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The Lamp of Memory, I 

J O H N      R U S K I N  

§10 

Every human action gains in honor, in grace, in all true magnificence, by its regard to things that 
are to come. It is the far sight, the quiet and confident patience, that, above all other attributes, 
separate man from man, and near him to his Maker; and there is no action nor art, whose majesty 
we may not measure by this test. Therefore, when we build, let us think that we build for ever. Let 
it not be for present delight, nor for present use alone; let it be such work as our descendants will 
thank us for, and let us think, as we lay stone on stone, that a time is to come when those stones 
will be held sacred because our hands have touched them, and that men will say as they look 
upon the labor and wrought substance of them, "See! this our fathers did for us." For, indeed, the 
greatest glory of a building is not in its stones, nor in its gold. Its glory is in its Age, and in that 
deep sense of voicefulness, of stern watching, of mysterious sympathy, nay, even of approval or 
condemnation, which we feel in walls that have long been washed by the passing waves of 
humanity. It is in their lasting witness against men, in their quiet contrast with the transitional 
character of all things, in the strength which, through the lapse of seasons and times, and the 
decline and birth of dynasties, and the changing of the face of the earth, and of the limits of the 
sea, maintains its sculptured shapeliness for a time insuperable, connects forgotten and 
following ages with each other, and half constitutes the identity, as it concentrates the sympathy, 
of nations; it is in that golden stain of time, that we are to look for the real light, and color, and 
preciousness of architecture; and it is not until a building has assumed this character, till it has 
been entrusted with the fame, and hallowed by the deeds of men, till its walls have been witnesses 
of suffering, and its pillars rise out of the shadows of death, that its existence, more lasting as 
it is than that of the natural objects of the world around it, can be gifted with even so much as 
these possess, of language and of life. 
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The Lamp of Memory, II 
J O H N      R U S K I N  

§18 

. . . Neither by the public, nor by those who have the care of public monuments, is the true 
meaning of the word restoration understood. It means the most total destruction which a 
building can suffer: a destruction out of which no remnants can be gathered: a destruction 
accompanied with false description of the thing destroyed. . . . [I]t is impossible, as impossible as 
to raise the dead, to restore anything that has ever been great or beautiful in architecture. That 
which I have above insisted upon as the life of the whole, that spirit which is given only by the 
hand and eye of the workman, can never be recalled. Another spirit may be given by another time, 
and it is then a new building; but the spirit of the dead workman cannot be summoned up, and 
commanded to direct other hands, and other thoughts. . . . There was yet in the old some life, 
some mysterious suggestion of what it had been, and of what it had lost; some sweetness in the 
gentle lines which rain and sun had wrought. . . . 

§19 

Do not let us talk then of restoration. The thing is a Lie from beginning to end. . . . But, it is said, 
there may come a necessity for restoration! Granted. Look the necessity full in the face, and 
understand it on its own terms. It is a necessity for destruction. Accept it as such, pull the building 
down, throw its stones into neglected corners, make a ballast of them, or mortar, if you will; but 
do it honestly, and do not set up a Lie in their place. And look that necessity in the face before it 
comes, and you may prevent it. . . .  Take proper care of your monuments, and you will not 
need to restore them. . . . Count its stones as you would jewels of a crown; set watches about it 
as if at the gates of a besieged city; bind it together with iron where it loosens; stay it with 
timber where it declines; do not care about the unsightliness of the aid; better a crutch than a 
lost limb; and do this tenderly, and reverently, and continually, and many a generation will still be 
born and pass away beneath its shadow. Its evil day must come at last; but let it come 
declaredly and openly, and let no dishonoring and false substitute deprive it of the funeral offices 
of memory. 

§20 

. . . We have no right whatever to touch [the buildings of past times]. They are not ours. They belong 
partly to those who built them, and partly to all the generations of mankind who are to follow us. 
The dead have still their right in them: that which they labored for, the praise of achievement or 
the expression of religious feeling, or whatsoever else it might be which in those buildings they 
intended to be permanent, we have no right to obliterate. What we have ourselves built, we are at 
liberty to throw down; but what other men gave their strength, and wealth, and life to 
accomplish, their right over does not pass away with their death; still less is the right to the use of 
what they have left vested in us only. It belongs to all their successors. . . . For a mob it is, and 
must be always; it matters not whether enraged, or in deliberate folly; whether countless, or sitting 
in committees; the people who destroy anything causelessly are a mob, and Architecture is always 
destroyed causelessly. . . . The very quietness of nature is gradually withdrawn from us; thousands 
who once in their necessarily prolonged travel were subjected to an influence, from the silent 
sky and slumbering fields, more effectual than known or confessed, now bear with them even 
there the ceaseless fever of their life; and along the iron veins that traverse the frame of our 
country, beat and flow the fiery pulses of its exertions, hotter and faster every hour. 
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