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Notes
“That the Earth Is Not Only Supported by Their Strength but Fed by Their Ruin” includes text from John Ruskin’s The Elements 
of Drawing and Modern Painters IV: On Mountain Beauty, from his letters, and from lecture notes included in exhibits at 
Brentwood, Ruskin’s home. Climbers spread-eagled on vertical rock . . . is from The Playground of Europe, a climbing memoir by 
Virginia Woolf’s father, Leslie Stephen. Before his marriage, Ruskin had seen women’s bodies only in paintings. That his wife 
had hair in a place other than on her head he took as evidence of barbaric abnormality. Assurances by friends that this 
landscape was normal came too late to mend relations and the marriage dissolved.
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