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born man, that his vocation is to work. The choicest pres-
ent you can make him is a tool; be it knife or pen-gun, for

construction or for destruction: either way it is for work, for
change. In gregarious sports of skill or strength, the boy
trains himself to co-operation, for war or peace, as governor
or governed: the little maid again, provident of her domestic
destiny, takes with preference to dolls.

SUNSET.

On fine evenings I was wont to carry forth my supper
(bread-crumb boiled in milk), and eat it out-of-doors. On
the coping of the orchard-wall, which I could reach by
climbing, or still more easily if Father Andreas would set-up

the pruning:ladder, my porringer was placed: there, many a -

sunset, have I, looking at the distant western mountains,
consumed, not without relish, my evening meal. Those
hues of gold and azure, that hush of world’s expectation as
day died, were still a Hebrew speech for me, nevertheless I
was looking at the fair illuminated letters, and had an eye
for their gilding.

A MOTHER’S INFLUENCE.

My kind mother, for as such I must ever love the good

Gretchen, did me one altogether invaluable service: she*

taught me, less indeed by word than by act and daily rever-
ent look and habitude, her own simple version of the
Christian faith. Andreas too attended church; vet more like
a parade-duty, for which he in the other world expected pay
with arrears—as, I trust, he has received; but my mother,
with a true woman’s heart, and fine though uncultivated
sense, was in the strictest acceptation religious. How
indestructibly the good grows, and propagates itself, even
among the weedy entanglements of evil! The highest whom
I knew on earth I here saw bowed down, with awe unspeak-
able, before a higher in heaven: such things, especially in
infancy, reach inwards to the very core of your being:
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mysteriously does a holy of holies build itself into visibility
in the mysterious deeps; and reverence, the divinest in man,

springs forth undying from its mean envelopment of fear.

Would’st thou rather be a peasant’s son that knew, were it
never so rudely, there was a God in heaven and in man; or
a duke’s son that only knew there were two-and-thirty
quarters on the family coach?

NATURE ALONE Is ANTIQUE.

It struck me much, as I sat by the Kubach, one silent
noontide, and watched it flowing, gurgling, to think how this
same streamlet had flowed and gurgled, through all changes
of weather and of fortune, from beyond the earliest date of
history. Yes, probably on the morning when Joshua forded
Jordan; even as at the midday when Csesar, doubtless with
difficulty, swam the Nile, yet kept his Commentaries dry—this
little Kuhbach, assiduous as Tiber, Eurotas or Siloa, was
murmuring on across the wilderness, as yet unnamed, unseen:
here, too, as in the Euphrates and the Ganges, is a vein or
veinlet of the grand world-circulation of waters, which, with
its atmospheric arteries, has lasted and lasts simply with the
world. Thou fool! | Nature alone is artique, and the oldest
art a mushroom; that idle crag thou sittest on is six thousand
years of age. 3

Love.

If in youth, the universe is majestically unveiling, and
everywhere heaven revealing itself on earth, nowhere to the
young man does this heaven on earth so immediately reveal
itself as in the young maiden. Strangely enough, in this
strange life of ours, it has been so appointed. On the
whole, as I have often said, a person (Personiichkeit) is ever
holy to us; a certain orthodox Anthropomorphism connects
my e with all Ziees in bonds of love: but it is in this
approximation of the'like and unlike, that such heavenly
attraction, as between negative and positive, first burns out
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into a flame. Is the pitifullest mortal pérson, think you,
indifferent to us? Is it not rather our heartfelt wish to be
made one with him; to unite him to us, by gratitude, by
admiration, even by fear; or failing all these, unite ourselves
to him? But how much more, in this case of the like-
unlike! Here is conceded us the higher mystic possibility -
of such a union, the highest in our earth; thus, in the con-
ducting medium of fantasy, flames-forth that fre-develop-
ment of the universal spiritual electricity, which, as unfolded
between man and woman, we first emphatically dedominate
Love. : ;i :

In every well-conditioned stripling; as I conjecture, there
already blooms a certain prospective-Paradise, cheered by .
some fairest Eve; nor, in the stately. vistas, and flowerage
and foliage of that garden, is a tree of knowledge, beautiful
and awful in the midst thereof, wanting. Perhaps.too the
whole is but the lovelier, if cherubim and a flaming sword
divide it from all footsteps of men; and grant him, the
imaginative stripling, only the view, not the entrance. Happy
season of virtuous youth, when shame is still an impassable
celestial barrier; and the sacred air-cities of hope have not
shrunk into the mean clay-hamlets of reality; and man, by
his nature, is yet infinite and free! ?

ANGER.

To consume your own choler, as some chimneys consume
their own smoke; to keep a whole satanic school spouting,’
if it must spout, inaudibly, is a negative yet no slight virtue,
nor one of the commonest in these times.

Joy AND SORROW.

A peculiar feeling it is that will rise in the traveler, when
turning some hill-range in his desert road, he descries lying
far below, embosomed among its groves and green natural
bulwarks, and all diminished to a toybox, the fair town,
where so many souls, as it were seen and yet unseen, are
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driving their multifarious traffic. Its white steeple is then
truly a starward-pointing finger; the canopy of blue smoke
seems like a sort of life-breath: for always, of its own unity,
the soul gives unity to whatsoever it looks on with love; thus
does the little dwelling-place of men, in itself a congeries of
houses and huts, become for us an individual, almost a per-
son. But what thousand other thoughts unite thereto, if the
place has to ourselves been the arena of joyous or mournful
experiences; if perhaps the cradle we were rocked in still
stands there, if our loving ones still dwell there, if our
buried ones there slumber!

e CONDUCT,

But indeed conviction, were it never so excellent, is worth-
less till it convert itself into conduct. Nay, propetly, con-
viction is not possible till then; inasmuch as all speculation
is by nature endless, formless, a vortex amid vortices: only
by a felt indubitable certainty of experience does it find any

. centre to revalve round, and so fashion itself into a system.
Most true is it; as a wise man teaches us, that “ Doubt of
any sort cannot be rémoved except by action.” On which
ground, too, let him who gropes painfully in darkness or
uncertain light, and prays vehemently that the dawn may
ripen into day, lay this other precept well to heart, which to
me was of invaluable service: *“ Do the duty which iies nearest
thee,” which thou knowest to-be a duty! Thy second duty
will already have become clearer.

LicHT, THE BEGINNING OF ALL CREATION.

But it is with man’s soul as it was with nature: the begin-
ning of creation is—light. Till the eye have vision, the
whole members are in bonds. Divine moment, when over
the tempest-tost soul, as once over the wild-weltering chaos,
it is spoken: Let there be light! Ever to the gredtest that
has felt such moment, is it not miraculous and God-arnounc-
ing; even as, under simpler figures, to the simplest and
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least. The mad primeval discord -is hushed; the rudely-
jumbled conflicting elements bind themselves into separate
firmaments: deep silent rock-foundations are built beneath;
and the skyey vault with its everlasting luminaries above:

-keaven-encompassed world.

CoMMUNION OF SouLs.

Mystical, more than magical, is that communing of soul
with soul, both looking heavenward: here properly soul first
speaks with soul; for only in looking heavenward, take it in
what sense you may, not in looking earthward, does what we
can call union, mutual love, society, begin to be possible.
How true is that of Novalis: “ It is certain, my belief gains

_quite Znfinitely the moment I can convince another mind
thereof! ” Gaze thou. in the face of thy brother, in those
eyes where plays the lambent fire of kindness, or in those
where rages the lurid conflagration of anger; feel how thy
own so quiet soul is straightway involuntarily kindled with
‘the like, and ye blaze and reverberate on each other, till it
is all one limitless confluent flame (of embracing love, or of
deadly-grappling hate); and then say what miraculous virtue
goes out of man into man. But if so, through all the thick-
plied hulls of our earthly life; how much more when itis of
the divine life we speak, and inmost e is, as it were, brought
into contact with inmost !

SILENCE AND SECRECY.

Silence and secrecy! Altars might still be raised to them
(were this an altar-building time) for universal worship.
Silence is the element in which great things fashion them-
selves together; that at length they may emerge, full-formed
and majestic, into the daylight of life, which they are thence-
forth to tule. "Not William the Silent only, but all the con-
siderable men I have known, and the most undiplomatic
and unstrategic of these, forbore to babble of what they

instead of a dark wasteful chaos, we have a blooming, fertile,
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were creating and projecting, Nay, in thy own mean per-
plexities, do thou thyself but kold thy tongue for one day: on
the morrow, how much clearer are thy purposes and duties;
what wreck and rubbish have those mute workmen within.
thee swept away, when intrusive noises were shut out!
Speech- is too often not, as the Frenchman defined it, the-
art of concealing thought; but of quite stifling and suspend-
ing thought, so that there is none to conceal. Speech too
is great, but not the greatest. As the Swiss inscription says:
Sprechen ist silbern, schweigen ist golden (speech is silvern,
silence is golden); or as I might rather express it! Speech is
of time, silence is of eternity. :

Bees will not work except in darkness; thought will not
work except in silence: neither will virtue work except in
secrecy. Let not thy left hand know what thy right hand .
doeth! Neither shalt thou prate even to thy own heart of
“those secrets known to all.” Is not shame (schaam) the
soil of all virtue, of all good manners and good morals?
Like other plants, virtue will not grow unless its root hc.
hidden, buried from the eye of the sun. Let the sun shine
on it, nay do but lodk at it privily thyself, the root withers,
and no flower will glad thee. O my friends, when we view
the fair clustering flowers that overwreathe, for example, the
marriage-bower, and encircle man’s life with the fragrance,
and hues of heaven, what hand will not smite the foul plun-
derer that grubs them up by the roots, and with grinning,
grunting satisfaction, Shows us the dung they flourish in!

Two MEN ALONE HONORABLE.

Two men I honor, and no 'third. First," the toilworn
craftsman that with earth-made implement laboriously con-
quers the earth, and makes her man’s. Venerable to me is
the hard hand; crookéd, coarse; wherein, notwithstanding,
lies a cunning virtue, indefeasibly royal, as of the sceptre of.
this planet. Venerable too is the rugged face, all weather-
tanned., besoiled, with its rude intelligence; for it is the face
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of a man living manlike.. O, but the more venerable for thy
rudeness, and even because we must pity as well as love thee!
Hardly-entreated: brother! For us was thy back so bent, for
us were thy straight limbs and fingers so deformed: thou wert
our conscript, on whom the lot fell, and fighting pur battles
wert so marred. For in.thee too lay a god-created form,
but it was not to be unfolded; encrusted must it stand with
the thick adhesions and defacements of labor: and thy body,

on: thox art in thy duty, be out of it who may; thou toilest
for the altogether indispensable, for daily bread.

A second man I honor, and still more highly: him who is
seen toiling for the spiritually indispensable; not daily bread,
but the bread of life. Is not he too in his duty; endeavor-
ing towards inward harmony; revealing this, by act or by
word, through all his outward endeavors, be they high or
low? Highest of all, when his outward and his inward
endeavor aré one: when we can name him artist; not earthly
craftsman only, but inspired thinker, who with heaven-made
'1mplemcm conquers heaven forus! If the poor and humble
toil that we have food, must not the high and glorious toil
for him in return, that we have light, have guidance, freedom,
immortality?>—These two, in all their degrees, I honor, all else
is chaff and dust, which let the wind blow whither it listeth.

‘Unspeakably touching is it, however, when I find both
dignities united; and he that must toil outwardly for the
lowest of man’s wants, is also toiling inwardly for the highest.
Sublimer in this world know I nothing than a Peasant Saint,
could such now-anywhere be met with.' Such a onc will take
thee back to Nazareth itself; thou wilt sée the splendor of
heaven spring forth from the humblest depths of earth, like
a light shining in great darkness.

THE Poor MAN.

It is not because of his toils that I lament for the poor:
we must all toil or steal (howsoever we name our stealing),
) )

v

like thy soul, was not to know freedom. Yet toil on, toil.
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which is worse; no faithful workman finds his task a, pastime.
The poor is hungry and athirst; but for him also there is
food and drink: he is heavy-laden and wéary; but for him
also the heavens send sleep, and of the deepest; in his smoky
cribs, a clear dewy heaven of rest envelops him, and fitful’
glitterings of cloud-skirted dreams. But what I do mourn
over is, that the lamp of his soul should go out; that no ray
of heavenly, or even of eart}ily knowledge, should visit him;
but only, in the haggard darkness, like two spectres, fear and
indignation bear him company. Alas, while the body stands
so broad and brawny, must the soul lie blinded, dwarfed,
stupefied, almost annihilated! Alas, was this too a breath of
God; bestowed in heaven, but on earth never to be unfolded!
__That there should one man die ignorant who had capacity
for knowledge, this I call a tragedy, were it to happen more
than twenty times in the minute, as by some computations it
does. The miserable fraction of scierice which our united
mankind, in a wide universe of nescience, has acquired, why
is not this, with all diligence, imparted to all? ®

(From “ Past and Present.”’)

Fair Dav’'s WacgEs For Fair Day’s Work.

Fair day’s wages for fair day’s work! exclaims a sarcastic
man: Alas, in what corner of this planet, since Adam first
awoke On it, was that ever realised? The day’s wages of
John Milton’s day’s work, named Paradise Lost and Milton's
Works, were ten pounds paid by installments, and a rather -
close escape from death on the gallows. Consider that: it
is no rhetorical flourish; it is an authentic, altogether quiet
fact—emblematic, quietly documentary of a whole world of
such, ever since human history began. Oliver Cromwell
quitted his farming; undertook a Hercules’ labor and life-
long wrestle with that Lernean hydra-coil, wide as England,
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hissing heaven-high through its thousand crowned, coroneted,

shovel-hatted quack-heads; and he did wrestle with it, the
truest and terriblest wrestle I have heard of; and he wrestled
it, and mowed and cut it down a good many stages, so that
its hissing is ever since pitiful in comparison, and one can
walk abroad in comparative peace from it;—and his wages,
as I understand, were burial under the gallows-tree near
Tyburn turnpike, with his head on the gable of Westminster
Hall, and two centuries now of mixed cursing and ridicule
from all manner of men. His dust lies under the Edgware
road, near Tyburn turnpike, at this hour; and his memory is
—Nay what matters what his memory is? His memory, at
bottom, is or yet shall be as that of a god: a terror and hor-
ror to all quacks and cowards and insincere persons; an
everlasting encouragement, new memento, battleword, and
pledge of victory to all the-brave. It is the natural course
and history of the God-like, in every place, in every time.

A BRaVE Max.

A brave man, strenuously fighting, fails not of a little
triumph now and then, to keep him in heart. Everywhere
we try at least, to give the adversary as good as he brings;
and, with swift force or slow watchful maneuvre, extinguish
this and the other solecism, leave one solecism less in

God’s creation; and so proceed with our battle, not slacken
or surrender in it!

HELL.
. “The word hell,” says Sauerteig, “is still frequently in
use among the English people: but I could not without diffi-
culty ascertain what they meant by it. Hell generally
signifies the infinite terror, the thing a man is inﬁniteify’
afraid of, and shudders and shrinks from, struggling with his
whole soul to escape from it. There isa hell therefore, if you
will consider, which accompanies man, in all stages of his
history, and religious or other development: but the hells of
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men and peoples differ notably. With Christians it is the
infinite terror of being found guilty before the Just Judge.
With old Romans, I conjecture, it was the terror not of
Pluto, for whom probably they cared little, but of doing
unworthily, doing unvirtuously, which was their word for.
unmanfully. And now what is it, if you pierce through his

‘cants, his oft-repeated hearsays, what he calls his worships

and so forth—what is it that the modern English soul does,
in very truth, dread infinitely, and contemplate with entire
despair? What és his hell, after all these reputable, oft-
repeated hearsays, what is it? With hesitation, with aston-
ishment, I pronounce it fo be: The terror of ‘ Not succeed-
ing:’ of not making money, fame, or some other figure in
the world—chiefly of not making money! Is not that a
somewhat singulir hell?

WRETCHEDNESS.

It is not to die,or even to die of hunger, that makes a
man wretched; many men have died; all men must die—the
last exit of us all is in the fire-chariot of pain.. Butit'is to
live miserable we know not why; to work sore and yet gain
nothing; to be heart-worn, weary, yet isolated, unrelated,
girt-in with a cold universal Laissez-faire: it is to die slowly
all our life long, imprisoned in a deaf, dead, infinite injustice,
as in the accursed iron belly of a Phalaris’ Bull!. This is
and remains forevér intolerable to all men whom God has
made. :

(Miscellaneons Selections.)

ApvicE T0 A YouNc Man.

The following admirable letter, addresssed by Mr. Carlyle
in 1843 to a young man who had written to him desiring his
advice as to a proper choice of réading, and, it would appear
also, as to his conduct in general, is taken from its hiding
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place in an old Scottish newspaper of a quarter of a century
ago: :

“DEar SIR,—Some time ago your letter was delivered
me; I takeliterally the first free half-hour I have had since
to write you a word of” answer.

“It would, give me true satisfaction could any advice of
mine continue to forward you in your honorable course of
self~improvement, but a long experience has taugi'w me that
advice ean profit but little; that there is a good reason why
advice is so seldom followed; this reason namely, that it
so seldom, and can almost never be, rightly given. "No man’
knaws the state of another; itis always to some more or less
imaginary man that the wisest and most ‘honest adviser is
speaking. :

“As to the books which you—whom I know so little of—
‘should read, there is hardly anything definite that can.be
said. For one thing, you may be strenuously advised to
keep reading. Any good book, any book that is wiser than
yourself, will teach you something—a great many things,
indirectly and directly, if your mind be open to learn.
This old counsel of Johnson’s is also good, and universally
applicable:—* Read the book you do honestly feel a wish
and curiosity to read.” “The very wish and curiosity indi-
cates that you, then and- there, are the person likely to get
good of it. ¢ Our wishes are presentiments of our capabili-
ties; ' .that is a noble saying, of deep cnéouragement to all
true men; applicable to our wishes and efforts in regard to
reading as to other things. Among all the objects that look
wonderful or beautiful to you, follow with fresh hope the
one which looks wonderfullest, beautifullest. You 'will
gradually find, by various trials (which trials see that you
make honest, manful ones, not silly, short, fitful ones), what
zs for you the wonderfullest, beautifullest—what is your true
element and province, and be able to profit by that. True
desire, the monition of ndture, is much to be attended to.
But here, also, you are to discriminate carefully between

- chief of all—are not these as foolish, unhealthy eaters, who

CHOICE SELECTIONS. ; 189

true desire and false. The medical men tell us we should
eat what we ##/y have an appetite for; but what we only
falsely have an appetite for we should resolutely avoid. Tt
is very true; and flimsy, desultory readers, who fly from
foolishbook to foolish book, and get good of none, and mis-

mistake their superficial false desire after spiceries and con-
fectionariés for their real appetite, of which even they are
fiot'destitute, though it lies far deeper, after solid nutritive
food? With these-iliusiralions, I will recommend Johnson’s
advice te you. -

« Another thing, and only one other, I will say. All books
are properly the record of the history of past men—what
actions past men did: the summary of all books whatsoever
lies there. It is on this ground that the class of books
specifically named History can be safely recommended as
the basis of all study of books—the preliminary to all right
and full understanding of anything we can expect to find in
books. Past history, and especially the past history of one’s
own native country, everybody may be advised to begin with
that. Let him study that faithfully; innumerable inquiries
will branch out from it;, he has a broad-beaten highway,
from which all the country is more or less visible: there
travelling, let him choose where he will dwell.

¢« Neither let mistakes and wrong directions—of which
every man, in his studies and elsewhere, falls into many—
discourage you. There is precious instruction to be got by
finding that we are wrong. Let a man try faithfully, man-
fully, to be right, he will grow daily more and more right.
It is, at bottom, the condition which all men have to culti-
vate themselves. Our very walking is an incessant falling—
a falling and a catching of ourselves before we come
actually to the pavement!—it is emblematic of all things a
man does. .

“In conclusion, I will remind ‘you that it is not books
alone, or by books chiefly, that a man becomes in all points
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a man. Study to do faithfully whatsoever thing in" your
actual situation, there and now, you find either expressly or
tacitly laid to your charge; that is your post; stand in it like

. a true soldier. Silently devour the many chagrins of it, as

all human situations have many; and see you aim not to
quit it without doing all that 77, at least, required of you.. A
man perfects himself by work much more than by reading.
They are a growing kind of men that can wisely combine
the two things—wisely, valiantly, can do what is laid to their
hand in their present sphere, and prepare themselves withal
*for doing other wider things, if such lie before them.
43 \\. -y . r rehee - - -, . 1
rL_E. many good wishes and encouragements, I remain,
yours sincerely,

$ig “ THoMAS CARLYLE.
¢ CHELSEA, 13th March, 1843.” i

Music.

Music is well said to be the speech of angels; in fact,

nothing among the utterances allowed to man is felt to be so’

divine. It brings us near to the Infinite; we look for mo-
ments, across the cloudy elements, into tf\e eternal sea of
light, when song leads and inspires us. Serious nations, all
nations that can still listen to the mandate of nature, have
prized song and music as the highest; as a vehicle for wor-
ship, for prophecy, and for whatsoever in them was divine.
Their singer was. a wafes, admitted to the council of the
universg, friend of the gods, and choicest benefactor to man.

j THE SONG AND THE SINGER.

s fling ~ - .

To “sing the praise of God,” that, you will find, if you
can interpret old \»?ords, and see what new things they mean,
was always, and will always be, the business of the singer.
He i A e

Ie w}}o forsakes t_na.t business, and, wasting our divinest
gifts, sings the praise of chaos, what shall we say of him!
David, king of Judah, a soul inspired by divine music and
much other heroism, was wont to pour himself in song; he

) ]

CHOICE SELECTIONS. 191

with seer’s eye :and heart, discerned the Godlike amid the
humfn; struck tones that were an echo of the sphere-
harmonies, and are still felt to be such. Reader, art thou
one of a thousand, able still to 7ead a Psalm of David, and
cateh some echo of it through the old dim centuries; feeling
far off, in thy own heart, what it once was to other hearts
made as thine? To sing ‘it attempt not,for it is impossible
in this late time; only know that it once was sung. Then
go to the opera, and hear, with unspeakable reflections, what
things men now sing! i
THE MoDERN OPERA.

Good sirs, surely T by no meairs expect the opera will
abolish itself this year or the next. But if you ask me, Why
fhieroes are not born now, why heroisms are not done now? 1
will answer you: It is a world all calculated for strangling of
heroisms. At every ingress into life, the genius of the world

lies in wait for heroisms, and by seduction or compulsion

unweariedly does its utmost to pervert ‘them or extinguish
them. Yes; to its hells of sweating tailors, distressed
needlewomen and the like, this opera of yours is the appro-
priate heaven! Of a truth, if you will read a psalm of
Asaph till you understand it, and then come hither and hear
the Rossini-and-Coletti psalm, you will find the ages have
altered a good deal. %k 2 * =

Nor do I wish all, men. to become psalmist Asaphs and
fanatic Hebrews. Far other is my wish; far other, and
wider, is now my notion of this universe. Populations of
stern faces, stern as any Hebrew, but capable withal of
bursting into inextinguishable laughter on occasion—do you

. understand that new and better form of character? Laughter

also, if it come from the heart, is a heavenly thing. But,
at least and lowest, I would have you a population abhor-
ring phantasms—abhorring unveracity in all things; and in
your “amusements,” which are voluntarily 'and. not com-
pulsory things, abhorring it most impatiently of all.
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Foobp AND RAIMENT.

Man is born to expend every particle of strength tha¥ God
Almighty has given him, in doing'the work he find¢ he is fit
for—to stand it out to the_ last breath of life, and do his best.
We are called upon to do that; and the reward we all get—
which we are perfectly sure of if we have merited it—is that
we Have got the work done, or, at least, that we have tried
to do the work; for that is a great blessing in.itself; and I
should say there is not very much more reward than that

- going in this world. If the man gets mieat and clothes, what
matters it whether he have 10,000/., OF 10,000,000/, OF 7b/.
a year. He can get meat and clothes for that; and -he will
find very little difference infrinsically, if he is a wise man.

I warmly second the advice of the wisest of men—* Don't
be ambitious; don’t be at all too desirous to succeed; be
loyal and modest.” Cut down the proud towering thoughts
that you get into you, or see they be pure as well as high.
There is a nobler ambition than the gaining of all California
would be, or the getting of all the suffrages that are on the
planet just now.

EXTRACTS FROM THE WORKS OF JOHN RUSKIN,

PrIDE.

Pride is base from the necessary foolishness of it, because
at its best, that is when grounded on a Just estimation of our
own elevation or superiority above certain others, it cannot
but imply that our eyes look downward only, and have never
been raised above our own measure, for there is not the man

so lofty in his standing nor capacity but he mast be humble.

in thinking of the ‘cloud habitation and far sight of the
angelic intelligences above him, and in perceiving what
infinity there is of things he cannot know nor even reach
unto, as it stands compared with-that little body of things he
can reach, and of which nevertheless he can altogether under-

JOHN RUSKIN.




