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M u t e m u s i c soo thes m y b r e a s t ? u n u t t e r e d h a r m o n y

T h a t | c o u l d neve r d r e a m t i l l e a r t h was lost to me.

?Then dawns the Invisible, the Unseen its t ru th reveals;
M y ou twa rd sense is gone, my inward essence f e e l s ?
Its w ings are almost free, its home, its harbour found;
Measu r i ng the g u l f i t stoops and dares the final bound!

?Oh, dreadful is the check?intense the agony
W h e n the ear begins to hear and the eye begins to see;
W h e n the pulse begins to throb, the brain to t h i n k again,
T h e soul to feel the flesh and the flesh to feel the chain!

?Yet I w o u l d lose no sting, would wish no torture less,
T h e more that anguish racks the earlier it w i l l bless;
A n d robed in fires o f Hell, or br ight w i t h heavenly shine,
I f i t bu t herald Death, the vision is d iv ine.?

She ceased to speak, and we, unanswering turned to g o ?
We had no further power to work the captive woe;
Her cheek, her gleaming eye, declared that man had given
A sentence unapproved, and overruled by Heaven.

1845 1846

N o coward soul is m ine !

N o coward soul is m i n e
No trembler in the world?s storm-troubled sphere

I see Heaven?s glories shine
And Faith shines equal arming me from Fear

s O God wi th in my breast
A lm igh ty ever-present Deity
Life, that in me hast rest
As I Undying Life, have power in Thee

Va in are the thousand creeds
10 That move men?s hearts, unutterably vain,

Worthless as withered weeds .

Or idlest f roth amid the boundless main

To waken doubt in one
Holding so fast by thy infinity

is. So surely anchored on
The steadfast rock of Immortality

2. Cf. the words of the dying Catherine in and to be always there. . . . 1 shall be incompat?

Wuthering Heights (1847), chap. 15: ?The thing bly beyond and above you all.? re the
that irks me most is this shattered prison [my 1. According to Charlotte Bronté, these @

body]. . . . I 'm tired, tired of being enclosed here. last lines her sister wrote.
I 'm wearying to escape into that glorious world, ,
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w i t h wide-embracing love
T h spi r i t a n i m a t e s e te rna l years
Pewvades a n d broods above,

C h a n g e s , s u s t a i n s , d i s s o l v e s , c r e a t e s a n d r e a r s

20

Though E a r t h a n d m o o n were gone

A n d suns and un i ve rses ceased to be
And thou w e r t l e f t a lone
Every Ex is tence w o u l d exis t i n thee

There is no t r o o m f o r D e a t h

Nor atom that his might could render void
Since thou art Being and Breath
A n d w h a t t h o u a r t may n e v e r be dest royed.
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JOHN RUSKIN
1819-1900

: ohn Ruskin was both the leading Victorian critic of art and an important crit ic of
' society. These two roles can be traced back to two important influences of his
childhood. His father, a wealthy wine merchant, enjoyed travel, and on tours of the
Continent he introduced his son to landscapes, architecture, and art. From this expo-
sure Ruskin acquired a zest for beauty that animates even the most theoretical of his
discussions of aesthetics. In his tranquil autobiography (titled Praeterita, 1885-89,
ut, as he said, ?Past things?), composed in the penultimate decade of a turbulent life,
fuskin reflected on the profound experience of his first view of the Swiss Alps at
?unset. For his fourteen-year-old self, he writes, ?the seen walls of lost Eden could
wot have been more beautiful?:

Itis not possible to imagine, in any time of the world, a more blessed entrance
into life, for a child of such a temperament as mine. True, the temperament

sensed to the age: a very few years ,?w i th in the hundred,?before that, no

song thet have been born to care for mountains, or for them e n that l i ved
lve of amy in that way. Ti l l Rousseau?s t ime, there had been no sentimental
tions o a ure; and t i l l Scott?s, no such apprehensive love of ?all sorts and condi-

men,? not in the soul merely, but in the flesh . . . I went down that eve-ni
mettom the garden-terrace of Schaffhausen with my destiny fixed in all of it

8 to be sacred and useful.
uch

ar
"eso *Pturous reg

se Ponse to the beauties of nature was later to be duplicated by his
balyn ?0 the beay

uties of architecture and art. Dur ing a tour of ?this Holy Land o f
d it), he visited Venice and recorded in his diary (May 6, 1841) his

ark?s cathedral square in that city: ?Thank God I am here! I t is
° cities and there is moon enough to make half the sanities of earth


