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Ruskin's “ Isola”
By W. G. Collingwood

£ GAVE her that name,” he said once,
“ because she is so unapproachable.”
When he was a very young man
he saw her first in Rome. He had
been sent there for the winter because it was
supposed he was going into a consumption.
He had cerlainly been working very Liard at
Oxford-—not only doing the necessary read-
ing for honours, which need kill nobody, but
all manner of literature, art, antiquities -and
science into the bargain, as his manner was ;
and he had taken terribly to heart the loss
of the pretty French girl, on whom his boyish
affections had been set for years. So he was
in Rome as an invalid, restless and discon-
tented ; and he didi’t like Raphael, and he
didn’t like the other things people ought to
like. It must have been a difficult time for
his parents; but then one can’t expect to
bring up a genius without a certain amount
of trouble.

In a while he took a turn, and con-
descended to go with them to musical ser-
vices. They were energetic anti-Romanists ;
but they went to St. Peter’s to see the show,
and to hear the singing. They thought he
was beginning to develop an interest in music.
But it was just the old story. :

There was a beautiful Miss Tollemache in
Rome that winter ;. ¢ a fair English girl,” he
says, “who was not only the admitted Queen
of beauty in the English circle of that winter
in Rome, but was so, in the kind of beauty
which I had only hitherto dreamed of as
possible, but never yet seen living ; statuesque
severity with womanly sweetness joined. I
don’t think T ever succeeded in getting nearer
than within fifty yards of her; but she was
the light and solace of all the Roman winter
to me, in the mere chance glimpses of her
far away, and the hope of them.”

It was very like Ruskin, and it says
very much for the reality of the romantic
ideal he preached, that a few glimpses of a
far-away beauly, whom he had neither the

chance nor the intention of approaching,
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should have made a man of him, out of
a pining, love-sick boy. Open-air sketching
helped him out of his consumption, or
whatever the disease was; but the moral
stimulus and re-awakening ‘of healthy imagi-
nation, and power to work were given him
by this pure enthusiasm for a beautiful face,
fifty yards away.

He never saw her again for about ten
years, not until she was a wedded wife.
She had married a younger son of Earl
Cowper and his wife, daughter of Lord and
Lady Melbourne, and by second marriase
wife of Lo:d Palmerston. The Hon. Wil-
liam Cowper was one of the most shining
examples of the type—one does not see
much about it in newspapers or histories, but
private memoirs describe it in all ages and
no doubt it exists even in this—the type of
good men in great positions, men who are
in the world and very actively engaged in
it, but quite unspotted. He began life as
aide-de-camp to the Lord-Lieutenant of
Ireland in 1830, and went into Parliament
in 1835 ; he was a Lord of the Treasury in
1845, then a Lord of the Admiralty, then
President of the Board of Health, Vice-
President of the Board of Trade, Paymaster-
General, Chief Commissioner of Works,
Vice-President of the Education Depart-
ment of the Privy Council, Chairman of Mr.
Trawcett’s Committee on the Enclosure Acts ;
it was he who saved Epping Forestin 1871,
and was prime mover in the preservation of
open spacss and in granting allotments to
the poor; he passed the Medical Bill in
1858, the Thames Embankment Bill in
1862~3, and the Courts of Justice Building
Bill in 1863 ; the « Cowper-Temple Clause,”
securing the reading of the Bible in Board
Schools was his; he was the great recon-
structor of the London Parks and invented
the scheme for distributing the Park flowers
to Hospitals, Workhouses and Schools. It
would be long to tell how he made politics
philanthropic and brought art into the public



Lady Mount Temple, when Mrs. Cowper-Temple, Under the beech-trees at a Broadlands Conference

From a painting by Enwarp CrirrorD about 1876, Much liked as a portrait by Mr. Ruskin



RUSKIN'S “ISOLA” 79

service. After 45 years in Parliament he was
raised to the peerage as Lord Mount Temple,
and died in 1888.

All these things are known, or knowable
to the public ; but what is more to the point,
Histories of Our Own Times don’t tell us:
how the lively Eton boy, always in scrapes,
occasionally flogged, had according to Glad-
stone’s reminiscence ‘“the stamp of purity,
modesty, gentleness upon him in a peculiar
degree : ” how the dandy officer in the Blues
wanted to go into the Church “as a ‘means
of escaping,” he wrote, “the imminent
dominion of the sins which it seemed so
difficult to avoid : ¥ how the busy M.P. and
official, Palmerston’s step-son and favourite,
kept through all distractions a perfectly holy
and saintly life, a sense of nearness to God
and devotion to His will, that should put
much professional piety to shame.

For instance, in his diary he noted Queen
Victoria’s coronation, which, of course, he
had attended—he had dined with the Queen
a couple of days before—and continued,
“The main object to be pursued in life is
communion with God. Tt is a good method
of testing any way of spending my time to
ask, does it render me more ready for
communion with God ?” At twenty-seven
he had long known all that evangelical
piety at its best can teach ; and he always
kept the faith. Ten years later, his young
wife—the Miss Tollemache of Ruskin’s
admiration, and the Lady Mount Temple
lately laid to rest by her husband’s side—
asked him, at a large party at the Palmer-
ston’s, what interested him most. “ Oh,
nothing,” he answered, ¢compares in in-
terest with communion with my Master, and
work for Him.” ¢ This,” she added, in her
privately printed volume of Memorials,
““this was the spirit of his life, through all
the blessed years I lived with him.”

So after a long interval during which
Ruskin had become a famous writer, and the
girl at Rome had become the true help-mate
of such a man, they met once more. It
is rather curious to compare their two sepa-
rate accounts of the meeting. The lady
says, referring to the earlier part of her
married life, in the fifties and sixties,
¢ Another great delight to us at this time was

going up occasionally to Denmark Hill for a
happy day with Mr. Ruskin. It seems that,
quite unknown to myself, he had noticed me
when we were in Rome together in 1840 ! 1
was then eighteen. It was rather humiliating
that when we met again, after about ten
years, he did not recognise me. We became
great friends: I was fond of his cousin
Joan”—Mrs. Arthur Severn. Ruskin’s way
of putting it was rather different, and the
mere man doesn't quite see where the humi-
liation comes in.  He hated going to parties,
he says ; but one evening was introduced to
a lady who was ‘“too pretty to be looked at
and yet keep one’s wits about one : "—that
is very characteristic of him : so he talked a
little with his eyes on the ground. ¢ Pre-
sently, in some reference to Raphael or
Michael Angelo, or the musical glasses, the
word ¢ Rome’ occurred; and a minute
afterwards, something about Christmas in
1840. I looked up with a start; and saw
that the face was oval—fair—the hair,
light-brown. After a pause I was rude
enough to repeat her words ¢ Christmas in
1840 l—were you in Rome then?’ ¢VYes,
she said, a little surprised, and now meeting
my eyes with hers, inquiringly.  Another
tenth of a minute passed before I spoke
again. < Why, I lost all that winter in Rome
in hunting you!’ It was Egeria herself !
then Mrs. Cowper-Temple. She was not
angry ; and became from that time forward
a tutelary power, of the brightest and
happiest. Egeria always had her own way
everywhere, thought that I also should have
mine, and generally got it for me.”

By the kindness of Mrs. Arthur Severn I
have by me the long series of Ruskin's
letters to Lord and . Lady Mount Temple.
To any one who knew the people and
circumstances touched upon, they would be
most interesting ; delightfully amusing for
the most part, but sometimes intensely pain-
fui, where the fiery genius poured out his
woes and disappointments, public and private,
into their kindly ears. She was his confi-
dante in all that unhappy love-story which
ended so tragically for his later life: she was
his sympathetic adviser in much of his work.
Mr. Cowper-Temple, too, was a kindly and
Lelpful friend. In the early days he intio-
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Lady Mount Temple

(From a pholograph taken in 1856 by Rose Durvant & Son,
Torguay)

duced Ruskin to Palmerston, and smoothed
the way for various plans connected with the
National Gallery and public art-works, many
of which owed their promotion to Ruskin
in the first instance. I cannot .trace his
direct influence in the philanthropic labours
of Mr. Cowper-Temple and the politicians of
his circle; but Ruskin was personally
admired and loved by many of them, and
certainly had an indirect share in much that
was done for the help of the people. When
he attempted to found his Guild of St. George
Mr. Cowper-Temple was one of the Trustees ;
not with great faith in the scheme, but with
much affection for the schemer. ;

After some years of “Mr. and Mrs.
Cowper ” the acquaintance warmed into a
closer friendship. They became Ruskin’s
“pthoc” and “ ¢/An,” for he always nick-
named his intimates, and often so whimsi-
cally that his letters are quite ludicrously
unprintable. To them he was “St. C."—
Saint Chrysostom, the ¢golden-mouthed” ;
and sometimes, he liked to think, St
Christopher.  When he was very ill at
Matlock in 1871 Mrs. Cowper-Tenple
came to nurse him, and from that time he
was her ¢ Loving little boy,” and his friends
were his ¢ Dearest Mama” and ¢ Dear
P’apa.” His view of life was that he grew
younger as the years went on :—and so from
being “Dearest Mama™ she became ¢ Dar-
ling Grannie,” and he signed ¢ Ever your

poor, grateful little boy." It is perhaps all
very absurd; but one certainly does not
understand Ruskin without knowing this
queer side of his character, part sentimental
part grotesque, which creeps out even in his
most serious writing, and makes it so impos-
sible to take his every word for gospel
message. But very often he wrote to her
and of her as Isola—the island—¢ Isola
Bella ” standing alone and unapproachable
by all ordinary roads, and yet open on all
sides to the waifs of the waves, claiming
haven and rest in her sympathy. Here is
the whole of a little note written in a dark
time in his later years :—¢Is there no Isola
indeed, where we can find refuge—and give
it? . I have never yet been so hopeless of
doing anything more in this wide—wasting
and wasted earth, unless—we seize and
fortify with love—a new Atlantis, Ever
your devoted St. C.”

There are very few bits in the letters of
general interest. Of somebody’s sketches
sent for him to look at he wrote: ¢ Alas,
there’s no genius in these drawings. Genius
never existswithout intense industry. Industry
is not genius, but is the vital element of it.”
In Bible reading—“ T noticed, curiously for
the first time, two most important mistrans-
lations. Fancy never having noticed before
that ¢Sufficient unto the day is its evil’
ought to be ¢Let the day's evil suffice for
it.”  And <chasteneth’ ought in several
cases to be merely ¢ bringeth up, teacheth I’”
Here is what he urged upen his friends in
all seriousness, and most strangely if you
think who the friends were: ¢You are
compromising somehow between God and
Satan, and therefore don’t see your way.
Satan appears to you as an angel of the
most exquisite light—I can see that well
enough ; but how many real angels he has
got himself mixed up with I don’t know.
However, for the three and fortieth time—in
Ireland or England or France, or under the
Ara ceeli perhaps best of all, take an acre of
ground, make it lovely, give what food comes
of it to people who need it—and take no
rent of it yourselves. ¢But that strikes at
the very foundations of Society ?’ It does ;
and therefore, do it. For the Foundations
of Socicty are rotten with every imaginable
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plague, and must be struck at and swept
away, and others built in Christ, instead of
on the back of the Leviathan of the Northern
Foam., Ever your affectionate St C. —
not the Professor.” It was to Lady Mount
Temple he wrote the pretty letter telling her

tell her that: but she kept the letter, and
did what it bade. Those who know any-
thing about the Broadlands Conferences,
those remarkable meetings of men and
women in all ranks and of every shade of
religious  belief, come together “for the

Lady Mount Templa

(From a photograph taken in 188 by Rose K. Durvant & Son, Torquay)

to arrange her party just as il Christ were
coming to dinner —it is printed in Fors
Clavigera—* 1 suppose Him to have just
sent Gabriel to tell you He’s coming, but
that you’re not to make any alterations n
your company on His account.”

Perhaps she hardly needed a Ruskin to

deepening of spiritual life,” know what
singular influence was wielded by Lady
Mount Temple and how far-reaching that
influence has become.

Mr. Ruskin used sometimes to visit at
Broadlands. One winter he spent several
weeks there, and Lady Mount Temple says

P
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in the volume already quoted : “We found
him as always most delightful and instructive
company : his talk full and brilliant, and his
kindness unceasing to all in 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 Gurney, pick up
the fallen wood and make it up into bundles
of faggots for the poor!”

His friends came also to see him at
Brantwood on Coniston Water. Mrs. Severn
has a lively story of an excursion with them
to the Tarns, a pretty bit of water on the
hills with a fine panorama of mountains all
round, the show-place of Coniston. It was
a foggy morning, but he hoped it would
clear, and they drove up through the woods

in expectation, but it was still fogzy. They
got out of the carriage and walked to the
finest point of view ; still the fog would not
lift. Then Mr. Ruskin waved his hand and
pointed to the scene they ought to see: and
in his best eloquence and with growing
warmth described the lakelet embosomed in
its woods and moors, the rocky knolls, and
distant summits, Helvellyn and the DPikes,
and Bowfell, and Wetherlam, and the
Coniston Old Man. For a moment it
seemed as though the whole was before
their eyes ; and then they burst out laughing.
“After all,” said Lady Mount Temple, “is
not this the best treat we could have?”
“And to me,” said Ruskin, with his old-
fashioned courtliness, ¢ what view could be
so entirely delightful ?”

(s

A Little 'ero

By George G. Magnus

Hllustrated by Gordon Broawne

HAD just returned from a bicycle ride
when my mother called anxiously down
the stairs :

«“Is that you, Violet?”

Having enlightened her on this point, she
said she had some “news” for me. She
had indeed !

In my absence Mrs. Doughty—a notorious
Band of Hope promoter — had called to
know if I would be ‘so very sweet as to
take charge of a little class of male teeto-
talers at their annual treat the following day,
in place of a Miss Noplucke who had been
taken suddenly ill,” and, to my horror, I
found that mother with her usual generosity
had promised my services irrevocably !

Had I been a man I would have let fly
several emphatic words concerning the crafty
Mrs. Doughty ; as it was I only thought them,
and knowing my parent’s pet boast to be
that she “never broke a promise,” resigned
myself to my fate.

Upon my arrival the next morning at the
head-quarters of the Band of Hope, I pushed
my way through a struggling crowd of excited
boys and girls, towards Mrs. Doughty’s
massive figure, which was existing passively
in a four-wheeler. When I reached her,
some ten minutes later, minus most of my
hair-pins and plus goodness knows how many
bruises, she immediately introduced to me a
tall angular lady, Miss Queller, by name,
who promptly volunteered to pilot me to my
« little class.”

So leaving go the cab door to which I had
been anchoring myself, T reluctantly followed
her and was ®rmally presented to twelve of
the most evil-looking bits of male humanity
I had yet seen.

Just as I had screwed up my courage to
address the least dirty of them, the amateur
band at the head of the column commenced
operations with such a spirited rendering of
“We won’t be home till morning,” that Mrs.
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The palace of Paolo Guinigl, Lucca



Ruskin’s Ilaria

By W. G. Collingwood
With Illustrations by the Author

T will be just twenty years next Michael-
mas Day since I went to Lucca with
Ruskin. He was wandering in search
of health; Sir William Gull had told

him to rest, and a change, they say, is as
good. His notion of resting, and a very
fair one, was to take up new work, and
drive out the worries of public affairs with
energetic drawing and the sort of writing
that amused him.

An autobiography was among his projects.
The first chapter had come out casually and
accidentally in “ Fors,” but he still needed to
look up local colour among the scenes of his
youth. So he travelled step by step from
one French town to another, and drove over
the Jura and through Savoy in the ancient,
pre-railroad style, discoursing as we went
about old times, and his parents, and his
early friends. Once, when the talk was
rather confidential, I said, ¢ Never mind,
I'm not Boswell taking notes.” ¢1I think
you might do worse,” he replied.

Even then I had no notion of writing
about him.., I was too busy. He was a
unique employer, so exacting and so in-
dulgent, “spoiling” you and slave-driving
you at once. Nothing was too much for him
toask or to give. I can quite understand why
some of his prolégés turned again and rent
him ; unless you were ready for everything
you could not work with him long. But
he was always eager to teach all he knew
and to learn all you knew; as patient as a
saint in ordinary worries of life, but as
craving for sympathy as a woman. Kim's
Lama puts me often in mind of him, but
Ruskin was not so lucky in his chela.

In September 1882, it was dull weather at
Pisa after the first dewy morning for the
Campo Santo; and there were ¢ entircly
diabolical ” trams and chimneys in the town
since his last visit. The streets, every reach
of them loved of old for some jewel of
mellowed architecture, were changing with

modern progress. The town was noisier and
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dirtier than in days of yore. He had come
to meet Nicola Pisano and company ; but
the ghosts wouldn’t rise. So he broke off
work in the Baptistery on Michaelmas Day
at noon, and ordered the carriage for Lucca.

Every one knows the route; over the
Maremma, between the sea and the moun-
tains. Peaks of Carrara clouded to the
north ; ruins of Ripafratta frowning over the
crags ; “vines, olives, precipices.” At last
you see a neat little town, boxed up in four
neat walls, with rows of trees on the ramparts
and towers looking over the trees; it is just
like the medieeval town in the background
of a triptych, Silk-mills there are, but not in
evidence—at least, so it was twenty years
ago.

As we drove up to the gate that afternoon
the customs officers turned out, and we
laughed when the coachman shouted :
« English family! Nothing to declare!”
and the officers bowed, unquestioning. “ So
much nicer, isn’t it?”’ said Ruskin, ¢ than
Leing bundled about among trucks and all
the hideous things they heap round railway-
stations 7 : and in a few minutes we were
in front of the Hotel Royal of the Universe.
Signor Ruskino was expected ; family and
servants were at-the door ; everybody shook
hands. The cook was busy with the dinner,
I think ; for when we had seen our rooms
—he took the plainest of the tall, partitioned
suite with rococo decorations, palatial but
tarnished —¢ First,” he said, “ I must go and
see the cook”; and so away to the
kitchen.

He was patient, I said, of life’s little
worries : but he liked a good dinner when it
was there. I remember the serviette full of
crumbly chestnuts, and the Hermitage—
afternoon sun meanwhile beating through
half-shut persianes in dusty air, and a peep
of greeny-blue hills over the square—Ruskin
lifting his glass for a birthday toast. There
was a certain damsel, whose own folk called
her the Michaclmas goose; he put it more
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prettily : « Here’s to St. Michael, and Dorrie,
and All Angels !”

Then we went out to see Ilaria.

She was an early flame of his. He must
have seen Ilaria before 1845, but it was in
that eventful year he fell in love. Ilaria was,
of course, the marble Lady of Lucca; but
falling in love is not too strong a word.

The Forty-five in the nineteenth century
had its Rebellion almost as full of conse-
quences as the Forty-five of the century
before. The raid of Prince Charlie opened
up the Highlands, and gave us Ossian and
Scott and Romanticism; little else. The
raid of John Ruskin, in 1845, for the first
time wandering free and working out his
own thoughts among the Old Masters
and medimval - ruins of Italy, started the
whole movement which made British art
decorative and- philanthropic. There were
others helping, but he led the way; and it
was in that Forty-five that he « went up the
Three Steps and in at the Door.”

The_ passage in which he first described
Ilaria is almost hackneyed. ¢ She is lying
on a simple couch with a hound at her feet.
.+ . The hair is bound in a flat braid over
the fair brow, the sweet and arched eyes are
closed, the tenderness of the loving lips is
set-and quiet ; there is that about them which
forbids breath; something which is not
death nor sleep, but the pure image of both.”

Who or what the lady might have been in
the flesh he hardly seems to have cared ;
at least he never dwelt on the story. She
was daughter of a Marquis of Carretto, and
wife of Paolo Guinigi, chief of a powerful
family in Lucca. In 1405 she died. In
1413 Paolo was building that palace with
the tower, now a poor-house, from which he
ruled his fellow townsmen with a rod of iron.
She never saw the arcaded palace, and the
frowning, machicolated tower; she could
never have had part or lot in the tyranny
of his later rule. We often read in history
of a woman keeping within bounds the
nascent fierceness of a man who—Ilosing
her—let himself go and became the scourge
of his world. But in all his pride Paolo
remembered the pretty wife, untimely lost.
The very year he built his castle he tempted
away the greatest sculptor of the age from

ILARIA

his native town and thronging engagements
to carve her a tomb. Jacopo della Quercia
came to Lucca in 1413,and six years later
left after finishing this and other sculptures
there. He could never have seen Ilaria ; he
must have worked from very insufficient
materials in getting her portrait, and it must
have been a tiresome and delicate business
to satisfy his patron, the tyrant. But then
Quercia was ““a most amiable and modest
man,” and he had the secret of noble por-
traiture, ¢ Truth lovingly told.” The sort
of critics who do not gush say of this work
that it was the first masterpiece of the Early
Renaissance. It has all the best qualities of
medieval art—its severe symbolism and
decorative effect, with all the best of the later
classicism—its reality, softness and sweetness.

Paolo’s enemies before long drove him
out of Lucca, and the city wreaked ven-
geance on the tyrant by shattering his wife’s
tomb, this masterpiece. Somehow the
effigy itself was spared, and set up again
with bits of the wreck against the bare
church wall. Tt was this dead lady, this
marble lady, with browned, translucent
cheeks, and little nose just bruised away at
the tip, that tcok Ruskin’s imagination in
his youth. In his age he wrote, It is forty
years since I first saw it, and I have never
found its like.”

For a month, with an interval at Florence,
he kept me pretty closely at work drawing
Ilaria — side-face, fulldace, three-quarters,
everyway : together with bits of detail from the
early thirteenth-century porch of St. Martin’s
and other churches, and some copies in the
picture gallery, He painted hard himself,
and never did better work in his life. Two
studies, “half-imperial,” of the facade of
St. Martin’s are especially well known ; one
was at the Academy last winter, and one at
the same time at the Royal Water-colour
Society’s Iixhibition. 1de used to sit in
quaint attitudes on his camp-stool in the
square, manipulating his drawing-board with
one hand and his paint-brush with the other ;
Baxter, his valet, holding the colour-box up
for him to dip into, and a little crowd of
chatterers always looking on. He rather
enjoyed an audience, and sometimes used
to bring back odd gleanings of their remarks

231
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when he came in to luncheon. One ragged
boy, personally conducting a friend from
the country, was overheard enumerating the
strangers’ meals at the hotel: ¢« They eat
much, much, these English !” Of course,
most in the crowd knew him, or about him.

GOOD WORDS

started in the usual carriage driven by the
boy with the red tie. As we left the hotel
an army of beggars hailed the Professor ”
(so he was always called at home) ““who
solemnly distributed pence, to lighten his
pocket and his mind. Then we scampered

The marble mountains of Carrara and the valley of the Secchio from the Lucca hills

The dean and chapter came to approve, the
choir to grin, and the gendarmes to patro-
nise; a few French tourists hovered round,
but no English that I remember.

After these long mornings of work—inside
when it rained, outside when it shone—we
always- went for a ramble or a drive. One
venturesome start in a thunderstorm I recol-
lect, for Ruskin was not the least timid, as
you might expect from his highly-strung
temperament. He used to walk planks and
look down precipices, too, like a regular
steeple-jack, and handle all sorts of animals
fearlessly. This thunderstorm gave us grand
Turneresque effects, of which I have a sketch,
but no description ; but I have borrowed an
old letter of the time which gives a fair
sample of an afternoon with Ruskin. It is
dated October 28, 1882.

¢ A biting scirocco was blowing, but we

through the streets, which are all pavement,
and none broader than Hanway Street; but
everybody drives furiously in them asa point
of Lucchese and Tuscan honour, and nobody
seems to be ruil over.

“Qut through the city walls you are in
the country at once. Indeed, I can’t help
thinking of the town as a garden where
houses are bedded out instead of flowers ;
they are so close-packed, so wvaried and
pretty. But out at the gate it is a wide
stretch of plain with mountains all round,
and bright cottages, cadmium-yellow in the
stubble-fields and cane-brakes, for they
thatch the maize-heads over the roofs by
way of storage, Out of one quite decent
looking farm-house a decent-looking woman
came rushing and gesticulating after the
carriage. ‘The Professor called on the driver
to stop; and the woman, out of breath,
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declared she was the mother of five and
wanted charity. He gave her a note;
notes, you know, can be a good deal less
than five pounds in Italy.

«“ At the foot of the hills, south of Lucca,
we left the carriage and walked up the road;
Baxter, too, with the umbrella, coat, camp-
stool and geological hammer as usual. The
road goes up through chestnuts and under
vines, till you get to some farms and a
church on the top of the buttress-hills, with
a splendid view of Lucca and the valley,
behind rich slopes of autumn colours, and a
monastery with its cypresses in the middle
distance, Then we dived into a valley and
crossed a marble quarry, for all the stones
here are marble; the road is mended with
marble, and the pigstyes are built of marble;
and then we scrambled up the main hill.
There is a sort of track through chestnut
and myrtle and arbutus with scarlet fruit

against the sky. Girls were gathering
chest-nuts and arbutus berries — such a
picture !

“So with an hour’s scrambling we came
out through a wood of stone pines to the
top, a sort of marble platform. The scirocco
had blown us up fine weather; the Carrara
hiils were clear, and the Apennines for miles ;
fantastic peaks, all sorts of gables, pyramids,
cones, and domes. The sea was ridged and
beating hard on the shore of the Maremma ;
the bay of Spezia in the distance, and little
Lucca, tidy and square below, tucked into
its four walls like a baby in a cot with a
patchwork quilt. I stayed ten minutes to
get a sketch, while the Professor and Baxter
howke | out a particularly contorted bit of
marble, and then we plunged through the
pines on the back of the ridge to get a view
southward. This, you know, is the wood
where Ugolino in Dante dreamed he was
hunting when they had shut him up to
starve in the Famine Tower at Pisa, and it
deserves its fame. It is quite another world
from the hot rich valleys below; among
the trees there are fresh, English-looking
meadows with daisies very big and very
pink, and beyond—the wonderful Mediter-
ranean coast, rose colour in the sunset.
Pisa far down there showed every detail
distinct, cathedral and leaning tower like
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toys; even at Leghorn, we could see the
ships in port, 1t was like looking on the
world from the angels’ point ot view; a
glimpse through the centuries,

¢ But the sun was half-way below the sea,
and we turned and raced the darkness
down to the valley, along a path some six
inches wide, with a marble precipice below
and a clay bank above. Then the moon
rose ; a regular conventional Italian moon,
chequering the path like sunshine, lamping
the cypresses and campaniles. Our driver
was asleep; we stirred him out and drove
through misty by-roads to the town gates.
Out came the customs officer. ¢ Have you
anything to declare, gentlemen ?’ ¢ Nothing,
sir!? ¢ Felice sera, signori!’ ¢A happy
evening, sir |’

“ The streets were very quiet though it
was not late. By the Dominican convent, in
the moonlight, there was a woman kissing the
great crucifix ; few other folk about ; and we
made the square ring again when we chasel
the moon into the plane-trees and rattled up
to the hotel door.”

One morning toward the end of October,
soon before we left Lucca, T went to work
on a drawing of Ilaria (since honoured by
Ruskin  with a place in his Sheffield
museum) and found’ the marble wet and
fouled. Somebody had been taking a cast.
After long days in the quiet cathedral,
among so many haunting thoughts, studying
the face, it had grown almost as alive to me
as it always was to him. Even I felt a little
shock. It was a‘liberty, somebody taking a
cast! At breakfast entered a not very pre-
possessing fellow carrying a plaster mask.
Signor Ruskin had asked at the shop; one
was now made,

I never saw him more moved. In a storm
of anger he left the room, crying out, *“Send
him away.” Fortunately we had with us
Henry R, Newman, the American artist,
then working for Ruskin at Florence. He
could do the talking to the disappointed,
enraged Italian, and got rid of him—and a
Napoleon of mine—after a while. I was
thankful to Newman for getting rid of the
cast as well ; and when the coast was clear
Ruskin looked in, rather apologetic after his
outburst. “I hope you didn't give the
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fellow anything,” he said, and, of course, I
was much too weak-minded to fight the
case.

But I still think the object-lesson was
well worth a Napoleon. That ghastly thing
was not our Ilaria; any cast is a hard, dead
caricature if once you have really known the
living, ancient marble. And the wrath of
Ruskin laid his secret bare. Do you think
he could have stirred the world with mere
flourishes from the pen? Falling in love was
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not too strong a word for the feeling that
dictated, over Ilaria’s marble portrait, his
plea for sincerity in art: ¢ If any of us, after
staying for a time beside this tomb, could
see, through his tears, one of the vain and
unkind encumbrances of the grave, which,
in these hollow and heartless days, feigned
sorrow builds to foolish pride, he would, I
believe, receive such a lesson of love as no
coldness could refuse, no fatuity forget, and
no insolence disobey.”

(v )

Memory’s Pictures

TuERE is a Master-painter
Who paints with a subtle skill,
Yet never an eye has seen him,
And never a mortal’s will ;
But still he is ever painting,
Though not for reward or fame,
And his work is known to all men,
For “ Memory ” is his name !

He paints for the youth a picture
Of sweet childhood’s golden hours,
When life was a merry playtime
In a garden of summer flowers ;
For age he recalls youth’s pleasures,
When the pulse beat firm and free,
And Love was the radiant helmsman
O’cr the waves of a sunlit sea !

But not in this sombre earth-light
Can the grace of his work be seen ;
Not here can we grasp the beauties
Of his paintings of what has been ;
But shadows shall lose their harshnes:,
And the crude “tones” softer be,
When we gaze on Memory’s pictures
In the Light of Eternity !

A, FREWEN AYLWARD,



(From a skelfch by W. G. Collingwood)

Ruskin's « Jump ”



Ruskin’s “ Jump ”
By W. G. Collingwood

£k UMP?” was the Brantwood vernacular

for ¢ Jumping Jenny ”; and she was
Ruskin’s own private, particular
« water sulky,” as the Autocrat of the
Breakfast Table put it.  There-is hardly any
need to say that she was named after the
famous though somewhat disreputable brig,
commanded and partly owned by the late
Anthony Ewart, not unknown to readers of
Ruskin’s favourite novel ¢ Redgauntlet.” I
do not mean to commit myself to any state-
ment of literary criticism in calling ¢ Red-
gauntlet” his favourite novel, or to imply
that he thought it the best book ever
written : but it was one which he continu-
ally quoted in conversation and discussed
with pleasure in his autobiography. Of all
the rovels he read in those evenings of
“auld lang syne,” when he pulled the four
candles close to him at the drawing-room
table, and we sketched furtively in corners,
Laurence Hilliard and I, and the ladies plied
their needles—no novel was read with more
delight and effect. It was a pretty way of
passing the evening, but not so easy to
imitate unless you have a Ruskin to read to
you. He had a way of suggesting the
dramatic variety of the conversations without
trying to be stagey, and a skill in “ cutting ”
the long paragraphs of Scott’s descriptions
which made it all as good as a play. He
did not make you hot and rcady to scream
as many readers do, in their anxiety to act
the scene.
Ruskin was no sailor, and never went for
a real voyage; but he was very fond of
boats and shipping, and all that came from
the sea.  One of his grandfathers had been
a sailor. As far as I can make out, this
grandfather was an East-coast skipper of
small craft, very much like one of the
caplains of “Many Cargoes,” and ¢ Sea
Urchins.”  He had passed out of this world
before John Ruskin came into it, and the
little genius never had the luck to hear sea-
stories and to learn the mysteries of reef-
knots and clove-hitch from an old captain
grandfather. It would have been so good

for him! But one must not forget that in
the making of John Ruskin there was a
quarter of the blood of a seafarer. TItisa
rather curious fact, also, and one which has
not, I believe, been mentioned in print,
that the earliest Ruskin of all was a sea
captain. Mr. W. Hutton Brayshay tells me
that he has found in the Record Office a
notice of the name in the fourteenth century ;
this medizeval Ruskin was captiin of one of
Edward IIL’s ships. We cannot connect
him with John Ruskin’s family, any more
than we can connect the Ruskins of Dalton-
in-Furness in the sixteenth century ; but this
identity of name suggests that they may
have been ancestors. It is a problem which
can only be solved by research, but it should
be possible, if one had time and money
to work out the pedigree from wills and
registers.

Turner was his real teacher in seafaring
matters, giving him, if nothing more, a true
interest in the look of waves and ships. It
was for Turner’s sake that he wrote the fine
essay on “ the boat in art and poetry ” which
forms the introduction to ¢ Harbours of
England”; and this glorification of the
coastwise fishing craft, and the old ship
of the line was not merely a literary man’s
concoction, but the outcome of much study
and sketching at Deal, where he spent the
summer of 1855 to steep himself in the
subject. In the early sixties, again, he
stayed for some time at Boulogne in lodgings
under the sandhills north of the pier, and
made friends with a French pilot and
mackerel fisher who, alter due apprentice-
ship, actually promoted him to the tiller—
an honour of which he was really prouder
than that eclection to the membership of a
foreign Academy which he forgot to answer
until it was too late to say any more about
it,

S0 when he came to Coniston, and had
his own house on his own lake, he could
not be without boats. - There was a landing-
place on the shore beneath Brantwood,
shown in our photograph as it was in the
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earlier stages of its development, with Mrs.
Arthur Severn and Miss Constance Hilliard,
(Mrs. W. H. Churchill) on the first primitive
breakwater, and Mr. Severn's sailboat in the
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four or five miles’ career up the long water-
way ; and the fun of riding with them is
quite different from the struggle of getting
your boat home again. Now Ruskin was a

(Sufcliffe, pholographer, Whithy)

M Brantwood Harbour in the Seventies . \

distance. Ruskin did not care for lake-
sailing ; a busy man hardly has time to wait
for the moving of the water; and he got
one of the indigenous tubs for the diversion
of rowing. He did not fish, and he had the
greatest scorn for rowing as it is done at
Oxford. “That’s not rowing ; that’s galley-
slaves’ work !” he used to tell us. «To
bend to the stroke, and time your oars to
the beat of the waves,” was his ideal : he
liked going out when there was a little sea
on, and white horses ; and he would paddle
away before the wind with great enjoy-
ment.  But when there is a little sea
on, at Coniston, it means a good deal of
wind ; though the waves are not very high
they gather a fair amount of force in their

very practical man in some things. “When
you have too much to do, don’t do it,” he
used to say. So after a wild water-gallop,
he simply landed and walked home. = When
the wind changed he could bring back hig
boat. ‘There was no use in making a pain
of a pleasure,

The Lake district rowing-boat is built for
the Lake fisherman, and it is as neatly
adapted to its purpose as the Windermere
yacht which, for the peculiar winds and
waters of the place, is pretty nearly perfect,
The fishers used to have two chief require-
ments, whether they netted or trolled ; the
boat must travel easily .in lumpy but not
violent water, for the men had far to go in
reaching their “drawing-up spots,” and in
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taking their fish to market of an evening;
and it must carry a good deal of tackle.
In netting, there were always two partners,
and so two thwarts and two pairs of sculls
were used; in trolling, one went out alone,
but there were rods and lines which needed
space for convenient stowage. Consequently
the boats were rather long, and rather low in
the water; the sculls were fixed on gins, so
that you could drop them when you got a bite,
or landed hastily to take the hair-rope at your
end of the net in drawing up. Feathering
the oar was quite unknown ; great speed un-
necessary ; great stability desirable ; but not
what a sailor would call seaworthiness. On
the whole, for pleasure-boating on the lakes,
these boats are safe and convenient ; acci-
dents are extremely rare, though hundreds
and perhaps thousands of hopelessly un-
skilled people every summer try their hands
at rowing, and do everything you ought not
to do ina boat. It is impossible to insist
on an experienced boatman going out with
every party, and not always possible to
prevent overcrowding. Local authorities
have no powers, except to hang life-buoys (at
their own personal expense) at convenient
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points on the shore. You will see one of
the Coniston parish council’s buoys on the
boathouse in our photograph of the Hall:
but you will be glad to know that it has
hung there for years without being wanted
for a rescue.

After some seasons’ trial of the local boat,
Ruskin thought he could improve upon it
for his own purpose. He wanted something
less cumbrous and more seaworthy, and he
was always trying experiments, uprooting
notions to find how they grew, planting them
upside down to see what happened, grafting
one idea upon another, to the bewilderment
of onlookers. In the matter of boats he
had a very willing and capable helper in
Laurence Hilliard, who was the cleverest
and neatest-fingered boy that ever rigged a
model ; and many were the models he de-
signed and finished with exquisite perfection
of detail in the outhouse-workshop at Brant-
wood. Laurie, as every one called him, was
deep in Scott Russell at that time, working
away on the ponderous (and now discredited)
folio as if he were getting it up for an
examination, and covering sheets of cartridge-
paper with sections and calculations. He

(Herbert Severn, Esq., phofographer)

Coniston Hall and Boathouse
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was only too pleased to have a hand in a real
job, and turned out the drawings and the
model for the new boat in workmanlike

fashion. This was in 1879 or 1880.
Just opposite Brantwood, across the lake,
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the heroine of “ Northanger Abbey”—about
1794 came to Coniston and mistook the
old Coniston Hall for Conishead Priory, as
it seems : and with an odd fallacy of romance
described the “solemn vesper that once

(Hargreaves, phofographer, Conislon )

The Ruskin Museum, Coniston

is the old Coniston Hall, built in the fifteenth
century as the home of the Flemings of
Coniston, but nearly two hundred years ago
abandoned and left to ruin. Mrs. Radcliffe,
who wrote the ¢ Mysteries of Udolpho ”
—known to most readers nowadays less
for itself than as the book that so excited

swelled along the lake from those consecrated
walls, and awakened, perhaps, the enthusiasm
of the voyager, while evening stole upon the
scene.” But she was right enough in being
charmed with the spot, as Ruskin was in his
boyish visits, long before he dreamed of
living—and dying—in view of the old round
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chimneys among the trees, with the ripple
of lake below and the peak of the Old Man
rising above. Early in the nineteenth cen-
tury the ruins were fitted up as a farm, and
somewhat later, the boathouse close by came
to be the workshop of the man who built
Ruskin’s ¢ Jump.”

Mr. William Bell was one of the celebrities
of this dale. In his youth he had been a
sort of right-hand man of John Beever of
the Thwaite, brother to the ladies of
“ Hortus Inclusus,” and author of “ Practi-
cal Fly-fishing.” On the death of his father,
William Bell became the leading carpenter
of the place, and the leading Liberal, and
during Mr. Gladstone’s last Adninistration
he was made J.P. for the county of Lan-
caster.  Ruskin had heard of his neighbour,
and sent word that he would like to come
and take tea and have a talk about politics.
Now the carpenter was used to Conservative
orators and Liberal arguers, but he knew
that Ruskin was a different sort of man ; and
ail da; long before the hour fixed for the visit
he was in a grea:’ perturbed state of mind,
walking up and down and wondering—a
new thing for him—how he should tackle
this unknown personality. At last the dis-
tinguished guest arrived. He was solemnly
welcomed and shown into the parlour.  The
door was shut upon the twain. The son
(Mr. John Bell), who felt he had brought
into contact the irresistible force and the
irremovable post, waited about hoping it
would be all right, but in much trepidation
as the sound of talk inside rose from a
murmur to a rumible, and from a rumble
to a roar. At fazt his father’s well-known
voice came through the partition in no
trembling accents: «VYe're wrong to rags,
Mister Ruskin!™ ¢ Then,” says Mr. John,
“I knew it was all right, and I went about
my work.” And after that Ruskin and
“ald Will Bell” were firm friends in spite of
differences.

So Will Bell built the “ Jump *—or, to be
accurate, was master-builder, employing at
this job Mont, Barrow, well known to boat
owners on Windermere for one of the most
skilful of craftsmen, as his father was before
him—and one fine day in spring she was

launched at the boathouse with gieat
XLITI—34
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ceremony. A wreath of daffodils was hung
round her bows, and Miss Martha Gale
christened her, with this little versicle which
Ruskin made for the occasion :

Waves give place to thee!
Heaven send grace to thee!
Fortune to ferry

Kind hearts and merry !

There was one strange face in the group,
one uninvited visitor. The people then
at the Hall were not successful managers,
though they had interested Ruskin, per-
haps more through the idyllic prettiness
of their homestead than otherwise. He
had helped to stave off the failure by
lending them 300, which they proposed
to pay in geese! And the stranger at the
launch was the man in possession. Alas !
for  these consecrated walls,” and the dis-
illusionments of our Arcadia. Perhaps it

(Hargreaves, phofographer, Conisfon )

Trial model for the Jumping J enny

is wise to add, in plain words, that twenty
years have wrought changes at the Hall, and
that the present tenants are quite different
people.

The “Jump,” so launched u: iast, was
always Ruskin’s own boat, for his private
particular use.  Sometimes as a special
honour the favoured guest was sent across
the lake in her, rather than in a common
boat ; but to say the truth, if it wasn’t for the
honour of the thing, as the Irishman re-
marked when the bottom of the Sedan-chair
came out, we had as soon walk round. She
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rodethe wavesbeautifully but you didn’t seem
to get forrarder with her. Perhaps it was
the fallacy of theScott Russell lines that made
her heavy, or must we put all the blame on
Ruskin? He tried to build a boat that
would sail and row equally well, and that is
not easy. She was never sailed, though the
model, as you see from the photograph, is
rigged. The “ Jump,” still on the water
and often used, is treasured, I think, chiefly
as a relic—Ruskin’s flag-ship. When she is
repainted, the old pattern round her gun-
wale, his device, and the brilliant blue, his
favourite colour, are always reproduced,
and she looks sound enough to outlast us
all.

At a later time, when he was staying
in Sandgate (1887-88) he reverted to his
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fondness for boating, and had several very
beautiful models built and rigged—the old
Dover packet, old style cutter and yawl and
so forth—by Charles Dalby of Folkestone,
now, I regret to hear, aged and disabled, but
when he made .these for Ruskin, a past
master in the mystery. These models are at
Brantwood ; the model of the ¢ Jump ” is in
the Coniston Museum. You can just see it
in the photograph, in a lower case under
the portrait at the right hand side of the
picture. When we can afford the expense—
for our museum is merely the beginning of
what it will be when we get the benefactions
I confidently expect from a discerning
public—it shall be better shown. Its in-
terest, as a side-light on Ruskin the many-
sided, is worth a cubic yard of special case.

() )

“ Communing "
(Ps. iv. 4)

Oux heart, so full of love! why wilt thou seem
So hard and callous that the world must deem
Thee void of feeling, and would never seck
The affection which thy lips so seldom speak?

Oh heart so full of sympathy ! why hide

Thy kindness 'neath a cloak which we call pride?
So that ne troubled ones will turn to thee

For pity which thou wilt not let them see.

Oh heart so full of thankfulness and praise

To Him who saves and keeps thee all thy dayst
Wherefore dost thou so oftentimes conceal

The gratitude thou burnest to reveal ?

Oh heart so sensitive thou dost not dare
Unveil thyself ! nor scarcely wilt thou share;
E’er with thy dearest, aught thou dost contain,
Those strange deep ponderings of joy or pain!

Oh foolish heart | unable to express

Thy sacred wealth, those thoughts of tenderness
Which flood thee, after seeking to o’erflow !

Oh why this mask of hardness wilt thou show *

Oh heart of flesh | why seem to be of stone?
Hiding the gentleness which should be shown.
Hearts starve for love. Haste thee! unlock thy shrine,
Forget thyself, display thy gifts divine.
E. M. N.
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Ruskin’s Music
By W. G. Collingwood

“Y T is well known,” says a recent news-
paper-writer, * that Ruskin's ear was
as deaf to musical sound as his eye
was sensitive to natural beauty.” On

the other hand, Miss Wakefield, the cele-
brated singer and the originator of country
Musical Competitions, has put together a
volume of 158 pages—most of them, cer-
tainly, in rather big type—under the title of
¢ Ruskin on Music.” The inference, of
course, to an unbelieving world is that he
wrote about what he did not understand.
But Miss Wakefield understands ; and she
says, “what is to be admired in what he has
said of the art, is the beautiful way in which
its spiritual meaning and teaching have been
expressed by him, in the short passages
which he has devoted to it, and in which no
one has ever excelled him.”

For his thoughts on music there is this
book to read; but for Ruckin’s quest of
music, for his lifelong attempts to qualify as
a musician, there is nothing to show. The
story has not yet been told, because it has
little bearing on his life’s main work, and—
to put it roughly—it is the story of a failure.
Perhaps there are admirers who would rather
not know about the failure; but silence
would consent to fallacy.

There are still in existence the bound
volumes of piano pieces and operatic songs
which he learnt when he was an under-
graduate at Oxford. One of these volumes
is open on the piano, in our photograph of
the Brantwood drawing-room, arranged as it
used to be when he strummed a little before
dinner and read at the four candles after
dinner.  Bach piece is inscribed by the
Oxford music-master with the usual vague
respect of ‘T'own to Gown in the formula,
¢ — Ruskin, Esg.,, Ch.Ch.” The master
does not seem to have known his Christian
name, but he evidently dragged him throuzh
a great deal of Bellini, and Donizetti, and
Mozart; and “forty years on—shorter in
wind, though in memory long ” Ruskin had
a keen recollection of these pieces, and
liked to go over them with any young friend,
showing how they used to sing “Non pit
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andrai " or “ Prendero quel brunettino,” with
all the flourishes. There are his fingering
exercises, as elaborately annotated as all his
old books are; he must have spent much
time and taken great pains, in those early
days, over his music. It was not for want
of opportunity, nor for lack of intention, that
he did not become a musician.

When he left Oxford he still continued his
lessons, especially the singing. 1 have never
heard of his singing in company, but I can
hardly doubt that the lessons did much for
his voice. Any one who has heard him
lecture, or read, or even talk, knows how
resonant and flexible it was, and how
thoroughly under his command. He had
naturally a weak chest, and caught cold
easily, and his throat was often affected ; but
he always, I think, was able to lecture, and
his voice was the first thing that attractad
an audience. The singing lessons weré not
without result.

In later years his music-master was
George Frederick West, who taught him—
or tried to teach him--harmony ‘and com-
position. I can remember Mr. West coming
to give him a lesson. but I don’t think I
was ever present at the ordeal. You can
imagine that “Dr. Ruskin,” as Mr. West
always called him, was a most difficult pupil,
wanting at every turn to know why ; in-
credulous of the best authority ; impatient of
the compromises and conventions, the
“ wohltemperirtes Klavier”; and eager to
upset everything and start afresh. It is
Mrs. Severn who can describe these droll
interviews and Mr. West’s despairing appeal,
¢ But vou wouldn’t be ungrammatical, Doctor
Ruskin ? ” .

I am not so sure about that; but Mr.
Ruskin learnt what he wanted, One thing
he could do to perfection. He could easily
and readily transpose and copy a song that
was too high or too low, and he liked doing
so. It does not imply great scholarship,
but it is wonderful, as Dr. Johnson said of
the performing dog, that he should do it at
all. He might have been spending his time
to better purpose, you think ?
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Music lessons went on, at all available
intervals, down to the close of his active life.
At Sandgate in 1887-88 he was learning
from Mr, Roberts. In his lodgings, beside
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In London he usually had a season tickct
for the Crystal Palace concerts—you re-
member how he abused the Crystal Palace!
—and when he was driven away by the

(Photo by A, E. Brickiill)
Brantwood Drawing-room

the cottage piano already there, he got 'a
grand piano and a harmonium (the last was
afterwards given to a chapel in Coniston),
and because he had few chances of hearing
music in that retirement, he engaged a young
lady professional to play of evenings to him-
self and the friends who were staying with him.

In his books there are several hard hits at
concerts and concert-goers ; but just as he
wrote against railways and yet, he said, “used
them himself, few people more,” so he was
an energetic concert-goer.  On arriving at
Paris or any great foreign town his first
question was ¢ What about the opera?”
With classical Italian opera he was familiar
from his youth up. He loved it, indignant
when pestilent modernism hurried the tempo
or ook liberties with the well-known score,

“autumn cleaning,” a great husiness in old
Mrs. Ruskin’s scrupulous housekeeping at
Denmark Hill, he would stay at the Queen’s
Hotel in Norwood “to be near the Manns
concerts.”

He has just mentioned Charles Halle in
¢ Tithics of the Dust,” but in private letters
comes out his real admiration of the great
pianist. John Hullah was one of his friends ;
his copy of Hullah’s ¢ Manual ” is scribbled
with devices for simplifying the teaching of
the keyboard. Indeed, being as he was a
born teacher, and counting as he did music
an essential to education, he even taught-
or tried to teach—what he knew of it when-
ever there was a chance. 'That class of little
country girls at Brantwood had to learn music
too; it was in his time of failing strength,
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and the story is tragi-comic; but in such
times the real heart reveals itself through all
weaknesses, and it was a very kindly and
earnest nature that made him write out neat
cards of music-lore reduced to its lowest
terms for the cottage lasses whose lives he
tried to raise and brighten,

It was only on evenings of actual illness
or serious trouble that he passed the time
without music, and he generally managed
to have somebody in the house who could
play and sing. One of his admirations was
¢ Claribel,” whom he met at Jean Ingelow’s ;
she sang her own songs to his great delight.
Later, among many, there were the Misses
Bateman and Miss Wakefield ; in © Joanna’s
Care” he has told his readers about the
charm of Mrs. Severn’s singing. And it was
not only comic songs and nigger ballads that
he would listen to; he liked fun, as his
readers ought to know by now, and a good
funny song, if the tune was sound, made him
clap his hands in a quaint gesture and laugh
all over—the more that there was much sad-
ness in his thoughts. I remember Sir Edward
Burne-Jones’s account of a visit to the
Christy Minstrels ; how the Professor dragged
him there, to a front seat, and those burnt-
corked people anticked and shouted, and
Burne-Jones wanted to go, and Ruskin
wouldn’t, but sat laughing through the whole
performance as if he loved it.  An afternoon,
to him, of oblivion to the cares of life; an
odd experience ; but he would not call it
music,  “Now let us have something
different,” he used to say when he had laughed
enough.

The old songs were his delight, old English

and French and Scotch. German songs,
German music, and everything German,

except Diirer and Holbein, he could not
abide ; German love-songs especially, “songs
of seduction ” he called them. He would
just endure a bit of Swiss carolling, with its
breezy reminder of the Alps; but the unlucky
individual who tried him with Fesca has
cause to remember the event. Haydn and
Mozart he classed with the Italians, and
Handel with the good old standards ; but
Mendelssohn was not to be named. Worst
of all he misliked execution without feeling :
the brilliant young lady pianist had no wel-

687

come from Ruskin. Gaiety, or else tender-
ness, appealed ; even among the old songs
there were those he cast out of the pro-
gramme. Of ¢« Charmante Gabrielle,” he said
once, “It might do when a king sang it.”

Corelli was one of. his favourite composers;
that was another link with ¢ Redgauntlet”
and Wandering Willie ; and though he was
never a collector of rarities as such, he
bought all the Corelli he could meet with,
as well as various old editions of early
music at Chappell’s sales.

From about 1880 for some ten years he
took to making little compositions of his
own ; curious experiments. It need hardly
be said, and it need never be regretted, that
these were not workmanlike performances.
The mere fact of his trying to compose is
curious ; and though it is not part of his
life’s work, it explains some passages and
turns of his thought. It would be really
more wonderful if he had succeeded in
lcarning to be a musician, along with all the
other things he attempted. But look at his
face, in the truthful if not sentimental portrait
by Mr. Creswick, which, I think, has not'
been photographed until now. I do not
much believe in physiognomy, and yet in the
faces of those who have the gift of execution
—quite a separate power from intellectual or
emotional appreciation, or even from com-
position-—I think you notice that the groove
which marks off the wing of the nose, ala
nasi, at the top is strongly developed ; some-
times it is so sharp as to be almost a
deformity. There is none in Ruskin’s face.
That trait may mean nothing ; but the fact
remains that so able a man spent time and
labour in vain over an art which many learn
easily, without a hundredth part of his general
power. Ina word he had a great love for
music, and within certain limits a true taste,
but no talent.

In ¢ Elements of inglish Prosody,” written
1880, there is a good deal about his views
on music, made sadly unreadable, not by the
error of his ideas, but by his perverse neglect
of recognised technicalities. Among the
rest is an attempt at a setting of “ Ve
Mariners of England,” with bars inserted as
if to mark the feet of the prosody instead of
the beat of the melody, which was part of
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At Marmion's Grave

Words by Sir Walter Scott

Air by Mr. Ruskin, 1881
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his scheme, though it naturally offends a  “Tu ne quesieris.” Here, as specimens, it
musician. is enough to give a little scrap from ¢ Mar-

His little output of musical composition mion,” to which he set the air and sketched
need never see the light. Once he had the accompaniment ; and his own rough draft
¢« Blow, blow thou winter’s wind ” set up in  of a songlet, of which the words, at any rate,
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Facsimile of Mr. Ruskin's rough draft of a song'et

type, but it was discreetly blotted. The are lovely, and intimately Ruskin. They
manuscript page of # On Old Aigina’s Rocks”  might be the motto to the Queen’s Gardens of
is in the Coniston Museum, for the curious ¢ Sesame” :

to behold. Others were little rhymes for
children—the words printed in his * Poems,”
or fragments from Scott and Shakespeare,

Trust thou thy Love; if she be proud, is she not
sweet ?
Trust thou thy Love; if she be mute, is she not

« How should I thy true love know,” “ I'rom ey
* T - o ks !
Wigton to the foot of A}"! “Come unto Lay thou thy soul full in her hands, low at her
these yellow sands,” * From the ecast to foat:
western Ind,” and so forth, with a couple of Fail, Sun and Breath ;—yet, for thy peace, she

odes of Horace, ¢ Faune, Nympharum ” and shall endure |



Ruskin's Maps
By W. G. Collingwood

EADING the map is as great a
pleasure to some people as reading
a story-book. You will see them
pore over the atlas for an hour
together, going on dream-journeys. Itisa
cheap way of globe-trotting, and gets rid of
thie discomforts; only one must have imagina-
tion to turn the wriggling hair-lines into
vistas of river scenery, and the woolly-bear
shading into forested - crests and peaks
against the sunset. It needs a good deal of
imagination to get over the ugliness of most
modern maps ; but why should maps be
ugly ?

That is a question which Ruskin often
asked, and he gave a great deal of trouble
and time to the subject: not enough to
carry out such a reformation as his energetic
preaching and teaching did effect in some
other things, but perhaps we have

seas blue—mnot skies; and to ornament his
outline with a good full red and green and
yellow. Here is his first map of Italy, fac-
similed from the coloured original. You see
how he tried to be neat, and how he knew,
without having to amend his lettering, to put
one D and two R’s in “MEDITER-
RANEAN.” About Germany he was always
antagonistic or inattentive ; here, you see, he
thinks it is in Austria! It is hardly possible
that he was really copying when he made
that characteristic blunder.

Why do we refer to these childishnesses ?
Because he—the art-critic and art-teacher—:
began his art career not by sketching people
or cottages or flowers, but by copying maps ;
and because he ended his career in bidding
his hearers do likewise. Of course the value
of advice entirely depends upon what you

not quite come to the end of the
story yet.

Any way, the map-readers, and
all who have known the bliss of
owning a Bible with a “Palestine”
for solace during sermon-time in
childhood, or have realised the
privileges of even Bradshaw’s ugly
diagram on a long journey—all
these will not think it strange to
be told that Ruskin was a map-
lover too, and that he was nearly
as fond of plans as of pictures.
Indeed, the old complaint against
his art-criticism was that he wanted
pictures to be mapg, decoratively
coloured diagrams of nature, in
which you could find your way
about, know the points of the
compass, latitude, altitude, geo-
logy, botany, fauna, flora, and the
universal gazetteer.

He says in the Notes on his
Turner Exhibition that he began
to learn drawing by copying maps,
and only came to pictures later.

It is a biographical fact that his

first use of a paint-box was to tint
XLII—s6

At seven or eight: size of the original, by John Ruskin
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Geology on the old road, by John Ruskin



RUSKIN'S MAPS

mean to do with it. If you want to make
colourable imitations of fashionable pictures,
don’t take Ruskin’s word for anything. If
you want to be a scholar in the school of the
Old Masters, then you might do worse than
listen to him. They ““leant on a firm and
determined outline ”—that is Sir Joshua
Reynolds ; they started with painstaking
draughtsmanship, and added colour touch by
touch ; and so he says, *“I place map-
making first among the elementary exer-
cises,” and so forth. He made his young
pupils begin with simple facsimile— If you
can draw Italy you knew something about
form ”.—and then paint the globe with its
conflicting shade and local colour. After-
wards, in setting one at Turner, he would
say, “1 want you to make a map of the
subject. Get the masses outlined, and fili
in the spaces with the main colours; and
that will do.”

The next photograph is from a coloured
drawing of the same size; the pale tints are
pink and yellow and green, and the Lake of
Geneva, which looks rather blotchy in the
print, is more pleasant in ultramarine. This
is one of a set of geological maps made to
illustrate the course of the usual tour through
France and the Alps, perhaps, to judge by
the handwriting, for the journey of 1833,
when he made special preparations to study
geology. He could hardly carry a bulky
sheet or atlas, and so extracted just what he
required, in a series of neat little pages, put
together into a home-made case, ready for
use at any moment. Little boys who take
this kind of trouble are likely to become men
of weight; at least, they get to know how
interesting the world is. Ruskin on a
journey was never bored, unless he was ill ;
he looked out of window, and poked you
up: “Now, put away that book; we are
just coming to the chalk,” or, «Are you
looking out for the great twist in the lime-
stone?” And the changes in the face of the
country, with new flowers and varying crops,
were a continual entertainment,

When he preached the importance of an
observing eye, artists said that he wanted to
have geological diagrams instead of pictures ;
but his preaching had its effect. English
landscape art, with all its drawbacks, gene-
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rally gives you some idea of nature ; while the
foreign art, which knows not Ruskin, often
glories in preposterousness or sins in igno-
rance. The Lake-district shops have been
flooded this summer with postcards made in
Germany, and meant to represent favourite
views at home. At least they are labelled
with well-known names, and the general
forms are evidently from photographs ; but
—like the posthumous portrait — ¢ how
changed!”  You know Langdale Pikes by
their dark slate-rocks, deeply blue in the
Lakeland atmosphere, and grimly cloven
with tall gullies. In the postcards they are
bewitched into lumpy hummocks of whitish
brown, evidently coloured and finished up
by a man who knows the limestone hills of
Germany, but not our district. The foliage
here is nothing if not the rich, sappy green
of a rainy land ; but these trees are all dry
and dusty, trees of a limestone country. Our
grey-roofed houses are gay with red tiles ; our
black tarns are green, and so on; never was
such bewildering transformation. There is
a real value in a set of these cards as an
object-lesson in the relation of geology to
landscape.

Another use of maps to Ruskin was in
writing the descriptive eloquence for which
his readers chiefly admire him. I remember
a very good judge of pictures and books once
choosing the best passage of Ruskin—not
that such “bests ”’ come to much—and fixing
on the bird’s-eyeview passage in which he
takes you with the stork and the swallow on
their northward flight over the varying
scenery of LEurope (“Stones of Venice,” 11,
vi.,, § 8; «Selections,” I., § 20). Now this
has all the imaginative charm of Hans
Christian Andersen’s ¢ Snow Queen,” or
George Macdonald’s ¢« At the Back of the
North Wind ”; but it is nothing more nor
less than notes on the map of Europe—of
course, by a map-lover.

To help in such work he collected maps
wherever he went, and kept them in a special
set of drawers in his study, some mounted
on spent diagram-cards from his lectures,
and some dropping to pieces with wear and
tear, Among these are still his first map of
the Lakes, from Jonathan Otley’s Guide of
1827, and his old Keller's « Switzerland”
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“of 1844, which he used forty years later,
saying that he did not want the railways, and
no new map showed the roads better. Of
favourite towns, such as Venice and Amiens,
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sheet of ruled foolscap to keep him in mind
of the graceful, swinging coastline and the
proportions of the provinees.

The overloaded modern map is a work of

Sketch of Spain, by John Ruskin

there are large-scale plans, the best that could
be bought ; and of some Swiss districts, like
Neuchatel, there is quite a library of
cartology. A highly detailed map of Médoc,
from a wine advertisement, was found useful ;
likewise Britain with the centres of Trinity
College, London, which he kept for its
clearness.  Philip’s ¢ Authentic Map of
England ” is endorsed * good common use,”
and he even kept close at hand a set of chil-
dren’s dissecting maps. ‘The Ordnance
survey is fully represented, but because too
much was put into these beautiful six-inch
sheets, he has coloured them fancifully and
vigorously, to get clear divisions of important
parts.  Clearness and distinctness, every one
‘must feel, are not the strong points of
“modern cartography, hence the use of sketch-
maps, such as this of Spain, scribbled on a

reference—it is a dictionary, not a book.
Ruskin felt that it was useless for educational
or literary purposes, and he was continually
trying to improve away the detail and to sub-
stitute graphic statistics. One line of this
attempt was in the direction of models.
Beck’s raised map of Switzerland (1853) was
often in use, but it was spoilt for him by the
shining surface, which catches high lights and
distracts the eye: all models ought to be
painted in dead colours, except the water,
which needs the shine for the sake of trans-
parency.

So, in 18871, when he was working at the
physical geology of the Coniston neighbour-
hood, he tried to make a model of the hills
and dales, to see how the strike and dip of
strata and the faults and dykes in the rock
came out in relation to ups and downs, lake-
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basins and crags, and so forth. He found
modelling too tedious to carry out himself,
and, with characteristic oddness in his
employment of means to ends, he set his
gardener, the late Dawson Herdson, on the
job. Herdson made a very fair general
sketch in clay of the Old Man, and the main
features as seen from the Coniston side ; but
he had not pegged out his distances, and
when Dow Crag was built up into emphatic
gloom, and Leverswater hollowed into depth,
the smaller heights had no space left for
them, and the effect was altogether too willow-
patterned. Then Ruskin put another of his
employes to work, and after much labour the
model now in the Coniston Museum was
evolved.

This was intended to be photographed or
engraved in a side-light, as one of a series of
physical maps. Another was to have been
Savoy, for which Ruskin made the sketch
here shown. The black Lake of Geneva is
dark blue in his drawing; the valleys are

green, and the mountains roughly knocked
in with lamp black and Chinese white,
tinted over with yellow for limestone, pink
for Mont Blanc protogine, and red for
gneiss. Rough as the sketch is, you see the
structure of the Alps, the lie of the land,
at a glance. Towns, roads, and all the
rest should be shown, he said, on separate
plans.

Towards this purpose he collected bird’s-
eye views in great variety, from Maclure and
Macdonald’s lithograph of the Soudan, to
quaint old panoramas, of which one—the
mountains seen from the Buet—is quite
like a William Blake design of Heaven and
Hell, and fit to serve as a background to all
the mythologies. Also, for their pleasant
picturesqueness, he liked the queer pro-
ductions of ancient cartographers, such as
Edmund Squib’s funny map of China
(1655), and a seventeenth-century produc-
tion called ¢ The New Map of Muscovy,”
and “The Course of the Great River Wolga,”

Physical sketch of Savoy, by John Ruskin
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by A. Olearius; with pictures of Russian
peasants along the banks, and the camels of
“the Tartar who dwells on the plains of
Thibet.” Such maps have the charm of

GOOD WORDS

His attempt at a diagrammatic history of
France,sketched on a page of note-paper, was
intended for “ Our Fathers have Told Us,”
—his projected school history of the “Nice
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The history of France, by John Ruskin

graphic expression ; they don’t pretend to
be gazetteers, but they take you about the
country with the entertainment of a traveller’s
tale.

They are decorative also; that was another
appeal to Ruskin.  William Morris has
shown in the illustrations to the Saga
Library how maps can become picturesque
designs, and this was quite on the lines that
Ruskin would have followed. He might
not have inserted dragons of the deep, nor,
as in Drayton’s Polyolbion, nymphs and
shepherds on the hills and lakes, out
of all proportion and possibility ; but he
thought a map could be far more explana-
tory and ornamental than the usual School
Atlas.

Things that have Happened.” You see—
and for lack of space I must leave it for
your further insight—how hs designed to
show the roses of Provence and the lilies of
France in this garden of Gaul, at one time
feebly struggling, then blowing fully and
freely spreading, then broken in upon by
the wild beast of war; the lily bed trampled
and ruined ; Aquitaine wasted to blankness,
and so forth. Worked out completely, an
atlas of history on this plan might be as
pretty as any picture-book. A child ac-
customed to such maps would have little
trouble in remembering the outlines of
national growth, and the whole tedious
business of dates and uncouth names would
be infinitely lightened. Perhaps, some day,
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Ruskin’s hint will be taken, and his sugges-
tions will bear fruit.

He never cared for worship and admira-
tion, when they did not mean the under-
standing of his aims, and the ecarrying out of
his work. He knew his gift was to irrigate,
as he said—to suggest and stimulate.
People called him an egoist ; but how wise
in its humility was the close of his preface
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to “TLove’s Meinie!” — «Tt has been
throughout my trust, that if Death should
write on these, ¢ What this man began to
build, he was not able to finish,” God may
also write on them, not in anger but in aid,
¢A stronger than he cometh.’” And for
much that he has left us to do, no greater
strength is needed, but only the glory of
g()lng on.

oI
The Vigil of the Christmas Rose

By Florence German

HEN Eve, our Mother, left the

Garden of Paradise, she gathered

a lapful of her favourite flowers

to take with her, and lo! even

as she passed the Gate, the flowers dropped

and faded and the white petals shrivelled up

and turned brown, the first withered flowers

the earth had seen. And Eve's hot tears

fell on the flowers and she dropped them

down on the threshold of Paradise. Now a

small white flower, half-hidden in leaves,

grew just within the Gate and when she saw

Eve weeping her heart was stirred with pity.

« Will she find any flowers to comfort her

out there in the thorny waste?” she asked
the Angel who stood at the Gate.

«She forfeited all her flowers and garlands
and fruit when she broke the commandment
and ate the apple,” answered the Angel.

« May none of us go with her out into the
wilderness?” asked the flower.

« None,” answered the Angel.

“ And will the children of men never
again have flowers to gladden their eyes and
sweeten their toil ? ? asked the flower
apxiously.

“Yes,” said the Angel, “aftermanyhundreds
of years the Earth they have watered with
their tears and laboured with their hands
and trodden with wearied feet will bring forth
blossoms again.”

« And will she, beautiful Eve, will she be
there when the new blossoms come?” asked
the flower.

But the Angel shook his head. < Nay,

long ere that her body will have returned to
the dust whence it was made.”

“And may I not go with her now?”
asked the flower while a shiver passed through
its leaves.

¢« The Law has gone forth,” said the Angel
sadly, “that neither flower nor beast may
pass out of Paradise.”

“And if T broke the Law?”
flower.

“Then your punishment would be even
as Eve's—you would be driven out of
Paradise, and in that same hour you would
lose your beauty and your glory and be even
as the earthborn plant.”

“But I should grow at her feet, her fair
white feet, and remind her of Paradise and
comfort her,” said the flower.

“Will you not be content and patient and
obedient like the other flowers, and wait
till the appointed time comes?” asked the
Angel.

¢« But meantime she will have no one to
comfort her.”

“ But you will lose Paradise,” said the
Angel.

¢ But I love her,” said the flower.

Then the Angel raised his sword, and
“Pass,” he said, and the little flower slipped
over the threshold. And even as she passed
a weight as of death fell on her heart and
the white beauty faded away and her petals
turned a pale green hardly perceptible among
the green leaves. ¢ Will Eve know me like
this 7 thought the poor little flower. And

said the
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