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bcurs of Euln 'was publislied
nearly forty years ago in 1856
(octat. 37), ani it lias now been
happily reprinted in a cheap an~d
sinaller form, i895. It is, 1 be-
lieve, as an eclucation in art, as
truc and as mnasterly as anything
Ruskin ever wrote. But 1 wishi
now to treat it only fi-oui the
point of view of IE:nglishi literature.
And 1 makze bold to say tbat no
book iii our langruage shows more
varied resources over prose-writ-
ing, or an lEng1ish more pure,
more vigrorous, more enchanting.
It contains hiardlv any of those
tirades ivith which the preacher
loves to drench his hearers-tor-
rents from the founitains of his
ecstasy or bis in(licnation. Tbe
book is full of enthusiasmi and of
poetry: but it also contains a body
of critical and expository miatter
simple. lucid. graceful, incisive as
anvthingy ever set down bv the
biaud of Johin R,'usin-or indeed
of any other master of our EngI-
lisli prose.

Every one remenibers the strik-
ing sentence with which it opens-
a sentence, it may 1,e, exaggfcerated
in nieanîng, but how mielodious.
liow inîpressive-" 0f ail tbings,
living, or lifcless, upon this strange
earth. there is but one which. bav-
hier reachied the idf-termi of ap-
poiintec-l hiuman endurance on it. I
stili regard wvith unmitigated
aniazem-enit." This object is the
bow of a boat, -" the blut hicad
of a comnion. bluff, und(eckzecl sea-
boat lvingy aside in its furrow of
beachi sand."

Tho sum of Navigatianis in that. You
inay uiagnify it <ar decoratu if as you wvill:
ynu wîil ià'ît add to flhe wicînd'er of it.
Lengfhcen iit into liatchiet-like elge, tif

n-o, -trcgtlexîit xit h complex traccry
Of rihiso<f o;th,-cýirvi-c inri gildl ittfila

iluiiinof lighft nives lie t if it othe
sea,-y<.u have Illade no more of it f han
it w.-s -it tirst. That rude simpillicifv tif
lient j';kthat fi .4wîd lw - ,rl4 i-kh' 1
eaui brensf ifs wa tr"ghte death thaï
is iithle cep e.'i, lims iii it tiue soul of

shpig 13eyond this, wu inay have
mure wurk, motre nien, more inoney ; wu
canut biave umore mniracle.

The wbole passage is loaded
witb imagery, withi fancy, but
hardly ivith conceits; if is wonider-
fully ingenious, imipressive, sugr-
g3%estive, so that a boat is neyer
quite tbe saine thingr to any one
wbio lias read tbis passage in early
life. The ever-cliangyingr curves
of the boat recali "ethe image of a
sea-shieil." " Every plank is a
Fate, and hias men's lives wreathed
in tbe knots of it." Tbis bow of
flie boat is ' tbe gift of another
,worlcl.," \Vithout it we shol b)e
declîained to our rocks."' The
verv nails that fasten thc planks
are "the rivets of the fdllowship
of the worll." " Tleir iron does
more than draw ligbItingi< out of
heaven, it leads love roundl the
earthi." It is possible to cali this
fantastic, over-wroughlt, I-rical: it
is niot possible to dispute its beautv,
charm, andI enthusiasm. h scems
to mie f0 carry iniadrinative prose
cxactly to that limit.'Nwhichi to pass
wouldf cease to be fltting ini prose;
f0 carry fancy to the vcry verge
of that wvhich. if lesqs sincere. less
truc, less pathetic-would justly
be regcarded as euphuistic couceit.

And so this splendid lrinii to
the sea-boat rill- on to that piece
which 1 take f0 be as fine anci as
truc as anvthin.g ever sai(1 about
the sca. even by Our sea pocts,
Byron or Shielley:

Thoen, alsto, it is wondcrful (an accouxit
of the greatue-ss of the cenmv that it docs
bat tIc with. Te, liff dleui weigit ; t4i over-

c<'nelegt o lngidspace ; f<) multfply
or syste.miatize a given fotrce; thiswivay
seucldone hy the bar, or beaux1, or whvlceI,
wifh<'ut wouder. Btut f4,b war wif h thatt
living fury <if waters, to) hare ifs hiresf,
moment aff or moment, thiuf le un-
wcaeried <-ruuity tif oce.,-tie su'itie, tit-
ful, iIIIlIa4ble suuitilug tif the black 'vave's.

rîîvoking e-ichl othier ou, eud(le.Sly. a1il
thec intinite mai«rch 'if the Atlantic rolling-
on. hchmld tîtoux te, tieir hlpl, and stili te)
strike thevn hach iuto a wreaflu tf rîîîoke
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