
argument | got into with one of the monks, on the impropriety of his
staying up there and doing nothing.? He compared himself to Moses
discomfiting Amalek by holding up his hands. | begged him to observe
that Moses only came to that when he was too old to do anything else.?
I think I should have got the better of him, if it hadn’t been for the
weather. But my cold is quite gone; | cured it by sliding down the
Montanvert on my way back in the snow. I do hope you will be able to
write to me that you are better also, and are coming to us.

I hope you have received your copy of the Seven Lamps, and that,
as your name was among the first, it is a good impression. The plates
failed me terribly, and I think I must have done them on too light steel;
but I shall get experience in time and do better—one or two were quite
blundered and | had not time to replace them. I did not choose to give
more to this thing than the beginning of the year. But I think it may do
some good as it is, and | hope some of it may interest you; the
definition of the picturesque in the sixth chapter® | am rather proud of.
Do you recollect our first talk about that in your studio—in the place
which perhaps now Is not? You will be disappointed by what is said on
another subject interesting to you—architectural abstraction°—but it
was too huge a question to treat where it comes in.

I left especial orders with our gardener to be sure that there was
plenty of cream when Mary and Julia and Laura and Tom—who |
hope has recovered quite—go out to gather strawberries; judging by
the blossoms on the banks here, | should say it was coming near the
time. My love to them all. I wish you could bring them to Chamouni
with you. Our kindest regards to Mrs. Richmond and your
brother.—Ever, dear Richmond, most affectionately yours,

J. RUSKIN.
! [Probably a reference to discussions on a passage in Modern Painters: see Vol. V.
p. 319, and a letter to the Rev. W. L. Brown, above, p. 81.]
2 [See Preterita, Vol. XXXV. p. 476.]
% [Exodus xvii. 11, 12.]

* [See Vol. VIII. pp. 235-237.]
® [Ibid., pp. 170-172.]
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To his FATHER
CHAMOUNI, Sunday [26th Aug., 1849].

We have had a very nice English service here to-day, and are to
have an afternoon one—the best sermon | ever heard in this private
way. Our afternoon service will prevent my calling on the Abbé till
four, but I hope to find him then. Meantime | went down to near
Couttet’s house, to see the place where the Black Lady had been seen.
I sent for the children who had seen her, and was really delighted by
their gentle and simple manner; really these Chamouni children are
very charming creatures, and it is a pleasure to have any subject of
conversation with them. | don’t depend on their veracity, however, so
much as on their simplicity; all 1 can say is that if there be any
deception now, they are very much improved in their mode of getting
it up since | was last here. | saw three little girls, Constance, Rosine,
and Caroline, and one little boy, Amboise, who all spoke French;
another little fellow, very fidgety all the time, could only speak
through Judith’s interpretation. Constance is about twelve years old,
very intelligent, with a quiet, sensible face; Rosine, a sharp little
creature about nine. The last witness, whom | examined separately
from the rest, was little Elizabeth Balmat, the daughter of the Syndic.
All these children had seen for some hours, during Saturday and
Sunday last, the figure of a woman in a black dress, with something
white across the bosom, a white band across the forehead, and a black
round bonnet or cap. It leaned with its arms folded against the trunk of
a pine within two hundred yards of Couttet’s house, and was only
visible at a certain distance; the children went with me to the place and
showed me how far—*“déja ici on commenca de la voir,” Constance
said, when about ten yards from the tree—a young pine beside the
fence of the usual cattle path from the Arve bridge. | cross-examined
them as to the appearance of the phantom, but could get no more
details satisfactorily. They seemed not to have observed it accurately,
but there was no appearance of any understanding among them. They
turned indeed once or twice to each other, but it had simply the look of
the kind of reference which two people who have seen the same thing
naturally make to each other when any doubt is raised respecting it.
The answers were given with the most perfect quietness and
simplicity, as also Elizabeth Balmat’s: the latter child said, “Ca m’a
fait trembler beaucoup”; but the others said it had not frightened them,
except a little boy who

! [For another version of this Ghost Story, see Vol. XXXIV. p. 728.]
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saw it first with Constance, and who ran home in a great fright. Couttet
went to the place with them on Sunday last, while the phantom was
visible. The first thing he did was to cut the branches off the tree,
thinking some accidental shadow might deceive the children; but this
made no difference. Then he went and stood himself beside the tree
trunk; the figure was then seen by the children beside him; he moved
away, and it returned to its place. Monsieur L’ Abbé was next sent for,
but could make no impression on the Black Lady. | am just going to
see what he will say about it.

(Evening.) | have seen the Abbé, and been down again to the
haunted tree, and repeated Couttet’s experiments, the apparition being
“at home” with the same negative results. The younger priest was
down there also, and exceedingly puzzled; the strongest point of the
case is the thorough fright sustained by three of the children. It appears
that one of them last Saturday night could hardly be kept in his bed,
and was continually crying out that he saw the figure again; and to-day
Judith Couttet brought a little boy from the next village and told him
when at the place to look and tell her if he saw anything. The blood ran
into his face, and she saw (she told me) that “ca lui fit une resolution.”
She asked him, by way of trial, whether it was not a “poupet” that
some one had put there.

“Ce n’est pas un poupet—c’est grand,” the child answered. “Ca
est tout habillé en rouge?” asked Judith. “Non—C’est habillé tout en
noir.” “Mais ca est joli a voir, n’est ce pas?” “Non, ¢a n’est pas joli du
tout, du tout,— ¢’est bien laid.” The child then turned aside his head,
put it against Judith’s side, and would not look any more.

I think this a choice bit. | was afraid to tell it to Effie for fear of
making her nervous. Please keep this letter carefully, as | have no time
to make an entry in my diary. You will find another detail or two in
Effie’s. Itis a curious instance of the way in which stories improve the
moment they leave first hands, that, as | was returning from my
guestioning of Constance Couttet, a man told me that the ghost had
spoken to her, and “told her to look after her cows.” The fact on which
this very pastoral idea of a ghostly communication was founded, you
will find in Effie’s letter.

To the Rev. W. L. BROWN
VENICE, 11th December, 1849.

DEAR MR. BROWN,—Well might you wonder at your last kind
letter receiving no answer—never was a letter received more
gratefully, or read with more pleasure, or kept with more care in the
intention of answer
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by paragraphs; and even with such care it is now locked in my desk at
home, and | am here forgotten by all my friends except you, and
forgetting all my duties without exception, in my first (real and
sufficient) examination of Venetian architecture. Your letter was
anything but “cold blooded”; it was by far the most valuable I received
upon its subject—if it had been less valuable it would have been at
once answered; as it was, | put it aside while I went into the
mountains—I received it at Vevay—and when | came home | found
my wife much better and very desirous of some change of scene. She
asked me to take her to Venice, and as | had need of some notes for the
sketch of Venetian art which you would perhaps see advertised by
Smith and Elder, | was glad to take her there. Once again in ltaly with
the winter before me, | have engaged in a more detailed survey of the
Italian Gothic than I ever hoped to have obtained; finding, however,
the subject so intricate that | have forgotten or laid aside everything for
it. I have not written a single line to any of my friends, except two
necessary letters, since I left home, and my wife has been four weeks
in Venice without seeing, in my company, more than the guidebooks
set down as the work of half a day. | wish, nevertheless, that | could get
the book you so kindly have named to me here;—that subject never
loses its interest, and it would relieve me from the monotony into
which sections and measurements necessarily fall when first collected.
It is, however, doubtless a forbidden book here, but my father tells me
he has already got it, and it will be the first | ask for on my return. | am
truly happy that | had some share in leading you to an inquiry which
you have found so interesting, and not less so that | have now your aid
in myself pursuing it. So interesting, | say, as if it were an examination
into a fly’s foot, when, if interesting at all—that is, if showing some
probable chance of success—it could hardly but become the one
absorbing study of one’s life, and | am ashamed to think, at this
moment, of the eagerness with which, for a month back, | have been
catching at quarter of inch differences in the width of bits of marble.

There are indeed many other subjects of more living interest, and
too many of sorrow, here. But | am at present altogether petrified, and
have no heart nor eyes for anything but stone. There is little good to be
done, were | otherwise. The Italians are suffering, partly for sins of
past generations, partly for follies of their own: the sins cannot be
undone, nor the follies cured; and, | fear, their cup is not yet half full of
their punishment. The government is as wise and gentle as a Romanist
government well can be, and over a people of another language, the
soldiery of which the town is half full, singularly
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well-conducted and quiet, and | think the best customers they have for,
now, the chief articles of Venetian commerce—roasted chestnuts and
stewed pippins. Their miseries are their own causing, and their
Church’s, but they are pitiable enough still. Famine was written on all
faces when we first arrived here, and hopelessness is on them still;
most have lost friends or relations in the war, and all have lost half
their living, and their only plan of recovering it is by spending a
remaining quarter in votive candles and music. | never saw a people so
bigoted—in the real sense—so pious in church and impious out of it.
However, all this | can better talk over with you at home, where | hope
we shall see you next spring. | purpose staying here still for a month,
and then returning homewards by Florence and Geneva; but we cannot
reach home till the end of March, and then we must stay in London. |
do long for another chat at Wendlebury, but | cannot see how to
manage it at present; however, | will write to you as soon as we reach
England (and I hope, once or twice before). You have not said a word
about your young folks, but it is heartless work writing to a person
when you do not know whether he is to get your letter this year or the
next. However, if you have half-an-hour to spare now, and could send
me some account of them here—Poste Restante—it would give me
some happy home thoughts in the midst of this city of ruin. Remember
me to them all, and to Mrs. Brown, and to George when you see him,
and believe me ever, dear Mr. Brown, most affectionately yours,
J. RUSKIN.

To HENRY COLE!
VENICE, December 19th, 1849.

SIR,—Owing to the temporary loss of a letter I did not receive
yours of the 4th October until yesterday.

Permit me to return you my thanks for your obliging notice of my
Essay, and to express my regret that | am unable to meet your wishes
respecting the Journal of Design.?

There is much truth in what you say respecting the inevitable
tendencies of the age; but a man can only write effectively when he
writes from his conviction—and may surrender the hope of being a
guide to his Age, without thinking himself altogether useless as a
Drag.—I have the honour to be, Sir, your obedient humble servant,

J. RUSKIN.

! [Afterwards Sir Henry Cole, K. C. B.: see Vol. XVI. pp. Xxvi.—xxvii.]

2 [The Journal of Design and Manufactures (a periodical conducted by Cole from
1849 to 1852) contained in No. 8 (October 1849), vol. ii. p. 72, a short notice of The
Seven Lamps.]
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[Ruskin remained at Venice till the spring of this year, and then settled in Park Street
for the season. A letter to his mother describing a “crush,” and one to his father
describing a Queen’s Drawing-room, are given in Vol. IX. pp. xxxi.—xxxii. He was hard
at work on The Stones of Venice throughout the year.]

To RAWDON BROWN®
DENMARK HiLL, April 22nd [1850].

DEAR MR. BROWN,—We arrived in all comfort at home on
Saturday, and in this morning’s confusion | catch up the first piece of
paper that comes to hand to thank you for your packet, which has this
moment arrived, containing all the drawings in perfect safety. | cannot
enough express my thanks to you or to Signor Vason, both for the
choice and execution of the drawings—the subjects being, all but the
water door, entirely new to me, and your created Morosini door? quite
invaluable—nhardly less so the chain ornament, of which | have not a
single instance. | must beg you to express to Signor Vason my especial
thanks for the careful verity of the drawings, which I can quite well
perceive in their manner, though | have not seen the original
subjects—and for the measurements, without which I should still have
been at some loss in making use of the drawings. | do not recollect at
this moment who Signor Vason is, and I can hardly judge whether the
hundred francs which | herewith send to Messrs. Blumenthal will be
considered by him as anything like an acknowledgement of his
kindness; if not, may | beg you to tell me frankly what | ought to send
him, and delay the payment of the smaller sum until | have amended
my error? | have taken the liberty of requesting M. Blumenthal to pay
it to you, that you may either give it to Signor Vason now, or reserve it
until you write to me.

Trusting, therefore, to you to see that Signor Vason is satisfied, |
am going to ask him to give me one measurement more. For it seems to

me that you are somewhat premature in
your eureka of horseshoes—and that for
all the good fortune which is to be derived
1 from such talismans your Venice may be
mourning in Carnival for many a day to
come. For the Marco Polo door® appears to me not one whit more
! [For Ruskin’s friendship with Rawdon Brown, see the Introduction (above).]
2 [Probably the door shown in Plate 12 of Examples of Venetian Architecture, Vol.
X1. p. 342.]

3 [The door of Marco Polo’s house; the house is mentioned in Stones of Venice, Vol.
XI. p. 399.]
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inclined to the true horseshoe form than numbers of other doors in
Venice, which have been originally nothing more than common stilted
arches of which the perpendicular sides have been, by mere pressure
from above and yielding below, slightly forced outwards so as to

approach to the form ﬂ

Of these latter, one good instance is the door in Corte del Remer,!
near the Rialto, which you so kindly inquired about and diligently
scrutinized for me: and this Polo door appears to me only another
example, the more so as Signor
Vason mentions no peculiarity of
form about it. But M. Selvatico does:
and in order that | may be quite sure
of what | am about | need two
measures more.

Signor  Vason states  this
“larghezza interna” of the arch to be
6 feet 10 °8 inches, English
measure; this | presume to be the
distance ab from spring to spring
within the soffit. Now, if the arch be
horseshoe, the maximum breadth cd
of the arch above must be considerably greater than this—I have never
found the excess more than an inch or an inch and a half, but | should
be glad to know it accurately in this arch.

Farther, is the plan a section of the carved portions of the
arch—i.e., architrave and soffit—thus:

or thus:

the dotted lines, of course, standing for the sculptures? Farther,
! [Noticed, and illustrated, in Stones of Venice, Vol. X. pp. 292, 293.]
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on the soffit the circles which enclose the beasts appear dentiled—i.e.,

Is this so, for | never saw it in these running ornaments? | should be
thankful for one of these circles, drawn separate. Farther, | want the
section of the pilaster head—i.e., the profile ab clearly; at least if

it is ancient: | can’t see by the drawing if it be or not. And finally I
want the section of your chain cable arch—the Morosini one—it looks
like

but I cannot make it quite out. | write in great haste, but cannot close
my letter without begging you very earnestly to believe in our most
affectionate remembrance of you—Effie’s sincere regards to you
ought to go in a separate packet.—Ever gratefully yours,

J. RUSKIN.
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To Dr. F. J. FURNIVALL!
[LoNDON, 1850.]

DEAR FURNIVALL,—I set out after church to find you, if I
could—but | found New Square must be your office, not your house,
and | had no other address, so I had to give up and let you come here
to-day; though | am going to be so rude as to break my engagement
with you, for | want to go with Effie to hear Gavazzi® lecture this
afternoon, and | may not have another opportunity. He lectures at two,
so | can only leave this note for you: pray pardon me. You will have a
letter from me to-morrow or next day.—Yours ever affectionately,

J. RUSKIN.

To Mrs. HUGH BLACKBURN?®
31 PARK STREET, Monday, 27th May [1850].

MY DEAR MRS. BLACKBURN,—I met your friends the Misses
Clerk on Friday evening last, and waited on them in haste on Saturday
morning to possess myself of your drawings. | am very grateful to you
both for these and for your renewal of correspondence, and account of
your doings. Touching the drawings, | think the Mazeppa the best
realization of the thing I have ever seen. The quiet fierceness of the
man’s distress is very good—the “give it up” look without the smallest
appearance of lost courage or resoluteness—a Horse Prometheus; and
the fatigued horse is as fine in its way. So [is] the dog at the door. The
other is not, I think, so fine as your first sketch—but | could not look at
it nor keep it, if it were. | saw one of the Siege of Corinth at your
friends’—uwith your love of the ghastly at its height, and showing even
more than your usual power; but | cannot understand the make of your
mind. | think this love of horror has generally in us British people risen
out of distress of mind, mixed with (I pray your pardon) some slight
affectation, and love of surprising people,

! [No. 3 in Letters upon Subjects of General Interest from John Ruskin to Various
Correspondents, privately printed, 1892 (see Bibliographical Appendix, Vol.
XXXVIL.); hereafter referred to as Various Correspondents. For Ruskin’s friendship
with Dr. Furnivall, see the Introduction (above).]

% [Father Gavazzi, leader of the democratic revolt in Bologna in 1848; afterwards
went on lecturing tours in Great Britain, denouncing Papal Aggression. There is an
interesting reminiscence of his theatrical eloquence by Dr. Spence Watson in G. M.
Trevelyan’s Garibaldi’s Defence of the Roman Republic, 1907, p. 76 n.]

% [Formerly Miss Wedderburn (see above, p. 96). From English Female Artists, by E.
C. Clayton, 1876, vol. ii. pp. 405-408, where it is explained that the letter refers to
lithographs drawn on stone by the artist—(1) illustrations to Byron, (2) of a dog seen by
her on the quay at Woolwich. “It had been thrown into the river with a stone round its
neck; but the string was too long, or the tide too low, and the victim was able to get its

head and shoulders above the water and cling on to a wall, looking piteously for help and
howling dismally.”]
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but it seems to be natural to you, and to some of the Germans. You and
Biirger® would have trumped each other’s best tricks to some purpose.
We have had one grand man of the same school—William
Blake—whose “Book of Job” fail not to possess yourself of—if it
come in your way; but there is a deep morality in his horror—as in
Dante’s: in yours there is little but desperation. I am glad you have
been to Switzerland—and did not, among its other shows, see the
grand show of the dead-house of St. Bernard, which was far too much
in your way. The first time | crossed that pass, | was walking in the fall
of the twilight, half a mile ahead of my people (then a boy of fourteen).
I went into a small cottage by the wayside—I forget exactly why or
wherefore—and straight up to a man sitting on the floor in the dark, at
the end of it, who, when | came near, | saw had wonderfully white
large eyes, and no under jaw. So | said nothing to him, and walked out
again. But | am glad you had fine weather on the Faulhorn. It is a
nasty, spongy, flat-headed hill itself, and so I never thoroughly enjoy
it. But the view is a noble one. | agree with you in thinking the Jura
quite as good. The Jardin is interesting, but to my mind particularly
ugly. There is nothing so fine as the Montanvert view—which
everybody sees.

| forget whether | asked you if you liked Dante. | think if you
could go through a little ordinary academy discipline first, and then
dwell some time with Michael Angelo, and other such men who had
jest in them—in its place and time, associated with divine seriousness,
and no jockeyism>—that you might produce such a series of
illustrations of Dante as would give the poem new life. | should like
you to try Chiron on the trot, dividing his beard with his arrow®—or
the black dog hunt in the wood, 13th Canto’—by way of a beginning.

I have been all the winter at Venice, taking measures—very
prosaic work. | was the whole summer in Switzerland, and am grieved
I did not meet you; but I was living among the Central Alps, up at
Zermatt, when you passed. If you do not come up to town, | must come
to Glasgow some day in autumn—rfor | want to talk to you. . . Believe
me ever, my dear Madam, faithfully yours, J. RUSKIN.

! [For references to Biirger’s Lenore, see Vol. XXXIII. p. 334, and Vol. XXXIV. p.
324.2] [A reference to Miss Wedderburn’s fondness for painting horses.]
® [“We to those beasts, that rapid strode along,

Drew near; when Chiron took an arrow forth,
And with the notch push’d back his shaggy beard”—

Inferno, vii. 73 (Cary); referred to in Modern Painters, vol. iii. (Vol. V. p.
115).]

4 [“Behind them was the wood, Full of black female mastiffs,” etc. (Inferno, xiii.
126).]
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To SAMUEL ROGERSs'
PARK STREET, 5th July [1850].

DEAR MR. ROGERS,—1 have long been wishing to write to you,
and have suffered day after day to pass by, thinking that you would be
not a little tormented by notes of condolence; which, however, | do not
intend mine to be—for | have not the least doubt that you will be just
as happy upon your sofa in your quiet drawing-room (with a little
companionship from your once despised pensioners, the sparrows
outside) for such time as it may be expedient for you to stay there, as
ever you were in making your way to the doors of the unquiet
drawing-rooms—full of larger sparrows inside—into which I used to
see you look in pity, then retire in all haste. | am quite sure you will
always—even in pain or confinement—be happy in your own good
and countless ways; and so | am only writing to you to thank you for
making me happy in the possession of the two volumes which | found
upon your hall table the first time that | came to inquire for you, and
which make me some amendment even for not being able to see you,
since the kind inscription of them enables me now to read them as if
every line in them were addressed to myself—with special purpose
and glance of the eyes—such as I have so often met when | was going
to be instructed or encouraged (or, when it was good for me,
extinguished). And so helped, though | will not say that | can “pass the
shut door without a sigh,” | can, at least, look forward patiently to the
time when | may be allowed once more to sit beside you.

Believe me ever, dear Mr. Rogers, respectfully and affectionately
yours, J. RUSKIN.

To G. F. WATTS®
[21850.]

I was thinking, after I left you yesterday, that you were mistaken in
the botany of one of your pictures. Forget-me-nots do not grow

! [Rogers and his Contemporaries, by P. W. Clayden, vol. ii. pp. 371-372. Reprinted
in lgdrasil, March 1890, vol. i. pp. 84-85, and thence in Ruskiniana, part i., 1890, p. 6.
Rogers had in his eighty-eighth year met with an accident—which, as it turned out,
lamed him for the remaining five years of his life.]

2 [Poems, “An Epistle to a Friend.”]

% [This and the following letter are from the Reminiscences of G. F. Watts, by Mrs.
Russell Barrington, 1905, p. 24. In another letter he adds, “Study botany with all your
might and main.” The picture referred to in the second letter is “Satan walketh to and fro
on the Earth seeking whom he may devour.” For Ruskin’s friendship with Watts, see the
Introduction (above).]
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on graves: anywhere but on a grave. Neither do they grow among
thorns, but by sweet, quiet streams and in fair pastures (Psalm xxii.
2-3).—Ever affectionately yours,
J. RUSKIN.
[18507]
DEAR WATTS,—Can you dine with us on Wednesday at six—day
after to-morrow, at Denmark Hill? | haven’t been able to come to see
you before. | don’t understand the new picture, but it is glorious, and
Satan has his cheek-bone all right.—Ever yours, J. RUSKIN.

To COVENTRY PATMORE?
[? November 1850.]

MY DEAR PATMORE,—I have been much interested by reading
your paper, and concur most heartily in it all except my being fit to
write an essay on Religious Art, which | shall not be these ten years at
least: and what you say of Spanish painters—whom | think a
thoroughly irreligious, rascally set—only Velasquez a noble painter: a
great man, but no more piety in him, | believe, than in Lord John
Russell (though I like his last letter exceedingly—si sic omnia, it is a
Godsend indeed—but on his part a mere piece of scientific play). I
think, however, from some passages in this paper of yours, that you
cannot have met with, and might perhaps be interested in, some
passages in the book | wrote about Turner—Modern Painters—the
second vol. If you have not seen it, | will send it you, as it bears much
on my present work, marking the bits which I think would interest you.
Never think of calling at D. Hill, my mother never expects anything of
the kind, and your holidays may be much better spent. When you have
time you must come and dine there again, the best way of
calling.—Yours most truly,

J. RUSKIN.

! [Memoirs and Correspondence of Coventry Patmore, vol. ii. p. 287, where the
letter is conjecturally dated “1853.” There was, however, no Public Letter of Lord John
Russell’s in that year to which Ruskin’s remarks would apply. The reference is
presumably to the famous Letter to the Bishop of Durham in reference to the Usurpation
of the Pope of Rome, first printed in the Times of November 7, 1850. Patmore’s paper
was entitled “The Ethics of Art,” and appeared in the British Quarterly for November
1849, vol. x. pp. 441-462. At the beginning of it (p. 441) Patmore says: “Mr. Ruskin,
although he knows more of the matter than most people, admits that he is in almost total
darkness concerning the practical result of art upon the moral and religious condition of
men and nations. We trust, before long, to welcome some carefully-considered treatise
upon this magnificent theme: may we hope that Mr. Ruskin himself will be induced to
take up and thoroughly sift a question, the importance of which it is evident he very
deeply feels? No other living writer could so well perform the task.” On p. 447 he says:
“Properly devotional art flourished most extensively in Spain.” For Ruskin’s friendship
with Patmore, see the Introduction (above).]
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To COVENTRY PATMORE?
[2 1850.]

MY DEAR PATMORE,—Many thanks for your kind note about
arches, etc.—quite what | wanted. | shall tell Smith and Elder to send
you the books, and will write your name in them if you like to have
them. The parts of Modern Painters which | think will interest you are
the chapters about ideal beauty, 12th, 13th, and 14th, and the account
of Tintoret, pp. 168 et seq., and the end of “superhuman ideal.”

I will return you the paper on Ethics, but alas! | have torn off last
page, intending to paste part of it in for a quotation on one of mine, so
excuse fragmentary form. You shall know time of publication early.® |
am not yet in press, and it will take at least a month after | am.—Ever
yours, J. RUSKIN.

To C. T. NEwTON*
[December, 1850.]

DeAR NEWTON,—I think the whole paper so valuable that | cannot
part with any of its matter. The first two pages repeat some things |
have noticed in the main text, but cannot be separated from the rest. |
leave you to look over it and to cut out every word you can spare, but
no thing. When you have thus dressed it, | shall put it in type and send
it you, marking the passages, if there be any, which I should desire to
miss and put stars for, and if you wish to keep them you shall—but |
don’t think there will be many; unless there be some repetitions of
examples of similar treatment, which without describing you might
refer to as on such and such coins. Do you really go to-morrow? If you
are enjoying yourself in the country, don’t trouble about those papers,
as it will be a fortnight before | am ready for this appendix.—Yours
ever affectionately, J. RUSKIN.

Effie’s best wishes and mine for a Merry Xmas to you. Breakfast
here to-morrow if you can.

! [Memoirs and Correspondence of Coventry Patmore, by Basil Champneys, vol. ii.
pp. 287-288, where, again, the date “1853” is erroneously suggested.]

2 [See in this edition, Vol. IV. pp. 146-207, 262 seq., 328-332.]

% [The Stones of Venice, vol. i., issued March 1851.]

* [For Ruskin’s friendship with Charles Thomas Newton (1816-1894), see the
Introduction (above). The present letter refers to Newton’s paper on “Ancient
Representations of Water,” printed as Appendix 21 in vol. i. of The Stones of Venice

(issued on March 3, 1851).]
XXXV, H
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[The first half of this year was spent by Ruskin in London. The first volume of
Stones of Venice was published in March; letters from Ruskin on reviews of the book
have been given in Vol. IX. pp. xxxix.—xlii. The Examples of Venetian Architecture, and
new editions of Modern Painters, vols. i. and ii., were also issued. In March he issued
his theological Notes on the Construction of Sheepfolds. In May Ruskin wrote to the
Times in defence of the Pre-Raphaelites, and in August published his pamphlet on
Pre-Raphaelitism. Letters to Coventry Patmore, at whose instance he had undertaken
this crusade, are given in Vol. XII. pp. xlvi., xlviii. In August he and his wife travelled
with friends in Switzerland (see Vol. X. p. xxiv.), afterwards settling at Venice for the
winter. Some letters to his father written on that tour are given in Vol. X. pp. xXiv.—xxix.
The drawing of “the Antelao from Venice,” here introduced, (Plate VI. p. 118), may
have been made at this time.]

To HENRY ACLAND, M.D.
CHELTENHAM, 24th May [1851].

I was very glad to have your letter, for though | believed that you
had not written for such reasons as both you and | well know the
weight of, such as you give in your letter, | was a little afraid that you
had been so much shocked by the pamphlet* as to be unable to write at
all, except in terms which you would not willingly have used to an old
friend. I assure you, I am heartily glad it is no worse.

I was very sorry to miss you the other day in town, but surely you
are coming to see our Show??’—if not, come and see me. | won’t take
you to the Ex-position (for so indeed it is, for the most part) unless you
like it. For we have at last a bed in Park St. Effie’s Father and Mother
are to be with us for about ten days from the date hereof, and after that
time | believe our Front Dining-room, which we have made a
Dormitory, will be vacant. | need not say how happy we shall be to see
you and Sarah;®> whom pray thank for getting through, or over, the
Stones.

And then we will talk over practicabilities. | did not mean to
suggest anything as at present practicable—surely 1 said so,
somewhere*—but as seemingly fit and right; and to direct men’s
thoughts, as far

! [The Notes on the Construction of Sheepfolds, Vol. XII.]
2 [The International Exhibition.]

% [Mrs. Acland.]
* [See § 34 n. of Sheepfolds, Vol. XII. p. 553 n.]
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as | could, to the discovery of the reasons why what is right should be
Impracticable. Of which there is surely one evident reason: it is said
that “the Just shall live” and that “We” (meaning all Christians) “walk
by faith.”* Now very surely the World at present neither lives nor
walks by anything of the kind, and therefore to move mountains is
very impracticable indeed. You speak of the Flimsiness of your own
faith. Mine, which was never strong, is being beaten into mere gold
leaf, and flutters in weak rags from the letter of its old forms; but the
only letters it can hold by at all are the old Evangelical formule. If
only the Geologists would let me alone, | could do very well, but those
dreadful Hammers! | hear the clink of them at the end of every cadence
of the Bible verses—and on the other side, these unhappy, blinking
Puseyisms; men trying to do right and losing their very Humanity.

But all this comes upon us very justly, because as a nation, or as a
group of nations, we do not make it our first, and for a time our only
object to find out what we are to believe, and what is to be the future
root of our life. So making this the second or third object, we shall
only, | think, find out what roots we have got, by the edge of the axe
laid to them.?

| am glad you like the large plates;® they have given me more
trouble than they ought—I mean, than any man’s work ought to give
him. 1 am going to give up drawing, as you told me I should. I came
down here with my father to see a collection of pictures, and shall be in
town again, D.V., to-morrow, there to stay until 1st August, about
which time | hope to leave England for Venice, and to finish my book
there . ..

To HENRY ACLAND, M.D.*
Monday [June, 1851].

DEAR ACLAND,—I was going to write to your wife about you, but
I don’t like to frighten her—as you say she is sad enough already: but |
will frighten her unless | hear that you are going to leave Oxford
directly. You cannot work less if you stay there—or if you

! [Habakkuk ii. 4; 2 Corinthians v. 7.]

2 [Matthew iii. 10.]

% [Those in the first Part of Examples of Venetian Architecture.]

4 [From Sir Henry Wentworth Acland, a Memoir, by J. B. Atlay, 1903, pp. 167-168,
where it is explained that the letter was written after a visit in June to Acland, whose
multifarious work was at this time causing much alarm to his friends.]
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do, it will be at the cost of continual vexation and annoyance—just as
bad for you as work. I never saw such a life as you live there—you
never were able so much as to put a piece of meat in your mouth
without writing a note at the side of your plate—you were
everlastingly going somewhere and going somewhere else on the way
to it—and doing something on the way to somewhere else, and
something else at the same time that you did the something—and then
another thing by the bye—and two or three other things besides—and
then, wherever you went, there were always five or six people lying in
wait at corners and catching hold of you and asking questions, and
leading you aside into private conferences, and making engagements
to come at a quarter to six—and send two other people at a quarter
past—and three or four more to hear what had been said of them, at
five-and-twenty minutes past—and to have an answer to a note at
half-past, and get tickets for soup at five-and-twenty minutes to
seven—and just to see you in the passage as you were going to
dinner—and so on.

I am as sure that you cannot stay in Oxford as if your house was on
fire—or the whole place. | never was so annoyed at you as
yesterday—or so sorry for you. | don’t know whether you ever mind
what anybody says—but perhaps you may mind it a little more in
writing; and yet | have nothing to say but what you know as well, or
better than I—that you are doing a great wrong to your wife and to all
who regard either you or her, and to your children. Would it not be
better for them to be bred peasants on the Devonshire hills, so long as
they had their father to teach them what was good and noble, than to be
bred in gentilities and silkennesses, without a father—though |1
suppose they would still be poor, if you were to kill yourself, as you
are likely to do in six months? | am perfectly certain you cannot stay in
Oxford, nor continue your profession at present. You must give up for
an entire year. Lay this matter barely before God—and take care there
is no dread of what is to be done or said by other people—and see what
answer you will get.

Or suppose you were a tyrant, and had in your service Dr. Henry
Acland, and could make him keep at his work, if you chose, would you
no be afraid to do it—afraid of doing murder? But self-murder you
think venial. Don’t answer this, of course. | hardly know why | write it,
for there is nothing to be said which you do not know, but I could not
rest without saying it again.—Yours affectionately,

J. RUSKIN.
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To his FATHER
CHAMOUNI, Saturday, August 16th [1851].

We have had three happy days here, though the weather has been
very broken and imperfect. We slept at the Montanvert in a
thunderstorm, and yesterday | took Mr. Moore' myself over from the
Montanvert upon the rocks of the Charmoz, and so down to Chamouni
opposite the inn. | find myself in very good training, and able to walk
as well as usual, but have been not a little disappointed by finding
Couttet absent on an excursion round the Mont Rose with young Peel
(Sir Robt.). .. I1did not before tell you that Couttet was not here, lest
you should be frightened at my having no guide, but as we go back to
St. Martin’s on Monday, this need cause you no anxiety now. You will
doubtless see Mr. Moore on his return, and hear whether he enjoyed
himself or not; he leaves us on Monday, going on to Geneva when we
stop at St. Martin’s, but Newton stays with us till the 24th. It is very
delightful to have him running down the Alps; and though not strong,
and rather lazy, when he does walk he walks thoroughly well, most
coolly and dexterously. We have been to-day to the Glacier des
Bossons and Cascade des Pélerins. | am enjoying everything and
doing nothing, and expect to get to my Venetian work much refreshed.
I love the place better than ever, and think it lovelier, and | don’t know
that | was ever sorrier to leave it than | shall be on Monday. | hope you
will be able comfortably to spend some time there in the spring.

It is so strange to return here again and again, and see the same
wreaths of snow hanging on the crests of the Aiguilles. One does not
wonder at the rocks being unchanged. But the same snow wreaths! and
all else changing, in us. Joseph Couttet looks older. I saw his nieces at
the Cascade des Pélerins, and as | walked up the Montanvert on
Thursday night a woman met me, who bade me good evening, and
said, “Vous montez le Montanvert sans guide—Joseph Couttet n’y est
plus.” I laughed and said I hoped to have him back again in the spring.
There are an immense number of people here, of course. Effie counted
forty mules at one time on the Montanvert, and there has been a
cockney ascent of Mont Blanc, of which | believe you are soon to hear
in London.?

! [The Rev. Daniel Moore: see Vol. X. p. xxiii. n., and below, p. 141.]
2 [An account of Albert Smith’s ascent, and of the illustrated entertainment

describing it, which he gave in the Egyptian Hall, may be read in ch. ix. of C. E.
Mathews Annals of Mont Blanc.]
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Mr. and Mrs. Eisenkramer® are well, but Mr. Rufenacht has been
attacked by a rush of blood to the head and goes about languidly,
looking much depressed. Effie is much better than when last at
Chamouni, but does not bear the mule jolting well.

I have always forgotten to thank my mother for the magnificent
basket of provisions which we found in the railroad carriage—it lasted
us to the Jura with hardly any perceptible diminution, and is laid up
there, | believe, till our return. We had a picnic to-day in the wood of
the Pélerins, having some difficulty in choosing a site. Newton
declared that we were not in search of the picturesque, but of the
picnicturesque.

There is nothing else to tell you of, except that the Aiguilles are
rather in bad humour, and so | do not know whether | may send you
their compliments.

To his FATHER
[VENICE] Sunday, 7th September, 1851.

... Next? | must tell you what we are about here. | was too much
hurried and plagued at Verona to write you anything like a proper
account of the glorious evening we had there. | told you the Empress
was staying at the Due Torre; and that the Austrian governor had
ordered her some music. Now you recollect that in front of the Due
Torre, on the other side of the little square of St. Anastasia, there is a
straight narrow street going down to the cathedral. Fortunately the
soldiers had been lodged somewhere—(perhaps in the Cathedral
cloisters) whence they were obliged to come up this street to the
piazza—and just as twilight was passing into night, they came in three
divisions, composed of the three best bands in the place, with as many
soldiers from each of their regiments as could form a circle outside of
them, bearing torches. The bright cluster of lights appeared at the end
of the street so far away that the trumpets could hardly be heard—the
soldiers with their torches marching first and the music
following—clanging louder and louder until the troop of torch-bearers
spread themselves out into one burning line across the square, and
behind

! [Who kept the old “Union” inn at Chamouni: see Vol. XXVIII. p. 131.]

2 [The first paragraph of this letter, describing Ruskin’s apartments, has already
been given, Vol. X. p. xxviii. The Emperor is his present Majesty Francis Joseph I. (born
1830), who had succeeded to the throne on the abdication of his uncle, Frederick I., in
December 1848. He did not marry the late Empress Elizabeth till 1854. The “Empress”

here spoken of was the wife of Ferdinand I.—“a lady-like, melancholy-looking person,
very plainly dressed” was Ruskin’s description in a letter from Verona of September 1.]
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the whole three bands at once burst from their march into the
Emperor’s Hymn. You know what lovely and solemn lines are formed
by the porch of St. Anastasia and the canopy of the marble tomb above
its cemetery gate—all these glorious buildings, with the last streaks of
twilight behind them, suddenly lighted by the torches into a gloomy
crimson, their own red marble flushed by the firelight, and the burst of
solemn and simple music from so many instruments, composed
together the finest piece of mere effect | have ever seen in my life. For
there was no pretence, no getting up about it; the buildings were there
in a natural way and as a matter of course—not dressed up with rags
and tinsel—and yet such buildings; for you know that tomb of St.
Anastasia is the one | have asserted to be the loveliest (to my
knowledge) in the world.! Of course there was not much sentiment in
the idea of the thing; it was but a parcel of Croats playing a tune to a
middle-aged lady, and so it fell far short in feeling of the religious
ceremonies | have seen sometimes; but for intensity and completeness
of stage effect, | never saw anything to beat it—or equal it.

To his FATHER
VENICE, 3rd October, 1851.

I never have had time to tell you anything about the Emperor’s
visit to us; in fact, | was rather upset by it; for | am getting into such
quiet ways that sitting up till two that night made me feel very sleepy
the next day, and then we had Roberts to dinner,? which tired me the
evening after, so that | did not get quite right again till yesterday. For
the Emperor announced himself for ten o’clock at night, only about ten
o’clock on the previous morning, and there was little enough time to
get ready for him. Everybody on the Grand Canal was requested by the
municipality to illuminate their houses inside: and the Rialto was done
at the public expense. They spent altogether in Bengal lights and other
lamps about three hundred pounds—a large sum for Venice in these
days—but | never saw the Rialto look so lovely. There were no
devices or letters or nonsense on it—only the lines of its architecture
traced in chains of fire, and two lines of bright ruby lamps set along its
arch underneath, so as to light the vault of it; all streaming down in
bright reflection on the Canal. We went out a little before ten, and
rowed down under it to the part of the Grand Canal nearest the railroad
station; there

! [See Stones of Venice, vol. i. (Vol. IX. p. 175).]
2 [As mentioned in an earlier letter: see Vol. X. p. xxxiii.]
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are two churches there, one the Scalzi, the other a small Palladian
one—I forget its name—opposite each other, and a great breadth of
canal between them,—which was literally as full of boats as it could
hold. They were jammed against each other as tight as they could
be—Ileaving just room for each boatman to get his oar down into the
water at the side—and so we waited for some half-hour.

It was a strange sight in the darkness: the crowd fixed, yet with a
kind of undulation in it which it could not have had upon land—every
gondolier at his stern, balanced, ready for the slightest movement of
the boats at his side lest they should oust him out of his place, and the
figures standing up on the lower level, in the open part of the boats,
from one side of the Canal to the other—one could not see on what
they stood—only here and there the flashing of the tide beneath, as it
flowed fiercely in the torch-light, and beside and among the figures the
innumerable beaks of the gondolas, reared up with their strange
curving crests like a whole field full of dragons, the black glittering
bodies just traceable close beside one—one would have thought
Cadmus had been sowing the wrong teeth, and grown dragons instead
of men. There was a boat close beside us with some singers, beggarly
fellows enough, but with brown faces and good voices, and another
with a band in it farther on; and presently after there was some report
of the Emperor’s coming, and they began burning Bengal lights
among the boats, which showed all the fronts of the palaces far down
the canal against the night. And presently the Emperor did come, in his
grey coat and travelling cap; and they pushed him down the steps into
his boat, and then the whole mass of floating figures and dragons’
heads began to glide after him. He had expressly invited everybody
who had a gondola to come and meet him, and there were no measures
taken to keep them off, so it was who should get the closest to him.
And one could not see the water, but the dashing of the oars was like
the rushing of a great waterfall; and there, standing on the black
gliding field, were all the gondoliers writhing and struggling—one
could not see what for, but all in violent and various effort—pushing
their utmost to keep their boats in their places and hold others back,
and a great roar of angry voices besides. We had held on for ten
minutes or so to the singers who had been ordered to precede the
Emperor up the canal, but we got pushed away from them, and fell
back a few yards into the thick of the press, and presently came crash
up against the bow of the Emperor’s own boat, and so stuck fast. There
was no moving for a minute or two. Effie and | were standing—I of
course with my hat off—and | made signs to my boatman to keep off
the Emperor if he could.
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There was no stirring, however, for half a minute, when we managed
to push back the gondola on the other side of us, and slip clear of the
Emperor, who passed ahead, giving us a touch of his cap. We fell
astern of him, but the next moment were pushed forward on the other
side, until our first boatman was exactly abreast of him. This time it
was not a gondola on our other side, but a barge full of very ill-looking
fellows, who | thought might just as well have me between them and
the Emperor as not, so | let Beppo keep his place, which for the rest he
was anxious enough to do, and so rowing and fighting with all his
might, and ably seconded by the stern boatman, he kept guard on the
Emperor’s flank for a quarter of an hour; the worst of it was that we
were continually forced up against his boat, and so shook him and
splashed him not a little, until at last another gondola forced its beak in
between us and | was glad enough to give way. It took us something
like an hour to get along the whole course of the canal—so impossible
was it for the gondolas to move in the choked breadth of it,—and as the
Emperor did not arrive till eleven, and after we got to St. Mark’s Place
there was music and showing himself at windows, etc., it was near one
before we could get away towards home, and we left him still at his
window. | lay in bed till eight, but the Emperor reviewed the troops at
seven in the morning. He went away for Trieste at four afternoon.

I hope you will be able to make out this very ill-written letter, but |
am getting sleepy and my hand is cramped with rowing.

To his FATHER
VENICE, 20th November, 1851.

I have not much of interest to communicate to you of my own
adventures, but Effie sometimes sees a little of what is going on in the
world. She was out last night at one of her best friends’, a young Italian
Countess, or rather German married to an Italian—Countess
Palavicini—a very amiable creature, only strong Austrian, which, as
her husband is Italian, is unfortunate; but he is very fond of her—and
lives here, instead of at Bologna, where his palace is, that she may see
more of the Austrians. She asked Effie last night to come and meet the
Archduke Albert, the son of the great Archduke Charles.! He came to
tea in the quietest English domestic way, or rather in the

! [The Archduke Albrecht (1817-1895), the eldest son of the Archduke Charles (who
had defeated Napoleon at Aspern). He was with Radetsky in the Italian compaigns of

1848-1849; and from 1851 to 1860 commanded the forces in Hungary. In 1866 he was in
command of the Austrian army in Italy.]
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German way, which is still quieter than the English. Madame
Palavicini remembers playing at battledore and shuttlecock with him
eighteen years ago, when she was a little girl and he a little boy at
Vienna—now he is Governor of Hungary, and came to see her, just
before going away in the steamer to Trieste, on his way to his place of
duty. Every one rose when he entered, the officers saluting, or, as Effie
says somewhat vaguely, “doing something” with their swords:* but
after that all was as easy as at any family fireside.

He attacked Effie playfully about the Kossuth doings;' she
pleaded that she was not to answer for them, being Scotch. “Nay,” he
said, “if Kossuth goes to Glasgow, you will see he will be received
quite as well as he is at Birmingham.” He was speaking of the
reception which, on the other hand, the Emperor had received in parts
of his late journeys in Gallicia—more especially at Czernowitz, where
the people came out of the town and put a man with a torch on each
side of the road at every ten places for twenty miles (Italian—about the
same as one English), and illuminated the town besides. There is
something very grand and wild in this idea of an avenue of Torchmen,?
twenty miles long—very Highland, only on a grander scale even than
the Highlands. It was the peasants who had done it of themselves,
without any preparation.

He is a greater admirer of Palladio at Vicenza, so it was just as
well it was Effie there and not me. She gets on very nicely, Lady Sorel
says, with the foreigners, not being stiff or shy like most English.

To his FATHER®
VENICE, December 7, 1851.
The poetry which you quote from Cumming is Longfellow’s

“Psalm of Life,” which of all modern poetry has had most practical
influence on men’s minds, since it was written.* It is now known by

* Being asked for further information, Effie avers, “It was a very shabby
thing, whatever it was, a sort of back-handed scrape.”

! [The Hungarian patriot had landed at Southampton on October 23, and was the
object of great popular enthusiasm in this country; addresses were presented to him at
Southampton, Birmingham, and other towns, and he was officially entertained by the
Lord Mayor of London. Ruskin reflects the opinions of the Austrian society in which he
moved at this time in Venice. Compare the letter to his father of November 16, printed in
Vol. XII. pp. Ixxviii.—Ixxix.]

2 [Compare chap. iv. of Scott’s Legend of Montrose.]

% [A passage from the beginning of this letter, referring to the death of Ruskin’s
friend Mr. George, is printed in VVol. XI. p. xxvi. n.; and another line or two, ibid., p. 340
nl

* [For another reference to the “Psalm of Life,” see Vol. XXIV. p. xxv.; and on
Longfellow generally, Vol. IV. p. 355, and Vol. XV. p. 227. For Dr. Cumming, see
below, p. 128.]
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heart by nearly all the modern reformers and agitators, good and bad,
but does good to all of them. I question whether all Byron’s works put
together have had so much real influence, with all their popularity, as
this single poem, because Byron’s influence is for the most part on
young and comparatively unformed minds—Longfellow’s of a
reversed kind and on the strongest minds of the day. It has been a kind
of trumpet note to the present generation. You may perhaps recollect
that on the strength of it | bought a small volume of Long-fellow’s
earlier poems on our Malvern trip, in which there was a good deal of
stuff; but I read the first stanzas to you, and you at once pronounced
the man a poet on the strength of them. The character of Longfellow’s
poems in general is peculiarly Motive to action; other poetry soothes
or comforts—Longfellow’s strengthens, knits up, and makes resolute:
there is no Marseillaise stuff in it, neither; it is all good and true,
though a great many men who are moving too fast like it. For my own
part, | had rather have written that single stanza, “Art is long,” etc.,
than all that | ever did in verse put together; though, by-the-bye, | do
not deny the Scythian pieces to be spirited.

To W. J. STILLMAN?
[About 1851.]

I did not, indeed, understand the length to which your views were
carried when | saw you here, or | should have asked you much more
about them than 1 did, and your present letter leaves me still thus far in
the dark that | do not know whether you only have a strong conviction
that there is such a message to be received from all things, or whether
in any sort you think you have understood and can interpret it, for how
otherwise should your persuasion of the fact be so strong? | never
thought of such a thing being possible before; and now that you have
suggested it to me, I can only imagine that by rightly understanding as
much of the nature of everything as ordinary watchfulness will enable
any man to perceive, we might, if we looked for it, find in everything
some special moral lesson or type of particular truth, and that then one
might find a language in the whole world before unfelt like that which
is forever given to the Ravens or to the lilies of the field by Christ’s
speaking of them.?

! [From “John Ruskin,” by W. J. Stillman, in the Century Magazine, January 1888,
p. 365; reprinted in The Old Rome and the New, and other Studies, 1897, pp. 122-124: “I
had been involved,” says Mr. Stillman, “in mystical speculation, partly growing out of
the second volume of Modern Painters, and had written to him for counsel.” For

Ruskin’s subsequent relations with Stillman, see Vol. XVII. p. xxi.]
2 [Luke xii. 24, 27.]
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This I think you might very easily accomplish so far as to give the first
idea and example; then it seems to me that every thoughtful man who
succeeded you would be able to add some types or words to the new
language, but all this quite independently of any Mystery in the Thing
or Inspiration in the Person, any more than there is Mystery in the
cleaning of a Room covered with dust—of which you remember
Bunyan makes so beautiful a spiritual application,' so that one can
never more see the thing done without being interested. If there be
mystery in things requiring Revelation, I cannot tell on what terms it
might be vouchsafed us, nor in any way help you to greater certainty of
conviction; but my advice to you would be on no account to agitate nor
grieve yourself nor look for inspiration, for assuredly many of our
noblest English minds have been entirely overthrown by doing
so—but to go on doing what you are quite sure is right—that is,
striving for constant purity of thought, purpose, and word;—not on
any account overworking yourself—especially in head-work; but
accustoming yourself to look for the spiritual meaning of things just as
easily to be seen as their natural meaning; and fortifying yourself
against the hardening effect of your society, by good literature. You
should read much, and generally old books; but above all avoid
German Books,—and all Germanists except Carlyle, whom read as
much as you can or like. Read George Herbert and Spenser and
Wordsworth and Homer, all constantly; Young’s Night Thoughts,
Crabbe—and of course Shakespeare, Bacon and Jeremy Taylor and
Bunyan: do not smile if | mention also Robinson Crusoe and the
Arabian Nights, for standard places on your shelves. | say read Homer;
I do not know if you can read Greek, but I think it would be healthy
work for you to teach it to yourself if you cannot, and then | would add
to my list Plato—but | cannot conceive a good translation of Plato.” |
had nearly forgotten one of the chief of all—Dante. But in doing this,
do not strive to keep yourself in an elevated state of spirituality. No
man who earnestly believed in God and the next world was ever
petrified or materialized in heart, whatever society he kept. Do
whatever you can, however simple or commonplace, in your art; do
not force your spirituality on your American friends. Try to do what
they admire as well as they would have it, unless it costs you too
much—nbut do not despise it because commonplace. Do not strive to
do what you feel to be above your

! [In the House of the Interpreter in the First Part of The Pilgrim’s Progress: “This
parlour is the heart of a man that was never sanctified by the sweet Grace of the Gospel:
the dust is his Original Sin,” etc.]

% [Later on Ruskin himself tried his hand at translating the first two books of the
Laws: see Vol. XXXI. p. xv.
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strength. God requires that of no man. Do what you feel happy in
doing: mingle some physical science with your imaginative studies;
and be sure that God will take care to lead you into fulfilment of
whatever Tasks He has ready for you, and will show you what they are
in His own time.

Thank you for your sketch on American art. | do hope that your
countrymen will look upon it, in time, as all other great nations have
looked upon it at their greatest times, as an object for their united aim
and strongest efforts. | apprehend that their deficiency in landscape
has a deep root—the want of historical associations. Every year of
your national existence will give more power to your landscape
painting; then—do you not want architecture? Our children’s taste is
fed with ruins of Abbeys. | believe the first thing you have to do is to
build a few Arabic palaces by way of novelty—one brick of jacinth
and one of jasper . . .

Write to me whenever you are at leisure and think | can be of use
to you—with sympathy or in any way, and believe me always
interested in your welfare and very faithfully yours, J. RUSKIN.

1852

[Ruskin remained on the Continent till July of this year. Besides the letters
here given to his father, others have been printed in Vol. X. pp. xxx.—xlii. On
his return, he settled with his wife in a house on Herne Hill (Vol. X. p. xlii.),
and was absorbed in writing the second and third volumes of Stones of Venice.]

To his FATHER
VENICE, 9th January, 1852.

You say you are sick of the folly of mankind. | have been so along
time—Dbut the great mystery to me is that so much misery is mere folly;
that so much grievous harm is done in mere ignorance and stupidity,
evermore to be regretted as much as the consequence of actual crime.
You say Turner kept his treasures to rot,' not knowing or
understanding the good it would be to give me some. Yes, but in the
same way, | myself, through sheer ignorance of the mighty power of
those Swiss drawings, suffered the opportunity of his chief energy to
pass by, and only got the two—St. Gothard and Goldau. Had |

! [For Ruskin’s letter to his father on the death of Turner (19th December 1851), see
Vol. XII1. p. xxii.]
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had the least idea at the time of the real power of those sketches, I
should have gone down on my knees to you night after night, till | had
prevailed on you to let me have all that Turner would do. But | knew it
not; | thought them beautiful, but sketchy and imperfect compared
with his former works. This was not my fault. It was the necessary
condition of my mind in its progress to perfect judgment, yet it had this
irrevocably fatal effect—Ileaving in my heart through my whole life
the feeling of irremediable loss, such as would, if | were not to turn my
thoughts away from it, become in my “memory a rooted sorrow.” |
am thankful, indeed, for what | have got, but it is the kind of
thankfulness of a man who has saved the fourth or fifth of his dearest
treasures from a great shipwreck—it needs some philosophy not to
think of what he has lost. And this, you see, is a consequence of
innocent ignorance; one does not see the use of it; one does not see
what good this gnawing feeling of regret is intended to do, or why one
was not allowed to see what was right in time. The more | watch the
world, the more | feel that all men are blind and wandering. | am more
indulgent to their sins, but more hopeless. | feel that braying in a
mortarswith a pestle? will not make the foolishness depart out of the
world.” . ..

To his FATHER
VENICE, Sunday, 24th [?25th] January, 1852.

When | said that | could not answer hurriedly to your letter
respecting religious despondency, | was almost doubtful if I ought, in
my own state of mind, to speak farther on the subject at all. But as |
believe that you may at some future time fall again into the same state,
and that you may at present sometimes suffer in various ways from a
conscientious reserve, fearing to speak out lest you should do me
harm, it is just as well that you should know there is no danger of doing
this, and, therefore, in what state my own mind is with regard to
religion.

I have never had much difficulty in accepting any Scriptural
statement, in consequence of those abstract reasonings which seem
always to have disturbed you. That the doctrine of the Trinity is
incomprehensible, or the scheme of Redemption marvellous, never
seemed to me

! [Macbeth, Act v. sc. 3.]

2 [Proverbs xxvii. 22.]
% [A passage that follows has been printed in Vol. X. p. 436 n.]
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any objection against one or the other. I cannot understand what sort of
unity there is between my fingers that move this pen, and the brain that
moves them: so it is no trouble to me that I cannot understand the
Trinity; and for the scheme of Redemption, | feel that | cannot reason
respecting that unless | had the power of understanding God’s nature
and all His plans. I am perfectly willing to take both on trust. Neither is
the meanness and baseness of man any trouble to me—that is rather a
confirmation of Revelation; neither is God’s choice of this
contemptible creature, to raise above angels'—for that also | feel is
God’s affair, not mine: and until I understood all His ways and works,
I could not expect to understand that. Nothing of mysterious or
strange, so that it be plainly revealed, is any trouble to me.

But on the other hand, while | am ready to receive any amount of
mystery in What is revealed, | don’t at all like mystery in the manner
of revealing it. The doctrine is God’s affair. But the revelation is mine,
and it seems to me that from a God of Light and Truth, His creatures
have a right to expect plain and clear revelation touching all that
concerns their immortal interests. And this is the great question with
me—whether indeed the Revelation be clear, and Men are blind,
according to that “He hath blinded their eyes and hardened their
hearts”;?> or whether there be not also some strange darkness in the
manner of Revelation itself.

When | was a boy, | used to read the poetry of the prophecies with
great admiration—as | used to read other poetry. But now their poetry
torments me. It seems to me trifling with what is all-important, and
wasting words. | don’t want poetry there. | want plain truth—and |
would give all the poetry in Isaiah and Ezekiel willingly, for one or
two clearer dates.

This is my first trouble. But the answer to this is very ready at
hand. Although, from the peculiar life | have led, poetry happens to be
useless to me, to ninety-nine out of a hundred it makes those
prophecies more impressive. To me it has a suspicious look, a Delphic
oracle tone in it, savouring of tripods and hot air from below. But to
the mass of mankind it assuredly makes those prophecies more
impressive—to them poetry appears the proper form of Divine
language, and I have no right to expect revelation to be made fit for my
particular taste. Then as to the obscurity of it, the answer commonly
given is that it is just as clear as it can possibly be, so as to leave human
action free. It could not be prophesied that Louis Napoleon

! [See Hebrews i. 4.]
2 [John xii. 40.]
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was to send the Assembly to prison on 2nd December 1851, or the
Assembly would have taken care of itself.

This answer is good to a certain extent; but it does not seem to me
perfectly good. Though prophecy could not be thoroughly literal and
clear, it might yet have been so definite within certain limits, that at the
close of these 2000 years after Christ, we should be able indisputably
to attach a meaning to a considerable portion, and to show, to the
conviction of every thinking man, that such and such events were
foreshown and none others. Now respecting this there are two
questions: (A) how far it is so; (B) how far we have a right to expect it
to have been so.

(A) How far is it so? The prophecies respecting Babylon, Nineveh,
Alexander, and the Jews, are accomplished visibly in great part, and
this is a strong sheet anchor. On the other hand, the book which is
especially called the Revelation of Jesus Christ, and is said to be a
Revelation of things which must shortly come to pass, remains
altogether sealed; and the most important parts of the prophecies of
Daniel and Ezekiel, and all our Saviour’s prophecies except those
respecting Jerusalem, remain subjects of continual dispute. Now
observe the main question is—how far these disputes are the result of
man’s pride and not of God’s secrecy. Elliott and Cumming publish a
plausible view of the Revelations. Dr. Wordswaorth presently publishes
a book with a totally contrary view. Is this because the Revelations are
obscure, or because Dr. Wordsworth is an University man, and
determined not to be led by Dr. Cumming?* It is one of the works
which | am chiefly desirous to undertake, to ascertain how far the
prophecies have been accomplished clearly, and how far the obscurity
of their accomplishment has been increased by man’s pride and folly.

(B) Then: How far have we a right to expect it to be so? Is it indeed
beforehand to be expected that a mathematical proof, such as must
convince every thinking man, was to be certainly attainable of the
truth of revelation? Or would not even this have been interfering with
human free will, more than in this dispensation it seems ever to be
intended to do? Is it not rather apparent that God’s purpose is to leave
every man dependent upon his own conduct and choice for the
discovery of truth, shutting it up in greater mystery as men depart from
His ways, and revealing it more and more to each man’s

! [John Cumming (1807-1881) published numerous books on the Apocalypse,
maintaining that the “last vial” was to be poured out between 1848 and 1867. The other

references are to Edward Bishop Elliott’s Horae Apocalyptice (4th ed. 1851) and
Christopher Wordsworth’s Lectures on the Apocalypse (1849; 3rd ed. 1852).]
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conscience as they obey Him—and would not this purpose have been
utterly defeated by a Revelation which was intellectually and
externally satisfactory?

Having got thus far, | believe |1 must send off my letter this
morning, this first difficulty being pretty thoroughly set at rest. I will
go on, however, writing this subject out, for to-morrow’s letter;
meantime | enclose you a fragment of a chapter—much later in the
book. I cannot number it at present; it is the chapter on the Tombs of
Venice.' I shall send you as they are ready a bit of it here and there; it is
a chapter | have worked upon at intervals, for some tombs are in
draughts where | cannot stand just now, and others are in dark places
and require fine weather, and others are here and there out of the way,
so the chapter is in a very unconsecutive condition at present, but it
will read in bits.

To his FATHER
VENICE, 7th February, 1852.

I was reading at breakfast this morning some of Schlegel’s
criticisms on Shakespeare>—very good and complimentary, but
treating the plays much more as elaborate pieces of art than as deep
and natural expressions of a great man’s mind. This is shallow. I
believe Shakespeare wrote with the most perfect ease, but had in each
play a simple and very grand purpose, which gives to it that
consistency that the common critics think the result of laborious
composition. | don’t think this purpose has been at all noticed. On the
contrary, people have found fault with Romeo and Juliet because the
catastrophe turned on an accident, as if Shakespeare had merely
brought in the accident that he might get a catastrophe. It was not
without a meaning that in Romeo and Othello both catastrophes are
brought on by mistakes—in Hamlet by inactivity—in King Lear by an
old man’s weakness and hastiness. | see that Shakespeare knew long
ago what | am just beginning to find out—that the sorrow of the whole
world is all the consequence of Mistake; and its chief miseries are
brought about by small errors and misconceptions, trifles apparently,
which our own evil passions leave us to be the prey of. Thus the whole
of Romeo and Juliet is evidently written to show the effect of heedless
and unbridled passion, exposing men to infinite calamity from
accident only. Everything concurs to give this lesson. Mercutio fights
in a jest—Tybalt in a fury—

! [Ultimately part of ch. ii. (“Roman Renaissance”) in vol. iii. of the Stones: Vol. XI.

pp. 81 seq.]
2 [A. W. von Schlegel’s Vorlesungen iiber dramatische Kunst and Literatur, 3 vols.,

1809-1811; often translated into French, English, and other languages.]
XXXV, I
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both are slain. Romeo and Juliet fall in love at first sight, and at the
first sight of sorrow, kill themselves. Capulet and Montague are first
introduced calling for swords, and are last seen reconciled by the loss
of all that is dear to them—the whole being a most profound teaching
of the character of human passion, and its folly, and its punishment
wrought out by its folly. In order that this lesson may be more true and
inevitable, the passion of the lovers is invested with all the charms of
poetry that human passion ever can possess. In Othello two of the
greatest of human souls are seen by one weakness becoming the prey
of the vilest—another awful lesson. Hamlet is exactly opposed to
Mercutio—abuse of the intellectual faculties being the sin in both.
King Lear—the most highly wrought of all—is written to show the
evil of irregular passion, in Gloster and Edmund, and of the hasty
judgment in the king; but the evil passion to which these follies then
expose them is the blackest of all—ingratitude—and therefore
Shakespeare seems to have taken more pains to work out the whole.

To his FATHER
VENICE, 15th February, 1852.

When | look back to any of my former work, I am always
dissatisfied and feel as if | had utterly lost my time. Thus, as | said to
you a few letters ago, the sketches | made when here with you, in May
1846, are now so worthless in my eyes that | would give them all for a
single walk with you in the Piazzetta. And so of nearly all | have ever
done. But | forget, when | feel in this way, and long for the time to
come over again, that those sketches are not the result. The
dissatisfaction with them is the result. It was necessary | should do
them, before | could despise them. If | had not done them then, |
should be doing the same kind of things now. It is therefore the
knowledge that I have gained to which | ought to look as the true result
of these years’ labour: and | am only apt to be discontented because |
forget in the feeling how little I know now, how much less | knew in
1842.

When | wrote the first volume of Modern Painters | only
understood about one-third of my subject: and one-third, especially, of
the merits of Turner. | divided my admiration with Stanfield, Harding,
and Fielding. | knew nothing of the great Venetian colourists, nothing
of the old religious painters—admired only, in my heart, Rubens,
Rembrandt, and Turner’s gaudiest effects: my admiration
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being rendered, however, right as far as it went by my intense love of
nature.

In 1843 | studied under Harding, studies now nearly forgotten,
but useful in teaching me a little how to lay on colour; in 1844 | made
some coloured studies of rocks which are still useful to me. But in
1845 came a total change: | had luckily tried to draw some of
Raphael’s figures and landscape, and read Rio? on the old religious
painters; and bought Turner’s Liber Studiorum. | went into Italy with a
new perception of the meaning of the words drawing and chiaroscuro.
My first attempts with my new perception were those of the stone
pines at Sestri® now in your bedroom—the brown avenue, behind the
door in the study*—the little wild one you liked so much that used to
be in the anteroom of the breakfast-room—and my mother’s study of
trees at Isola Madre—the mountain ones, in the study—Conflans, etc.,
and many others—all indeed that are framed about the house, except
St. Michel, were done in 1845. They cost me great labour, but from
that time | understood the meaning of the words “light and shade,” and
have never since had any occasion to alter my views respecting them.

This course of study altered all my views about Turner’s early
works, formerly despised. The value | have assigned to the Yorkshire
drawings, and the price I made you pay Lupton for his proofs, were all
the consequence of this year’s work.

But meantime | began to study the religious painters. Till 1845 |
had never seen an Angelico—did not know what a Giotto was. In
about four months | explored a whole half world of painting in
Florence, and was able to write second volume of Modern Painters
when | came home.

But farther. When | went to Venice with Harding, | was
introduced for the first time to the Venetian colourists. The overwork
mentioned in my former letter was in studying Tintoret and
architecture at once. But | got an entirely new perception of the
meaning of the word colour: which altered all my views respecting
Turner’s latest drawings, as my spring work of that year had altered
them respecting his earliest. | came home, to find that his last works
were

! [The lessons were begun, however, in 1841-1842: see Preeterita, Vol. XXXV. p.
308.2][See Vol. IV. pp. xxiii. n., 184, 188.]

% [See Plate 12 in Vol. IV. (p. 346). The Plate (VII.) here introduced seems to be a
study made at the same place.]

* [This may be the drawing of Sens (which, however, is dated 1846), Plate 32 in Vol.

XXXV. The “Isola Madre” may have been No. 70 at the Fine Art Society (1907). The
“St. Michel” was perhaps the “Pine Forest”: see Vol. XXXV. p. 637 and n.]
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his greatest, and that he would never do any more, for his mind failed
in 1845.

Now, observe, | say all my views were altered—altered, that is,
into higher admiration instead of, as the public thought, into less. And
they were altered with respect to two-thirds of his works—I having, as
| said above, understood only one-third of my subject. Of his middle
drawings, | think what | always did. His early drawings | once
despised; but last year you know | gave Lady Baines 100 for two
injured ones, which | would not part with for 200 each. His late
drawings | at first thought slovenly—now you see them named in my
catalogue® as above all price.

This change, or advance rather than change, in all my views was
like being thrown into a great sea to me. | wrote second volume of
Modern Painters in the first astonishment of it. | then perceived a
thousand things that | wanted to know before I could write any more,
and 1846 and *7 were passed in floundering about, and getting my new
self together.

If in 1848 | had got abroad to Switzerland, the fruits of these years’
work would have been seen sooner. But being driven into Normandy,
my attention was turned in a new direction—and the Seven Lamps and
Stones of Venice were the result.

The materials collected in 1849, in Switzerland, are of immense
value to me—the fruit of 1846-7 and ’9 is all, | hope, yet to come in
third volume of Modern Painters. The architectural works have been
merely bye-play—this Stones of Venice being a much more serious
one than | anticipated.

So that my time has not really been lost, though | often feel as if it
had been. But it is one somewhat unpleasant result of my work, that |
have got to feel totally differently from the public on all subjects
connected with art, and that the effect of what | believe to be my
superior wisdom is that nobody will attend to me. When | wrote about
Stanfield and Harding, there was a large audience ready to hear what |
had got to say—and confirm it: but now that | don’t care for either of
them and write about Millais, nobody attends to me. And I see that this
is very natural. It has cost me seven years’ labour to be able to enjoy
Millais thoroughly. I am just those seven years’ labour farther in
advance of the mob than I was, and my voice cannot be heard back to
them. And so in all things now—I see a hand they cannot see; and they
cannot be expected to believe or follow me: and the more justly |
judge, the less I shall be attended to.

! [The “catalogue,” sent to his father on January 23, is printed in Vol. XIII. pp.
xlvii.—l.]
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To his FATHER
VENICE, 19th Feb., 1852.

The Austrian officers gave their last carnival ball last night, and as
there were to be masquers and much festivity, | thought Effie might as
well see it, so | took her there at nine, and left her, staying till ten
myself to see what was going on. Although they are much earlier here
than in London, there was, however, no masquing before | came away;
but I saw something worth going for, in the toilette of the Grand
Duchess Constantine. Of course, as the Russians have done so much
for the Austrians Iately,1 the Russian Grand Duke and Duchess are
infinitely féted, and as there is no person here at present superior to
them in rank, the Austrians, whose guests they are, make them the
centre of a kind of court, and invest them with a sort of vice-imperial
dignity. So the Grand Duchess, who does not dance, is taken up to the
top of the room and set in a kind of throne chair, with her ladies behind
her, and the circle of officers in front, exactly as if she were our queen,
or their empress. She is not exactly pretty, but very delicate and
interesting—a face between Marie Antoinette and our Sir Peter Lely
beauties—pale by day, but very brightly and sweetly flushed at night;
her hair was dressed in the French way, in the small close clustered
curls projecting at the side, like La Belle Gabrielle, and the rest of her
dress very rich and delicate at once—lace over rose brocade, with a
row of six or seven emeralds clasping the dress from the neck to the
waist, each about the length of a small walnut. Madame Palavicini was
standing behind her, leaning forward to talk to her, and she, though
anything but pretty, is exceedingly sweet and refined in feature and
expression—dressed in white, all, with a crown of white roses. You
never saw anything so courtly or pretty as the group of the two
together. In our society, a duchess is generally a fat old woman worse
dressed than anybody else, and highly painted, and with a whole
jeweller’s shop of diamonds shaken over her till she looks like a
chandelier; but here there was youth and refinement, and considerable
beauty; and though there were at least £20,000 of stones on the front of
that dress, they were not put so as to catch the eye. Effie enjoyed
herself very much, and came home at half-past one, which I thought
very moderate.

! [In the war against the Hungarian insurrection.]
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To his FATHER
Saturday Evening, 28th February, 1852.

| stopped to-day just as | was coming to that part of your letter
when you say we shall—or should have too much (£10,000) in Turner,
because | should not see my pictures if I went to the Alps. But do you
count for nothing the times out of time you see me looking at them
morning and evening, and when | take them up to sleep with? | have
fifty pounds’ worth of pleasure out of every picture in my possession
every week that | have it. As long as you live, | shall not be so much
abroad as in England;—if | should outlive you, the pictures will be
with me wherever 1 am. You count all | “would buy,” but I have named
to you all I can hope to get;—supposing | live long and outlive their
present possessors—on which | have no business to calculate—I don’t
think that to have spent by the time | am fifty or sixty, £10,000 in
Turners, sounds monstrous. People would not think it extravagant to
buy a title or an estate at that price—I| want neither. Some people
would think it not too much at a contested election. But all depends on
the view you take of me and of my work. | could not write as | do
unless | felt myself a reformer—a man who knew what others did not
know, and felt what they did not feel. Either | know this man Turner to
be the man of this generation—or | know nothing. You cannot wonder
that, as long as | have any confidence or hope in myself, | should
endeavour to possess myself of what at once gives me so great
pleasure, and ministers to what | believe to be my whole mission and
duty here. It is a pity that | cannot frankly express my feelings on this
subject without giving you cause to dread the effects of enthusiasm;
but it is just because | am enthusiastic that | am—if | am—powerful in
any way. If you have any faith in my genius, you ought to have it in my
judgment also. You may say (probably all prudent fathers would say),
“If he wants to buy all these just now, what will he want to buy as he
grows older?”—"“He began with one—and thought himself rich with
two—now he has got thirty, and wants thirty more: in ten years he will
want three hundred.” | feel the force of this reasoning as much as you
do, and | know this to be the natural course of human desire—if no
bridle be set upon it: nor am | so foolish as ever to expect in this world
to have all my desires gratified, or to be even able to say there is
nothing more that | wish for. That, | believe, ought only to be said by a
man when he is near death. But I can very firmly and honestly assure
you that I am
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much more satisfied with my collection now than when it was smaller,
and that if I now express more exorbitant desires, it is not because |
want more, but because you are more indulgent to me. When | was a
mere boy, | had not the impudence to ask you—or even to hope for—a
present of more than £50 once a year. Then it came to £160 once a
year, and my expression of desire has always increased exactly in
proportion to the degree in which | thought it might be expressed
without giving you pain. The longings were always there, but I did not
choose to utter them—knowing that they would cause you
suffering—perhaps also knowing that their expression would be of no
use,—they would not be granted. Yet you may remember that when
Griffith proposed to sell his whole collection, I did in a humble manner
lay his offer before you—of fifteen drawings at £50 each. You gave
me four, and I did not press the rest; but be assured, | longed for them
just as much as | do now—though I did not then know half their value,
else | should have permitted myself in more importunity. Again, when
the offer of twenty drawings at £40 each was made to us, | laid it
before you, in a timid hope that you might take them. | had exactly,
myself, as much longing and as large desires as | have now—nay,
greater, by the smallness of my possessions—but | had not the face to
express them. Now that | am older and wiser, and you are more
indulgent, | come out with all that I want, and it looks as if my desires
had greatly increased, but they have not increased one whit. | am, on
the contrary, infinitely nearer contentment than | was, and if | had the
drawings named in my first and second class,' and a bundle or two of
sketches, | certainly should never feel sickness of heart for a Turner
drawing any more. As it is, | think that my going on quietly with my
work here, while such things are going on in London, may show you
that I am tolerably content with what | have—though, in sober
conscience, | think it right and wise to “ask for more.”?

I intended when | began that this should be a nice long letter on
various topics, but having this morning—Sunday, 29th—opened at
breakfast my Stones of Venice,? it led me on, and | did not lay it down
till near prayer time—and now | must finish my letter for the post. |
find it a most interesting book—not at all dull—and it gives me a great
impression of reserved power, on coming to it with a fresh ear. | am
quite sure it will sell eventually.

The Emperor has come here to visit his Russian guests, and

! [See, again (as on p. 132 above), the “catalogue” in Vol. XI11.]

2 [A quotation from Oliver Twist (1838), not then quite so hackneyed as now.]
% [That is, the first volume.]
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Radetsky came to meet him, and sent a most polite message to Effie by
his aide-de-camp, saying that he was extremely sorry he could not call
upon her himself, but that he was held entirely at the Emperor’s
service. This is, of course, mere politeness—but it is politeness just
like Sir R. Inglis’s™—and I find that in reality the Marshal was much
pleased at our twice coming to Verona merely to go to his ball, and
that, while we esteemed it a favour to be asked, he did not less think it
polite in us to come.

To his FATHER
VENICE, 21st March, 1852.

Yesterday being Sunday, | have no text? to send you to-day, but
hope to have a sheet to-morrow.

On Saturday evening | went out, wonderful to relate, to an evening
party at our landlady’s—Mme. Wetzlar’s—merely having to step
across the landing-place of the stairs in order to hear Rubini® sing once
more. He is now living quietly in his native town of Bergamo, being
some fifty or fifty-five years old, and having lost all the splendour of
his voice; but | was curious to hear its modulation again. He came to
Venice to pay his respects to the Grand Duke Constantine, and then to
Mme. Wetzlar as an old friend. | never was so surprised as when he
came into the room. | recollected him in grand tragic parts in Lucrezia
Borgia and Lucia di Lammermoor, scowling and striding in a very
heroic manner indeed; and there came in a little man in a
brass-buttoned  coat, with the  most  good-humoured
English-farmer-like look conceivable—how he ever got himself to
look like an opera hero | understand not. Everybody is fond of him,
saying he is one of the most good-natured of men, and | should think
they were right. He put me more in mind of Mr. Severn* than anybody
I recollect. He sang twice, but only in concerted pieces with Count
Nugent and M. Cing Mars, who both sing beautifully. Rubini’s voice
appears quite gone, but his old taste and feeling and quiet comic power
are of course still delightful. I enjoyed my evening exceedingly, Mme.
Wetzlar knowing how to make people comfortable, and the party
being very small—only, | think, about twenty people altogether. A
lady, Mme. Marini, sang magnificently, but too loud for

! [See above, p. 36.]
2 [Of The Stones of Venice.]

% [See Preterita, i. § 202 (Vol. XXXV. p. 175 n.).]
* [Joseph Severn; for whom, see above, p. 68.]
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me, or for the room; everybody, however, declared it to be sublime. |
should have liked to tone it down a little—or to have heard it from the
other side of the Canal. The merit of a woman’s singing seems, in
modern musical society, to be measured by the pitch of her shriek. |
really think, without any hyperbole, that | could have listened with
great satisfaction to Mme. Marini if she had been on one side of the
Mer de Glace and I on the other.

To his FATHER
VENICE, Easter Day [April 11], 1852.

I did not in my Good Friday’s letter explain enough what | meant
by saying | had come to the place where the “two ways met.”* | did not
mean the division between religion and no religion: but between
Christianity and philosophy. | should never, | trust, have become
utterly reckless or immoral, but | might very possibly have become
what most of the scientific men of the present day are. They, all of
them who are sensible, believe in God—in a God, that is—and have, |
believe, most of them very honourable notions of their duty to God and
to man. But not finding the Bible arranged in a scientific manner, or
capable of being tried by scientific tests, they give that up and are
fortified in their infidelity by the weaknesses and hypocrisies of
so-called religious men, (who either hold to what they have been
taught because they have never thought about it, or pretend to believe
it when they do not). The higher class of thinkers, therefore, for the
most part have given up the peculiarly Christian doctrines, and indeed
nearly all thought of a future life. They philosophize upon this life,
reason about death till they look upon it as no evil: and set themselves
actively to improve this world and do as much good in it as they can.
This is the kind of person that | must have become, if God had not
appointed me to take the other turning: which having taken, | do not
intend, with His help, ever to look back. For | have chosen to believe
under as strong and overwhelming a sense of the difficulties of
believing as it is, | think, possible ever to occur to me again. No
scientific difficulty can ever be cast in my teeth greater than at this
moment | feel the geological

! [The greater part of the “Good Friday’s letter” has been printed in Vol. X. pp.
XXXViii.—xxxix. In it, he describes how religious doubts had been quieted, and

consolation found, by experimental faith. “I must have turned,” he added, “either one
way or the other. | have come to the place where the two ways meet.”]



138 LETTERS OF RUSKIN—VoL. | [1852

difficulty: no moral difficulty greater than that which I now feel in the
case of prophecies so obscure that they may mean anything, like the
oracles of old. But | have found that the other road will not do for me,
that there is no happiness and no strength in it. I cannot understand the
make of the minds that can do without a hope of the future. Carlyle, for
instance, is continually enforcing the necessity of being virtuous and
enduring all pain and self-denial, without any hope of reward. | do not
find myself in the least able to do this—I am too mean, or too selfish;
and | find that vexations and labours would break me down, unless |
could look forward to a “crown of rejoicing.”* My poor friend Mr.
George? used to talk of death in exactly the same manner that he did of
going to bed—as no evil at all—though expressing no hope whatever
of rising from that bed. I cannot do this: so far from it, that I could no
longer look upon the Alps, or the heavens, or the sea, with any
pleasure, because | felt that every breath brought the hour nearer when
I must leave them all. To believe in a future life is for me the only way
in which I can enjoy this one, and that not with a semi-belief which
would still allow me to be vexed at what occurred to me here, but with
such a thorough belief as will no more allow me to be annoyed by
earthly misfortunes than I am by grazing my knee when | am climbing
an Alp. Of course it is not in any human nature—and assuredly not in
mine, which is a very ill-tempered and weak one—to conquer the
sense of vexation or of pain; that is not intended. Mental pain is, and
must be, as definite as bodily pain—as the aching of the flesh after it is
torn, so must the aching of the heart be, after that is hurt: and if you
were to write me word that all my Turners were burned, 1 don’t mean
that my heart would not ache about it, but that | could now bear the
heart-ache as a thing which in time would pass away, as if it had not
been, and not as an additional bitter in a cup of life which, when | had
drank out, no more was to be had. So far (Monday morning) from
being able to bear great misfortunes as if they were nothing, | find it
very sufficiently difficult to bear patiently, at this moment, the return
of the bitter March wind, with a temperature nearly down to freezing,
to the utter cessation of all out-of-doors work, and the still greater
destruction of all ideal of an Italian spring. But it makes all the
difference whether one regards a vexation as a temporary thing out of
which good is to come in future, or a dead loss out of a short life.
The March wind came back in its bitter