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in our workc lies our chief happiness. Lot the workman, no longer
a mere tooth in a wheel6, no longer the mani only wbio sets a
machine in mot-ion, have workc to do which ho delights i'n and in
which, as in his own creation, ho talces an honeet pride, and the
sharp antithesis betwvcen worki and pleasure la destroyed. Thus
the revolution that the art reformers have in view bias its social
as wvel1 as its artistie side,' and the former'is, nced we say, vastly
more important than. the latter.

One of Geoi,,ge Eliot's favoîtrite characters is the honest work-
Mali, Caleb Garth, upon whom. the sight, of the varions forma of
labour Il had acted as poetry withéut the aid of the poots, had
made a philosophy f'or hini without the aid of philosophers, a
religion -%vithout the aitd of theolog,,y," who Ilthouýght very well of
ail ranks, but would niot'himhself"have liked to be of any rakin
which ho had notsuch close contact 'ivith 'business' as togeto'fte'n
honourably de'or.,'ted vith'markIs of dust and mortarthe dnmp
of the engine, or the sweet soil of the wo*ods an)d felds." ' Caleb
Garth's "virtual divinities were good practical schcmes, accurate
work-, aind the faithful completion of undertakingsi bis prince of
darkuess was a alack worklman." Now such a character as Caleb
GàrLh, with. bis doligrht in honest work, is the ideal of the true
prophets of the art mnovement, and not the maànufacturer of wvall
paper aud bric-à -brac. But this ideal George Elioôt drew fi'om the
country life in which hier ear-lier days were passed. I[t would ho
hard to find many who could serve 'as models for Caleb Garth
amongr the artizans of the -%orld's great manufacturingr centres.
lit is -wvhei'Mr. :Ruskin and bis followers turn their attention te
the lifé ef the city workznen, with iLs mechanical routine of piece-
work, itbs dwarfing- efiècts on the mmhd and soul ef the wor1iýr,
that their hearts feel sick and they almost despair for the future of
civilisation. And wvhen they look te the past and the work of the
guillda, the massive English cathedrals that tookz centuiries te build,
they sec in labour raised into art the trune cure for the juls of life.
"SYýmpathieLic historians," writes Mr. Purcell, Iland students of

the Middle Ages, wvho have littie knowledgc of the arts, have tried
in vain te iniimise ore epain awvaythermisery of prevailingIlaw-
lessness and Oppression, sinc with ail the misery of it, the people,
they kuow, wière net really iniserable nt all. The trutli thon is
that cloistered piety was not the sole nor the surest refuge from
au evii world, that t'ho irue solace of the oppressed was the arts,
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