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cof cossach-s rus#linig up tic back stairs
of the ladies of tic Court; stcaltby
clcrgy slipping îpî*ses into tbicir laps;
that godless3 old king yawning tuiîler
bis canopy in bis Gliajîtl Royal, lis the
chaplain before hiin is di.ýcuurbing.
Discoursirig «about wlîat? -about riglit,
eousness and judgment? Whule Uic
Chiapli is preacâng the king is chat-
tering ii Germia» alnhost as loud as the
preachier; so loud tîaLt the clergyman
-it rnay be one Dr. Young, lie wiio
wrote IlNight Thoughits," and dis-
coursed on tiie spiendours of the s'ýar5
the glories of lîeîtven, and litter vani-
ties of this world-actually bîîrst out
crying in bis pulpit because the defender
of Uic faith and dispenser of bislioprics
%would not listen to lîbui! No wonder th)at
the clergy wcrc corrupt aîîd indiffereat
.îînidz-t this i ntilT.ruiice anîd corriijatioii.
No wonder thiat skeptics nîîîltiplied and
inorals degeuerated, so far as t.hey de-
pended on tie influience of sucli a king.
No ivonder thiat WVhittield cricd out iii
the %vildz-rniýss, that Wesley (juittcd the
insulted temple to pray on tlie bli-side.
1 look with reverence on tliese men ai.
that time. Whicb is the sublimer spec-
tacle -Uic good .Iolîni Wesley, surround-
cd by bis congregation of iininers ait Ulic
pie's moutil, or the quecn's cliaplains
mnnmbling throughi their morning oilice
in their ante-roomn, under the picture of
Ulic great Venus, with the door opeîîed
into the adjoining chamber, -%liere tlîe
qucen is dressing, tailkiîîg scandi to
Lord Il.arvey, or itttering sncers lit Lady
Suffolk, wbo is kneeling with the basi
ait lier inistress's side? 1 say 1 arn
scarrd as I look round ai. this society
-lt tîi iîg it tîxese bisbops -at this;
ifiaunting vice and levity. Wliereabouts
iu this Court is the lhonest. man?-
Where is tiie pure person one nîay like?
The air stifles one witlî ils sickly per-
fumes. There are some old-world fol-
lies and some absurd reuisaot
our Court of the present day, whicli 1
laugh ut, but as an Englishiman, con-
trasting it witlî the past, shalh 1 notami-
knowledge the change of to-day ? As
the mistress of Si. Jame passes me
*now 1 sainte tue sovereign, wise, moder-
mte, exemplary of life; the accompiishcd
lady; the enlighîtencd friend of art; the
tender sympathîizer in lher people's
glories and sorrows!»

-Mr. Ruskin bas comnpleted lis grest
verk oni Il odera Painters." We bave

not as yet had Uic opportunity of read-
ing lus final volume, but we confcss tu
an admirationi of bis chiaracter ns an in-
dependent and original thinker Be bas
been mucli abused by some of the re-
'. iu-vvcrs, particularly Blackvood, but le
scorns tlieîr eriticisnis and goes on lii.p
way mobly and unshackled. We under-
stand tîxat in bis last volume lie ac-
knowledges somne Ilaberrationîs ofjudg-
ment?' in former volumes, but mnaintains
that Ilthuîs ought not to diminisli the
reader's confidence in the bock," Il
sentiment in wbicb we licartily concur.
Ile adds, Il'ail truc opinions art livingtl-
aimd show their life by being capable of
nour-i:slimnt - therefore of change." lu
lus lîrefâce, Mr. Ruskin gives an in-
teresting account of lus labours in ar-
rminging the Turner drawings for thfj
National gallery, a iwork which occu-
pied hiu, witb two assistants, nil the
autumnmind winter of 1857, every day, al
day long, and oftcn far into the niglit.

IlThey consistcd [says Mr- Ruskin]
<f upwards of nineteen thousand picces
of palier, drawa upon by Turner in ont
wivy or another Mminy on boili sides;
some -%ith four: five, or six subjects n
ecd side [the peneil point tligging
spiritedly tlîrougrh from the foregrounds
of Uie front into t1rt tender picces of sk-,
on tUic bark1; some in chlîak, whiidh theè
tound of tîxe finger wvould sweep awmiy;
otbers in irik, rotted into hoIcs; others,
[some splendid coloured drmiwings
among tlîem] long catea away by damp
and mildew, mimd falling into dust at to
edges, in capes and bays of fragile de-
cay, othiers wormn-eatcn, some mouse-
emten ind tomn half-way tbrouigh;
nurnbers doubled [quîmdruplcd, I should
Say] up- into four,being Turnces favorite
mode of packing for travelling; nearly
ail rudely fhattened out froni tîe buindies
in whicbi Turner hadl flnally rollcd thîem
Up and squczed thlem into his drawers
in Qucen Anne Street. Dusi. of thirty
years' accumulation, black, dense and
sooty, lay in the rents of the crushcd
and crumpled edges of tiese fiattened
bundies, looking like a jagged black
frame, and producing altogether uncx-
pected efrects ia brilliami. portions of
skies, 'wbence an accidentai or experi-
mental finger mark of tîxe firsi. bnndle
unfolder lad swept ut awmiy."


