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??? '1' PREFACE. A few words are necessary by way of Preface to tliefollowing Memoir. Its production lias been a duty as wellas a labour of love. Hence it may be, some particulars oftrifling importance to tlie public may be found in thesepages. Such is very likely to be the case, where the writer|^is nearly allied to the subject of his writing. Nevertheless,if it be so in the present instance, the evil has crept inthrough the double desire to give a lighter interest to thenarrative than it afforded, without some trivial auxiliaries,and to preserve as much fact and circumstance as might befound truly relating to the character of David Scott. The Journal, Detached Thoughts, Maxims on Art,Poetry, and "Notes on the Technical Peculiarities ofPictures"â€”whatever portions indeed are from the pen of the ,deceased himself, stand in no need of apology. The artist,whose genius is simply imitative of the outward, or whosepower mainly lies in such imitation, has been again andagain found wanting by the philosopher and the literarycritic; and although his works are those that give to pic- ll 1:Â?t m y f 4J0 f'lm M\1 "h



??? PREFACE. IV tares their popular and commercial value, a higher intellec-tual character is wanted to support the dignity of art andof the artist. Only by large knowledge and a wise reflec-tion, bent to the lofty aim of representing vital humanityand the soul of man through transitory nature and the dramaof history, can the painter be also the poet, and sustain hisplace in the reverence of the world. He must be in himselfgreater, not less than his works : his life and his laboursmust be one. The following Memoir was written underthe conviction that such qualities belonged to David Scott,and it is hoped that the imity, concentration, and powerattendant on such a nature, will somewhat distinguish itamong similar biographies, and recommend the book, inspite of its faults of execution, to those who endeavour topenetrate to the core of things, and value character by itsintrinsic worth. New castle-on-Tyne, Jannary 1, 1850.
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??? LETTER 1. preliminary. Oh, thou Lombai-d shade!How dost thou stand in liigh abstracted mood,Scarce moving witli slow dignity thine eyes;It speaks no more, hut lets us onward pass.Eyeing ns as a lion on liis watch. II I'urgalorio, vi. My Dear Friendâ€”It has fallen to my lot to write the lifeof David Scott. A strange, an almost wonderful thing itseems to me to lay out the paper before me, to review thepast of his life, and my own in connection with his; and tocommence my task. I can scarcely realize the truth, thathe is no more with us: it seems to hover over the mindwithout alighting; or as if the sky of many years had beendark, and the northern aurora had thrust its spears of lightacross the heavensâ€”the battle of imaginary giantsâ€”nothingmore. But he certainly was a reality in the flesh, and as cer-tainly is he so no more. That dominating and determinedspirit, with his firm mouth and great eye, will no more standamong us; never more will his emphatic "No" place itsveto on this or on any other work, great or small. Not new or any way surprising is it, certainly, that thesword should wear out the scabbard; that a mind livingmuch in relation to itself, and less in relation to

senseâ€”andviewing the outer world, indeed, but as the symbol of theinner, their region of contact being the sphere of artâ€”shouldgradually relax its hold, lose its sway over the functions of H 2 ,1



??? 4 the studio tlie body, and cease. Nor is it strange that a man invitedby nature to a certain intellectual exertion, unsought-for anduncared-for by the age, called by his ambition to do greatdeeds in that walk, should be baffled, and die, and that heshould appear to many to have been all his life trying tomake ropes of sand, while to others he was forging in adamant.But to one who like me has lived near him through all hisyears, constantly acted upon by himâ€”over whom, indeed,he constituted himself judge and arbiterâ€”the change thatdeath works is a mighty mystery. Often on entering, from the toils and commonplaces ofevery-day, within the seclusion of his studio, and finding,year after year, the size and number of his past laboursincreasing, the plans and hopes of the future expanding,regardless of the continued and pressing want of success inmost necessary matters, and knowing too well and toonearly the shoals and difficulties that environed him in con-sequence of that, I have been irresistibly led to ask myself," How will all this end?" The tree-environed house, notfar removed from the busy world, but, somehow to the feel-ing, far as a thousand miles

from the abodes of men, withthe old morose watch-dog at the corner without, and thegreat branches all bending in the breezes, but neither whis-pering nor roaring in the highest winds, was still moresombre, silent, and dark within. The sky there appearedalways of leaden hue, and the birds in the hedges morefamiliar than anywhere else. The studio you know well,wide and high, damp and cold, clothed with pictm-es,repudiating, alike in dimension and treatment, the ordi-nary uses of painting in England, as well as the notionsregarding it, cun-ent or fixed; for we can do without artaltogether in Englandâ€”(have done without it; perhapsby excluding one kind of intellectual exertion, we may



??? at easter dalky. 5 have gone further into other particular walks,)â€”and whenit is added to the cultui-e of any man, or body of men,it is merely as an embellishment and pleasing luxury.Here was Vasco de Gania and his horror-stricken crewopposed by the Spirit of the lonely sea; Discord, nearly asexpansive in size, with the strong first-born rising up againstthe patriarch father; the Dead Saints opening their eyes onthe miraculous darkness of the Crucifixion; Achilles, Orestes,and Nimrod, the mighty hunter. Himself calm and silent,never looking back, but still working out some new and loftythought, intent on the salvation of time, and on the accom-plishment of an idea, to be understood or not by the world,pale yet strong, mild yet stern. Altogether, the man, hisworks, and the scene wherein tliey were enacted, liaveimpressed me with the sense of ill, and the undefined butpainful fear that his tenure of life, dependant not on strengthof body, but on hope and endurance, Avas not long. Sittingon that couch, with his shattered picture of I^ady Macbethbeside me, I well recollect the dreadful thought of the Endpiercing in upon me. Doubtless there is a prophetic sensein

humanity, and I could almost believe that all that hassince passed was present to the inner sense then, and thateven the words I now write were then thought. Antagonism,that makes martyrs of men, who, in other circumstances, arevates and priests, had had its effect upon liim. By me, ontlie seat, lay the coi-pse of a butterfly, white and spotted,like that naturalists call the Apollo, and far up, tlirough theopen window, was the blue sky, through which small cloudswere ever passing. He has passed away too, and the bluesky remains as before. The fear has been confinned; the time has come; andit remains for me to do Avhat in me lies to give a picture ofthe man, tliat both his memory and the world may be gainers.



??? f) future judgment. I say the world, because a picture of the true life of anyman is of great value; how much more that of one of themost original and most powerful of minds. David Scott didnot, it is true, take a position at all equal to his rank amongthe artists of the countryâ€”unfortunately, his appearances inLondon were, some of them, his worstâ€”but his worthinessto be held as a great artist is not the less certain. We allknow how the Future eliminates the names of those thatplay an important part in the Present. The benches ofbishops and judges are always full, and also the lists ofmarshals and generalsâ€”these, indeed, times of inaction mayprocreate most speedily. There must be always skilfulleeches and limners in the court as well as in the dissecting-room and atelier; but the moth and the worm take posses-sion of all gowns and perimgs, and the naked souls of menonly stand before the tribunal of history, as Carlyle hasamply said. Doubtless the greater intellects generally findtheir places in the scale of things social, and those who ruleare generally rulers by divine right, or by virtue of beingthe best out of a bad total; neither is there any justice

insaying of any manâ€”Had he lived, what great things hewould have done ! Of David Scott we can say, What greatthings he has done ! And now I must say once for all, that my task, short orlong as it may turn out, must be performed exactly in theway that appears to me expedient. The materials will beused as if addressed to you alone, with no public in thebackground. I can propose to myself no treatment to meetany supposed proprieties, but merely note down whatevermay assist in working out the naiTative of his career, ratherpsychologically than circumstantially. This is the point ofview which alone can be taken with profit, and, fortunately,his long and lonely evenings would appear to have been



??? wm AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL NOTES. devoted frequently to expressing his experiences. Often,too, in his daily work, when a thought presented itself, hewould fix it in words ; notes and memoranda constantlytiu-ning up among his letters and in his portfolios, as if hehad lightened labour by tm'ning from sketching to writing.Perhaps, too, of late he had begun to see that his life hadbeen a long one, though not by years, and would willinglybe his own exponent even in a biographical way. All thesediaries and notes that he guarded from alien eyes, secretiveand sensitive as he was, living so much apart, now lie beforeme. Meditations and confessions of a truthful man, writtenin his own closet, are, however, sacred things ; some of themcannot be used ; the whole of them are too rough for literaltranscript. At first sight, these note-books and scraps of -writtenpaper appeared altogether hopeless. Sometimes illegible,except a few words written at a later time, " This to be pre-served," or so hurriedly written that the meaning was neververy clear ; parts omitted or erased ; at other times severalpieces to be joined together before the few sentences couldbe made out,

which, after all, might be good for nothing.The difficulty was increased by his habit of destroyingnothing. School exercises, and boyish drawings, letters,notes, papers relating to the Royal Scottish Academy, andother affairs, newspapers, sketches, the same subject in adozen different stages and degrees of making-out, were allhuddled together. After examination, however, the most ofthese I fomid to refer to the poem which was the favomiterecreation of the last three years of his lifeâ€”for even hisrecreation was labourâ€”and other subjects, which can belittle touched in the following pages. The remainder, orsuch portions of them as are desirable, will be introduced intlieir appropriate places.



??? scottish yeomen. s IP So then, my dear Friend, I shall begin with confidencein my next letter, giving you some preliminary family his-tory, before the boy makes his appearance, such as mayshew you what kind of stock he sprung from. It is to behoped that you will think none the worse of it, that it tracesno descent, nor receives any collateral embellishment fromany record to be found in the Herald's College, being whollyof a stout Scottish yeoman sort, who could and did fight forconscience' sake, and who lived, from father to son, in thesame bigging, and by the same craft, for a century beforeour first document affords us a veritable glimpse of them. mm



??? LETTER II. pakentage. Siclie salutations and eouiiti;naiiccB,I'assen as dotli a sliadovv upon a wall. Chaucer. S/iipnutn's 'Vale. " IlOBEKT Scott and Grizell Meikle were married atDouglas in the year 1764, December 31, by Mr. Millar ofCrawfordjohii." Such is the entry relating to David Scott'sgrandparents in the family Bible, a venerable volume insome eyes, though not very handsome, in rusty black leather,enveloped by a bag of green cloth, coarse as the stuff wornby the old Scottish beadsmen. Mark that the marriagetook place on the last day of the year; then, as now, theeve of the merriest day in the Scottish calendar. Whether"or not the marriage party made this Hogmanay and New-year's Day men-ier than usual, it is now hazardous to say;the bridegroom being no boy, but an elder in the kirk, andbesides, he had seen his father to the grave but a few yearsbefore. More probably they set out, she riding on the pil-lion behind, for the ancient town of Lanark, and the bridewas that same evening inducted into lier new house withshaking of hands and God's blessing. This new house is found commemorated in various piecesof parchment. The first of these, still

extant, is a contract ofmarriage of the generation previous, being that of the great-



??? 10 ancestry. grandfather of David Scott. This document, dated 1733, setsforth that George Scott, glover and burgess of Lanark, beingmarried unto Jean Hunter, daughter of Robert Hunter,merchant-burgess of that burgh, " Infefts and seases hisaffidate spouse in the liferent of all and haill that tenement ofhouses, high and laigh, back and fore, with the piece ofground at the back tliereof, lying within the burgh of Lanark,in the way thereof called Bloomgate, on the north sidethereof; bounded on the north by the close called Limpet-law's Closs," &c., and the half of his other heritable andmoveable property. The marriage portion of Jean Hunteris stated to have been four hundred merks Scots moneyâ€”not a sum requiring many defences from the laAV one wouldthink. This document is accompanied by an instrumentumscisiJim in favour of Jeanie Hunter, and followed next year,1734, by the discharge of a penalty specified in the last,from Jeanie to her husband, whei'cin she declares, " thatbeing sensible of tlie love and tender affection the saidGeorge has had, and still has, towards me since our saidmarriage; in remuneration whereof, and for the love andfavor which

I have and doe bear towards him, will ye meto have exonered, quitt, claimed, and simplie discharged." This great-grandfather George was, moreover, a burgessof Glasgow, his admission into the "freedom" of that citybeing yet in a high state of preservation, with its littlecoloured border of flowers and shells, wherein he is styled" skinner and conveener of Lanark." A brave man, too,was he in family tradition, and did wonders in the notableyear â€”'45. But we must leave the anecdote for the pre-sent, and return to the son llobert, and his bride GrizellMeikle, who has taken possession of her new house in theBloomgate of Lanark.



??? ANCESTRY. There the skinner, or glover, or saddler tradeâ€”for heappears to have followed either or all of themâ€”does notseem to thrive, although the family increases. Men-childrenare born to themâ€”first, George, who lived to a good oldage, wondering at all the big pictures that his young nephewDavid, as yet in the future, painted. Then John ; next twoRoberts, in successive years, the first being dead before thesecond was born; this second " Robert, born at Lanark," aslegibly entered in the trusty Family Bible, " upon the 13thNovember 1777, at three of the clock, afternoon, and bap-tized by Mr. Gray upon the 18th," being the father of DavidScott. The skinner ti'ade did not seem to thrive, or somehowwas not satisfactory. Giizell's property, as specified in the" marriage-contract," which is also preserved for ever in thearchives of the family, consisting of " cows, horse, nolt, andsheep, plenishing and furnishing," had not, we fear, beenlaid to good account. The tenement, high and laigh, andother property, was sold a few years later than the birth ofthis last Robert, and thereafter we find the family moveableâ€”sometimes here, sometimes there, living a

somewhat nomadiclife, like the sons of Ishmaelâ€”the head of the tribe havingentered the service of the Excise, in which he continued tillhis death. At Musselburgh, they rested for a considerabletime, where the sons attended the Grammar School, and, aswas the habit of those days, added the embellishment ofcock-fighting to their other studies. At a certain season ofthe year, Michaelmas we believe, every boy brought a gamecock, and a grand series of battles was fought under thedirection of the dominie, and proper assistantsâ€”the winnersbeing rewarded by the prize of a Bible! The eldest sonGeorge was here successfullet who might be dux or boobieon the form, he was king of the walk, and his love for ani- 11



??? 12 egbert scott mals and field-sports never abated, even at threescore andten. Robert, on the conti'ary, was supposed to be clever withhis pen, and copied finely the engravings of Hogarth, Hemust be an artist of some kindâ€”a landscape painter if pos-sible ; but scarcely were there any professional artists inEdinburgh at the time, and his talent was not genius, tofight its own way. An opening of another kind j^resenteditself. The Scots Magazine, rising at that day, was con-sidered an amazing production, combining art with literatm-e,as it gave a view of Kilchuiii, or Dunnottar, or Merchiston,or some other castle, ancient or modern, in each number.These were drawn by Mr. Clerk of Eldin, or by any onewho could be got to furnish them, artist or amateur, andengraved by Alexander Robertson, a deft hand at the etchingof trees, and so great a musician, withal, that he was ap-pointed ringer of the musical bells of St. Giles. Theseprints Avere indeed quite as good as the literature of themagazine, judging both of them, of course, by the standardof the time. Engraving seemed to suit the boy who drewbest with his pen; and, as a master in painting was notto be

found, he was articled for five years to Robertson in1787. I These years he has been heard to describe with more ji humour than he usually slieAved. In thinking of his youth, a man forgets the troubles of his age. Robertson's engrav-ing room had but one window, so the pupil had to take thatof the passage, except when the hour of One approached,when the master laid down his gTaver, resigned his seatand his copperplate to the apprentice, and hurried off to St.Giles' steeple, to enliven the lieges with " Hey, JohnnyCope," " The Barrin' o' the Door," or some other old Scot-tish air, fi-om that exalted and airy region. Tliis musicalavocation may be supposed to have been of no advantage to



??? the engraver. the hoy, or rather stripling, seeing he now measured sixfeet. Such a public appearance, especially in that highlatitude, naturally induced a visit to Johnny Dowie's Tavern,or other well known place of resort for public men and poets,such as Robert Burns and Alexander Robertson! So thepupil did pretty much as he liked till the evening came,when, he set out with his paper, and the red chalk then inuse, to the Trustees' Academy, that earliest of British Schoolsof Design, or of Fine Art either. This national institutionwas then humble enough in its collections of casts and ex-amples, but it liad David Allan as its master, a worthypredecessor to his namesake Sir William, who may be con-sidered as the last of the Ca3sars, as after the short reignof Thomas Duncan, the office has been split and distributedinto several hands, and in a few years the Schools of theRoyal Scottish Academy will occupy tlie important place inthe history of native artists, which the Antique School ofthe Trustees formerly filled so well. And now a few words on the maternal side of the house.Perhaps many people yet living in Edinburgh may recollecta marble yard near the

Abbey Hill. The exact spot wecannot now describe, but it was distinguished far and nearby various figures carved in stone, standing within tlie rail-ing in front of the house, exhibiting in their mutilation un-deniable proof of the propensity to attack and destroy worksof art, considered until lately as a featm-e in the nationalcharacter. The principal of these figures, was one of apeasant carrying a sheep; another was a fiddler witli his in-strument in his hand. These were the work of AlexanderGo wan, and as far as we are aware, may have representedthe Scottish art of sculpture at that time. He had been inthe studio of Roubilliac, and piqued himself on his past ac-quaintance witli English artists, and the science of expres- 13 , jf



??? SB" boss bell and sion, exclaiming, " Oli, for Hogarth !" when any droll ex-hibition of character took place. His own powers, indeed,stood considerably in want of assistance, either from Hogarth,or some lesser man. But his son aspired ro.ore highly, anddid better. He ventured on a statue of Shakspeare, andexecuted a bust of Dr. Cullen, which may still be seenhonourably preserved in the library of the College. In the house of this redoubtable sculptor and his risingsons, lived two wards, his nieces Isabel and Ross Bell,daughters of a relative in Musselbm'gh, lately deceased. Theyoung engraver had first known them in Musselbm-gh, andnow having distinguished himself by a series of " Viewsround Edinbm-gh," plates in Dr. Anderson's " Bee," andother productions worthy, or perhaps more than worthy ofthe state of the arts at the time, and meeting them as theycame up to town on their little errands, or returned home-ward through the Canongateâ€”their arms bare from theshoulder to the long glove, and their hair, according to thethen prevailing fashion, combed out all over the back, as thewriter has heard describedâ€”came soon to be received by

theelder of the two sisters, Ross, as her future husband. Howtlie guardian made light of his claims, and refused his con-sent, it is not necessary to relate. All that we require tosay is, that they were mai-ried in the year 1800, and residedin the Parliament Stairs, higher than the roof of St. Giles'Church, on which the deep windows looked down. Here the first five children were born, all sons. Thefifth, our hero David Scott, on the 10th or 12th October1806. The first is probably the coiTect date, but his parentswere both of them too indifierent about certain specialitiesto note the time exactly, and it is certain no register wasmade. A year after his birth, he was their only surviving 14 ! li ;



??? ROBERT SCOTTS HOUSEHOLD. child, the others having been cut off with but a few daysinterval between each, and the youngest preserved, as itseemed, by a miracle. It has been said, that neither father nor mother ever re-covered themselves: that there and then a depression andmelancholy settled down upon them, darkening into religiousgloom at times, and scarcely ever clearing off. Misfortunehas a profound effect on the Scottish character: a grief isnursed, and its memory kept alive as a duty: we live asmuch in a mourning as in a religious tone of mind, havenot much hopefulness, and are consequently inveteratelyprudent. But not only were their children taken from them ;other members of the family either preceded or followed.The time was come for George Scott and Grizell Meikle, ofwhom we heard before, but out of their four sons, Lockhartand John died also, and the maternal sister. John had goneout to the West Indies as supercargo, was taken prisoner bythe French, and ultimately died of the fever in Jamaica.Lockhart, the youngest of the family, who survived severalyears after the birth of David Scott, died suddenly, it wassupposed by

the effect of a blow from a stone. He was aman of Herculean frame, and considerably above six feethigh, being taller than Robert; is reported in fabulous familyhistory to have killed a watch-dog by a blow from his fist,and was better at fencing and boxing than any thing elsewe can hear of. My father and he both entered a volunteercorjjs. This very likely was general enough at the timewhen French invasion was the public fear; and my fatherbeing short-sighted, took the long spear instead of the mus-ket, and enrolled himself as a pikeman. A formidable lengthof staff had this pike; and well does the writer recollect thered coats with blue cuffs lying moth-eaten in a lumber room,having been chidden for appearing in his father's presence 15



??? 16 family sorrows and with one of them on, or rather over him. Lockbart was anensign in the army at the time of his death. The young family and the old having thus disappearedâ€”one of them suddenly, and togetherâ€”death continuallyknocking at the door, may truly have left his mark on tliehearts and foreheads of the survivors for ever. It is certainthat a smile was a rare thing within the threshold, and silencewas enjoined as an act of wisdom. The appcarance of otherchildren, although it replenished the household, never sup-plied the places of the old, and our mother would constantly,in calling us to her, address us by the names of those gonelong ago. We were in her presence, but they were in herheart. She would indeed take a little time to recollect whatwere our special names. We were a second family to her.David being all that remained of the first, his name shenever forgot, while his father cared more for him than forall the others. Gravity, however, must have been constitu-tional and proper to both, as anecdotes relating to the earlylife of these respected elders go a good way to prove. At thetime now spoken of, sedateness was the first of

Adrtues inthe maternal judgment, or rather merriment was but anothername for folly, and humility was inculcated with much moreChristian than worldly wisdom. This home-gloom, which, if need be for the elucidationof the moral nature of David Scott, must find further illus-tration elsewhere, was, we are then to suppose, confinnedâ€”not inspired. The bereavements led to two very differentresults:â€”the one direct, being the removal of the familyout of town ; the other was an increased observance of reli-gious fonns, and a consideration of theological truths. InScotland, every good man is a religious man ; it may al-most be said every conscientious man has a theological bias.Eeligion is not a mystery, of necessity beyond as well as mmamttm



??? FAMILY MOVEMENTS. within nature; it is considered as a legitimate subject forthe understanding; and the man who is clearest and nar-rowest on the subject, is he who is supposed to be mostspiritual. In the present instance, the investigation of minorpoints of faith took precedence, which it is very apt to do,and ended in a separation from the Established Kirk, andan adherence to the fellowship of the Baptists. This move-ment on the part of the parents was an eventful one to thechildren. Obedience and confomiity is of course demandedfrom the young; the shoe must fit all the feet beneath therooftree, which is not easily accomplished, seeing the fatherhas chosen it by his OAvn measure. The domestic evils en-tailed by peculiarities of dogma, are nearly the only onesthat time does not cm'e; they increase as old age creepsupon the elders, while the young are arriving at freedomand maturity. Nor are they confined to the present; but,stretching beyond the grave, make a dreaded eternity ofseparation. The removal out of town, after a brief sojom-n elsewhere,settled in a house at St. Leonard's, something of a wellhedged country house at the time,

although in the middle ofa coal-dep6t now, and rendered contemptible by tall neigh-bours. In this house, which was called in the lease Hermitsand Termits, David Scott grew to manhood, and more thanthatâ€”till he was nearly twenty-three. It may therefore beconsidered the home of his growth or time of advanceâ€”thehome of his proper life being Easter Dairy, where he died. 17 / PIÂ? PUKTl



??? m LETTER III. W i early boyhood. ii Who is aWc to speak worOiily of tlie fulness of clilldliood ? If children grew up accordingto early indications, we shoidd have nothing but geniuses. Dkhhmg and Wahrheit. .r. After looking about for a motto, this is the best wecan find, and it is only partly true. In one point of vieAV,indeed, it is wholly false. Undoubtedly children are wiserthan we take them for. Even youth is little more than arecipient, although then the mould is beginning to hardenand to impress its form on the matter received. The wideopen eyes of children are continually observing, and theirears catching tones and thoughts. They give nothing back:they do not tell what they have learned either by word orsign, and we know not that they have received much,nearly all indeed that is essential, and are still receivingand building. Their impressions resemble intuitions, andare permanent, even for ever. The substratum of life islaid in the dark, while the creature is yet comparativelydumb. Wlien the voice with its modulated languagecomes, it only shews us the Ego tliat the wonderful years ofinfancy had with difiiculty and teiTor elaborated from tliecontact of

the outward with the infinite spirit within. All this is indeed plain enough, like the face of a churchclock. Tlie mother is the Nemesis of the child. She is



??? EARLY IDIOSYNCRASY. more with it, and believes in it earlier than the father does, orthe world. This is generally the case, but in David Scott'searly life, his father was his ruling genius. To his fatherhe always flew, appealed to him, and was instructed byhim. Regarding his childhood, we find some scraps of writingby himself. He always strove to retain his past nature,not to pass onward, but to add to his identity, and remainthe same. Or rather we should not say he strove to dothis, but that it was natural to him; whatever he hadthought or felt at any given time of his life, howeverunshapen, seemed as important to him as the most perfectof his intellections. In this as in other things, one of ourreigning ideas, that of progress, was ignored by him. Thusthe trouble he took to preserve tlie forms of early recol-lections in his mind, extended to collecting the remainsof objects connected Avith that period of his life. Thenotes to Avhich we refer are inscribedâ€”" Fragments of myPast, in circumstances, thoughts, and endeavours." Avery few of them are fit for use, and one or two may beinserted here. " Both my grandfathers were Roberts, both grand-mothers

Grizells. Probably this was a prior manifestationof what my mind has a tendency towardsâ€”equibalance,unity, simplicity." (Somewhat mystical this ; perhaps, asShakspeare has itâ€”To consider so is to consider toocuriously.") " Anecdote remembered by David Scott's father.â€”Thatbeing committed to the care of a gardener for transportationto a country lodging, he feared he would never be broughtback, and on the gardener assuring him he would himselftake him back again, the child warned the man on the TenCommandments, that if he did not perform his promise he c 2 19



??? ANECDOTES AND would be guilty of a lie. The gardener wished forthwith toreturn him out of hand." " Another anecdote. â€” He went into a company as-sembled in the principal room of the house, and making hisway up to a young lady, laid his hands on her knees, andsaid ^ you are very beautiful.' " There are more things inthe world than there are faces among women to which hecould now look up and say the same. " School books.â€”Eecollect first opening this ' AngusGrammar,' a vast gulf of vowels and consonants, nounsand verbs, to grope in: But at the end, some scraps ofpoetry to illustrate rhythm and measm-e; even these weretortured by dactyle and spondee. This ' Beauties of English'yet holds some affection. This ' Catcchism' was alwaysdisagreeableâ€”how it pressed theological pedantry on youngeyes till they were stupified! This ' History' and ^ Geo-graphy ' were good, the latter most prized for its notes onAstronomy, which were read with unction and a glow thatmade old Master Cooper select them for specimens of myelocution." " Then the Latin set after an interval of years. Thesebooks, with a short version from Ovid, and another

fromVirgil, are all that remain of the work of another period oftravail in Gray's class of the old High School." " Of my first visit to the Manse of Kippen, the onlycircumstance retained in the memoiy is, that I first saw andread the Lady of the Lake in the cabin of the steamer." " March 1821. A large Eye so dated. The firstdrawing done at the Trustees' Academy, then under AndrewWilson, and held in Picardy Place. Some of the examplesthere set before me seemed like old friends to be loved;others, the diy scientific modern foreign pieces, were a burdeneven to look at, how much more so to copy," 20 ti t, h P i T ! I



??? CHARACTERISTICS. " 1822. Scraps of earliest original designs. In Januarythe Murder of Rizzio, and in November a kind of goblhicombat. The first shcAVS some perception of the require-ments of grouping, the other some imaginative or selectedform." Perhaps the first attempts at original design weresuggested by the illustrations to Cooke's edition of theBritish Poets, Novelists, and Essayistsâ€”a complete set ofproofs of these in ten or twelve volumes being his dailycompanion. But before going fartlier, such anecdotes as the writerliimself remembers current in the family may be set down.Ghost stories were the exciting amusement of the nursery,and not one of tlie children ever could go up stairs in thedark. David, to frigliten tlie others, secretly set to work tomake a great ghost of a bolster, a sheet, and a mask. Butno sooner had he got it into an erect posture, than the housewas alarmed from garret to kitchen by his screams, and onfollowing the sound, the artificer of the ghost was discoveredterror-stricken by his own hand-work. The scene of thismisadventm-e was an upper bed-room that had a windowforming a recess in the fall of the roof. At this time

thefirst or among the first Annual Exhibitions was held inl^dinburgh, and David was taken to see it. On his return,he enclosed this recess by a curtain, and covering the sidewalls with printsâ€”of which there was in truth no lack lyingabout without paying to see themâ€”illustrations to books oftravels, histories of the war, and such like, his youngerbrother Robert and others were admitted on paying a penny.But it may be feared, since he has not noted this lastanecdote, he thought it unworthy of record. Both arehowever sufficiently prophetical of the future man. As to his Latin tasks, they were never easy to him.He took only one prize at the High School; he tried his 21



??? best, too ; but what principally tormented him was, thehumiliation of being beaten by other boys who had privatetutors. Some years afterwards he renewed his classics,going a little way into Greek by himself, when the advan-tage of the acquirement became apparent to him.. Hisfather's book-keeper, a good old man, who had been aschoolmaster, construed for him, and assisted him, and forthis purpose his first daily visits to the engraving work-rooms, still in the " Parliament Stairs," were paid. ThisAvorkshop desSrves some especial notice. One of the highest " lands" in the old town of Edinburghwas that immediately opposite the west side of the ParliamentHouse, bm-nt down, with many others, in the great fire sometwenty-five years ago. On one side of the entrance to the widestone stair, was the shop of a peruquierâ€”a worthy man of apast fashion, with buckles at his knees, and white stockings;and in his Avindow was disposed a row of wise heads, madeof white wood, indeed, but not to be gainsaid on thataccount, being surmounted by the wigs of advocates andjudges. At the back of the land^ which descended threeflights, each with a range of tenants,

down the ridge onwhich the High Street is built, were wine vaults, occupiedsometime by a Brougham: the remnant of the stock may,perhaps, yet remain in the more private bins of his illustriousbrother. But to return to the frontâ€”it displayed seven tiersof windows, the two uppermost being the engraving andprinting premises in question. At an earlier period of theirhistory, these lines of smoky wainscotted apartments musthave been inhabited by functionaries of the Court of Session.Various top closets, under the beams and slates, in roomsfilled with hmiber, and tattered transparencies of Justice andBritannia, and approached by passages apparently inter-minable, only illuminated by two round holes, like eyes, in ri I n, - / â–  * i: : II ; 1J 22 PARLIAMENT CLOSE.



??? PARLIAMENT CLOSE. 23 each door, were filled with law-papers. These parchments,all carefully folded and tied, were ranged in shelves dividedinto boles, with their labels hanging out, just as they hadbeen left many years before; and being at the mercy ofDavid Scott and his brothers, when the keys could be got,the seals and blue stamps were eagerly sought after and car-ried off in triumph. Even coloured coats of arms were tobe found, but these were rare and much prized, like thelarger acquisitionsâ€”new plants and animals, in voyages ofdiscovery. So much for the palmy youth of the place. Theseexplorings among the dusty parchments were like re-searches into ancient history â€” much more, indeed; forhere were real remains of the past to be made actual 2)ro-perty. But the work actually going on there in those dege-nerate days had as much interest to the young visitoraspiring to be an artist. There were portraits, landscapes,and Bible prints, hanging in long lines overhead to dry;presses constantly going round and round, manufacturingmore; and engravers sitting etching, cutting, and drawing.These engi-avers themselves were somewhat curiously

dis-posed. The number of Avindows being less than the num-ber of occupants required, a work-table running along thewindows, midway up, supported by strong brackets, hadbeen invented, and chairs raised on legs nearly six feethigh, were adapted to the table, so that each window accom-modated two tenants, one below, and one aloft. There were, besides, pictures and busts about the walls,nearly as dingy as themselves. The battles of Alexander,by Le Brun, were a never-failing source of attraction, andsome prints from Morland, beside them, were visited withinfinite contempt in the comparison. Among the casts weresome groups that we have never seen since; one of Samson



??? ROBERT SCOTTS slaying the Philistinesj was particularly admired, and Her-cules subduing Cacus, probably from the gToup by Bandi-nelli at Florence. Homer was there, from the marble thenrecently added to the British Museum; and William Pitt,the " heaven-born minister." Upon the whole, the pilgrimage up that high and thicklypeopled stair was not without its reward; and it seems tothe writer as if he were rather describing some recess of aguild in Nuremburg than a locality of yesterday at home.So does the memory consecrate common things; time andimagination endow the heads of vulgar mortals with a haloof glory, or an invulnerable helmet. The general produce of this manufactory, it may bereadily admitted, was not of a very high order; nor wasthere any thing done in Edinbm'gh of any consequence inthe art of engraving till the present day. As a trade onlyit was followed, and in that Avay even it was by no meansvery extensive. The best productions were just such thingsas the then publishing trade demanded; and an Englishpublisher, Moseley of Gainsborough, furnished this workshopwith its best employment for some years. There was alsowork of a

humbler kind undertaken, to fill up the time ofthe pupils, or to afford them improvement. One set of platesof this last sort, which, however, belongs to a time beforethe visits of David Scott began, recalls to mind an anecdoteof Campbell. The first pupil received by Robert Scott was WilliamDouglas, now dead, after practising successfully and wellas a miniature painter; the second was F. Rudolph Hay,who was, after a short practice in London, drafted out ofthe ranks by the windfalls of fortune; next John Bmnet,so well known in connexion with Wilkie, as his engraver,and much more so by his writings and etchings, elucidating 24 1 i\I ii ^isr I r' 11 i!



??? ESTABLISHMENT. tlie practice of painting; and Thomas Brown, who leftengraving on receiving a captain's commission, now knownby his writings on Natm-al History. After these cameJames Stewart, the engi-aver of some of Wilkie's and SirWilliam Allan's pictures, noAv at the Cape of Good Hopeâ€”a sheep-farmer and a magistrateâ€”with several others, nowdead or invisible; the last of the group being John Hors-burgh, well esteemed in Edinburgh. The variety of thefuture pursuits of all these is somewhat surprising; butengraving was at that time looked upon as one of the finearts to a much greater extent than it now is, and only youngmen of talent were considered fitted for it, while the educa-tion gained in the establishment we speak of, Avas of a muchmore general and liberal kind than, in these days of hurryand division of labour, is likely to be found in similarquarters. Some of these pupilsâ€”the earlier among themâ€”hademployed their inexperienced hands on a series of animals,])opular Natural History having just then received an impe-tus by the appearance of Bewick's first volumes, which madea great impression by the fidelity of delineation, as well asby the

truth and humom- of the tail-pieces. This series ofplates was to be published, and Mr. Scott applied to hisfriend Thomas Campbell, then a student in Edinburgh,who had wished him to join in the publication of the" Pleasures of Hope " in its early formâ€”that young pro-duction that hamited its author till the day of his death.Campbell undertook to write descriptions of birds, beasts,and fishes ; but the manuscript was slow in making itsappearance. After repeated applications, the engraver be-came tired of waiting, and going up to Campbell's lodgingsone evening, without finding him at home, collected thebooks he had sent for the task, in order to place them in 25



??? 26 THOMAS CAMPBELL.' u other hands. One of these, " Bewick's Birds," was foundin a sadly dilapidated stateâ€”several leaves torn half awayfrom the end. The landlady was called in and questioned,her children being suspected; but these she quickly exone-rated, by exclaiming, " Oh, that's the book Mr. Camel lichtshis candle wi' when he comes hame at nicht!" This pater-nal anecdote, which, by the way, shews a strange disrespectfor books in a literary man, used to be concluded by thedetail of a lively conversation on the subject between them,wherein Campbell denied the fact, by saying his landladycould not be a cat to see in the dark, at least he had neverseen her transformed, perhaps for want of the opportunityafforded in the fable. i|| i We might, without travelling very far out of our brief, ! relate some stories of Lord Buchan and others,* men of the hour, and of infinite importance to themselves, but anecdotes of his Lordship are common enough, and such here might ; â–  . seem forgetful of the graver task in hand. You can however have a specimen of the engraving of 'i; the father of David Scott, an illustration to Gray's Elegy jl - having fallen in our way.

It is not the best that could be desired, but shews a truth and detail, an attention to foliage i| and plants, for which he had much credit. Engraving jii admits of, and even its genius properly demands, great minutias of detail, the loss of which in these days has done ^ it no good, although, on the other hand, it has gained much general effect by imitating the breadth of painting. Book :: illustration was formerly confided to tlie engraver at once; I the elder men, as Grignon and others, were amply qualified I to design; but in cases where the engraver could not do itir, â–  â–  * About six years ago a remembrance of these times occurred iii the shape of i| a legacy of Â?100 left by the widow of the editor of " The Bee " to Mrs. Scott, in 6 return for certain kind offices she had at a former time received. '1 ! i; 'I . i 'tii f- mm





??? BOOK ILLUSTRATION. 27 so, the drawing and designingâ€”that small preliminarymatterâ€”he had to get accomplished as he could. In thisstate of things, Mr. Burnet and his brother James, com-memorated by Allan Cunningham, were all-important;when they betook themselves to London, Mr. GeorgeSaunders and others made the sketches; booksellers werethen beginning to see that the painter and the engraver werewide apart. ii



??? LETTER IV. early youth at st. leonard's. Upon the shadows of the morning clouds,Athwart the purple mountain slope, was writtenâ€”" Follow, oh follow!" Prometheus Unbound. You know these pages are written as if for you alone;f.' , they may therefore deal somewhat in a confidential manner ! with the subjects described, and may give a faithful picture j; of the household at Hermits and Termitsâ€”a name possibly corrupted from Hermit St. Termis, if there ever was sucha saint either in Scotland or the Thebaid. The dwelling stood alone among hedges of holly andhigh trees of alder. Between it and the road was a rowof lime-trees, once high, then pollard, and next swept awayby the widening of the highway. Over the door, whichhad a wooden hatch, was a tablet of stone bearing aneagle issuing out of a coronet, with the date 1734. Theroad to the entrance was causewayed with round stones,and immediately facing the door was the wicket into thegarden, overshadowed by a great arch of evergreens. Solonely was the place then, that more than once in thedark Avinter nights, when the wind was in the trees, andthe men of the

family not yet returned home, it was visitedby sturdy beggars. A visitation of this kind is yet fi-eshin the recollection of one of the boys. A great woman,with a stick in her hand, dressed in a cloak and hood,



??? UNCLE GEORGE. entered the little parlour, and would not stir till she hadmeat and money. There lived in this small house with a long name,domiciled with the paternal pair, old uncle George, thehappiest and best natured of men, whose little meansenabled him to keep a set of half wild pointers and settersin the ample stables adjoining, and a flight of pigeonsin the hayloft, converted into a dovecotâ€”well contentedthat he could enjoy the shooting season among the ancientfamily localities about Lanark, whither he annually re-sorted to live with the laird of Waygateshaw, his distantrelative. Besides this and his dogs, he had scarcely anywants. The family consisted of fourâ€”David Scott, theeldest son, our hero; Robert, two years his junior; anotherbrother nearly four years shorter again, and the youngestchild, a sister, Helen. This sister, the much beloved, youmust ever keep in mind, as the best adornment of thetabernacleâ€”lent of God till the brothers should grow upto be men. Many were the enjoyments out of doors with rabbits,dogs, and pigeonsâ€”Arthur's Seat and Duddingston athand; within there were fewer. His father

began tobreak down in health; he rose late, had a horse that noone was to touch, on which he rode for an hour; tookall his meals alone, with Buchan, and other guides of alike stamp, by his elbow, and the doctor anxiously waitedfor. If any young voice was heard singing or whistlingâ€”which young voices will doâ€”it was instantly hushed whenthe step was heard upon the stair. David, however, neverwhistled or sang; he was always the sympathiser, whichconfirmed him in the affection of the father; he was, more-over, the autocrat of the family. A true icon of the manat this stage of development would not be altogether favour- 29



??? HOME. able. Perhaps the youngers should have been content toobey. This, at all events, is certainâ€”in the most of places,and with older people, the stronger rules either by mightor right. In the long winter evenings, his father sat atone table arranging his affairs of business, and the childrenat another, incessantly occupied in drawing, David havingset the example. Here the light and the box of water-colours was at his command alone, not to be touched, underinstant and grievous penalties. A small windowless roomwas set apart for the library. Of this he kept the key,and admitted the others as candle-bearers only. In thisaccidental collection of books and prints were some scrap-books, collections of portraits, and others, such as Blake'sIllustrations to the Grave, and a large work on EmblematicalFigures, drawn by Hamilton and others, that made a lastingimpression. In these evenings, while the mother of the family sat ather needlework, with the little daughter by her side, on theother side of the fire old uncle George might be seen mend-ing his dog-whips, or making with much care pop-guns andwhistles for the boys out of young stems of the

elder tree,by extracting the^;Â??'^^ from their hollow tubes. David mustbe imagined steadily employed at his Latin or drawing. The subjects of his designs from the very first rudeattempts, were such as he would have chosen even at the endof his life. Paradise Lost, Macbeth, and Scottish and GreekHistory afforded the authorities. The same impulsion andthe same aim is apparent throughout the entire path of hiscareer. As we come doAvn to 1825, his nineteenth year,the supernatm-al has a larger influence. This resulted insome measure from his thoughts being then much bent onreligious matters. About that age creeds must be believed inor abandoned ; they must be reconciled to life, and become 30 Nf If! H f fS tit if



??? young perplexities. its law, or resigned, and become a portion only of transcen-dental metaphysics ; the inquiring doubter being sometimeslost in the slough of denialâ€”" the everlasting No" hemshim within its iron barrier, and the soul is shut out ofParadise. On Sunday evenings sermons and catechismswere the only reading ; David introduced Dwight's" Theology," and other books of a similar sort. Thismental struggle went on for years, and at last appearedin the problematic form of his " Monograms of Man."These of course were not produced at this early time, and areassociated Avith firmer resolves, deeper insight, and attainedartistic powers. Other sketches of a metapliysical naturewere done before these ; tliey were the last of the cycle. ]\Iany of his memorandums relate to this time withmore or less clearness or perception of partial truths tobe afterwards seized, but tlien dim and distant. One littlenote-book is headed by these mottoes, " .Jupiter est quodcunque viilcs (luodcunque movetur." " Untroubled look upon the face of God." and arc impressed with a daring spirit deeply troubled andsad. 31 And why sad? I have alluded to the

sombre atmos-phere of homeâ€”to the tyranny of disease over the headof the family and its youngest branch. Another, and adeeper wound still in its effects, was then inflictedâ€”anevil of a more vulgar kindâ€”resources totally crippled;almost, as it appeared, entirely ruined. The effect of thisshock on all and on every thing is not now to be described,nor even thought of. The light of the hearth was dark-enedâ€”day and the sun were gone for ever. It seemedas if the family was thenceforth doomed to be parias.Constitutionally Avith much pride and little hopefulness, ifiw



??? 32 ANIMAL SPIRITS. and, if it may be said without filial irreverence, with lesstrust in Providence, many years drifted on with little varia-tion and relief. Moreover his physical strength and animal spirits, asthe phrase is, were very limited: death was never an appa-rent impossibility to him, as it is to the most of youngminds. Bearing the date of November 1827, those signi-ficant lines are still visible in his scrap-book:â€” This quickly must be past, this struggle cease, And in the cold clay quiet I shall lie,Where anxious Care corrodes no aching breast. I've only lived to feel, and then to die :To die, and sink away from the bright sun,, To die, and fall from off the cheerful earth, To die without the race of glory run. To die while yet exulting in the birthOf Hope and Joy ! Can this be ? Yes ! I feelDeath clasp me round, like a great hand of steel. As it has been well said in the North British Review*â€”" It was his nature to be sad. Of a feeble constitution,and conscious of the capabilities of art, he could not beotherwise. He was delicate of build and solitary of soulfrom the earliest time. Carefulness about his future destinyoppressed him from the first. Long

before any real orsupposed neglect by the public, or misunderstanding ofhis very aims by the press, or disappointment in friend-ship and in love, had vainly endeavoured to chill his spirit,he was the victim of care and apprehension. Years beforehe would have dared exclaim with Coreggioâ€”I too am apainter, he had muttered, in the solitude of his diaryâ€” From off my brow, oh raise thy chilling handAnxiety, slow digger of the tomb." Besides these evils there were thwarting circumstances * iMay 1849 ; Edinburgh. fe /



??? UNCLE GEORGE. 33 that made the battle of life, to a conscientious youth, a sternone. He was to be a painter, and that alone; yet it wasmost necessary that he should assist in the business of hisfather, now nearly disabled by illness. Here was anothercoil of darkness. With no elasticity or buoyancy, he neverforgot or surmounted an affliction or a struggle; he onlylived through it by the strength of the inner man, by thepassive force of will, and the great idea of the work he shouldachieve. The portion of his life devoted to engraving was notlarge, however, and during that year or two even he wasmore occupied in designing than in engraving. Nor werethe evils that threatened the family ever so great in realityas they appeared. But we must dwell a little longer on thisseason of boyhood. As the summer advanced, old uncleGeorge might be seen at his high bed-room window, openingon a broad ledge of eaves, feeding the spaiTOWS and pigeonswith cnimbs from the ample pockets of his liunting-coat,and on running up to him, his gun-case and other accoutre-ments Avould be found laid out pre])aratory to his annualexpedition. About his bald

head there was always fresh-ness, and clearness in his eye. Stories he had to tell hisnephews too about Lanark and former things. A swordthat stood in the corner was an object of great curiosity.It had belonged to the great-grandfather, the convener ofLanark, and his descendant told very pithily a story ofhis prowess in the â€”'45. This worthy progenitor, Avith adoughty comrade, met a party of Highlanders on their wayto join the Pretender, and feigning that a strong body wasat hand, prevailed upon them to deliver up their arms. Theweapons were laid up in a bed in an inn near the town,where the report having quickly spread, armed people cameout in great force, and but for George Scott, the Highlanders S?„I



??? clydesdale. would have been sacrificed. The people, however, took thearms, and the captm'crs got but a very small share of thebooty. On the reti-eat of the rebels, this exploit was nearlyrevenged. Rob Roy came that way, and learning what hadbeen done, fell upon the house, led Scott into the back-yard,and hung a rope for his especial behoof over a plane-tree.While this was going on, however, Rob saw a whip hang-ing on a nail, and was about to take it, when George offeredto get him a much better one, and going to seek for it,managed to make his escape by a private door. Whether this will agree with Rob's recorded history, ifsuch there be, I know not, perhaps an alibi may be provedfor him, but enough for the day was the tale thereof. Inthese excursions to Clydesdale, the sportsman was some-times joined by David and his brother Robert. Here liesbefore us a joint letter from them home. Robert writes inrhyme, having beeli a rhymster from childhood. Amongother news, he says that they In Lanark spent a few short hours,Not in viewing pompous towers,But passing between dingy wallsâ€”Then promptly sketching waterfalls.Even our

great artist, who you knowNe'er looks at nature here below,But mounts on high for things unknown,(Perhaps that errors mayn't be shewn)Once passed his verdict without fear,And owned to great attractions here. After this about out great artist^ David addsâ€”" Following-after such an effusion of the muse, what remains for me ? Imust descend to prose, and leave the poet to his ftirther inspir-I had almost said inspirations, when, startled by the report of a gun, I was sadly convinced that our modemPindar was killing sparrows." 34 m-i



??? ODE TO DEATH. Eobert's poetry, which was never of a lofty strain, wasDavid's frequent subject of satire. On one occasion, aboutthis age of eighteen, after he had indulged in some free ani-madversions, the poet cliallenged him to single combat inrhyme ; the challenge was indignantly taken, only thewriting necessary was considered as a waste of time, andtheir father enjoying the contest, offered a guinea as theprize. The evening came when the recitation was to bemade, the subject, an Ode to Death, having been chosen byDavid. Robert read his first, quietly sitting at^the table;but David, when he was called upon, turning his back tothe audience, enunciated his production with pride and abmning face. Full of great words and involutions, com-pared to which the obscurities in his later writings may beconsidered models of perspicuity, it made a due impression,and was considered very fine. Besides these visits to Clydesdale, others to the boatingand bathing villages on the firth of Clyde, and to the Manseof Kippen, varied these summers. At the first of theseplaces, the kind relatives with whom he lived had a smallpleasure-boat, by which

means he became better acquaintedwith the sea, and enthusiastic in fishing. In his diaiy,however, we find him writing in this way. " Thursday,employed in an irregular way. This day has passed awayvery worthlessly^' General society great loss of time; thoseleviathan-mouthed afiairs, dinners and tear-parties, walks withI ladies, &c., arc to me continual regret and ennui. Satur-^'^ay, steamboat to Largs. Observed Mr. Vanity wavinghis handkerchief towards a great mansion on the shore,long before a human being could be discerned at that dis-tance. Perhaps they were stationed with telescopes readyto see himâ€”no doubt of Sunday : A very dull day;heard two sermons; took a walk, and went to bed. Mon- i> 2 35



??? MANSE OF KIPPEN. day: Ascended a hill near Largs, from which a command-ing prospect of the Firth of Clyde is got. The primitivemountains of Arran form a picturesque contrast to the laterformations of the Cumbrays and the Ayrshire coast. Isketched this scene. Walked to Kelburn grounds. Onefeels a compassionate pity for people who cut their nameson tmfs and seats; it seems all they can do to answer agreat craving of nature." More of this it may not be necessary to give; and turningto the Manse of Kippen, his other summer home, and theabundant delightful memories it recalls, a few words mustsuffice. We are not indeed sm'e how far this sacred spot,with its respected inhabitants, are to be associated withthe formation of his manhood, beautiful as it was, withits ample gardens of fruit and flowers, smTounded bygreat limes inhabited by cushats, over which rose, faroff, Benledi and other kingly heights of the mountainrangeâ€”its ivy and jessamine, where, at night, innumerablebirds found shelterâ€”its deep bedroom windows, with a swal-low's nest in either corner, from which, at early morning,the birds flew out with a merry cry like a

qui vive^ as theycom'sed and recoursed round the houseâ€”and, above all,the good minister and his worthy brothers, a conscientiouspastor of the sheep, who left this fair haven in the latedivisions in the Kirk. (He is now no more, gone to his rest,and to realise the great hope.) Still, one of our painter's visitsat least is memorable. His mind, struggling among thedifficulties of theology, had come into collision with thepermanent intellectual forms of the place. He parted fromthe manse, took up his bed at the inn, and left the villagenext day. The minister kindly entreated him, but hewould not revoke, till better thoughts visited him on hisretm-n home, and he wrote a letter of regret and apology. 36 rt 1 -t?¤Vo V >



??? QUITS ENGRAVING. The writing of this letter was secret as the grave, but never-theless the rumour of it has reached even this page. And now pass over a few years; he is twenty-one, andhas fomied some friendshipsâ€”with John Epps, then takinghis degree at the university, in conjunction with whomhe made a " Tree of Painting," shewing the successivedevelopment of schools and mastersâ€”with John Steell,then shewing his first powers in sculptureâ€”Avith WilliamCarey, who then visited Edinburgh as a lecturer on art,and others, those others being all artists. He has esta-blished a Life Academy with their aid and membership,no school of the kind then existing in Edinburgh. Hehas left engraving as a thing not to be borne. There hasbeen found, amidst the chaos of his artistical debrisy^ curioussketch inscribed " Character of David Scott, 1826," seated atthe engraving table, but with clenched hands and theexpression of despair. Another, of a similar import, isdated 1828, in which the palette is pressed to his breast,and the implements of the rejected craft hurled from him;and, in tmth, engi-aving is a painful and laborious work.In the

meaningless finish and metallic smoothness of modernexecution, every line and every dot must be cut over andover again, so that the smallest plate for a book requiresmore tedious toil than the making of a Chinese globe often enclosures. Besides, it is the duty of the engraverto have absolutely no originality, and the painter isnever satisfied with his work. We cannot esteem any-one's imitation of our production, and that in an inferiorart, equal to our own original, unless, indeed, it greatlyexcel it. If the painter be ignorant of the limitations ofengraving, and one who expects all the qualities of hispicture rendered, it becomes intolerable. Madness anddeath is in it, therefore, to him; and having abandoned 37 vs. Â?PS- I'srsss mm



??? 38 BEGINS PAINTING. engraving, he will not tarry with portrait-painting, orany kind of painting but historic. So the picture of" Lot and his Daughters fleeing from the Cities of thePlain" is begun on the scale of life, and here is what hethen called a prayer:â€”" Thou Power, by whose aid manraises the imperishable name, wrap around me thy tonguedflames, and of the present make immortal days. May Ilive not without a consecrated purpose in my life; may Ireach and grasp all means for this ultimate consummation.Grant that I may hold on with undeviating step. Strengthenthe willâ€”endow with the powerâ€”break the arm that wouldretard." In such a frame of mind, everything and everyperson seems antagonistic.



??? LETTER V. the young painter. Then I looked after Christian to sec him go up the Hill of Difficulty, where we perceived hefell from nmning to going, and from going to clambering on his hands and knees, because ol'the Bteepness of the i)laci'. Bunyan. This biographical writing is like the spinning of the spiderâ€”the more threads are spun, tlie more quickly is thematerial produced for others-â€”so we write another Letter ontliis period of the Life of oxn* Artist. Among books ofsketches of bones and muscles, exercises in Italian, and soon, here is the preamble and mles of tlie " Edinburgh LifeAcademy," with a report of the subsequent committee,which appears to have met in April 1827, David Scott actingas chairman. Also the " Cash-book of the Life AcademyAssociation, instituted 2d May 1827." A room in InfinnaryStreet was t,aken, and the book opens with subscriptionsfrom JMessrs M'Nee, Hutchison, Steell, Scott, M'Innes,Campbell, Wilson, Masson, and Eraser. Some of those,thus self-aided in the more difficult branch of artistic study,have made themselves known among the foremost in art.That they were

assiduous, is testified by the same names,with few additions, appearing all through the book tillFebruary 1832, at which time the Royal Institution begantheir school for drawing from the living model.



??? TRUSTEES ACADEMY. Proofs of another successful effort to gain further facilitiesin education, are found at this time in the shape of the roughdraft of a petition to the Board of Trustees, which ninsthus:â€” " A number of artists in Edinbm'gh being desirous tohave an opportunity of study in the gallery of the Trustees'Academy, the subscribers have taken the liberty of address-ing the Honourable Board, for the purpose of requesting thatsuch might be granted to those who have formerly attendedthe Academy, and are now advanced in their profession.They therefore humbly state, that were the gallery openduring morning, it would be of great importance to them infacilitating their acquaintance with the noble works of whichit is composed." To this is appended a note :â€”" I do notrecollect whether the above was sent in this shape, but theobject of the petition was acceded to, by a permission to drawfrom seven to nine o'clock on Saturday mornings, and onfour mornings in the week during the vacation months.This was the first step towards all that the Board has sincedone." Again, in 1830, appears another paper addressed to

theSecretary of the Board, praying for further liberty of atten-dance and less interruption. This request was also acceded to,but only to the seven artists whose names appeared at theapplication, and under certain restrictions. These restrictionswere, that the casts should not be moved, that a fine shouldbe imposed for non-attendance, and that the artists shouldpay the keeper. The two foremost rales were annulled itwould appear; each student paid his half-guinea to Mr.Smith, and the further facilities were for a short timeenjoyed. His first exhibited picture was in 1828â€”" The Hopesof Early Genius dispelled by Death." During the session 40



??? VISITS LONDON 1822. 41 of this year he attended Dr. Monro's class of anatomy ; healso went to London for a short time, and made somesketches in the National Gallery and British Institution.His sister Helen was now waning away. He went toLondon April 1822. Here are some extracts from letters :â€” " 2d May. I have seen Mr. Burnet; he is engraving hisown picture of Shipwrecked Mariners; and called on Wilkie,who is still very unwell, from something like inflammation ofthe brain. Taste in art is sm'ely very low, if one is to believeprint-shop windows. Humorous subjects are mostly runafter ; monkeys amuse well; monkeys are doing everything.In the British Institution are two or three good pictures;in Suffolk Street, Avith the exception of Haydon's TriumphantEntry into Jerusalem, and our own Thomson's grand land-scape of the Trosachs, there is little for me. The EoyalAcademy opens in a day or two. I have seen Allan Cun-ningham, Avho took me over Chantrey's gallery." " 4th May. I have just come from the Royal Academy.Yesterday, at Irving's chm*ch, sacrament Sunday ; thismorning Avith the croAvd waiting at the door of

SomersetHouse. Exactly as tAvelve struck the gates opened, and Ifound myself in the scene so often desired. There are anumber of good pictures, but the two exciting most interestare Etty's MaiTjage, and Danby's Opening of the SixthSeal." " 24th. I have been to Thomas Campbell, and had alittle conversation with him. Mrs. Campbell's healthâ€”sheis considered dyingâ€”and his son's also, will prevent meseeing much of him. He wished rae to come to him in twoor three Aveeks, before which time I should Hkely hear eithergood or bad news of his family. I enclose a catalogue ofMartin's Nineveh ; it is a very splendid work." " 2d June. Sketching for some time in the National



??? TURNEE AND HAYDON. Gallery. I went to Turner's one day lately, and was makinga little memorandum of one of his pictures on the back of acard, when a servant entered and said, " Master don't allowsketching." I was somewhat surprised, as no one had beenin the room, and the door shut. However, I hardly con-sidered what I was doing to be sketching, so I put in theline of the distance, which took two moments. Immediatelyin bounced a short stoutish individual, the genius loci him-self. He said he was sorry I had not desisted, and I repliedthat what I had done was a mere trifle. He muttered some-thing about memoranda and first principles, whereon Ishewed it to him, and tore it up. He must have a peep-hole,and yet he is really a great painter." " 20th July. My visit to London draws to a close. Icame here with great expectations, and return with greathopes. ' Hope follows througli, nor quits us when we die.'Haydon's Entry into Jerusalem is solidly painted, rich incolom-, the drapery often noble, and the extremities welldrawn. So much for its beauties. Its striking defect is thefailure in the expression of Christ. The drawing is

alsodefective, the limbs being too short for the size of the upperpart. The picture does not excite the exalted feeling thatthe painter wished. There is a want of power. The senti-ment should have been emphatically that of exaltation andrejoicing. The colom' of the drapery, flesh, &c., is of abroken character, which gives the execution a weak appear-ance, though it is boldly painted." 42 Small Exteacts from Diaryâ€”1829 to 1832. " February 1829. Saw Carey to-day at the close ofthe lectures, who said he had seen my picture of Fingal



??? DIARY 1830. and the Spirit of Lodi.1 He would give me an advice:â€”' Shoot a lower aim, you speak a dead language.' Whatam I to do?" " March. The first public notice of my pictures hasappeared in the Caledonian Mercury, written by Carey." " April. Steel has seen my pictm-e, and commends it.Mr. Allan came out with Lauder; lie said, if I coloured itas Avell as it was designed, I need fear nothing." " ]\Iay. Messrs. Allan, Thomson, and Lauder called,-wishing me to join the Scottish Academy as an associate, asthe Academy did not wish to receive all as members atonce. Painting Adam and Eve singing their morninghymn." " September. Completed the picture of Lot." " October. Finished Adam and Eve, and the Death ofSapplio ;t fi^'^d in the next month begun small picture of' Wallace defending Scotland.' ":j: " January 1830. Think I have gained more distinctnessin my ideas regarding art dm-i ng this last month thanduring ten before. The overwhelming and perplexing havenow resolved themselves into different parts and separatedifficulties, and I think 1 can now discover with clearnesstlie mighty structure that before was wrapped

in mist. Isee what I should strive to do." " December 1830. Resume my journal. SirJ. Fouliscalled. Speaks warmly of my paintings. Advises me togo to Paris. Sunday: Dolorous, melancholy me. Lookingfor mottoes to my ' Monograms of Man.' " 43 1 1  Now in the possession of J. Mitchell Mitchell, Esq.t In the possession of T, Constable, Esq. X Property of W. Kinghom, Esq. Most of the pictures of this datÂ? weresubsequently retouched.



??? DIARY 1830. " Monday, December 1830. Lost Time. Emblem of life this day may be to me :â€” As we go forth, we bound along the course In joy and hope, and gain upon the heels Of those who long before our limbs were girt Had ta'en the staffâ€”^but soon there comes a time Of weariness, the fii'st gay strength is gone. And heavily and slowly on we fare. Not without looking backward, conning o'er The good we may have done, and owning now The effort and the task is greater : still We keep the highway, marking as we hope. What time we will arnve at some great bourne, And be and do so much. So 'twas this day. In the bright morning with devoted care I entered on the track of loftiest thought. Then o'er an old book filled with boyish thoughts Some hours were lost that to the future time Ought somewhat to have given ; then dullness cameâ€” And a wild craving for the new and strong. Till the sun verging to the west proclauned A day was gone. In penitence and shame I note it here, that on some future day I may take warning and be saved regret. " 21st. Met L. Macdonald at Watson Gordon's, who ispainting a picture from the

Tales of the Cmsaders. MichaelAngelo's Moses was standing by, which L. M. said was nota legitimate work of sculpture. He seemed to place it inthe same category with two figures by Kysbrack, on thechimney-piece. I thought it a pity to depreciate a work oftrue mastery and power. He afterwards said it was themethod he objected to, and in this I could agree; but if hemeant only the execution, or even the style of drapery, &c.,he spoke too widely, and seemed rather desirous to sink thisstupendous production altogether. Monday, January 1831.Called on Constable; he agrees to publish my Monogramsof Man.'" 44



??? X DIARY 1831. 45 '' What constitutes individual happiness ? What weseek for changes and becomes the source of our misery.The ardent sentiment that warmed my heart with the loveof art has become a tormentâ€”an insatiable demon. * *Great God! among thy blessings, would I had been endowedwith self-complacency and confidence As we constantly compare om'selves with men and things about us,nothing is more dangerous to the self-doubter than solitude.Then the imagination forms a chain of beings, of which weare the last and most inferior. This is natural; we knowom- own imperfections best. We observe in others qualitieswe have not, and imagine they possess also those we valuein om'selves. ' He values my understanding and talentsmore than that which is tlie foundation of all I am and issolely mine; anybody may know all that I know,' Goethesays." " January 21. Lauder and Steell. Lauder thought Ishould paint the sketch of' Streaking the Corse;' but don'tmake it so horrible ; you may do harm to the ladies. Verygood that; but though it is well to invent and sketch in allkinds of sentiment, it is not so well to paint such,

exceptthe horror be of an exalted kind. Sent copies of' Monograms'to H. G. Bell, and to Professor Wilson, and some artists." " February. The publication has been noticed in theEdinburgh Literary Journal, Observer, Post, Free Press,and other papers, all favourable; but their commendationsin general of the drawing, &c., more than of the invention.The London Literary Gazette gives me the very highestartistic praise, and traces the ideas to the mystical point ofGerman philosophy, which I am not yet sufficiently ac-quainted with to have derived them from. The Athenaeumis also strongly laudatory, arid other London papers. I mustyet give them frn ther assurance they have treated me justly."



??? 46 MONOGRAMS OF MAN. " 17th. Sent my pictures to the Exhibition. Went tothe Institution exhibition of old masters. Much mere trashamong the works, and some good; degraded sentiment and material colom- only. B-liked Fingal, and Adam and Eve veiy much. Commended the simplicity and unity of the sentiment and execution. D-suggested a silk scarf over the shield of naked Fingal, as a colour was wanted there.I would have the authority of Spenser, he said, for silk scarfsbeing worn by warriors ! S-, clever amatem- and edu-cated man as he is, suggested introducing some animals intoAdam and Eve, to take off the bareness! Such are thecriticisms of an artist and a man in authority." " 23d. Sold ' The Cloud' to Francis Grantâ€”the firstof my pictures that has been sold. He very handsomelysaid, ' The picture will be mine, at the close of the Exhibi-tion, at your present price, but, in the mean time, put doublethe sum upon it; it should be sold for more.' " " Tuesday. At St. Lulce's Club in the evening. Pro-posed Good and Captain Brown, who were mth me, as hon-orary members. The Athenasum notice of the ' Monograms,'which was capital, has

been followed by others in the Spec-tator, Examiner, Atlas." A paper in his miting at this time may be introducedhere^ explaining these designs:â€” " 1st Design. Of Life.â€”Whence is it ? A creativeenergy must be exerted. This is expressed by the descentof a powerful hand, at the touch of which all starts intobeing. The omnipotence is implied, by the fingers at thesame time calling into existence sun, moon, and man on theworld. He, as endowed with more than physical force,with the highest mental life, is animated by a stream of firefrom the invisible. " 2cl. Of Relation.â€”The genius of man, in the pride of



??? 'V MONOGRAMS OF MAN. 47 intellectual and physical supremacy on earth, extends his"f arms, and stands, like the angel in the Apocalypse, one footon the sea, and the other upon the earth. He is crownedby flowing locks, and the sun above him is an expression ofhis power. " 3d. Of Knowledge.â€”The importance of knowledge todiscover finalities, is exhibited by the vigorous youth dragged,in defiance of mental repugnance, to the contemplation of askullâ€”that empty tabernacleâ€”forcing upon him a sense offate, and also a doubt of all beyond the sphere of actual ob-servation. The caduceus, which breaks as the youth triesto stay himself against the grasp of the earth-born fiend,may signify the winged power of thought here ended, andmay also refer to the decision of controversy, by allusion tothe Eoman Fasces. " 4th. Of Intellect.â€” The asjnration of the mind to assi-milate itself to the greatest perfection, is signified by thefigiu'c of a man standing on the earth, his existence boundedby time and space, sending forth his spirit on the discoveryof causes. It attempts to penetrate the thick darkness andclouds of fire, from which the agency of divinity

is shewnby the descent of flames and waters from the ' hollow of his^ hands.' f " 5th. Of Power.â€”Man, in his pride, holds the sceptre K over liis fellow-man, while he is only the agent and the slave > of fateâ€”merely a link in that chain whose strong embrace holds heaven, and earth, and man.I " 6th. Of Death.â€”The cup of which we all must drink I'l comes out from eternity and the undefined. The recoiling i mortal is sm-rounded by the tonsured bearer of the Keys, the follower of the Crescent, the Persian, the Jew, and by theuntutored man of the New World. Apart from these, thenaked intellectual man lifts his head from his long study, . 3. Ifi



??? letter of coleridge. and confesses his darkness by covering his eyes, and layinghis finger on his lip." " Diary, January 1832. Sent ' Lot' to the British In-stitution, repainted. This last year have painted Nimrod,Sarpedon carried by Sleep and Death,* and Cain. Sincethe long nights set in, have drawn a series of designs forColeridge's ' Ancient Mariner.' I wrote the poet, informinghim of my having done so, and asking if any publisher wasinterested in his works, to whom I might send them." (A sad letter was his reply, as you may see.) " Grove, Highgate, 19tli November 1831. 48 â– WS m " Dear Sirâ€”For twelve years, or more, weak and inter-rupted health, and the nature and object of the studies towhich the hours that ill health left in my power have beendevotedâ€”studies, the honour of which, if any, will beposthumous, and the advantage that of othersâ€”have ren-dered my visits to London rare, and at long intervals. Butduring the last eighteen months, my life has been but onechain of severe sicknesses, brief and imperfect convalescence,and capricious relapses. It is comparative health and com-fort for me when the morbid action, whether gout or

nervousrheumatism, passes down, and settles for a time in the greatsciatic nerve of one or the other thighâ€”but then I am acripple, and my boldest excursion a crawl up and down theGrove walk before our front door. At present I am confinedto my bedroom. At no time of my life had I much intercoursewith booksellers or publishersâ€”the Trade^ as they call them-selvesâ€”and my little experience has all been of the mostunfortunate kind. Were I to sum up the whole cash re- The property of Dr. Samuel Brown.



??? COLERIDGE S LETTER. 49 ceipts from my published works, I should find the sum totalsomething like thisâ€” Â? s. 1).300 0 0 Â? 8. D.0 0 0 Tlie little I ought to have had was lost in a fraudulent bank-ruptcy ; and the house by Avhich my latest publicationsâ€”the ' Aids to Reflection,' and the ' Essay on the Constitutionin Clmrch and State, according to the Idea^â€”were printedand published, have dissolved their partnership I under-stand. I have found no reason for withdrawing my confi-dence in the hojiour and integrity of the partners, Messrs.Hurst, Chance, and Company; but whether the business is,or is not to he continued, I am wholly uninformed. " With this exception, I know of no one individual inthe trade with whom I have any acquaintance; nor do Ibelieve that there is one, of London publishers at least, withwhom my name and authority would act otherwise than asa counterweight; for the Quarterly Review never noticesany work under my nameâ€”the Edinburgh has reviewedonly such as seemed to furnish an occasion for vilifying thewriterâ€”and the minor Reviews sometimes, I hear, mentionmy name, but never in any reference to my works. I ques-

tion whether there ever existed a man of letters so utterlyfriendless, or so unconnected as I am with the dispensers ofcontemporary reputation, or the publishers in whose servicethey labour. 1 " Such is the answer I must return to your friendly let-txjr, adding only the assurance, that I acknowledge, and dulyappreciate the compliment paid to me, in having selecteda poem of mine for ornamental illustration, and an allianceof the sister artsâ€”Metrical and Graphic Poesy; and that Iwould most readily have complied with your request had it



??? DIARY 1832. been in my power. â€” Believe me. Dear Sir, with everyfriendly wish, yom-s respectfully. " S. T. Coleridge. " To David Scott, Esq." " 14th January 1832. I have entered this session in Dr.Monro's anatomical class, and for ten days have not beenout, except to Mackenzie's demonstrations, and one daystanding to Duncan for Euthven, in a pictm-e he is to paintof Queen ]\Iary forced to sign her abdication. He may paintit Avell, as regards the execution, but Allan has alreadypainted the subject, and made a good picture of it. It isstrange that a subject having been done before, seems rathera recommendation to the public." " 15th. Some time ago I thought I saw clearly whatought to be essayed in art; now I think differently fromthese. Do I see any firm ground at all ? Is there any rea-son in nature or in society, that a man aspiring to the high-est forms of art, should be treated as a visionary, or consi-dered as incapable of the lower?" " 16th. Have now finished Pan and Apollo. The pic-ture or sketch from the present affairs in Polandâ€”the Rus-sians have craved an armistice to bury the deadâ€”I havealso done lately; and blotted out five unfinished, or ratherabortive attempts at

picturesâ€”some months' labour." " 23d. Have made memoranda from a French book onbirds, to assist in working out a principle in colour." " I send to this year's Exliibition, Sarpedon,"^ Mmrod,Pan,t Aurora, and the sketch of Burying the Dead.| Mr.A-takes my drawings from the ' Ancient Mariner' to 50 ll:-



??? MEETING R. S. A. London, to see if a publisher may be found for them. Thisyear newspapers rather favourable to me, except the Scots-man and Edinburgh Spectator." " February lOtli. Meeting of the Academy about thepurchase of Etty's pictui'es. Allan, om' respected chairman,sits with one hand over the other, as if he were thinking ofhis lost finger. Hamilton, whom I like as a man to carry athing out, half-rising, explains the transaction; lie has bulkenough to give him weight. Harvey sits still, with hissharp though small eye, observant enough; and M'Leay,with good mustaches, and proper boots, stretches his legsstraight out, one foot over tlie other, and his cane at hismouth. Ewbank swings on his cliair; and Steell leans hishead on his hand. There is also J. F., as they call Wil-liams, with his paralytic, important shake of the head; andHill's broad, sensible face. Curious are tlie bodily charac-terisations and limitations of intellect." " 12th. Sat on the balcony at the top of the house,sketching, last night, and to-day am confined to bed. Mo-ther so attentive and kind. ' Alas! tliat this care bestowedon all but self, and this perseverance in realising for otherswhat is conceived to be best, should exist by the

very causesthat prevent its participation in a more extended sphere." " February, March, April. Doing little but thinking of going abroad. Mr. A-has brought back my designs for the Ancient Mariner. ' Lot' has been rejected at the BritisliInstitution; it was too large. Reject a work of art for itssize I you might as well reject a man for being tall. Mypictures in our Exhibition are all coming back to me. TheMonograms altogether a loss as a publication. Several re-sources cut off. Difficulties in study; for nothing but thebest is worth a thought. Doubts of every kind. SisterHelen, where art thou now in the shade of the Unseen?" K 2 51 j, ,,



??? GOING ABROAD. " August 5. Various are tlie causes that render mygoing abroad necessary. I lose myself in thinking overthe journeyj and what it may do. Everything I have yetattempted has been unsuccessful; so many disappointmentsmake effort appear vain. What I must do is to cut offall recurrence to former efforts, except in as far as theymay coincide with my later formed ideas of art, and tohold grimly on in the conscientious course. A great happi-ness it is that futurity is yet unseen and unmade; thereinyet may be somewhat to answer my desires. Happy arethose new hopes and wishes that still descend on us whenall we valued in om-selves is burnt up and scattered. Happyit is that a vision can regird the loins of the mind, andre-attune the chords of life. I now seal up this book,and put all in order for going abroad. Also seal up mywilL"^ You now, it is to be hoped, discern something of thecontour of this aspirant, so far as life has yet developed it.Not without difficulty have been accomplished these fewpages of his own words. Pencil writing is soon effacedby a few years, and there are few more oppressive occupa-tions than deciphering old letters. The ghosts of littlethings and poignant moments

come back with more thantheir due distinctnessâ€”the mind of the reader loses thevantage ground that the intervening time has naturallygiven him, and he struggles, with himself again in the past.Besides, brief sentences detached and written out afreshseem to have lost nearly all their meaning. So the pilgTim's step is turned to the capital of theworldâ€”the eastern light in-adiates the pale face. With 52



??? HIS CHAliACTER-1832. many letters, and also with ample directions, kindly fur-nished by his friend Handyside Ritchie, the sculptor, asto travelling, lodging, dieting, both in good health and inbadâ€”which alternative was unhappily important to himâ€”he sets off. John Steell, his ancient fellow-student, who hadbut lately returned from Italy, and the wi-iter of these pages,see the steamboat, with tlie man upon its deck, go out fromLeith, and disappear upon the water. Postscript.â€”May we not properly inquire here how farthe mental state indicated by these notes is a true state ora good? In relation to itself, and to self culture, it is ofcourse alone to be considered. As related to family andthe world, it is irreconcilable. It assists and participatesin the pains, pleasures, and struggles of none other aboutitâ€”it scarcely acknowledges any identity but its ownâ€”the insatiable me sees nothing but obstacles in the not me.Moreover, how could he reasonably have been successful,suddenly daring the greatest difficulties of art. Boyhood,even that of an intellectual giant, must wait the endowmentof experience; nothing but experience can give just ori-ginality, or afford wisdom. This very picture of " Lot"he afterwards

knows to be not what he then thought it.Could we at once achieve, what would become of after life ? But more fully understood, the picture presents us anoble nature sti1uggling up into the lightâ€”a light to becompletely att^iined only in the spirit in mature life, cir-cumstances never being conformable to it. Difficulties,pains, and venturings, are among the elements, not only ofChristian, but of intellectual progress. Suffering has oflate indeed been declared the best evangile, and even thememory of suffering has been called the root and support ofbenevolence. To this we would sayâ€”nay, verily. Doubt- 53



??? his ciiaractee~1832. 54 less, nature hath ordained the advent of all great and truethings through the gate of travail; but is not that theirmisfortune and degradation, the part of evil that still clingsto them. Is not suffering itself the sign of the evil beingyet stronger than the good ? A nature strong in aversionand ardent in choice, or rather to which no choice but onewas left, by the instinctive or intuitive nature of his intel-lectâ€”" self-willed, yet sensitive ; ambitious, but despisingthe arts of rising ; impulsive and industrious ; well-informed,but imaginative ; studious, yet imperiously original" â€”mustsuffer in attaining, and must attain at last. Even the soli-tude he complains of is forced upon him : he has so muchto do and to think, he must be alone. To this necessitywas added secretiveness ; he was too proud to acknowledgedoubt and incompleteness, and too self-questioning not to feelthem. Had this truth been forced upon his mindâ€”for it is atruthâ€”that in the present age, and in this country, espe-cially in the limited sphere of Edinburgh, high art of anoriginal kind, and on an adequate scale, is not required byany desire in the public mindâ€”that pictures take their valuenearly exactly in proportion to their

workmanship, andscarcely ever by their intellectual expressionâ€”that the highart we now have is of the revival kind, and aims at foreignstandards, or merely academic excellences ;â€”had this truthmade itself plain to him, so that he had believed it, whatwould have been the result ? It is difficult to say : henever looked upon Art but as another Literatureâ€”able toaddress the age through history, poetry, and morals. a.'ii.. ^ North Britisli Review, jMay 18411.



??? PART IL JOURNALâ€”1832-34. londonâ€”parisâ€”genevaâ€”saint julian â€” milanâ€”lakemaggiokeâ€”veniceâ€”i'akma â€” bologna â€”florence â€”sienaâ€”romeâ€”naples â€” pompeii, etc. â€” homewardsby lyons. Wiat I have reaped in my journey is, as it were, a small contentment in a never contentingsubject; a bitter pleasant taste of a sweet seasoned sour. All in all, what I found was morethan ordinarily rejoicing, in an extraordinary sorrow of delights ! Lithgow's Travels, IGIO.



??? i??i â€?u



??? JOURNAL. LONDON. LEi^r Lcith in the Sir W. Wallace for London. Cloudsand rain on getting out, and at evening a gloomy sky. Onleaving the Forth, a beacon burning behind, and throughthe ropes and booms of the voyaging vessel, a red star,like Saturn, made its appearance; but as we advanced, risingit left the haze, and shone bright and clear. It was Jupiter. London. I arrived here yesterday afternoon. We had,I suppose, what they consider a pleasant passage, and Idon't think I have sufferedmiuch ; but heaven preserve mefrom a long sea voyage. To-day I saw the Earl of Minto(to whom I had a letter from Mr. T. Thomson^'), who gaveme some advice, and a letter to General Ramsay (son of thepainter, and grandson of Allan), who has friends at Rome.He also gave me a note to Hayter, who, he mentioned,studied at Bologna, and knew all about that quarter. Wednesday. To-day being very wet, I am compelledto take refuge in my lodging, after breakfasting with Br. E.,and seeing an enormous picture by two Foggos, betweentwenty and thirty feet longâ€”the picture I meanâ€”its authors " Brolher of tlie Keverend J. Thomson, Duddingston. PARTS.



??? COLERIDGE. only being about twelve or thirteen feet between themâ€”a workof at least great labour and study. Yesterday I found aletter waiting me from Lady Ruthven to an artist inFlorence. I also yesterday got a letter from General R.to a Roman. 1 think if a man, with a true object in life,had it inflicted upon him as a punishment, that he shouldcontinually walk the crowded streets of London, he wouldsoon go mad. Thm-sday evening. I have been out at Coleridge's. Heis a little clerical-looking man, but common in appearance,rather poor indeed, and without mark in the figure and face,except that he has most uncommonly snowy hair; it is per-fectly white and long, but does not wave, which preventsits having much effect. His look is not especially poetic.The moment he is seated, as has been said, he begins totalk, and on it goes, flowing and full, almost without evenwhat might be called paragraphic division, and leavingcolloquy out of tlie question entirely. He talked of theeffect Italy had upon himself, and wandered on about theItalian painters and poets. I mentioned my drawings fromthe Ancient Mariner, and he expressed his very favom-ableopinion of them. I recollect upon calling, Mrs. Gillmanrequested me

not to sit above half an horn', for ]\Ir. Coleridgewas unable to stand fatigue, and was apt, forgetting time,to talk too long. " The old man eloquent" received mevery kindly. His eye shone in tears as he spoke. Heshook me kindly by the hand at parting, and hoped, if helived, to see me again. September. The works in the Gallery of the Louvre aremostly either fine in themselves, or good examples of themasters by whom they are painted. It is thoroughly tryingfor the works of late French artists to place them, there.The Luxembourg Gallery, altogether composed of ]iictures 58 rl!>|| 'i' Ii I if:: 'k ' iiH . iisi m



??? LOUVRE. by inodern French painters, I enjoyed very much. In theLouvre I saw two of the Saint Simonians, who have beenattracting great attention. They appeared to be two clothesfoolsâ€”the men who are to found a new system of religionand morality. Two of them, the one led by the other, stoodtalking of and comparing their dress with that of the por-trait of an old painter. This was done with the greatestopenness, as of infinite importance, and no doubt it v/as soto the two that I saw, whatever their founder might havethought of it. They wear the beard, have bare necks, acoat cut round by the clavicle, and the waist bound by ablack belt. The tricolour is waving on all parts of Paris, it is evenmounted on the chui-ches. The prints of the day are Bona-parte and his Son, portraitsâ€”their Deathâ€”Meeting inHeaven, &c. I observed a remaining memorial of the lateafii-aysâ€”the Palace of the Institute, opposite the Pont desArts, is battered all over by bullets. I shall leave this on Wednesday by diligence, havingbeen a week in Paris. There arc no good pictures in thechurches; indeed, after seeing the Gallery of the Louvre,they would require to be very fine. I am told the peopletake me for a priestâ€”Dyce says he is

sure of it; it is nohonour at present, as they are in very bad odour with thepeople. David, the French painter, is a very great artist. Ihave heard many cry out against him and his school, merelybecause it is so different from any thing that they work for.The painters of France present the national character com-pletely in their works. They have on the one side a mostfastidious and studied regularity, and on the other loosenessand individuality. They cannot combine poetic freedomwith truth. David shews great learned talent, but there is 59



??? LOUVRE. 60 nothing strikingly inventive in his genius. I mention Davidmerely as eminent, and not holding him in all respects aboveevery other, as some of the French have done. He is how-ever, as far as I see, the author of their revived mode ofstudy, Rubens does not appear here to very great advantage;some of the colouring of his great pictures of the Luxem-bourg scenes is very bad, and I see it has led many after it.Paul Veronese's great picture of the marriage of Cana, aboutforty feet long, is a work in regard to colour that sinks allaround it. It possesses no scriptural historyâ€”no sentiment,but its execution is amazing; at the sametime it is slight,often undefined, but what is intended is always gained.Throughout the Louvre there are a great many fine smallj)ictures, but it is some time before they arc got at, from theimpression of the large ones. I have had more of the Louvre than I expected, havingbeen detained two days longer. I do not think I should liketo attempt to study here; it might be possible, but life is sofrittered, confused, and dirty, that long habit would beneeded to enter into Parisian ways. I expect to be in Ge-neva by Sunday first, from whcnce it will take a week toreach Milan, tlie crossing of

the Alps being tedious. GENEVA. Geneva, 18th September. Fom- days and three nightson the road fi-om Paris. I anived here yesterday. Thenight travelling is what I do not like, but it is over now, asI go the rest of my journey by Vetturini. The weather hasbeen delicious, I was carelessly hanging over the AvindoAVof the diligence after breakfast, having in the morningascended on foot (for the passengers usually get out if they



??? SWISS ALPS. are disposed when a hill is to be got over) one of the greatbillowy swellings of the Swiss eountry, part of the Jurarange, and was in a delightful mood, tracing by sight animmense valley, and recognising in the foreground Byron'ssteeps, " grey-haired with anguish like those blasted pines,"when we turned, and behold, the Alps were inhabiting thesky before us. Not a cloud was in the sky, save a streakwhich belted Mont Blanc midway down. Soon we saw thelake, and the plain where Geneva stands, stretch graduallyout below; all were excitedâ€”even the man-of-boots seemedto enjoy wheeling down the steep at a furious speed. Outgot two Frenchmen, and ran along, thus giving a physicalvent to their feelings. The Swiss country which I have gone over is of adifferent character from anything at home to which 1 cancompare it. It is not broken or rugged. All is undulating,heaving, and diluvial. But on the Italian side the moun-tains rear their granite peaks like a barrier to the floating,or a belt to the loosened, earth. The soil of the range ofthe Jura is infested with small pebbly stones, which wouldseem to have been tossed for ages at the bottom of theprimeval deeps. All ray way across France I only

onceobserved what I could consider the ruin of a baronial castle,such as are so often to be met in Scotland. It is a countrycertainly well adapted for modern battle-fields. In Switzer-land the vales and hills are quite besprinkled with housesâ€”in France there appears a paucity of rural habitations. Written at St. Julian. Here I am in a country inn inthe small frontier town of the Sardinian kingdom, called St.Julian, where I have been compelled to come to shew mypassport, and find I am necessitated again to present it to-mon'ow, six days not having expired since I came to Geneva,which is the time fixed by a sanitary regulation, to which 61



??? GENEVA CAFE. those are subjected who come from Paris, where the cholerastill continues. The afternoon is delightful, the walk hasbeen fatiguing, but here I am in the peace of the country.Geneva, unless in the walks along and by the ramparts,affords no subject for the lounging time of a traveller, parti-cularly one who, with much before him, is forced to remainâ€”where, and. among whom ? The most ordinary lookingpeopleâ€”a small capital made a thoroiighfare for the idle, anda night resting-place for the seeker of daily stimulusâ€”wherethe sound of confused Paris has died away, but where amoral echo of it at times meets the ear. The Salle aManger and the Caf?Š are the only places to which thestranger can resort, with the exception of his own apart-ment, which may be number 60 or 70. In the Salle kManger, on raising your eyes, you are exposed to see thoseof the educated gourmand, or man of importance, with theirmannered, loathsome, and contemptible stare (I cannot un-derstand it), which only those who have seen can imagine ;and, in the Caf?Š, the fumes of liquors and cigars, with thecontinual rumble of billiard balls, or the voluble and jarringtongues at a card-table, the players being, not

unlikely, the footman in .black of Lord A-, or the advance courier of the Earl of B--. Those of the people who are beyond the reach of this contagion, appear to be of the mostsimple and rural sort. External creation has its modifications, but its varietiesof aspect are partial compared with its similarities. Thecattle on the fields herd with each other alike over the world;the odom'S of the trees are the same. Here the mountainsare in part green, and part granite, as there. Here there issnow upon their tops, as also there. The signes particuliersjto use a phrase of the French passport, may differ, but evenwhere man's caprice is at work, this still holds. The bell 62



??? ST. JULIAN. of the little Roman Catholic chm-cli has jnst rung with aseeming well-known soundâ€”that of the bell of old often-visited Kippen Kirk; and afterwards the Sardinian ringersstruck the hour exactly as sexton Robert. Ah, there goesthe drum! but this is very different from any thing in aScotch village. That drummer beats well. What a rushof sound through the sunsetâ€”^yellowed airâ€”continuous byrepeated strokes. Any thing well done is agreeable. In my little walk this evening, I came upon some pea-sants gathering pears. I asked one of them to sell me some.He smiled, and asked me to take one. There was a wishto be kind. This is to be met all over the world, possiblyif observed and appreciated, as often as its opposite. Travelling destroys all simpleness of judgment; withmany things you take leave, or they follow changed; thepeculiarities of other things are seen, and being seen in amultiform whirl, all appear of the same worth or value. Aman cannot learn to think by ever changing his subject;and I conceive if he has not acquired habits which he willnot readily unlearn, travelling is the worst thing he can be-take himself to, if he means with heart and mind to girdhimself for some worthy pursuit. 63

How it is I know not, but in regard to the very matterwhich is the cause of my being detained in this village to-nightâ€”the possibility of arresting such a disease as the cho-lera by sanitary cordons, &c.â€”my ideas have completelychanged. While quiet in Edinburgh, it appeared to me tobe practicable, and possibly what might be useful, to cut offcommunication with infected districts; now this, by somealchemy of the mind, it appears to me childish to attempt;its purpose vain. It must and will take its range. But Imust be done; I have drained the ink-hornâ€”really a horn;so in one thing at least there is literal truth at St. Julian. ?œ?œ



??? ST. JULIAN. I must to bed, or keep plunging my pen for every two orthree letters; so much, however, as a memorandum of St.Julian. Morning, seven o'clock, Sunday. The church bell hasrung for morning service. Numerous peasants are collectedbefore the door, which has not yet opened. They are rudein dress, most of them seemingly in the garb in which theylabour, and are armed with long poles, with pikes in theends of them, which they use in scaling the mountains. Sunday afternoon. I again resume my letter. I havenow been nearly a Aveek in Geneva; the great mountainshave been lost in the clouds nearly all the while I have beenhere. I set out one morning at six o'clock, for the purposeof attempting to reach the top of the ravine in the Jura range,where I first saw the Alps, in order to make a sketcli ofthem. It was one o'clock, under a burning sun, before Igot to the second point of view, where I made a slight draw-ing ; but the clouds were rolled round the snow-peaks. Itwas night before I got back, and a hard day's work it was. I have arranged with a vetturino, and start to-morrowmorning at six o'clock for the pass of the Simplon. In sixdays, if all's well, I am in Milan. After getting a little rested from my walk from the

Sa-voyard village, I went at two o'clockâ€”the hour when youwould be goingâ€”to one of the churches here, and in the ori-ginal locality of the tenets and forms of the Church of Scot-land, saw its worship performed. The organ, the read prayers,were different from Scotland; but still there was much thatwas similar. There were baptisms of infants, the fathersholding them up, and the mothers near; the minister ingown and bands; the precentor an old man, with silver hair;the whole congregation singing, and seated, listening to thesermon. 64 i?ŸF! mm



??? MILAN. MILAN. Tuesday night, (2d, I think, of October.) On Sundaymorning last I arrived here, having been from Monday mor-ning previous on the Simplon road from Geneva. I had avery agreeable journey, in company with two English andan American, over the awful Alps. The first day of the road was along the side of the Lakeof Genevaâ€”past Coligny, where Byron livedâ€”past some ofRousseau's marked scenesâ€”till, in the evening sun, we sawthe Castle of Chillon gleaming Avhite on the opposite side.The second day's journey Avas up the valley of the Rhone;the third the same; the fourth, we ascended the Simplon ;the fifth, came doAvn on tlie vine-covered plains of Lom-bardy; the sixth, by Lake Maggiore; and on the seventhAve reached this at ten o'clock morning. 65 To form an idea of Avhat the cathedral really is in thesplendour of all its parts, you must ascend the tOAver, andconfess it to be amazing. I have seen Da Vinci's " LastSupper," but, alas ! it is completely gone. All is retouchedand peeled oflf. Some of the heads are merely seen to havebeen, Avhile the under part is entirely destroyed. It is mosthumiliating; but Da Vinci's style of execution, and finicalnicety in regard to the ground on Avhich he

painted, Averenot for the walls of a damp hall. Some frescoes in the clois-ters of the monastery (Avhich is now a barrack for soldiers)are fresh and strong. There is a splendid gallery of picturesin the Academy; some of those of the Italian mastersfiner than in the Louvre. There are also casts from theantique, and the works of modern Milanese artists, amongwhom there are two or three clever menâ€”good draughts-men ; but their painting is in general raw and crude. Theattempts at landscape and portrait here exhibited are aiiius- flirtf itj-



??? G6 LAKE MAGGIOKE. ing; and the contrast of these tin-like works with the oldpictures surrounding them is dreadful. Wednesday evening. To-day and yesterday I break-fasted on the pavement of the wide street, in front of thecathedral. I have been in the Ambrosian Library, whereI saw the cartoon of the School of Athens; a number of finepictures ; a MS. of Petrarch, with notes in his own hand;also one of Josephus on papyrus. I have now engaged with a vetturino for Venice, and Igo to-morrow morning at five. The grapes are ripe, thepeaches and the melons, too ; the sky clear, the air delightful;all in life still as regards the season. I go to Venice incompany with the English and American who came fromGeneva with me, who, as well as myself, are desirous oftravelling as economically as possible ; so I consider that Ihave been fortunate in my companions. Two Americans,one of whom goes to Venice in our party, I have found veryagreeable and informed menâ€”very different from what youAvould suppose from-and the Quarterly Review. The Opera here is splendid, but all consists in display;the dresses, the number of actors, of singers, of musicians,all produce clamour, glitter, and show, but little

histrionicability is displayed. In the lesser theatre, which is morefor the regular drama, I saw an Italian comedyâ€”poor enoughâ€”bare simplicity of plot. WRITTEN ON LAKE MAGGIORE. Witli thee, Lake Maggiore ! I'm in loveThis morning -while the mist is grey above,On thy calm waters drowsUy outspreadI stretch my breast to Heaven, and lay my headâ€”How long I know notâ€”till the sun looks outBetween two clouds, a moment as in doubt.Silent and slowly now the moimtains raiseThe endless coverings of vapour}- haze



??? MODERN MILANESE PAINTERS. From each gi'ey head, and, bending down, they greetTheir ancient brethren, as their shadows meetIn thy clear ample face, Maggiore.Doth not thy beauty seem a type to meOf the commanding eye and gcjntle powerWhich in my longing heart hath, many an hour.Held holy presence ? Now, in thought, I goWith thee, my sun, my mirroring lake ! The flowOf time forgotten, on the tide we fly ;Our oars are strong, our boatmenâ€”can they die ?No ! says the trembling blue between the clouds-Yes ! says the vapour that the clear blue shrouds.But while with pleasure skims our barge along.Come let us join the spirit-boatman's song. Glide while we may, while morning shines,And the glad earth an answer chimes ;Tipp'd with gold are the citron trees, * And bright is all the drows'd eye sees ;Every oar-drop, while we pull.Now. turns into a spangle; dullIs nought; our bark is bright of colour,, And our sails can ne'er be fuller ;The waters, they too with us glide,Turning in our course the tide.All in service of our skill, .Bearing onward with good will.To guide the way 'mid morning shine,To meet our hopesâ€”^Iiopes thine and mine,And theirs who with us skim the waveThat flows 'twixt

childhood and the grave. I had written various names of modern Milanese pain-ters, but have rubbed them out again, except that of Fran-cesco Hayez, by whom, in the exhibition, there was QueenMaiy resigning her crownâ€”a good pictm'c. As one of the old schools of art, Milan does not presentthe materials to make a very striking impression. In otherplaces its masters are to be met with even greater effect.In the Ambrosian Library are a number of he?Žids by its f 2 67



??? LEONARDA DA VINCL 08 Bf/ t great master, Leonardo, the greatest of all the builders upof painting who did not see its summit passedâ€”who, withhis pupil, Luini, distinguished the Milanese eharaeteristicin the art to have been care and an endeavour after scientificprecision. This may, to some, require explanation; itassumes Raphael to be the great master of moral or dra-matic expression, to which class belongs the principal workof Leonardo, the Last Supper; but this is only one produc-tion of this master, and even it points at these character-istics specified as his distinction. VENICE. Tuesday, 9t]i October 1832. My Dear Fatherâ€”According to the intention mentionedin my letter from Milan, I left that city on the morningafter; and here I am, the journey well over. Last night,in a gondola, I and my three fellow-travellers entered bymoonlight this city of the waters. The Bridge of Sighs, the Rialto, and St. Mark's, T haveseen; but to-day the rain pours, with thunder, and it is sodark that I cannot see the pictures in the churches; sohere, in my room in the Leone Bianco, after three hourswinding the pavements of Venice, I gladly sit down to tellyou of my journeyings. I have been to the post, and thereis no letter for me. I am

heavy to hear. My road fi-om Milan was by Bergamo, Verona, andPaduaâ€”all interesting towns, and pictm-es in all. InVerona I saw Romeo and Juliet perfoi-med in the finetheatre. Eomeo and Juliet, in the place of its origin, iswidely different from Romeo and Juliet in Britain. '^Fherewas fine singingâ€”the part of Romeo by a lady. Next Ivf. i ./i,Â?l?‰ I I'il



??? BKESCIA AND BERGAMO. morning I saw the tomb of JuHet (?), and the garden wherethe moon shone on her after the masquerade. There isin Verona a noble Roman amphitheatre very entire. Afterpassing Paduaâ€”the place of "learned doctors" that wasâ€”the Venetian style of decoration begins to appear. It isprofuse in statues, pillars, and coloured walls. The Lagooncrossed; it is about five miles in breadthâ€”Venice. Brescia. The ruins of a Temple of Hercules, of grandRoman architectureâ€”a fragment of a large statue (a shoulder)resembling that of the Elgin collectionâ€”a statue of Victoryin bronze, but not fineâ€”an immense number of small frag-ments, lamps, &c., and among them many remains of aChristian era. In the Church of St. Afra an altar-pieceby Tintoretto. In Bergamo visited tlie academyâ€”L'Academia Carraraâ€”an establishment that has been of importance, but is nowseemingly fallen into decay. The custode opened the win-dows upon my visit. There are no fine works of art. Thegalleries are large; some of the rooms stufifed with copiesby former pupils, stowed away, tumbled one over the other,dusty and forgotten. Many strong hopes are sunk sincethese were produced. The casts arc broken.

Here I sawa cast of the fine face of Canova, taken after death. The holy Virgin in the nook of a rockâ€”in a little temple bythe side of a bare road over the flat plain, or on the ruggedAlpsâ€”in a country town, in a dark underground chapel,lighted by a small lampâ€”on the front of an aubergeâ€”onthe front of a churchâ€”in a little case of wood nailed to atree, or in the same, stuck upon a pole, are alike common. The vintage is advanced; the vines are browned in theleaves, red, or deep crimson, twisted over the trees, from oneto another of which they hang, yellow in some parts, butoftenest strong red, against the green of the cropped willows 69



??? VENICE. or olives ; wliile from their festoons, in dim, bluish, purpleclumps, the grapes are suspended. Road from Verona to Vicenza. The damps of eveningwere risingâ€”they had almost hid the .â€”mnjpmâ€”groundâ€”a clump of trees rose above it,and were reflected in the haze as in water. | I I observed a peasant looking at the car-riage, present a brow wrinkled soâ€” S. St. Mark's is a strange confusion of architecture. Insideit has a solemn effect. Gilded domes and gilded archesbehind, around, and above others, and others again ; pillarsof porphyry, of bronze, of granite, and of colom-cd marble,and , all kinds of wood ; mosaic pavement and mosaic'd wallsin every corner. The Ducal Palace displays painting,sculpture, caiwing, gold, and marble, lavishly ; hard by whichstands the winged Lion on a ponderous gTanite pillar ; andin front of the Duomo are the standard-poles of states nowno longer tributary ; while in front, above its entrance, arethe four bronze horses of Lysippus, from conquered Constan-tinople, I have been in the dungeons of the palaceâ€”at the doorof the Bridge of Sighs, which is not to be passed, it stillbeing an entrance to the prison. That is still in useâ€”itswalls are still

strongâ€”and why should not the dungeons,mouldy as they are, be kept warm ? 70 Monday, 15th October. I resume my letter, after havingbeen painting busily in the Ducal Palace in the forenoon,and in the afternoon among the great Venetian works in theAcademia. On seeing the Ducal Palace, I resolved to stopsome time here ; and on visiting the Gallery of the Aca-demy, I saw at work an old Trustee and Life Academy stu-dent, M^Innes, who has been here for about half-a-year.He mentioned he was in excellent lodgings, and he would ! ?Ž ?‰?‰lit?‰i



??? first impressions. 71 inquire if I could have a room in the same house. This Igot, and though the same in priceâ€”one franc per nightâ€”asthe Poco Camera^ as an old hag of a chamber-maid calledthat which I had taken at the inn, is large and convenient. I am in the midst of the colourists of Italyâ€”the Vene-tian school. Some of them fall short, while others are supe-rior to what I expected. Upon the whole, there is nothingoverwhelming. I had always judged painting by its senti-ment, its mental bearing, and thought most of invention andnew spheres of meaning. What may be among the multi-tudes of designers of Florence, as yet I cannot say, but allthose who here imitate the Florentines are fools; they havemore need of mental vision than Don Quixote's windmill.Titian is often a noble painter. If in certain respects he hasno expression, he is solid in material, and nobly composedin his bearing. His greatest work is the " Assumption ofthe Virgin." In the Ducale, Titian, Tintoretto, Veronese,Palma, and numerous of their followers, are seen on immensefields of canvass, and in fresco; one picture, by Tintoretto,of " Paradise," is sixty feet in length, being the whole breadthof the election room of the Doge.

There are a number of English artists here at present,but they are going offâ€”some of them for Paris, and othersfor Rome. M'Innes talks of leaving this in a month or twofor Scotland. I have written a short letter to William byhim ; he will tell you of our meetings, and of the modes here. I again take up my pen after supperâ€”a plate of grapesand a crustaceous roll. I have more of the accustomed waysof home here, than I have had since I commenced my jom-ney. I breakfast without having to go to a caf?Š, and alsohave dinner provided by the people of the house, and getmy lamp, and am quiet in my room in the evening. " Servoe commanda niente^''â€”the Italians always speak to those to



??? 72 venetian people, etc. whom tliey wish to shew respect in the third personâ€”I oftenhear, and the people are very attentive. It is chill now inthe morning and at night. I have just had straw matsbrought in for a portion of the room floor. This is a silent city. The ways between the houses arenarrow, most of them; so much so, that frequently the inha-bitants of different sides of a street might shake hands fromtheir windows. The bargemen are continually teasing bythe question, '' Commanda harqua f " and the number of idleloungers is immense. You cannot ask of any one, withoutbeing pounced upon by some of the vagahondi^ who arealmost as tenacious as the old man of Sinbad. Saturday 27th. I resume my letter with the intentionof sending it by Dyce, whom I again met yesterday. I findit will be longer than I expected before I reach Eome, as Istill have to pass through some of the most important placesin regard to artâ€”Parma, Bologna, and Florenceâ€”before Imake Rome my direct road. I go by Mantua to Parma,but to do this from Venice the route is circuitous. I nowbegin to like Venice, interrupted, confined, and confused asit is. I lodge in one of the most open corners of the cityâ€”a tree, almost the only

one to be seen, opposite the windowsâ€”and I am close by the Piazza of St. Mark, on the frontof which of an evening the ilkmiination of the setting sunis magnificent. Its coloured and gilded architecture has aflickering jewelled splendourâ€”eastern, romantic, and vision-ary. I am well pleased that I took Venice on my way toRome ; there is much to be seen in painting here. Now Iam completely aware of the extent of the power of the Vene-tian school in art, and of its relative importance and influ-ence. The city itself must, I hope, be the origin of manynew ideas to me ; it is perfectly unique m its bridges, canals,and architecture. The canals are not, however, so much I f I I ______ a;:!.,.;,_____:.............



??? painting* in the academy. 73 the thoroughfares as I expected; many of them are silent,and, when the tide leaves them, dead and ruinous looking.This may be a change of late years, the ways being nowmade more connected and paved,, I wish I could have remained here for somewhat longerâ€”the last month has driven on furiously. I have made somesketches in the Academia and Ducale; but I must leaveTitian, Tintoretto, Bonifazio, and Veronese, in a very fewdays. There is a splendid gallery of casts here. I used toconsider the Edinburgh collection as the finest in Europe,but it is nothing to this. How I should like to see you walking up in yom- im-portant way to a person at work in the great gallery of theAcademy, who is painting with a cloak on his shoulders,has large mustachesâ€”for his beard is not backward in itsgrowthâ€”a broad lowland Scotch bonnet over his long hair,and recognising him as your son. I have met acquaintances more than I anticipatedâ€”firstCharles Lees, and then William Dyce, in Paris, and hereM'lnnes and Dyce again. I am well pleased I have beenhere; had I gone to Rome without having been in Venice,I should have felt less armed. Write me at Florence; tell me what goes on,

and whatall are about, if it is goodâ€”I don't want bad news. What is C-about, he is sure always to come across my mind when I am in the whirl of the music of the Italian Opera. It is chill here now, almost as much so as with you, Ishould think, but not so damp. I have only had two wetdays since I left homeâ€”one in London, and the first dayhereâ€”the equality of il tempo is delightful. In summer itis oppressively hot. I see, from a Paris reprint of extractsfrom English papers, that war is likely to take place; thisis detestable. No English paper is to be seen here, and



??? 74 st. mark's. were that of 0al{ynam^ the Paris reprint for British travel-lers on the continent, not a miserable, bare thing, it wouldnot be here either. I expect news of every sort from you. D. S. mh October. Sunday morning, 14th October 1832. In St. Mark's atmass. Can any one see the rugged hind bend his knee be-fore the altar, or humbly in a dark corner on the plinth ofa pillarâ€”or observe him, reverently, dip his finger in theholy water, and his fellow unite in his reverence by touch-ing his wet hand, and cross themselvesâ€”or mark the old,grey-headed, tottering woman, and the young, black-haired,olive boy, kiss the image of the Child, and then that of theVirgin, an image shining and smooth from the touch ofthousands of lipsâ€”without feeling at peace, for the time atleast, with the system of religion here, whatever its errorsand peculiarities ? A wonderful pile is St. Mark'sâ€”ancient almost to decay,nor yet time-worn. Every diversity of form, and everyvariety of material seem accumulated, to amplify the char-acteristics of the structure. A combination of forms, colours,and substancesâ€”a clustering of ornaments emerging fromthe dim night of Byzantine art, with its constant sense ofimperfection, heap up an

impression, deep, sombre, strong,barbaric, rude, and great. Passed, in a gondola, the Palace of the Foscari. It isneglectedâ€”not mined, but decayed. The Barbarighi Pa-lace, where are the works left by Titian at his death, isdusty and dirty, sunken in splendour, dim, and old. HereTitian died, and here are his latest works, or rather therefuse of his study ; although this does not agi-e.e with anaccount of the disposal of all his property by a profligatemonk, his son. |i I' 'i



??? VENETIAN COLOUR, ETC. 75 Venetian Traits. " On the Bialto " saw one " vecehio"looking the head of another for vermin. On the paved waynext the lagoon, noticed in the lazy sunshine a barber atwork shaving a fatherly bargeman. The lower orders of theVenetians eat their meals standing at the windows or doorof the shop where they buy the mess. Crosses often paintedon the walls in the narrow lanes of Venice; is this where" the murderous knife " has shed blood ? The holy Virginmade in wax, wood, and whitewash, worsted, or earthen-ware, may be met in a gondola, by the side of the canals,at the turn of a silent street, or in the most public thorough-fares, in all manner of ways and everywhere. The Venetians, in their works in painting, are com-pletely material^ all is the external of things that appearsthere. That they have held by, and in that done well.Titian, however, is always thoughtful, and in a few instancesgives a strong sentiment. Bellini (Giov.) is solid, but hisstyle is imperfect, and however patient, he is always shortof his aim. Titian, in his formed works, shews the mastery,however bounded the intention may be ; and the works ofhis followers show facility without effort. But they aremasters of

certain facilities only. None but Venetians could have been the authors oftheir style of art. Their shining country, their strongcoloured dresses, the sea about them, with their ornamentalbuildings topped with statues, and their general taste forgilding and show, are all constituents and parts of a styleof life which has in one direction grown out into their styleof painting. This holds more or less strongly in regard tothe efforts of every country, however subtle or difficult theanalysis of it may be. T have now been three weeks here, two more will, Iexpect, satisfy me. Titian, Veronese, Tintoretto, Bonifazio,



??? 76 UNITY OF VENETIAN AKT. in their colour, are as specific and as general as MichaelAngelo in his design. They are often individual, particu-larly Veronese and Bonifazio (the elder), in their design;often poor and often incorrect in their drawing; with theexception of Titian they have little expression ; and forhistoric characters present Venetian doges, or Venetianbargemen ; but still they deserve admiration, as the greatmasters of one department of painting. Venice seems fromthe first to have carried forAvard, even in the commonestthings, that intention which has in the end produced herpeculiar sj)here of art ; and at the present day, in climateswhere the influence of the originating causes have neverbeen felt, the art still dictates. This school presents oneinstance, among the many, of the powers of accumulatedeffort becoming a fixed and commanding essence as awhole. I began this letter (as it will be long before you get it)with the intention merely of introducing you to M'lnnes,but I have wandered. Write to me, and be very particulari in all things, your own ploddings of course included. Travel- ling begets another sort of lifeâ€”another mode of workingâ€?!â€? the mental machineâ€”the knowledge acquired by

study and that acquired by travel are two roads which have a wide^ V termination certainly ; the one draws forth the power of ' active life, the other descends into the dark birtli-places of I thought. What has led me here ? Yet ever tliinking of I our quiet Sundays, and the books. 1 hope such is yet for I me to return to. Adieu. t i t} To W. B. S. IIf If' i The Venetian colourists are a pure emanation. It is im-possible they could have appeared any other where ; they are])eculiarlY local, and are, or rather have been, strengthened 1



??? MARRIAGE OF CANA. 77 in all that gives them distinetive character by their climateand commercial position. Here exists in completeness thedisplay of one of the most marked features of the system oflight and shade or effect, which they adoptedâ€”the relief ofa dark by a light, which I have nowhere seen with suchvariety. In Scotland it would appear absurd (generallyspeaking) to represent a man's face darker than the wallbehind it, here all the variety of such contrasts are stronglypresented. This portion of the means of paintingâ€”thissystem of light or effectâ€”is most fitted for what is bright andallegro; the sterner Northern often demands moreâ€”thetemble and the sublime, Venetian pictures may be lookedat again and again by liim; for example, the Marriage ofCana, either the one in Paris or that here, and finding some-thing very fine and very different from what he has seen orimagined, he is at a loss to knoAv exactly what it is, and, atthe same time, why it should only be there. Let him cometo Venice, and he will find the sky, the shining buildings,the varied costumes, the character and tone of the coun-tenances, the pomp, (I cite times past by their remains), therichness, and the decoration, produce the same

feeling.Veronese, of all the school of Venice, is more peculiarly andexclusively local. His Feasts, called the Marriage of Cana,with the introduction of a head with a glory round it, are,I should suppose, faithful representations of the great enter-tainments of his day. There you have himself, his friends,nobles, waiters, pages^â€”all as they were in the action anddress of his time. The others of the school, though allobeying similar imitative impulses, give a much widerdirection to their application. Tintoretto in every respectis frequently wide of individuality. Titianâ€”I ascendâ€”thevenerable father of these and many more, is at times verygrand in design. The Assumption of the Virgin is one of



??? 78 THE WATCHMAN OF the greatest works in painting for ponderous power, drivingcolour to a height which has nothing at all to rival it. But oh ! what is to be seen here to fulfil what painting-ought to and can perform ? Nothing. Titian is an oldman without imagination in all his works; Tintoretto ablind Polyphemus ; Veronese a doge's page. 3d November. L. Macdonald has appeared here to-day. He passed through Germany. I have your lettersby him. Dyce and I travel together from this to Mantua,which he has thought of visiting with me. He has made anumber of sketches during his excursion, which, I dare say,you would like to see. He carries knowledge with him tohis practice of art. I have now met, I suppose, all theScotsmen who are here. There is one, a painter, copyingin the galleries, whom I never saw before. The number of bells in Venice is very great; they arecontinually ringing and striking the hom's. What with theassistance of iron men (an immense bell above the largeclock near St. Mark's is struck by two long-legged Gothiciron figures), and living bellmen, not a devil can dare toapproach Venice. I now must close my book until I reach Rome, which Iexpect will be in less than a month from this date.

Mystay has been longer than I expected in Venice; altogether,I have been much longer on my journey than 1 contemplated.On Monday I leave for Mantua; from that I proceed withoutdelay to Parma, Bologna, and Florence. MORNING. VENICE. Nov. 1832. The watchman of the Campanella towerSleeps and beguiles us of the hour-No, no, lie strikes, one, two.Three. That silent man,All night pacing the high turret top, fei it w



??? THE CAMPANELLA. Now looking at the stars, now at his feet,Grows, like the bell he tends,.all silent, saveWhen struck upon, by asking him a question.Then answers he in short hard tones ; anonHis arms are folded, and he passes round,And turns once more the thousandth timeRound by the wall to six strides of a course ;He'd keep a secret such a man, but then'T would only be to lock it in a bookWrit in a tongue long dead.The expectations of a man like himâ€”The hopes of such a oneâ€”what can they be ?Thanks, holy Mary! I am not that man. PARMA. 13th November 1832. Here I have been three days,and have seen all that is worthy ; one day more, and I go.Tliis is the place of Coreggio; here is the famous dome; andhere are five of his oil pictures, one of which, tM one^ is theSt. Jerome. It is very beautiful. Coreggio is the painterof the suave / none but he for round-lipped and soft-wingedangels, and that face of the Madonna, with circled browsmelting into light and into shade. I have been in the dome,and face to face with the frescoes. That mode of painting,as I have yet seen it, makes me melancholy; nothing canbetter exliibit the scathe of time. To attempt to restore theworks here would be their immediate

destruction. JulioRomano, at Mantua, is dead. The general design of hisworks is so far still to be seen, but save that, he is departedfrom them ; and so is it with all the frescoes I have metâ€”the claws of destruction are in thern. Looking for pictures, I was this morning in the Churchof the Capuchins. I asked one of the monks who wentround with me if I could sec the monastery. Readily I 79



??? could; and I was led up to a large place, a sort of loft,divided by ranges of small apartments. On the door of eachwas a print representative of the Virgin, with saints, abovewhich was the name of the monk of the cell, and on thelintel that of the patron saint. All was very silent; gloomyenough maybe; but oneâ€”the monk to whom I spokeâ€”wasa strong, smiling man, young and unworn. Their dress isof a lightish brown coarse stuff, Avith the hood and side-sleeves you have often seen represented. They wear a sortof sandal. Last night, in the theatre, I saw Maria Louisa, the for-mer Empress of France; she is now Duchess of Parma.The Italian stage is miserable, to my thinking. Noav as Iwrite, I have a wood fire burning on the hearthâ€”no grate;the weather is cold and wet: all day the rain has run down.I like a wood fire; it spreads the heat more than coals, andhas much ease in appearance. The other night, in a countryinn, I was in a large sala alone; all was dull, desolate, anddrear. I ordered an oddity of a whistling demon-waiter toput on a fire, and the wood-blaze shone comfortably back ina moment from every corner of the room. The length ofmy stay in Venice, the time occupied in travelling there,and returning, with the

week that I was detained in thatcommon thoroughfare, Geneva, all have advanced the sea-son on me, and I am now anxious to be in Rome. Memoranda. Passed a curious little village built in theform of a cross, the head of Avhich was a large square, thebody the principal street. The houses here are all brick,the walls very thick and strong. The pavement also is oflong bricks; the walls of the houses project, at the bottom,to a great thickness. Noticed in this neighbourhood thehooded cap, attached to the cloak or doublet, seen repre-sented three or four hundred years ago. Is I I f. u i ii' 1 W II- 1*11 i' f 80 WOOD FIRES. i



??? BYZANTINE ART. 81 iiiiiriiiiir'itifYWMlifc^ In a little village churcli of St. Francisco, a Byzantinerepresentation, above the altar, of two angels supporting twoarras against a crossâ€”the one possibly of God, the other ofChristâ€”a singular instance of ridiculous whimsical invention.The grossness of some of these votive figurings is like thevery ebb of the artistic faculties. The cross, with thespear, the sponge, the nails, and the crown of thorns, isnothing. Here in a sort of half-pictm-e, half-sculpture, orbas-relief coloured, of St. Francis receiving the Stigmata,are actually red cords, to represent the blood, suspendedfrom the feet, hands, and side of the figure of Christ to thoseof the saint, who is supported on each side by an angelâ€”abackground of hills purely green, and streams white. Inthis little churcli, at the altar of St. Antonio of Padua, hangbroken weapons, pistols, and guns, from which those bywhom they had been offered had escaped injury; andaromid are numerous small pictures representing his bene-ficial intervention. In one, a man and his wife tumbleout of their carriage, when the Saint and the Virgin appearin a glory occupying nearly all the pictm-e; in another, aman falls from a house; again, a boy from a

window; alady, in her night chemise and cap, asleep, scampers fromher chamber window, while the Saint views her half-robedcharms, but the Virgin, lest her modesty should be offended,keeps her dress right; in others there are beds, and whatappear both men and women in them, but the Saint keepsstrict watch over all. The letters P. G. R. are usually on alabel in each of these specimens of devotion. But gratitudeto providence is even here expressed. The sacristan andclerks are all in the dress of St. Francisâ€”the monasticorder which seems most associated with meanness both ofcondition and thought.



??? 82 BOLOGNESE COLOUR. In this village noticed the green dress, but of commonmake and material, which Veronese so often painted. The crossing of the Po rather remarkable. The num-bers of oxen and pasengersâ€”their drivers, ox-like men,with their long polesâ€”the flat river, with its sand-banks inthe middleâ€”the oxen, with their enormous heads, andenormous halters on their necksâ€”altogether uncommon. BOLOGNA. Thursday, 15. I have had a glance at Bologna and itsschool of painters. It is a heavy, dark, and gloomy lookingtownâ€”this being not a little caused, I think, by the piazzaswhich are along nearly all the streets. Tlie weather hasbeen wet and very dull, which, no doubt, will not aid afavourable impression. The school of the Caracci is likeits town, dark and coarse (the high tower is a smith's forgebelow), and has little of the elevation of ideality in it,though often pursuing that in form. In certain respectsthey have propriety and a sort of he-avy sentiment, but tlieyare gross and cumbrous. Their colour is palpable and ex-ternal, I should so term it, in distinction from the Venetianand that of Corregio, which I should call subtle and salient.In a short while their sombreness

oppressesâ€”it is black-ness to darknessâ€”and often not being united to expression,which allows or demands such, disgust follows. Thus theyhave affected me. Kaffaello here too in the St. John, andalso in the famous St. Cecilia, is not what I expected.Some of his faces are decidedly disagreeable. The print ofSt. John is better than the picture. Vandramini deserveshappy dreams all his life from the ghost of Raffael for whathe has done for this picture. In colour both these worksare brown and musty. J



??? Iii DECAYED FRESCOES. Bologna, like Venice, is rich in chui'ches, and tliey arefull of pictures by the painters of the place. There is asingular leaning tower, not quite so much staggered as thatof Pisa, I understand, but quite enough to speak of itsinebriety. Friday night. I am driven so soon to my room by theshortness of daylight, that I have too much time in theevening, and too little for my present needs during day.To-day I have been in various galleries and churches, andone old monastery: saw Michele in Bosco out of the town,at the top of a small hill. The pictures that are, or ratherwere in the cloisters of the monastery are gone; a handhere, a head and an arm there, are all that remain ; andthe beauty which Fuseli described as " moulded by the hand,and inspired by the bi'eath of love," whether it ever deservedsuch terms of commendation or not, (which I am inclined todoubt) is gone. Only the merest fragments of these worksremain. The day was rainy and foggy. Bologna lay inthe flat below, in drowsy obscurity; not a being was nearme on the hill ,* and, though not high, I suppose, from thedesolateness of the vacated monastery by which it is crowned,there was intense solitude. The mist

was rolling into thesilent halls. The view around, from the hill, must be veryfine, when the sun is bright, and the seasons advancing.These are the only hills I have seen since shortly after pass-ing Milan. From the bottom of the Alps all Lombardy isflat; Scotland is far superior to what I have yet seen ofItaly for varied landscape. It is bare of treesâ€”there arelarge plants and poplars, but nothing almost worth callinga tree. Memoranda. A gilded heart, often given to the Virgin,stuck on a pictm'câ€”a crown or a sceptre, in silver, on an olddark pictureâ€”this is annoying. 83 G 2 m mm



??? 84 THE BARBER. On approaching the Appenines, the horses of vans, &c.to be seen with large crimson and red covers, all of onecolourâ€”the effect is striking and very rich. OR A, a frequent inscription over the doors of churches;frequently inscribed on graves; or at each corner, Intemipted, when sitting down to writeâ€”by whom ?The barberâ€”peruquier of the house, as he styles himself.This is twice to-day I have been asked if I did not need abarber ? Bless the Italians for their attention to such anextent of accommodation ! I understand that here they arenot permitted by the Austrians to wear mustaches. This isindeed a conquered country, it would appear. 13th November, Tuesday. Zanibeccari Palace. Strangewere the thoughts of some of the Gothic fathers of painting.Some German works here painted on wood have the but-tons and edges of the garments actually raised, as if theywere more existent, and, to their notion, material, than theother parts. Here Andrea Mantegna appears as a truegenius in the yet fettered time of paintingâ€”in the age whenits means would not express the ideas of such men. Art islong, as has been said, and it is only after a certain time,and by the accumulation of

attempts, it gains the full powerof speech. " 'Tis pitifxil, 'tis wondrous pitiful," to see men advancedin life, by way of study, copying the productions of theschool hereâ€”heads, hands, and feet, like boys in an academy!How can they find themselves gainers by this ? One oldman is making a copy, the size of the original, fromRaffaello's " St. Cecilia," but this, I suppose, he must beemployed for, and that is his excuse. There is no knight-errantry in his intentions now I daresay. Bologna may be called The Dirtyâ€”although over thewhole of Italy there is mucli filthiness. 1 i f



??? HE LEAVES BOLOGNA. 85 Here, for the first time, saw old women sitting withportable fires beneath their petticoats. The old sacristan of San Giacomo Maggiore was at mass;two boys went for him while I waited. He came, holdingby them, being blind. They tell him the subjects of thepictures, and he gives the names of the painters with greatenthusiasmâ€”he goes over the whole chm'châ€”he will nottake money, but leaves it to the boys, one of whom takes it,and, returning, grasps my hand, and kisses it. Poor littlefellow ! This was a sort of devotion I was not used to. HadI expressed by my looks interest in the old man, to whom hemight be related ? or was it tlie coin, that best of all things ? BETWIXT BOLOGNA AND FLORENCE. Now crossing mountains, amidst mist and gloom,Time looks with various eyes upon me; oftI see, in bright day, a black scowling formBetwixt me and the sun; and when, as now,Darkness is round, through the obscure I seeA shining form. Days, nights, may come and go,And bring their changing hues with them : the mindIs toned and tempered from a different sphere. FLORENCE. Tuesday night. The post was my first place here, andthere I got your letter. It was cut

open, slashed, andsmoked. Two days ago I left Bologna, and I am now aday in Florence. Florence is larger and more ample inappearance, has more greatness in its style, than the otherItalian towns I have seen. To-day I have procm-ed a lodgingâ€”been in the Ducal Galleryâ€”the Cathedralâ€”Santa Croce,where are the tombs of Dante, Buonarotti, Alfieri, Galileo,



??? 86 VAST EXTENT OE PAINTING IN FLORENCE. Macchiavello, Aretino, and many others who are deadâ€”andSan Lorenzo, where I could only, through a carved door,see part of one of the Medici monuments, the slumberoushead of Night. The Cathedral is an elephantine pile ofbrick, faced with marble, Avhite, black, and red, makingsomewhat the same impression on me as the hulk of ahundred-and-fifty gun ship. All is flat, square bulk. Thedome is like a helmet for Mont Blanc. The old Palacepossesses some dreadful labours in painting, by Vasari.Most of the churches are unfinished. The streets, like thenarrow ways of Venice, arc paved with flat stones all over. Here I have been nearly a week, and have seen almostall that is noted. The galleries of the Ducal and Pitti Pa-laces I am often in; they arc splendid collections. Manyof the monasteries, and all of the interesting churches, I haveseen. The labours of painting work in these monasteries areimmense. I wander under painted piazzas, where I meetno one; and many are the dark vaulted passages, coveredwith painting in mouldering decay. To-day I met a melan-choly young monk, wood-shod and hooded, slowly mountinga fcAV steps into a

passage of the church of the monastery.I accosted him, to ask the name of the painter of some ofthe cloisters. Without raising his wan face, and in a de-pressed voice he answered, "io non so sono forestiere f and,passing on, crossed himself before a crucifix in the passage,and wound into the church. There, in the churchyard alone,could such " a stranger" see a glimmering of the pointingfinger of Hope. It was piteous, as a disease is piteous. The letter from Lady Ruthven to-, only cost me an hour or two seeking the manikin, and looking at his poor works. By Ritchie's letter to-, I saw the works of a Florentineâ€”not a Buonarotti. Mrs. C- and her daughters are quite cognoscente in all art and poetry. T fM^râ€”-r iiirinfiiiV iniii-|-



??? CHARACTER OF IT. 87 have been to see several plaees with them, and in their housevarious times. Friday night. I have seen much, and now know art asit appears in Florence. Of the antique here, is the Venusdi Medici; the Niobe Family, the best figures of which areof the grand Greek era; the 'Dancing Fawns; the Wrestlers,&c. Titian's famed Venus is hereâ€”two of them, indeedâ€”why not a dozen ? Some of Rafi'aello's works, among themthe St. John, a copy of which, by himself, I did not admireat Bologna. This is superior, but still the print is as good.The Florentinesâ€”the coverers of large canvassesâ€”after thetime of Michael Angelo, are degraders of art. They paintinterminably; and what do you see ?â€”ever the same: thereis no expression, no history. The older masters are vene-rable, stern, and true: from them Buonarotti arose, having,as is the case with the great masters of all the schools,received materials of art at their hands; he gives them har^mony and ease. Add the individual characteristics, moreor less powerful, and there is the Buonarotti, the Raffael,and the Titian. The formation of the language of paintingis seen hereâ€”the same is exhibited in Venice. Fine ideasand beautiful

intention are often trammelled in expression:however, there is frequently much harmony between thestyle of thought and the means of its indicationâ€”there beingoften, in botli, that sort of simplicity we call naivete. Be-tween the mode of the old masters here (I mean before Buo-narotti) in producing their intellections, and that of the olderpoets, there is much in commonâ€”in both, much individua-lity of imitation, united to great abstractedness and symbolicremoteness, with all the vagaries of an early day. Both arefull of features, the manner of the formation of which is acci-dental, rising out of their freedom from, and ignorance of,critical mles. The ideas and separate portions of their works liiliiMiiiigtMaillMMifc^^ri I ir-i WNi



??? 88 ROMAN CATHOLICISM. hang together by a connection often perfectly unforeseen, orare separated in a way that mere inventorsâ€”malcers I shouldcall them, in this viewâ€”of tales, poems, and pictures, do notoften venture upon, or rather do not dream of. Shakspereis like them at times. Memoranda. Thursday, 2 2d November. In the Duomothe number of clerks and priests chaunting before the altargreater thafi I have before seen. They are very constant intheir offices here: the candles, held by two clerks on eachside of the principal reader, raised at particular parts of theservice. In various of the chapels, old men and poor peoplepraying and kissing the stones. Now the priests are allscattered; some whipping off their mantles; others pacing,most solemnly, into the sacristy. One meets his acquaint-ance, and gives him snuffâ€”all is over for a time. The Baptistry. Baptisms are going onâ€”a number arewaiting with their children. The priest comes among thefathers and mothers standing carelessly about, and reads theobligations of the dirty and ragged father, who seems hope-lessly unable to take care of himself. Sunday. In the Grand Duke's Chapel at mass. Thepomp and splendour of Roman

Catholicism overcomes thefeelings for the moment. The incense dimming the fourtimes seven candles of the altarâ€”the music of instruments,and the more moving liuman voiceâ€”the splendid dresses ofthe priests, their kneelings, their prayers, and benedictionsâ€”all lift the mind into a sensitive sphere only proper to beassociated with the exalted and great. On the wall oppo-site to where I stood was a crucifixionâ€”poor and -wi-etched.At that moment, forgetting the sectarianism, priestcraft, mo-nasticism, and all the evils that spiritual pride generates, Iwould gladly have enlisted to exalt the faith, whose forms,as displayed now before me, Avere so strongly impressive.



??? MICHAEL ANGELO'S STAFF. 89 The Dowager Duchess was there : her deportment was likeacting; she tm-ned up her eyesâ€”shut themâ€”clasped herhandsâ€”-bent down her head. I sketched her. Afterwardswalked in the garden of the Pitti. Splendid. One foun-tain in particular; more so than in Paris. There is moreease and more richness; not the trimness and the formeddeformity. Mr. Wyld, a cogitative Edinburgher, was withme. Tuesday, 27th November. Visited the house of Buona-rotti. Saw the rooms he inhabitedâ€”his studyâ€”even someof the oil-flasks of glass which he used, and pots of colourâ€”rods, for I do not know whatâ€”his staflBâ€”two of themâ€”I held one, and put it to the groundâ€”it was firm. Thelargest room is painted with histories from his life on thesides and roof; and, at one end, is a large oil-picture byhimself, painted on wood, the subjectâ€”The Virgin with theChild and Saints. It is dreadfully incorrect in drawing;the perspective of the parts quite poor, and the anatomyvery juvenile. It puts me in mind of some of my ownattempts of years sinceâ€”I mean in the sort of blundering,uniting parts wong, and suppressing some, to the exaggera-tion of others. In some portions

there is great strength ofimitation, and in some of the faces, &c., the colour is good,and the style formed; but the execution is feeble and re-strainedâ€”the feet badly formed. I suspect he was notaccustomed to a flat surface; but how fine the tone of colouris in some respects. That of the flesh is equally general,but more elevated than Titian. There are one or two chalksketchesâ€”one partly finishedâ€”of most patient labour, veryminute; and there is also an unfinished marble and a bronze.Some of the histories from his life are very well painted. In the Pitti Palace saw the Venus by Canova. It is byno means a perfect work, but it is very beautiful. The face,



??? 90 ANATOMICAL MODELS. feet, and hands, are very finished. The surface of the feetis equal to that of the Venus di JMedici. The head andupper part in general is too large for the lower. It is in abeautiful circular room, seemingly made for it, at the end ofa splendid suite of apartments. The splendour of the silk,gold, and carved furniture of these rooms, exceeds anythingI have ever seen. Silk-covered walls, gold-covered tablesand chairs, gilded roofs, crystal chandeliers, and min'ors.The apartments are small and light; they seem made to beinhabitedâ€”not so those of some wide vacant palaces. Thisis the Palace of Italy. In an old sculpture, on the tower of the city. Eve is re-presented coming full size out of the side of Adam. Thearchitecture of this tower (by Giotto) is remarkable. In the Medici Chapel, struck with the propriety of effect^ in the great statues by Buonarotti; this I consider had notbeen done with foreknowledge, but arose from the strengthof the conception. Wednesday. Visited the museum in the morning.Here is the most extensive and well-executed collection ofmodels I suppose in existenceâ€”it is by far the finest I haveseen. The figures are curiously imitated. The lubricity ofthe

tendons, and their hardness, is excellent; the musclesand bones are also very true. The Plague represented hereis done Avith a true gusto for the appalling, and the modeller,Gaetano Zumbo, seems to have revelled in the differentstages of decay with the familiarity of a vampire. Spent a long time in the gallery of the Ducal Palaf-e?chiefly in study of the Venetians. After the gallery hour, walked Avith Mrs. C- and her daughters to the San Nunziata. It is Avdthout the gates of Florence, on one ofI the neighbouring heights ; a romantic old chm-ch, Avhere tlie if , I rich gorgeousness of the gifts, and the rudeness of a country mkk



??? DRAWINGS BY THE MASTERS. 91 cliiu'ch, are blended bj time. The marble screen is of sur-prising workmanship ; the pulpit is rich, and also of marble.We went into the subterranean church, some of the pillarsof which are ancient Roman. The crypt is extensive, many-pillared, and decorated. The ladies seated themselves be-hind the altar, and began to sing. They sung Scottishsongsâ€”we stood in the shade among the pillars and listened.The music wound among the arches, sweeping and circling,till it died in lengthened tone in the recesses of the vault.The gleam of a dull oil-lamp flickered on the altar and itscross. The gloom and the antiquity of the placeâ€”the de-lightful voicesâ€”all was soothing. But shortly, as if thespirit of the vault had been disturbed, there was a loudrattle above; it scared tlie ladies, they ceased singing, andretreated from their seat. We ascended, saw large frescoesby Spinelli, and came down the hill to Florence througha dull mist. Ascended the tower designed by Giotto, which is themost perfect and strong of this species of building which Ihave seen. The dome of the cathedral stood below like amighty spectre in the mist, in which the whole town waswrapt. After this, to

the Ducal Palace, and got my per-mission to view the drawings. Went over Perugino, Buon-arotti, and Raflaelo, having passed from Cimabue down tothose; Perugino, as in liis pictures, is careful, stiflf, andtimid ; his drawings are all done with a pen, and hatched.Raffaelo is the same in his early drawings; but of thesethere are only two or three, many of his drawings beingoutlined only with the pen, and shaded by a wash. Theyare often free and slight. Buonarotti often uses the pen;but the greater number of his sketches are in chalk, someof them being minutely done with very shai-p-pointed leador chalk, the whole nibbed on with the greatest softnessâ€”



??? 92 TOMB OF THE MEDICI. always distinct. Sarto's drawings are like liis pictures;tliey are undefined and muddy; mostly done in clialk;scribbly and rougli; often altered. The first drawing ofthe series was earlier than Cimabue; quite a manuscriptillumination. Cimabue a little gilded. Giotto, Lippi,and others later, were simply done with the pen. Masacciof the most free, though scarcely to be termed so, but firm and distinct, and bold in expression. On quitting the gallery,walked with the ladies to a hill in the neighbom-hood,crowned by a monastery, fi:om whence the city and countiyis seen all around. Florence seems never to end. Thehouses are sprinkled out around in every directionâ€”thepoplars and cypresses are most abundant; they are every-where interspersedâ€”the whole scene most rich and varied,,Mrs. Câ€”â€”- remarked the demand the Italians made forobjects to gratify sight, and afterwards carried her obser-vation to what has struck me in respect to Veniceâ€”thatthe Italians seemed certainly to be differently organisedin that sense from any other people. In the evening metan American sculptor in her house. Friday. Sketched in the morning, and after breakfastwent to the Chapel of the

Medici. The great propriety ofthe light and shade on the figures of the monuments, in^ respect to their positions, is remarkable; but I certainly think jBuonarotti did not study that in producing them.Morning is all in the light, except the feet, which receivea dark shade. It is of a greyish colour, from not beingso highly polished on the surface (the head is only blockedout) as that of Night, which is clear and glossy. Thebent-down head of Night takes a strong shade. The figureson the other monument, with the exception of the statue ofthe Medici aboveâ€”Day and Twilight, as they are calledâ€”are more generally perfect and harmonious in design, but -I < >ii



??? DRAWINGS BY THE MASTERS. not so expressive. The head of Mid-day is very great.The statue above is terrible. The face takes a dark shade,the vizor of the helmet only being light. He frowns likea demonâ€”he is one. Afterwards went into the Dnomo, where a great manypriests were chaunting from an illuminated missal. Theplace was very darkâ€”the huge volume belted to the highdesk. Two priests moved the belt and turned the leaves.The lamp, shaded from the rest of the choir, shone on theback of their tonsured heads. Here they chaunted " Amen,"and grinning, handed about their snuff-boxes. Mr. Wyldwas along with me. Om' discourse was of things unseenâ€”God, religion, hope. From the Cathedral went to theDucal Palace. Saw the drawings of Vinci and Bartolomeo.Vinci's pen or his chalk are alike precise. He is true, andthere is great pmity, it may be almost said, in his style.The minuteness and distinctness of his chalk, and, at times,the freedom of his pen, are alike at will. Frate's are withpen and chalk too, but in his pen he is frippery, and in hischalk many-lined, compared to Vinci. The difference isstriking. At Santa Maria Novella, there is a large laboratory,through which we were

conducted, with its extensive ware-house, alembic, &c., which again brought my contemplatedseries of designs. The Search for " tlie Philosopher's Stone,"to my mind. Through the grated door, we looked downinto the court of the monastery. All was silent; but anold man in the distance was cutting the grass in the formof a cross, whether accidental, for a walk, or with intentionin regard to the form, I know not. Again was in the convent, the cloisters of which arethe most extensive I have been in, the square the largestâ€”a monk breaking the silence, chaunting at his cell door. ya



??? CATHEDRAL OF SIENA. 94 with a book in his liandâ€”the sun shining on his wliitefrock. Sunday night. I now take up my letter for the lasttime in Florence. I go on Tuesday for Eome by way ofSiena, the other route not being frequented at this seasonof the year. I travel with four French painters, one ofthem, a clever man, I met in Venice, the other is a pen-sioner of the Frencli Academy in Rome. You are, I daresay, desirous to know how I get on with Italian; and Imay tell you that I was complimented the other day by apicture-dealer, whose shop I went into, to see his collection.He said he took me for a Frenchman, I spoke Italian sowell. Tliis was no doubt a great honour ! I may as wellaccept it as a compliment, and tender it to you as an evi-dence that I now try at least to speak Italian. iit h SIENA. Memoranda. The Cathedral of Siena is only secondto St. Mark's in grandeur, and to Milan in architecture;the altar-piece is good, of a buoad, flat style in the colour,and, at the same time, of true design. There is a holyVirgin and Angels of the style of Cimabue. The lunetteover the altar is in a superior style of design, simple, andwell balanced, yet free. Some of the pulpits, &c. are veryfine. The floor is an

astonishing work, being all, or thegreater part of it, covered with figures executed in a sort ofsimple mosaic of marbles of diflerent coloursâ€”the back-grounds grey, and the figures white. The room, designedby Raffael, and painted by his fellow-disciple Pinturiccio,is a fine specimen of the old style. Raffael was certainlya beautiful spirit come among the artists of the old stiffschool; in their own way he is delightful. The ornaments



??? DISPUTANTS. 95 on some of the dresses, which are very fine, are actual brasswork put on the picture. Wednesday night. In the Locandaâ€”a French disputeon politics. A strange sceneâ€”the roar, the attitudes, theknocking on the table, the cracking of hands altogether, andfurious energy expressed in the languageâ€”even spittle fromthe mouths flying about ! Thursday. Travelling a desolate, broken country. Nomilk to be got at the inns. A dispute on the mode of mak-ing plates and dishesâ€”being seated between the two dis-putants, found energy not agreeable at all times. This day have passed a most pictm-esque country, wild,and of great variety. In the evening entered Acquapen-dente by moonlightâ€”a full, living, bright moon. The im-pression of this moonlight never to be forgottenâ€”melancholyâ€” soothingâ€”inspiriting. All this day the style of thecountry through which I have passed has been markedlyItalian. The people carrying their little fire-pots with themeverywhere, is amusing ; old women have them on theirdesks in church, fondle them, and sit upon them ; childrenare seen waving them, like incense-pots, at the doors ofhouses ; and men also cannot be without them. Here, as in the

neighbourhood of Florence, the femaleswear the black hat which we solely appropriate to the males ;although, about Florence, the broad straw hat of the Swissis often seen. Friday. This day have been very unwell in the mor-ning, and yet, in the grey of night, I am alone, Avindingalong the banks of the Lake of Bolsena. All day unwell.Evening on a high range of the Apennines. Splendid scenes,but almost painful to me. The sun set upon a bed of cloudsfar below ; it shone on their topsâ€”on snowy hills ; theyglittered in the rays ; there seemed liquid silver runningamong them.



??? ILL HEALTH-ROME. Saturday, mid-day. At last I am arrived within sightof Rome. About ten this morning saw it lying slumberingbelow in the distance. This has been a most painful jom-neyfor meâ€”I have had more suffering than I ever before en-dured. At present writing on the balcony of the restinghouse in the middle of the Campagna; the sun shiningbright, I feel better. A cardinal has just appeared. Heshuffled through the room, rather awkwardly, to a privateapai-tment. One sickly-looking being before the door; butthe people in general do not seem to confirm the accountsof the Campagna of Romeâ€”they appear very healthy. TheCampagna is not flat, nor has it even the barren appearanceof a Scottish moor. ROMP], (Letter.) At last I am in Rome, 8th December, my firstnight in this which has been called the Eternal City. Aftera tedious journey from Florence, I arrived here, worn, andin need of repose; but I have had none. A week of ourhome parlour, regularity, and quiet, would dissipate myexhaustion; but Fate has said the first of Rome shall bepainful to me. Its glorious fountains scatter cold spray, andits streets are scant of the sun. Thus beauties are defectsto languor and sickness. I have

been unwell; I supposeover-exertion in Bologna, in the damp and wet there, andthe change of foodâ€”particularly the acid winesâ€”has affectedme. For a month I have suffered. Healthlessness, how itbenumbs all ! I hope it has not aftected my notions ofwhat I have seen here. I write this after having beenseven days in Rome. I have seen the Colosseum, St. Peter's,the Sistine Chapel, and the Vatican â€” all these mightythings. 06 r/ â€ž I I i



??? ENGLISH ARTISTS. 97 Leaving Siena, upon crossing the Tuscan and Romanboundaries, we entered Acquapendente by moonlight. Oh,beautiful and passionless moon ! Now I was in the patri-mony of St. Peter. Montefiascone and Viterbo passed â€”Italian splendour-lost townsâ€”the next morning Rome wasvisible from the heights. I lifted my bonnetâ€”my pilgrim-age was consummated. Sunday nightâ€”my eighth day in Rome. I have deli-vered a number of my letters. I take my place at the artists'dinner-table, and to-morrow I commence painting in theAcademy. There is freedom and ease of intercourse amongthe artists here. I already know them of all grades.Gibson, Wyatt, Scoular, Williams, Theed, Rothwell, andothers. These were strangers, Wilson and Bfacdonaldwere known to me before. The noted Caf?Š Greco is a com-plete confusion of tongues. It is a confined, dirty place; inthe evening filled with men of all nations, who salute eachother through the fumes of tobacco, coffee, and punch. Itwas here I read your letter last Monday morning. Mycoffee was cold by the end of it. I want some news of new books, the magazines, &c. Imight as well have been with St. Jerome, in the desert, allthis

while, in respect to such things. The living world isnot to be known here. This is the place wherein to revisittimes past, in books, in pictures, in informed marble. Allthe artists settled here, I suspect, are purely of the chisel or j: the brushâ€”of the studio, the dining-house, and the caf?Š. I intend to write to W-of the arts here, present and past. I have kept no regular journal, but have made notesand memoranda. My residence in Rome I intend to jour-nalise. Sunday night, 22d December. 1 have delayed closingmy letter, until I could tell you that I am well. I think of



??? 98 THE POPE. immediately commencing a pictureâ€”or pictures it may be.William must tell those I promised to writeâ€”Eennie, Steell,&c.â€”of my having only now arrived in Rome, from whenceI was to write them. Rome is a splendid city. Its publicplaces are superb ; its piazzas, with their fountains and obe-lisks, its Campidoglio, its St. Peter's, its Porta del Popolo,its Monte Cavallo, magnificent. Ancient Rome remains yetwonderfulâ€”the Colosseum, arches, pillars, and pyramidsscattered about, are as the bones of a huge giant dug fromtheir enormous grave. Treading among its ruins, they seemto sound hollow. Power which was, lies here, like the godDagon, with his face to the earth ; and his foolish priests,where have they gone ? Have they fled, or have they onlychanged their robes ? You possibly may expect that I should describe St.Peter'sâ€”the head and crown of modern Rome ; you mustlook up some account of it instead. The building is verylargeâ€”^it does not appear so ; the interior is ornamentalâ€”not solemn. The whole is in clear light, which gives thegold, which is profuse over the roof and columns, its full,strong shine. The spiral bronze pillars of the altar might,without dishonour to him,

be the work of Vulcan and hisCyclopes. The mosaics, I had been told, were as good astheir originals ; they are not ; that of the Transfiguration"is bad. Mosaic can work well, but here, unfortunately, itdoes not. St. Paul's, in London, is mor?¨ impressive at firstthan St. Peter's. Christmas night. This has been a day of grand cere-mony. This forenoon I saw the Pope perform mass in St.Peter'sâ€”saw him carried in his chair, on the shoulders ofmen, scattering his benedictions. In appearance he hasâ€”whether the tiara effects that, I cannot sayâ€”much of the oldpowei-ful look of the masters of the Vatican. Multitudes of I.



??? THOEWALDSEN. peasantry were humbling their brows at the toe of the oldbronze statue of St. Peter, the foot of whieh is worn by thelips of Italian man. After St. Peter's, I walked with theWilsons to old Romeâ€”was in the prison of St. Paul m the church where Constantine was baptized, and saw thestair which Christ ascended when brought before Pilate;brought, of course, either from Heaven or Palestine. Hun-dreds were ascending its casementâ€”(it is enclosed in wood,it was wearing so fast away; its steps are seen, however)â€”on their knees, all the while with their beads in their hands,and repeating prayers which they began possibly a milebefore they arrived at the place, and continue long after theyhave left it. The road was covered with mutterers, unco-vering and crossing themselves. Yesterday was at Thorwaldsen's. He is a large man,quite like the bustsâ€”a full head and faceâ€”long white hair.His personal appearance fully warrants his works. Here,as everywhere, Hazlitt's elixir vitce genius is scarce. TheEnglish Academy is a sober enough spectacle, too; someattending are mere attempters of the most wretched sort.Sculptors are here innumerable; I suppose painters the same. The French

Academy is a splendid establishment. Ifsuch institutions can benefit art, it should; but its professor,Horace Vemet, commissioned by Louis Philippe to paint apicture of one of the scenes of the Three Days, though anundoubtedly clever man, has just produced a veiy commonaffair. This winter, the British, German, French, and Ameri-cans here, are even more numerous than usual. I suspect,by and bye, it will be necessary for all Americans, beforethey hold a place in polite society in their own country, thatthey should have visited the Old World. The Venetian, I am more than ever strengthened in con- H 2 99



??? 100 VENETIAN COLOUR-RUBENS. sidering the true method of execution, in distinction from themode followed by other good colouristsâ€”Rubens, for ex-ample. It substantiates by its repeated processes, andcauses, in a degTce, the reflection of light which is producedby actual objects. This, of course, is in a limited degree,being produced upon a sm-face possibly not varying morethan the eighth or sixteenth part of an inch. Its semi-trans-parent, its solid, and its glazed colour, and smooth and roughsurfaces, all give light, as it were an actual object, insteadof a hard, dead, painted surface, like that of the Bolognese,in which every ray is repelled from the surface, and no reflec-tion from transparent and semi-transparent pigments existsâ€”no variety in the reflection at least. Rubens, in opposi-tion to the Bolognese, is often altogether transparent, andthus all his surface produces, to a degree, the same effectagain ; but from its great clearness, though very differentfrom the solidity of Venetian impasto, it is often not much in-ferior in producing a strong effect. Generally, when Rubenscomes in contact with Titian and Giorgione, he looks grey,red, and brown ; but his genius, in

design and general ferti-lity, as often again repays this with scornful superiority. R- T-'s priest's letter I delivered to the old principal of the Scots College. I found him well, and ex-pected pleasant interviews, when he was to explain the cere-monies, and expound the doctrines of the church to me, butyesterday, when I called again, I could not see himâ€”he isvery ill. Since writing the above, I have asked for himâ€”he is dead. January 3, 1833. I have delayed sending off my letteruntil I could inform you of my resolves. I am now quitewell, and have seen much of art, modern as well as ancient,in Rome. To-day I have seen Camuccini's works. Theyare large, but, both morally and materially, he does not fill



??? HE TAKES A STUDIO. all space. There is " ample room and verge enough" besidethe greatest modern Italian master's range! He paintsRoman historical, and has no character in particular. A" Pieta," by a younger Italian, exhibited in the public exhi-bition room, gave me no great idea of the living (moribund)art of Rome. They are enfeebled by the attempt to arm atall pointsâ€”unfortunately a danger so far common to allmodem efforts, both in painting and poetry. A Russian isspoken of who has nearly finished a picture of the Last Dayof Pompeii: it is not yet public. After much looking about I have got a studio and roomin a house which was inhabited by a French painter. It isaway a little from the artists' quarter of the town (half-a-mile) by St. Maria Maggiore. There is a French painterstill in a portion of the house. It is largeâ€”an old man andhis wife are in it as keepers. I knock at a door the size ofone of those of St. Giles' Church, and am admitted by asmall one which opens in the large iron studded portal. Ipass through an archway into a hall which might almost dofor a baronial carousal, and ascend to the first landing-place,from whence my studio and room enter. My room is

arch-roofed, painted in the lunettes with Egyptian antiques,starred in gold upon deep blue in the centre; and on thewalls, at regular distances, are painted in large letters, thenames of Titian, Rubens, and othersâ€”but none of the greatRoman schoolâ€”and specimens of their works in prints hangbelow. The sun rises before my windoAvs. When I wentto see the place it was morning, and the sun burst magnifi-cently from behind St. Maria Maggiore, and streamed downthe long street facing me, reminding me of Keats' HyperionSunset, "glory for the God to enter in." The ancientscould not but make the sun the temple of a Godâ€”theyhappily, too, made Apollo that God. Among my first ex- 101



??? THE SIBYLS-THE LAST JUDGMENT. peditions, I visited Keats' grave. Shelley is buried nearhim. I send you a sketch. My study is large. I shall immediately commencesomething to agree with it in size; but first I shall feo faradvance with the pictures I have to do for the Rector of -. I have fixed for six months at seven dollars a month. I could not find a proper place for a shorter time; atall events I am warned that I should not risk Rome in autumn,so I must either go to the country or return home at thattime. This winter has been considered very cold weather;much more so than usual in Rome, there having been icenearly half-an-inch thick in the Borghese gardens in myneighbourhood. When the season is milder, I shall makesome fresco studies in some of the great places of old artâ€”the Vatican or Sistine Chapelâ€”one figure, at any rate, Icopy, which I have promised to do for Dyceâ€”the DelphicSibyl. Solidly grand, but imperfect things, the Sibyls andProphets are. Whether I have opportunity, desire, or means, to makeRome a longer residence than this winter and spring, I can-not at present say; but here, as everywhere, time and effortare required. 102 In effect, and

nearly in expression, you have the famedTransfigm-ation in the Edinburgh copy. The execution ofthe original is different however. In Florence and Rome,fresco painting is in its strength. Before I got the lengthof Florence, I was only impressed with its perishableness.There and here very old works in that manner are still freshand entire. The Last Judgment of Buonarotti, has, how-ever, suffered muchâ€”the roof is not so gone. You haveread of the grandeur of bothâ€”they are grandâ€”they arefeeble; they are powerfully executedâ€”they are full of de-fects. They are abounding in deep thoughtâ€”they are often ilHiii iii1tiffl1iiiwiifrÂ?iitfr



??? THE MOSES-THE VATICANâ€”RAPHAEL. superficialâ€”they are the best, and I had almost said theworst of art. But all this needs to be understood. Looking up just now, I cannot see a single star on thearched roof of my room ; my lamp does not shoot its raysso high ; above and around is all a vision ; the paper before me alone is real. Â? Â? ^fr * Thursday. The Moses of Michael Angelo! It fallsshort of what I had conceived of it. The head not fine ;the beard a stringy mass, without truth ; the left arm doesnot belong to the figureâ€”it wants shoulder, and comes im-properly away from the rest. The finest part is the rightarm. The surface of the whole is too much polished. Thesculptor of the Laocoon has left that group as it came fromthe chisel, no doubt with an intention ; the smooth surfaceof the Moses is very offensive. The drapery is in a confusedmanner ; the whole inferior to what I expected. In the Vatican, Raphael's little histories from the Bibleare rather trifling things. They are painted by his pupils,and some of them are poor enough : they are, besides, con-ventional representations of the scenesâ€”^remembrances ofthe history of a figure or two. Thus, in the "

Moses strik-ing the Eock," he is attended by a group of old men, whoall hold up their hands in one sentimentâ€”that of wonderâ€”not one of them drinks. Acquainted with the dramaticmerits of his greater works, they have no effect upon me.In many places they are unaccountably stiff and poor,although possessing great truth of expression. In someâ€”the miracle of Bolsena, for instanceâ€”the colour is fine, likeTitian, &c. Dominichino, in the famed St. Jerome, is laborious, andsomewhat repulsive. There is expression, but it is heavy ;no easeâ€”all is effort, and an attempt to hide that effort. 103



??? ,1 ...^jiaiiiispijpiiijg^ 104 THE GRAVE OF SMALL ARTISTS. * * * In returning from the Vatican, observed tapes-tries hung on a church (this being a day of more than ordi-nary note to that vestry, I suppose), representing woodnymphs and satyrs, Diana and Acteon! Make a show, that is allâ€”^buttons or anything will do, as W-said, when money is concerned. At night, in the caf?Š, meet M'D-; accompany him to call on L-. Mrs. L-very diffe-rent from the most of young ladiesâ€”great strength of cha-racter. Friday 14th. How many are the artists, poor in meansand in ability, that find their way to Rome, and there dwellin quiet, never more to disturb the world. To-day, seekinga studio, I knocked at a door, to which I had been directed.The apartments were occupied by a sculptor: I saw hisworksâ€”bad enough; yet the poor fellow seemed to havedone all he was ever destined to do. Even busts seemedout of his reach; his studio was clean swept; an unfinishedCupid stood beside its model, but not a chip had been latelystruck of, the artist looked at it as if weary of the sight:his hair was grey, he was past the days of light-spiritedhope. 15th. Saturday. Unwell. Receive a visit from the

surgeon; a stupid looking fellow. Evening, at Mr.-'s. Shewed him my Monograms. He looked and looked themover and over without saying a word, then asked if I hadseen the Sistine Chapel; thought I would be the better forit in " my book," and I must study there: in want of some-thing to say! A young Italian artist came in, the sheetswere on the table, and he fi-eely complimented them for in-vention. Was glad to find an Italian think of that quality.Have seen nothing of Rome to-day. Sunday. Better to-day. Visit Trajan's column, andascend it. It is of marbleâ€”a centre column, solid and iftii?‰tfifiifii^?‰titifrriiii?‰ii



??? RAPHAELS CUPID AND PSYCHE. strong, round which a stair circles to the top. Have a viewof St. Dominica and St. Zaccherino. Enter St. Jesuâ€”asplendid church. Dine with the artists ; smart things said,with freedom and noise. Then to the caf?Š with Macdonaldand Gibson. M. pointed out causality on Gibson's head, aswe were talking of that old affair phrenology ; he avowedhe could not reason. He can, howeverâ€”a man of firm na-tm-al powers, without much sentiment. 18th. At the Scots College and St. Luighi. At sixo'clock to the Academy, where I commence to paint in Rome. Meet a number of artists at tea in Lady-'s. Home to my lamp. 19th. After the artist's mid-day dinner, to the studio ofWilliams. His pictures goodâ€”perhaps somewhat neat.In the Farnese Palace, Annibale Caracci is here the first ofthe school in fresco. Ludovico and Guido Reni contendwith him in oil. He is gTeat in academic power of the firstorder : a gusto well suited to his subjects, and often finecolour, sometimes sentiment. The stone figures are an idea,and white necks of the horses of Am-ora, raised against thefresh blue sky, are very fine. The largestâ€”that in thecentre of the roofâ€”reminded

me of Barry's Olympic Tri-umph ; Silenus is carried, and Bacchus rides in a chariot.There is something, too, in the style of drawing and colour-ing in common between them. Go to the Farnesina, whereRaphael's Cupid and Psyche pictures are. In the two largepictures on the roofâ€”the Banquet, and the Council of theGodsâ€”there is much feebleness and incorrectness ; someparts also small in style. The flesh is varied in tone, butthe colour is by no means good. The groups of Cupid rais-ing Psyche by his Love are much superior in general ; someof them very fine, the forms studied, full and ideal. TheCupids in the smaller divisionsâ€”the roof being admirably 105



??? 106 THE GALATEA-GUIDO's AURORA. divided by great wreathsâ€”are all beautiful; flying about,bearing pieces of armour and other matters, against a bluesky. Here, also, is the Galatea. Had this picture been inoil, it would have been one of Raphael's finest worksâ€”it isso now in design; the colour is not remarkable, the figuressmall. The black chalk-head by Buonarotti is in this room;it has no character. From the Farnesina go to the Corsina,where there is a very large gallery; not many very fineworks, but many good. Dined with the artists. Plenty oftalk; Vemet's daughter, they say, is very clever and beau-tiful, with Â?5000 ; some dare say they might marry herâ€”very probably! Good tongue-exercise. At the Academyin the evening. An oddity :â€”In a church to-day observeda man kneeling at prayers, and leaning on the back of achair, his dog having sensibly seated himself thereon. Thelarge dog, nose to nose, and mouth to mouth, with his mas-terâ€”were they not good company ? 26th. Seeking a studio in company with an American.See Guido's Aurora againâ€”one of the finest productions ofItalian art. Guido is a great painter, next or along side ofLudovico Caracci; Annibal

is difi"erent from them both.There is greater unity in this picture than the old mastersusually attend to. The colour is exquisite ; the glory roundthe horses,' and their colour; the distant sea blue, and theblue mountains ; the light robes and purpled clouds ;â€”allapproaches more to the splendid than any other productionof old art. Something might yet be done, however, to em-body the rising sun, were it allowed at this day to paintsuch subjects without being accused of reviving worn-outclassicalities- Afterwards visit the Doria Palace. See anumber of pictures by Nicholas Poussin and Gasparâ€”thelatter in landscape. Claude also hereâ€”indeed, more^'land-scapes in this gallery than in any other. (Two pictures by I [ â–  1 m I- - I'l iiiftTilanltifciiiiiiiitfiiidi^^



??? A SHOT m THE DARK. Buonarotti (proceeding from him at all events)â€”the oneChrist in the Garden, the other a Crucifixion. Titianis here in a Sacrifice of Abraham; like Bembrandt ineffect, and very individualâ€”in a different style from Titian'susual manner: in design, this is altogether unlike the GrandSalute in Venice. Here is an Albert D??rer in the samemanner as that by him in the Barberini, but gross, andbordering on caricature. The tv/o heads by Raphael arelike Giorgione's colourâ€”sternly real, and very strong richcolour. Raphael a great colourist, as also is Perugino. 29th. At the Villa Albani, the sculpture here is mostlyfragmentaryâ€”nothing of great beauty, but many reliefs ofgreat interest; the busts, also, are interesting. A large ala-baster pillar, curious porphyry pillars, and fragments of rossoantico, yellow marble and cold cream coloured, fine huesfor Venetian colour. 8th January 1833. Commence labour in Rome by pre-paring a piece of canvass. An ugly old woman calls witha young one, whom she offers as a modelâ€”a habited modelonly. Evening in the Academy. The English Academyhere disappoints every one who comes to Rome; it is cer-tainly poor enough,

both in appointments and ability. Themodels are the best to be had in Rome, but even these areoften no great things. 10th. All day in my studio till Academy hour in theevening. Buy some colours, and go there. At night, re-turning quickly home to this out-of-the-way thinly inhabitedquarter, just at the most solitary part of the road, the de-scent on entering the avenue of the piazza, a shot was firedclose behind me. I wheeled round, but no one was visible;in the dead silence, heard only some one making off. Feltnothing at the time, but somewhat agitated after enteringthe large dull house. What am I to do now ? Take a room 107



??? LEAVES HIS STUDIO. in town, and drag myself out here to paint, or lose thewhole ? I have taken the studio for six months too. Cando nothing to-night. 11th. By good chance out comes Niccolo the model,who manages the affairs of the Dutchman Vambray. Tellhim of the affair. For one month's pay find I can get offmy lease, and resolve to take them at their offer. Go about all day with-looking for a studio. None to be had. Take a room in Via Sistina, and sleep there. 12th. Early out to that desolate St. M. Maggiore, Packup my luggage, I am afraid not for the last time in Rome,The miserable old fellow, Francesco, peeps about all thetime, afraid he will not get a scudo. Return to townâ€”failin finding a studio again. From my new lodging, write toFreeborn, the British consul, an account of my attack, thathe may transmit the same to the Roman police, having beendesired to do so. Finish the day in the Academy, satisfiedby being busy. Melt the handle off my teapot, burn myfingers, break the lid, knock it over, and put out the fire. 13th. Breakfast at the caf?Š. Attempt to design inmy room; feel unsettled, and unresolved what to begin. Ihave so many ends to compass, that it is impossible to do

allin one work; indeed, trying to do so is the rock on whichmodern artists shiver. I wish to do something great, butknow that doing so will not gain me money. I wish toearn the means of residing here some time, but by paintingfor that end, I must destroy another intention. 108 15th. Again the labour of seeking a studio. Depressed,and tired, and ill. Designing in my room. Afternoon inthe Academy, evening at Severn's. He seems to be theprincipal English painter here; an agreeable person, and hiswife too. He is going to paint " A Mother giving up herChild to Heaven." While I now -write, the sentinel below --i^^iWritfr



??? PERSONAGE DE LA VIELLE COMEDIE. challenges every one; hear the salutation and reply, " che ?" che viva." Must get up early to-morrow, to begin myfirst sketch in Rome. 16th. Passing along the Corso, accosted by a dealer inantiquity: a lamp made yesterday, or an intaglio of Jove,real antiques, yet for a few bajocchi I could have had them. 17th. Again the day lost looking for a painting-room.At the Academy, painting from that important and privilegedperson the model. 18th. Called on an Italian padrone of various extensiveapartments in the Piazza de Spagna. The first fine Ita-lian I have seen presented himselfâ€”the son of the landlord.He stood with his feet close together, extended his arm, anddelivered his speech like an orator. I entered. An oldboy, his father, was seated against the light, in a chamberscattered over with articles of dress, or rather undress, fur-nished after a splendid mode, with vases, tapestry, &c. Aridiculous-looking barber was treating his hair, powderingand twisting it from the back to the front, and two or threedependents, hat in hand, were receiving their orders. Inthis man and scene, there was much of the old aristocrat,and the elder comedies. Went to

the French Academyâ€?with Park. Found a splendid collection of casts crammedinto a room or gallery narrow as a passage. Observed thecast of the female Torso, taken by the French from theParthenon, before Lord Elgin was in Athens. It is veryfine and true. This Piazza de Spagnaâ€”how often have Iwearily crossed and recrossed already since arriving inRome ? It is the lounge of hacks and vetturini in the day, and at night-. On the steps of the church St. Trinita del Monte, sit dog-clippers and beggars in the sunshine.The poor dogs get here cut into lions, or shaven into mon-keys. Their hinder qiiarters especially employ the shears. 109



??? 18th. Call on the major-domo of the Vatican for a per-mission to study in the Sistine Chapel. Find him veryagreeable, and ready to direct me in making my application.The Sistine Chapel is not a usual field for employment orstudy. Afterwards in St. Peter's. Thorwaldsen's monu-ment to a Pope is but an indifferent affair. The two figuresof Divine Strength and Knowledge are the best of it ; theold Pope is poor. Canova's is a production of more genius,but at the same time open to great animadversion, especiallyas regards modem school affectation. The worst mosaic inSt. Peter's is that of the Transfiguration. Some of the otherpictures are well done, possibly being easier to copy, asGuido's Crucifixion, and his Raphael and Satan. Guer-cino's large Entombment of a Female Saint is as goodas the picture. Poussin is well copied, and Caravaggioor Spagnoletto also. Dominichino is as good as he de-serves. 19th. Done nothing to my satisfaction to-day. Twoor three designs, however. Macchiavello, one of them, I shallyet turn to account. Viewed a church designed by MichaelAngelo. Dinner in the Piazza., and then at the Greco. Ca-nova and Thorwaldsen, I am sure, little frequented the

caf?Š.The true artist must have a quiet and reposed spirit. Callat Torlonia's about money. Does not recognize me again.Tell him my name, when he holds out his hand and shakesmine as an old friend. Give him my hand somewhat in the way that the heir-apparent did to T--, stiff as a deal- H ??l board. In the Academy in the evening. Call with- on Camuccini, the brother of the painter, for a permissionto study in the Sistine Chapel. All matters in art are in-trusted to a committee. No picture can be bought or sold,no artist employed, without the sanction of this committee.Camuccini is at the head of it. Feel much better now.



??? BRULOFF. 21st. Meet Gribson, Macdonald, and Severn, and go ina body to visit Overbeek. He appears in a black velvetcap and moming-gown, tied round the waist by a worstedscarf. He is tall, thin, and intellectual; he has the tenuityof feature and meagreness often expressive of exclusiveness.His works are imitations of the earlier masters, withouttheir power of execution. There is no invention, but neitheris there the flattened meaningless expansion of the modemmind in his works. He can paint Madonnas as tenderly asPeter Perugino, and think as jejunely; he has always anatm-al truth; he is veiy religiousâ€”thinks of art only inconnection with religious sentiment, and the old church:thus lives in one corner of art. Out into the open air againwe pass along to the studio of Bruloff, a Russian, who hasnearly finished a large work, " The Last Day of Pompeii."He has made a grand work, with good painting on the sur-face, good drawing and design, and great unity of invention;upon the whole, one of the best of that class of pictures Ihave seen. But there is awanting something to stir themind strongly, and awake thought. All is expressed andlain open. A whole street is spread before you,

writtenfrom beginning to end, and you tire of what is so folly andoften told. The costume is very exactly attended to. Thishistorical 'accuracy the French have the merit of introduc-ing ; it has since spread over all the continent, but is re-sisted by some of the Germans. My companions praisedboth the Russian and the German, but Gibson afterwardsbegan to criticise ; the colouring of Overbeek, he said, waslike some of his own modelling-clay steeped in water, witha little red chalk. "Go on," said I; "go over the wholein that way," which he could have done well, with his tart,pithy remarks. 22d. See a bust Park is doing of Brown ; it is good. Ill



??? ANGELOS LAST JUDGMENT. Gro seeking a studio with him. Strange is the effect of thisclimate on my hands. The model I had yesterday hadhands like horn, the fingers had scarcely any points, andthey were as brown as the bark of an old tree. Mine aresuffering dreadfullyâ€”the skin has become dry, the jointsstiff and homy, compared to what they used to be. To-daycall again for my permission to study in the Sistine Chapel,and am told it has been sent to the padrone. 23d. In the Sistine Chapel to-day. Wilson proposedto me that the Board of Trustees in Edinbm-gh should havethe roof of their Academy painted, and that I should copypart of the roof of the Sistine to be there put up. I havemyself often thought, as they have the Transfiguration,they should have the Last Judgment. At Torlonia's ballin the evening. An immense multitude thereâ€”dancing,lounging, gaming, reading the news. The great people alldancers. Thorwaldsen and Pinelli there, but not Overbeck.Pinelli is a middle-sized man, wears very long hair, is a littlebald, with a prominent face. 24th, First day in the Sistine Chapel. I mount tothe corniceâ€”see the Last Judgment from both sides, on alevel with its principal

figure. Buonarotti has intended itto be understood as so viewed, the figures in the upper partadvancing and being larger than those below. Some of theobscure figures are most powerful in expression and design ;of dreadful strength they are. Much of the picture isamazingly defective in drawing and proportion, as it is alsoin design. No labour is expended to overcome these in-harmoniousnesses in design, &c., that so often torment amodern, and cause him to weaken the force of his treatment.There is great care in the detail so far'as it goes, but it isoften awanting. The two pictures by Buonarotti in thePauline Chapel do not appear great. They are subjects 112 M, .l i



??? .PAINTING IN THE SISTINE. that require history, which Buonarotti had not much powerover. Some mighty general idea to be enforced was histrue sphere. Talk with Wilson about his writing to Edinburgh aboutmy copying the Sibyls of the Sistine for the authoritiesthere. He does so by this day's post. Walk with him tothe Forum of Trajanâ€”Vallati, a painter of dogs, in ourcompany. 28th. This day has passed like a breath. Still unwell ;cannot get up in the morning. There appears to be achange in my constitution, or is it irregularity in the modeof living ? 29th. Sistine Chapel. The knotty bandy-leggedstrength of Buonarotti, his incorrectness, and passing overdeficiencies or crudities, afford a great contrast to the art ofthe Greeks. The one is main strength or force, the othertrue power. Buonarotti is grotesque, and even ludicrous ;his devils are all laughing sneering demons. Commence a slight picture of Time and Love. Lovewants to escape Time. Pietro is the model ; he talks as he sits, and retails the gossip of studios ; laughs at-, who was so long over a canvass, that, when his female modelgot married, her child afterwards sat for the same picture.Uwins is perhaps the man of most

manner here at present ;Gibson is abrupt ; Wyatt agi'eeable ; Dessoulavy like a lite-rary man. Wherever there is novelty of sentiment, the style maybe old enough without much decreasing the value of thework ; or, if the style is studied and true, it will sustain asentiment before expressed. I am not sure but the pecu-liarities of style of some English paintersâ€”Stothard for ex-ampleâ€”may in a hundred years tell to their advantage. Itis necessary for a great reputation, that a mind be peculiar 113



??? MUSEUM OF THE CAPITOL. in its mode of action ; the pecnliarity may be bad or good,(every peculiarity, some say, is bad,)â€”but it must not beborrowed or unparticular. 3d February. In the Museum of the Capitol, and in thegallery. Look over the Tarpeian rock, and ascend the oldRoman steps, and the tower of the Campidoglio. Enter thechurch of the Ara Coeli. The view of Rome from the Cam-pidoglio is more varied than anything of the kind I haveseen; it is beautiful and wonderful. The gallery possessesgood pictures, but they are few, and it is not well fitted forthe exhibition of works of art. The museum of the CapitolI should like to live in. It is rich in very peculiar worksby the true great artists, the Greeks. The busts of thepoets and philosophers, and of the Roman emperors, areworthy of all veneration. To study them well, and to re-member them, would be a great delight, and truly useful forever after. Among the strongly characterised works are,the Infant Hercules in porphyry; the Hercules in metalgilded; the Centaurs; the Fawn in rosso antico; two statuesof females, one seated with a vase on her lap, the otherstanding. Never to be forgotten are these. At the door ofthe

convent of Ara Coeli, the beggars were at their soup.The number of those wretches in Rome is immense. As Ilook down from the tower upon the convent, some of thebrethren appear at the windows, others about the garden-doors, some go down among the mendicantsâ€”a hive ofmenâ€”^but not busy as bees. Coming down the steps of themuseum, overhear a group of priests talking English: sup-pose they belong to the Scots College; they look morerespectable than any other religiosi I have seen. Dine inthe Piazza. Set the model to-night; not much pleased withit myself. 114 ii h! Hi: 1'| i ! I 4th. Visit a German fresco painter with Wolf. His m? ?ˆi?Š?ŠI^^



??? THE LAST JUDGMENT. 115 mode or invention is fresco on canvass. It is in fact encaus-tic ; wax being used in the medium. In the hands of apowerful artist, this way of working would be capable ofgreat things. Then for a few hours in the Sistine Chapel.Great sentiment in the colour of the Last Judgment. Thedarkness of the lower part, and the strength of colour in-creasing as the figures rise to the eye, is great in that branchof the art. Some find fault with the picture as no represen-tation of its subject; others, still more confined in their views,admire separate groups of the damned and the blessed. Bothare wrong. The Last Judgment of Buonarotti being aconventional representation, its style is abstract ; and eachfigure is an abstract of a genus or species of passion inhappiness or suffering, or of a class in thought or history.The old masters were, all of them, used to this kind of in-tellection, far-fetched or too philosophical as it may appearto the modern artist, or even critic. They did not derive itfrom reasoning, but it was part of their age. Observe : allthe old masters use very individual objects, and very indi-vidual form and colour, combined with very abstract inten-tions. They always

kept very great truth in the means ormaterial. 5th. Go early to the Vatican, to see what the custodetold me was to be a grand funzione in the Sistine Chapel.Wait outside in the hall painted by Vasari and Salviati ;the pictures of the latter an attempted mixture of Buona-rotti and Titian. Gross bad drawing in the Bible designsby Raphael, and the differing styles of colour and effectshew the work of the various pupils to have been poorenough at times. Jacob's Dream is, however, the finestpicture of that subject that has been done. The Dreams ofPharoah stand in the air, coloured exactly like two soap-bubbles. The time arrives : challenged to leave my stick 1 2



??? 116 ' CARNIVAL. at the door; then stopped on advancing past the rail, be-cause I am in a frock-coat. Come otf. The great banneris floating on St. Angelo. At last have found a studiowhich I can suffer myself to take. Small to be sure it is,but it must do. At Torlonia's again in the evening; butgo again I will not, I am tired of it at twice. 8th. Part of the day in the Sistine, after again remov-ing my baggage. I am now located in the Via Porta Pin-chana. 9th. First'day of the Carnival. A senator, "with ablack cap and white feather on his head, receives honoursand addresses; among others, the submissive petition of theJews to be allowed to remain in his city. Next, he goesalong the Corso, to open the Carnival. All is conducted ina poor style. The horse-race is a brutal and ridiculousaffair. 10th. All day in my studio. Now I have various pic-tures under weigh, and time goes well. I am determined towork hard this month. Go to dine by myself, but meet aGlasgow man, formerly seen at the caf?Š. 11th. Again see the horse-race in the Corso; a savage,wild, interesting, spectacle. The prohibition of masksspoils the Carnival; it is poor enough; the colom-ed silkshanging from the windows is the best of

it. 12th. Felice Notte is sung as I go out to-day, afterhaving been very busy. The mother and the daughter of thehouse both eager to give me their compliments. Comingout of the academy, the noise of that horrid game in whichthe players roar and strike their fingers together, greetedmy ears from the closed up wine-vaults. Have paintedfigure of Cupid. Find I have already both got applaudersand detracters in Rome! 15th. Making sketch from part of the Last Judgment. rr



??? IMITATION OF NATURE. Buonarotti is of a strong low character, rather than exaltedor great : he could do nothing pui-e or grand in beauty.His characters are often, as if they had been studied fromdeformity and beggary. Coarse strength and reality arehis power. A painter, to gain a name, must have a stylepeculiar to himself, t'.e., he must present something to thespectator that he has elaborated himself ; and to gain theattention of any age, something of the age itself must bemixed up with his work, even when it must be combinedwith the wildest invention and generalisation. Later inthe day have a female model for picture of Night. Dis-gusting they often are, coming in hurried and perspiring :humble enough is the painter at times. This model not sogood as some I have seen. Sketching in the Academy. Itseems to me I might go on for ever adding to the number ofstudies without ever approaching nearer making a fine pictm'c. 18th. Finish first painting over Time and Love. Inthe evening in the Academy ; one praises another's work asexceedingly like nature. To what extent did the greatmasters carry their imitation of individual nature?â€”neverbeyond a character of their own^ which

prevented the imita-tion fi-om sinking into a matter totally dependent on com-parison. There is always a reservation in their imitation.The modern French school has often lost itself in an over-minute imitation in ornament and costume. The figuresof these artists lose their expression, and become models ofdress, and imitations of bits of the nakedâ€”the whole figurenot retaining one idea or sentiment. Every object has oneexpression, which is dependent on a general combinationof its parts. The artist must find how far the parts may bedetailed and individualised consistently with the idea of thewhole. Always paint to the idea, not to the comparativeor accidental. 117



??? ILL-HEALTH-WORK. 19th. The finish of the Carnival. The Corso whitewith comfits. Straggled through it. 20th. The day of a thousand. Ascended the dome ofSt. Peter's, with Tarbutt, Wyld, Mai-tigny, and Milne.Still Imperial Rome is in the light of a clear sun. St.Peter's is a stupendous fabric. Its dome, built of strongbrick, seems made to last for a score of centuries. 21st. Quietly in my studio begin the pictm-e of Night.Academy in the evening. A day passed without excite-ment, elevating or depressingâ€”a day lost to time, savewhat is reserved for it on the pictm-e before me. 22d. Go over all the picture of Night. " These painters deserve their reputation," said T- in my studio this morning, " they suffer enough for it." The stove wassuffocating, and the smell of paint strong. I was unwellâ€”a strange feeling came over meâ€”everything appeared double. 23d. Sistine Chapel. Bring home two sheets of sketchesI have done there. To-morrow I shall begin the DelphicSibyl. First night with Yallatti, studying Italian. 24:th. In the Sistine, copying the Delphic Sibyl, oneof the least meaning of the whole series. Our table pro-duces many sharp and good things. Curiously differentare the styles of its

habitues. Lightning flashing thickthis evening, and thunder. There must be a change inpreparation. 2d March. A day of quiet and silence in my study.Paint figure in " Twilight." Thinking over a theory ofcolour on returning from dinner. Nature, in every instance,produces a distinct impression. This is what the painter,by some means or other, must also produce. In landscape,the scenes that give this impression only are remembered :so it is with male or female beauty. A contrast, however,often of the very harshest kind, is necessary. 118 S 1 I



??? ILL-HEALTH. 3d. Painting Twilight. Evening, Academy. Havesome self-invited visitors. Eome is the republic of artâ€”republic in everything but politics. 5th. Before breakfast in my studio, attempting toretouch Time and Cupid, but failed in the attempt. Suchretouching never is good. Dine in the Scalinata. Academyin the evening, and afterwards with Park, Sealy, John Maed-, and an Anglo-Italian, to see the Colosseum by moonlight. See my own shadow far off, looking throughan arch of darkness on the ground. Now a bugle is sounded,and a screech-owl cries. Return by the Forum of Trajanand the Capitol. 7th. Still unwell. I am destined not to know a dayof health and vigour in Rome. I have been crushed anddepressed now nearly four months by this illness. I maybe better than I was when I arrived, for at that time I wasmiserably shattered, but still too frail and ill. My neigh-bour, a Spanish painter, has a cold; hear how he sneezes,and as often blesses himself. 8th. Begin sketch of " Morning." Visit the BorghesePalaceâ€”Titian and Veronese. The drapery of the DivineLove, and the glazed white of the Profane Loveâ€”the dry-ness of Veronese, and his distinctness of colour and

touchâ€”all before me now. 11th. Painting all day at Time and Love. TheAcademy hour is now late. I was never in ill-health tillI came here; now I am subdued and broken down, labour-ing against this continued iUnessâ€”no, not yet broken down.My hands have swelled; every limb is affected; but still Ican walk and paint, and shall continue so to do. " Humility,with thee I dwell" often enough in thought. 16th. This evening to be noted, intellectually and alsojovially, since I met Park, and was exhilarated by seeing 119



??? ANATOMICAL DRAWINGS a man forget care, and abandon himself to the hour. Visitthe library of the Vatican. On a roof painted by Mengs,the youthful figures very beautiful in colour, and some finedrawing in the elder figures; but still the work belongs tothe school of the later trashy mannerists. The drapery istossed about quite in their style. Mengs a man of acade-mical ability, without genius or strength. Pass throughthe Jews' quarter. Within their gates here, the Jews arethe same as everywhere elseâ€”selling, and beseeching tobuy. Enter the Palace of the Cenciâ€”a most infernaldwellingâ€”by a back port, wood smoke ascending from thedepths below, tanning the walls and door. In the court ofwhat was once the palace are great pits or hollows, andstrange places like underground tan-works. From thenceto the tower of the Campidoglio. Saw a glimpse of a distantvillage shining in the sun, when all around was obscured byrain. A vision of a beatified village. 19th. Call on Paton. Find him hard at work, withPietro the model sitting to him as a wounded brigand. OnLees: find him also at work, painting Calabrians pipingbefore the Virgin. 29th. Commence a

series of anatomical drawings in theHospital of the Incurabili. The body of an old womanlying in the court altogether naked; worn away to merebones she has been, and round her withered neck still hangsher talisman, a little image of the Virgin, To the last, nodoubt, it was to save herâ€”to lift her up from that incurableillness to chatter for years to come. A most piteous and asad sight. In the evening in Tarbutt'sâ€”Wyld and Mar-ti gny there ; and a marchesa improvisatrice; a lady, with afine face, mustaches, and a slight beard. She gave us aspecimen of her ability ; she read, with knitted bmws andprojected lips, in a strong tone of voice; quite Italian in 120



??? AT THE SPEDALE DEGL' INCURABILI. 121 face, figure, and mind, possessing great apparent strength.I asked her if she had read Corinneâ€”found she had. Herhusband was quite absorbed in herâ€”she is the light, and hethe candlestick. Martigny the Mexican looked into hereye steadilyâ€”they were well wet. 22d. , In Cardinal Fesche'sâ€”a splendid collection ofpictures. The Titian (a picture said to be his) is the mostreal work of his I have seen ; it is all clear light, and everypart reality, remark this picture. Guido, an early Raphael,three designs of Buonarotti painted by Piombo. TheDutch masters very extensive. DraAV four views of the legin the Incurabili. Vegetation flourishes well over the re-mains of the palace of the Ceesars, particularly the leaf fi-omwhich the Corinthian capital is borrowed. Return by theCorso, which is crowded with carriages. Everybody inRome must get into a caii-iage ; and as the Corso is in noway adapted for can-iages, it must be made a drive. Makenew design of " Mid-day." Call at the Hospital; find twoor three of the vampire confessors lounging about the court,and the naked dead bodies on their biers in the piazza.The laziness

of the Italians is exemplified in their disposalof their dead. These they tumble into pits just as they die,one pit being cleared out as another is filledâ€”perhapsevery ten years. This clearing out is dreadful in the hotweather. Meet Glennie, Stukeley, and Moir at CardinalFesche's. Oh! Titian's four dignitaries of the church again.The most wonderfully cold picture in existence, and hismost finished production. Go to the Incurabili, and drawthe foot; finish sketch of " Mid-day." At the Scalinataand Academy. 28th. Dine in the Scalinata. Rae Wilson talking toHemans and others. The model at the Academy worthy ofstudy, the sharp flatness of the insertion of his muscles illus- idi



??? 122 WASHING THE FEET. trates'my principles of form. Title or talent are little inRome, all who come are reduced (or elevated) to the samestandard. Many of the heads one meets in Rome are very-fine and marked. Those in Da Vinci's Last Supper arelike them, but not exaggerated. 30th. An hour or two in my study in the morning;then to the Caf?Š Nuova, where I leam that this is PalmSunday. Appoint with Macdonald to go to the Sistine,where the Pope is borne on men's shoulders into the Paulineand back, blesses the palms, and the castrati sing. Atnight Brown, Sealy, Park, Macdonald, (who is taken ill,and we all accompany him home,) Drake, an English surgeon,and Schmidt. We talk wildly of religion, evil, and good.-is a philosophical atheist: advances the German free-masons as a secret body of thinkers. It does not appear,however, that they are very different from our own. After-wards fix to-morrow for Tivoli. (Next day spent there, andthat following at the Vale of Egeria and the catacombs.)The remains of the Romans are like those of a people whohave had larger hands and broader breasts than ours are. 3d April. Painting; drawing at the Incurabili.

Changedress, and go to the Sistine Chapel, to hear the famousMiserere. The music to-day is the grandest I have heardâ€”the only music I have ever heardâ€”the Laocoon of music.Next day restless; cannot paint like the music of the Sistine.Resolve to go to the Vatican. Wait hours there in thecrushing and rushing, and at last see the Pope wash thepilgrims'feet. The thirteen pilgrims are in white; Judaswalks in with his arms folded; some of them are affected.Observe the different character the drapery has on thesevarious figures, although all are in the same stuff and shapeof dress. Enter the Pauline Cliapel, which is illuminatedto suffocation. (One is impressed with the idea that Christi-



??? EASTER WEEK. aiiity has been derived from a gradual belief in a dramaticmyth; first an invention, with meaning, for the enjoymentof a fewâ€”the completest form being still preserved in theCatholic church. I see more and more how much there is still in life herelike the works of the old mastersâ€”feel more and more thatEngland and Scotland are, as regards art, only places forindividualities and lesser works. 5th. The fom-th act of the grand drama. Not a bellhas sounded to-day. Evening on the Pincian. Not a soulon that side looking to Raphael's villa; all very solitary;the owl whooping in the garden of the Borghese. 6th. The ResmTcction. The tongues of all the bellslet loose. The cannon of St. Angelo fire. 7th. The consummation of the drama. Early at St.Peter's. The Pope borne in grand procession; on his headthe triple crown. Afterwards in the French Academy. Allthe works going on are only attempts ; in painting their exe-cution is wretched. Go at night to see St. Peter's illuminated. 9th. In my study quarter past six. Commence todraw the Spirit of the Lyre. Waver in my resolution topaint it. Wish to have a subject that would admit moredirect imitation. I have been

again struck with the greatbeauty and simplicity of Buonarotti's colour; it is truer thanTitian; very broad and real. The prophet Joelâ€”indeedall the prophets and sibyls, are complete examples of colour.These are the best coloured frescoes I have seen. (Nextday.) Again studying the colour of Buonarotti. It is themost severely grand that exists. These are not painted asif colour had been studied for itself, while at the same timethe agreeable and just in contrast and effect, by a sustainedlightness, makes it apparent that Michael Angelo made adistinct study of colour. 123



??? 124 TAKING THE VEIL. 16tli. All day in my study, designing Sappho and Ana-creon. Angelica, the model, comes. Do a little to my pic-ture of Morning. Now feel the power of expressing my ideasof colour as well as I used to do in matters of form. I canuoyf paint as well as draw. Conflicting motives have pre-vented me from determining what subject next to paint.Decide upon Sappho and Anacreon : it will give me field forcolour. At Sealy's in the evening. Join with Park insinging the First Psalm, in the Scotch precentor style: thelast time I heard it was in the manse of Kippen. Notwith-standing the difference in time, place, and motive, many as-sociations were the same as of old. This climate destroysme. To wither away in mind or body, to lose self-satis-faction, is tlie lot of the misanthrope or of the unfortunate;Avhy should I fear it ? 20th. Take another studio in the Via Sistina. Com-mence drawing Sappho and Anacreon large. This morning,before seven o'clock, in the Church of Santa Trinita; sawsome novices taking the veil. Cannot enter into descriptionof the ceremony, but observed one of the girls, as she re-tired, after making her profession and receiving the blackveil;

a smile I have often observed at school was on herfaceâ€”a smile of conceit, not of pleasureâ€”as if she had per-formed her part well: that was all she thought of it. Whenthe same girl returned from taking the Eucharist, her ex-pression was differentâ€”overawed and suffering. The mys-tery of the body of Christ was too great for her: taking theveil concerned herself, but this Sacrament concerned God,So it seemed. Painting and drawing fi-om Leacci, the model.Had a visit from two American painters. One of them, Mr,Crouch; the other olderâ€”rather a silent man, A visit fromRothwell, Avho praises the small pictures. 23d. In the Hospital in tlie morning, DraAV three views â– Â?Miwiuiaititwi^^



??? ANGELICA KAUFMANNS STUDIO. of the head. Go to see a picture of Cain and Abel, by anItalian ; find it careful and laboriously paintedâ€”French inexecution and sentiment. All seem able to do such ; all arealike. Model at five, morning : drawing Anacreon on thecanvass. Go to the Campidoglio : saw one of the grandestpieces of sculpture in existenceâ€”the fragment of a bust;perfectly ideal, and yet very real, with deep expression. Oh,that I might devote myself to follow such art, and direct itto the enforcement of some great end ! Religion, with itsj symbols, is now wearing away into the merely speculative ; \j but morality remains, and intellect is as dignified as ever.I Call from Gibson. He suggests drapery over the legs of"Sappho. 28th. In the Turin and in the Neapolitan Exhibitions.Both wretched. Thence to the Chiu-ch St. Andrea dellaValle, where are Dominichino's best works. Go to see theVirtues, by Dominichino : find them feeble and scattered.Go to the Campidoglio to see the busts of Sappho and Ana-creon. That cursed she-Italian has let my rooms here toanother, having got some one to take an additional apartmentwith them. The Fomarina in the forenoon

for the head ofthe Mother in " Discord." Sketch her as " the Vintager"for a picture. Leacci in the afternoon. The owls everynight ; I can now whoop like them. Had a call fi'om CokeSmith. 2d May. Accosted by the serving-man of a studio inthe Via Sistina. Go to see it. It was the studio of AngelicaKauffman. Take it at seven dollars a-month, with room.Now the warm weather begins. Life is over-full. The airis delicious, but effort is oppressive. Is it not a paltry,worthless struggle, the desire of fame, or power, or conside-ration, that I and some others strive after? Its desire isweakness ; and I now see so much of the motives of action 125



??? Itijf iljJIJiipiiWP^^WWPI^Wi??WIP 126 PICTURES OF TIME in other men, that I have no repose, no satisfaction in anything. 7th. Called on Crouch the American, in an awful house,without beginning or end, full of painters, where they maylive or die without knowing each other. He yawns andsays I do not know what to do with myself to-day. Whiletalking to a monk in the church of the Capuchins, an oldtottering brother came to him all bustle, and told him mezzogiorno was past, and that he had not sounded the bell. Offthe monk ran to do it, all office. Here was " Age watchingTime." I wished a fourth subject for the series of Time,and now I haveâ€”Time terrifying Love. Time looking on the Inactive. Time leading Youth to Age. Age watching Time. 8th. Up early, and remove to the studio of Angelica,in the Via Sistina. The American, Alexander, has notyet gone; meantime I have another close by. The manFilippo officiously attentive, and of course I expect muchcarelessness soon. Many are my changes of abode, but I feelthat I shall do more to satisfy myself here. 9th. Commence painting Sappho and Anacreon. Againthe model Fomarina. In my room at eight, gloomy andblack.

What can have been the intention of the strangepassages, pillars, doors of division, &c., of these Romanhouses ? Their confusion is inexplicable. Whoop goes theowlâ€”still an owl wherever I go. 10th. Fourteen hours painting to-day. On the pro-menade in the evening. 11th. Going out at mid-day, Rome is like a city of theplague. Few are on the streets; and wherever there is ashaded corner in which a man may lay himself down, therehe lies, fast asleep; they tumble down as if dead. A mass



??? DESPONDENCY. 127 of them have been for some days behind the obelisk in frontof St. T. del Monte. A change has come over me sinceliving in Rome, affecting more than the bodily health. Thehigh standard of artistic excellence I expectedâ€”where isit ?â€”At the Trattoria and Caf?Š ? I shall now labour for asmall circle, to be in future my world. My works go be-fore the multitude, out of which must come the few. Onceconstantly differing from others ; now see little to contra-dict. So much now appears defensibleâ€”an open question ;and so much is mere folly and ignorance. 14th. Leave Sappho and Anacreon to see a Romanexecution by the guillotine. It falls twiceâ€”two heads areseparated from two bodies ; the knife is cleaned bright againby the man in the shirt, and all is over. Very heavy think-ing of my stay here, my return, and its results. 15th. Painted for thirteen hours and a half, and amperfectly exhausted. How grand is the sound of that bellof St. Peter's ! To-morrow is a^festa. One bell seems an-swering another. 16th. In my studio at five. Rose as soon as theyellow gleam of sunrise had lighted on the wooden beamsover my little bed. After dinner, as usual, very

gloomy.I return to my picture with a different vision. All seemsworthless ; poetry, painting, all appears weak stuff. Go tothe Vatican next day. There Raphael, like natm'e, every-where defective. The faces in the Transfiguration are allreal, yet every one defective. The Entombment of Cara-vaggio is fiercely strong in power of pencil ; nothing I eversaw comes up to its strength. All artificial or theorisedproductions sink in comparison. Ashamed of my ownprettiness in Sappho. Look back on my own pictures of" Remorse " and " Sarpedon " as more truly what I shoulddo.



??? FINISHES ANATOMY. 20th. In the Hospital of Giacomo, make the last of m jseries of Anatomical Drawings, being the muscles of theback. This ends my direct study of anatomy. Eemainingthe last in the dissecting-room, thought over my winterevenings at this study, then the meetings at Masson's, thenMackenzie's demonstrations. Here is one sphere of know-ledge gone throughâ€”one desire buried in the grave of pos-session. Return to paint, with a pigeon for the doves inSappho ; my man very anxious to have it to make regalie.A call from my American neighbour. He talks of mymaking a noise in the world, but that anticipation is nowdarkened. 25th. This is Sunday. Last Sunday passed withoutmy remembering what day it was. Of old I might and didforget the other days of the week, but Sunday never. ]28 mm 27th. Painting all day. Another visit from my goodneighbour Alexander. In crossing the square, find myselfamidst a kneeling populationâ€”a sanctissima being carriedto a lighted church. At length out of my " upper chamber."The roof of my last was low; that of my new room istwenty feet high. This study of Kaufiman's is now myfom'th. Painting goes well with me to-day.

Left my workin gloom yesterdayâ€”in gladness to-day. See how such aman as Runciman gradually becomes dead to art. He hadbeen here, and studied well, entered into all, and was ac-knowledged ; goes into a corner of the world where his aimsand doings are alien and unrewarded. Leave my room forthe sun and air. Call on my old Trustees' master to invitehim. He calls in the afternoon, and criticises some parts ofmy picture ; takes out his snuff-box, and asks if he has saidenough? A neatly done copy of Coreggio would be thething for him. Could I retain the mood of indifference Ifeel now, all would be well. ili'lifri-f"



??? HARD WORK-VISITORS. 5th. Sally forth, to-day being Corpus Christi, to see agrand procession, but find I have worked too long and ex-hausted myself. The piazza of St. Peter's strewed withrosemary and hung with tapestry. To-day is the pomp ofRoman footmen in all its glory. There are too many coaches,and too many beggars here. Urchins are scraping up thewax melted from the candles in St. Peter's. All this isviolent and afflicting. To-day toiling and writhing to effectthe idea of a part of my picture. Two or three touches, atlast, do more than the labour of hours. All day painting in my study. Receive a call from G-, one of those landscapers who make love to nature on Bristol board, with an exclamation on their tongues, anda red nose in the sun. Nearly finish small picture of boywith a roseâ€”" Under the Rose." Evening in the Teatrodella Valle, where I see Alfieri's Orestes. Seemingly onthe French-Greek model. Much tearing of passion to tatters,but the two principal characters well performedâ€”the sisterof Orestes especially. 17th. Visitors to-day. First Wolfâ€”he was pleased with the colour. Next Scoular, and afterwards -and Dessoulavy. We had a long conversation on

paintingâ€”onMartin and Tm-ner. These he called the Pietro Cortonaand Luca Giordano of the day. They surprise ; tlieir man-nerisms attract. Gibson also callsâ€”challenges some parts,but altogether approves. 18th, My studio is again let over my head. It hasbeen taken for a longer time than I am sure of keeping it.There is no help for itâ€”these rascally Italians ! Went tosee the studio of Ivanoff, the Russian artist, a very cleverman, whom I met yesterday. He is a man of genius : of aquiet, thinking, Poussin-like characterâ€”moreover ingenuousand modest. He is painting a classic pastoral of Apollo 129



??? 130 MODELS, ETC. teaching two young Arcadians. Send off my four pictm-es of the Times of the Day for L-, and Dyee's Delphic Sibyl. 22d. Fixing the size of my picture of "Discord"â€”awork of labour. Eetum to the first size at last, after making,with much toil, the larger cartoon. Begin to draw again.A hot day of toil. 24th. TwiKght after a satisfactory day; painted sixhours from the model Rosaâ€”a ruin of beauty, only nineteen.Excused being altogether disrobed. She came scentedâ€”awild weariness of life in her expression. She tried to sing,but only a few melancholy lines; said she had been in bedi for a year from fever, yet she has an unhesitating ease and power of a certain kind. In all beauty of face that approachesperfection, the eyebrows separate widely. 25th. The butcher model in the morningâ€”Rosa in theevening. By no means effect what I have done at othertimes. Return from dinner to my large cartoon, and com-; plete the first sketching-out of it. Next paint the prepara- tion of a second picture of " Time terrifying Love." A callK1 from Williams and Theed. Shew them sketch of " Discord." Williams approvesâ€”" firmly drawn," &c. R-osa the modelfor the hands of females in

my Discord. Go to the Pincianto see a raceâ€”an amazon race, and a race with men standingon two horses. A German is the winnerâ€”a man withstrong determination in his face. Afterwards a sort ofchariot race. Model at eight. Wyatt calls at mid-day.Afterwards go to look after a room, and am led to a emiousold body, nearly naked, in a short white petticoat, whitestockings, and slippers down at the heels. She told me shewas sister to Catalani the singer; but the room will not dofor me.( 5th. Model^ comes at half-past five. To-day room- )i



??? GREAT PICTURE OF "DISCORD." 131 seeking and study-hunting. Fix on one in this same ViaSistine, once inhabited by Salvator Rosa. At night observea very striking effect in the strongly electrified skyâ€”thelight behind the clouds shining in a broad sheet, and send-ing off the clouds very strongly. Complete my removal to new studio in Via Margutta:too much reflection and sun in it. This constant moving isa kind of hell to one wishing continuous study ; I shall neverforget it. These detested models, too, do not keep their ap-pointments. One comes half drunk late in the dayâ€”an-other, the sonerade, pretended he could not keep the position,and I had to desist, after again unbundling my " roba" topaint. Get a model to do without his sleep, or at an unusualhour ? impossible : a curse on all Roman conventions. 10th. Nearly finish the second picture of " Time andLove." The first I destroyed by alterations. It was thescape-goat of the evils of my journey, and my settling downfrom travelling. Destroy also the first abortive picture of" Night." This day about eighteen hours' work. ' 14th. Tried for fom* hours to get the model (a boy) intoright position for the picture of Discord. Walk out,

meetMacdonald, go to the monastery where Tasso lived. Seethere a cast of his face in waxâ€”a very fine head. In theevening at the tomb of Augustus. A spectacle of fireworks,varied and ingenious, finish the day. 15th. Labouring at my cartoon. Cannot get the modelto keep the positionâ€”a dreadful affair to the poor machine,who had come without his dinner. Thinking over rayfutm-e efforts : I am now resolved to lay aside all attempt toplease and win attention out of the walk truly fitted for me.There are some to T^om a little fancy or a quiet sentimentis the best of art. For altogether I must deal with thestrong and the real. This picture of Discord is for all k 2



??? 132 bruloff's "last day of pompeii." countries; I must work for the world, as all should do, orfor my own country, Scotland;â€”but whatever is well donefor it, must be something also for the world. This morninga child model. Poor restless thing! the more you sympa-thize with it or make of it, the more it whines and cries.One still younger on its mother's knee. It seized a key,and would not quit it: a certain unconscious determinationseemed expressed in its face. Severn called. Liked mypicture: every one has appeared to go away with a higheridea of my art: he proposed to soften the sky; perhaps heis right. 19th. My neighbour, the Russian Bruno, seems to lookheavily forward to the labour of his picture. He is often athis piano, and sings melancholy airs. Music is like a thingfar off, it stills the attention, and takes us out of the present.My life is comprised in these last ten years. Go out to seethe fragment or statue called Pasquina. It resembles some-what the Ajax bearing Patroclus, a cast of which is atFlorence, but it is completely mutilated. Enter the churchdel Popolo. Think higher and higher of Raphael. Aglorious young spirit lie must have been among the menthen living. There is considerable,

indeed decided, imi-tation of Buonarotti here. The larg-e Piombo is very fine.Two chapels by Pinturiccio, truly of the elder gusto. Goto Bruloff's again to see his picture. A great rhany artistsare there, such as are to be seen nowhere but in Rome. Thestudy door is open, and they flowing in and out. He has along suite of studio rooms, lined with studies and pictures" to make up a show." In the second room a full lengthportrait, rather good. The next apartment is partitioned offthe sanctum: here we uncover, and enter before the pictm-e.He was there himself, pointing out and explaining. Mr.- was determined to be very severe. On second myiir^itftwtriitmrtTitfiirtffMrtffM iTiirwiifMitiiwaiiiiffiim



??? SELF-QUESTIONING. 133 view there is no true grandeur in it; it is all well done, but wants depth of mind: the colouring is crude. Mr.- came on to mj studio, but would not enter at all into myintention: he remarked that the large figure at first sightwas like the Laocoon. At twilight, thinking over a betterexpression of its subject by its name. I might call it " The Agony of Discord in a House divided against itself." - came to see me; we talked of art and an artist's means." I'll tell you what, Scott," said he, " you must marry awoman with a fortune: that is the way for you." Some one was in the house last night, and made hisescape on my neighbour coming home late. A disagreeableaffair, as it appears he had 70 piastres in his desk. It maybe all a hoax, but the padrone suspects my servant Filippo,who has a key. I now feel an interest in my journal, barrenas it is. What is passing costs no trouble to note down,and it is almost the only thing I can fix myself to wiite.I find myself here becoming every day more and more be-wildered in regard to life, its relations, and all being. NowI have no enthusiasm without a counteracting suggestion:no admiration of beauty without feeling it to be only as weare excited

that it affects us. This morning find myself locked out by the old womanat the gate having gone to church. Visit the chapel in theChurch del Popolo designed by Eaphael. The roof is veryrich. The pictures are beautiful, and Piombo's is a noblegreat work. In the same chapel is a statue by Eaphael: atriumphant effort, very chaste and full. In the Church delPopolo are two Caravaggio's, to be remembered for ever.The fierce reality of that man makes all else appear arti-ficial. Nature is always true strength. His style is like abattle axe in a mailed hand. Next day a day of unalloyedtoil. Leave my studio before dark, and read Childe Harold.



??? 134 CARAVAGGIO-RAPHAEL. It appears curious Byron should have published, and theworld received, such egotistical verbosity. Its strength is thestrength of weakness. A man who had been so long in theworld, and had seen so much of it, had he understood thebearing of things, should have been past such got-up andejaculated-for-effect writing. Expect now all is clear beforeme in my drawing of Discord. Sally forth to visit some ofthe churches after dinner. Some good works in S. Lorenzo,of the Caravaggio school : always amazing force : it is over-bearing, and yet has little permanent influence. At the samealtar is a head by Leonardo, abounding in beauty of expres-sion : the hands are of a full rich colour, the drapery red, thewhole much lighter than any picture I have hitherto seenby him. Next in the St. M. della Pace. The Sibyls ofEaphael do not elevate him in my judgment. The adapta-tion of the design to the space the picture fills, is good, butthe Sibyls want expression ; the Persica alone has indeedsomething Sibylline. The Prophets' designed by Raphael,above the Sibyls, are painted by Rosso Fiorentino, andso, I suspect, are those below. An altar-piece is here byPeruzzi, in the old dry

manner. Next in a church in theStimata Strada, where there is a picture, rather remarkable,of a number of dead bodies, and others struggling abovethemâ€”a figure flitting in the distance. Enter another churchin the Corso ; always something to look at ; but in Romethese lesser notables are lost. Two other churches I was in,.|i where sermons were going forward. Next day nothing to note, save that my stay in Rome is still uncertain, havinghad no answers yet to my letters. To my studio in themorning : call on Giegenbaur to keep him to his promise ofgiving me some instruction in fresco painting. Find himwell pleased and ready to do so. Aften\^ards went with himto the Muratore, and to buy brushes. I hope this, should I in



??? FRESCO. compass it, may be of use. Cannot help suggesting to my-self how I may, on arriving in Scotland, find an oppor-tunity of practising what I am, as yet, ignorant of. In twodays, however, if I still live, I shall have tried this art, thelast that can be new to me in painting. A man is nowpreparing part of the wall of my studio. Sealy, who hasreturned from Naples, sits expatiating on his excursion. Hetells me I am getting thinnerâ€”Y&ry likely. 9th. Giegenbaur comes to see me begin my fresco.Sees my pictures, and exclaims, molto talentOj &c., but saysnothing of my large design. 10th. Early at my fresco again : Giegenbaur at nine,and works for an hour or two in explanation; afterwardsgo on by myself, and finish my first provaâ€”a figure fromsketch of the Fomarina model, against a vine-screen.Feel a new power which does me good. Suppose my ill-ness hangs about me fr-om exhaustion; determine to slackenin all useless effort. To improve my style be now my aim,and, when the time comes for me to make what ability Ihave avail me, it shall be by quietly proving I am worthyin my own walk of art. Go to St. Ignazio, which has astupendous roof painted all over, a work of far more lahourthan the

Sistine, but it is in the Cortona mannerâ€”splendidmechanism however. The sotto in sec of the pillared partsastonishing, the colour of the whole good, and the effectagreeable to the eye. The rolling down of some of thefigures over the walls, and the high relief of one figure fromanother, is surprising, considering the light execution inwhich the painting is effected. Highly gratified by theskill of this performance. The painter's name is PadrePozzi, a Jesuit. I prepare for fresco again to-morrow. The strange wretches that are seen sleeping and crawlingabout Rome, are humiliating, but interesting to a painter. 135



??? 136 CARAVAGGIO, REMBRANDT, LAOCOON. It is wonderful that the Italians have no man among themto render the strong individualities about them, united as itis to so much appropriate to the artist. An old man, hisbeard white as snow, is seated on the steps of this St.Ignazio, eating fruit ; the flies swarm over him and his fruit,and beside him lies a reed scourge for driving them off.Another, shod with goatskin, and nearly naked, is fastasleep, with a staff in his hand. The great amount ofhuman sufferingâ€”for these people seem all marked bymiseryâ€”and the vividness of character seen in Eome, havegiven me a different feeling in regard to depicting humanity,either elevated or degraded. The ideal remains where itwas, but the realities of life are apart from it. I nowhold Caravaggio (M. A.) to have been one of the greatestpainters that have been. Independently of his excellencein effect, &c., there is vast truth (of an uncouth kind to besure) in the forms of his compositions. A caratello, ani-mated and inspired, would thus paint; but still he is a mightygenius. He, Eembrandt, and the author of the Laocoon,are three of the most forcible minds that have been exertedin art. This combination of names

may appear strange tosome, but each of the three worked towards natm-al tmth,and in this unity of intention, they stand on the same ground.Eaphael, Buonarotti, &c., are all modists, or according toan intellectual standard, in comparison with these. 14th. Working at fr-esco of a scene in Purgatory. Inthe Trattoria at dinner, while building castles in the air,their only foundation being my new fresco powers. Eeturn-ing to my study, saw print of the battle of Constantine.Eaphael all his life never drew a face well. He has donemore beautiful faces than any one, and very correct. Stillthere is always in his headsâ€”male heads particularlyâ€”adisagreeable jarring. This afternoon look at my studioâ€”as m "??



??? THORWALDSEN. ready to leave it: roll up some of my designs : anxiety, mynear and constant friend, creeps over me. Next day set outfor the Church degli Angeli. This is the warmest morningI have felt. Meet Severn bound also for it. Call on Wolf.He is a good artist. A huntsman now under his hand hasvery much of the Discobolusâ€”quite that style of thought.Call on Thorwaldsen, who meets his visitors with greataffability. I asked him to call and see what I had done;at once said he would come at any time to-morrow I chose.Enter a church. The monuments of the dead are alwaysinteresting. Here, on the pavement, the faces rubbed nearlyflat, put me in mind of many of Buonarotti's, in which theshadows are black and shai-p, the lights all one colour, andspread out 16th. Wait within for Thorwaldsen. Here he is, quiet,yet affable and open. He is a little short-sighted, as I ob-seiwed on his examining Sappho and Anacreon, Familiarwith the visiting of works of art, he said little, but " 5ene,"" molto grazioso^^'' piaciuto,''' and some similar expressions,I wished him to shew me defects, and he pointed variousmatters out; then went on to criticise the effect of the lighton the tripod, which, he had no doubt,

would, even in day-light, be seen on objects about. He next looked at theCartoon; silently, and after a little, began to remark onvarious parts of the drawing. Before he went away, Ithanked him for the oiwre he had done me, and -he returnedme thanks for saying so, bowed and bowed, and so the visitended. He is a kind old man, and great artist. Yet suchformal visits, even from such as he, put me in a turmoil; 1do not like them. The next time 1 am visited, the visitnmst be spontaneous and unlooked for. 17th. Go to the Spada Palace, and see the statue ofPompey, famous as that at whose feet Cajsar fell. See also 137



??? 138 GREAT MASTERS. a series of sculptures, decorations of a temple at St. Agnese,outside the walls of Rome. Also Endymion and Perseus,which are, however, inferior, although in the same simplestyle of design. Go to the Famese Palace. Annibale Car-acci's frescoes there are executed with ease; but the draw-ing often not good, but licentious. The colour of the Gany-mede may be considered Titianesque. The principal picture,that of the Triumph of Bacchus, is varied and full. I ob-served the lights to be very thinâ€”nearly the original lime.In the Farnesina, some parts of Raphael's Cupid andPsyche are clumsily laboured and heavily colom-ed; in otherparts, where he has been freer, they are very good. In aroom above, Giulio Romano appears great in mythologicalinvention: here he is the imaginative artist I always havetaken him to be. In St. Luigi Francesi are Domenichino'stwo frescoes. After looking at these I have mentioned, Do-menichino appears true and careful, simple in colour. I amabout to quit my studio for a month in Naples. Let thisbe the period of division from all that is trifling in sentimentin regard to my labours in painting. 21st August. Not leaving for a day or two, look againat some

great works. The Moses of Buonarotti is a crudeperformance. What means that left hand (terminating anarm, poor and detached, as seen from the other side) graspingthe abdomen. To give fall room to the hand, we mustsuppose it enters the bowels. The head is deficient in somepoints of view; the foot small, and the leg in a manneredstyle, without the greatness of Buonarotti. The whole ofthe drapery is bad. This visit to the Aurora, I begin tothink less of it than formerly. In some parts it is mustybrown, in others tinted blue; still it is a very pleasing pic-tm-e. Some of the Hours are lumbering, feetless figures;Apollo is a poor personage. Its execution, as a fresco, is



??? GREAT MASTERS. not of so finished a kind as the Ganymede of Caracci, whilesome of the faces are laboured, like those in the Cupid andPsyche, though not so heavily. Among the oil pictures Ihave seen, the Twelve Apostles, by Rubens, are notable.The colour of the flesh is good. The heads are characteristicâ€”of the portrait kind. But there is a washiness about Ru-bens, particularly in his draperies, that cannot stand besidethe Venetians. Those tliree large pictures by Rubens, in St.Maria in Vallicella, painted, I think, in oil on the plaster,are more careful in design than is usual with him. Oil onplaster always becomes dark, but these are colourless. Being without the walls, I tm-ned into a little conventchurch before returning. Two churchmen were on theirknees, along with a monk, before a coffin placed below, infront of the altar. I advanced, and found the coffin or boxwas glazed, and contained the preserved body of the holyTheodoro, who died eighty-fom* yea-rs ago in their monastery.The old face and hands were quite entire : the body was inthe monastic habit it had worn while alive. 22d. Go after the voiture; and again on the search fornotable works in churches. First enter the Santi Apostoli.Find a

monument, by Canova, to Volpatoâ€”very softly, yetsharply executed. It is a single figure looking mournfullyat the bust of Volpato, and may be called engaging. Hereis also a monument to Clement XIV., by Pozzi, whom I sawat Florenceâ€”better than any thing I saw in his studio.Next go to St. Maria di Loreto to see a Giotto. Thesacristan tried to light the candles before uncovering thepicture; they would not light; some women in the churchalmost making a miracle out of it; the heretic, no doubt,preventing the lights from burning. At last the clerk threwdown his reed match, drew the curtain, and exposed to viewMary in rich colours, with a saint on each side, dark, upon 139



??? 140 RAPHAEL. a golden ground. I was very mucli delighted with the colouron the gold, and with the design of one of the saints. Theclerk again tried the candles, and the Saint was pleased toallow them to light. Here was also a female figure by Fiam-mingo, simple and good. Went to St. Maria Navicella;but after toiling a long way, can only catch a glimpse througha grated doorway: and to St. Stefano Rotondo, near by;but the heavy knocker fell without an answer. Afterwards I go to the Vatican. The frescoes that Ra-phael did himself are fine, broad and rich in the tints, andflat. They are carefully and rather highly finished. Allhis pupils appear to have been very inferior to him in exe-cution ; and a very small part of the chambers is done byhis own hand. Since tiying to paint fresco, I find Buona-rotti is not so dark in the shaded parts as I thought he was.His colour is full and broad too, though, in general, it ismore allied to the lightness peculiar to the Florentines. Ihave been much struck by the breadth of colour, shade,and drawing combined in the angular compartment of theBrazen Serpent. Romano's Battle of Constantine is veryscattered; it has no unity or breadth of colour. In the gal-lery of the Vatican

Lawrence's picture looks blue, black, andtoneless. Raphael is the best painter in fresco, except, perhaps,Buonarotti, as seen in the Prophets. The Last Judgmentis stained and touched all over. The Parnassus, the Schoolof Athens, &c., are free of defects of time, and retain unityand sti'ength of tone. I seal up my Journal, this being mylast night in the Via Sistina in Salvator's house. w. fi i



??? VISITS NAPLES. NAPLES. 25th August 1833. At seven o'clock find myself driv-ing soutliward. My companions, a little Trieste man andhis wife. After riding a day and two nights, aiTive at eighton Monday in Naples. A spacious busy town ; military in abundance ; it givesquite a new impression. Meet Stukely in the Caf?Šd'Italia, who goes with me to the Museum. I find thegallery of ancient pictm-es from Pompeii very interesting,and shall certainly try to understand their method ; itevidently admits of one painting over another. Quite wornout from want of sleep. 28th. Set out to visit churches. Find nothing remark-able. The Cathedral is poor enough. A chapel beside ithas the dome painted by Lanfranco, and the angles belowby Domenichino. Here, as in St. Andrea, at Eome,Domenichino triumphs. Two schools divide the art ofNaples, the Giordano and Solimenes, and the imitators ofCaravaggio. Evening, in the great theatre of San Carlo ;the principal acti'ess splendid in head and style of figure, notso dignified as one I saw in Rome, but still a good modelfor the painter. A number of men in the cortile of the inn,some sleeping on mats, others on the stones ; I ask thewaiter about them, and am told they are "

Lazzaronigente <Mla straday Ponder over the question of my returnto Edinburgh, or winter again in Rome. 29th. Tremendous rain, get, with the assistance of acarroza, to the Museum. Go over the bronzes, the sculpturegallery, and the Egyptian. Should say nothing veryremarkable, but the sculptm-e the superior of the two, al-though the catalogue says it is the finest in the world. 141 .... 'ni&Mm



??? POMPEIAN PICTURES. Walk to the Piazza Reale : Naples more like London thanany city I have seen. Evening at the Punchinello, a verysilly affair, but one can laugh at it well enough. All nextday in the Museum. Afterwards to the harbour, amongmultitudes of people. Crowds are collected round a manI suppose reciting a story, and there are mountebanks byway of cutting off noses. The clamom- of melon sellers,fig sellers, grape dealers, vehicle drivers, &c., perfectlyconfounding. Again in the Museum. Finish my notes on the pictures,and look over the vases, utensils, &c. from the unbmiedtowns. Think the material used in the pictures is somewhatthe same as that used on the vases; I believe it to be thesame ; both were done, I suspect, by melted bitumen mixedwith the colours, used warm. The colours do not appearto have been heated so as to melt them after painting, therebeing no flowing or softening of the outlines, these beingperfectly sharp from the pencil. Set out with a list ofchurches from my guide book. Find two fresco pictures byVeronese painted over a door in the dark. Also two showynovel things by Giordano in the Ascensione ; veiy curiousthese are. Museum again. Examine the middle age

pro-ductions. This is only an attempt at a collection. Thebronze head of Dante is remarkable. Perhaps chagrin isthe true expression ; the face and head both small; no roomfor a phrenologist to expatiate on ideality. Observe acasket by Cellini; it has a great many figures and separatesubjects, and is a production of great labour. Afternoon,again look out for churches. Happy to think this is thelast time I shall have to do so from the vague accounts of aguide book. In St. Dominico a number of monuments;some of knights holding their long-handled lances. Alsomany pictures ; in particular, a Flagellation by Spagnoletto. 142 5 '



??? mit SPAGNOLETTO. Saw another pieture (by an imitator, however) of the DeadChrist; the feet dark, turned to the spectator. S. M.Nuova. A soffitto, said to be painted by Santafede (don'tknow the name); the pictures here are mostly in simpler andbetter style than those of Giordano. Feel tired, and in a badmood. Uncertain whether to end my Italian sojourn, or tokeep my word, and hold by my intentions of remaininganother winter. The last is best; ever after, I shall havemost satisfaction in having done so. If I go now, I shallonly have performed in part what I intended to complete. September. Pouring rain. Forgetting it is Sunday,start in the omnibus for the Museum: find it open, however,and some of the custodi attending. Raphael never fails tosatisfy the judgment, and to engage us in his Madonnas.Their beauty is beyond that of any other. I retm-n to Spag-noletto with fresh excitement. He is the only follower thatever surpassed his master; for certainly he does surpass Ca-ravaggio in the fluid-bloodedness of his flesh. His, indeed,is the most real I recollect, with the exception of Titian'sChrist crowned with Thorns. The tone, strength, and power,in general, of his Silenus and his St. Jerome are unequalled.He is

the greatest Spanish painter; Murillo (as I have seenhim) is weaker, but rich and true. The Silenus, doubtless,is disgustingly befatted. Caravaggio, in the Entombment,is potent, but has not the same excellence in the flesh. Inthis picture, and in the Silenus, there is nothing to awe,command, or persuade, yet they are irresistible. The toneof this work I hope I shall remember. Looking at these isall I have done to-day. Could I meet such men in life, Iwould surely be happy ! 3d. Sally forth for the Monastery of the Camaldoli,Get out of the road, and over to the opposite side of themountain. Toil up the steep by a water-course; the per- 143



??? CAMALDOLESE MONASTERY. spiration trickling down my temples as I view the beautifulbay from the heights. Meet a priest, who cautioned meagainst these unfrequented paths, and at last find the mon-astery. The porter meets me with a most profound reve-rence, and here I get some bread and wine, omelet and fruit.The prospect round and round is very beautiful; but of allI have seen to-day, the morning sun rising over Vesuvius,seen fi-om behind the Castle of St. Elmo, was most worthy ofremembrance. The grey gold floating behind the mountain,on which the clouds, in portions of light, silver and shade,were scattered, never let me forget! The mountains nearVesuvius were in a wreath of cloud, while it was clear.Thou most intense light upon the sea, stay in my memoryfor ever! After the monastery, go to the church of St. Martino, theroof of which is by Lanfranco, the best production of his Ihave seen. Over the pillars of the nave, are prophets bySpagnoletto in fi-esco. They are broad, in black and white,and have more gusto than any of the earlier frescoes; but,from want of experience in this method, they have requiredretouching, are stained, and a little inefiicient in parts. 4th. Go to the Museum. See the

MSS. of Pompeii,the process of unrolling, &c. The mosaic pictures are mostlyvery rude and rough. Visit a private collection of pictures,in which are eight by Salvator Rosa. Much genius : buthis strength is in his landscapes; four of these here of greatdepth and force. Here are some modern works: the Homersinging to two rustics, by a Neapolitan, and the Three Ages,by Gerodet. Both fine works; good in execution even:Homer the best. 7th. Leave Naples. Disgusted with the Italian peoplein the boat to Sorrento. About ten passengers at once com-bined to cheat me by lying about the fare: some handing 144 â– i



??? SORRENTO TO POMPEII. their money in secret: a half-savage affair altogether. Findmyself in what is called Sorrento; neither village nor singlehouse, but a scattering of country houses above the cliffyshore. Make a lodgment in an artist-rendezvous; thisresidence is to cost me ten carlini a-day. Am disap-pointed in not finding a way to Vesuvius and the adjacentcountry: all is rocky cliff. 8th. Walk, lounge, bathe: dine, walk, lounge, andsup. Styled excellenza by my landlord. Nothing is toocondescendingâ€”nothing too impudent for an Italian. 9th. Walk to a village above the piano^ in companywith Sir S. Stirling. Find there is a sort of curiosity inthe house, an English colonel, who communicates with noone; he has a ladder at the back of the house up to hischamber-window, by which he gets in and out without pass-ing through the dining-room. 10th. Have written a preface to a notice of the Paintingof the Moderns: a game at bowls after dinner. 11th. We intended going to Capri, but cannot get. Imust be off to Amalfi; it is not easy to shuffle over life,for even a day. No books; none since coming to Italyexcept Italian. 12th, Leave Sorrento in a boat for Castelamare, thenwalk to Pompeii, and, at sunset, see from a

mound of ashesthe cleared streets of the city. In the evening, sit in acurious albergo, on the seat of the excavations. 13th. Pompeii, The two theatres, the temples of Isis,^sculapius, and Bacchus, the amphitheatre, the streetsâ€”especially that of the tombs without the wallsâ€”all most in-teresting, There is not the taste or beauty I expected inthe garden fountains and other things. These are trumpery,shell-patched, little matters, and the pillars, both to publicand private buildings, are of plastered brick, sometimes 145



??? POMPEII-VESUVIUS. painted half-way up. All the best pictures are gone to themuseum. Leave Pompeii, and go through Torra del Annun-ziata to R?Šsina, where are the excavations of Herculaneum.Here the uncovered parts are very similar to Pompeii, butinferior in painting and ornamentâ€”less of them. It is some-what dreadful to descend into the theatre that was drownedin lava, and the impression of a mask remaining is curious.Early in bed in the house of the guide : for Vesuvius in the morning. 14tli. At two o'clock rise and proceed by torch-light,mounted on a pony, towards the mountain. Some of thestars intensely bright, but the road dark and rugged. Atthe Hermitage, we call the gendarme, and he accompaniesus to the top of the cone, the ascent of which is most labo-rious. At the top, smoke exuding from the gTOund, whichis mostly sulphur, and yellow in colour. Climb the innercone, an ascent still more difficult than the other, the soilbeing cinders, small as gravel, and so hot, that I found itnneasy to rest for a little, while sketching the top: someparts impassable for the smell of sulphur and heat. Atlength at the top; I look down over the brink into thecrater, where red-hot stones and

sulphurous rocks are reek-ing up. The top of this mountain is altogether wildand impressive; the toiling surges of lava dreadful. Thedescent is rapid, the heels sinking among the cinders. 15th. Do nothing but go to a country festival, andsee the little church, decorated with Neapolitan taste, withsilk, gold-paper, and other trash. 146 ill 16th. An excursion to Capri with Sir S. Stirling. Thecave is a hoax; only fit to amuse idlers. Afterwards weascended on donkeys to the villa of Tiberius. The islanditself is very romantic and grand. Little thought haspassed across my mind to-day. â– ,it???Šm????? ??Mm?Š??mi?Š?Š?Š?Ši



??? P^.STUM-BAIA. 19tli. Cannot get out of this confounded Sorrento : amnow again anxious to be in Home. To palliate my idle-ness, made a sketch of Young Bacchus and a Fawn. 21st. At Salerno ; the boatmen would not venture out,but I have reached this by another way. 22d. Psestum. Leave Salerno before six, and reachthe temples about ten. Neither greatly disappointed norexcited by them. They are doubtless worthy of study.Just as 1 entered the Temple of Peace, a snake, at leastthree feet and a-half long, was making off. The ciceronestruck him with a stone, and finished him with my stick;this, and a yellow-headed eagle seen on the return, the mostnotable things for me to-day. 23d. At break of day roused by the vetturino and, inan hour, I am again on the way to Naples. On- arrivingthere fix for Wednesday to return to Rome. Walked to thegrotto of Posilippo, and Virgil's Tomb, as it is called. 147 SIP! 24th. Early in the museum, taking a last look at thePompeii pictures. After mid-day set off for Baiai. Enterthe Sibyls' Grottoâ€”a long Italian wading with me on hisback. What was called by the ignorant people the bathsof the Sibyl have certainly been tombs. We are shewn a" bocco " said

to have been listened to by the Emperors, anda brick portal said to have led to a palace of Nero. Thiscave is on the edge of Lake Avernus, now pleasant enough,Baise, and all the ruins of temples, Nero's Baths, &c., aremuch worth seeing; as also are, for the sake of associationonly, the mare morte, the Elysian fields, and other sightswell known. To-morrow I return to Rome, L 2



??? w 148 MENTAL STRUGGLE. ROME AGAIN. 1st October 1833. Again I renew the Journal of myabode in Rome. Searching everywhere for a room, and atmid-day find oneâ€”a camera, not appartemento, to make theItalian distinctionâ€”and get my baggage removed. 3d. Examine the Aldobrandini Marriage particularlyto-day. Find it is not fresco, but painted in the samemanner as the Pompeii works. Also examine others of theancient pictures in the Vatican. One or two single figureslook like fresco, but these are so retouched, it is difficult tosay what they may have been originally. Order canvassfor my large picture. Meet Gibson ; he comes with me tomy studio ; speaks highly of the works of Cornelius, a Ger-man, in Munich. Go out to see the competition frescoes ofGuido and Domenichino. It is the worst Domenichino I haveseen, and Guido opposite is brown, and much of the Cortonaform and drapery. 8th. I find my canvass preparer wishes to facilitate hisprofits at my expense. Tell him not to go on. I feel thispicture of Discord will be an unrequited labour; it will drainI my last bajoccho, or even run me into difficulties. Disgusted, too, with the kind of commendation bestowed upon

itâ€”finegroup, good composition, and so forthâ€”the qualities thatgive it value never dreamt of. I have to explain that it isabstract, and so on, and general explanation I hate. Slightlyretouch a few parts of my pictures of " Time" and " Sappho."This evening thinking over what I have lost of romanceI and expectation. 10th. Again resolve, for good or for bad, to paint mylarge picture. It will be my final effort for notice. Whatcomes after it must be to answer occasions. I do this to .....^-rf-^'ir- frmmsmtmrn



??? BEGINS HIS OPUS MAGNUM. 149 satisfy myself; it may land me in difficulties in cash affairs,but my regrets might trouble me were I not to take advan-tage of the time. I know what its fate will be: myacquaintances will be timid; a few foreigners may come tosee it; it will be rolled up, and follow me to Scotland.It must stand for the time I have lived since leaving home. % ^ ^ ^ -f! V! 13th. My cartoon is now traced upon the canvass. 18th. Commence painting. Paint shoulder and breastof principal figure. At present consider I have effected thetone I intended. Meet Severn on the Pincian in the even-ing, who tells me he has painted Life in Death, and Death,from Coleridge. Talked with him of Keats. Keats hadlost his little independence, and his brother troubled him.Spoke of the tragedy he has left. The plot was invented by-at Florence, and Keats wrote the dialogue without well knowing the plot. 18th. Now hard at painting daily. Very unwellâ€”asill, indeed, as I have yet been in Rome. Go out to get thesun, this studio being cold, but a cloud comes over the day.Return ill indeed. To work again upon the thorax of myprincipal figure. Called on my ancient master of the Trustees' Academy.He asked

if I was going to Raphael's funeral ? Yesâ€”buttickets ? I had no ticket, yet went to the Rotunda. Trytwice ineffectually to enterâ€”have no piece of white paper inmy pocket to pass for a ticket. Was giving it up in despair,when I saw a German tearing a piece off a newspaper withthe same view. Get a bit, force myself within the Swissguards, and pass the paper. Here I am in at last, butthe keeper is after me, hurrying me back to the door. Mybroken Italian, however, saves me. The polished mahoganycoffinâ€”bright enough for the bones to see themselves inâ€”is



??? STUDIO WOEK. placed high up, set about with lights. The mass is chaunted;the members of St. Luke's and others holding candles. Andnow the Miserere is sung; and thus are the bones of thedivine Raphael reburied. 19th and 20th. Do the face and hair of the principalfigure in Discord. Called on by Rothwell and Vallatti, andtwo others, but could not admit them to see my picture. Ishall persevere to the finish in admitting no one till it isdone. After dinner visit Severn ; see his Life in Death,and Death. A good picture: the eflect particularly so.Life in Death, however, a failure in my view of the poemâ€”he having made her beautiful; the old mariner and the shipvery good. 22d. In an hour overcome all yesterday's difficulty;then paint one of the arms of the fatlier. At half-past nineall round seem gone to bed. 23d. To-day do more than my apportioned task; butwhether for good or harm remains to be seen. Walk roundthe Pincian, and home to my camera of dulness. Mycountrymen complain of the long nights. " How am I tospend the long nights ?" 27th. Sunday. Go out about eleven to meet Baillie,for the purpose of going to burned church of S. Paolo. Ithas been one of the largest and most splendid

interiors inRome, but now nothing to be here remarked but the marbleand gTanite. The boasted portraits of the Popes, beingworthless, may be easily supplied in the way they wereoriginally produced. ' 2d November. Go with Baillie to see the shows at theHospital of S. Spirito, and the burial-vaults. This is thecommemoration of All Saints. See a wax-figure exhibitionfor the multitude. Afterwards meet a friend of B.'s in acoach, and accompany him to another church to see the 150 r psi



??? ALL SAINTS EXHIBmoNS. subterranean exeiteraent again. Enter vaults grotesquelyornamented with skulls and bones, skeletons holding holywater basins, and neat arches constructed out of the machi-nery of former men. Here is a wax group of the Pope re-moving the body of St. Peter, the body being in remark-able preservation (as pointed out by the official), and in veryclean linen. A stink and a rattle! The stink is that ofwashed or boiled skulls, arm and leg bones, and the rattlethat of the box, begging relief, in small coin, for their souls,now in another world. 4th. The first evening of the Academy. A very smallappearance. Two new faces, but none of the establishedRoman members. Life and artâ€”ease and save. One orboth of the new comers I passed last year in Paris: theyhave been copying all the way. 6th. Another new English face at the Academy; a pro-minent nose of thirty-five. This a good draftsman, as isalso one of those who joined first. We shall have more ta-lent this winter. Evening in tlie Greco ; the first time fora month. Read William's poem about Shelley; studied,and of a high order, but too eulogistic. Lauder brought itwith letters for me. Call upon him, and find him in

thesame house with Lees. Call on Hessoulavy: find him ill inbed; a very beautiful pictm-e of the Aquaducts on his easel.After dinner, in the Vatican Museum, with the Apollo, theLaocoon, and the Elgin ]\Iarbles, and find great pleasure andrepose in looking at themâ€”companionship even with them,the wonder and admiration of the world, which I never be-fore experienced. Attempt the hair of the third figure inmy picture: do not effect it. 16th. In my study later now: the mornings creepingin. Evening; transcribe tlie greater part of a short articlefor-]\Iagazine, on the Pompeii pictm-es. 151



??? 152 PARNASSUS-" GRIFFINS." 18th. Hand and hair of the Daughter my day's work.A soft, delicious Italian day. In the Academy in the even-ing: five new members. Am introduced by Eothwell tothe elder of the new men. 21st. A knock at my now sealed studio door. FindGibson has brought Mr. Stirling. How did he rest till hishair was gi'ey, then start up from his chair and begin toramble ? A wonderful sky over Rome to-night,j 22d. Paint hand and arm of the Mother. Walk on the h Pincian in the evening. I had formed a most incorrect idea '' of Rome in all that related to modern arts and artists : I had raised a God that was to prove a Baal, and fall upon his face.' I My idea of the intellectual and social elevation of the pro- fessors of art has been prostrated. When I look back, I seethat I expected to find a Parnassus, where " no unholy spiritI dares to tread;" but here is " Comus and his bestial train" â€”a very numerous one. This, however, does not annoy me'I [ now ; I see I was wrong, and that whatever is noble is rare and removed. I now understand the moral bearings of themistake, and have got over much that was disagreeable tome here as a place of residence. I should like to leave Romeif in

my present moodâ€”satisfied and indififerent. At first there are a thousand things to try one, the manners are sowhetted, and so different from other places. The strangenessof those unaccustomed to the ways is instantly remarked,and a name appropriated to them: they are " Griffins." ft 23d. Go to the Puppet Theatre in the evening, I sup-pose for the last time ; and nothing to regret if it be. Topick up Italian is my apology. Mr. Stirling came to-day,and sat an hour, talking in his queer way. Then Baillieand I go with him to the Exhibition of the Porto del Popolo,to see the pictures of an Italian youth of twenty-one. Ra-ther bold, but the strange blue and purple of all the foreign â– r irÂ?.f Iff ifliiiiii



??? COGITATIONS. schools prevail. To-night I am troubled, in spite of mjknowing the cause; a want of some true stay for my secludedthoughtsâ€”secluded in reference to ideas, not realities, of art,and connected therewith, of life. Must I at last abandonprinciples and desires, and content myself: " say unto themole, thou art my brother, and to the worm thou art myfellow?" 28th. Paint the feet of the Mother, and part of the bluedrapery of the Boy. At Ave Maria go to the post. Lettersfrom home; my pictures have arrived in London. 30th. Call on Heavyside. He shews me his designs :he has attempted more than usual. Call on Wyatt: he iswithout hardihood, but possessed of great taste and delicacy.This month now finishedâ€”time is creeping on me. I feelanxious when I look over the uncovered canvass. I havemuch to do. Evening at the caf?Š, to catch a glimpse ofvaried character while I may. 8th. To-day completes a year's residence in Rome. Idoubted whether I should efifect so long a stay when I came.I am now satisfied in having done so. Art has not assumeda higher interest to me, but I have gained much experience.My ideas on many subjects are more regulated, on othersmore unfixed. I have

added nothing to my power of inven-tion, whatever T may have hoarded up. Living as I nowdo, merely to work, eats down the imagination. My Journalhas often been a relief to me, and preserved much that wouldlong ago have been driven from, or rather covered over, inthe chambers of the memory; while its records detect to mechanges in my feelings and in my opinions of men and things.To-day I have been ruminating, as I very often do, on myisolated position in regard to art, and the friends of art, andin regard to the pride, diffidence, and indifference of my na-tm-e. All that I hold worthiest seems to remove me from 153



??? 154 THOUGHTS OF HIS FUTUEB. the sphere of other men. Disappointment, too, has morbid-ised my feelings; often I feel degraded in ray own eyes,while I am struggling after that which still keeps as far offas ever. That I may ultimately effect the name of a painter,I have more grounds to believe than to despair; but tardyit may be. Without support onwards, I fall down, or sti-mulation comes too late to form part of my character, and Ipass life in a continued effort. I am told I expect too much :I shall be glad if it tm-ns out so. I felt disappointment atseventeen; that now I feel it more is not strange. â€?K- -X- ÂŽ 11th December. A few folds of drapery keep me labour-ing all day, and ineffectually too. My room is surroundedwith voices and breathings. Italian houses have always asuspicious characterâ€”one room entering from another. Iought to have my picture half a year beside me before I sayit is done ; and I am unwell again. Call on Lauder, andfind he has got a sitter's chair erected, and is employedpainting portraits. 15th. Pass over the yellow drapery and ground of my" Discord." After dinner visit some churches. Domeni-chino's frescoes in St. Luigi are uninspired. Enter St.Agostino, to see

the busts of old German warriors, and thefamous Virgin, still as much frequented as ever. Age leadsstill gi'eater age to touch its foot, and to be anointed fromthe little dirty lamp that burns befoi-e it, Is that creeping,cold, withered wretch, the same being that was fifty yearsago full of lusty life and blood, like that big-breasted, out-stepping woman beside her ? No, we only flatter ourselvesthat we remain identical throughout life. This evening impeaching myself with not writing ofthe painters of the day and modern painting as I proposed.I palliate my neglect, by feeling that the most of them are



??? ST. LUKES PICTURE. not worth many words : Italian art is now no more. Call on Stirling at his rooms. Find Macaulay and-there. Recollect, of old, meeting Macaulay at the EdinburghAcademy ; I little thought then, that the next time I shouldsee him would be here. I must now go on with my picturelaboriously, but I cannot work longer than I now do. 23d. Complete the first painting of my picture by con-cluding the drapery. The first painting of this is moresatisfactory than that of any former picture ; it is more ad-vanced than any I have yet done. Went to Ara Coeli to-day to the miraculous childâ€”ofwood. Observed the picture by St. Luke there. TheSaint lias not been a miraculous painter; but it is verydark, and nearly covered by silvering and crowning. Whenwill the masses of men unite to effect what is great andgood ? Time passes on, and I am painting from morning tonight. See various people at Torlonia's again, although Idetermined to go no more ; pity I did not keep my deter-mination. On the 28th make the first alteration in mypicture. I pray that it may be the last. Rose next morningin strength and spirits; how gay a life a continuance ofthis health would be. 30tii December. My stay in Rome

has been and is aperiod of probation, passed of necessity; in some respects adissatisfying blank, but also interesting as a woful part ofmy life. Formerly depression of spirits had a relief fromexpectation, now there is nothing but disappointment. Ex-citement causes reaction, and the g-reater variety in the modeof living creates opportunity for this morbidness to developeitself. Were I successful in my great aim being justly ac-knowledged (as I am sure it will be in a certain fashion). 155



??? 156 OPUS MAGNUM NEARLY DONE. this would in a great measure be removed. But, again, itis not the opinion of others that depresses me, it is myopinion of myself; I labour under doubt of what I havebeen doing. 31st December. Last night of the year. At the lodgingof Richardson the sculptor. Rothwell, Dessoulavy, Jarvis,Bond, Henning's old pupil, a young Scotsman, the GermanI met at the subterranean show, Sanders, and another, nameunknown, all of the party. So with free talk goes the oldyear down. 1834. 1st January. A mild scirocco. An early visit fromRothwell, whom I asked to call before he leaves Rome.Praised my other pictures, but not my large one. After hisvisit, take myself to task about my " Discord." Why didI stake my own self-opinion by bringing so much to the barof Roman or any other criticism ? Running myself into in-convenience to gain misconception and neglect. 3d. Leave my study to-day in better mood. It is allfor the best. 4th. Paint for half the day. Burn my old sketch andmy imperfect cartoon. Take down the paper screen ; cleanmy palette. My picture is now visible. The first caller is Macaulay. " Grand composition,fine drawing." Ask Gibson, who comes forthwith. "

Verybold, very clever." â€”~~ calls. " Very powerful, thewhole together." Begin again to paint upon it, and, aftera day or two, consider it finishedâ€”ended for the present.Vallati calls to see it. " Molto helloâ€”hel quadroâ€”quantoprestoâ€”hravo Scottâ€”siete molto allegroâ€”hravissimo.''^ Stir-ling calls also. I go with him to see a children's festa;





??? â– "m M



??? 158 VISITORSâ€”GLOOMY AS -. church beyond it, behind the altar, is an immense work infresco, certainly by Perugino; the figures here are the largestI have seen by him. Return by the walls of Rome. Severn calls, and a Mr. Boadham. Then Darnley, apainter to be. Then Cope and Smith.â€”'' Vigorousâ€”veryvigorous." Then Glennie. I believe every part of mypicture has now been remarked upon, and constantly onelikes what another has questioned. Where is any founda-tion in opinion for the altar of truth ? Wolf calls, and a German with him. The head of themother pleased him as statue-like. Go to the post, but findno letters. Wyatt's card on my return. This is the 19th it appears. In my studio, wait forvisitors with little advantage. In verity I am alone. Mymind is shutting itself up more and more. Nor do I secought for the future but neglect and povertyâ€”a constantstruggle to reach something that circumstances seem deter-mined to deny. I have painted a large pictm-e, and havesucceededâ€”I stand among the greater artists here. Saynothing of a great effortâ€”even a successful oneâ€”and itfalls back upon the author. It must be noticed or neglected.But time is needed, and a repetition of

works is necessary.Am I forgetting of what I complain ? My landlady entersmy room ; talks of my quietness ; I am never singing normaking noiseâ€”" mai canta perche e malinconico.'''' Sunday. All day in my studio. Write ten or twelveverses. Farewell to Rome. Next day in the Vatican. TheTransfiguration sti-engthens upon me. It is superb in colour,and the flesh finely toned : no copy conveys this transparentquality. Again the stanzas and the Torso. Lawrence'sportrait of George IV. has a chalky and flimsy look. Againat San Ofrio ; the frescoes of Domenichino here are amonghis best. Evening in the Teatro Valle, to see a comedy by



??? VISITORS. 159 Goldoni. To mj judgment rather a poor caricature affairâ€”the melodrama tedious. Set out to the Exhibition. It is worse and worse thisyear, if possible; indeed, ridiculously bad. Remember tohave seen Cope in the Louvreâ€”he tells me he would notnow have known me, I am altered so much. Baillie callsto see my picture, and Spalding, an analysing fellow, who has seen some of my pictures in Edinburgh. Next- calls, tells me I have great creditâ€”so has the Devil. Wyattcallsâ€”praises my picture. Go out to the Borghese. Here Titian, Veronese, Bone-facio, are losing their strong attraction to me, possibly frommy late study of the Romans. Bonefacio's Prodigal Sonevidently painted in black and white, and scumbled over.Titian's Divine and Profane Love evidently on slightlyabsorbent ground, of a light colour. To-day its brilliancydid not appear remarkable; but the toning of the colours, bybreaking them, beautifully effective. The clouds of a coolgrey, all lighter than the sky, which is considerably subdued.The simplicity of the warm gi-ey tones, of different degreesof strength, on the distant houses, is great. The slightnessof this picture, and of the other of Venus, is

remarkableâ€”onthe flesh particularly. About the hands and on the Cupid, atouch and an outlined character is allowed, but where thereis a flat surface, there is no touchiness. CoiTeggio's Golden Shower and the Divine Love ofTitian are both much cracked. Both, I suspect, have beenrather thickly painted with size preparation, which hascaused them to crack. Correggio's Magdalene Reading isvery thinly painted in the flesh, stippled, smooth, and clear,to the points of the fingers. The drapery is in the old mode,thickened by asphaltum or otherwise. Walk after dinnerto St. Pietro in Montorio, and examine a Flagellation painted



??? If,.;!!.!Â?, i.l.., â€žPU >... .1 " 'I'' â– Mj.^Miy P. - , . ., 160 VISITORS. by Pioinbo after Buonarotti. Various altars here are de-signed by him, with bad, but vigorous, figures of boys sup-porting the rails. Also two recumbent figures of Popes,nearly alike, and two others standing. The standing figuresare worthy of him. The Doria Palace. There I now meet the Claudes assomething new. The two Heads, by Raphael, are very fine:their ruddy colour is rather carried too far. They contrastbadly with a portrait by Titian above, which is of a clear,light colour. 27th. In the caf?Š in the evening, where I meet a Ger-man, who agrees with me to teach me German in exchangefor English. To-morrow evening we begin. 29th. People again calling to see my picture. A youngand inquiring American; Spalding, and another intelligentScotsman ; then Lees; then Williams. Go to St. Maria in Cosmedin. See a picture said to beby St. Luke; but it is a bad picture of a later date thanGiotto. Also the old Bocca della Verita. Afterwards tothe Garden-house, where are the frescoes of the Germans.Schnorr's room presents very authentic worksâ€”very poeticthey are, but still they are very real. Overbeck's are beau-tiful : there is a

more graceful delicacy about his than aboutthose of the others. Those by Kock (or Cox) are inferiorin study ; but a Boat Scene is very superior in colour.These two rooms, from Tasso and Ariosto, by Schnorr andOverbeck, are quite a treatâ€”they are perfectly old romance. This is Sunday, the 3d of Febraary. I take a solitarywalk, and sit in the sun in the Colosseum. Monday: the Carnival begins; but few people in masksin the Corso. Evening, in the room of the German Schrodter.On the second day of the Carnival, a few more people in theCorso.



??? PREPARES TO LEAVE ROME. 161 7th. At my German lessons. That German Schrodterseems always exhilarated. Martz was in his room at night:he seems unahle now to pass his time alone. Next day tothe Corso with Schrodter. Crowds of people, and whitehalls flying in basketfuls. In the Delia Pace. Eaphael's Sibyls appeared betterand stronger this time; but I may have felt compunctionfor having thought so little of them before. Meet Mackin-tosh on the Corso on the last day of the Carnival. Theshowers of white peas thicker than ever I saw them. Go to the masquerade with-, in my cloak, fm- hat, and black mask: the theatre so crammed we can scarcely move. This is Ash-Wednesday. Go to S. M. in Trastevere,a curious old church, and a curious old rite going onâ€”theforeheads of the people being touched by the priest with acinderâ€”this cinder to be afterwards pulverised, I suppose,as a scape-goat. My landlady comes into my room andtalks of malinconico. This must be because I do not laughâ€”I know of no other symptom. How should she expectme to jest or talk with her? But a book in one's handgives an Italian woman a serious impression. This woman,indeed, has a boy who

uses books, but then he roars all thetime. To-day, the 15th. Blot out my frescoes, and burn mycartoon; then wait for Jones and the wright. Martz anda German painter calls. At the Academy in the eveningfor the last time. Next day the inspector calls to see thepictures to be sent off. He seemed to have come uponsomething different from what he expected. AfterwardsJeffrey calls, and praises it very freely. Then Harrison.Next Dr. Thomson, who studies it attentively. In the Campidoglio. Again struck, as at first, by thetwo statues of Hercules. The bronzed one is the most M



??? I uapmi^vMiiij, JunipBH 162 SIGNOR AGRICOLA. powerful embodyment of strength that exists. The pro-portion of its parts is to be carefully studied: small head, im-mense neck, biceps and deltoid growing into the bulk of theshoulder, the thighs widening above, the leg thick belowthe knee, the immense feet, are all the result of profoundknowledge. In front, the figure is majestic; in every viewit is powerful, Buonarotti's portrait here is a piece of finefinish. In this place I ought to write a character of Garo-falo, another of Domenichino, another of Guercino; threesecondary artists, whose works are here forced upon the eye,and held as chief ornaments of the gallery, which they cer-tainly are, the collection being poor. But I need not troublemyself. 20th or 21st. Get my pictures packed up. The oldwoman who lights my fire, seeing them going, expressedher grief that I was leaving: the poor body looked sorrow-fully about, the only one I suppose who may do so. I haveleft an order to insure my picture for Â?150 from Rome toLondon or Leith. ^ % % Go to Agricola's studio at St. Peter's. No admission,but in the top of the Palazzo Giustiniana, see some of hisworks in a studio there. Very careful, but not a

particle ofgenius in them; and he has a bad feeling, or rather nofeeling for colour. Two pictures going onâ€”Raffaello Paint-ing, and Tasso brought to the Monastery of Ofrioâ€”notworth anything. A portrait, in imitation of Raphael, andsome sketches, were all. He is more like the older paintersin his works than any other of the living Italian school.His drawings reminded me of Carlo Dolci's " poetry," theycertainly were the most beautifully finished things I everbeheld in chalk. Afterwards to Thorwaldsen's studio, wherethe Prophets and Christ are, and his St. John group. In



??? THORWALDSEN-OVERBECK-WAGNER. the models, all the prophets are very fine, and the Christparticularly so: his figure is larger than the others. Thisis changed for the worse in the marble, where it has comeapparently less in the process of copying. The marbles ofall these figures are inferior to the models: they seem cutby inferior workmen. Thorwaldsen is by no means pro-found as an artist; his study of the naked has been slight.A large figure of an astronomer here, is wiry in the drapery,large-headed, and, in the lower extremities, small. It islarge in size, but small in style: his horses are badly anato-mized. The fig-m-e of himself, in the triumph of Alexander,is strangely disproportioned in the size of the head. TheVenus at present finishing has certainly no modelling: howinferior to Canova: but he put the surface on the marblewith his own hand. The bust of Byron is a very commonproduction. However, it shews us Byi'on in a very differentlight from many of the very fanciful portraits that havebeen made of him. The face is good, but no more; themouth not at all a remarkable feature; the forehead, nose, andrest of face, all as they very likely were, but not as they aresaid to have been. The

Triumph of Alexander is freelymodelled. Talking to Dr. Thomson of Overbeek; he tells meOverbeek has entered the Papal church in Rome. I recol-lect seeing him, very devout, coming out of the Gesti. Thisis the act of a weak enthusiasm. There is something ofsadness, and much of weakness, in his expression, but thereis also seriousness, which ought to have prevented him doinganything foolish. Go to the studio of Wagner. There see a long frieze,the subject " A Descent of the Goths on Rome." He hasgiven variety to his work, by commencing with the election M 2 163



??? 164 CORNELIUS. of a king, the rejoicings, "war-dance, sacrifices, &c. Thework is altogether good, but displays little that is remark-ably original. It is possible to do such things mechanically.Then to the Vatican; this visit may be my last. 25th. Call on Thomson to go to Cornelius. Find theGerman at dinner, and do not disturb him. Go to Gibsonto take leave of him. fie has finished Hylas, perhaps themost finished group that has been produced by an Englishsculptor. It equals Canova in this respect. Now turn toCornelius. His great cartoon presents a design that nearlyany well-educated artist may learn to make ; but it is cer-tainly good. The idea of this Last Judgment is Gothic, andis after Buonarotti and Dante. Here are horned devils withhooks, and such trash, as we must call them at this day,while the angels are encircled by cherubs. The moresentimental portion is in the style of thinking of the earliermasters. In size it is to be very large. Cornelius is a little dark man of a firm sort of physiog-nomy, not at all ideal in expression, but of a good bias.He shewed me a print of Orpheus playing before Pluto,in a splendid style of design, very full and varied, and atthe same time severe a dash of wildness in it,

with classicstudy. It is one of many he has done. He is sm-ely abus-ing his ability, in imitating Buonarotti and the older men,as he is now doing in this his greatest work. % ^fr % * RETURN HOMEWARDS. j.'i I am now resolved for the most direct way throughFrance to Paris, by Lyons. Now I am done with RomeI and its climate, delightful at present. This is the air for a I vegetable rather than an intellectual life; it creates satis-



??? MODERN ITALIANS. 165 faction in idleness. The modern Romans have many thingsto master tliem : they are domineered over hy former great-nesses in politics, religion, science, and art. A slave to idealsuperiority is in the heaviest bondage. All attempt at therepetition of former greatness, by the institution of univer-sities, academies, rewards, &c., is putting a pair of bellows in-to the nose-hole of a skull, with the hope of making it breatheagain. Ancient exemplars fix themselves as the only good,while, in truth, there is no such thing existing as an only or2i, perfect; excellence being nothing more than following anidea further than it has otherwise been done. There isno absolutely best thing in art or elsewhere. The excel-lent may be found in as many ways as the eyes turn; butwhere an accomplished production, belonging to time andplace, is set up as a law and a god, there is an end of endeavour.The Italians do this; their glory is in the past, of whichthey Lake the merit. But I am done with them. They havestill wine and sunshine, but I leave them without regret. Talking with Macdonald of remaining in or of leavingRome. He said, that if I could stay, producing works as Ihad done, I certainly should

succeed, in a pecuniary waytoo. This is what I feel, and it is all I lose on leavingRome. Gibson talked of my having my pictm-e litho-graphed, as a mode of spreading my name, the want ofmoney being implied in ray not formally exhibiting it. Ido believe there never was a man who accomplished morethan I have done as unaided, and yet found himself so farfrom gaining the means of living. These means, necessi-ties, these alone, can now stagger me. I can meet criticism ;I know the value of this opinion and that opinion ; I canquestion myself on what I do, and pass on; but thesevampires may drag me to the grave. â€?iliiiiifrififltttlii



??? LEAVES ROME. 28tli February. My last day in Rome. Visit a gallerysupported by Torloniaâ€”a fly-trap. Evening, for the lasttime with Buonarotti's Moses. Phidias and Praxiteles arethe great sculptors ; so good night. FAREWELL TO ROME. Farewell to her who sits upon seven hillsâ€”To call her by no other or worse name ;The Apocalypse has told of all her ills,I, coming after, only wish the fameOf all her benes, for the which I came :And, going, I take leave of her in rhymeâ€”If it should be for aye, 'tis all the sameâ€”I am indifferent whether father TimeShall ever lead me back to this delightful clime. Some by their constitution form'd to think Wonders of most things, find their hopes are cheated, And often, with a misanthropic shrink. Turn round and curse their passion overheated ; While still their disappointment, many-feeted. Keeps up with them, and only parting gives Small recompense for mischiefs they have greeted; Till knowledge their anticipation shrives, And turns them out, to lead 'mong grass and weeds their lives. That I've been disappointed thus, or pleased.May to myself more clearly hence appear ;That I've been oft sore, satiated, and teazed,I know ; but that is different; more

severeQuestion I make than these brief feelings bearAn answer to. Meantime I hold my breath,While Time doth weave around, for me to wear,A robe that in its hidden meshes hathA power of living lifeâ€”a darker power than death. Then farewell, first, to first of bungled fabrics, The Turnkey's Dome ! next, farewell ring for slaughter..... Or what was soâ€”now magazine of bi'icksThe largest, and an echo for loud laughter ! 166 . li w



??? FAEEWELL. Next, ground to lay one's flesh and bones in, afterTheir use is past, farewell! and unto theeBy some call'd yellow, and I muddy, water.The same farewell I freely wish all yeHouses and dirty streets., call'd whatsoe'er ye be ! Ye temples ruin'd, or of present doing. Farewell! I look at all rehgions, past And present here, as much the sameâ€”their viewing Soon becomes irksomeâ€”one or two may last. To write their moral. Briefly then I cast My hat upon my headâ€”" Ye men of Rome," Farewell! and ye, fair donnas, kindly haste Your long adio^ else it will not come More strongly on my ear than would a grey fly's hum. I'm done with bothâ€”a forestiero moreThey find me notâ€”in peace with both I go.Whate'er I think, or thought a year beforeThis date, of you, 'twere little worth to know.Or difficult; there's much that's just so-soAbout youâ€”" ne respect ne admiration"â€”Although there is good style about the flowOf lines in the dark faces of the nation.But soulless 'tis, mere physical conformation. Farewell to mass-chaunts, rubric histories, andLong-waited benedictions, festas !â€”allLiving, because they did live ere Time's sandHad run these last five centuries : the callOf many voices in your

deaf ears brawlâ€”But deafiiess is your wisdomâ€”so be stillAs an old granite god, or move to fall.Sphynx found her riddle read, and so yours willEre long be read; your number'd cycles fill I Pictures and statues, great and small, farewell!It must be we thus partâ€”maybe for ever !But some with memory shall always dwell.Till ceases flowing the heart's rapid river ;Nor with the many is it pain to sever,â€” 167 ilifiiiiiii



??? I- FAREWELL. Happy 'tis so. Oh, Spirit of these few !Dweller in light, where the unworthy neverCan come to darken ! thou, the always true !Grant thou to light my path !â€”my only prayer to you. My studio, to thee farewell! thy walls Are again bare ; those months I've past with thee I've done my best to mark, if fruitless falls My effort: so, if Fate says it must be. Fate is the palliation; rests with me The present duty, and its pleasures, pains, Joyance or sadness, gloom or revelry. That plague the heart and agitate the brain, As comes or flees the goodâ€”the visionary gain. , 4 5 Farewell to other studios, British first; There may be one, or two, or three to see, Which art hath visited; but 'tis a cm-st Country they appertain to, in the free Aiding of those who stake their peace, to be The strugglers in the unrequited way: Shops of the trade in art, whereâ€”mystery ! Gold leads forth what's called " mind" to light of day. And reputation grows, as grows its gainer's pay. Critics (aU here are such) farewell! but no,Enough of thy pretensions otherwheresWe have. One hydra I now leave, to goWhere there exists another, spreading snares,Talking at second-hand, both corn and taresRooting up as he goes; the vulgar

eyesShut up all quietly the monster bears.In his Pandora-box, whence ever fliesA varied host abroad, and each its story cries. Old picture copiers, and old picture makers,I go where both your trades are little known ;Spectacled friends of Titian, Claude, and rakersOf lumber rooms and halls, where dust hath sownA soil o'er nameless pictures, by you grown 168 'iv



??? FAREWELL. 169 Into the labours of the greatest names, They come forth patch'd and varnish'd, and are shewn Authenticated, by well-managed claims, And pass'd from prince to count, as best the story frames. I part with both, and ara well pleased to part:A sufferer one I've found, and seen him toilIn galleries, working for life's lowest martAmong the highest things, in ceaseless moil.The other, a low trickery, a coilFor foolish judges in their self-esteem.Who spreads his nets upon a fruitful soilOf knavery, and smoothly drive the teamOf simple souls, that ne'er of being driven dream. And last, farewell, thou band of artist-brothersâ€”Fathers, men-midwives ; you may call them eitherâ€”Creators they of thoughts, or thoughts of othersHelping to live. Ah, perhaps Spirit-breatherSome one prefers being call'd, as through the ether0' the Scalinata he may deftly soar.Riding his Pegasus, till the mighty netherWorld of common-sense is lost i' the roarOf plaudits only heard voting life all a bore. But I forget the Greco and Bon Gout,AVith their best samples of the best of deeds,AVhere throng the smoking, coffee-drinlcing ci-ewOf various nations, but the artist breedsMost numerousâ€”a slough wherein the

seedsOf idleness may ripen ; but where knowing Critics of tazzas, mezzo-caldos, T-ds, Plentiful are, or seen, indeed, just growing,As they are elbow'd round its ample tables flowing. But I must end. In short, farewell to allThat I have met! Noav I look round and view,From where I stand, the glorious Capitol:It answers more than words, and I renewMy ancient sympathies and hopes, though few



??? 170 FLORENCE AGAIN. ^ Realities have equall'd them, -they come I Back on me fair, but not like those I knew, jj Beckoning me on, before I left the home i To which I now return, rejoicing I know Rome. V The companions of my jom-ney are an American, a Stras- bourg Frenchman, two Swiss, and an Italian dancer. Ofscenes to recollect, the most notable is the appearance of thecountry from the top of the hills between Florence and theJ immediate south. It was like a rugged sea of lava ; and 1 the sun gleamed on some parts of the distanceâ€”an immense "I pile of mountains, their rocky mass here and there covered 7 by clouds. L On the 5th of March breakfast at the Caf?Š Colonna, in Florence, and sally forth to S. Lorenzo. Next visit theBaptistery, with its strange Christ, whose thumb is on thewrong side of the hand, and the glorious bronze door of Ghi-berti. Again in this cathedral, looking at Vasari's dome,I, and then to S. Spirito and St. Croce, and from thence to the church, where is Sarto's Madonna, and his Life orDeath (I don't know which) of a Saint, in the piazza. Of all that I have seen to-day, my impression has beenmore favourable than Avhen I passed through Florence before.Then I

was looking forward, expecting immensities in Eome,now I find much here superior to what is in Rome. TheFlorentine mannerists are, after all, better than the Roman;but all here is nearly of the Florentine school alone. TheDavid, by Buonarotti, in the piazza, is a very fine work instyle. Baccio Bandinelli is very heavy. The Medici Chapelis a powerful triumph of Buonarotti. The heaving of mindk apparent in his works is too oppressive for many. Some ofI these statues, Morning, for example, never could have beenI finished. The marble of that figure is too much hewn awayin different places. Called on Mrs. C--â€”, Avho was sur-



??? OLD MASTERS. 171 prised at my appearance: so much for my year's toil andillnessâ€”for I cannot say I have had perfect health at anytime in Rome. In the morning, fix with a vetturino for Genoa to-mor-row early. Then go to the Ducal, and again see the Venusof Titian, the Medici, and, for the last time, the Niobe andFamily. From thence to the Pitti, where I remain till itcloses. Visit S. Maria Novella, and again see the sheets ofpainting, by Ghirlandaio, in the choir; each side being atleast half the size of Buonarotti's Last Judgment. Thelabours of the early Florentines are immense. Orcagna ap-pears here also, and a Virgin and Child by Giotto. Thesize of the Florentine churches, as well as their pictures, isgreater than those of Rome. Visit also the Carmine, whereare the works of Masaccio, fi'om which Raphael borrowed.I have often supposed that the old masters, like our earlydramatic writers, merely did their works as those of a notabletrade, and were satisfied if they pleased the parties concernedabout them. Genoaâ€”after a journey of four days and a-half fromFlorence. [Here a visitation of all the churches, and a find-ing of much that is good; but nothing necessary for ournarrative to extract.] In

the evening called at the steam-boat office. My last sunset in Italyâ€”ah, Italia ! % % Â? 4!f Paris. Arrive here after a fatiguing journey, by dili-gence, from Marseilles, passing through Lyons, which is animitation of Paris on a small scale. Marseilles, where Iparted from Rothwell, was a change from Italy; the sober-ness of the Italians contrasting with the vivacity of theFrench: and now in Paris, I find the fritter about the publictaste very marked. Go to the Louvre : all covered up, andthe Modern Exhibition instead. I thus see what the French



??? 172 FRENCH AND ENGLISH. are doing, somewhat against my will, but possibly with someadvantage. There would have been little new in the oldpictures; here all is so; affording some good advice, withmuch babbling; some cautioning, and some stimulation.' i: The French are rich in artists, although no one can paint a portrait; and their sculptors have a low preference in senti-ment. Here is one really fine picture, the Execution ofLady Jane Grey, and Bruloff's Last Day of Pompeii, whichI suppose must be considered the chief work. It appearssmall in this immense gallery; it is fresh-looking as a newshilling, and does not strike as sublime. Go to the Luxembourg. The only work of consequenceadded here, is Vernet's Raphael and Buonarotti in the Va-ticanâ€”a very excellent picture. The constant activity ofthe French is their prime characteristic; by constant motion1 they are notable among the nations. Beset by little notions, they yet do great things. Visit the Egyptian Gallery in the Louvre. The worksof modern art here, on the roofs and walls, are stupendous,shewing a very different anionnt of encouragement given toFrench art, compared to the Englishâ€”British I need notsay. Meet Americans here

also. America is to become theworld-nation; talent is to be its rank; at least they havelittle conventional rank, and they must have distinction. A The taste that appears to be saleable here is perfectlytrashy. Lithographs are its greatest efforts; small engrav-ings next. Among the designers for these, it is curious toremark imitators of the English: one imitates Westall,another Smirke, and a third Corbould: this is also the casewith the engravers. But there are of both French enough !Observe three English prints of the old school. I could notbelieve they were so flimsy. In recollection I thought themfine; but I have of late been conversing with stern, strong, . jtoi Wf . ......



??? ART OF THE DAY. 173 and correct men. Their drawing is wretched: I hope I shallbe able to avoid falling into any thing weak or untrue. Thepictures from which these have been engraved, have beenproduced as slightly as the first sketches of Kaphael orBartolomeo, and enlarged without study or correction. ThisTelemachus of Westall is like chinaware, or the lid of alady's work-box. It has the elements of good in it, but notruth or study. And this Satan and Uriel, by Stothard,gives us a boy-Satan: sad stuff. French prints are likelemonadeâ€”this is milk and water. Before leaving Paris, go to the Louvre again, and thinkbetter of some of the works. Bruloff is at all events a supe-rior man. But a really fine work is tlie Old Warrior Fatherwith his Dead Son, by De la Croix. This is truly excel-lent, very good in execution, and real in expression: morecannot be said. The tone of the picture of Lady Jane Grey,from dark to light, is very fine ; it and St. George overcome all tbe other works. Â? % -t- London, 29th March 1834. Set my foot again on Eng-lish ground, almost in a storm, which caused us to go toRamsgate instead of Dover, the steamer being unable tomake the harbour of the latter place. Now I am back to

the elephant among cities. The streetsI used to think narrow, are now broad, and their lengthendless; but the mechanical misery, the black, pale faces,the misery of artizans and their dependents, is to be foundnowhere else: it is the most hopeless and loathsome of all.I find my notions regarding political powers being vested inthe hands of the lower classes, have considerably changed:experience, and seeing their varieties, and a higher idea ofthe objects to be upheld, no doubt have made the change. I had lately lost all reckoning of the days, but this Sun- "iiiw","



??? 1 74 BARRY-REYNOLDS. day brings me back again. How different here from whatI have been used to. No exhibitions; no post open; can-not even call on people; can gain scarcely any intelligenceabout the vessels to Leith. I must wait till Thursday, andtake a sailing vessel for economy. Next day I go to theAdelphi to see Barry's pictures. Grood invention, oftengreat in style, particularly in his etchings, but of poor exe-cution, the jflesh very bad, the details unscientific wherethere is any attempt at such, but in general there is none.In the drawing, merely the most obvious features of theform are collected from the antique, no acquaintance withanatomy. The pictures are thin washes of oil colour over ahard dry canvass. Next to the National Gallery. Find Titian, Piombo,and Hogarth as good as ever; Reynolds false. The faceof his General Elliot is bricky; his Holy Family excusesdeficiency by an affected freedom, and affected it is, andignorant, in the drawing of the infant Christ and child St.John for instance. The verraillion edging to the feet is notcolour. w Next to the British Institution. Find the colouring ofEnglish pictures of the day white and vermillion, flimsy,raw, unnatural, arid sketchy. Collins' " Boys Bird-

catching"is very true. I feel afraid to look at such a collection asthis; its impression is new to me, and the whole seemsdone to please a.popular eye. Call upon Burnet, find himengraving his own Greenwich Pensioners; and on Epps,and find him writing against the Church ; see some maga-zines, but scarcely feel interest enough in them to readthem. Call upon Wilkie, and wait in his narrow passagetill the servant goes up to him ; he comes down, a most un-inspired-looking personage, a man cut out of red cheese, andinvites me up to his little painting room. Found a picture -r----"i I'lTf-i



??? WILKIE. 175 of a child dragging prettily an elder girl, a kind of remem-brance of Lawrence, or somebody else I have seen, and aportrait of the Queen. In another room there is a secondpicture of the Queen, and one of the Duke of Wellington ;very poor the Duke is, painted in wide badly drawntrowsers ; also a picture of " Not at Home," and one fromSpanish storyâ€”this a good composition; that rich and deepin colour. This visit has failed to realise my idea of Wil-kie, both in appearance and in his works. He said little,and I also. I parted from him, impressed with no regretthat I had known so little of him ; indeed, I was mortified tofind him and his pictures no better than they are, and thatI had taken so much trouble to accomplish a meeting withhim. Thm-sday. On board of the Leith smack, the last partof my journey home. Now I return to what I once so gladlyleft; but I hope that I return with that increased experiencethat will enable me to meet it whatever it is. All along Ihave complained of the Italians as apt to take advantage ofstrangers. "V\Tiat can they do, after all, in their small debasedcoin, compared to these cormorant porters, waiters, and cab-men? We feel inclined to pay the Italians in the poorest

way,and yet to live here is impossible under less than double thecharges. These Leith smacks seem now utterly unfrequentedâ€”no cabin passengers but myselfâ€”and there is good reason.Here we are, loitering on the sea, nothing to do but sit inthe sunâ€”a weak sunâ€”^brooding and sad. Travelling wearsdown both body and mind: I am determined, in future, if Icannot do it in the easiest and most agreeable way, I shallnot at all. After a week at sea, landed at Leith. Funds quite ex-hausted. Find all at home much the same as when I leftthem.



??? HOME. 176 Here I close this well-filled hook for everâ€”-unless I openit for reference, the pui-pose for which I have written it, iftime, inclination, or length of life, enable me to look backand reconsider ray residence in Rome. End of April 1834. f 1 EfiB



??? PART III. LETTER VI. THE RESIDENCE IN ROME. LETTER VII. SOME SUCCESS FOUND AT LAST. LETTER Vin. CHANGES. LETTER IX. WRITINGS ON ART. LETTER X. DETACHED THOUGHTS AND SPECULATIONS.



??? m<



??? LETTER VI. the residence in rome. No change, no pause, no hope; yet I endure.I ask the Earth have not the mountsiins felt ?I ask you Heaven, the all beholding sun,Has it not seen ? The Sea, in storm or calm,Heaven's ever changing shadow spread belovi'.Have its deaf waves not heard my agony fAll me 1 alas 1 pain, pain ever, for ever. Fromel/ieus Unbound. While writing these pages I see every morning from mywindow a little boy going to school, with his " shiningmorning face," and his book in his hand. He is nowtrusted to go alone ; in his new freedom he is almost a man;he looks at all the houses, as if they were foreign palaces ;now he goes over the stile, and thinks how high he is ; andnow he leaves the footpath, and runs up and down all thesmall knolls, counting them, and fancying he has done greatthings. See, he turns altogether away from the road, on adaring erratic excursion, fancies he has found a diamond,but it is only a piece of glass. Is there any state in after lifeanswering to this in childhood ? To the most of men thereis not, and least to those who are endowed by nature withthose penetrative and apprehensive qualities we call genius.He pursues knowledge and gains it, but behold it

is notnew to him, it is but the outward accomplishment of whatAvas within him of old, gi-ander and vaster in its spiritual N 2



??? 180 AMOUNT OF WOKK. than in its formalised appearance. He brings things downto himself; he does not ascend to them. For " the cha-racter of the true scholar is founded upon that which alreadyexists within him in his own being, independent of allmanifestation, and before all manifestation ; and it is neces-sarily produced, and unchangeably determined, by thisinward nature. Hence, if we are to describe his duty, wemust first unfold his nature."* Insatiable indeed he is, drawing every good thing withinthe sphere of his experience, but still he remains the same.His ideas in relation to the great works of the past are ex-panded, rectified, or displaced, but the central idea of hisown work in life remains the same. We see this to havebeen the case with David Scott. Was he altered, was hemuch benefited by going to Italy ? The Journal which fills the preceding sheets is about thethird part of the original document. There is, moreover,another series of memoranda, nearly as long, relating exclu-sively to the works of art he visited: this series may be givenin an Appendix to our volume. Of other writings, there areseveral fragmentsâ€”tales, and critical papers. During thatshort

residence in Rome, he made a set of eleven sheets ofAnatomical Drawings, forming one of the most perfect art-istical surveys of superficial anatomy ever made, with 137Studies from Life, in oils or chalk; and in painting hedid four small pictures of the Four Periods of the Day;a copy of the Delphic Sibyl, from the Sistine, with a num-ber of studies fi-om the Last Judgment; several exercises infresco ; painted " Sappho and Anacreon," a picture with life-size figures; and two or three smaller, but well-finishedpictures; and, last and greatest, the picture of " FamilyDiscord," or, as it was afterwards called, " The Household â€? Fichte.



??? SINCERITY AND ANXIETY. 181 Gods Destroyed." The size of this last was nearly thirteenteet by ten and a half. This amount of work, if we con-sider the time lost, in a new scene and among new habits,and add the designs, sketch-books, and other little matterswhich he accomplished, shews us a Hercules in perseveranceand impulse. Now and then a little restâ€”for we cannotconsider the examination of works of art in galleries andchurches as restâ€”Sundays came round, when the palette islaid aside, and a few weeks about Naples, regretted fortheir idleness, and again to the work. Indeed, it may be ques-tioned whether he was a single entire day out of the studiowhile living in Rome; had any one advised him to relax, hewould have answered, in feeling if not in wordsâ€”" Rest,have we not all eternity to rest in?" He certainly did" Avork while it is day," in spite of ill health, and anxiety,his close and constant friend, as he calls it in his Journal. And why this anxiety ? may be asked again, and easilyenough answered. He had vowed to dedicate himself onlyto what he felt to be worthyâ€”indeed could do nothingelse had he wished; at the same time, his judgment toldhim

that both the subject and style of his art were alien tothe popular mindâ€”that there was indeed no field for it.Every earnest and sincere man finds the circle of his en-deavour narrowed in a worldly point of view ; he lives likethe Christian, avoiding much ; working out his salvationwith fear and trembling ; studying to satisfy himself as muchas to satisfy others; and, it may be for years, doing nothingthat finds an answer in society. To live in this way, theartist finds more difficulty than any other intellectuallabourer. In the first place, his art, in a superficial pointof view, addressed as it is to the sense of sight, appears todeal in a direct and exclusive manner with imitation, andtherefore all people fancy they can judge of it, placing the



??? DIFFICULTIES IN THE WAY. still-life and the animal painter in the same category withhim who aspires to epic and scriptm-al sentiment, and thusthe object of the latter class is not only overlooked, it is de-graded. In England and in Scotland, where the respectiveclim-ches ignore art, there is no counteracting authority, thisfalse criterion is maintained uncensured, and ramifies itselfinto minor falsities of all sortsâ€”falsities regarding the pro-per subjects for pictures, that they should be always pleasingand easyâ€”falsities regarding execution, that it shouldstrictly imitate the natural surfaces of things, and so on.And, secondly, the artist finds it more difficult to pursue hisideal than the literary inventor, because his audience is in-finitely more limited. In the times of the great Italianpainters, it was all art and no literature; now, it is allliteratmre and no art. In Edinburgh, for instance, the num-ber of individuals interested in art, possessing the power toassist it, is a mere handful. Again, and perhaps this thirdcause of his dijEficulty is the sturdiest of all in practice, hemust fall short of his aim, unless he be possessed of meansalmost amounting to independence. Now that his Journal is laid

open for the first time toother eyes than his own, and we see the self-questioningand the struggle going on, we can understand better thegreatness of his endeavour. He educates himself in allways, arms himself with diligence and determination, takeshimself to task as to motives and powers, and retm'ns to hisfirst love. His was not a blind enthusiasm, but an inbornstrength, supported by philosophy. He could detect thecauses of failure, and the weaknesses as well as the goodqualities of modem men and schools, as well as analyse theworks of the elder, and it was not likely he would be blindto the chances against himself. Yet, nevertheless, he heldfast what he felt to be good ; sacrificcd everything to it; 182 Ii'ltfitr"^'^-^ "" lilBimt lltitll



??? DISAPPOINTMENTS. 183 and, the tmth must be told, becoming more and more ab-sorbed in his pursuit, and identified with his idea of highart, he eschewed every other pursuit as distraction, and re-pudiated every other field of exertion. He was never saidto have h&Qia. facie rusticana, yet we see him avoiding com-pany ; and, much as he enjoyed humour, we find him scout-ing it as an inroad on his study. It may be questioned whether he had a right to com-plain of the want of success of his early efforts in Edinburgh;but disappointments still pm-sued him. The person for whomthese fom' small pictures were painted, failed to remuneratehim as he expected, and the plan propounded by Mr. AndrewWilson to the Board of Trastees for the decoration of theirgallery, by copies from the Sistine, was rejected. Had heremained in Eome? yes, but there was much involved.The reader will recollect what he has said in the Jom-nalabout Eunciman returning to this dear but unendowed" corner of the world "â€”Scotland, our nursing mother ; andhis letters at that time, and after his arrival at home, shewthat he retm-ned with fear and regret. As it was, his pro-tracted stay there, and his

choice of a subject for a greatpictm-e, were not so clearly justified as the tenor of his afterlife has made them. From these letters it may not be necessary to quote, andyet they display traits of character invaluable, as, for instance,the following about the pigeon, mentioned in his Joumal: â€” " I am very glad, my uncle George, that you are going,as usual, to the shooting, in good spirits. I was remindedof you the other day, and the high window at St. Leonard'scame before me, with some of us at your back holding thebag of com for the birds. I had a pigeon to paint fromâ€”and an Italian pigeon is little different from a Scotch one.My servant proposed that I should keep it in one of the alto mm wm



??? 184 EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS. rooms which I inhabited; but I told him, ' 77 tempo epas-satopar me fare quello''â€”i\\Q time is past for that with me.Then seeing I would not keep it, he wished to cut its headoff and make soup of it, saying, that letting it fly away waspeccato. When done with it, however, I took it up stairs toa high window, and, on the way, met my long neighbourthe American, who, possibly, having old associations too,would come with me to see its flight. The old and thenew world giving libertyâ€”to a pigeon," h.- H: 'k" My Dear Motherâ€”Pleased I am to have your fewlines in last letter. Deaths and marriages are always a partof your news. Curious it would be to say an old shoewalked about for so many years, and then was laid in acorner. So you have hung up my again and again returnedpicture of Sarpedon, and look upon it thinking of me. It isvery dark on the wall, in twilight gloomy. But the sunoften shines on it too, and its forms and meaning are sure.Most who have looked on it have been cold and indifferent,but your eye, I know, will brighten when a gleam strikesover it and over me. I now know Home so as to enjoy andadmire much, and try to be

disturbed by few things, I feelthat I should like to make myself a lloman by remainingfor a time, in spite of untowardnesses, ill-health, the attemptto shoot me, loss of time, and purposes broken in upon.Under such opposition, equanimity must give way; and Iam afraid my last letter, most of it written under ill-health,may have given you pain, I now look back, v/hat did Iexpect ? It takes time to know strange things, that is all:we move in circles which time tracks for us. Your notions about the -'s living as they used to do, altogether, instead of getting man-ied as they now have done, amusesme. They might still sit round their mother's table withtheir chins on its edge, were they not rather tall, and their



??? 185 EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS. chins rather black. ' Mother, John has got a piece of sugar,and I'll have one too.' But I need not say this to you somuch as to my father. I told you I had an old man for aservant. I soon tired of him, although he had a Highlandbonnet on his head, which he said a Dutchman had givenhim. He could never wait for me at night, but must to bedafter Ave Maria, and took too long to get across my widestudio. Now I have an old woman, who takes her sleep,and wakes again to kindle my evening fire: my presentstudy requires no effort to cross. I get matters comfortablymanaged thus ; but last month I did as most do in Eomeâ€”scramble up a dark stair, grope for the key-hole, enter oneroom, grope again, and enter another, strike a light, impre-cating flint and steel, light my fire, and boil water for myteaâ€”for I have got tea-at-home accomjjlished. Barry con-tracted these habits so strongly, he kept them after his retm-n." (To his brother.) " I am always the better for seeingyour little upright writing. It contains a great deal. I in-tended to have written you before this some fragments ofwhat I had seen and thought, but have been driven out ofthat as well

as out of other intentions. A chorus of attend-ing devils, whether imaginary or real, in the form of this orthat mischief, make alternately such a thrumming and yelling,that physical as well as moral strength is required to raiseone's-self above them. After hunting about for places andstudios, asking one and another unintelligiblyâ€”the wolf andthe bearâ€”stupified and reduced to the humble pitch of abeggar by their indifference and my earnestness, little is feltat night but fever and fret. If I ever speak with dislike ofEome, it is of it as it now lives : no newspapers tossing andwhirling everything about; no booksâ€”no library supply ofintellectual variety;â€”the change is dreadful. The veryplacards are ' Life in Death.' All this, at a distance, may Iitfi^iti



??? 186 EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS. appear soothing and quiet, but as I have met it, it appearsdecay and corruption. I saw a woman the other day witha wax nose on her face. Rome is that woman! I hold thatevery poet or painter must do the most fundamental part ofhis work under various influences, and while he has neitherpen nor pencil in his hand. I have a very laborious theoryof the origin of the ideal in Greek sculpture to advance.With books and the evenings at home, I hope to be able todo something, but at present I have no opportunity ofreference. What astonishing beings would we be couldwe eflect all that we wish, or perhaps the will is not sincerethat does not effect its desire." (To his father.) " Yom- letter of the 25th May was pre-sented to me just as I had spread the paper on the floor of mystudio for the cartoon of my large picture of Discord. Discordis ever with me. I read the letter with sorrow and anxiety.Yom- confinement to the house and to bedâ€”the advices, andtheir reference to the futureâ€”sunk upon me. I looked overthe great sheet of paper; I pondered and resolved; re-resolved,yet still irresolute ; asked myself, Wliat is my intention indoing this ? To

exhibit a pictm-c in Rome ? No ; milessI am to remain I need not care for that, and I now knowthe small amount of respect anything of the kind receiveshere. Is there, then, a wish to remain ? At times I wishfor the strife, and feel the power for it; but again the worth-lessness of the prize destroys the wishâ€”nothing generatesenthusiasm and exhilarating thoughts. I cannot go outconstantly to be excited in galleries and museums. I wouldbecome in Rome a mere operator. I have no wish to makeit a residence. Wliat, then, is my motive ? I have comehere, learnt somewhat, seen much; attended to the gravevarious hopes and anticipations, not without-seeing othersrising in the obscure before me. What then ? I would re- mm



??? THEIR GENERAL TONE. 187 turn with my time in my hands. Return to what ? Here,whatever is the current value of ability, there are manygood judges of all works of art. Rome is still the place forfameâ€”that word has an empty soundâ€”ambition. The ac-cm-sed means stand ever in my way. I certainly must paintthis subject as I proposed. You do not see my intentions.May not a picture instruct in the good, or terrify from evil ?By this abstract representation of the writhing agony flam-ing fi'om the mind over the body of a family of Discord,touch tragically the heart?" These are among the milder passages from his letters.Generally they are bitter or sadâ€”often painfully obscure, orrising in rebellion with society, and its necessities and con-ventions ; with Natm-e and its lawsâ€”even with his ownsoul, and the divine voice. Wliy can we not do all we in-tend, be all we wish, shine upon the forehead of the world,and yet find the world om- equal ? Why are not men allgads, and women angels miapproachable, yet round us withenfolding arms and wings of love ? Why can we not speakwith the dead, in body as in intellect; and why not do allthings, see all things, and be in many

places at once, en-joying, and labouring, communing with other minds, yetspeculating alone. The spirit of man thirsts after the infi-nite, and cries to heaven and earth, give ! give ! A living artist has said in a short autobiography, it isgood to have no more thoughts than we can express. It isindeed good for his peace, which may be then steadyenough ; and it is good for his pocket, for his productionswill be as good as they can be. But, be he thinker or actor,there is little hope for him~he will never be either prophet,priest, or king. The larger the nature, the further we seebeyond us. The great man in his youth sees many endsand truths before he has the power to compass them, or -............- - ..............^^ .............



??? 188 INSATIABLE DESIRES. understands how thej are related to him. The sensitiveman is humbled by the distant vision, and he questionswhether the God's-gift be not a weaknessâ€”an inferiorityother men have surmountedâ€”for they have no hesitation,no spiritual disquiet, no strife with impediments, but arethe slaves and the masters of every day. When all theother classes of men had scrambled for and divided theworld between them, the loitering poet found no share leftfor him, and Jupiter, answering his prayer, gave him aheritage in Elysium. So says the fable, and it is a trueone. He looks upon nature in its smallest and in its vastestaspects and meanings, and into himself with joy and awe,finding art higher than nature, as it is indeed nature ani-mated by the breath of life, attuned not only to the wantsof the body, but to those of the soul. He can say to tlielyre or the canvass,â€” " Tu das epulis accumbere divum." The feasts of the Gods are indeed his feasts; he is above allother, yet below them, for he may die as a dog. And hereis the cause of infinite despair, often of selfishness in worldlythings, if the poetic be also an ambitious man. He sees no reason why all the good he

hopes for shouldnot be realized, nor why all his wants should not be con-ceded to him; as if all other menâ€”whom, neverthless, hewould have to be great as himself, fit companionsâ€”shouldstand by the way, or willingly assist. Instead of this, everyday, every hour, gives him a denial: the commonest officesof life are paramount to the whole world of intellect. Such isthe fiat of God in natm-e. Acknowledge this, submit to it:hmnility and labom- will put the sceptre in the hand, riseagainst it, and the iron rod falls incessantly on the laceratedhead. imi 1 'iiiir niMnilitaiMMitlflrfiir i. iiiil



??? ANTAGONISM OF LIFE. 189 During a great part of liis life, David Scott did not sub-mit nor acknowledge this practically. He lived like St.Anthony in his anchorage, whose book was darkened beforehim by black hands, the skull transformed into derision,and the words of his prayer (Oh, fearful image!) changedto his ear into blasphemy and allegiance to the Devilâ€”every stone and rock round him becoming animated withinimical life, distracting and destroying his peace and hope,foul things swimming in his water, and his loaf turned topoison. The history of our country of late years is a history ofits finances ; and the history of every Englishman is, in itscircumstantial point of view, a battle with fortune. Per-haps the most interesting aspect of life is now to be seen bythe infernal light of this struggle. But it is the fashion towaive this matter altogether in contemporary biography asin life, that the stage purse may be gallantly tossed aboutin imagination. We will not depart from this reservationhere or in future in these pages ; indeed there is nothing tomake a romance of the " Pursuit of Knowledge under Diffi-culties " in the career of our artist. David Scott went abroadfor one year, and

remained nearly two, painting, as we haveseen, a colossal pictm-e. During nearly the half of this time,his father was confined to bed, his brother Robert had justi-eturned unsuccessful from Demerara, and his youngestbrother has yet a lively remembrance of the requirementsof that time. Yet still the letters fi'om Italy brought, aswe have said, objurgations manifold, and presented the pic-tiu-e of a mind apart and injured. Nor was this younger brother -without a glimpse into thetruth as concerning David Scott's mind at that time, norwithout endeavour to assist him in that respect, althoughit will be seen fi-om the following extracts from letters



??? 190 a brother's advice. of the time, in a way peculiar to a very young logician,whose character since then has rather taken an apatheticcast:â€” " It was really painful to me to read your last letterâ€”none of the others can understand your mode of speaking.I cannot help thinking you have no reason to consider yom-self so martyred. You say, " The means stand ever in theway." No doubt they do, and in the way of every oneelse. But the greater man shews his superiority by creat-ing the meansâ€”using them is what many can do. WhenNapoleon was a lieutenant, he might have said, ' If I werean emperor, how I could manage the world!â€”But themeansâ€”^the means ?' He did not revile the world, or, if hedid, hid his enmity, and went step by step to create themeans. It is yom* grasping at and expecting to seize whatno one ever did in a few yearsâ€”(the chances of which youshould have calculated more reasonably)â€”that makes youmiserable by failure. You must conquer this impatience.I, for my part, would say, put ambition under your foot;but if you will not understand what I mean by that, layyour account with the difficulties. I met a remark in abook by Dr. Chalmers, the other day,

which I shall tran-scribe for you : it is thisâ€”' A man at twenty-five is muchmore anxious about his future life, and the objects of hisliving, than he is at forty-five.' Can you draw any couragefrom that ? Again, it appears to me, your feelings nourisha falsity, and that self-esteem has a truer basis in the fact ofthe accomplishment of what is good, than in the praise orencouragement of others in reply. Yom- pictures are tooabstract from living interests: reason on this as the causeof yom- failm-es in disposing of pictures, and either lay youraccount with such failure, or meet the world on the widefield between your present works and the every day class of



??? A BROTHERS ADVICE. 191 things. What you say of the subject of your picture, maybe true; the fitting embodyment of evil has almost the sameend as that of good, as regards moral impression, and, whatis as much to the purpose, it affords stronger poetic materials,apart from the morally effective view of the matter. Allsuccess to you: may you strike a knell that all may hear,wherever it summon them. * * Â? Â? J imagine M.Angelo did no more than they of the nineteenth centmy inthis respect; that lie worked at what was current in thatday, and had he lived in our time, he would have donequite other work. The rush would have been, however,as deep, although the current flowed over a different channel.Let me remind you too of your habit of thinking over andfeeling everything. You do not even take your hat fromthe wall, and place it on your head, with ease and careless-ness. Yom- mind is ever awake to pride or degradation, orsome other notion, and takes every opportunity to augmentits store of pains. You talk of knowledge of the worldâ€”isit not practicalâ€”and a matter of appearances ? not those ofmoroseness and haught, but of care. ^ ^ ^ ^ Thereis a wide difference between a

man to himself, and a man toothers. Indeed, the world is not to be expected to appre-hend a man's idea, however well-founded, of himself, or togive him credit for it. When one has learned this, what ishe to do ? is he to expect the world will treat him differentlyfi'om others ? or is he to hope to reconstitute the mind ofsociety for his own advantage? You remark upon certainentertainments, as if you were commenting on a serious pageof the world's destinyâ€”they were only amusement. I writethis homily, trying to say the best I can for yom- use, butconscious it will not raise me in your favour. I, for mypart, with what little experience I have had, strive only tobe contented: whatever intellectual work I may do, will be



??? 192 EXCEPTIONAL CHARACTEES. for its own sake; received or rejected by others, it will remainthe same to me." Not bad this, some will say, being very like what iscalled common sense. But, in truth, it was not good formuch, and the advice to David Scott to modify his style insubject and treatment, was an advice he of all men couldnot take. The whole current of his life, from the impulsesof earliest youth, flowed in one direction, that of tragic ex-pression and poetic symbolism. All his newly acquiredacquaintance with the elder art too, tended to confirm him inthe justice of his views in regard to the pursuit and embody-ment of those qualities in art. His idiosyncrasy was ap-parent, even in person and manners : it tinged every thought.Some minds are capable of many exertions and methods,others of one only. Some minds, the most catholic, it maybe, seem to be the medii through which Nature speaks ; theyare only the instruments, more or less formative, or more orless variable, whereby clear thoughts and truths, similitudesof moral or of physical beauty, are expressed, by the spiritworking through them. Shakspere has been instanced asthe type of this classâ€”Raphael also may be

pointed out asan example, in its highest development, in art. This char-acter of mind may be the most valuable, as it is the widest:it possesses powers in harmony with the entire frame of theworld. It is above teaching: it endeavours to enforce no-thing, but only reproduces what isj as existing in a givenpoint of contact, or in a constantly varying aspect. Its ten-dency is not towards one style of artâ€”one phase of mind ornature more than another; it embraces all. Raphael is ahigher example than Shakspere, for this reason only, thatthe sphere of his operation was accidentally nobler: theChristian mythology and the sacred histoiy of Redemp-tion, include higher humanities than the secular drama of



??? THE SCIENTIFIC THINKER-THE SEER. 193 England could possibly touch. Thus, Shakspere, the uni-versal, is remarked as having never drawn a truly good manâ€”like Chaucer's poor parson, for instanceâ€”while Raphaelreached nearer to the expression of the character of Christ,than, it may be, any other man has done in art or poetry.Each of them filled their spheres, and, we might almost say,might have filled any sphere. The works of both, however,require to be sifted and selected from : they are in this like theworks of our common mother herself, no two specimens beingequally perfect, as if they had resulted from chance, a pro-found, sublime, God-permitted chance. Raphael is, how-ever, very clear in his adhesion to rules in art, and is theleast variable in his excellence. Opposed to these is thepowerfully conscious and reflective order of thinkers. Withthem the poetic mind is the potter, and natm'C but the clay.Exploring the roots of life in religion, metaphysics, andscience, they come out into the world of action as directorsand instructors ; and in taking upon them the office of theartist, they transcend knowledge by imagination, and subju-gate the universe to their imperial sway.

They can do oneparticular thing better than any other, and to fulfil and dothis is necessary to them. Indeed the entire modern productive mind may be dividedinto these two orders of men; the masses being of the Ra-phael, and the leaders and innovators of the Michaelangeloorder. Every caposcuola, every first man in any path, eveiyman who becomes inspired by the perception of an idea, isof the latter class; and many besides, who, for want of poweror judgment, lose themselves in sectarianism, peculiarity,and madness. There is no perfection in them: they are everworking towards perfection, but, except by sign and symbol,they never attain to it. They are often made kings, andare oftener burned at the stake, but without them, in both



??? 194 AN ADVICE. extremities, the world is in danger of moral death. To thisclass, then, belonged David Scott: he could not turn norchange, yet he entered critically and logically into otherspheres of exertion; but had he even been willing to modifyhis efforts in art, he could not have done so with any goodpractical result. To advise him to do so was but to ask himto fail. Here is another extract from these fraternal epistles :â€” " Dear Davidâ€”I now take up the letter, which is a rarepiece of mosaic, in my estimation, who have never seen St.Mark's. [This letter was written on a large sheet, eachmember of the family conti'ibuting to fill it.] Seeing thehot ploughshares spread for you on the other side of thepaper, because of the classic and tragic subjects you havechosen for your pictures, I will now give you my opinion.You know your own powers best. Looking over a portfolioof your designs the other day, this truth struck me. In thenext place, regarding the application of those powers, whichis something different from the possession of them, what-ever is permanently good, and aiding to a just developmentof the nature of man, human and divine, that give yourselfto. The human heart is, indeed,

strong every way, butthere is more power for good than ill: there are more handsstretched out in amity than in wrath, and the image of moralbeauty is more incentive to excellence, than that of sin isrepulsive; and as to working for our own age, and for thesphere we move in, is it not necessary for our own health ?You seem absorbed by the qualities of Titian, and Raphael,and Caravaggio, several and distinct as they are, and incap-able of amalgamation. Om* own age is the only one for us;it is the last and best: the product of any former does notanswer the wants of this. Every great work has been char-acteristic of the age that gave it birth: judge you what is mm



??? 195 EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS. the character of this age. The days of strong passion andindividual exertion have passed away; even the representa-tion of these in art is perhaps past." ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ " It is strange in yom' banker to protest a bill that neverwas accepted. You must attend better to business; if youdo not, the consequences will distract you. In a conversa-tion with Rennie the other day, when he inquired about you,I said you were enjoying yom'self vastly among the greatmasters, but not in very high spirits. ' Indeed, he has tostrike his own light sometimes; and he writes so from Italyto us poor souls staying at home !' was his reply; and thereseemed some truth in the sarcasm." ^fr % Â?r Â?r These extracts will be sufficient to shew the view takenof his studies and state of mind by those at home. At thistime we find a letter from Mr. Dyce, written after his retm*nto Edinburgh, to David Scott in Eome, wherein he says," And what do you think of Eome, or rather what does Eomemake you feel ? Does not its greatness and sublimity ofcharacter overwhelm you ? I wish you could let me hearfrom you. In me at the least you will find one deeply in-terested in all you can write of Eome. All my

recollectionsof it are associated with the most delightful, I may say ex-quisite feelings. In truth, to me Eome was a kind of livingpoem, which the soul read unceasingly, with the soothedsense which poetry inspires. I am quite sure its quietude,and the senatorial dignity of most of the inhabitants, willbe pleasing to you." Here is an extract from David Scott's last letter fromthe ancient capital of the world:â€” " I left off painting two or three weeks ago. A numberof people have seen my picture of ' Discord,' and said much 0 2



??? 196 MEANS RATHER THAN ENDS. of it. Words are not worth repeating. I only mentionthat (apparently) the opinion of those I most regard hasbeen as I should wish it. One thing, however, I expectedto have been more recognised than it has beenâ€”the inten-tion, idea, or moral, of my work. But in Rome, as every-where else, I find the most of the artists, and others, moreadmirers of the means (especially that portion of the means,too, most exclusively addressed to the eye), than interestedin the purposes of art. But to those who think more widely,I address my labour, and leave it, knowing that such cri-terion must ultimately decide its life or death. A Scotsmanhere said he should like to see it in some proper gallery inEdinburgh. I wish it were to be in such, there or any-where. It would go from me, to leave me to do greater,and more. " I have now drank my ' cup of the warm south,' andit has not inebriated me. I place it calmly on the boardagain, I hope strengthened. I am now done with the worksof former art; whether they shall have been a light for mypath, or a bar to hinder me, short time will decide. I hopeI retm'n to a freer airâ€”colder, it is trueâ€”an air less thick-ened with the breath of

passed multitudes. Once I thoughtRome must be the place where I should most desire to live;now preference seems a weakness, and choice a jest. Twoor three years might possibly have placed me among the first-but say no more of it. If, in my idea of Rome, I framed an absurdity to myselfâ€”a satisfying placeâ€”I haveundergone the correction of instruction. For a time, theidea I had framed straggled against the fact before me;it was difficult to break from the web I had been weavingas long as I have lived. But to live is to change, andfrom change results experience, and experience is the brotherof age. To-day we have gained what yesterday we sought,



??? VALUE OF HIS REMARKS. 197 yet still we seek: but he who reaches quietude soonest ishe who soonest finds that all is alike, and moves on withoutpassion and without expectation. Deity must be a negation of desire." Â? % % A month after the date of this letter we find the memo-randum-book he sealed on leaving Edinbm-gh re-opened. He had new much more experience in writing, aswell as in painting, but never after took any pains tojournalise. In the notes on Italy already given, you willsee, in the latter part, how greatly the facility had in-creased, and also how clearly he understood his own posi-tion. He had evidently made his note-books his friends,and spoke to them in his solitude. Many of his criticismson the great works of the Masters are complete in a fewwords, the place he accords to each being marked out bywide observation and general principles. Those especiallyon the various works of lilichael Angelo and Raphael aremost valuable, penetrating to the root of the style or senti-ment. When Hay don, during his last visit to Edinburgh,was in Scott's studio, they chanced to speak of the LastJudgment of M. Angelo. Mr. Haydon gave, as he wasapt to do, a hunied opinion of that

work, and expressedhimself unable to understand why the upper figm-es shouldbe larger than those below, on a level with the eye. Scottadvanced the true reasonâ€”which a superior opportunity ofstudy, accorded to few, had taught himâ€”that the Christand all the attendant figures were the foreground figures,and were thus intended to advance over the rest of thepicture. To the quiet enunciation of this explanation, theanswer was characteristic, being nothing more thanâ€”" Ah,that indeed." The remarks also on Overbeek, Thorwaldsen, Biodoff,



??? 198 BEGINS PAINTING IN EDINBURGH. Cornelius, and other notable men, will not be read withoutshewing how truly he apprehended the true position andgenius of the several men. During the fifteen years thathave passed since then, these two gi-eat Germans havebecome well known in England. '' May 1834. A change has come over the day of mylife. I am again in Edinburgh, and open my old book.Time and life, knowledge and power, are mere turningsand changings, departing from one state of being to enteranother. Is this all, and are all things of but equal value ?I have been looking over my old productions, and repaint-ing upon them. Have turned over all my sketches, andtorn many an hour and day's work to pieces. " 16th August. The anniversary of my leaving Scot-land two years agoâ€”the crowning of my desiresâ€”the jom-neyof artâ€”the sacrifice to enthusiasmâ€”the search after great-ness, in meeting the great men of the present and the greatlabours of the past. Among my old pictures and people,I now feel how different I am from the man who left thisbut so short a time ago. I have looked too much for whatwas without individual prototype in nature. The veilwithdraws and

withdraws, and there is nothing left per-manent. But I believe I can now meet difficulties practi-cally. Analysing one's own thoughts and actionsâ€”study-ing things in their relationsâ€”is often a painful task; buthe who has not done so is a child. " My pictures have ai-rived from Italy, and I have beenbusy again going over Sappho and Anacreon, and designinga ' Taking down from the Cross' for the priests of the newchapel, which I am to paint for nothing. Another effort



??? EXHIBITION OF 1835. added to those I have already made. Sent a small pictureto Glasgow of ' Mercury trying the Lyre/ and had it re-turned ! " November 9th. I have now been employed goingover the pictures I did in Rome. I have gained something,but I have labom-ed hard for it. " 1835, February 8th. A gloomy day unemployed.The Exhibition is now open, and I have four picturesâ€”' Sappho and Anacreon,' * ' The Vintager,'! a Fresco,:]: andSketch of the Head of Mary Magdalene. On the hangingcommittee this year. The largest of these pictures blownagainst the rails in being carried to the gallery. After allmy labom', and having come so far, nearly destroyed!Difficulty about exhibiting it; but, with much trouble, getit lined and repaired. No result. Wretched occupationthis. Doing over and over again the same thankless work.My fifth year without remuneration. Many things com-bined make me very miserable. Prostration of spirit mustinduce decay." And here we find a note from a gentleman, now a graveuniversity professor of the scholastic arts, thrust between theleaves of the Diary; and, as it will relieve the end of thisletter fi-om the accusation of sadness, here it is :â€” Dear Scott, I can not

Find out excuses (help me ye muses!) For my silence neglectful, Far from respectful! ***** 199 But I told you before, I had read o'er and o'erYour brother's poem, and certainly owe himâ€”Not money, d~n it; poets contemn it; " Now in the possession of W. Kinghom, Esq.+ The property of A. Coventry', Esq., Moray Place.J Property of J, Dunlop, Esq. of Brocklock.



??? 200 A RHYME. Pardon the oath, 'twill occur at a time ;I was just, by my troth, at a loss for a rhyme. I say then I owe him for his short poemMy thanks forâ€”helave meâ€”^the pleasure it gave me.Like its subjectâ€”Shelley, ' tis rather swelly ;But has vigour and heart, and the unction of art,With a richness of fancy, which seldom does one see.Now by the wayI have just got to sayThat the book is sent back along with this snackOf rhjTne without reason, the first of the season. ^fe ^if ^ in



??? mm LETTER VII. some success pound at last. Now about midway up the IliU of Difficulty was a pleasant oi'bour made by the Lord ofthe Hill for the refreshment of weary travellers. Ihtnyan. We can now be fairly done with this journey and abode inthe old city. Leave behind us the studios with theirfamiliars, the old Masters, galleries, and even the Vaticanitself, and come home to the mezzo giorno of home. Romeis the summer ti-ip of thousands, it is merely the substitutionof dear sweet Italy for dear delightful Baden-Baden, or theenchanting poetical scenery of somewhere else : hundreds ofyoung artists are continually running the course, sketchingpicturesque Calabrians and so forth, but wisely acknowledg-ing to each other that much of the Vatican, &c. won't do atall. His was not either a pleasure trip or sketching torn-,and the Journal just given must stand very much alone asan expression of Italian experiences, modified, or indeedentirely seen through individual and artistic habits. His return was followed by a season of uncertainty andhesitation, with consequent inaction. The new Catholiccliapel of St. Patrick, in Lothian Street, being then in pro-gress, he made an offer to the bishop and others

interested,to paint an altar-piece for it, the subject being agreed uponby both parties, and the expenses defrayed by the church.



??? 202 ALTAR-PIECE EOR ST. PATRICKS. The subject adopted was " The Descent from the Cross,"which was completed towards the close of 1835, much to thesatisfaction of the clergy of the chm*ch. While this picture was going on, Lord Meadowbank andothers visited the painter, and became much interested inhis success. The picture was exhibited in the next Exhibi-tion, along with two small pictm-esâ€”"Oberon and Pucklistening to the Mermaid's Song," and " Macchiavelli andthe Beggar." All the three shewed the artist's powers indifferent lights, and it was acknowledged that the student wasnow the scholar. The " Association for the Promotion ofthe Fine Arts," which has since acted so prominent a part inencouraging and sustaining the Scottish School of painters,had suddenly grown up to great strength, by the indefatig-able exertions of Mr. H. G. Bell; and in pursuance of theplan of circulating an annual engraving to the subscribers,the altar-piece was placed in the hands of the engraver. Thetwo lesser pictures were pm-chased at the same time by theCommittee. The engraving, however, was not sufficientlywell executed to enhance the character of the picture ; in-deed, it may be considered a

failure as a print; the fandsof the Association at that time making it necessary to havethe engraving done in mezzotint, and the artist employedbeing unaccustomed to the method of etching below themezzotint.* ! f ;H Of the two small pictures, that of Macchiavelli was thefirst of a series of works embodying historic character, pro-duced by the painter from that time till nearly the close ofhis career. It was, indeed, but a small beginning, and gave * On the publication of the print, he painted three small copies of the subject,using the engraving as the basis. One of these is now in the possession of LordMeadowbank, another was purchased by Messrs. Bonnar and Caifrae from theÂ?xhibition of Scott's works in their Galler^^ ^'""''-nrrrrriiirr





??? PICTURES.-ANCIENT MARINER. 203 a faint promise of the Alchymist, and the Globe Theatre,and Peter the Hermit; but the stern truth of the head ofthe Florentine casuist, has been seldom surpassed by anybut himself. The poetic subject from the Tempest is yetfresh in the recollection of many. It too was the beginningof a series, the particular members of which may be men-tioned in their proper places. In the Exhibition of the following year, he made whathe considered his worst annual appearance, in the picturesof " The Abbot of Misrale," and " Judas betraying Christ."The cause of this limited contribution to the public exhibi-tion, was the time occupied by some commissions, the paint-ing in body colour of " Lady Macbeth leaving the Daggersby the Sleeping Grooms," sent into the Royal Institutionexposition of manufactures, in answer to a competition for atapestry design, the prize being, we believe, divided betweenMr. Dyce and him ; and the occupation of part of the yearin preparing for publication the Illustrations to the AncientMariner. In the com-se of this Memoir, these designs have beenmore than once mentioned. Their author endeavouredstrenuously to have them brought before the world,

andhad, at the time the drawings were made, etched one ofthem on a reduced scale, intending, could no publisher ofsufficient enterprise be found, to execute them in that manner,and bring them into the light himself. This reduced copythe reader will find on the opposite page. " The wonderis," says an article in a recent publication,* " that they founda publisher at all, the poem itself being comparatively farfrom popular, and the ti-eatment of the designs being of an ori-ginal character; and Mr. Alexander Hill certainly deserves thethanks of such as take pleasure in the high but peculiar region â€? Hogg's Instructor, May 5, 1849.



??? of art to which they belong." This writer says furtherâ€”" Itwas at once the misfortune and the glory of David Scottthat he belonged to no school, or section of a school. Hewas an individual genius; he had a nature of his own, tobe penetrated and understood before his works could beestimated aright. Indeed he is, in all probability, theonly painter whom Scotland has yet produced of whomthis can be alleged with any emphasis ! To return to theJMariner, it is interesting to know that Scott had an oppor-tunity of shewing the designs to Coleridge before they werepublished. The poet expressed his satisfaction in them,and confessed that he had not thought it possible to illus-trate such a piece. In so far as Scott can be said to havebeen a student of philosophy, he belonged to the sameschool as Coleridge didâ€”not to subdivide the philosophicaldomain too minutely. Nor were there wanting many pointsand lines of coincidence between them in their aistlieticaltendencies. Their mutual affinity found a very iiatm-al ex-pression of itself in the Illustrations of the Ancient Mariner,at present under consideration." The opinion of these designs, here alluded to as havingbeen expressed by the poet, was, as far as we can

recollect,to the following effect:â€”Dividing poetry as Descriptive, ordealing with outward nature, and Imaginative, or dealingwith the forms of things in the mind, lie thought the firstof these classes was to be illustrated directly by the painter,and that the one and the other should be coincident intheir impressions. But in the latter classâ€”that of thepurely Imaginativeâ€”illustration by the painter was infinitelymore difficultâ€”that exact circumstantial illustration of suchworks was none at all, and that the only way in which theartist could work with them was by an adequate expressionof the same imaginative sentiment, different in form or m inl â–  1 1Â? 1-; ri â–  I 7,i 204 COLERIDGE S THEORY OF



??? PICTORIAL ILLUSTRxYTlON. 205 mode, according to the differing natm-e of his art. This,perhaps, is the true theory of the matter. The designs inquestion he thought a successfal example in point. Manycritics will be found to base their opinions on a theorysimilar to this of Coleridge; but these very designs weremisunderstood by one influential critic at least, in conse-qucnce of the want of it. The Ancient Man is represented,meagre indeed, but of great strength of bony frameâ€”aconformation necessary to give weight pictorially to thenarrator of the wondrous tale, who overawes his listener,and forces him to hear of the abyss of suffering he haspassed. The Mariner of the poem, on the other hand, maybe in the mind of the reader the most shadowy of imper-sonations. Undoubtedly, the great effort of the illustratorof works of imagination must be to give a parallel, and nota transcript. Many letters of congratulation on this publication arenow before us. The following sentences are from a letterof H, N, Coleridge, dated Lincoln's Lin, April 1837, andbearing somewhat on the remarks made above : every manof a poetic temperament, necessarily forming to and for him-self an image of the strange hero of the tale, "

The wholeseries is exceedingly impressive, and gives you a good claimto be om- Retsch, if that is a compliment. It is curious tosee how many conceptions may be formed of the imagery ofa work of pure imagination. Yours is not like mine of theAncient Mariner, and yet I appreciate, and am deeply sen-sible of the merit of yours. Will you allow me, as somereturn for yom* splendid gift, to beg your acceptance of theaccompanying volumes of Coleridge's Literary Remains,which, having received little public notice, may possibly nothave fallen in your way. You will, I think, find in themsome things digna cedroy



??? 206 ORESTES. Some few other designs for publication also occupiedhim at this time; and in July he joined his brother Williamin a visit to the Louvreâ€”^not without an invigorating effecton David Scott, now more at ease with himself, and lookingforward with hope and confidence. 1838. We now enter upon the last decade of our short bio-graphy, the second of the painter-life of the subject of ourmemoir. His appearance in the Scottish Royal Academy wasmade by four pictures:â€”" Orestes seized by the Furiesafter the mm-der of his mother Clytemnestra, to which hewas prompted by his sister Electra, in revenge of theassassination of their father Agamemnon" Rachel weep-ing for her Children " Puck fleeing before the Dawn ;"and "Ariel and Caliban." With the first of these, whichwas on a large scale, and one of a pairâ€”the other being" Achilles addressing the manes of Patroclus over the bodyof Hector "â€”his visit to Paris had no doubt some connec-I tion. l-^he French are the great painters of classic story, j Painting in France repeatedly shewed a tendency to fall ' into the same rigid form adopted in the dramas of Racine I and Corneille. David, however, was the great master who I regularly

formalised the French taste on the classic model, ;j setting the antique in the place of the living figm-e. But our painter looked upon these more as a warning than asI exemplars ; the pictm-es which he painted from the heroic f age of Greece being, in many respects, treated in an alto- I gether different manner. The " Ariel and Caliban," one of the other two of this year's production, is perhaps the1' most truly poetic production of the painter. The two im- HillliihMiiiiaiiliii^^



??? ARIEL AND CALIBAN. 207 personations are severally unexampled as embodiments ofShakspere's types. They represent the whole of each cha-racter as collected throughout the play, and the antagonismof the two natures gives a wonderful power to the picture.They represent, as it were, the two poles of human natm-e;the ascending and descending forces of mind and matter.Caliban, the brown and hairy slave, half-brute half-man, hascrawled from the capture of a green snake, which he dragsby the head. Ariel, long and thin, like a swift bird, touchesthe monster's forehead with his heel, at the same time strik-ing into the air those sweet sounds that give delight andhurt not. It may have been only a poetic instinct that gavethe antithetical character to these two figures; and yet thereare signs of a deliberate intention, as the gTcat toad is madethe companion of the one, and the moth or butterfly is seenfluttering by the other. Among David Scott's books and portfolios was found agreal pile of newspapers. At an earlier day he was verysensitive on the score of newspaper notices; latterly theywere indifferent to him. Some of these notices, about theyears we have now reached, are very curious.

Literary andartistic criticism in London, in connection with the dailyand weekly press, is a distinct professionâ€”its peculiar re-quirements are admitted. Out of London the matter isdifferent. In the notices of the various English provincialexhibitions, in which his pictures now began annually toappear, the papers contented themselves by an intimationthat such things were there, Avith, perhaps, an objurgatoryremark on JVIr. Scott's painting things that never were, suchas the heroes of Greece, and the impersonations of poetry.The Edinburgh public press, however, was always ready todecide upon the works in questionâ€”the modem Athenianswere of course fully armed. We certainly do not wish to



??? 208 EDINBURGH CRITICS. bring any portion of that press upon this little book by wayof reprisal, and freely admit the qualifications of manyEdinburgh critics ; but these will no doubt make over to ussome of their brethren, as more notable for humour thanprofundity. From the ncAvspapers of this year are thefollowing emphatic decisions. One saysâ€”" David Scotthas the imagination of madness. Each year his pencil de-fies our conception of anything wilder than the last, andbehold a wilder still! We do not like his largest work, asseeming but the imitation of tapestry. Neither is a femaleclasping two dead infants to her breast a pleasing subject forthe adornment of a room." Another ventures into deepwaters. " Mr. Scott constantly chooses the most outre andimpracticable subjects. Painting is an imitation of nature,and the many-coloured scenes of life, or if these" (includingnature?) are not sufficient, the great scenes of history, surelyafford ample range for the genius and the fancy of the artist.These contain, indeed, the only proper materials for the ex-ercise of his skill. But Mr. Scott travels out of the regionof realities into those of pure imagination, where we doubtwhether any thing is to be found

available for the painter'sart. The ethereal visions of Shakspere, and the fairy beingsof his sportive fancy, are exquisite poetical creations, butthey present no very distinct or individual image to themind. In describing the spiritual world, his ideas, whetherof beauty or deformity, are all general. Any thing preciseor particular would break the charm, and give a prosaic castto the whole." This throws much light on the character ofthe dramatist, which must somewhat shake the analyticalShaksperians, as well as stage-managers. " Again, Calibanis a caricature of the ' human face divine;' and what merit,we may ask, can there be in the delineation of mere defor-mity ? Nor does the figure of Ariel realize our ideas of this Ij



??? THE ALCHYMICAL ADEPT. 209 spirit. The portrait of Rachel weeping for her Childrenhas," &c. One of the best ciaticisms that have appearedon our artist's pictures was in the Scotsman of that day. In this year was painted tlie " Alchymical Adept Lec-turing on the Elixir Vitse," and in the Exhibition of thefollowing season, his other works there present were alto-gether forgotten by the effect it produced. The power toreturn into the past, and to enter fully into the charactersand manners of the middle ages, in such fulness of under-standing that every part of the work is harmonious, washere shewn. The vitality and individuality seen in thehead of Macchiavelli in the small picture some years ago,was now seen in full vigour on a varied subjectâ€”a subjectthe best adapted, perhaps, to his peculiar powers of any heever treated, and many yet hold this work to be every wayhis best. AVliether it be his greatest work in the class towhich it belongs or not, it is certainly such a pictm-e as hasrarely been produced by any other artist. In design, theaction and expression of the features, the arranging of thescene, and the knowledge and invention in the accessories;in execution, the solidity, hard and learned

drawing, grimand gorgeous colour: all contributed to realize the beginningof the sixteenth century. Even the peculiarities of his styleaided this important end. But the great triumph of the pic-ture is in the delineation of character. That of the mightyquack stirring the inexplicable potion, and looking abroadupon his auditory with infinite mastery, is beyond all price.The jaw large, with its yellow beard and ample mouth,wonderful in the action of the lips, which also extends tothe nostril; the nose high and cartilaginous, and the eyealmost terrible in its acuteness of observation. Then thegaunt Operinus, that union of studious ardour with the



??? 210 ASSOC. FOR PROMOTION OF FINE ARTS. blindly-violent temper so frequently met with in the his-tory of these times, as the painter describes him. And thetwo Italian students, travelling for adventure as much asknowledge, among whom is an Englishman in black listen-ing attentivelyâ€”no other than David Scott himself, whosesympathies would decidedly have been with the lecture, andagainst the lecturer. In purchasing this picture, the Association for the Pro-motion of the Fine Arts first proposed Â?150, and afterwardsagreed to Â?200, Mr. H. G. Bell accompanying his ratifica-tion of the purchase by an intimation, that it was only by amajority of one that the Committee had so agreed. To thisDavid Scott rejilied, deprecating the system of abating theprices aflixed by artists to their pictures. The question is,on which side did the evil begin, on that of the artists, bytheir affixing too high prices on their pictures, and thusmaking it necessary on the part of the Committee, as stew-ards of the public money, to require reduction, or on that ofthe Association, inducing the artists to place a high price ontheir pictures, in order to allow of abatement ? The sale ofthis picture was further cmious to those

interested in theworking of Art-Unions. The individual to whom the pic-tm-e fell at the distribution, by lot, of the annual purchasesof the Committee, was resident in the country, one w^ho didnot know or care much about either alchymists or pictm-es,who consequently gave it up to its present enlightened pos-sessor ; proving that, but for the constitution of the Associ-ation, placing the purchase of the works to be selected inthe hands of a Committee, this great pictm-e might neverhave found a purchaser. So also with the " Duke of Glosterrowed into the Water Gate of Calais," exhibited by Scottthree years later. Let this be weighed against the chanceof favouritism, which is one of the great arguments in W"' V ii MBH



??? WRITING ON THE MASTERS. 211 favour of the public being allowed to select. There is nodoubt that the best pictures for sale in the London Exhibi-tions are not those that appear on the lists of the Art-Union. For some time before the painting of the Alchymist,Scott had employed himself occasionally in writing on art.He now had etched several large plates of figures from thesketches he made in Home of portions of the Last Judgment,by Michael Angelo. These he intended for publication,with an essay " On the Peculiarities of Thought and Style"in the Picture. Publishers, however, appeared just as littleinclined to undertake Michael Angelo's works as his own,and the scheme of separate publication being abandoned,the article was accepted by the editor of Blackwood, andappeared in that magazine in the number for February1839. This was followed, in June, by a paper On the Ge-nius of Raphael; in January 1840, by one on Titian, andVenetian Painting; in August of the same year, by Leo-nardo da Vinci, and Correggio ; and in March 1841, by anarticle on the Caracci, Caravaggio, and Monachism. Of these valuable contributions to the literature of theFine Arts, or rather to criticism, we will not now

speak,but rather proceed with the yearly notice of pictures, till wefind him, in 1841, commencing his great picture of Vascode Gama encountering the Spirit of the Cape. 1840. In this year's Royal Scottish Academy, he exhibitedthe "Agony of Discord, or the Household Gods destroyed,"the picture whose progress we have seen often noted in hisJournal; " Philoctetes left in the Isle of Lemnos by the Greeks,in their Passage towards Troy;" " Cupid sharpening his p 2



??? 212 EXHIBITION OF 1840. Arrows," and " The Crucifixion "â€”the last two of these beingof small dimensions. When the Discord arrived fi:om Italy, and was againextended on a frame, filling the end of the room in whichhe then painted, the artist sat down before it, grimly silent,for a length of time. At last he said, " Yes, it was well topersevere; that is the work I must live by." Then, again," It is like the Laocoon; it is drawn as the Laocoon is mo-delled." Some misgivings had crossed his mind, but he feltreassured by the presence of the picture. The execution,however, did not satisfy him, and he set to work again, andwhile the Queen Elizabeth at the Globe Theatre was underhis handâ€”which was two years nearly in progressâ€”he againrepainted this picture. It was now for the first time exhi-bited. Let us try what the press has to say. " ' Discord; or,The Household Gods Destroyed.' This is a large, unwieldypicture, to which Mr. Scott has appended, not a large, butcertainly an unwieldy explanation. The figures in thepicture are of colossal proportion. A man is representedstruggling with a youth and two females, the child of oneof whom has fallen back from its mother's arms, while anolder youth holds up his

hand to the refractory hero of thepicture with a warning manner. Mr. Scott says the wholeis meant to have an abstract reference. This may be verytrue; but the object referred to is, from the mythic natm-e ofhis reference, so completely abstracted, that it is impossibleto find it out." Here is another of a different colour, which we learn waswritten by the Eev. J. Fairbairn :â€” " The group of mortals, the sky, the earth, the still life,the symbols of religion, by a oneness of scope and sentiment,are powerfully bound together. And how can we hope, by f 'i â€?â–  fx !1l ; m m â– trnmuimmmmim



??? CRITICISMS ON " FAMILY DISCOED.' 233 descriptions of individual parts, to convey a notion of thatwhich, as it emanates from every portion of the work, andlightens from every inch of the canvass, is in danger of beinginterrupted and impaired by analysis, however skihFallymanaged ? " The picture represents a family of men, or let us rathersay of demi-gods; for it distinctly belongs to the fabulousages. They are the primeval occupants of the earthâ€”' inglory and in pride' wandering over its recently created, andhitherto uninhabited tractsâ€”^masters of their own thoughts,and fashioners of their own destiniesâ€”of vast statureâ€”strongin limb and sinewâ€”cast in the boldest mould of form andproportion. The females are the fit associates of this Satumianraceâ€”loftyâ€”compactly builtâ€”daughters of noble daring,and invested with a certain severe and awful beauty. Eachfigm-e is a type of humanity; an idealised model, embodyingand exhausting all imaginations of grace and symmetry.They are typical, not real; generalisations, not individuals.Imagination sees such in her happiest moods, and in herhighest ccelum, for " Eacli passion there idealised is seen,Moving in likeness of a demi-god." But in

vain should we look for them in the world of livingmen, and every-day realities. So much for the figures con-sidered abstractly. Such the epic poet chooses for the actorsin his epopee, and the epic painter to be the vehicles ofthose passions and sentiments which he wishes to exhibit tothe admiration of men. " The evil genius of the scene occupies the immediateforeground; this figure is full of the character we have de-scribedâ€”a Prometheus unbound, or like one of Milton'scolossal draughts in the Pandemonian council. He is ac-



??? 2U CRITICISMS ON tuated we know not with what malignity of purpose andperversity of will. He has arrived in breathless speed,and supporting his recumbent strength upon his falchion,stretches his right arm against the patriarch of the house.Do the evil workings of his own heart fly off like the effluviaof the plague, and shrivel their miserable victim, or, likethe finger-guided stream of magnetism, radiate upon thesoul, and master it by a fatal ascendancy ? However at-tained, his influence has not only instantly become supreme,but also terribly efficacious. Like the stoical Fate, it hasovercome, without an effort, all resistance. All equanimityhas disappearedâ€”all love, hope, pity, resignation. All thehousehold relationships are disturbedâ€”all human feelingsdissipated. The frame of the patriarch is wrenched withagony, and his spirit no less. His expression is that ofutter prostration, and despair insupportable, and, by reasonof its intensity, collapsing into unconsciousness. The ma-tron and the rest of the group are equally torn by fiercepassions. Humanity instinctively impels to soothe the headof the household, but jealousy intermpts the native outgoingsof the heart, and regards him with an evil eye and

upbraid-ing countenance, as the plotter against their happiness, oreven their existence. They unconsciously cling to him, asivy to some venerable trank, whence it draws its life : theyconsciously wound and poison, as the snake inflicts its stingupon the bosom that cherished it. The matron has dashedthe infant to the ground, where it lies neglected ; the altaris overturnedâ€”the household god thrown down and broken.Nor can the mind gain a resting-place, or anything to miti-gate its feeling, as long as Ave look upon the pictm-e. Nogleam of hope comes down on a sunbeam ; the heaven isdark and troublous, cloven Avith hurricane and lightning.Hesiod has described discord in chaos, before order Avas u I I' 11 ?‰ tm^



??? HIS OPUS MAGNUM. called out of confusion, and beauty out of the formlessabyss : this picture enforces the idea of harmony fallingheadlong into chaos. It impressively exemplifies the divinetext, ' a house divided against itself cannot stand.' " Here is a later description of this picture and its proper-ties, worthy of preservation:â€”" The scene is laid in theporch of a doom-laden home; and the imagination of thespectator is transported into some Pelasgic or other primevalepoch of the world. The son has risen up against the sire ;the patriarchal giant, closing his eyes, and bowing his headunder the mighty sorrow of such a conflict, has left hisnative seat between the pillars of the house, and he strugglesimpotently forward; the house-mother and a daughter hangupon his arms, dragging him down with their very effortsto sustain him against the glorious rebel. Trailing on theground before them, yet erecting his head and ti'unk like ayoung lion, the first-born lifts up the right hand of an ac-cusing child with a passion of energy which is truly grand.There is a cincture round his temples, and a sword undertlie pressure of his brawny left hand; his scanty raiment ispartly of skins and partly of crimson-purple ; for lie is

pre-destinated to the ascendancy, as Saturn superseded Chaos,and was overthroAvn by Jove; the latest being still the best.Beside him lies a fallen tripod and an image of stoneâ€”ahousehold godâ€”broken in pieces. The father had madeunto them gods that were no gods; but the son had beenwith the Assyrian on the tops of the mountains, seen thestars, subdued their adorers, and could no longer worshipthe paternal idol. " The patriarch himself, however, is the principal andthe greatest figure in this representation of the eternal strifeand tragedy of the progress of humanity frotn generation togeneration ; and that whether considered dramatically, sym- 215



??? 216 TREATMENT BY THE R.A. LONDON. bolically, or anatomically. Blind and helpless fury, painnever to be assuaged, and a certain consciousness of thedutiM necessity to succumb, are all presented to the eyewith irresistible force. Of the artistic properties of thissublime production, we refrain from speaking at large, aswell as from the attempt to describe the other figures of thegroup. The treatment of the colour and shadow of thiswork is the very best exemplification of Scott's mature ideasconcerning the sensuous portion of pictorial art. The wholecanvass is as dark as necessity and fate could render it;the breadths of colour are small when compared with thedeep, dead shadow of the piece; and most assuredly nobright hues are employed for the purpose of relieving themind, as some critics Avould express itâ€”that is to say, forthe spmious purpose of conveying a pleasm'e in discordwith the essential sentiment of the work." 1 While this pictm-e was in the Royal Scottish AcademyExhibition, that of " Queen Elizabeth witnessing the per-formance of the Merry Wives of Windsor" was finishedand forwarded to the Royal Academy of London, where itmet with that probationary fate that all have to

abide at itshands. It had an obscure place out of the reach of par-ticular examination. This treatment, with the rejectiontwo years before of " Achilles addressing the Manes ofPatrocluS"â€”the excellences of which he found, in conver-sation with some members of the Academy, to be largelyacknowledged, but it was considered n.nfinished in its styleof executionâ€”determined him to send there no more. Thiswas infinitely to be regretted, but he held by the detei-mi-nation, and sent no more, except that in 1845, by somechance, a small picture by himâ€”Pan Awakenedâ€”appearedthere. * North Britisli Review, May 1849- . if. i ji" If: fi;-



??? DEATH OF JANE SHORE. 1841. "Queen Elizabeth in the Globe Theatre" made itsappearance in Edinburgh., and, along with it, the largepictm:e of " Queen Mary receiving the Warrant for herExecution," " The Death of Jane Shore," " Ave Maria,"Â?and "A Parthian Archer." f The Queen Mary has someof the highest qualities both of art and of the particularartist, combined with a misapplication of his own powers,as well as mistaken style of colour. Besides, it is scarcelytrue to historical narrative, and if any one were to assail theartistic character of David Scott, this undoubtedly is one ofthe most vulnerable of his productions. But to the mind ofthe public, the Jane Shore seemed much more so. Whileall other artists were working to please, Scott seemed heredirecting his abilities, not only as in tragedy, to awe, in-struct, and lay bare the holiest sympathies, but to tenlfyand disg-ust. And why did it seem so ? Because the pic-ture was viewed in juxtaposition, and in comparison withworks directed only to excite the pleasurable emotions of acertain class of societyâ€”that class most likely to reward tlieartist. In relation to the first aim and varied powers of theart of painting, it holds quite another significance.

Viewed,too, in relation to humanity and to history, it is not exces-siveâ€”it is barely true. Perhaps the half of the products ofChristian art have liad a sad and tenible sentiment. ThisJane Shore is nothing to Poussin's Plague, or Domenichino'sMedusa, in our National Gallery, to stay at home for illus-tration. But with the delicacies of the day, real or assumed,such pictures jar most foully. Death must not be exhibited 217



??? 218 ELIZABETH IN THE GLOBE THEATRE. to eyes polite : it was very impolitic. He did not avoid thesubject, as he might have done, because it excited painfulfeelings ; but, having adopted it, he did not misrepresent it. But Scott's great picture of the year, and the mostlaborious and extended exhibition of character ever accom-plished by him, was the Globe Theatre. The musicians,the crowd of groundlings and balcony men, the great literarylights of the Elizabethan age, and the patrician and politicalnotables of the time, including the implacable and stiif" Virgin throned in the west," are all characterized in hismost powerful manner, both individually and in relation toclass. The heads of Shakspere, of Spenser, and of Fletcherand Sackville, are among the most beautiful male headsever painted, for intellectual clearness, simplicity, and re-finement. And yet, withal, they belong to their age, andare the men who sparred with sharp wits in the Mermaidâ€”rare Ben Jonson being among the number, who is herein plain black, a humble dress in those gay daysâ€”(OldAubrey describes his doublet as somewhat slit under thearm)â€”clenching his hand, and enjoying the practical jibesof the Meny Wives. Except a

little sketch of the harlequin, fool, and thelong lean lasso in the foregi-ound, made apparently to bepainted as a small picture, none of the studies for this pic-ture are extant ; neither are those for the Alchymical Adept,nor for the Preaching of the Cmsades. Ample evidence,however, is afforded of the study this picture cost, by themass of notes relating to the men of the era, their ages,costumes, and portraits, and on the form and fittings of thetheatres of the time. On the appearance of the " Globe Theatre," the artistreceived some letters, the subject being one that interestedmen of literary tastes. One of these congratulatory letters. IM 'L' -â– Â??Ž* t?Ž iiU i



??? ELIZABETH IN THE GLOBE THEATRE. 219 from a gentleman well known in the critical circles of Lon-don, calls in question the figure of the Queen, both as toage and expression, seeing that we have Rowe's authorityfor the anecdote of her having desired the dramatist to writethe play she is represented as witnessing so staidly. DavidScott's reply, on the back of this letter, however, puts thequestion, we think, right on both points. On the mostimportant oneâ€”that of the expression of Elizabethâ€”hesays :â€”" Doubtless among equals, or indeed in any society,politeness and indulgence would mark the reception of anyeffort to please, but in the case of a queenly command, thiswould not be necessarily seenâ€”in a proud-tempered queencertainly not; and, after all, the right thing to be done wasto give the general and true character of Queen Elizabeth,in which I hope I have in some measure succeeded."



??? LETTER VIII. family changesâ€”an episodical page. Heigh lio! on wc go,Wave after wave,Until we reach, high up the beach;The tide is full, then back we imll,Out we go, lieigh ho!And then, againComes sweeping on anotlier flow. D. S. It may be recollected by tlie reader that the family circlewas diminished before David Scott left home, by the deathof his sister. To a mind bent entirely on study and attain-ment ; constantlyâ€”from the rising of the sun to the goingdown thereofâ€”with the chalk or the palette in his hand,and one predominant idea in his mind, the most seriousoccun-ences of life fall comparatively harmless. They affecthim only as the great object before him may be influencedor interrupted. Apparently it is so, but the nature of sucha man is to feel profoundly, and to bear the memory of thecalamity too long. His brother Robert, many years before the date we havenow reached, after much opposition and deliberation, hadsailed for Demerara, in the hopes of finding El Dorado.Open-hearted, and a little erratic, he was much beloved byhis friends. Painting was not, however, more deeply in-teresting to him than many other sciences or arts, and this dtumm



??? DEATH OF HIS FATHER. 221 was enough to divide the sympathies of the brothers to acertain extent. On his departm-e, however, David, whohad participated but little in the family anxieties in thematter, placed among his personal luggage a letter, to beread at some future time. Robert read the letter, andcrushed it to pieces in his hand, which was not weak. Hedid not however destroy it: going across the Atlantic, thisevidence of his brother's interest, dictatorial, and ratherpaternal than brotherly as it was, came back among hisother papers, and now lies before us, with the evidences ofits rough treatment upon it, among lists of Belmont gangsand Vreezen-Hoop gangs, Yenus, Cato, Nap, and Bobby." 11th March 1830. Formal advice I have none togive you. I would only again say, dear brother, watchyour health, consider the consequences in the climate you goto, of the violation of the strict resolve to pm'sue a regularand uniform tenor of conduct. You have enough determina-tion if you exert it properly. Keep observation around youalways, and strong attention to what you are engaged to do.Many men far inferior in ability have only this to recom-mend them. Keep these words in mind.

David Scott." On his return from Italy, om* painter found his fathermuch debilitated, and verging into blindness. This con-tinued till the beginning of 1841, when the end approached." Dear Williamâ€”I have no doubt you wiU be in possessionof my note written this morning. I now write you a littlemore fully. I mentioned repeatedly the state of our departedfather's health in such a way, that I hope you were in somemeasm'c prepared for the intimation my letter conveyed. Ihad on a fonner occasion taken blame to myself in somemeasure for having alanned you needlessly, and I was loathto say anything that might again distress you, if it were atall to be avoided. During this last illness, he has repeat-



??? 222 DEATH OF HIS BROTHER. edly, for about a day at a time, appeared worse than formerly,being somewhat confused; but even to the very last Iexpected that this immediate or added illness would pass off,and that he would rally again. Just two or three minutes be-fore he died, I had been assisting him to eat a little, and thatbeing finished, I sat down at the foot of the bed. Motherimmediately thought she heard him speak; she rose, wentforward to the bed-side, and called to meâ€”' Oh David !your father is looking up.' I started to his side, and hegave another bright look, when the easy flight of his spiritbegan. Uncle and Robert were called into the room, buthe breathed no more; all passed under the awful change.He died a few minutes before twelve." A month afterwards, the death of his brother Robertfollowed, in a manner altogether unforeseen. " 1st March1841. Dear Williamâ€”I am scarcely able to write you.Some time ago, you are aware, Robert was far from well.I am soon called upon to repeat the intimation that the handof death has been with us ; our dear brother died thismorning very suddenly. Yesterday, Sunday, he complainedof his chest, but was down stairs, and walking

about. Thismorning I went into his room, when he said he had notslept all night. In a little time I returned with a letter,which I wished him to read, and, on entering his room,found him expiring; he could not speak, and before a sm-geon an-ived he was gone. What poor short-sighted nothingswe are. Last night he spoke of the kind of person his wifewas to be ; this twilight he lies for ever silent in that whitelinen. * Such short records must suffice for these events.



??? EASTER DALRY. 223 Immediately thereupon he took a lease of the house atEaster Dairy, and began the building of his studio there.This was the more necessary, as he had determined to painta historic picture larger in dimensions than any yet accom-plished by him, and fulfilling in power of design andexecution the advanced ideas of the artist. This pictm-ewas destined to be the last great demonstration of the manâ€”the great work of the last ten years of his artistic life, asthat of "The Agony of Discord" was of the first. Thisstudio, the sphere of his futm-e labours, was built with ampleroom and verge enough. Had it been in Paris, or in Eome,or Munich, or even in.London, it would have been only oneof many maintained by their possessors with eclat and ease ;but in Edinburgh, which is nearly double the size of thelittle city of Munich, it was a hazardous experiment thiswidth of canvass and height of Avail. But here we must open a neAv page of the inner life ofthe man. All we can do is to suggest, and that by merelygiving some entries half erased in his early diary, leavingthem to the reader without note or comment. The influenceof woman, and the passion and sentiment of love, Avere

toopotent and sacred in his nature to allow him to speak ofthem. They were over him like heaven, and beyond himlike the promised land to Moses. His friends thought himinsensible to much that rules the heart, and that he was"like age that cannot hear the glad birds sing;" but hiscoldness did, in tmth, resemble the. chemical ice producedwithin the red-hot electric circle. The following mysteriousnotes are all we have at present to say on this subject.They are here given, because they belong to years whoseartistic history we haAX already treated :â€” " August 1830. August again. I have been thereagain for the last time I am afraid. * Â?â€? * (much



??? 224 A FANCY OF THE HEART. elaborately scratched out, and a green ivy leaf wafered tothe edge of the page.) Since coming home I have paintedan embodyment of myself as a cloud â€”a floating figm-egazing at the moon. ^' September 1831. Another summer has passed, and againÂ? % % ^fr We will not see you then for two years, cried-, and her sister said nothing. They lighted me across thelawn at parting, she bearing the lantern. They left me:I watched them recede, dark against the light they carried, and disappear. I have left with them a sketch of- done in the twilight; when shall I see it again, and them ? " May 1832. Met my friend, who told me much that Ifeared to learn. The forms of society, are they above all ? it Â? Â?r " March 1836. Life goes forward opening many doors. I am strange even to myself: hoping and not doing. - has now left Scotland, and one dream of my youth ends : a long hope that lived with me for many years is dispelled."^ % ^ % ^ In a sketch-book the following paper is found, whichmay refer to the same story:â€” " The hedges and flowers of June are in full blossom,and I am in tlie country. The air is fresher, the leavesmore green, and the blue sky more

intense, than they everwere before: a day of gladness. Than they ever were be-fore ? yes, to me. Yet am I looking back upon days markedin the memory by strong feelings, but now intellect andsense are alike alive in harmony. " On such a day as this I saw a youth accompany hiselder fiiend down a rocky road from the village. Theirtrack was a winding one, leading from the heights to a levelstrath. The youth appeared to have the gaiety natural to



??? 225 A FANCY OF THE HEART. his years, and to the anticipation of some good; but hisfriend, who was clad in black, and who was also of statureabove the ordinary height, was calm and undisturbed.From his measured steady pace, and head declined, a stran-ger might have supposed he was brooding over more sombrethoughts than the youth seemed ever to have dreamt of.However, if properly observed, he might have been dis-covered to be but temporarily exhilarated, and not endowedeither with the God's-gift of a joyous nature, or the blankimpressibility of an idle mind. Perhaps, too, there was anassumption of superiority about him. Their course wasdirected to a mansion of an unassuming appearance, situatedin a hollow to which they had descended, and throughwhich a great river wound, with a mountain range beyond.Trees sm-round the house, and hide it as they approach.Now again it is disclosed, and they approach the greensparred wicket. The beech trees are thick above, and theleaves are beginning to fall on the gravel walk and on thesteps of the door; but, before they enter, a fair face appearsat the window, whose recognition the youth returns, notwithout some hurried

embarrassment. And now they arcwithin and I see them no more. " This is one of many visits to that white house with itsgreen gate in the strath. Less, and yet more happy, moreembarrassed and yet freer, these visits became; but still aprogressive gloom kept more than even pace with joy, tillall was lost and absorbed. " At the first of these visits the youth was yet a boy.Fathers and mothers were there on both sides. Full of lifeand health, the lady of the mansion came out to meet herguests. With gladness and hospitality she v^elcomed them,and every one partook of the sunshine: her children wererunning about her, and the daughters were all laughter.



??? 226 A FANCY OF THE HEART. " The next visit was in antumn. There are fewer house-hold faces now ; two of the hljthest are gone and taken theirblythness with them. But are not the trees as thick, andthe flowers as fair, and the slight figures taller, than before ? " Again the number is decreased, A great flat stone isnewly placed in the churchyard, without an inscription, forthe father has said that his name may shortly be cut uponit, as well as others. There is silence about the house, andsadness within. But such is the law of nature, and she isstill there, and, doubtless, will smile again. The brother,too, has gone, for times are changed, and all they have fromhim is a letter written months ago in a new country. "Another year and the daughters are alone. Theletters are now their hope, and they look upon the oldhouse as if they wished to care less for it than they do.If they should have to leave it ? The beech trees are heavyand black, and they speak of ships sailing; and so the lastof our visits is paid." To this we may add these verses, since their date refersthem to the same period of time:â€” Love stood listening to my song,With Hope upon my shoulder leaning;While the early sun alongThe

strings was brightly gleaming. I sang with joy ; and thought Love smiled.And Hope looked proudly on.And then a voice all heavenly mildAccompanied each tone. I sang ; the voice soon died away.Then died away mine own ;Hope soon fled, and Love, once gay.Changed and became unknown.



??? THINKING TO HIMSELF. 227 oil ! could I once more touch that Ijtb,And live amidst its joys again,I would bring down the heavenly fireTo melt away all grief and pain ! 1832. Having extracted these few aUusions from their environ-ment in the note-book, and written them out here, we con-fess there is something of the boy about the incidentâ€”toomuch perhaps. It may have been altogether only a dream,unsuspected by living soul, and nourished by himself as alittle stolen romanceâ€”not, by any means, like a later butsomewhat similar incident. Still we have retained it: itis characteristic of him ; in some matters, and those of thedeepest importance in life, he was a boy to the end. ]\Iore-over this noting down in sealed books has a tendency togive things that will not bear the test of discussion, or evenof sympathy, an undue importance in the eye of the writer.Doing so is the resource of morbid and solitary naturesâ€”itnourishes egotism. Incidents and thoughts that are shakenfrom the mind in contact with the world, like dew fromoff the lion's mane, thus become crystalized, and pierce theflesh. The habit of watching feelings and noting them, islike that of the timid invalid watching his own

symptoms :the irregular action is increased, the disease confirmed. Thewhite house with the green wicket, however, was rather apoetic than a painful dream, as far as possible, in a naturewhose every sensation and experience partook of the darkand probationary. Q 2



??? LETTER IX. writings on aet. Reading makes a full man ; Conference a ready man; and Writing an exact man. lord Bacon. mm We have mentioned the series of papers of the GreatMasters published by David Scott in five numbers of Black-wood, ending March 1841; ending then, but not with hiswill, as a long paper on English, German, and Frenchpainting, considered comparatively, and in relation to theapplication of the fine arts to the interiors of the new housesof Parliament, was ready to follow, when some disagree-ment or cause of separation intervened. Willing to quotethe opinions of others instead of putting forward our own,whenever we can do so with propriety or advantage, wequote the following remarks from an article in the NorthBritish Review. Any one who has gone so far with us,and perused the Journal in Rome, and other occasional ex-tracts, will be prepared to find in those magazine papersmore than is usually met with on the subject of art, and hewill not be disappointed. The criticism, however, does not,as might naturally be expected from an artist, deal eitherwith the technical or scientific properties of the great worksnoticed. It deals only with the Â?esthetical and

metaphysicalrelations and tendencies of the works in question.



??? A CRITICISM ON HIS WRITING. 229 " The most decided attempt he ever made to give a penna-nent literary expression to his ideas concerning the theory andpractice of plastic art, was published some nine years ago inthe pages of Blackwood's Magazine. It consisted of a series ofremarkable dissertations on the distinguishing characteristicsof Michael Angelo, Raffaelle, Titian, Correggio, the Caracci,Caravaggio ; and of the schools of art, as well as the kindsof men and circumstance, they severally represent. It needsscarcely be mentioned that the differentiating qualities ofthese great artists are not sought in the external propertiesof their works, but in principles holding directly on thegeneric constitution of the human mindâ€”the modifying in-fluences of time, place, and personal idiosyncrasy, not beingoverlooked. The differing creations of the masters are con-sidered as the natural and necessaryâ€”though the plastic andvariableâ€”exponents of tlie differing ideas by which theywere severally possessed. They habitually looked uponnatm-e and man from totally diverse points of view, andtherefore their representations of the ideal of human lifewere wholly dissimilar; circumstances which

obligatedmodes of treatment equally dissimilar and diverse. Thoseclassifications, for example, which designate the Venetiansas the school of colour, or as the ornamentalists, are shewnto be insufficient. Our author penetrates to the secret ofVenetian life, and finds it sensuous to the core. He seizesthe theory of Titian and his subordinates, and discovers thatit is essentially material. And then he tries to deduce allthe characteristics of their colom*â€”their light and shade,their ornament and their compositionâ€”from these premises,with, what success the student must judge for himself. Butthe central and deepest idea of the remarkable pieces ofcritical literature now described, is the proposition that thesole purpose of art is the sustaining of humanity in man : a



??? 230 HIS STYLE. simple, obvious, yet profound principle, which never forsakeshim in these essays, and which was never forsaken by himin life. " This way of criticising works of art from within, iscertainly far from peculiar to this professional critic. Intruth, the existence of any other mode of investigating suchsubjects will hardly be credited by the more secluded stu-dent of modern esthetics. Yet it is equally true that neitherthe artists nor the public are much accustomed to considerthose things from this exalted point of view, although it isthe only one which is tenable to-day. Those dissertations,then, are not without their every-day value, as well as theirintrinsic worth. The studious reader will find them sur-charged with thought, and plentiful in illustration. Theyglitter with quaint allusions, and they are sprinkled overwith many a felicitous image. They sometimes soar intothe neighbourhood of eloquence, and quite as frequentlythey dive towards unknown metaphysical depths, whichthey never reach. In a word, they are so crowded with in-formation, knowledge, fancy, reasonableness, imagination,and poetical, if not philosophic insight, that they shouldunquestionably be republished in a separate volume,

in spiteof their literary defects. " In respect of mere style, they are surely the oddestincarnations of good thought one ever perused. At the veryfirst glance, you perceive that page after page is spotted allover with eccentric, pedantic, and even altogether question-able phraseology. The Latinism of Isaac Taylor, therugged word-coinage of Chalmers, or the gigantic Teuton-ism of Carlyle, seems the quintessence of purity whencompared with the wanton vocabulary of these otherwiseexcellent pieces. As to their syntax, it must just be con-fessed at once, that never were there composed such sentences ^ife-!M iite Bsaasfe



??? HIS AIM IN WRITING. 231 for length, involution, and confusion. The style remindsone of old Beccher the phlogistician, who professed to writein Latin, but thrust in a German word or two whenever hewas in distress, and that was every other comma ! Yet, ifall these knotted and intertwisted heaps of rich and radiantspeculation were combed out with care, they would deservethe gi-ateful acceptance of the commonwealth of letters." Admiring the general scope of these remarks, as point-ing out the peculiar excellences of the papers in question,with their counteracting defects, we do think the strictureson the literary style more severe than called for. That thecomplexity of parts in his sentences only served to obscure,not to clear his meaning, as he thought it did, is doubtlesstrue, but scarcely to the extent above insisted on; and itmust be recollected that he opened a field hitherto hardlytouched by English critics on art. To give in few wordssome of the results of his investigation into the motives andintentions of the Italian caposcuoli, we may say,â€”In thefirst place, he finds a predominating quality in each, wherebya permanent independence was established. These pre-dominating qualities result from

general causes, influencingnot art only, but all the intellectual endeavour of the age orlocality where and when the artists lived, modified more orless by the mental constitution of the master. Thus hefinds the diflfercnt schools to be separated, not superficiallyâ€”for many superficial qualities are alike possessed by allâ€”but profoundly, by the central idea or pm-pose to be foundin each. This last point was one of great importance in his eyes.The comparisons of the technical properties of works dis-similar in their basis or intellection, and the preference ofthis one or that one because of greater technical excellences,distressed him beyond every thing. In general, indeed, he



??? 232 GENERIC AND SPECIITC DISTINCTIONS. was silent in the company of such critics, hut it was thesilence of hopelessness to contend against mere darkness. To descend to the particular masters he treats of. Heconsiders Michael Angelo as the exponent of the intellectualelement in man. Eaphael is greatest in the moral; or, toquote the last sentence of the essay on that beloved painterâ€”" Raphael represents moral distinction under the influenceof reposed benevolence; from which, in common with Pytha-goras, Plato, and the Evangelist St. John, he derives histitleâ€”the divine." Titian and the Venetians is the thirdof this trinity, and is most expressive of the physical ormaterial side of humanity. These three divisions he calls generic, and by the sub-division of these into specific qualities, he places the nextin rank. Da Vinci, Correggio, the Caracci, Caravaggio, andothers. This last name .he associates with the corruptmonkism, instigating to the establishment of inquisitorialauthority. Enough has been said, perhaps, to draw the attentionof those who wish to study art in its more philosophicalthan popular aspects, to those essays; and it may not beinappropriate here to collect such detached

scraps upon thesubject of painting as have been found scattered among hispapers. These may be called ife Sijit??Si* FRAGMENTS ON ART. Who is the student of high art? Before answering, wewould first require to define art, and afterwards to find outwhat are the mental and moral qualities necessary towardsappreciating, exercising, and inculcating its essence. Op Form. Squareness is most characteristic of death:



??? MAXIMS AND DEFINITIONS. 233 roundness of life. Squareness intimates termination ; round-ness expresses infinity. Imagination is the faculty or power of bringing naturalthings, or incidental circumstances, under the relation ofsentiment, or gifting them with intellectual or moral signi-ficance. Fancy is the outskirts of the imaginative faculty,or the power of characteristically combining outward thingswithout an interior sentiment. "Wit lies in the joining ofsalient corners of things which resemble each other partially,but of which the inward meanings widely differ. Art, in an elevated acceptation, is an attempt to satisfythe desires of the mind.â€”(See Bacon's definition of " FeignedHistory.") In this attempt it removes all peculiarity whichis in no wise essential to the significance in hand, andcarrying its purpose forward, represents physical beauty andgreatness in connection with, and as significant of, mentalbeauty and elevation. In various degrees this is the casewith every work worthy of the name of art. The most valuable property found generally in the pro-ductions of art, is the simplification of meaning; makingthe complex impressions of nature, from form, colour, andchiaro-scuro, strike home to the

mind as an unity, clearlyand uninterruptedly. There is no standard of correctness of style, except suchas may be found in the meaning of the work. There aremany faults in the antiqueâ€”no measurement-standard offormâ€”and firequently what we call mannerism. The friezeof the Parthenon may be given as an illustration. But inspite of unequal size, stiff action, and so on, the strongmeaning and elevated style places them in their highposition. The superiority of the French in high as well as inornamental art, is consistent with the national idiosyncrasy ;



??? 234 MAXIMS ON AET. it is of a scientific tendency, and in that way attains a greatdeal, but not in the highest manner. The divisions of style in the history of every art andschool: style of advance, that of attainment, and that ofrelaxment. The first is often mere labour and timidity;the second is exemplified only in grand instances, each onits particular smnmit; the last is generally discursive andvaried. The mind that works with special and particular things,when it endeavours to generalize, either becomes vague orshows incompatibility, by petty style unequal to the aim inview. There is also another character of mind which givesbirth to meaningless generality, namely, those whose worksare the effect of mere culture. With them mannerism iscanied to a great extent. Those only can effectually generalize who truly exist ina wide perceptive sphere, who appreciate the references ofall things. These are very few. Throughout all their pro-cesses there is seen an elemental war for a time, more orless triumphant in establishing their own peculiar relations.Dante, Milton, Michael Angelo, Pindar, are high examplesof this class: Blair, the author of the "Grave," Young,and others, are small examples. To remain

intact and unharmed, the mind must retaina mastery over the affecting cause that may operate uponit. In passion, the moment the mastery is lost, weakness isthe consequence. If an actor becomes inspired with thepassion he represents, that moment he ceases to wield it.He should always be showing passion as through the desireto hide itâ€”the struggle for the mastery. The work of amaster only can shew the virtue that is in art. Directinghis materials according to his intention, he never loses hisindividuality in the labour; his work is a part of himself.



??? MAXIMS AND DEFINITIONS. 235 Art may be divided into three degrees or circlesâ€”Is^,Abstract or intellectual artâ€”the epic and religious ; 2 J,Moral, or belonging to human passionâ€”displayed in historyand the drama ; 3c?, Material or pliysicalâ€”displayed in theexpression of all qualities distinguishing "the superficies ofbodies. In each of these, beauty (that of the human form, andespecially of the female) is an element, and often usurps animportant place as a final end or aim. The accessories in a grand development of art becomethe essentials in a lower walk. In the highest the idea isone, and derives confirmation or force from every direction,admitting details and subsidiary matters as far as they donot interfere with it. So in the secondary or subordinateclasses, ideas of detail or episode in the highest order ofworks, become those of expression or essentiality. The highest art embraces all qualities of the lower, butkeeps them general, or receives them only partially. Some-times it rises above them altogether, as for instance in thestatue of the Apollo, which is thoroughly the supermundaneor godlike. In the Venus we find the texture of the flesh,with the fluidity of the blood, an essential feature.

TheElgin marbles shew irregular but flesh-expressing folds ofskin and muscle. The Apollo, in its higher aim, does notadmit of these particulars, but simply adopts form as itsnecessary means of medium. The end of art may be best defined as the reproductionof the impressions of being. These reproductions are forthe most part confined to the more pleasm-able impressions ;hence the narrow mistake has arisen that the fine arts existfor the production of pleasure. To confine the arts to thissphere, would be altogether to destroy their truth. It is bythe admixture of painful impressions with those of pleasure



??? (always, however, under certain hiws, which keep meansuffering at a distance), that their grandest and boldestresults are produced. It is not in shapes of government, or in the regulatedinstitutions of society, that the change or advance of civili-zation and thought is to be looked for; and it is a strikingfact how little the tendencies of thought are watched bythose in political power; how little the subtle movementsof popular taste, knowledge, and habits, are observed bythem, until these matters force themselves into notice onthe political arena, which they do at last, as a confirmedportion of the mind of the time. In our country, this is ina gi-eat measure the result of its freedom; we admit nointerference in whatever is not strictly within the sphere ofpolitics, but politicians would see much before them inpopular tendencies. Or Beauty. There are different kinds of beauty, ac-cording to the senses. The widest definition of beautywould be the pleasure-giving qualities of nature. Thereis beauty for the eyeâ€”form and colour. Beauty for theearâ€”melody and harmony. Beauty for the touch, taste,smellâ€”going little further than the nerves. Then there isbeauty for the mindâ€”all gracious qualities, moral and in-

tellectual. The fignire of the Discobolus reminds me of a definitionof the idealâ€”that it was the representation of figures inaction as if they were in repose. This foolish definition hassome sense in it: the antique always subdues expression.In this statue, however, the expression is false; it is acaput mortuum of motion. There is little of the abstract init; it is an individual in a particular action, and the motionnot given. All strong expression is considered extravagance by I ii i



??? MAXIMS AND DEFINITIONS. 237 those who do not enter into the feelings expressed. Ex-travagance or bombast depends altogether on the subject,and on the executive force employed being more than thesubject demands. Without being sublime, a thing may be energetic; butthere is no sublimity without energy. We may separate works of art into those that representthe positive and the negative, the active and the passive, innatm'c. The passive is the general favourite, for it allowssuperiority, in a certain sense, to the spectator; the other,the active, claims superiority, which to many is, even in awork of art, an unpardonable offence. Those minds whohave no conscious participation with the power depicted,feel this way, and also those who have the power, but notin an abstract or transcendental relation, which would enablethem to identify or sympathise with the work before them.Many again hate all pictures of passion or imagination,because they cannot understand them. Nature, althougli made up of a number of particulars,makes but one impression or sensation. The Venetiansimitated the one sensation of the colour of every object.They made it what it appeared to be without minute exami-nation :

its efl'eet on the mind was their aim. Remarks while sketching from the Last Judgment inthe Sistine Chapel: Isi. A sharp hard outline in generalâ€”in some measure the result of the strong tracing of the stylefrom the cartoon. Id. The joinings of the lime in the darksall appear light now. 3r7. Often bad drawing, seldom poordrawing. Aili. Here is the character of the age connectedwith the individual style of the artist, ^tli. Here is not nearlytlie detail in anatomy we find in modern French and otherpictures, ^th. The ancients are in general correct, but in fol-lowing out his idea Buonarotti often departed from correctness.



??? 238 MAXIMS ON ART. In all the old masters of the greatest time of art there isa speeies of materialism, a transcribing from particulars,both in regard to sentiment and execution. All parts oftheir works, including even saints, angels, &c., may ormight have been an actual copy from nature. At the sametime their conventions in the general treatment of the sub-ject, remove it from nature. Tiiis particularly belongs tothe older time of art; and, after the termination of advance-ment in Michael Angelo, Raphael, and Titian, merged intosystematic allegory. Michael Angelo reached to the head of that path, whoseprogressive steps are marked by Mantegna, Signorelli, andDonatello. He announces the struggle of man in endea-vouring after the infinite, and that in the highest connectionpainting can holdâ€”namely, religion. Many small varietiesof this great announcement afterwards appeared, wherein itwas diluted, weakened, or altered. The genius of Fuselima)?- be said to have expressed the struggle of man inrelation to the superstitious. Tliis was the origin of hisleathery extravagant mode, which appeared to him the truemode. Blake touched the infinite in expression or signifi-cation, without distraction from

lower aims, and in a kindof Christian purity. He is very abstract in style or meaning,but very defective in execution. (To analyse my own en-deavours, I may say, that I have attempted to unite thisrelation of man to the infinite with his historical appearances.Hence my style is Si purijied realism, and ought to exhibitphysical strength, while it is also abstract and general.) The ground of union or resemblance existing betweenmany men of different characters, is this : They have acommon centre, or grand idea, towards which they look, butthey see it from widely diverging points. At Windsor the Vandykes are of different periods of his



??? REMARKS ON PICTURES. 239 career. The family of Charles I. gives a union of his Italianand English modes ; the diiferent groups of children almostexemplify the strong firm richness of his Genoese pictures.The portrait of Charles I. in three views is in a dry style ;it has not the rich surface or Venetian tone. The portraitof Charles standing, in St. George's Hall, is open andagreeable. The often copied portrait on horseback is notaltogether distinct in style. Eubens' pictm-es, in one of the state rooms, present hisworks in a very favourable point of view, with rich and clearsurface. St. Martin dividing his cloak is beautiful, fresh,and light. The portrait of Philip is fine; the horse andfigure dark against a light sky. Holbein is here in great truth, and even agreeable effect.Various portraits have even a degree of amenity in style. The Waterloo gallery, with the exception of the portraitof Wellington and Gonsalvo, and a few others not done forit, does not raise Lawrence in my mind. Wilkie is pedantic and poor in the portrait of WilliamIV. The ignorant display of the anatomy of the knees,high fronts to the feet, &c., give it the appearance of ajuvenile production. Wilkie mistakes flimsiness for refinement in the execu-

tion of Napoleon and the Pope in the R. A. 1836. Thereis no dramatic power in the work. Napoleon is perfectlymilk and water; for the Pope I think he is indebted toLawrence. Delaroche. The Princes in the Tower (LuxembourgGallery) is excellent in conception and study. The execu-tion is very careful, and in every respect true ; in paintingit may be considered perfect, but for the skin of the figures,which is too red, and tinted in some parts, also dirty andblackish. ' â–  .......> A., .... , -....



??? 240 PARALLEL BETWEEN Vernet. " Raphael and Miehael Angelo in the Vatican"is one of the most unexceptionable works in the Luxembourg,in regard to design, colour, and execution. In character itis good and strong, but in real truth it is much below theproductions of Delaroche. Scheffer. My recollection of his picture of the Fatherand his Dead Son, which I saw four years ago, is in no waydisappointed. It is exceedingly fine, both in expression andexecution. Parallel between Canova and Thorwaldsen. The namesof these two artists are frequently linked together in noticesof the sculpture of our day. Is posterity likely to do thesame ? The works of the two men are very differentâ€”theyresult from mental and physical constitutions totally distinct.You have seen the head of Canova in marble, cast, or por-trait ; it is keen in expression, sharp in form, not withoutbreadth in the parts, bony, and a physiologist would declarecharacteristic of a nervous temperament. For Thorwaldsen'sexpression we do not require to depend on picture or bust.His head is large and round in general form; his face of afair equal colour; his long hair and large blue eye are veryuncommon in appearance; his temperament is

phlegmatic,r I have looked upon the works of Canova ^vith more j satisfaction than on those of any other artist since the days j of the authors of the Apollo, Venus, and Antinous. They I are particularly fitted to generate such a feeling, combined "with pleasure, in the beauty and cultivated modern gracewhich exists in them. This is the peculiarity of Canovaâ€”all his works are satisfactory and graceful.. It has been said that the greatest artists have alwaysproduced the most numerous works. Canova and Thor-waldsen have been very unequal in this respect. The com-mencement of the career of each was different. Before M '........'...........



??? CANOVA AND THORWALDSEN. 241 Canova had gained much attention, he had worked outponderous productions. Thorwaldsen, on the other hand,was sent as a pensioner to Rome, and was employed on anoccasion of emergencyâ€”that of the reception of Bonaparte.His dexterity pleased, and the subject of his workâ€”theTriumph of Alexanderâ€”flattered the vanity of the con-queror. What was at first a crude sketch, was expandedinto a finished work executed in marble, and the reputationof the young sculptor was established. Within the walls of St. Peter's, the two sculptors mightbe compared by their monumental works with justice toeach. The general design of Canova's is superior, thestyle more studied, and the execution more highly finished.That of Thoi-waldsen appears, on the contrary, common,and leaves little distinct impression. In Canova's Pope,there is much peculiar to himself in invention : Thorwald-sen's is more like figm'es that have been done beforeâ€”thereis more simplicity, but less originality. Throughout Canova's works we find scientific attain-ment, and some of his subjects require and exhibit all theknowledge of the artist. Thorwaldsen has displayed littleof this ; what he has

done has been of a more simple cha-racter. His reputation must stand upon the figure of Christ,and those of the Apostles ; works, certainly, of great ability,but, after the numbers that have been previously done,similar in many respects, no man of a certain degree ofexecutive power could mistake his way very far in dealingwith the characters again. During his early pensionaryyears in Rome, it is reported Thorwaldsen did little, andnow, in his advanced life, he has relaxed his application ina great degTee, while Canova was a close student from firstto last, and continued producing works to the end. A Roman,talking of the two, spoke of the greater coraggio of Canova.



??? CANOVA--THORWALDSEN. 242 I have spoken of the fine beauty of the works of theItalian seulptor. It is a beauty peculiarly belonging to ourtime : it is that of women conscious of its possession. Werethey to speak, it would be in modulated tones, and refinedlanguage. His Venus is the greatest beauty of the nine-teenth century; and his male characters are also of thesame time. This cultivated conscious grace is his strongestcharacteristic: it constitutes his main difference from theantique : it is considered by some as so much that is badâ€”by others as a new and charming aspect of nature. At allevents, it gives him a claim to originality. Moreover, wefind a fantastic minuteness in many of his worlds whichbelongs entirely to himselfâ€”the result of modern fashion,and a taste for decoration that becomes at times petty andtrifling. His studio in Eome is an exemplification of thistaste. A rude, disjointed, half-stable half-shed lookingbuilding, similar to the majority of the studios in Eome, hedecorated by sticking into the Avail a multitude of fragmentsof antique scidpture of every description. The Italian par-tiality for display had its effect upon him, and he carriednot a little of this love for ornament

into his works: in hisdrapery it is especially obvious. Neither of the two can be considered as rising to thegrand. The Hercules and the Perseus of Canova are strongand energetic, but no moreâ€”their great size aiding theireflect; while Thorwaldsen, with the exception of the DivineSti'cngth, on the monument in St, Peter's, which is too ma-terial and gross, has done nothing to merit such an appel-lation. Among the ancients there appear to have been decorativeartizans of the most mechanical kind, distinct from artists.



??? IMITATION OF THE ANTIQUE. 243 Before the appearanee of great Greek productions, thesepossibly supplied the place of art proper to the Romans,never remarkable for ability in sculptm'c or painting. Andat a later time all was again broken doAvn into decoration,before merging into utter imbecility. The remains in Her-culaneum and Pompeii belong to a period when methodsand certain forms facilitated production as a trade; origi-nality, thought, and adaptation, have nothing to do withthem. They are copies of the common-places of the ancientsin painting and sculpture ; but with us they all have theirloads of applause. They arc inferior specimens of the man-nerism of the ancients. Yet we find imitations of themeven by the most able modern sculptors, and those com-mended ! This imitation does not seem to be deprecated inregard to the works of Greece or Rome, although it is soin regard to works of more modern times. Om- artists are,at this day, producing what passed from one to anotherbefore our era had commenced. They find commendation,because they obviously suggest the works of antiquity, andthese Pompeian remains have advanced from being merelyvalued in an

antiquarian way, to being lauded as fine worksof art! R 2



??? LETTER X. DETACHED THOUGHTS AND SPECULATIONS. Sent up from ages past, and from those late days given. The spirit facing its Ufe absolute. V. S. m Perhaps I cannot do better than insert in this place avariety of maxims, notions, and short speculations, of amiscellaneous character, but chiefly presenting a metaphy-sical aspect, which have been found interspersed among hismore serious studies. They will follow appropriately enoughthe few fragments on art given in the last letter; and asthey do not belong to any particular year or time of life,cannot with more propriety be inti'oduced elsewhere. Someof these are not very new, but many also are thoroughlyoriginal in their character. Could we meet the angels Gabriel or Michael, we wouldrecognise in them combinations of number, as an ancientPythagorean would have expressed it, or, as we shall nowphrase it, of qualities in such harmonious quantity, as wouldapproximate to completeness. There would be found in



??? DETACHED THOUGHTS. them at once the evidence of both spiritual and outwardbeauty. They would be related at all points to our inti-mations of divinity. But men are only related to the divineat particular points. Hence one possesses moral beauty,another intellectual, another physical, in all their differentmodifications, positions, and degrees. The idealâ€”God; the genericâ€”man; the essentialâ€”men in classes ; the historicâ€”action or character ; the indi-vidualâ€”partial or accidental qualities. Men, when numerously and closely compacted together,growing in constant contact, are like a bed of turnips toothickly sown, where one prevents the growth of the other,and all are alike stunted. The largest growths will befound on the outskirts, where a seed has fallen on the roughmould separate from the rest. Every man who lives in a principle, when he has theopportunity of enforcing it, becomes great. Big square-headed men are those who care most fortheir own interests, which are generally of a selfish kind :when endowed intellectually, they are the great men inpolitics or other spheres of exertion which combine actionand reflection. Men of smaller, or of prominent and slopingforeheads,

have more passion and impulse : they are usuallythe subjects of a principle or of a passion. If the former,they may be poets or painters, or the victims of self-sacrificein any great form : this is their selfishness. If they are thesubjects of the latter, i. e., passion and impulse, they formthe dissipated classes. The square-headed men usuallykeep these tendencies in obedience to the laws of society,and manage to advance themselves, taking these laws astheir standard. The one is the judging, the other is theintuitively perceiving head. So far my phrenology goes. Why is wit mean ? It is admired, and yet it is con- 245



??? NATURE OF THE MIND. 246 sidered inferior. The witty man is not often able to thinkdeeply. All this is the case, because wit is the contrary todirect thought. It consists in discovering resemblances, notin the ultimate meanings of things, but in their specialitiesor coverings, which are non-essentials. Wit is thereforevery attractive to those who are blind to essentials, and bypractice becomes their faculty. They are continually busy-ing themselves about individualities and subordinate points.To the definition of wit, " That it is the finding of resem-blances in things very different," might have been added," dealing with inferior or subordinate meanings." The history of mind is analagous to that of the naturalworld ; it presents its chronological varieties or strata. Ithas undergone successive formations, violent displacements,and gradual changes. Every species of fruit reared from seed changes its cha-racter in a degree : reared by slips, it presents exactly thesame character as the original stock. This suggests ananalogy to mental influence. One mind is produced fromanother, inoculated or gi-afted from it ; hence are found fol-lowers in a given track, pursuing certain ideas and purposesto their furthest

end ; while the generation, from father toson, does not necessarily produce any similarity whatever incharacter and mind. Every mind is a procession from some other mind orminds, but each succeeding mind attaches to itself a varietyof qualities from foreign sources ; and hence arises increaseor advance, and new featm'cs of combination. The philosophy of the present age endeavours to embracethe whole nature of man, to look down upon him, and todiscern his relation to absolute being. The philosophy ofthe last age made man the centre, and saw but short wayfrom the individual.



??? THE SOUL-THE WILL. The outward world meets the inward by sight, sound,and touch; the inward meets the outward by speech andact. The mental world lies in the relations between theinner and outer, and bears two very opposite fruitsâ€”passionand intellectual sway. Passion belongs to the sensuousâ€”intellect to God. This assertion of the Godhead, or supreme truth, iscanied forward by some men as the prime object of theirbeing, sometimes even in a way that does not appear praise-worthy. Others acknowledge it only, and are unfit to assertit in the world; they feel its influence, and are often re-ligious people in an obvious sense, looking to a future lifeas the substantiation of the good, and the reward of theirfaith in things difficult to believe. The first thing the aesthetic critic has to do, is to ascer-tain from whence, and consequently with what aim, thework has been produced, whether from the intellectual, themoral, or the merely imitative faculty. Is not the solution of that strange question, the freedomof the will, this, That man is partially free, different menbeing so in different degrees, and in relation to differentspheres of being, action, or thought ? Thus one man findsthe strength of his

personality above particular objectivethings. Another can assert his personality in the face ofsurrounding influences; while a third, although unable todo this, has more independent power in higher directions.Thus no man is free in relation to the absolute, of whichevery one is a portion ; but he may be free, or above manymanifestations of this absolute in other men, in the world orin himself.^ * In nearly all these maxims, &c., we have had to alter words and sentencesto make their meaning clear. This one we have given as illustrating the cha-racter of the author, not for its truth, as the reader will see at once that it doesnot touch the question of freedom of the will, but relates to comparative strength 247



??? THE COURSE THROUGH THE STARS. 'Philosophy compels itself to walk with crutches, whenit makes the lamentable mistake of subordinating the mental,or deriving it from the senses. This is the constant error indiscussions respecting the reality of ideas on the one hand,or of sensations on the other. One party may be foundasserting, that the mental origins of the sentiments of justice,honesty, &c., are abstract ideas. Another party, feeling thesophistry of this, denies them altogether ; yet these arepositive to man, as much so as the ground beneath hisfeet, and the existence of the one is susceptible of just thesame proof as the other. Man is " midway from nothingto the Deity." There is beyond him that which is superior,around him that which is akin and similar, and below himthat which is inferiorâ€”dead matter. Philosophy is not totake up its abode in either of these directions exclusively.The activity of the whole being of man, through the reason,is required to apprehend or recognise each of these, and tounite them. Sophistry has arisen through the attempt toapply the laws of one portion of our natm-e to explain theentire nature. The com-se through the stars.â€”It was night, and a

newhuman soul was born. Gradually it comes out into con-sciousness through the struggling senses ; through pain, andstriving many ways, it feels the upward longing desire, asif it needed to find the sun, which seems to be reflected inits nature. It endeavours to find it out of that. Looking upinto the firmament, through the night in which it was born,it sees the shining of many lights. To one of these it bendsits course, reaches, and dwells in the new light for a time 248 of will. One of his Monograms of Man is directly opposed to the above in itsmeaning and inference ; but, as he had great strength of will, he could not admitin words that he had no freedom. Nevertheless, it is clear that the mind operatesin obedience to laws which transcend itself, and that any assertion of will is onlythe substitution of one necessarj' motive in place of another. ?‰?‰ii Â?â– rttiwHiiiirtWit



??? BLIND AND JEJUNE ACTION. with happy experiences ; for it has approached, but has notreached its sun. It obeys other desires, and flies to a furthercircle, colder than the last, yet it imagines it has found whatit sought. Becomes aware that this is not the case, andhastens on to the bounds of the starry sphere, then hitherand thithey in search of the brightest, still unsatisfied. Atlast it sees the earth it has left below lying in the starlight,and returns ; experiences the solidity and the earthiness,united with all good, which it has elsewhere met. And hereit lives until the day breaks, and it dies away into theabsorption of the mighty radiance. " Victory, or Westminster Abbey," says Nelson; " Vic-tory, or my brains scattered on the deck," says the sailor.Which of the two enters the battle with most calmness andcorn-age ? Which is the greater hero ? The leader, themover; the other is a passive agent; when his blood ismopped up from the deck, no one inquires to whom itbelonged. It is siu-prising that the actions of a boy-man, such forinstance as Bonaparte's expedition to Egypt, should havethe importance attached to them that they frequently gain.Crude objects, pursued in a base manner, even

because theyare played on a wide theatre, instead of being done in anafter-dinner fashion, assume the importance of history con-sidered and discussed by all men. The subjects propoundedat the table of Bonaparte, during the passage to Egypt,bespeak the state of mind of the principal and his col-leaguesâ€”a state of mind we can only smile at, contentedwith vague solecisms and juvenile apings of intellect. It is only in relation to a principle that actions becomegreat, although they often are bold or striking. All youngor useless acts, having no such relation, are boy's nonsenseor mischief. 249



??? HAPPINESS-AGE, ETC. The desire to effect some objects, and to substantiatesome conceptions, results partly from the indefiniteness ofthese in the mind, and the difficulty of effecting the endproposed. To enable some men to be happy, all that may be wantedis the means of providing food and clothing; others require,in addition, the means of keeping their position; and othersagain demand the means of asserting it. With the deficiencyof these, in either case, misery commences. There canscarcely be any measure of happiness or morality wherethere is a continual struggle in these respects. How old are you ? I am just the age of the gods. Youdo not understand me, I will explain myself. The Greeks,in their sculptures of heroes and demigods, represented themas not more than thirty years of age; and the same withthe celestial gods, excepting the first triad. Tlie mundanegods being of a more material nature, as Pan, Silenus, &c.,are represented in middle life, or aged. Cupid is a boy.What may be infen-ed from this? That they consideredman progressing into materiality, and at last, it may be said,dying into it, to be regenerated. The history of the world always shews us one

nationdominant over the others ; not, of course, in general, as con-queror or ruler, but in superiority or influence of some kindor other, operating over all the others. One particularnation will be always found either as the head or centre ofthe civilization of the age. Diseases may be divided into three classes, according totheir originating causes:â€”1st. From derangement of thephysical system through internal causesâ€”stomach, blood,&c. 2d. From derangement of the system by externalcauses, also physicalâ€”as damp, heat, cold, wounds, &c. 3d.Super-physical causes operating on both the before men- 250 mm latitMiiiiiateam



??? LIMITED MEN-ASPIRATION, ETC. tioned sources of disease, proceeding from the diseased mind,acted upon by despair, anxiety, social anomalies, &c. Thederangement operates on the nerves, and these again on theentire system. The diseases proceeding in this last mannerpuzzle medicine. The aim of medicine ought to he to reachthe root of disease in each specific case, and adopt the treat-ment accordingly. A man, though great and useful in a certain position ofaffairs at a certain time, may be altogether unfit to remaina continued leader. Oliver Cromwell, in relation to the mis-takes of the Cavaliers and Charles I., was well fitted. Forthe period of his government, he was a great manâ€”neededand proper. The necessities that brought him out beingpast, he, and all such as he, pass away, and we recur to abroader basis. Cromwell's style and policy only recog-nisedone portion of the public mind of England. Tlie same withNapoleon. But he failed from being in a measure false tothe principles by which he rose. His sway was foundedon a wider basis than the Protectorate of Cromwell, whichlasted so short a time, and utterly disappeared. Nations, like men, shew various predominating

charac-teristics : One is characterized by falsehood, and perhapsshow; another by artifice, and perhaps art; another byforce ; another by an excess of animal life; another byculture, religious or moral. The mind seldom reaches what it seeks : it oftener findsan illusion in a worthless formal substitute â€” a seemingreality, but only a poor equivalent for its desires. Oh!longing after the undefinableâ€”how is it ever to be gratified ? Polite men fii-equently take precedence of the intellectual,or of original-minded men, in point of success. Their man-ner is their genius. They sustain the very necessary con-ditions of society, and are rewarded accordingly. Their 251



??? THE MICROCOSMâ€”MUSIC. province is to smooth the way of life, and, if not selfish,they do so. In a state of high civilization, where men arebrought into constant intercom'se on indifferent occasions,a mutual regard and common understanding is indispensable.And possibly the more this is under conventional forms thebetter. Politeness becomes the atmosphere of some men.They carry through the most trivial as well as the mostimportant affairs in the same fashion. Beware of the rejection of any exercise of our facultiesor element of our being. Such must be an error. If re-jected in its just use, some defect or imperfection mustfollow. Every exercise of our powers, physical or mental,has its right purpose ; and all those systems which arefounded in some view which demands the total negation ofadmitted elements, must be defective or wrong. Dependupon it, the world has not been altogether astray for thou-sands of years for your new discoverer to detect her at last.Synthesis will find her true and right, although the rejectedelement may have had some time an undue activity, or,at another, it has been cloaked and covered. Every work or performance (of the voice in music forinstance) may be

considered in two ways. It may be con-sidered by itself as an expression of nature, and as spirituallyrelated ; and comparatively, as it affects others by the com-pass and power displayed. A voice not high, gracious, orgood, in its spiritual expression, may have great extent ofcapacity. This is the case in regard to the singing of JennyLind. Her voice has great modulation and compass, butit is not in itself gracious, or related to the transcendentalgood in nature. The lady who sang after her, a stouter,shorter woman, had a far more humanizing, heart-win-ning voice, without the same capacity.* It was moral or * Was this Alboni ? isUiilfe:



??? IDEAS IN RHYME. 253 loveable in its nature. Neither of them had an intellectualor grand character. Lind's voice belongs to the brilliantand capacious, having at the same time simplicity. Thusit has an advantage over most modem brilliant things in artor literatm-e : they have capacity and brilliancy, but withoutsimplicity. They end in artificiality, which she does not.But still, although her voice is pleasing, it is not that of awoman in ideaâ€”it is not either morally or sensuously love-able, still less is it seraphic. It is a rare thing, shewinggreat power highly cultivated; it possesses the qualities de-manded by the present dayâ€”finish and extent. Most men can act from personal motives, when theycannot or do not act from principles. That is more difficult;the relation between the principle and the action being ob-scure and uncertain. Is not this the cause of the backward-ness of thinking men to action ? I. I saw the Eternal seated on the Heaven,All time surrounded him, and through all spaceHis arms extended, fates and souls and worldsWere underneath his feet in order firm,And throughout all the might of justice burned. II. The world rolled darkly on ;AVhen I saw Life descending,â€”I saw him rendingThe

breast of the deep.In his mighty embraceHe strained the earth :â€”It crumbled from its placeAnd Life remounted his high source of birth. All the repose, as well as all the fruit of life, comes fromparticipationâ€”the flow of thought into thought, of act into



??? 254 OF MUTUAL SYMPATHY. act. To be met, understood, known and trusted, loved andrespected, is necessary. Without this participation, thespirit is bent down, or wandering outwards. It does notmove simply erect, looking freely round and before. With-out this it is not strong-willed, unless through ignorance,which always directs the gaze to one side, and makes thefoot stumbleâ€”though many go on stumbling, and out-stripthose who see better. All our efforts of introversion andself-analysis are seekings for participation in ourselves ; andthe return to intuitive impulsive strength is only its havingbeen found. Many live from birth participating with others,and thus pass through life in comparative unconsciousness andhappiness. Some never participate ; they want the powerentirely, and pass through life in a state of mental and moralslavery. Others feel its want, but cannot gain the power :they are constitutionally miserable. Hence the power oftrue, full, enlightened .love, wliich is one great form in whichthis want is supplied.â€”(This maxim is dated October 1848,the last we find in his writing. The psychologist will seemuch in it to apply to the mind of the author. It seems asif his own life had been

getting clearer to him at the timehe was leaving it.) ?Žffitawi.^ ......................................................,â€ž7"......."â€?^rfSarry^r;^Â?!^^



??? ART IV. LETTER XI. NOTICES OP PICTURES CONTINUED. LETTER XII. "NOTES FOR MEMORY." ].ETTERX1I1. POETRY. LETTER XIV. HIS WAY OF LIFE AT THE END. LETTER XV. THE END.



???



??? -mr LETTER II. notices of pictuees continued. " It has been said, but let us repeat it: the proportion of will and i)ower is not always re-riprocal. A copious measure of will is sonietiiiies iissigned to ordinary and contracted minds ;whilst the greatest faculties as frequently evaporate in indolence and languor. When willand power agree, then we find greatness." Henry Fuseli. Our former notice.s of David Scott's professional labourscame down to 1841, and the pictures exhibited by himthat year, which Avas, perhaps, the most eventful year inhis life. In it he began his great picture of Vasco de Gramaencountering the Spirit of the Cape, and aiTanged his worksin his new studio. This Avas enough to distinguish the yearas the most memorable in his later career; but another cir-cumstance contributed to make it so. This circumstance itis not necessary to allude to here more particularly, norindeed can it be further disclosed in this brief Memoir,except as it may be indicated by some poetical pieces to begiven in a future letter. In this year also he made the sketches of forty designsfor the Pilgrim's Progress, 1 and painted the Duke ofGlocester taken into the Water Gate of Calais, and otherpicturesâ€”in

themselves enough to distinguish an artist.Accordingly we find exhibited, in the folloAving year 1842, 8 1  This series of Illustrations ivill shortly be publislied by Messrs. A. Fullarton& Co., Edinburgh and London.



??? GLOCESTER CARRIED TO HIS DEATH. " The Duke of Glocester," " Silenus praising AÂ?ine," and" The Challenge." The first of these pictures is one of the most striking ofthe painter's works, and also one of the most admired, andgenerally acknowledged as possessing extraordinary artisticpower. It is, indeed, a remarkable tragic embodyment ofan obscure historical record. The Duke of Glocester,brother of John of Gaunt, quits mysteriously the page ofhistory. He was suddenly arrested by order of Richardthe Secondâ€”a measure necessary for his own preservationâ€”hurried on board a ship in the river, which conveyed himto the prison of Calais, where he disappeared. Let us ex-tract a notice of this work from the Observer Newspaper ofthat year:â€”" There is a mystery and grandeur of effect inthis picture irresistibleâ€”a. moral dignity overawing thespectator. The calm, yet anxiously inquiring gaze of thedoomed victim, seated near the stern of the small boat,behind whom, dark against the sky, cower the savagemessengers of his fate: the gloomy portal, with its ponderousportcullis; the strange half satanic aspect of the stooping-rower as he holds up his hampered oar, are all highlysuggestive

of the deed of darkness to which this passageforms the prelude. The artist has skilfully heightened thesensations of mysterious dread by the judicious managementof the secondary parts of the picture. The introduction ofa pair of brawny arms and hands, in violent action turningthe fatal bolt, which will for ever separate the doomedGlocester from the world of liglit, contrasted with the spec-tral glide of the figure in armour of whom little is seen,carries the mind forward into a dread futurity of suspense;â€”all these give token of a work of deep study and creativepower. ^ * In this subject Mr. Scott has happily adopted a style of colouring more in accordance with every- 258 r ? I r m mtm mtmmm iiH



??? THE CHALLENGE. 259 day nature tlian has hitherto been his wont, and, in con-sequence, we doubt not it will find fiivour in tlie eyes ofmany who judge of little else than the efibct of colom-; andto that extent he will have increased the circle of hisadmirers." This last sentence must refer to the moonlighteffect, and the simplicity of light and shadow over thepicture. The total absence of detail was far from likely tosatisfy the admirer of imitative execution. This absence ofdetail however, it is, in a great measm'c, that gives thesentiment its force. Many remarks tending to elucidatethis, as a principle in painting, will be found in his Journaland Notes. The treatment of the details in the " TheChallenge," and in some of his other pictures, is still moreremarkable in this respect. The execution of " The Chal-lenge" is analogous to that of Turner in landscape. Thereis in both the same indistinctness and variety, the samemassive execution without particularity of form. The prin-ciple worked out by Turner, which has given him thehighest standing in the world of landscape, is undoubtedlythe same as that here exemplified with consummate forceand facility in history. The variety of the details of landscape nature

arealways of a pleasing, and generally of a poetic kind; butstill the mental image, the one sensation impressed uponthe mind, is the great object of the artist. And this is whatTmTier efifects; and, in this view, his detail is infiniteâ€”notby particularising objects and working them out individually,but by giving infinite variety of colour, infinite variety ofeffect and touch. And so it is in certain of David Scott'spictures, especially this called " The Challenge." " Pilgrimentertained in the Palace Beautiful," and " The Triumphof Love," may be also mentioned as instancesâ€”the lastindeed is the greatest. If this treatment be admitted in s 2



??? PAMPHLET ON PAINTING. landscape, it is evidently much more appropriate in history,where the details of costume, &c., are often antagonistic tothe historic expression. Any one who has seen the worksof the French painters, must remember the distracting effectof the care and display in the dresses and accessories. Soit is with one or more of our greatest English painters, andin the productions of nearly all our second rate artists.The novelty of this style of execution effectually preventedthe picture being understood in the true light: it was aventure, and the principle we have pointed out was carried,perhaps, too far; but, doubtless, it is a most remarkableproduction. The grand topic of 1842, in the artistic world, was theemployment of painting in the New Houses of Parliament.Scott being one of the few artists in the country who haddone any thing in fresco, looked forward to this with muchinterest. In February he published his pamphlet, entitled" British, French, and German Painting: being a referenceto the grounds which render the proposed painting of theNew Houses of Parliament important as a public measure." In this pamphlet we find an able exposition of the cha-racteristics and properties of

the three schools, and a reviewof the English artists who have made the higher walks ofart their study. The causes of the want of encouragementof our artists whose aims have been the highest, were par-tially pointed outâ€”for unsupported they have all been;and even the designs of Flaxman, so much admired overall Em-ope, and published in Home, were a dead stock inthe London market for years. The truth is, that the sphereof the arts in England is social life, and it is well that suchis the case. The painter must take with him the sympa-thies of the day; he must aid the gentler virtues. Highart, like epic poetry, has embodied itself in certain ages of 260



??? m POPULAR ENCOURAGEMENT. 261 the world, freely and with energy, but the English mindhas never manifested itself in that form. Our artists mustaddress both sexes. Of the various branches of paintingamong us, that of landscape is the most sought after.Somehow or other, landscape scenery is now considered themost poetic of all things, not only in painting but in verse-making. Portrait or animal painters can appropriate tothemselves lago's advice; and among those Avho aspire todepict human natm-e, they who limit themselves to familiarillustration are most successful. Very extraordinary are thelimitations to be found among the latter; one book or twoof a popular kind will be often found to constitute theirlibrary, and over these will their lives be spent. Whateveris intended to be popular, must be easily understood; andthe constant reiteration of the same subject and class ofsubjects, insures that at least. Another result of popularityis, that prettiness is substituted for beauty and character.An amusing instance of this was related by an artist latelyengaged on a series of Shakespere's female characters. Onpresenting his embodyment of Mrs. Page to the gentlemansuperintending the Avork, it

was objected that the face wastoo old. " Why," said the artist, " as it is, I have made hervery little older than her daughter." " But," said the other," you must make her just as young and as handsome, if youcan. We can put them at separate parts of the Avork. Who,do you think, will buy her, if she is not young and pretty ?"A softening doAATi of all peculiarity and emphasis has re-sulted from the exclusive desire to please, incompatible AvithgTcat efforts, and that in the Avorks of CA'cn our men ofgenius the first in rank. Wilkie, Avhose perception of cha-racter and poAver in depicting it has never been surpassed,in his later years, in pictm-es of a large size, studied evenhis male characters from female models. The hands of



??? VASCO DE GAMA Tippoo Sait dead in battle, are tlie hands of a womanâ€”studied, as those will recolleet who saw his sketches, fromthe female model; and even the head of Palafox defendingSaragossa, if we are not mistaken, is studied from thefemale model so well known in his pictures. That Wilkiewas not without his object in this is clear enough; but hedid not work on this principle in any of his best pictures,cither those done in his earlier or later timeâ€”the Rent Dayor the Knox Administering the Sacrament. These remarks may fitly introduce our notice of thenext public appearance of David Scottâ€”the exhibition ofhis large picture of Vasco de Gama, the discoverer of India,passing the Cape of Good Hope, and there encounteringthe Spirit of the Storm. We have said it is well that sociallife should be the sphere of the arts in England. In France,historic painting on a large scale is publicly honom-ed, andthat because of the military tendencies of the nation, luckilylittle favoured by us. But the grand exhibition of nobledaring and endeavour will, we hope, never be foreign to thenational feelings; and if those artists among us who havededicated themselves to this high class of invention hadjjossesscd the power as

well as the will, as Fuseli phrasesit, the lofty historic walk of art would have been morerespected among us. Fuseli, Barry, West, and Idaydon,in the majority of their works, shew weakness that everytyro can detect. 262 The exhibition was opened in the Calton Hill Roomsin December, Tlie artist had received assistance in theaccomplishment of the long labour, by a friend becominghalf-proprietor in the work, and participator in the results.That the exhibition should be successful was, therefore,most important to him, not only on his own accoimt, butthat the friend Avho embarked with him should not be a â– fWiiii



??? m PUBLICLY EXHIBITED. loser. It was, however, a total failure; the loss beingmore than seventy pounds, and that although all meanswere taken to insm-e its success. The exhibition was openduring two months; and although the number of visitors,in one day, rose to fifty-two, generally it was very small.The reason for this, it may be however acknowledged, wasnot only public apathy towards high art, but may be found,in some measure, in the subject. The name even of thisPortuguese navigator, second only to Columbus in import-ance, is scarcely known in this comitry. A few readers ofthe history of discovery, and a few acquainted mth Meikle'sbad translation of " Camoens," comprise all those who werelikely to be interested in the subject for its own sake ; andit is absolutely necessary to the poj)ularity of any efibrt,that the public be prepared to receive it. Any one mighthave told him that, perhaps did tell him, if he confided hisintention to friends ; but the pictorial and poetic capabilityof the subject was great, and fitted to his powersâ€”the onlyrule of choice for him. So this intense labour of nearly twoyearsâ€”one of the greatest works of modern artâ€”recoiledupon its author with a sadly depressing efiect. The

incident and mere body of this imperishable work,although taken from " Camoens," is very freely altered toafford the pictorial elements required by the painter. Theappearance of the terrible genius of the then solitaiy seas,is described by the poet as coming suddenly upon them ina cloud dm'ing prosperous weather; but on the canvass,Adamastor gathers himself up from the weltering watersover which he reigns, and rises gigantic above the sm-ge.Ashy pale, his head bristling with hairs of withered red, thispotent monster opposes the advancement of the gallant ex-plorers with all his armomy of terror and of tempest in vain. " In the picture it is a thick night-scene. The good 263



??? DESCRIPTION OF THE ship is caught and entangled in a wild chain of lightningdashed from the hand of the fiend, which not only fm-nishesthe rapid light and shadow of the circle, hut signifies thethunder-crash of the moment we are permitted to gaze uponthe hero and his companions. And what a ship-hoard itdisplays! In the centre is rooted the figure of Gama, fullin the blinding but momentary light, his right hand tight-ening the helmet upon his head, and shading his eyes, hisleft hand pressing his cross-hilted sword upon his faithfulheart, his manly countenance full of concentrated purpose,his feet planted immoveably upon the reeling deck, and hiswhole frame and attitude expressive of the imperturbabletrust and courage of genius and of virtue. He searches thethickest of the storm with his unquailing glance, and ques-tions the disclosing lineaments of the apparition. " The spirit is ahead of the labouring vesselâ€”a vast,vague, half-visible and fearful colossus, conjured out of thepalpable darkness of the distance. 264 " Such are the circumference and the middle of thework. It is in the antagonism of these principal elements,and in the equipoise of these opposing forces, that the painterhas most signally

displayed his poetical insight. Aroundand against the hero are arrayed the treacherous night, thelightning with its angry roar, tlie enraged billows, thedemon of that lonely zone, the distracted ship and her self-abandoned or mutinous crew, and the impending ruin of thegreat undertaking for which he had prayed and toiled hiswhole life long; but he is steadfast, self-contained, andequal to them all. It is a heroic man filling his sphere,sufficient for his circumstances, and a match for fate. It isa universal text. It stands for Homer, St. Paul, Dante,l\Iichael Angelo, Luther, Shakespere, Cromwell, Kepler,Luis de Camoens, or for Scott himself, as truly as for De oimMiiimti^^





??? mmm PICTURE OF GAMA. Gama. Nor is any man alive who may not, or ought not,to see the express image of himself in this self-sufficingVasco, with his faith in the cross, his confidence in himself,and his ready-handed use of means. This is one of thegreat and beautiful lessons of this noble epic. " The various figm'es which crowd around the pillaredhero of the scene, present the diverse effects of the same cir-cumstances on a number of the different characters humanitytakes on; and they help to insinuate the moral purpose ofthe artist more effectually into the heart and imagination ofthe docile spectator. The bitterness and cm-sing, even inthe horn- of trial, of the sensual mutineers, one of whomdraws a dagger from behind his back; two pairs of marinersderiving a diminution of their courage from clinging to oneanother; the dependant but chivalrous audacity of a young-nobleman drawing his sword against the immaterial, and agroup of mailed knights bristling forward with their spearsbeyond the noble youth; an old pilot on all-fours at hiscaptain's feet; an athletic soldier daring the demon with across held up before the mast; a monk paralyzed withhorror; a Moor upbraiding him for the impotence of hiscreed;

and a dog howling to the winds, are some of thefeatures which are scattered with equal prodigality and skillbetween the hero and the surrounding night. " The technical qualities of this grand work are verygreat. Not only is the drawing true, powerful, and ex-pressive, but its vigour is supported by an equal sti-engthand virility of touch. The colom- is remarkable for its pre-dominant unity of tone over the whole canvass; while it isclear, distinct, and satisfactory in the details. When yougo near the painting, you are struck by the massive body ofcolour which has been used in the production of a sm-faceso homogeneous. In addition to these things, and far above 265



??? FAILURE OF EXHIBITION. them when intellectually consideredj is that unity of cha-racter pervading the style of the whole multitude of figures,which gives a genuinely epic feeling to the work. It is ouropinion, however, after years of acquaintance mth it, thatthis crowning creation of the genius and industry of DavidScott is more than epic; it is also a symbolical picture,representative of humanity in its august and perilous voyage.The painter worked at it under this idea also; and it isfrom such a point of view alone that all its significance canbe drunk into."^' The failure attendant on the exhibition of Vasco deGama deterred him from sending it elsewhere as he hadintended, although letters from Dundee, and other towns,held out hopes to him in those quarters, and it stood in hisstudio as one of the sights to be there enjoyed by the visitorsof his later years. Some parts he partially repainted, andvery much harmonized and strengthened the effect, beforeits last appearance in this year's (1849) R. S. Academy, * This excellent description of the picture is from the pen of Samuel Brown.In the illustrations to the " Ancient IMariner," the weird old manâ€” " Lung, and lank, and brown, as is the ribb'd sea-sand," was made like

the ruin of a Hercules. Here the frightful water-goul of Canioens.was changed into a vast phantom of sulphurous storm clouds. Such changes doesthe artist find necessary to unite the text and the picture in one common mentalettect. The folloAving is a literal translation of some of the verses of the" Luciad," Canto v., stanza 37, et seq.â€” 266 15ut now five sims liad passed Since we had left from thence, thus cuttingThe seas never by others nangatcd.Prosperously breathing the -H-iiids :AVhen one night unsuspecting As we watched on the cleaving prow,A cloud that the air obsciu'edOver oiu- heads appears. So awftd it eamc, so surcharged,It put in oiu' heai'ts great foav,Moaned the black sen with far-oil' roarAs if in vain ag.'iinst a rock. " Oh, potentate sublime!" I siiid, " "What threat di^-ine, what secretDoth tills clime and this sea present?"Wliat wonder appears, what tempest ?' I had not finished, when a figure Is shown in tlie air, robust and broad,Of unshapely and greatest statiu-e. With visage heavy and squalid beaid.And eyes encasedâ€”menacing usâ€” Evil disposedâ€”all earthy iuid pale.Clotted the strange woolly haii',Yellow teeth in the bliick gorge seen.



??? RICHARD III. AND THE PRINCES. from which it has been taken finally to the Trinity Houseof Leith. Letters from the Brazilian Legation in London,and the British consul in Rio de Janeiro now lie before usregarding it. These missives are in consequence of anapplication made by some friends of the painter, and thereis some probability tliat the picture might have made avoyage half as long as that of Gama himself, had not apublic subscription for its purchase been carried out by somegentlemen of taste and spirit, as will be afterwards seen. At this period he was occupied on " Richard III. receiv-ing the children of Edward the Fourth from their mother,"'' The Four Great Masters, being Michael Angelo, Rafiuel,Titian, and Correggio," in separate pictures, but connectedtogether as a series; and "Tlie Belated Peasant," from Milton, ----Elves, Whose revels some belated peasant sees.Or dreams he sees.-- all of which appeared in the exhibition of 1843. Tliey arcamong his best pictures. The character of Richard, theShakspercan Richard, is unrivalled, both in expression ofbody, action of hands, and peculiarity of face. The visageis that of a cruel, strong, noble, cunning man at once, amixed natm-e most difficult and

masterly; while the dra-matic moment of his grasping the children that stand be-tween him and royalty, gives him the expression of atrociousjoy. In execution this picture is altogether different fromthat of The Challenge, being strongly defined in all its parts,dark and finn. The Elves is similar to it in this respect,and the figures of the quaint lank fairy folk, apparently ofthe cavalier order of their society, are among the most vividpieces of fancy he ever expressed. The great moon inyellow haze, serrated by the corn-heads, completes thescene. The treatment liere, and in the Triumph of Love, 267



??? PREPARES CARTOONS. and other pictures of David Scott, puts us in mind of ananecdote, well told by one of the eminent artists now inthe northern capital. Tlie anecdote, as far as we can giveit, is this : Turner was touching on one of his very extra-ordinary pictures on the walls of the Academy before theopening of an annual exhibition, just then Constable en-tered, stood looking at the magical, but strange surface, ofTurner's landscape for a long time, and at last said to themaster, that really he must tell him he had never seenanything resembling it in nature, when Turner replied,"Very likely you haven't, but don't you wish you could?"The Four Great Painters is also among the notable picturesof Scott. In depicting these he entered into their spirit, andthe diverse positions of the illustrious artists admirablyembody and signify the nature of the respective genius ofeach. Doubtless with these men art and life were one andthe same thing, and the aspect of the man exhibited theanimus of his work. We have alluded to the Westminster Buildings aboutto employ the energies of English artists being the greattopic of the day, and an object of hope and solicitude toDavid Scott. He had published his pamphlet, and now thetime

came when the decisions should be made by competi-tion. For this competition he prepared two cartoons, butprepared them in his own way, and as if he had no one toplease but himself. In vain a friend in London wrote himagain and again, himself trying his fortune, and thereforeinforming himself of the requirements of the case, that care,precision, and correctness, technical qualit?Šs of design, andthe prevailing taste in sentiment, would afibrd the criteria.His reply was, that all these qualities were very well forthose who belonged to particular schoolsâ€”that for his parthe did not need to expend so much care over the preparation 268 0if



??? MANNER OP HIS DOING THEM. for his work, and that the great thing was to give the ideain its full forceâ€”that this, from the first rough sketch to thelast finished work, should he the great care of the artist.True enough, hut this was little to the matter in hand.Here was a competition to ascertain, not only if there wasgenius to be found, but also if there was cultivated talent,and exact artistic knowledge, the judges being men whosetastes and education led them to view the decision almostentirely in regard to technical qualifications. Indeed nopublic competition can take place on any other basis, andthe man who asserts his individuality, and claims to haveformed his styleâ€”to have completed it with a view to hisown intentions, and only in accordance with principlesworked out by himselfâ€”must not submit himself to a tri-bunal whose decisions are made by rales mutually re-cognised and commonly understood. These few remarkswill place his failure in the true point of view; manythought the worse of him for it, but a man of powers sooriginal must stand alone. Some no doubt concluded, andthat reasonably enough, that it was want of ability, or wantof knowledge ; but he had undoubtedly more than enoughof both.

What he required was conformity to a standardnot his own, and that rather in execution than in anythingelse. The reason of his failure here was the reason of hisfailure in every other case, and none other. Strength ofwill, the source of determination, perseverance, and successâ€”and wilfulness, the source of peculiarity, and in public life offailure, are twinsâ€”indeed, generally of the Siamese order,inseparable. In setting about the drawings to be forwarded to thecommission, his first idea was to do a series, which shouldcany forward in narrative and dramatic form the differentsteps and aspects of some great event in history, the last of 269



??? SPANISH ARMADA. tlie series showing the grand conclusion and result. Tlielabour attending the execution of such a scries Avas Her-culean ; but no amount of labour ever seemed to incommodehim. Never robust, but at this period strong, and possessedof great certainty of manipulation, he feared nothing. The subject he proposed to treat in this manner was theHistory of the Spanish Armada; and four designs weresketched, the subjects beingâ€”The Merchants of Londonmaking preparations to oppose the Armada ; Queen Eliza-beth reviewing the Army; Drake on the Quarter-Deck;and the Sinking of a great Spanish Ship. Lord Meadow-bank, whose assistance and consideration is amply evincedby letters on his affairs from time to time, appears to havebeen consulted on the subject, and the following reply mayhave had some effect in changing his mind on the matter:â€” " My Dear Sirâ€”I have been so constantly engaged inbusiness that I had not a moment to devote to the conside-ration of the letter with which you favoured me. Thoseoccupations still subsisting, and from other causes, I am quiteunequal to making observations upon your statements ; butI may generally state, that I rather think you are embar-

rassing yourself by mixing up the object of an epic poetwith those of a painter in fresco. For it is totally out ofthe question, as it seems to me, for any mortal hand, whileperforming the operations of the latter, to accomplish whatmay be in contemplation of the same genius, and not un-attainable, within reasonable compass, in the composition ofan epic poem. It seemed to me that, by adopting the planI took the liberty to suggest, while you might exhibit to acertain extent the powers of your mind to execute, were itpracticable, a series of designs having those very objects inview which your letter makes it clear that you contemplate,you could prove your capacity to perform that which is 270



??? LORD MEADOWBANKS ADVICE. witliin the reach of human exertionâ€”painting in frescoindividual pictures powerfully; leaving the past and thehistorian to shew the progress of events. The multitudeof circumstances necessary to express the history of a periodis decidedly not within the scope of a painter; at tlie sametime there are remarkable scenes in our history, leading to omgreat event, capable of making one or two interesting pic-tin-es. I fear all I have written is not much to the purpose;but I have been eight hours in Court, and have only beenable to snatch a few minutes from reading my papers toacknowledge your letter.â€”In haste, youi's faithfully, Alex.Maconociiie." The subjects ultimately fixed upon were one of the abovementioned scenesâ€”that of Drake witnessing the Destructionof the Spanish Ships, and Wallace defending Scotland;the latter being a design done some years ago, which hewas at that time painting on a larger scale than formerly.We find by his correspondence, that, even while makingthese preparations, he avowed his determination, should hebe successful and appointed, he would only have undertakenthe duties on condition of having an entire departmentunder his own

management. But he was not destined tohave the chance of making any conditionsâ€”^liis cartoonsmeeting with no notice, nor his frescoes of a subsequentyear. On this remarkable exhibition, we find some judiciousremarks from a friend in London, addressed to him on hisreturn to Edinburgh from, seeing the cartoons deposited inWestminster :â€”" My Dear Scottâ€”I have been at the privateview of the cartoons to-day, and have been much gratifiedindeed. A number of works have been produced, in whichfine composition and treatment of subject, and fine drawing,are exhibited. A power, indeed, has been shewn in English 271



??? THE GREAT EXHIBITION IN art that probably was not anticipated, and which hold out acertainty that, if this school is duly encouraged, great thingswill spring from it. The first prize has been gained by apupil of Delaroche. This is remarkable, and it will assuredlybe quoted as a triumph in France. There is much energyin the composition, and, whilst it contains many figures,there is no confusion. There is, however, a want of idealityin the forms ; they are too literally like the models. TheFight of the Beacon is anotherâ€”perhaps the best; and thisseemed to be the general opinion. As a cartoon, it is equalto any I have seen in Germany. Caractacus, another prize,is very well, and shews much good knowledge, and alsoconsiderable cribbing. Una and the Satyrs, another, is veryexcellent in many respects: there is, I think, as much wellchosen form in this as in any one. I should say the exhi-bition is excellent; but, while there are cartoons equal toany German works, there are many so incredibly badâ€”nayabsurdâ€”as to make one wonder there are beings found toexhibit such things. But the good ones make up for thebad. I must not omit Bell'sâ€”a capital cartoon. He hasalways some weak points to do mischief; but this design

isby no ordinary man. " I wish I could enter more particularly into the subject,but before doing so, I would require to go several times. Ifeel confused by all I have seen, and cannot make up mymind very well. I find some works exhibiting some origi-nality ; in others I am reminded of certain schools. Inlooking at Florentine or Roman pictures, or at those of anyother locality, we see a certain direction of thought, fall intothe cmi-ent in a short time, and om- feelings harmonise withthose of the artists. But Westminster Hall offers a chaosof thought, exhibiting itself in such a variety of action,that no current can be fallen into. Every new cartoon gives 272



??? WESTMINSTER HALL. 277 a new blow to the mind as we turn to it. We may look atone, and think with the artist; we tmn to another, and mustbegin to think over again. Criticism is difficult under suchcircumstances. Thus I can't tell you what I think at pre-sent, nor write you any satisfactory account of the mostinteresting exhibition yet seen in this country. " There is less of the frippery of English art than mighthave been expected. It does, however, peep out now andthen, especially in the Boadicea, one of the prizes. Asto manipulation, I feared that little knowledge would beshewn; but it is wonderful. I saw Mr. Joseph Hume;he said Sir Robert Peel had remarked to himâ€”' Here theprizes have been carried off by men whose names we neverheard of.' ' So much the better,' said Hume. He thinkswe should frequently have such competitions. Very trulyyours." Here is another scrap of wiiting from the memoranda ofan artist, himself concerned in the scene. Every thingconnected with this competition is interesting, as it mustalways form an important point in the history of Englishart; therefore we give it:â€”" I went down with David Scotton the first day for receiving the works. There^ in thegreat scaffolded hall, with the carpenters

hammering andartists directing their workmen, every one full of his ownaffairs, his cartoons were standing ready to his hand. I feltcertain in a moment their peculiarities would debar them.Tliey were vast sketches, without mural or fresco adaptation;crowded with vigorous but slightly made-out figures. He haddone them, as he will do every thing, purely in the mannersuitable to evolve his own conception. Many competingworks were very imperfect productions, applications of styleimperfectly acquired or totally misunderstood. Others seemedto have been sent by people utterly ignorant, enthusiasts.



??? CARTOON EXHIBITION IN 274 h i ii'i â–  amateurs, or madmen, coming forward to ' assist' on the greatoccasion. All who recollect the exhibition need not be toldthat these were the exceptions. The majority shewed freethought and much talent; grandeur and mastery were in-deed only found there to a limited extentâ€”much study andcare, with oftentimes strong feeling, stood in their place.The novelty of the method seemed little felt. It was agreater triumph than either artists or the public expected.On the second day I had my own to look after, but couldnot help forgetting my production for a moment, when alittle man like a village schoolmaster, with an umbrellain his hand, and something like a quire of paper under hisarm, came up to where I was working. Laying down hisumbrella and taking off his hat, he began to unfold andspread out the quire of paper, which was indeed some thirtysheets or so pasted together. Two carpenters followed himwith the materials for a stretching frame, and soon it wasall tacked on. This drawing afterwards became well knownto every one as a sort of lion for sm-passing badness, althoughplaced far up between the ribs of the roof. A line or twoacross the middle of the paper

represented a table, on theother side of which was seated King John, with a crown onhis head, ample as a lobster-trap, and a festoon over himbearing the word ' Runnimede' in legible charactersâ€”thatbeing the best part of the Avork in its execution. As for theface of this doubtful king, it is needless to try to describe it.Innocent body! the author of this delectable work did notseem conscious of any absurdity either about himself or hiswork. Mr. Eastlake advanced to get the title : I was curi-ous enough to observe him. At first he looked grave on tm-ning round, perhaps, there was the least smile in theworld on his faceâ€”^but when he accosted the author (I amdoubtful whether to call him author or artist) no.one could H: i K -



??? WESTMINSTER HALL. 275 have said he thought less of this than of any production inthe hall. I recollect, after leaving the place on the first ofthe two reception days, we repaired to dine. David leanedhis head upon his long white hands, and as he sat thus buriedin thought before me, I speculated on his meditations. Hadhe any doubt of the appropriateness of execution or choiceof subject he had made ? To ask him were needless; hewould disown the idea. His effects were black and roughâ€”his drawing, vigorous and gigantic, was uncompletedâ€”yet nobody knew better what was expected in a preparatorycartoon for fresco." Â?r Â? That this disappointment was not strongly felt by him,it is impossible to deny, and much more that of a year ortwo later, when fresco was the subject of competition. Thetwo specimens he sent were much inferior to one care-lessly painted on the wall of his own studio, now exposedto the open light of heaven on the part of the wall yet re-maining. One of these specimens was very large, expensivein carriage, and rejected. The other has been frequentlymentioned as of the highest excellence by some of thegreatest of om' artists, but no notice was taken of it, pro-bably from the

nature of the design, which was only afraction of a larger one. Of indomitable courage, and pridecommensurate with his power, he proceeded from this timein a ti-ack still fm'tlier deviating from the beaten road, bothin art and habits of living, working much alone. This year, also, the office of master of the Antique, inthe Academy of the Honourable Board of Trustees of Edin-burgh, was vacated by Sir William Allan, and Mr. Duncanappointed his successor. David Scott was his competitorfor the appointment. Mr. Duncan had been for some years T 2



??? BOAED OF TRUSTEES connected with one branch of the Trustees' Schools, and thisgave him a legitimate advantage. Here is the letter shewing the result of the matter :â€” Royal Institution, Edinburgh,Juhj 1844. Sirâ€”Having laid before the Honourable the Commis-sioners of the Board, when deliberating on the arrangementsconsequent on the retirement of Sir William Allan, yours ofthe 14th November, offering yourself as candidate for thechair in the Academy for the Antique, and the testimonialsof your qualifications for that office, I have been instructedto acquaint you, that they have incoi-porated the chair ofthe class for drawing from the Antique with that for thetheory and practice of Colour, and appointed Mr. Duncan,who filled the latter, to be head master or director over thewhole establishment, with the assistance of Mr. W. Crawfurdand Mr. J. Ballantyne as preceptors under him.â€”I am. Sir,your most obedient servant, J. Wilson, (for the Sec,) The arrangements here expressed were in consequenceof a change of views regarding the direction of the schoolsof the Board; and it is questionable how far he couldhave been serviceable in carrying out the plans of others. The man of a limited exact nature, who does

nothingbut what is required of him, is, in such situations, more effi-cient than a comprehensive, original, or penetrating mindâ€”at least the fortunes of the masters of the English Schools ofDesign seem so to prove. Even respectable incapacity issuccessful before him. This last character is often, indeed, avery fortunate official functionary, where much business is notrequired, standing in need of pleasant patronage and assis-tance : he does nothing in opposition ; and if it is absolutelynecessary to lay him aside, perhaps it is done by promotionâ€”a small situation at least can be additionally endowed for Jiim! 276 fi Â?iL2



??? SCHOOL OF THE ANTIQUE. 277 To work with any one was difficult to David Scott; and,in an institution like that under the management of the Board,harmonious co-operation has been very necessary, and, weare told, highly successful. Less than a year from the above date Duncan died. Hisdeath was an event deeply regretted, not only by artists, butby the public. Universally esteemed and acknowledged asan artist the most likely to sustain and extend the fame ofthe Edinburgh School of Painting, he died exactly at thetime when his powers had attained their full vigour, andsm-mounted all external difficulties. David Scott againoffered himself for the chair of the Antique, but the views ofthe Board to which we have alluded having been pushedstill further, he was informed, that no new appointment wasto be made, but that the office would be divided, by thepromotion of the two senior masters. It has been necessaryto give this detail, although not very interesting now. ThisTrustees' Academy had been for a century the college of artin the north. In the absence of native artists, or for theintroduction of better methods, it was first under the direc-tion of a Frenchman, De la Croix. When the appointmentbecame vacant, at the

time Runciman had returned fromItaly, he was elected to the office. To him succeeded DavidAllan, under whom the studies pursued were more of adecorative than of a high art description, as the drawingsof the father of David Scott, done there towards the close ofthe last century, now before us testify. They consist ofornaments, combined with figures, in French taste, animals'heads, and roughly drawn parts of the figure, such as areused to this day in the School of Design in Paris, under thedirection of M. Belloc, so much valued and spoken of in theCommittees of Inquiry, relative to our own greatly superiorinstitution at Somerset House, and in the leading towns of



??? WALLACE, AND OTHER PICTURES. England. The fine arts in Scotland rose up and waxed strongâ€”the Trustees' Academy became exclusively a school of theAntique. Now, however, that decorative art schools engagemore public attention, or at least more of the attention ofgovernment, than their more aristocratic brothers of fine art,the governors of this institution have bent it back to whatappears to have been its original occupation, x^t the time ofits institution, and indeed until lately, however, there wasabundant reason for the ornamental being its principal sphere,as no body of artists, or room for such, existed in Edinburgh. 1844. In this year the pictures exhibited by DavidScott were, " Wallace, the Defender of Scotland," to whichwe have already alluded ; " Sir Roger Kirkpatrick stabbingthe Red Cummin in the Cloisters of the Greyfriars, Dum-fries ;" " The Baron in Peace ;" and " May," from theMerchant's Tale in Chaucer. The first of these is by far themost notable, and possesses many of the best qualities of hisbest productions, some of them indeed in greater force thanalmost any other picture we recollect. The picture hadbeen thoroughly studied by the sketch, or rather smallpicture of the subject

which he now repainted, and by thecartoon. None of these pictures were sold. 1845. Two pictures were exhibited, "Christian listeningto the Instructions of Piety, Charity, and Discretion;" and" The Dead rising at the Cracifixion," two of his most re-markable productions. In design and in execution both ofthese works abounded in his peculiarities, now confirmed.They are in all respects different from each other however,and it would be very difficult to say they were the work ofthe same hand, or had proceeded from the same mind. Inthe " Piety, Charity, and Discretion," the whole pictm-e ismade up of positive colour, there is scarcely any shadow ;all is solidly painted but not detailedâ€”both of which cha- 278 i i> i' Â?ij â–  â– iiâ€?I1 ff't



??? BEAUTY-THE DEAD RISING. 279 racteristics offended the critics. The method peculiar to theScotch school of painters is considered in London to involvean inordinate use of glazing. If a pictm-e makes its appear-ance in which the effect is produced by relays of thintransparent colour, with shadows of asphaltum, it is at onceput down as a Scotch picture. This is not so much followedas it used to be, but any picture painted without muchdepth, is certain in Edinburgh to meet with condemnation.The greatest excellence of the picture under notice, is,however, independent of its execution, and lies in the headsof the three virtues represented. It has been said DavidScott could not paint a beautiful face. Perhaps not, as thosewho make the remark interpret beauty ; and two kinds ofbeauty he certainly could not. One of these is the faultlessbeauty of form, admirable as being the purest and mostperfect development on given principles, as the antique inthe grand and elevated, and Canova in the sweet and en-gaging aspects of female nature. The other is the beautyof refinement, of fine physical development under theculture of modern manners ; and this seems to be the beautydemanded. Every face he ever

painted is soul-informed,and the beauty resulting from the soul shining through thecoimtenance was within his range. These three virtueshave an ineffable sweetness, and the elevation of truthabove timidity, or modesty, or any shade of perishablepassion. In the " Dead Rising" the figures are larger thanlife. It is a revelation of the supernatural in natm-e. It isabhorrent to the artistic conventional ideal of Christian sen-timentâ€”it is to be looked upon once with awe and wonder,not to be imitated, not be spoken lightly of. Behold, is itnot possible that the dead should wake ? The earth breaks,the lids of the sarcophagi lift themselves, and the faces ofthe dead are below them, with open eyes for a moment.



??? 280 THE DEAD RISING-PETER THE HERMIT. dead and yet living. Respect the man that painted thatpicture. Had there been any attempt, or any tendency tashock or horrify, we might say, turn its face to the wall;but no, it is altogether another thing. Lovers of the do-mestic, of the pastoral, of the delicate, even of the beautifuland the dramatic in art, we pray you say nothing against it;for the things you admire all men admire, and thirst after.But beyond life there is death, and beyond day there isnight and the infinite, within us indeed, and waiting for us.When the writer of these pages first saw this picture, hespoke to the painter sternly against it; such a treatmentdid not seem warrantedâ€”all ought to have been elevatedbeyond natureâ€”nor likely to be powerfully realized, withoutsome dangerous effect on the mind of the artist himself;and the intention of sending such a picture to a publicexhibition, among smiling portraits, was quite absurd. Thepainter answered sternly; and, perhaps, he was right bothto paint and exhibit it, God knows. 1846. His labom-s brought before the public this yearwereâ€”Peter the Hermit preaching the Crusades; Dante andBeatrice; Fragment from the Fall of the Giants; Rheabewailing the

Overthrow of her Titan Sons; and a smallbut excellent pictui'e of the Ascension. In the first ofthese he again took his place in the walk of history, andmany of his friends congi'atulated him thereon. This wasthe last picture in this department he painted, and in allmechanical qualities the best. Here, again, the power ofthrowing himself into the epoch of his subject, is productiveof marvellous effect. Thoroughly and wonderfully does herealize the scene. The mixture of romance and coarse rea-lity elevates the work altogether out of the sphere of themere novel writer into that of the historian of manners.Peter himself is eminently true and dramatic: Emaciated and J E- i



??? PETER THE HERMTf. 281 haggard from penance and pilgrimage; wild as a wolf; in-spired with the one idea of revenging Christendom on theInfidelâ€”he holds in his right hand the cross and the palmof martyrdom together. In an age of faith without reason,and adventure without forethoughtâ€”such is the effectivepreacher. After five hundred years of change and comple-tion, history diverges into the poetic in our conceptions ofmen and things. The imagination of the young fancies toitself every great mover in history to have been a god-likeman; but Shakspere shews us C^sar and Brutus otherwise.In the first centuries of Christianity, we are accustomed toregard the church through the red glare of persecution, andevery Roman Christian as a heroic sufferer. But no suchthing appears on the innumerable inscriptions in the cata-combs, or very few. On the contrary, the love-feasts appearas joyous occasions, and the cup carved on the tombs hasquite another meaning from that of martyrdom. The heart beats the same in all times; the mannersâ€”the embodyment of social humanityâ€”^being only different.The old enthusiastic widow presses her reluctant son intothe service of the Cross; he has got his book, and

wouldfar rather be a scribe. The warrior and the bearer of thepapal banner ; the mace-armed retainer bowed down on thesteps ; the old harper, and the queer young apothecary, ofwhom incredulityâ€”except perhaps in the matter of thephilosopher's stoneâ€”has abeady taken possession, are allpowerfully described. 1847. One picture only appears in the Royal ScottishAcademy catalogue of this year, and a small fresco formerlyexhibited in London. This picture is the Triumph of Love.We have mentioned the execution of this work in connec-tion with " The Challenge." It is a marvellous piece ofcolour. Altogether conventional in style, it is profoundly .Â?(jipi.ii. ,..,11 j.mi.-iju.j;



??? his " theory" of colour. thought; the colour itself is a gorgeous web of fancy. Noneof his pictures are truly rich and surprising in colour butthis, and the Peter the Hermit in a lesser degree, as befittingthe subject; also Time and Love, and some few other pic-tures, might be mentioned as secondary instances. DavidScott's theory on the subject of colour has been frequentlydiscussed ; and many would have it that he despised colouras a means of art. There cannot be a gTeater mistake; andhis theory, if it be one, may be expressed in very few words,at least as far as a general announcement goes. Colour, then,he considered subject exactly to the same law that regulatesthe other elements of a picture ; namely, design, dispositionof drapery, chiaro-scuro, &c. Colour, in his opinion, was asstrong a means of impressing the sentiment as any other at thecommand of the painter. It was not to be considered merelyas addressed to the eye to afford pleasure. In a severe sub-ject the colour was to be severe; in a historic subject, treatedwith greater or less brilliancy or sombreness, as the natureof the incident was joyful or the reverse. Such a subjectas the Dead rising at the Crucifixion, in this view, wouldhave little or no bright

colom-; all colour belonging to lightand lifeâ€”the ghostly supernatural scarcely admitting colour.This is simple enough, and, it is to be hoped, is generallyeasy of comprehension ; but it will be found in these laterdays, and ever since Rubens particularly, this has not beenrecognised in practice. People constantly criticise the colourof a picture, as if it were at the option of the artist, quiteindependently of the idea or sentiment of the work. Artists,on the other hand, are to be foundâ€”they do generally, in-deedâ€”who view this portion of the picture as the pleasingportion, on which to expend their seductive powers. To carry the subject one step further, we must admitconventions in colour as well as every other branch of treat- 282



??? THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE. ment, and in relation to some subjects much more so, colourbeing the most intellectually limited of all the elements ofa picture. His execution, also, was considered the result ofsome theory. Its peculiarity was firmness, body of colour,and consequent opacity. We say consequent opacity; butthat consequence is not the necessary result of painting witha thick body of colom*, although very likely to ensueâ€”andin many of his pictures it did soâ€”to their disadvantage.Nearly all the masters, earlier and later, are more or lessopaque to our notions; so fond are we of repeated applica-tions of thin colour, that even the deposit left by dust andvarnish is considered more valuable than the master's touch,as was evinced by the outcry against cleaning in theNational Gallery. It appears to us that he had nearly asmuch knowledge and power in colour and execution, as indrawing and design. The invention and imagination in this picture of the" Triumph of Love," is also of the very highest order. Thisis a poor phrase; it is analogous for variety, richness, andfulness of thought and fancy, to the finest passages inSpencer; it has vigour and penetration greater than that ofthe poet, and quaintness as strange.

This quaintness, in-deed, stood dreadfully in the way of the public. Few couldmake any thing of it at all. In old poetry we look for it,and are delighted with itâ€”in modern pictm-es it is neverseen; and where it is faintly hinted at, it is only as a comicfeature. So new and strange was this quaintness to thepublic, that no one ever hit upon a name for it. It wasseen quickly enough in his designs, but it only puzzled thecriticsâ€”they could not make it out at all; and some of thedraperies in the picture we speak of are the most absurdand arbitrary ever invented. The only time we have seenit noticed, was in a very intelligent notice of the exhibition 283



??? THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE. of liis works consequent on his death, in the North BritishMail. Here the writer says, that David Scott's love of thequaint marred the expression he arrived at. Perhaps it didnot mar the expression, but the heauty of the expression ? In the " Triumph of Love," some of the figm-es are morethan quaintâ€”they are grotesque in the extremeâ€”and these,unfortunately, are female figures. Now love very seldomcauses women to play such excessive antics as men areguilty of under its influence : it is too serious, and less pas-sionate with them. This pictureâ€”perhaps on account ofthese portions of itâ€”was received with great derision, whichmay have originated some sentences written on the back ofit in pencil. " Beware ! View nothing abstractly or directly,so as to shew that your mind is independent of commonrules. If you do, you will be punished, denied, feared :you will be looked upon with jealousy, or as dangerous.If you wish to be popular, to be a favom'ite, view things inthe light in which they are seen by the majority, with theeyes of other men, and work in accepted modes. Eat, drink,and sleep, and whatsoever ye do, not according to an abso-lute or essential standard, but

according to fashion andcontingence." Dming these years he did a mmaber of small sketches,designs, and portraits. These it is not necessary to par-ticularise. One professional adventm-e we must mention,however unwillingly. This was his entering into the com-petition for a large premium offered by some gentlemen ofthe Baptist persuasion. The subject for competition wasthe Baptism of Christ by immersion, according to the formsof the sect, to be painted on a large scale. David Scott'sfather, it will be recollected, belonged to this denominationof religious professors, and had himself often thought ofpropagating his creed by an engraving of this natm'e, and 284 4 M j ^ 1 ?• i



??? BAPTISM OF OUR SAVIOUR. 285 for this purpose had procured a drawing, which is stillextant. David Scott, in communicating to his brother hisdetermination to execute a picture for the scheme, alludesto this ancient idea of his father, and says, " who knowsbut the Baptist church, productive of so much mixed goodand bad in my life, may yet be the appointed means forrestoring my falling fortunes?" On such a slender basis,and finding every thing else fail him, he toiled over thegreat canvass, and produced a picture very fine only in parts.Undertaken in the way it was, with his temperament andgenius, it could not be otherwise. > The result is well known. The works with which hefound his own associated, the man?“uvres of the competitors,the nature and style of the whole affair in its full develop-ment, struck him with horror, and humbled his head, proudas it was, and now beginning to be struck by nervous diseaseto the very dust. One who works by rule, and without anyfeeling at all, but can do in an equally unobjectionable way,by the square foot, whatever comes to hand, is the man fora competition of this kind ; or, rare alternative ! the man ofgenius who is equally ductile and powerful. The

artistwhose meritorious pictm-e was rewarded, was so ignorant ofthe intention of the competition, as exhibiting the primitiveordinance of baptism by immersion, that his picture madeits appearance with the cup of water held over our Saviour'shead by John the Baptiser, as in the ordinary representa-tions of the subject ! The cup was easily blotted out, how-ever, and the hand being altered, the figure did just as wellto express John imploring a blessing before the act. Aboutthis, his greatest professional mistake, it is not necessary tosay more. Before closing this letter, we may introduce some men-tion of his business avocations. In the affairs of the Royal



??? PUBLIC BUSINESS. 286 I f Scottish Academy he had for many years made himselfnseful, supporting that great body of artists, and efficientrepresentative of Scottish art, in their claims to nationaland local support. Even with a list of members approach-ing in talent and influence to that of the Eoyal Academy ofLondon, with Sir William Allan in its presidency, and asecretary efficient in his business capacity as he is notablein landscape painting, the Academy had much need of vigi-lant aid from David Scott, or any other of its members.We may allude particularly to his letter to the Lord Advo-cate of Scotland on the discussion between the Academy andthe other chartered bodies in Scotland, incorporated for thesupport of the fine arts. Regarding these disputes, thepresent writer is not sufficiently informed to speak; butthat the Academy has been and must be successful, thegeneral history of the matters in debate has proved. That this kind of interference and influence was notunpleasant to David Scott, is true, and that in other matterswherein he was not called upon to arbitrate. Granted thathe was ever conscientious, and a hater of all lubricity inmatters of fact in others, he was, on the other hand, per-

fectly arbitrary in his own affairs, and did not confine him-self to these in his coiTCspondence and decisions. Never,however, did he lose the respect of others, although oftentheir assistance. Thus the influential body in the pm-chaseof pictures in Edinburgh, who efficiently aided him up to1843, ceased from that time forth. Whether we have right-fully or wrongfully here connected cause with effect, weknow that continued friendship with him began to beaccounted difficult. Among his papers and letters, more-over, there are numerous evidences of his having voluntarilytaken up public questions, and thrust his oar into troubledwaters. He always did so with penetration, it is true; r . mmii



??? HABITS OF BUSINESS. 287 sometimes strangely so, as might be expected from a truth-ful man of large acquirements viewing the matters in debatefrom a distant and extreme point. He was like a Dominicanstepping from his cell into a masquerade, and forcing themasques to swear on their oath that they were truly enjoy-ing themselves.



??? LETTER XIL "notes for memory"â€”1844-8. The following extracts from an MS. book, beginning withthe date 22d September 1844, and headed " Notes forMemory," are highly interesting, written down, as theyhave been, to preserve passing thoughts, feelings, and con-versations. Life was grave, even awful, to him now. Morning a bright Sundayâ€”calm within and without.Of late, more than in all my previous life, I have been con-scious of repose and consolidation of thought. At first therewas a long struggle in darkness ; then a growing out intodimness ; and now into the light, but with the same pur-poses as ever. These were before felt: now they are reachedby my miderstanding. A dreadful state is that of doubtconflicting with faith in the intuitions; the conflict aided byall the divergences that outward life, in its many shapes,presents. Am I deceived in this calmâ€”do I flatter myselfin a delusion ? The nobility of tragedy results from the idea of sacrifice;the suffering unto death in the cause of high motive, eitherin the intellectual or moral man. It is, in its trae sense. i ir i tf 9



??? TRAGEDY-AGE. man dying for principles, and action proceeding from aprinciple is the highest kind of action. Hence arises theimprovement to the mind in heholding tragic suffering in itsright sphere, which is greatly different from tragedy foundedon mere retributive justice, as Macbeth for instance. Manyof our English plays, Lillo's and others, leave a heavy anduseless impression ; suffering in them is unsupported by ele-vated relations. This kind of writing, however, especiallyin connection with the common circumstances of social life,makes forcible work of a kind. Such is Lockhart's AdamBlair. Some may say, what has Romeo and Juliet, for ex-ample, to do with this elevated struggle ? It pictures lovingtruth, risking all, and dying in faithfulness ! Love is themost powerful moral sentiment. Thus it is the foundationof so many tragedies. The moral is the proper field for thetragic, in distinction from the epic or lyric. In .iEschylus,and some other ancient instances, the intellectual has beenthe basis of the drama ; but its true sphere is in the moralnature. The epic, on the other hand, is more abstract, andbelongs to the genus man. What is age ? Not altogether years ; although betwixtone individual and another

that is the scale of measurement.Otherwise it is only partially definable to others. We formthe best idea of a man's age by his disposition, capacity, &c.It is not possible to fix the impression by knoAving the num-ber of his years. The highest point of completeness of anyone, is his midAvay. But some txike longer to grow, physi-cally and mentally; others longer to decay. From thehighest attainment, which is to true fruit, proceeds the con-trary process toAvards extinction. Some vegetate here for along time, but their meaning in the Avorld has departed.â€”This is not life. The meaning attached to art is differently understood 289



??? OP ULTIMATE FORM, ETC. now from what it was some very short time ago. There arenow frequent indications of this extending itself in properdirections. My papers were the first of their kind in theperiodicals. Since then, art in its intellectual relations is afrequent subject. An article in the Westminster Review iscertainly a descendant from mine, although it was writtenby an Italian in England. 20th October. Painting the Dead rising at the Crucifixion,and a portrait of Samuel Brown. Have read the " prelu-dium" to a work he proposes, of gi'cat power and scope.Walking with him from Musselburgh, I stated my notionthat man had not proceeded from a single individual pair,but had become an idea known to himself as one of arace and multitude ; and that nothing anterior can be known.This perception being changeable in its features, man or arace of men may again cease to be known to themselves, orbecome extinct, while other consciousnesses may rise intoview. Brown asked, if man were a clothing animal ? Un-doubtedly. " Why ? " " Because clothes supply an imper-fection in the outward natm-e." " Howâ€”individual or ofthe species?" "Of the species, and consequently of

theindividual ; of all beings in nature remote from the finalidea or type, yet aspiring to it." He then asked, if the Apollowas ultimate ? Yes, of a kind. " The Hercules ?" Yes, of akind. There can be no invariable standard of form in con-nection loith character. Proportion is, in a certain sense, allform; and to apply the proportion of the Apollo to theHercules would destroy all character. Almost every figureof the antique is of a different proportion. I recollect theyoung Monro's opening lecture in the anatomical class wasperceptive in this matter : unpretending, elegant, and gene-rally tmthful. I used to hesitate about making people act as domestic 290



??? DEATH OF HIS UNCLE. 291 servants, or in any inferior or servile offices, or even as ordi-nary tradesmen. Some are fitted by nature for nothing elsejothers by circumstances. Also, it is by means of this helpthat those who should devote themselves to mental work areenabled to do so; and thus every one in the community insome measure promotes an abstract end, although it be onlyby saving the intellectual labourer a minute or two, or a dis-traction of trifling importance. Duelling. The best argument in defence of it is, that itis the strongest assertion a man can make of the truth, thathe stands by it to the death ; in modem manners, also, itasserts the value of the amenities of society. To go to theduel is the only service some men can render to society, tooffer themselves as victims, or endangered assertors of atrath, although often a mistaken one. February 1845. Interruption and change. Death hasbeen with us. My old, simple, sincere, child-like uncle, haspassed away : a good true nature, in a limited circle. Tohim a dog or a pigeonâ€”any breathing animalâ€”had thelargest interest, and was the best of companions. A manwith no pride in himself, but such as would resent a

decidedAvi'ong; seeking nothing, but passing life with vast content-ment; not seeing many great things, but enjoying manysmall things. His large dark eye was dim for a few days ;and then he died, saying he was very well. A peacefulmemory is his! Basis of a Theoiy of Beauty.â€”Beauty is not dependanton any combination of sensuous qualities, as Bm-ke attemptsto say: nor is it dependant on association with other per-ceptions or sensations: it is by itself and ultimate.â€”SeeD. R. Hay's well-studied books, assigning a geometricalbasis to beautiful form. It may tenninate in itself, and u 2 wm



??? OF BEAUTY. lias no necessary connection with other qualities, mental orcorporeal. In.a super-human existence, we must imagineit always present. The subject is often confounded withfashions, conventions, or passions, operating to modify ourperceptions of beauty. Another confusion of tongues on thesubject has resulted from the so-called difference of opinionof different nations on this head. But there is, in reality,no such difference of opinion, except in the degree of per-ception or in the grounds of decision. A negro may thinka white man the handsomest, but, without experience, can-not decide between different specimens; nay, suppose hethinks the black the handsomest, he still gives his prefer-ence to a quality similar in its nature to that which guidesthe decisions of the white. Beauty of form is founded, inall instances, on one and* the same perception: all mannerof forms may be exemplified as various degrees of it. Beautyof colour is again founded, in all cases, on the same percep-tion, but all the colours may be given as different degrees.In form and colour, however, there is a highest^ and here liesthe transcendental root of the matter. This highest is purelyelemental and

abstractâ€”the most primitive sensations inboth resulting from lines and the several colours, withoutrelation to combination in things. The human form is thehighest combination. We can easily refer the feeling pro-duced in us by it to certain properties, but the reason of thisfeeling is beyond the understanding. Oh, hopeless, and yet hopeful, these years have been.Months must yet grow upon months before there arises thechance of my expectations being realisedâ€”before any ele-vation of the shroud which now, for four years, has wi'appeda beloved vision, can be looked for. A wretched fate ismine. Days all dim : nights only quiet in sleep. No faith. 292



??? PROFESSOR WILSONâ€”EMERSON. 293 no joy, all torpor and unrepose. No good to meet, nor goodto do. June 1st. A joy visited me one day, and in the nextunaccountable darkness. When is this perplexing net toresolve itself into a strengthening mantle ? Are these per-plexities to result in a greater confirmation and support ofthe true in my efforts ; or must I break through and leavethem, associated as they have been with years of my life ?Trust troubled with doubt ! Read lately the essays of Emersonâ€”a worthy thinker.The other day mentioned him to Professor Wilson, whoproposed to read him, and said he fancied he was bothbetter and worse than Carlyleâ€”higher and lower. Speak-ing of the French revolution, brought Carlyle up again. Theprofessor objected to his incessant fault-finding with theappearances of men, even on their way to the guillotine.If one joked and was indifferent, or another was pale andhis lip quivered, both alike met the sarcastic criticism. " Iwonder," said he, " how Carlyle would look himself, rousedof a morning, and no time allowed for shaving, put into atumbril with five-and-twenty others, in the way of the wind,woidd he not look pale ? I fancy he would

afford a prettyremarkable description? They were all so young too."He had cut his foot wading while fishing,* and is a waterdrinker. Long may he drink it and wade in it. The bestmoral philosophy is in the generous breath of his nostrils,in the beaming of his bright eye, in his ready word, andin his streaming hair. In Emerson I find many things that meet conclusionsformed, and feelings experienced by myself. He is a lesssectarian and more unfettered doctrinist than I have yetmet. As yet, however, I have not arrived at the basis (if hehas indeed defined such) of the superstructure of his mind.



??? COLERIDGE-GREEK PHILOSOPHY. Painting portrait of Kirkpatrick Sliarpe. Peter tlieHermit is well advanced. Sketch of the Countess deMontfort claiming protection for her son, commenced. Stilltortured by this nervous affection or weakness of the neck.My services are rejected in the affair of the Trustees' Aca-demy. Old promises have been broken here, but the wholematter has passed very much out of my mind. I have sentthe book to-, and am satisfied in doing so. Made a discovery. There is a species of interchangebetween animal and vegetable nature that makes it impos-sible to divide them as we try to do. The insects that liveon vegetables partake of their nature. Vegetable becomesanimal matter in decay, and constantly. Man is the maggot,not of a rose-stalk, but of a country, or rather a country isthe rose-stalk of the maggot man, who is always vegetatingin hair, skin, nails. Decayed animal matter is the strongestsuj)port to vegetable life. Coleridge constantly refers to principles, and intends, incertain instances, to state them, but does not. His finalprinciples are nowhere apparent. I question if they hadever been resolved in his own mind. They did " not comeinto a full circle,"

and that was the cause of his partial anduncertain efforts. He saw into far-stretching avenues, buthe could not go into them. He asserted certain religiousdoctrines which he could not evolve in connection with hiswhole philosophy, without which they were useless. Thishas been always the difficulty, and has driven men intoterms, and dogmas, where they cease from inquiry. Butall systems of religion and philosophy, when not pm'suedmioforms^ but only so far as they are vital^ are a part of thetrue whole. No man presents this whole. 294 We moderns cannot properly pursue the arguments ofthe philosophy of the Greeks. Their terms, and the rela- mm



??? PHYSICAL VITALITY. tion of those terms to life, have become obsolete to us, ortransposed, or worseâ€”^Ave attach om' own, although a differ-ent, meaning to them. If Plato ever presented an intelligibleand complete system, it is lost to us. Aristotle is still darker,and again the lesser philosophers. Had their systems pos-sessed great virtue, this would not have been so much felt.But man, when he attempts to grasp the whole, the visibleand invisible, the God with his manifestations, fails to reachand unite; the nexus is wanting, and at one end or other ofthe chain, or in the middle, he becomes blind, partial, wrong,absurd, useless. September. Peter the Hermit progressing. Have writ-ten letter to the Lord Advocate on the discussion betweenthe Academy and the Eoyal Institution. Felt called uponto do this in defence of art in the country in general, aswell as in the particular matter in hand. Strongly persuaded that the immediate contact of thehuman body with the natural substances about us must beinfluential in preserving it in a just and healthy state. Thecontact of the naked feet with the earth, for instance. Thebeneficial effect of exercise may result from the increasedrapidity of

respirationâ€”the inhaling of an extraordinaryquantity of air in a pm-e state. If the attention be concen-trated on any subject of study, it represses the operation ofthe lungs; but the lungs should be fully inflated everyinspiration. The application of water to the body, too, isimportant. After being wet in a shower of rain, we feel acertain sharpness of the senses very remarkable. Standing in the sun (not aiW exercise), and placing asheet of white paper so that the shadow of the person sostanding may fall upon it, a vaporous exhalation may beseen. It cannot be seen from the body itself, but its shadowmay be seen on the paper. 295



??? PASSAGE OE TIME. A year lias passed since I closed this book. I now openit to mark the change that has come over me. The inter-vening time has added mental strength, but not vividlyexperienced. Upon the whole, I have reason to rejoice thatthe Benevolent Power takes me nearer to himself, by har-monizing my nature. This added harmony originated inthe darkness of a great desire and hope, which has in somemeasure brightened, and there I am happier. It also ori-ginated along with a strange symptom of disease, thisnervous affection of the neck, which the past year has ratherdiminished. Commence, or rather review with a more distinct aim,my long contemplated poem of " Late Times and BritishEfforts." Feel more and more how few the things are thatare tmly worth effecting in life. To act, or to write espe-cially, is one, if it be to illustrate a great end. I feel moreenthusiasm in this proposed work than in aught I havelately been engaged in. If I can effect my idea with anysuccess, it will be a mighty advance on any thing I havedone. Picture of Peter the Hermit still progressing. Have re-ceived replies from Lord IMelville and the Duke of Buccletichto my pamphlet. Lord Melville

is clear the Academy mustgo to the wall. We shall see. A meeting of the Trusteeshas been held, and they are nearly unanimous in favour of the Academy. I have had a letter from Dr.-, proposing to form a society for literary communion. Cannot join, lestit might inteiTupt my own proposed literary labours. I amnow also more desirous to put into form the conclusions atwhich I have already arrived. May 1846. A strange passage of time to me since lastI wrote here: tearing down, disturbing, and exhausting;yet I am confirmed and strengthened. In one vital desire 296



??? REPOSE OF MIND, NOT OF BODY. of my life all expectation is now baffled. Professional suc-cess, too, appears further from me than ever. Repose inmind, nevertheless; but the body is affected. ]\Iuch dis-appointment I have lately experienced, and some satisfac-tions, and much worthy sorrow, in which I at the endrejoice. To-day conclude re-writing the first book of my poem," British Deed; or, Trafalgar." Nearly two books are nowcomposed. I am now painting the Triumph of Love. Itmust be a gay, brilliant, poetic picture, or none at all. Wil-liam sent me his poem, " The Year of the World," about tobe publishedâ€”the cope-stone of all the perfectionary alle-gories that have been done. William has been here. Much thought and somethingsaid. Visits from two old acquaintances, but both appeareddimmer and less alert than they used to do. Samuel Brownhas returned to Edinburgh, which is a satisfaction. Through the winter various meetings, not without theirpresent pleasure. No money got from my exertionsâ€”ashortcoming in pecuniary matters. Commenced large pic-ture, for the parliamentary competition, of the Countess ofMontfort, but have determined to relinquish it for

theBaptism. Sunday, 14th June. Have read 100 pages of " Festus,"by Bailey. Had no idea that a man of such poetic powerwas at this moment in existence in London. His power inthe use of simile is very large. His comparisons, however,are not great in solemnity and strength, but they are lavishand well used. His thought is wonderful for so young aman (?) although it is in a degree going again over oldground. When S-B-brought the book, I was in-credulous about it. There are some phrases and modes ofexpression which attract me hy their resemblance to my 297



??? HEALTH BROKEN-HOPE. 298 own. He calls " America half brother of the world."Speaking of America in raj poem, I call it " broad-breasteddemi-world." I find coincidences of resemblance, also, in" The Excm-sion," induced by similar tracts of thinking.Mr. Dunlop has been several times here. Had he thepower of Buccleuch, how the world would wonder andreverence him. Propose going with him to Arran and otherplaces. On my return retouch some past pictures, and advancea little with others. Feel somewhat relieved in health, butI see slowly rolling away from me the sunny high-piledclouds with their electric fire. Month after month passesaway in grey confusion. The " Triumph of Love" is nowfinished, and off to the exhibition. h h It is now two years and a half since I began to m-ite inthis book. I then recorded an advance into calmness ofmind, and a higher state of consciousness. Has that statebeen maintained? As a whole, certainly; and now I feelit in daily life. Still I am deeply troubled in health. Allmy irritability has, I believe, centered in the strange spasmthat bends my neck. Is it to be the last of the phases ofexcitability by which I have been so often enslavedâ€”thelast of a series

of nervous pests that have always domineeredover me ? For I yet hope to overcome it. I now enjoy Brown's society much. Mrs. Crowe admiresthe intellectual in his portrait. I have had, nearly all aboutthe same time, visits from De Quincey; Miss Fuller, theAmerican authoress; Marston, the author of the Patrician'sdaughter; Smith, the translator of Fichte's Scholar; Des-seret, who has a new theory to propound in relation to iOBiiliMi



??? VISION OF LOVE DISPELLED. spirit, Tlie Academy refuse to exhibit Vasco de Gama, onthe ground of its having been exhibited before. How manytimes the law that precludes pictm-es previously exhibitedhas been broken ; but in this case they enforce it. So be it. 1847, June. Fixed and immovable now in mood ofmind. Writing poem of Trafalgar. Hard I wiite, and hardI feel. Wonder at the trouble I took to record some of myformer memoranda, in respect to things now to me lifelessdry bones or dissipated mists. July. Memorable to me is this past monthâ€”memorable,but not to be recorded. The vision is gone, dispelled utterly.Why was it ever formed ? Memory and hope can ye answer.Time must yet smooth it all out, and show me a holiertrust. Again, in regard to my works, suifer defeatâ€”no reward,great loss. And my brother too, why can he not do whatI want ? Portrait of Emerson nearly done during his stay here.My first impression of him Avas not what I expected it wouldhave been. His appearance is severe, and dry, and hard.But, although he is guarded, and somewhat cold at times,intercourse shews him to be elevated, simple, kind, andtruthful. March 1848. Rain and

chillâ€”much troubled healthâ€”fettered means. Working on pictures, " Hope passing overthe Sky of Adversity." Hope is the gracious angel that abideswith us last. " IMarius and the Executioner;" " Queen Maryon the Scaffold" also; and retouching finally " Time sur-prising Love," and " Children following Fortune." Monthsago completed the fourth book of " Trafalgar," and offeredit to some publishers. The idea of going abroad is forced upon me. Must 1, toendeavour to gain a living, break up and destroy years of 299



??? THE SPECTRE OF THE FUTURE. 300 long labour? Am I to go out upon tlie world, and give mytime up to things totally away from all the hearing of myefforts, and the endeavours of my life ? Lose all my hopes,position, friends ? I aet struggling against the thought; itis sore to think of, and much denied hy my wishes andfeelings ; yet, what is to he done ? Â?yiwii



??? LETTER XIII. poetry. Towards me across tlie stream she bent her eyes,Though from her brow the veil descending, boundWith foMage of Minerva, suffered notThat I beheld her clearly; then wth actFull royal, stQl insulting o'er her thrall,Added as one, wlio speaking, keepeth backThe bitterest saying to conclude the speech :Obserre me well, I am in sooth, I amBeatrice. What, and hast thou deigned at lastTo seek the mountain ? Knowcst not 0 man,Thy happiness is here. Danle. The reader will now begin to see tlie commencement ofthe end. We do not mean to enter into any analysis of thecharacter or condition of this man, passing through the timeto which these notes refer. If the light they afford is notsufficient for that end, we must put up with the imputationof withholding assistance where it is wanted. One or twopoints may be mentioned: The Athenfeum, lately speakingof poetry, said very well, if Milton himself were to walkdown the Row with Paradise Lost in his hand, he wouldnot even get the ten pounds for it; and the Athenaeumsometimes illustrates the truth of the remark by their owntreatment of the muses. David Scott positively sent an epicpoem to the booksellers, and

expected them to take it, as ifit had been as valuable as a railway guide, another historyof the French Revolution, or a coloured book of naturalhistory. If any one had shown him the true state of the



??? HIS FUGITIVE POEMS. case, and how utterly mad the tradesman must think anyman expecting money for an epic poem, he would havereplied, that such a state of things should not be, that truepoetry was of the highest worth, and (confident in his own)he would act as if it were so. In several of these notes the reader will see references tosome profound affection of long standing, deep as life in hisheart. The attention is directed to these references merelyto introduce his fugitive poetry, much of which refers to thesame subject. Once only we have heard him reveal himselfregarding it, and never had we seen him so overcome. He andthe writer were sitting in his large studio before his pictureof the " Dead Rising at the Crucifixion," when we pressedupon him the necessity to live less aloneâ€”less removed fromvaried and social sympathies. He explained how it was nothis wish to be apart from the world of the affections, but thatit was forced upon himâ€”David fell upon Jonathan's neck. 302 A packet was found in his desk marked, " to be burnedwithout being opened," which was done. In transcribingthese fragmentary pieces, however, it must be premised, thattheir main value is in the

illustration they afford of the mindof the author. As poetry, they are not to be considered asapproaching what he has done in his much valued poemcalled "Trafalgar." 1. A DREAM. I di-eamt I walked with thee as I have doneBefore, beneath the broad light of the sun,And with thy hand in mineâ€”one time at leastIt has been soâ€”and that time was a feastOf all that love delights to look uponPresent or hoped forâ€”a delicious tone mm



??? A DllEAM. 308 Of most melodious pleasure ; all around, Each flower, eacli tree, the sky, and the fresh mound We stood on, had its part. Now in thy hand. As showed my dream, there was a small flower, and Upon thy brow another ; silent there We stood, but soon with an accordance rare Our voices met, and things that in themselves Were poor, became like marble blocks, where dwells The beauty that the sculptor makes aU worth Of royal crowns excel; so in the gleam We held our way along a wandering stream. The same by whose side dwellest thouâ€” Though it seemed broader. Neither branch nor bough Of oak or shrub disturbed the even course Which it held on, so smooth and without force Of even a ripple. In your charmed words Then said you " If we viewed as do the birds. We'd find tliis stream soon deeply narrowed, and Kapidly rush over a broken strand, AVith great rocks hemming its free play. Or tossing it against the winds in spray." '' Ah! wherefore didst thou teach me that," I said, " I taught it thee," you gentle answer made. Because I know it: I speak truthfully : " And if thou suflercst," you said truthfullyâ€” " I suffer too : oft times to all else blind I've looked upon the moon

and stars to find Good peace when troubled, and I ever found Tliine image rise before them, as if bound Before mine eyes : I've followed thoughts like dreams Linking our fates :â€”and much to me oft seems Like truth in symbols looking from beneath Everyday things. But should I now bequeath A moment's doubt, a little touch of pain, 'Tis all unmeant, for those who have been slain In some just cause, have given no more than I Could give, if aught required that I should die." " Oh, must it be, that you shall teach," I said," How soon the shine on life's stream may be fled.Here in the sunshine, even thy breathmg heardIn the great stillness, must that dreadful word



??? Be spoken, that I may be taught to knowThe struggle yet to comeâ€”much dreaded woe ;Should it be thus?" You seemed to say, " 'Tis just,"But your face smiled benignly. " Trust, yet trust." II. A FACT, OR AN ALLEGORY, OR BOTH. I stood at eve within a cloisteral nook ;Over against me in lilie stillness leanedRegarding me a form whose dignityAnd gracefulness combined to fix the eyesIn loving homage. But I turned in fearTo gaze too much : the sun was set, the westWas red and gold, and then another form,Not of a like proportion, but in partEndowed with loveliness, before me passed :And passing smiled, and in her smiling said," Show me myself." With that beneath my handA white page and a style appeared, and muchI longed to fix that portraiture for ever.But fate from this withheld my fruitless skill,Nor will nor passion lent their gi'acious power. But that first form that late opposed to mineSat in the shade erewhile the day declined,Rose softly, and majjestic'ly approached,Beaming command. At once the power returned,And from the deep impression on my soulThe image grew upon the page, and lo.Despite the wondrous excellence, it lived.Shedding delight on all who looked that

way.And on my brain in bright hues it remainsIndelible and fadeless, until deathScatter the memory and the hope for ever. t' IIL That great star Jupiter looks in on the lover. What isit to him ? A mere speck of fire hurning far away : hut it m?Š?Š?Šm



??? LOVE VERSES. 305 brings to liim tlie likeness of liis adored, the countenance ofhis mistress: her clear eye, her radiant brow, her gentlesmile, her watchfulness, her unwearied devotion, her happythoughts, her holy religion, her silent goodness, her repos-ing tenderness, her sparkling joy. Girl of beauty so excellingâ€”Girl of eyes all gladness tellingâ€”(lirl of smiles so brightly shining,And of locks so love entwining.Of sweet graceful motion.And of truthful pure devotion ;Girl of firmest gentleness.And of tender strengthfulness ; . Girl so quick and all perceiving,And so hopeful and believing ;Girl so eagle and dove hearted.Girl so newly from heaven parted ;In tliee all of goodness joining,Beaiity, heart, and mind combining,All about thee love enshrinin<r. TO IV. .TUNE 1847. A lady told her lover that his loveMust be no more than friendship, as he stroveTo gain her heart: and added that a vowHad been recorded to which both must bowRecorded that another gain her hand. While thus he heard, seemed loosened every band Of life and trust and hope; high heaven Not stintedly had to his spirit givenâ€” 'TAvas like an earthquake crumbling temples, domes. And august palaces, the shining

homes Of the high thoughts of this ambitious mind. Friendship for love ! oh utterly confinedâ€”Nought but a masquerade of life with death :Unto the burning heart like winter's breath



??? LOVE VERSES. Shot icy into all the throbbing veinsâ€” Still adding to the draught that thirst maintains. Clouds of the dry sand, desert sterility. A day, in which the sun no man can see : For love is the true sun, the blessing borne Through life, the ever shining raiment worn Upon the spirit, best of all our joys. The salve that every pain alloys. He heard his doom, looked round, but nothing knew, Blankness had hidden all the sunlit vIcav : He felt as if he was no more the same; Tossed up and broken ancient fancies came On his stunned consciousness : he stood alone, The sky around him whirling with a moan, The sun was there, but all its brightness gone, The glad green face of earth ivas turned to stone. He tried to speak, but his voice too was changed, It trembled, and its words were disarranged. He stretched his hand to work with former skill, But only toiled, and toiled against his will. He left his hopeless laboursâ€”tried to pass From place to place, but his step tottered as He moved, and fell: the heavens are dark above, 306 f , A soul that is forsaken of its love. U'- jf"ii mm V. TO Thou who dost rule me with delights .-and pains,Release me from thy power, or all thine ownMake me, and

guide me certainly to peace.Or if some wondrous destiny attends.That I should shrink from, even teach it me ;I ask the awful benison or the curseOf love accepted or rejected: joyAnd strength and light, or prostrate desolation,One is my portion, but the choice is thine.Then pour thou out the draught, the wine of lifeOr its slow poison. With an humbled headI court and dread my doom, and unto theeLady commissioned to be my guide



??? LOVE VERSES. 307 Tlirough heaven's light still on earth, who boldest power To doom me to the suffering of long years. Throughout the waves of change, the gulf where hope Is scarcely seen, and the heart shrinks : to thee Lady, who hold'st this might of good or ill, I now address A\'ith all-devoted soul, A solemn prayer. Oh, hear me, and believe An unshorn beam from God's own face will fall Upon me with the boon, or shades of hell From its denial. A vast gift it is, This soul seeksâ€”the ineffable of trust Another self participating allâ€” Passion all passionless from its high aim, The tossing world shut out, or reconciled. All good confirmed in one embracing good, Being beloved and loving. Before thee * * * I bend, I seek Love's benediction ; sliall I raise mine eyes To thine and find it, find all joys confirmed, All that I live for, all that I desire ? â–  r VT. Oh, where hast thou Avandering been, For these long summer months have dulled the year And chilled it with thy absence. Hast thou been Wandering by streams and woods, and art become Dryad or Hamadryad ? woe's the change ! Even for an immortality, midst boughs And leaves and sedgy waters. Or hast thou The duties of a rustic

nymph assumed ? Tending of bees, a-milking of the ewes. And such things sUly poets sing as so Delightful, and sing beautifully too.â€” Perhaps thy day is spent Avith ennui o'er Magazine pages two weeks old, or conning Music without a listener: or with thoughts But half awake, o'er sunlit banks astray, Or drinking with the ear at slumbering streams Their sweet but drowsy tune. But I forgot Thou holdst a living power o'er that fair art X 2



??? LOVE VEESES. That fixes thought in forms and hues, to leadMinds less endowed to recognise the truthOf beauty, mixed and lost in passing things.Even now, perhaps, this great delight is spreadAround thee, drawing all eyes to thy handâ€”Announcing inward fulness and repose. vn. Oh, thought! why lead me wearily aboutAnd leave me in dead heaviness at last;Looking from out this numbness, scarce I feelA glimpse of joy or warmth of heart, or rest.With hope so paled, and doubt so near and dark,All trust seems nearly from my life gone out-All its fresh waters dried up from my soul.Which late drank in the kind belief that TimeHad carried me beyond the barren ways,And shingly rocks, with much forced labour climbed ;I did believe the ways of peace were reached,Where I should find participated good,And forward fare with bright intelligence;That being I so long have sought and knownâ€”Being beloved and loving; faithfulnessInspiring and endowing. Is this past,Is It all sunk in hopelessness and gloom ? 1843. VllL Is there a name I breathe at noon and even ?Is there a name I shout upon the winds ?Is there a face that makes the sun to meSeem to shine brighter, makes the sky of

evenMore overspread with richness, and the dawnFills with more life ? Is there a voice which tunesAll sounds to harmony ?A presence about which some perfect joyAttendant ever is; in whose sweet speechLife is suffused with radiance, and all caresThwarting and weakening, scatter like grey cloudsBefore the sun. By it ifIf



??? DEAD MEMORIES. Even things valueless are sanctifiedTo higher purposes of nobler aim,Lending devotion and triumphant power.Its love is every happiness to me,Its love my every blessing brings to me.My warrantry of heaven, assurance strongOf good and truth, my seal of peace to comeBy charity with what seeks charity ;Its love provides seclusion fi'om all illâ€”It is my heart's pulseâ€”^but, alas ! it isInebriation, love athirst for love. IX. DEAD MEMORIES. 1. Silent, sad, yea mournful.Breathing low and slow;Thinking of hours past that fullThe cup of grief o'erflow. 2. I sat and tAvilight sinldng downMade gradual way for night;Now seemed for ever to have flownThe gladness and the light. 3. Love now like a sheeted ghostDogged every thought, and broughtSwarming uncountable the lostJoys that it once had wi'ought. 4. All changed indeed am I, now dark,Benumbed, and cold and old.Memory now hath every spark Of gladness in her fold. 5. Spectres pass in woful crowd.And from the heart they part All joy, and leave it passion-bowedWaiting the final dart. 6. Spectres I they cry without a voice,But heard all round and round, Till the air is filled with wailing noiaeThat all the senses wound.

309



??? 310 INFLUENCE OF THE 7. Spectres! they -writhe about in wrath,Upbraiding and accusing;Whirling round our maddened path,The brain in frenzy losing. 8. Spectres ! they lower with doubhng gloom,Dreadful as pall on pall, Flitting from out and in the tomb,A fearful carnival. 0. Looks once joy, and smiles once bliss,And rapture's once warm breath.Made then the earth all heavenliness,Now but a moving death. 10. Of words and sighs and each fine grace.Of glancing thought on thought.Memories of each day and place,Have now their grave-clothes wrought. 11. Hopes aspiring to high heaven,To live transcending life.Saddest change ! all from me rivenLeaving me only strife, 12. Nakedness, barrenness, and dearth,Waste stretching beyond waste,â€”Fruitless and flowerless, arid earth,Unsightly and defaced. h Such are the exultations and wailings' of this passionatespirit in affection and repulsion. Perhaps there never wasa man with passions more violent, absorbed though theywere in the ideal of art and intellectual ambition. Alas forthe success of such a lover! He has not approached to aknowledge of the sex by the -vulgar avenues : the perfectand immaculate idea remains in its purity

over even man-hood ; and when the time comes and the revelation is made,he would rush through flames of fire and walls of brassâ€”ortreble brassâ€”of social convention, to clasp it; he wouldserve it as a slaveâ€”bow down before it as a worshipper.



??? IMAGINATION ON LOVE. The cold and still feminine natmre wonders before him :reveres and laughs. What can the old ladies in silk make ofit ? After all, he might be utterly mistaken in his ideal.And the young ?â€”Has not Dante recorded of Beatrice her-self that she joined in raillery against him ; and retm'ningto his chamber, and there weeping, and blushing as he Avept,he said to himselfâ€”" She should not have done it f butquickly returned to his allegiance. He might have saidwith Drummond,â€” Too long I followed have my fond desires, Too long I've tried to paint the ocean streamsâ€” Too long refreshment sought amidst the fire,â€” but Avithout avail. Imagination, the poet's blessing, is some-times in the emotions of the heart, which are also affairs oflife, a constitutional curse. All else failed him; successseemed most obscm-e and micertainâ€”had he been less giftedperhaps, or less ambitious; but this great affection was tosm-mount all evils. And perhaps it might: he would havebeen, through it, hannonised with the mixed, and homely,and prudent world; his antagonism would have meltedaAvay; he might have been like the elephantâ€”strongerwhen domesticated than in the

woods. Some of these fugitive pieces, indeed all of them, wehave found it necessary materially to alter. They are, inthe originals, too incoherent to express what they are in-tended to convey, sometimes hopelessly obsem'e. The passionthat gave them birth Avas too str9ng to allow the full exer-cise of artistic command; as they are now transcribed, theirmeaning is as closely as possible retained. " Passion," hesays, in a detached maxim, " is like the spring to thestrength of the tiger, like the large wing to the condor, orthe descending course to the stream." In the productionsof art, present passion most resembles the last. The passion 311



??? must "be comprehended and seen in its true bearings to lifeas a whole, before it is available to the artist. And herewe may find a clue to a peculiarity in many of David Scott'sworks: he entered so fully into the passion he depicted, thatits representation is not comprehensive but fragmentary,vivid but shattered, and fully intelligible only to naturesresembling his own. We shall now give some other specimens of his poetry,premising that they are evidently but the first rough sketches.Some single lines and similes, written on slips of paper, arevery fine and significant. For instance, he says disappoint-ments Come like a misty squall along the deep. The coming-in of a new year he thus describes:â€” Now winged Time again, Down swooping, on my brow another kiss Imprints. The men of an early age he describes like Hesiod :â€” Men that in strong essential nature lived.Giving their strong breath out against the sky,Giving their strong arms to the ancient plough. The following is also very fine:â€” The energy that conscious power confers.Goes straight unto its object without pause.Or deviation, into winding tracks,â€”And looks with the full eye of him who loves,Living and gaining, confidence. Here

is a soliloquy from the fragment of a drama on thehistory of Rizzio, in which Knox and Queen Mary, Both-well, Darnley, and the favourite, were to have played theirparts. The soliloquy is fi-om the jester to the com-t, who isjealous of the favour in which the musician is held.



??? riiAGMENTARY DRAMA. 313 Jester.â€”There's that Italian mongi-elâ€”curse on his Allegrosâ€”sentimentos ; there's no order now But his for mime, or mystery, or still more, For place in the good gi-aces of our mistress. We both came here alikeâ€” lie rode with our troop in at this gate, where I drank a pot before him : then his sleeves AVere scarcely fliller than my red hose areâ€”^now His beaver might buy my Candlemas wages. He is as sleek as a cat before the fire, And has less to lack than a dog with a full belly. Holy mother ! what things happen. Once To chain the shoes to the knees was fashion, but They got no higher. Now I see how low they reach ! But my mouth is no flytrap, trees nor stones Shall have occasion to use their ears for Avords Of mineâ€”but stopâ€” {Enter the servant of Knox clad in black,with a hook under his arm.']Friend ! Are you for the palace ?AVhat news in the burgh this morning, friend? [The servant passes on without replying.']His news Ai-e more than a town-crier's, or less than the death Of Dame Scantling's cat. But he has plenty of them. News soft or sharp as the ear that hearkens to him, Or as the listeners' skin is thick or thin. Reports are news, and

with a tAvilight face, Evening or morning, be they good or bad. Fancies, suppositions, mistakes, are news To him who has no breakfast of factsâ€” Or to him who deals on commissionâ€” But if truth is to be heard now-a-days and here, It must be from the tongue of St. Giles' bell, Or the clock which discreetly confines its talk To the times o' the day. Where else can it come fi-om ? There are your blustering nobles, your kerns and chorls, Your royalty men, and your churchmen and kirkmen, Your enlightenment men, and your townsmen and burghers, It would need seven tongues to count them, For sure this poor kingdom is troubled. Although one cannot always weep.



??? the funeral of nelson. the funeral op nelson. Four sable barges slowly cleave the ThamesPendant with emblems of his honours won,In standards, bannerols, escutcheons, crowns.Beneath the sable plumes and sacred folds,In that third of the solemn line is borneThe great remains ; while following reverently,AVith silent oars, the barges of the King,The Lord High Admiral, and Civic Mayor,And all the companies in their degi'ees.Are seen. And guarding with a space on either handGun-boats and row-boats of the river, tendThe passage through Its covering of tall ships.Crowded like leaves upon a forest stream,Each sad in drooping colours half-mast high.The ancient Tower, hoar heart of London, pastAVith Its great knelling guns, and AVhitehall reached,For ever from the rocking tides that wereHis waving fields of triumphâ€”Is consignedAll that remains of Nelson to his land. And now the second pageant takes the way To the chief sacred dome this country owns, 'Neath which his dust may mingle with the eartli. Preceding lead, trumpets and muffled drums, Next these, a pursuivant of arms, and then The standard by a captain borne ; again A. trumpet and a pursuivant of arms ; Next is the

standard of the empire borne. And again trumpets and a pursuivant; Then comes the pennons of the dead, as Knight Of the high order of the Bath, and then Two trumpets and a herald making way For his great banner Avith its ancient marks Of rank accorded him for recent deeds. The crested helm, gauntlet and spurs, surcoat. And sword and shield, each borne by herald: then Six trumpets, Clerenceux, the king-at-arms, Holding the coronet, his last reward. 314 sM.



??? THE FUNERAL OF NELSON. 315 And now with strength devoted to their sadAnd solemn dutyâ€”with no semblaut grief,But stilling dead emotion in stern looksâ€”Eight of the sailors of the Victoryâ€”The victor sailors of the victor shipâ€”Yet all sore losers, bear upon its bierThe body covered with a ponderous pallAnd overlaid escutcheons ; above whichSix admirals a tall canopy support.And on each side rise bannerols of birthAnd lineage. The supporters of the pallPrincely and noble, and of highest placeIn legislation, and in public lifeSacred or civil, men most notableIn various paths, the greatest of the land.Then garter king-at-arms and admirals,Captains and admirals again, all thoseAppointed mourners:â€”last the tropliies cameCollected from the battles in all climes.Amidst the smoke of death. Beyond, a lineOf bended heads receded, until lostIn the hushed populace, a multitudeFrom Whitehall to the great church of St. Paul,The tomb of Britain's mightiest man of war. Eastek Dalry,Sunday Evening^ Ibth December 1844. Lo, here I be in chained freedom bound :Oft in far glancing thought excursioning,And again sinking into humblest mind,All feeling narrowed to a little nook.A strangely

strengthening and yet weakening force,These late years have exerted over me.Through deep experiences I've wandered on.And passed a heavy way along life's road :â€”What have I reached, and how much left behind !Ah ! there are some strange marks upon those days,Remembrances I scarcely can believe,Of things now memories only. Is it thusWith all the holy brightness of those scenesIn which I met thee, queen of these my dreams,"Where yet I cannot cease to hope I yet m



??? Eastek Dalry House, July 1846. jMy God, give ear To a prayer uttered from the depth of sad O'er-burdened thought, of heavy care, and cold Oppression of the spirit, which has struck. Borne down, and dissipated all my power, All my reliance, and my energy. Through unfilled mental longings and demands, And through much bodily ailment and disease. I am as one who bears a load of days And yearsâ€”as many as old age sums up, With their attendant aimlessness of mind. And interest dimmed, obscured, in all things else. Like one who nothing knows, or cares to knowâ€” Like one who neither looks on sun, or moon. Or starsâ€”who plucks no flower, nor marks the grass With print of foot, nor knows if now the leaves Be budding out or falling. My God, thou Only can now remolsten this dried heart- Pour on its gloom arid and dreary, dew Requlckening from thine awful countenance. That this shrunk soul revive once more, and give Its humble worship due, be it through thought, Or work, or daily life, make it yet meet For the endeavouring and adoring thee. And still more trying to express its love. a prayer. Shall meet thee, and thou me, with outspread arms. Dark but burning timeâ€” I

cannot pass thy influence, wakening power Rousing me from a troubled antique state Like swoon or restless sleep to a clear day. Of which I see the sun yet rising up. And the birds soaring out fi-om dewy fields. A season still must come, a summer time Must shed its strength. But with me too has grown A sense of other struggles : that of mindâ€” This of the body, and its health and weaknessâ€” Both than before are stronger in conflictiou. What all Is to resolve inâ€”lo, I wait. Â?1 Hi i iUH



??? LETTER XIV. his way of life at the end. Behold, the world is full of trouhlc, yet beloved: Wiat if it were a pleasing world ? Howwmildst tliou dehght in her calms, that canst so well endure lier storms ? ,9. Augustine. When the spirits spend too fast,They will shrink at every blastiYou that always arc bestowingCostly pains in Ufe preparing,Are but always overthrowingNature's work by over earing. Qvarles. So he went on, faithful to himself and his conviction ;faithful to the high character of the artist in the apprehen-sion and philosophy of his art: not swerving or deviatingfrom that aim hy these dealings with mental speculationand poetry, hut aiding his understanding of himself andnatm'C. We are told that a man cannot he hotli a painterand a vocal poet; and that one expression alone is all thatwe can attain with full command. Art is long, life short.But he did not try to he a poet, it came to him as far as heexercised the faculty. In this present time of division oflabour, such a doctrine, namely, that a man can only beone thingâ€”that the cobbler should stick to liis last in short""â€”must be true in relation to the executive. It always wastiTie of the majority of people in relation to that, but now itmay

have still more force. Thus, if an artist were all his



??? great minds free. life to paint nothing but snow pieces, or sunsets, or portraitsof females, or flowers, he would attain a dexterity that anexpenditure of application on various objects could notreach. But just in as much as his study and his mentalexercises are confined, will his productions be without valuein the scale of intellect. Even the highest executive quali-ties will not be found in his works. It is impossible theycan be. We hear it said too that the artist is inarticulateâ€”that Thorwaldsen could only speak in stone. If it was so,we are much afraid that this was an evidence of limitation,and that what he said even in stone was not the best thatcould be said. The man who does the highest things willshew his greatness in many ways, not equally in reiteratedelaboration, but equally in regard to perception, and moredirect in expression. This maxim of limitation is ^togethera modern maxim. Go back two centuries, and not a singlegreat name will be found that does not contravene its truth.The wide range of the great Masters is now a common ob-ject of wonder. But the observation and apprehension ofemotion and the aspects of things, and the mental powersand education necessary to give form or

articulation to theseobservations and apprehensions, are fundamentally the same.When, however, we find also executive crafts of scientificmechanism, as architecture, engineering, music, and so on,in the same hand, there is some room for wonder, and morefor veneration. These, the greatly gifted, seem never tohave slept; with them life was long, art easy. Having now come to the last year of the life of DavidScott, we feel but little inclined to enlarge. Perhaps thesefew sentences, which have wandered somewhat from thepoint, shew the unwillingness of the writer to speak in hisown person on the subject of om- narrative. David Scott,imperious and impulsive when in health and high spirits, 318 II ai:; iSn



??? EXTRACT FROM NORTH BRITISH REVIEW. 319 was now reflective and shaken, but still resolute and hope-ful, and intellectually stronger and more clear than ever.Unbending he stood at his post to the last. Had he goneabroad two years agoâ€”but it is needless to speculate onwhat might have been; his strength was his destruction,and the aflections once ignored, even despised by him, nowhaunted and devoured him like the pitiless Eumenides. We cannot do better here, nor more gratefully for ourown feelings, than to quote at some length from a discerningand loving writer in the North British Review. This paperwe have before referred to, and noAV again acknowledge itsfriendly aid. " In the course of the last fifteen 03: twenty years, Scotthad steadily become one of the most noteworthy of nativeartists. Without fortune, without office, without profes-sional success commensurate with his undisputed superi-ority, and living in a state of seclusion, if not alienation fromsociety, he exhibited a wonderful series of pictures fromyear to year, recognised by all but the most frivolous spec-tators, to be the manifestations of a powerful and exaltedsoul. In fact, the large and solemn studio, in which

hepainted and preserved his picture-poems, had gradually be-come one of the most curious and significant features ofEdinburgh and its School of Art; and its master spirit, oneof the most individual of Scottish characters belonging tothe age in which we live. It was there that men of emi-nence in the church, in politics and law, in science, inliterature and in life, discovered what manner of man hewas; and left him with surprise, seldom unmingled withpain, and always ennobled by admiration. It was therethat intellectual strangers, of all the more elevated classesof mental character, found another "wise man in a little city,"not without astonishment that they had scarcely heard of



??? his studio. him before. It was there that many a tender-hearted loverof whatsoever is great and good was at once melted anduplifted by the spectacle of so much cool self-possession,such unquenchable perseverance, such intrepid independence,and such height of contemplation ; displayed in circum-stances which were evidently the reverse of propitious. Itwas there tliat enamoured students of poetry, in its essencerather tlian in its manifold embodyment, stood with reverenceby his side, and, perhaps as proudly indifferent to particularsas he sometimes was himself, penetrated by means of imag-inative sympathy to the soul of truth and beauty, that stirredunder the surface of all his happier efforts. It was there thatcongenial poets took his cold hand in theirs, and bade himGod-speed, with tears threatening in their eyes. It wasthere also, still more than at the household hearth, that hisfriends descried the heart of unflaming fire, which glowedwithin the distant quietude of his manners. It was there,alas! it may almost literally be said, that he died. ^ ^ In his conversation in those later years of his life, hewas elevated, thoughtful, and original; but also dim, cir-cumvolved, and half-spoken. Yet there

was every now andthen a vivid phrase or two, and occasionally a point as brightand sharp as a rapier. His more exalted talk was like thehurtling movements of overcharged clouds: and a fork ofunmistakable lightening sprang up from the cumulus atintervals. In general society he was accordingly slow andunintelligible. One required to meet him among congenialfriends to descry the wealth he OAvned; but even in suchpropitious circumstances, he was the least articulate ofthinkers. Â? The English opium-eater visited him one day a fewyears ago for the first time. After having left him, thatgreat conversationist exclaimed, " Is it possible! when I met 320



??? HIS CONVERSATION. 321 him the other evening, I thought him the dullest of mortals ;but now I have been an hour with him among the tombs,I find him quick with thought, and the most interesting ofmen ! " The terror-loving imagination of the great dreamerhad been instantaneously fascinated and held down by the pic-ture of the Resurrection on the Day of the Crucifixion ; andhe had scarcely examined the other works around him. Emer-son was strangely impressed with a sense of the greatnessof Scott's character ; but noticed the inadequacy of his ver-bal communications in ordinary circumstances, and said," How rich I find him in the studio ! " There one was alonewith him, in the midst of his natural sphere ; and whosoeverwas equal to the conference, was sure to be entertained withmany a genuine gleam of intellect and feeling. It was thereand then that he glowed. " They told me he was cold,"was the remark of Margaret Fuller after a morning in thestudio ; " but he is as ardent as man can be !" If, however,he was in the presence of such as were not in unison withhim and his ways of thinking, he was either dumb or singu-larly inexpressive of his protest. There was a gulf betweenhim

and the numerous disciples of certain schools in philo-sophy and art which he had no skill to bridge ; a thingwhich any one may'do with the help of courtesy and theopen recognition of those broad humanities which are com-mon to all the systems in the world. It was his cue tohold his peace, not without contempt ; or else to try assaultand battery upon his enemies without skill, without under-standing either their positions or their method of fence, andwithout any success, for nobody understood a word he said !Even in the most favourable circumstances, indeed, he wasfar from fluent or clear. Nor was he unacquainted with thefact. Shortly before his last illness, he said to one of hisfriends, " I have just been thinking how you always seem to



??? m HIS PUNCTUALITY. say exactly what you wish to say. Now, I have never beenable to do that." It was quite true, but not to be lamented,for it is not every man's duty to talk; and those are cer-tainly the greatest and the happiest of mortals to whom thetask, not of criticism, but of creation is assigned. It will be readily understood, that this secluded mysticwas not calculated to shine in society. Even in the socialcircle of friends, he was never gay nor sprightly; and insociety, formally so called, he was both rigid and impedi-mental. Without any talent for the easy interchange ofcommon thoughts and ordinary sentiments, he could not un-derstand that the superficial may be elegant, and the obvioushumane. Accordingly, he visited the hero of a hundreddrawing-rooms with more contempt than the creature de-serves ; and even treated the man of equal culture withhimself, who also relished the pleasm'cs of society, with un-due severity. In this connexion should be mentioned a minor featurein the character of Scott, which is not only curious in itself,but which could not have been easily deduced from thephenomena of his higher life. It consisted in the most con-densed detestation of all lubricity as to â€?

matters of fact inothers. If the grave will pardon the phrase, he was tooconscientious, and was apt to be troublesome in the affairsof business. He was as punctual as a clock to his engage-ments, and you could calculate him like a planet. Thoseslippery people, whom you cannot count upon, were the ob-jects of his unmitigable aversion, for he could scarcely se-parate the culprit from the crime. He put a smnmary closein several instances to the closest amities he was accustomedto admit of, on account of single broken appointments. Thepain was greater to him than to the frivolous truce-breakerof course, but he was inexorable. He reminds one of 322 |i



??? HIS PERSON. Beethoven, who relentlessly and at once dissolved everyfriendship which began to be incomplete. Scott, perhaps,carried this high temper to excess; but the principle of itis sound, if applied with charity and moderation. It is tothis intense antagonism that his want through life of thosehumbler, warmer, more nestling and enduring relationshipsof affection, may have been partly owing. It was one dayasserted by Emerson, that there was little or no essentialpoetry in Bailey's Festus. Scott contested the point. Hewas requested to quote a single verse, to which Tennyson'sdefinition could be applied with propriety,â€”" those jewelsfive-words-long, which sparkle on the forefinger of time."He accepted the challenge, and repeated these words, withhis peculiar and melancholy cadence :â€” Friendship hatli passed me like a sliip at sea. s -ft % The person of David Scott was unusually expressive ofwhat was within the mask. The inner man had fashionedits bodily semblance with extraordinary power and precision.Those who knew him only in the sore decay of his latterend, cannot form any conception of the uncommon beauty ofhis face and form. His fellow-student, Steell the sculptor,carved

a somewhat idealized bust of him at twenty-five; inthe reproduction of which that skilful artist is now engaged,with the intention of placing it in the possession of theScottish Academy as his presentation-work; a work ofgenius and of love. Scott painted a severe and simple por-trait of himself about the same age. It is in these that thelook of his prime is to be seen. He was a little above the middle size; slender, but notemaciated; lean and stript for the contest, but full of vigourtempered by nervous irritability; spare, but energetic. His y 2 323



??? HIS BEAUTY. shape was handsome, and his hands remarkable for their ap-proach to sculpturesque perfection. His countenance waspale and thin, but lighted up with poetical intelligence.The chin was of that fine mould w^hich usually denotessensibility, not blunted by the animal passions of our nature.The eye came forward, and was somewhat conical in form :its colour was a peculiar blue, the blue of night rather thanof day. The brows were ample, and they projected overthe outlooking eyes. His forehead retired, without sinking,under a loose and copious mass of brown-black hair, whichit was his way to toss about his temples with a degree ofcarelessness, perhaps not unmindful of effect. His headwas not very large, especially behind. But the most notice-able feature of all was his exquisitely chiselled lips. Thelower one was full and round : the upper one wavered; and,in later years, it seemed to curl with something not unlikethe shadow of disdain. There was an air about him, whichforbade the too near approach of any other man. Therewas a singular unearthliness and spirituality, in fine, in thetotal expression of his physiognomy. It was the suitableapparel of so purged and exalted

a spirit. Pure as a maiden, simpler than a child ; Wilful as both, in Hfe as well as art; Still as a priest, in manner, not in heart; Prouder than any chief, yet more than mild, Yea, very meek and humble when he smiled, With awful joy, before the shrine of duty ; That shrine which was to him the home of beauty. Beauty, austere indeed, but undefiled. So walkt and workt and worshipt through the world Our painter true. His crescent brow half seen. His shadowy night of hair, his star-blue eyne. His melancholy lip, which sadly curled In chill contempt of everything below it, Expressed the man he was, and that was poet." 324



??? HIS PICTURE OF HOPE. 325 Such a noble and yet faithful estimate of the man, savesthe present writer the painful task of writing in adequateterms of so near and dear a relative. During the longand sorrowful indisposition which led forward his lastillness, many of the asperities of his temper were worn off,while many of his 'peculiarities increased. Still, as of old,he noted down new thoughts, and analysed his experiences,or at least expressed them legibly to himself, and endea-voured to profit by them. Still he labom-ed at his easel,and prepared new work for future years, not diminishinghis efforts either in elevation of purpose or grandeur ofscale. Indeed, in the exhibition of 1848, his powers ofproduction had apparently increased. In the catalogue ofthat year we find " Time surprising Love," " Childrenfollowing Fortune," " Queen Mary of Scotland at the placeof Execution," " Hope passing over the sky of Adversity,"and the large picture of the " Baptism of Christ." The first of these, however, was a picture painted inRome, now finally finished, and thus bringing two epochsof his life together. The second had been painted a yearbefore: a picture much prized by himself. The third hehad

executed with much careâ€”it had been said the size ofhis pictm-es prevented their saleâ€”and here he elaborated insmall dimensions a historical picture with many of his bestqualities. The fom-th is a large work, and one of those trueand elevated humane conceptions that, once seen, neverutterly fade from the mind. Like the brazen serpent inthe wilderness, the luminous and beautiful vision of Hopeappears over the heads of an outcast tribe of a fallen race ;golden and glorious in the night-sky of trouble and death,the rainbowâ€”that sign of the covenant that all shall not bedestroyedâ€”follows her track, and the eyes of men and ofwomen look up with wonder and godly fear. The young



??? " mental life man supports his sister, lays his hand upon her breast, andfinds her dead: he looks up at the eelestial visitant as ifhe doubted whether it were indeed the good angel or theavenger. The noble daughter of the fallen house holds upher patriarch father from sinking heavily to the ground, andturns her head, gorgeous in its crimson-filletted black tresses,with confidence to the vision. The figure of Hope wasnever excelled, perhaps never equalled by him, for purityof expression. It had the beauty indicated by Collinsâ€” And Hope enchanting smiled and waved her golden hair. This was the last of his greater worksâ€”significantly so-In it he accomplished more fully what he considered thetrue style in design and execution for works of a severepoetic class, and in it he believed he had attained a fitting-harmony between the sentiment and its expression throughcolour and effect. No verdict, however, passed upon thepicture at this day, and in any particular circleâ€”either bythe present writer or by any otherâ€”will decide upon thecorrectness or incoiTCCtness of his belief: but the incessantlabour and wide study of a life gave him some right tojudge for himself. The last fragments of

notes may be here presented tothe reader. Here is one witten indeed before the death ofhis good old uncle, but as it illustrates " The Way of hisLife at the End," it has been reserved for this place. Weshall call it Mental Life and Life-in-Breath. " Scene in the country near a large town, hills, hedges,fields, dark evening.â€”Look upon a house standing solitaryamong garden fences, in total silence. Look into a room in 326



??? AND LIFE-IN-BEEATH." 327 tliat house: it is a wainscotted parlour. The light of asingle candle is very dim, its long black wick scarcelysuffering it to burn. A flickering fire contends with it inthe ineffectual attempt to enlighten the apartment. In thishalf obscurity are three figures. One seems asleep in agreat chair by the fire: another dozes with her arms crossedupon her breast, and her aged head bent forward over the " table, between which and the fire the third is seatedâ€”aman at the mid-year of life. A book is laid open upon hisknee; and the palms of his hands are clasped together. Itdoes not appear he reads; his face is raised, he might almostbe supposed in the act of prayer. His eye, however, is notdevotionally fixed, though his features are calm. Thesethree are silent, and have been so for some time; but theirsilence is different: one sleeps, another drowses, the thirdthinks. The sleeperâ€”an old manâ€”moans in his sleep,coughs, and awakes. He has a large eye, good-natured,unspeculative. He looks towards the young man, andaddresses him merely to say something, and to break thesilence, but which only inteiTupts his train of thought.These thoughts have been far off

searching in the memory,or aspiring to the future, self-humbling and self-elevating.They have been tracing life past, and endeavouring to giveform to that yet to come. They have been still further;leaving the to-come in this world, they have passed to theinfinite. Eecollections have crowded past him of unrealisedendeavom's and once inexplicable sufferingsâ€”and blessingstooâ€”his face speaks of both, he is at once lowly and proud.The querulous voice of the good old man now addresseshim. His reply is brief, but it must be repeated, for the | ear of age is dull. The question has been but a triflingoneâ€”it is now answered, and there is stillness again. Now open out the life-picture of these three human in



??? books-the haunted house. beings. They dwell togetherâ€”do they live together? here in this silenee ? for summer and winter, for year after year ? % % Â? Oh, what power do I not ask! To be able to tread theworlds before me, of life, and death, and beyond death. Tolook into the depths of all things, to see the roots of all thatis growing around us; day and night and futurity, light anddark and the graveâ€”to see the figures of love, and hope,and joy, and twenty years to come. Oh, sti'ong man, man,0 riddle and earth-clod. tUiiLi rnrnrnm^imiiim Books were to me once as a world above, A life beyond, looked up to reverently; Now they are life around me and beneath, They must obey my spirit now, not I Submit to them. I look on all, and each Has shrunk into a little part, within The mind, their nooks and corners humbly filling. January 1848, We have said he projected works to the last of his life.One of these is called " The Haunted House, in a series ofDesigns." On the title-page was to be a vignette, " Grannietelling a ghost story, only the heads of the children seenlistening." The subjects of the designs are thus wittenoutâ€” 1. Servants looking through the rooms of a baronial house.

2. Servants making meiTy and laughing at their fears. 3. One rushes in alarmed. 4. A group of them listening on a staircase or passage. .5. Country people at the doorâ€”servants telling them what has hap-pened. 6. The story going the round of the villageâ€”people pointing to thehouse. 328



??? INTENDED DESIGNS, 329 7. Eveningâ€”all sitting crowded over the fire. 8. Some running in terrorâ€”informing the master. 9. The master interrogating all the householdâ€”^^the lady beside him. 10. The master listening alone. 11. Passing through rooms with a sword in his hand. 12. An attempt to exorcise the ghost. 13. Servants leaving the house. 14. The master and lady left alone. 15. Standing outside looking at their house in the dark. 16. A dog wandering through the empty rooms. 17. An old man locking up the house with a padlock. 18. A view into a room in ruinsâ€”birds flying out and in at the broken casement. This is very suggestive, and admirably constructed totell its tale. Another series of designs were to be entitled," The Centm-ies each century was to be characterized byits peculiar developmentâ€”in some, mankind crushed down,in others elevated. His beautiful set of drawings for thePilgrim's Progress were also earnestly in his mind for pub-lication. To this end they were sent to a publishing firm,one of the members of which was an early friend; but,after they had been under consideration a great part of theyear, his heaviness of heart was only increased by theirretm-n.

Since his death, frequent inquiries have been madeafter them, and they will shortly be published. Here isanother paperâ€”a series of literary subjects, seeminglywritten out merely to amuse his thoughts in these days ofill health from personal troubles. All the names attachedto the supposititious articles are those of personal friends,except perhaps that of the first mentioned lady, now Mrs.Eastlake. THE BOOK OF THE YEAR â€”49 OF THE 17th CENTURY. Spiritual Morphia................De Quincey. The frozen Baltic................Miss Rigby.



??? seeks health in the country. Soul Magnetism.................. Samuel Brown. Rhapsodies on certain faces... G. Gilfillan. Journies among the stars...... J. P. Nichol. Steps of the throne.............. David Scott. Day-life............................Mrs. Crowe. The heart of a child............. Delta. A man's venture..................Mr. Cupples. The demon and the thought... David Scott. The monk.........................W. B. Scott. Rays from flowers...............Miss Frances Brown. lit Other sets of designs he didâ€”one for a short unpublishedpoem called " The Anchoret:" and two others ; " Unhappy-Love," a series of seven scenes; and " Scenes from theLife and Thoughts of a Student Painter." In the early part of the year 1848 he painted the por-trait of Emerson, then on his visit to Edinburgh, and,gradually failing in health, visited his relative and friendthe minister of Crawford. From thence he visited ProfessorNichol, having engaged himself on a series of inventionsto accompany a new edition of the Architecture of theHeavens. These designs, some- of which are among hisfinest thoughts, employed him to the latest day he couldhold a pencil. Thence to the village of Kippen, where hepainted, nothwithstanding his debility, the portrait

of a lady.Here he saw once more the manse at which as a boy hisweeks of vacation had been passed. But he who used towelcome him there was gone. He returned in September. Good friends he had about him, and here is a letter fromone wishing him to spend a day in the country:â€”" My DearFriendâ€”I am sorry to learn you are still suffering, but Itrust by this time in a mitigated degree. I regret havingmissed seeing you before I left. Are you a seer or vaticperson, that you divined the reason of my absence ? I amvery happy hereâ€”I live much in the open air; on braesides.



??? a friend's invitation. 331 in woods, within natural bowers, among the winds, and incaves. In my study, which is just the little drawing-roomof my mother's house, I have a few books spread over thetable at which I sit. There is the Bible, in which I havebeen pondering the mode of being of Jesus Christ withpassionate interest ever since I came ; there is Shakspere ;there is Meister, Goethe's wonderful experiences ; there isEabelais' Gargantua ; there is Sir W. Hamilton's Reid ;and there is Berzelius' Chemistry. A little writing, a littlereading, a little conversation with my sisters, a little walk-ing, and much endless cogitation, make up my little day.This native place of mine always does me the highest sortof good. It is as if Adam could have had occasional visitsto the dear paradise of his innocence. Scheiermacher says,infancy is the perpetual Messiah. Home, the first home, isin many instances a perpetual paradise, not without its treein the middle of the garden. It is a place to cool the heated,wounded spirit. The soul seems to become pliant, smooth,fresh and sweet-savoured under its breezy influences. Ifeel here that I could yet become a good man. My heartseems pm"er for a while. There is a hill in

the neighbour-hood on which I know a secluded knoll that no one knowsof, and there I find a mount of transfigTiration for my imargination. I wish I could show it you. I wish I could leadyou to it. Could you come out for a day ? I scarcely dareask you ; but, if you will come, we shall have a wander.Will you ? I am sure I could make you happy for a day.I should receive you at the station.â€”Your affectionate friend, -- The portrait of Emerson is the best of the few pic-tures of that kind he did. That poet, on leaving London,writes him :â€”" I carry with me a bright image of yourhouse and studio, and all your immortal companions therein.



??? 332 END OF 1849. and I wish to keep the ways open between us, natural andsupernatural. If the Good Power had allowed me the oppor-tunity of seeing you at more leisure, and of comparing notesof past years a little ! And it may yet be allowed in time ; but where and when ?-" As the year 1849 approached, he prepared for the Exhi-bition. The pictures he sent wereâ€”" Delusive Pleasures,"a Sketch of the Fire of London, and the " Domestic Ar-cadia," on the last of which only he had employed hishand lately. Mr. Lees, in the course of painting the admir-able portrait of David Scott, a few months before, havinghad some conversation with him regarding his great pictureof Yasco de Gama, now proposed to the Academy that itshould be exhibited, which was followed by an unanimousvote of the council; and thus that grand work was beforethe public when the artist retired for ever. One or two more memoranda, and this letter is closed." A bee had lost its way in my studio; to-day I ob-served it. Ah! poor bee, you have been shut up in thisprison, and you are now right slowly labouring along thefloor towards the open door. Your wings have lost theirpower. No flowers here; no sun upon your

back: Ah!poor bee. But now you are right, you have scented thebreath of the air. Straightly but slowly your feeblenesstries to reach it. I will assist you. Now, and now, golden-winged hummer, you are in freedom again, in the light andthe breeze." " Long lifeâ€”God's giftâ€”gives a longer proof with God.It is the great proof of om* harmony with God." In the end of a memorandum book is written in differentkinds of pencil and ink, as if he had opened it once a-yearto inscribe a single word :â€” 1844. Desolate, and very weary of suspense. -â– miwiiiite'



??? YEARLY RECORD. 333 1845. A gleam of suusliine this year; but again astorm, and a night of hail, of sleet, and a long chill. 1846. Silence, the sullen salve of suffering. 1847. A broken ray in turbid rain. 1848. Withering.



??? LETTER XV. the end â€” aged forty-two. The door of Deatli is made of goldTliat mortal eyes can ne'er heboid;But when the mortal eyes are closed,And cold and pale the limbs reposed,The soul awakesâ€”and, wondering, seesIn her bright hands the golden keys. lilakr. See liow the great Gohah now hes still. Blair. Royal Scottish Academy,UtJi Felruary 1849.My Dear Scottâ€”The hustle of preparation has preventedme doing what I feel I ought to have done before nowâ€”tocommunicate to you, that at the reunion of the Academy onSaturday last, which throughout seemed to give great grati-fication to the members present, the President proposed yourhealth in a speech of much feeling and feiwour, dwelling onyour artistic achievements, especially your great one, withpride and exultation, and on your private character withaffection and kindness. His speech, I do assure you, wasmost warmly received by every one present. I cannot allow myself to doubt that the time is coming soonwhen yom- Vasco de Gama may adorn some other great hallthan that in which it is now placed. I have been cogitat-ing as to the proper manner of bringing the subject beforethe India House, or some other body

powerful enough to i n i: if'fjilK' i-i;





??? I mm latest correspondence. 335 cany such a measure; and will assm-edly, at no remoteperiod, make the attempt. My admiration of the work in-creases as I endeavour to enter into your intention. Itwould be a very agreeable morning's work to congratulateyou on the permanent disposal of your master work.â€”Be-lieve me, yours most truly, D. O. Hill. To David Scott, Esq., Easter Dah'y House. My Dear Hillâ€”I had your very attentive communica-tion, but having been rather more unwell these some days,I have been prevented from answering it. Being, however,somewhat better to-day, I gladly take the opportunity ofdoing so. It was very regardful of our amene and highly talentedPresident to remember me in the way he appears to havedone at the dinner of the Academy; and I trust soon thatI may have an opportunity of expressing to him personallymy consideration of it. I might say much in regard to what were, and have insome measure continued to be, my hopes or suppositions inrespect to the disposal of the picture of Vasco de Gama^and many others. The interest you express in regard to itleads me most briefly to state, that if you can advance that-pm-pose in the way you suggest, or

otherwise, it will be avery important service to me. I do not say this as merewords of form. I should greatly like, if you should have as much leisuresome morning soon, you could do me the favour of a -visit,and let me know your ideas more fully on the subject. Donot suppose that X have trusting expectations, but I havemuch confidence in your efforts.â€”I remain, most faithfullyyours, David Scott. D. O. Hill, Esq., &c.



??? 336 D. 0. HILLS INTERVIEW. Edinbukgh, 31sÂ? May 1849, My Dear Sirâ€”I have this morning received your noteof the 30th, requesting me to state the particulars of mylatest communications with your brother. I called at Dairy some days after the receipt of his lastnote, which I enclose, and on my name being taken to yourbrother, he expressed a wish to see me. Thinking that itwas not proper to engage him in a long conversation, I pro-ceeded at once to speak of the scheme for purchasing theVasco de Gama for a public hall. I may here mention,that when I wrote to your brother I thought we should aimeither at the India House or the Trinity House of London,or some Liverpool hall, as its most fitting receptacle, and Ithought it not impossible to interest some persons of influenceconnected with these places. It was Mr. Thomas Hamilton,the architect, who mentioned the Trinity House of Leith;and what was awanting in splendour and wealth was com-pensated by its being so near our own door, and among theadmirers of your brother. I told him of the scheme as having (so far as Leith wasconcerned) originated with a friend, and that Dr. Robertsonof Leith had already opened the matter to the

master, andfound him favourable. Your brother was satisfied with theplace, and was anxious to know that the mode of settingabout obtaining the money would not be such as to com-promise his position as an artist, saying, that rather thansurrender anything on that score, he would consent that allhis works were brought to the hammer. My reply to hismisgivings on this head was entirely satisfactory to him.I explained to him that the first step of the gentlemen in-terested in the matter would be, to meet and embody a seriesof resolutions explanatory of the principles on which thesubscription was to be made; and these I briefly stated. wmmm



??? LAST ILLNESS. 337 I also informed him that we would aim at the original sumof Â?600, but he expressed his consent, if that could notbe obtained, to be content with Â?400 ; that om* reliance wasin making the subscription of a popular kind ; and that wewould consider the tribute to his genius a more perfect one,if it was done by a large number of people, rather than bylarger subscriptions from a limited number. In all this heconcurred; perhaps I should say, on hearing my explana-tions, he lay back on his pillow, and covered his face withhis hands for the space of a minute or two, as if he wouldsuppress some deep emotion; which, however, broke forthin a few sobs and tears. This was my last interview with your brother. I doubtnot I might be able to call to remembrance more of whatwas said, if you think it desirable, lour brother, duringour meeting, expressed himself with much kindness, andyet with a manliness and dignity that never forsook him.â€”I am, my Dear Sir, most truly yom-s, D. O. Hill. To W. B. Scott, Esq. Eastek Dalry, 27tli February 1849.Dear-, I write to you from my brother's bed-room, after taking a cup of tea, which he is now too weak to share.He has been in bed for some days,

and has been ill indeed.I find him very weakâ€”much altered: his face emaciatedand ridged, still noble, but dreadful for me to look upon:his eye larger than ever: his voice often scarcely audible,and only at times reminding me of what it was. I fear thatI lost my self-possession on first seeing him, bending overhim with his hands round my neck; but, after all that haspassed, how could it be otherwise ? I must not, however, alarm you more than need be: heis not worse than we had been led to believe him. In the



??? LAST ILLNESS. studio, wliere there have heen no fires for montiis, all thepictures seemed to stand up like enemies to receive me.This joy in labour, and this desire for fame, what have theydone for him ? The walls of this gaunt, sounding place,the frames, even some of the canvasses, are furred withdamp. In the little library where he painted last, in muchbodily suffering, was the word "Nepenthe?" thus interro-gatingly written with white chalk on the wall. Ah! ifsome beatified Matilda, with her sacred sisterhood, couldhave led him to the living spring of Eunoe, so that he had Ketiimed From the most holy wave regenerate!On the table were the Bible, Fichte's " Scholar," and Vidal's"Christianity" lent him by liis good friend Dunlopâ€”sketches and papers all as they used to be. When the doctor came, I spoke to him about my stayhere. He said, " Your brother may yet recover, but it willbe a miracle almost. On Saturday night I did not expectto find him alive on Sunday morning." This internal in-flammation, chronic dyspepsy, or whatever it may be, painshim considerably; but this day he feels better than he hasdone for some time past. He hopes the worst is past; but,to say the truth, he appears conscious of being

on the ex-treme verge of life. * * * Do you care to know that my railway journey was veryquickly over, and the day very fine. Ploughing was goingon in field after field; the breath of the horses shining inthe frosty air. Over the border, the snow was lying onsome of the heights very white. Arthur's Seat w^as powderedover as if he had become bald in his old age. At thismomentâ€”half-past seven in the eveningâ€”my mother, ex-hausted with watching, of which duty I shall now relieveher, has just left us. David sleeps: his long white face. 338 ! i ! I I} 1'!i.f I 'Xt I I. ti



??? ATTENDED BY HIS BROTHER. 339 with its unshaven beard, lies among the pillows in the half-lightâ€”not easily forgotten. I, between him and the fire, atthis little table, with pens and paper. Upon the whole, Iam not without hope; and he thinks my visit will do himgood.â€”Yours, William B. Scott. Easter Daley, 2d March 1849. Dear-, I intended to have written you yesterday, but one matter after another made me forget it. Constantand unremitting attention to David is absolutely necessary,and in so many little things, and at stated quarters of hours,one is incapacitated for any foreign interest. Even movingto get paper, or to ask for wax, is at certain times too muchnoise. I am sorry to say there is no change for the better;and till that is the case, I must remain with him throughthe chances of the future. To-day, indeed, has been rathera bad day; he has appeared weaker than before. Thisevening, for the first time since my coming, he would get up.Some change is his craving: some change. He sat still,wrapt up, for a Avhile. I asked if I could read anythingto him. He assented, but added, " Some how or other, Ihave lost interest in every thing for a week or two." Nobook could be found to which he could attend. He

wanteda roseâ€”perhaps the monthly rose-bush in the garden mighthave a flower. I did not find one, but brought in a wall-flower, some snow-drops, and a ranunculus. The sight ofthese gave him a few moments of pleasure; they were ofthe air and the earth, a world now removed from him bythe walls of a sick-roomâ€”a rem. oval how very far, almostinfinite! He is fully conscious of his weakness, and nowand then says something that shows he considers the ulti-mate is at hand. I give him hope, and find a fond listener." Yes, I am recedingâ€”gradually," were his words, on find- z 2



??? THE SICK-ROOM BY ing liis debility so much increased since the last time he satin a chair. All this is the dark side; there is also a lightside, although not very luminous. Sometimes he looks muchas he used to do. ^ * * ^ 3d March. I write you a fcAV lines again. My dear brother is easilymoved either into hope or depression. If any thing is donequickly in regard to the purchase of the picture of Vasco deGama, it would undoubtedly have a favourable effect on hiscondition. Yesterday, some cards and notes Avere sent up.Two by post: one expressed thusâ€”'^An admirer of thegenius of David Scott takes the liberty of sending the en-closed, in the hope that the divine blessing Avill attend it,"The enclosed, you may suppose, Avas a tract; but much asI appreciated the motive, I could not lay it before him.Another Avas a poem, "To David Scott, R,S,A., from arespectful admirer," beginningâ€” Mourn not, art-Avorshlpper, thy fading years,Though they decay. 340 t- 'ifIff f>S 5 The verses were good, but too much for him at that time.He had them in his hand Avhen I entered the room, but hehanded the paper over to me, and asked what the versessaid. " They express sympathy Avith your illness, and hopesfor

your recovery," I replied. To-day I have had ten timesto go doAvn stairs to see friends calling, Avhich has kept mein exercise ; but that bed-room door, in this old house, Avill >n neither shut nor open Avithout noise.Mrs. T, has been very kindâ€”hearing of David's Avish forflowers, she sent some out to-day. Ever since my cominghere, the Avind has been high ; through, the long night hom-sit goes on, making a Availing sound at the sky Avindow inthe dressing-room. About three or four the cock crows iHHiittiMliiiilii



??? DAY AND NIGHT. from his roost in the lower regions. Somewhat wonderfulare these sounds to me at present. ^ Two o'clock morning. David awoke. I asked him if he would like to hear acriticism in yesterday's paper on De Gama and the Spiritof the Storm. It was compared in gi'andeur to the worksof Michael Angelo and JEschylus, the Prometheus Bound." Ah, iEschylus!" he said, and continued at intervals in alow voiceâ€”" That is praise indeed. But they are doingthese things because I am suffering. I've been told Haydonmentioned my subject as a good one for a picture ; he didso perhaps after he visited me. Well, what I have doneand said have always been alike ; what I have effected hasbeen with much pains, and much suffering, long fighting,never at once, many times my whole nature struggling.And that picture is one resultâ€”to get the same characterthroughout, and adequate executionâ€”no feebleness. Theknee of the sailor might be carved in ivoryâ€”it is not merepaintâ€”and the shoulder of tlie next figure too. Flesh ispalpitating, and I try to give that; but I speak of themanner of painting. * ^ If I could but have time yet, I think I could meet the public in their ownway more, and yet do what I

think good. But it is over,and here I lie. Life is ripe, disease is darkUpon the blossom and the fruit ;Ripe is life, the certain markThat blight will soon invade its root." Here he repeated some verses, so far as he renaemberedthem. I asked what they were : " Some verses I made afew days ago. Somewhere you will find them when I amgone." I endeavom'ed to excite hope, and to encourage himin the belief that yet he would be well again. 341



??? requiem. " If it were but so ! This chest, this neck, no it cannotbeâ€”it seems too great a prize; too awfully grand a thingto enjoy life again with this experience overcomeâ€”to havebeen thus illâ€”to have seen into the darkness, and returnto the clearness of life. It takes a long time to knoAV howto live and work. For three years I have lived in a greaterfreedom than ever before, but for this prostration." Wishing to terminate his dwelling upon painful thoughtsand exciting himself, I enlarged on what he had just saidâ€”the length of experience necessary to understand all thebearings of any activity, intellectual or social. As one goesforward, varied position gives various views of life, and it isonly by many steps that the whole can be understood andharmonized into right action. This diverted his attention,and sent him to sleep a little, while I wrote these lines :â€” Four o'clock morning, March 1849. The blast is wandering through the night.Hushing and moaning round chimnej^ and roof;The ashes fiill dead from the dull fire-light,The great shadows dance on the walls aloof,While the soul of my brother recedes. Fitfi.illy drop the ashes away ;Abroad over all flies the roaring wind ;And the clouds from the dim

obscurity.Hurry along the moon silently kind, Like an opened window in heaven. The everlasting ISTorns are visible now.Between the gates of gold and of horn ;For the nimbus of death is over the brow,â€?And for ever hath left the hand outwornIts power in the art divine. Go back, go back, doth the spirit say To the in-pressing darkness and walls of stone; For the eye of hope is as wide as day 342 ???‰ Nu



??? ,0 requiem. 343 Out through the falling infinity;The great work of time is but partly tlone.And still young the manifold heart. Come back, come back, doth the world demand,For the clearness of life is heaven indeed ;And the kindred labourers on the strandOf this dear human region pleadâ€”" Go not, of thee we have Avondrous need"â€” How they hail him with strong right liands But the infinite hears not, the ages dead,And the ages to come are one flimily,Under the great Father's mantle hid ; All the records of art and of poetrj Are but chaff from the garner of time. The blast is wandering through the night,Yet within still continueth mortal painâ€”Beneath the white curtains the straiglit limbs lie ;But, hark, the cock crows ! for morning is nigh,Sternly breaking through cold and rain, While the soul of the mnrtvr recedes. 16th March 1849. To the Rev. J. Fairbairn. My Dear Friendâ€”I have left Edinburgh for a day ortwo, and feel as if that dense cloud that had got confusedabout me were lifted partially away. That death-bed andthat funeral! How many forms there are, proper enoughto be gone through, that I cannot manage to attend to.You wished me to write you, and I now do it. I told you I had been a week

beside my brother, dayand night, before Monday the 5th, fatal to him. He wasweak in all bodily forces, but still in mind the same. Whenhe could converse, he spoke of his views of life and of art,as now fuller and simpler than ever they had been; and aseach day he appeared a little better, he began to speak a



??? DEATH. little freer, till the last night of his life, when he lay easy,but without sleep. Often, during the long hours, I turnedround in the silence to know if he slept, and always sawhis eyes open and looking at me. He spoke a good deal,which I shall repeat to you. ^ % ^ It was nearly six o'clock when I rang up one of the ser-vants, and left him to get a little rest, but I had not been gonehalf-an-hour, when I was recalled, and found him sufferingdreadfully. This he continued to do till two o'clock after-noon. May the good God have few such mornings of watchingin store for either of us ! During that time the doctor came;he felt his wrist, and signified to me that pulsation was gone.The sufferer steadily watched our eyes. He could scarcelyarticulate; but his breathing became less violent about oneo'clock, an hour before he died, when he said, " I am nowgoing, Williamâ€”all is becoming dimâ€”it cannot be long,"opening his eyes wide, as if to see the world clearly oncemore. My dear mother said some words of Christian hope;he replied, very softly, " Yes, mother, I wish every thing. you desire for me."- I led her away and returned. I should now have di-awn the curtain round him, but I hadno power to move. Body and

soul clung together, but theinexorable Hand was upon him, and the unspeakablechange. 344 iM , ' -ii Ji f' ,si 111'I.N f Iit rmiritfiiMiiri^



??? wm APPENDIX. CIRCUMSTANCES RELATING TO HIS TICTURES, ETC. AFTER HIS DECEASE. ESSAY ON RUBENS AND HIS WORKS (A FRAGMENT). OBSERVATIONS ON THE STYLE AND PRACTICAL METHODSOF THE WORKS OP ART HE VISITED DURING HISJOURNEY IN ITALY.
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??? APPENDIX. CIRCUMSTANCES RELATING TO HIS PICTURES, ETC.AFTER HIS DECEASE. We have seen in Mr. D. O. HiU's letter just given, that amovement had begun for the purpose of purchasing Scott'slarge picture of Vasco de Gama for some public hall. TheTrinity House at Leith was suggested by Mr. Hamilton,and warmly advocated by Dr. D. H. Robertson of Leith,whose effective aid has largely coiitributed to the success ofthe result. A few days subsequent to his death, a meetingwas held in Edinburgh, for the purpose of carrying out thescheme, at which many of the principal gentlemen connectedwith the arts, either by taste or profession, were present, andDr. Samuel Brown took the chair, when the following reso-lutions were passed :â€”" 1, That this meeting of the friendsof Scottish art expresses its opinion, that the picture of'Vasco de Gama, the Discoverer of India, encountering theSpirit of the Cape,' painted by the late David Scott, R.S. A.,is an epic production of the very highest order; and thatthe circumstance of its having been realized by one of ourown academicians, confers a high honour on Edinburgh asa school of art. 2. That while this meeting recogniseswith feelings of great

interest and satisfaction the efforts



??? 348 SUBSEQUENT CIRCUMSTANCES that have of late years been made by Government to de-corate with works of a high order by om- native artists thenew Houses of Parliament, it is desirous of impressing uponthe community of their own and of other localities, that theprinciple of combination, successfully exemplified throughoutthe country by associations for the encouragement of artgenerally, might and should be applied to the promotion ofart in its highest manifestationsâ€”namely, in the purchaseof great pictures, with a view to their lodgment in publicbuildings. 3. That in consonance with these opinions andprinciples, subscription lists be straightway opened, withthe specific view of placing this picture of Vasco de Gamain the Trinity House of Leith, that building and its associa-tions being more congruous with the subject-matter of thepicture than any other in Edinburgh or the neighbourhood." This experiment is the first of the kind in Scotland,and it is of some consequence to know that it so far suc-ceeded ; not, indeed, to the full extent of the sum required,namely Â?400, but in raising an approximating sum, whichthe executors of the artist met by resigning the picture intothe hands of the committee,

several of whom had put theirright hands to the work with good will; indeed, the listwas filled up by the exertions of these few. There can be nodoubt, that if a similar occasion were again to occm*, there wouldbe no difficulty in accomplishing the object, even were theamount much greater. The works left by David Scott athis death are likely also to originate a more permanentscheme for the pm'chase of great historic pictm-es, which,however, has not yet taken form ; so that the futm-e Scottishartist in that unremunerative walk may be benefited byhis career, although it was to himself eminently one ofsacrifice. A number of these pictures, left by the artist's death in ft.'! â– Â?f



??? 349 RELATING TO HIS PICTURES. the hands of his exeeutors, are among his best worksâ€”Queen Elizabeth in the Globe Theatre, and Peter the Hermitpreaching the Crusades; the great pictm-e of Family Discord,and Hope passing over the Sky of Adversity ; Richard III.,Jane Shore, the poetic Caliban and Ariel, and Achilles ad-dressing the Manes of Patroclus, and many others, besidesa number of his smaller and more popular productions.All these, with the Alchymical Adept; Gloucester carriedinto Calais gate ; and others lent by their proprietors ; andabout sixty of his designs and sketches being collectedâ€”anexhibition was opened to the public in Castle Street, Messrs.Bonnar and Carfrae having generously offered their galleryfor that purpose. These works thus collected together madean impression on the Edinburgh public not easily forgotten,and the intention of the promoters in this respect was fullysuccessful, as well as in the disposal of many of the smallerpictm-es. At the close of this exhibition, the remaining pic-tures, except the Family Discord, were removed to ]\Ir. D. R.Hay's gallery, also liberally offered for their accommodation. Proposals to publish a scries of etchings from hispictures and

designs were also circulated. It was the ear-nest desire of the artist, during the latter period of his life,to have his works so published, and it will be the endeavourof his representative to fulfil this wish. Already some ofthe hopes most dear to him have been accomplished; thepublic exhibition of his collected works was one of these ;the disposal in a public hall of the Yasco de Gama at theCape of Good Hope was another; the publication of thepresent book may be considered as a third contribution to thefulfilment of his desires; and the engraving of various seriesof his illustrative designs is in progress. The answer affordedby his works to Rosalind's questionâ€”" What manner of manis he? Is he of God's making?"â€”cannot be lost.



??? BOKII A FRAGMENT When the clerk in this exhibition of his works wasplacing the little placard " sold" on one of his pictures, ayoung lady said to himâ€”" Ah! you are putting the finishingstroke to a great man's work; you are doing Avhat DavidScott could not do." Indeed, he died, as the eagle in thefable, the arrow that slays liim being fledged by his ownfeather; and realized the lines of Milton, which were themotto to his first exhibited pictureâ€” Fame is tlie spur that the clear spirit doth raise,(That last infirmity of noble minds)To scorn delights and live laborious days ;But the fair guerdon when we hope to find.Comes the blind Fury with th' abhorred shears.And slits the thin-spun life. OF RUBENS, HIS CONTEMPORARIES, ANDMODERN PAINTING. a fragment. 1 Let us try to read the works of the masters in painting,as we read the works of the poets, philosophers, and his-torians. During the fifteenth, sixteenth, and seventeenthcenturies, we find in Italy not so many written volumesas painted tablets, illustrating the religion, sentiments, andmanners then influencing Europe, and passing cmrent inthat country, which took the lead in the revival of civiliza-tion. There are few memorials of the past, but such

asare handed down by literature and fine art. From themouldered but yet animate hands of their poets, chieflyâ€”" blessings be on them, and immortal praise"â€”we derive 350 I Â?f



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. 351 our knowledge and experience. There poets are in books,and also on frescoed walls and carved structures ; althoughthere are both pictures and sculptures which will not comeunder that high denomination, but must be classed as his-tory, or merely valuable as records of social forms. The admission of this, which may be termed the philo-sophic acceptation of painting, has yet to be fully recognised.It has been misapprehended, and often overlooked. Theart was almost entirely rejected at the Reformation, becauseit had been a vehicle of Roman Catholicism. It was ex-cluded as a channel of thought by our zealous partizanship,and by the greater facility afforded by the invention ofprinting for the diffusion of intelligence. Its large theo-logical use in former times, and sudden intemiption in om*own country particularly, led to its denial, and gross mis-apprehension. Later, also, and in continuance of this, afterthe partial subsidence of the excited energy and turbulenceattendant on the Reformation, its exercise was almost denied.This arose from some of the reformed doctrines in connectionwith religion, on the one hand, and on the other, from thedirection of the new modes of

philosophising. The philo-sophy of the time was of a one-sided kind, and dealt largelyin dreary negations. Still poetry was written, and painting,as occasion demanded, was talked of; but the age of evenAddison and Pope rather asked the geometer's question ofthe artsâ€”" what they proved"â€”than relied on and acceptedtheir essential and revivifying strength. Mind had thrownitself into outward life ; and the understanding, attemptingto regulate the reason, endeavoured to build a pyramid ofearth, straw, and stubble, wliich was to overtop and lookdown upon all the relations of the spirit and premonitionsof the soul. But the inefficiency and blindness of this ledus into waste and howling scepticism, or into the immobile



??? A FRAGMENT and ungenerative dread of denying Locke, on the one hand,or the existence of intuition, on the other. Such influences, and their attendant modes of life, with-held painting from any valuable manifestations, and untilthe close of the last centmy, almost entirely prevented itsbeing contemplated in a philosophical point of view. Addto this, that it had in Italy already run a triumphant courseof growth, completion, and decay, in its highest circle, andin other countries had been also similarly developed in morefamiliar spheres. There was no proper faith in it and for it during a suc-cession of generations. The notions regarding itâ€”for ofright ideas there were scarcely anyâ€”were limited and crass,and in ability its practice arrived at nothing worthy. Alto-gether, art, for the time, seemed to have exhausted itsnature and materials; and it seemed necessary that a periodshould pass, leading into other fields of effort, with newstamina and renewed life. This revival took place in England, as might have beenexpected, in a country where art had not yet taken nativerootâ€”a country bearing, in its civil and politic natm'e, rela-tions far different from those in which the genius of paintinghad hitherto dwelt. We

say this advisedly and firmly, inopposition to the universally received opinion that Englandhas not been productive in painting. The most native andvital form of modern art, was that which arose in Englandduring the last century. In France, it was a la mode andin less permanent shape; while the movements in bothcountries have preceded that in Germany. German arthaving taken a peculiarly diflferent direction, performs aprominent part at the present day. Each nation has of lateestablished claims to attention, by enlarging the scope ofpictorial art. 352 'Ii ^ > I' IS' iir Umu.



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. 353 The purpose proposed in this paper is to connect thedifferent growths of modern art, and to do so the moreclearly, we begin with the great school of Holland, andRubens as the most prominent figm-e, after the settlementof the reformed modes of thought. The painters of the LowCountries were the opposites to those of Italy. They de-tailed the features of life individually: one after anothermight be enumerated, each supplying his distinct portion,his pictured intimation, of traits of society and inanimatenature. Rembrandt, making his subjects of all variety ofobjects, showed how much the spirit of the time allowedhim, in every instance, to subject these diverse elements tothe same mode of treatment. Every scene in his handsaddresses us in the same manner. In Italy, the school of the Carracci, the most eminentschool of the middle order, had fallen from elevated andpompous art down to a comparatively limited sphere as re-gards intention, while its style may be said to have extendedin range. Painting was there becoming verbose and mean-ingless ; but by the hand of Rubens it was to be emanci-pated. When art was connected with religion, it had adistinct and noble aim j now it

had ceased to be so, andRubens neither restored nor elevated art, he only acceleratedits freedom. The works of this extraordinary man of talent andgenius form an epoch in the history of painting, the justappreciation of which is necessary to enable us to take aconnected view of the manifestations of our art, and to esti-mate its future prospects. Along with him, we must takehis contemporaries and immediate followers, as seconding(in conformity with a coincident impulse) the bearing of hismore important and very extensive labours. I have before had occasion to distinguish the character- 2 a



??? istica of the great Italian masters, by assigning them togrand divisions in the natm-e of the human mind. I havereferred the diverse features of art to various components inthe human constitution, and the forms of thought and actiondeveloped therefrom by circumstances. It is, doubtless, inthis view, that the comparative value of its manifold ex-amples is to be found. By this analysis, we discover theunity as well as the diversity of art, throughout the centuries.Any art only can and must produce a reflex of the prevail-ing qualities of mind, and shew us the existing combinationsin life and society. This seems so obvious, that its denialwere scarcely possible, but still it has not been recognised;indeed, it has been abundantly ignored by the stress fre-quently laid on exterior and minute qualities, as if thesewere the main distinctions. The true differences betweenthe schools is by no means so superficial a matter; it is nota subject for individual preference, or what is called " amatter of taste." Any one who makes such a preference,fancies he selects the best, and gives up all the rest to nightand the past. The history of art to a man in this state,presents a confusion of fragments heaped up by differentages and times,

thrown together or sundered seemingly onlyto lead speculation into labyrinths, and to land it in uncer-tainty and dissatisfaction. But the whole ought properlyto be discerned as one consolidated and connected unity, oneportion of which is the adjunct and successor to anotherâ€”every division and subdivision lending additional light tothe imderstanding of any one department or epoch. In this wide connection, the works of Rubens, like everydistinct manifestation of mind, demand to be considered intwo respects: in regard to their intrinsic value, and to thesurrounding movements of the time in which they wereproduced. mm lii'iij'Â?!! if Ill Pi '"â€?Mi,, r- ^ir t Mi^iiiiiiililililllliiig td



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. 355 The entire history of imitation may be separated intotwo grand divisions. That which found its completion inGreece, having originated in the symbolic or merely hiero-glyphic shape, most noteworthy to us in Egyptian remains,and which terminated in the rude historical art of Kome;and that which originated in the early Christian centuries,and proceeded under the revived civilization, and religiouscreed, contributing, through partial interruption, the art ofthe present day. In both of these, some similar ultimatepurposes have been pursued; but in tracing some resem-blance in the history of their different stages, and in theirmore important coincidence in the endeavour to representthe permanently good and trueâ€”in tracing this resemblance,their great difference is also strongly forced upon the mind.We see two great streams of thought winding, widening,narrowing, and again expanding to the future. Both Gre-cian and Christian art have their destination yet in thefuture. In their powers and weaknesses, their intellectual-ities and moralities, and in the features of exterior and lowerlife to which they resort, they are widely different But itis not necessary here to enter further into this field of in-

quiry, although we found it necessary to advert to it beforegoing fiarther, and in reference to a general view of modernart. Greek art, then, with the philosophy and theology ofthe ancients, having been long since consummated, is insome sense passed, although it still holds the highest autho-rity. Modem civilization and Christianily have proceededto a confirmed mastery in art through the principal Italianschools and painters, and from thence through successivebut less eminent stages, to the termination of their primaryperiod. This period embraces the origin, completion, andsundering of the connection of painting with Romanized 2 a2



??? A FRAGMENT P'i 356 Christianity, when we arrive at the age when the separationfully took effect, and in the distinct announcement of whichI consider the essential character of Rubens is most clearlyseen. He is the most complete artistic manifestation of thatgreat movement which took place throughout Europe in themiddle of the sixteenth century. His works are the sub-stantiation or result of that impulse which had influencedopinion, and taken form in the reformation by Luther.Changes in the sphere of the fine arts are noiseless andbloodless, but the same instigating causes may be traced inthese as in the more obvious convulsions of society: artfollows those, and gives us a new embodyment of them intheir results. Rubens was a great innovator, and in somesense a reformer. Italian painting had announced muchthat its almost exclusively ecclesiastical character failed toconfirm. He made art general: he is the first and princi-pal master in substantiating its universality. His worksintrinsically conform to this end, and this connection withhis period is their meaning in history. As in matters of state, church, and letters, the tendencyto burst all narrow control, had from time to time been alsoexhibited in art.

Unlicensed action had been graduallyaccelerating, but it was only in him that it was broadlyestablished. His works broke down both the elevation andthe circumscription of Italian painting. He added to therange of art by taking a different, and, in comparison withthe most eminent Italian masters, a lower ground. Herecurred to elements which were rejected or little admittedby the greater essentialists of Italy. He enforced a newdirection of style, which had the merit of throwing off muchconventional falsity, but at the same time was very limitedin greatness and dignity. If itM r I'J ( rm m I' f - \:m -f i 1 u mJd. mm



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. 357 Italian painting had always much that was theologicallymystic. Through the votive works of the precursors of thegreat men of the fifteenth century, it had proceeded till itreached its connection with general intelligence in the grandtime of Roman painting, in the works of Michael Angelo andRaphael. In these two the intellectual and moral were dis-played on a common ground with the subject they illus-trated, namely, religion. Roman Catholicism ceased to affectdeeply the character of their labours. Their purposes andsentiment were purer and larger. But in the hands of theirsuccessors, art again became involved in ecclesiastical shapes,and even theological in its subjects, although after a newform. At times it attempted to be classic, and at otherssubordinated to chturch forms, imbued with the vapidity ofempty church ceremonials and state, or connected in senti-ment with the sectarian featm-es of Romanism, and theinfluence of monachism. The characteristics of monasticlife, its calendar of saints, martyrology, and morality, in-fluenced it. Secondary invention, and inferior objects,formed its staple ; it maintained an apparent union withreligion, but in spirit there was but little. With no

intention of being so, seeing Rubens professedthe tenets of the Church of Rome, he was the painter of theReformation. He has at times been compared artisticallywith Buonarotti and Raphael, but it is not thus his distinc-tion or difference are to be found. He is, indeed, like these,one of the great movers of the art, but he belongs, both inhis individual character, and in the union of circumstanceswhich his times presented, to an altogether different spiritfrom that which directed their labours. The aspect of Europe throughout had been wonderfullyaltered in the course of the century preceding his appear-ance. The states of Italy had been gradual organisations



??? A FRAGMENT from out the confusion and decay of the Eoman empire.They had brought out most important features in civilisa-tion, hut having given form to these, no further result hadfollowed. Their most eminent centre, and that of Italiansuperiority for centuries, was the spiritual and temporaljurisdiction of the Pope. This had heen in the sixteenthcentury largely encroached upon; it was no longer the onlysource of spiritual guidance, or of civilisation. Commercespread from Venice and Genoa to Portugal, England, andHolland: literature in other countries presented rivals toPetrarch and Dante. Politics were discussed on the basisof right. India and America opened up novel sources ofknowledge and adventure. In the body of the churchitself, disputes had previously arisen. Savonarola, theDominicans, and Franciscans, contributed their portion tothe ferment of opinion, and Guttenberg threw the tremen-dous weight of his invention into the balance, quiveringwith the momentous question of liberty of person and con-science. In a word, from a sacerdotal oligarchy, which ex-tended to a temporal tyranny, that swayed both princes andpeoples, ruling in letters and art as in everything else,

thefreedom of judgment, and even its duty, was now asserted.What Frederic Barbarossa, trampling the plains of Italywith his heavy-armed horse, had failed to effect, the Germanmonk had done. And what has been the result? A mighty strife ofopinion ever since. New forms of church government, itmight be almost said of religion itself; new shapes in legis-lation, in civil law, in all the arts and sciences, and even inmorals. The " disastrous twilight" that shed its "fear ofchange" over the pontificates of Leo X. and Sextus VII.,was now to terminate. Other countries were now to takethe lead in the scale of nations. 358 m



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. 359 D'Aubigne, in his History of the Eeformation, has cur-sorily alluded to its influence on art, evidently with littleknowledge of the subject, although with sufficient prejudice,and has arrived at a very impotent conclusion. M. Villiars,also, a writer of marked difference of character, in his Essayon the Effects of the Eeformation, has fallen into a similarerror. What the knowledge of the latter was on the sub-ject, it is not easy to say, his observations being very brief.But, from their tenor, he had not been able to trace theeffects of the general movement here as he does in respect toliterature and science. This, however, is not the case withM. D'Aubigne, who ventures on some general assertions re-lative to the nature of the arts, to refute which, is foreign toour present purpose. He does not separate art from itsabuse. He says, " We behold painting unceasingly com-bined with serious immoralities and deadly errorsnotperceiving, through all the objections that may be made toItalian painting, the essentially elevated meaning of everyone of its great works. On painting, he says the Eeforma-tion exerted little influence, and notices Cranach and D??reras the few examples.

The works of Cranach might, at thetime, serve a particular end, and aid the cause, withoutbeing, as some of the works of Luther himself, even trulyin its spirit. But let us pass on in our general remarks. The found-ing of the Eepublic of Holland, was one of the most notedaccomplishments of the time. Saxony and the Netherlandsbecame in religion, commerce, and politics, the opponentsand rivals of Italy. France and England, Austria andSpain, appear less distinctly at this period than Holland:each endeavoured to sustain, as of old, and to extend itspower, but were secondary in the assertion of the great newprinciples. Could we look for this act of independence of



??? the Netherlands to be the same as that of the early Italianstates ? The mental stage of questioning and throwing offthe papal supremacy was passed, and the despotism ofPhilip II., and the power of the Inquisition, were not to beendm-ed. That prince was declared by the States Generalat the Hague to have forfeited the sovereignty, by violatingthe privileges of the people. Art, like the opinions in reli-gion, was thrown back upon rational principles and popularevery-day things. It had to deal with new, and, in somemeasure, original and essential elements. The result of the change, which arrived at a distinct ac-climation in Rubens, has been the wider circle it has sinceembraced, and its variety of power. So far as the versati-lity of treatment, in subjects of every kind, was an objectto be gained, it was completely successful. In himselfRubens embraced a larger range than any other painter haddone, or has since his time. With characteristics of themost marked peculiarity, he is yet the Proteus of art. Heturns on every side, and, with consummate alacrity, evincesthe mastery of his language. Departments which had beenconsidered totally distinct or scarcely touched, to him werecommon ground,

or assumed form, under his hand. Man,animate and inanimate nature, were alike his province. Anoverwhelming control over outward features of every des-cription, from the Fall of the Damned, the Coronation ofPhilip, to the Rainbow over the Com-Field; from the LionHunt to the Poultry Basket, is exhibited by his hand.Raphael painted a battle, and mounted some of his comba-tants on horses, but in these he shows us that the divinityof his moral nature found its sphere only in man. MichaelAngelo rarely required to refer to the forms of inferior oroutward creation, but scarcely ever did so without subject-ing them to his abstract purpose, which was widely different 1. 360 Ii



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. 361 from the imitations of Rubens. Leonardo is said to havefurnished the original pattern for the lion hunts of Rubens.But it is seareely so in the letter even; in spirit his are fardifferent. Leonardo's impulse in this matter was an antici-pation of what, at his time, art did not reach: then it hadbut one paramount intention. In Correggio, alone, wasthere any acknowledgment of variety of object, and hisendeavour was to unite, in a homogeneous combination,elements which were separate in their natures. He desiredto amalgamate or approximate these, and so produce abeautiful whole, in which the mind might repose. This wasa species of universality, but it was altogether different fromthat of Rubens. Correggio, in his subjects, moved withina limited circle; he applied his art to a confined range:Rubens, in the elements of his art, was much less general,but in his range of application much more so. His combinations were not those of pm'e essentials, as inCoiTeggio, but partook of a much interrupted mixture. Andthis brings us to the consideration of what Rubens' univer-sahty consisted in; what were his derelictions; and in whathis style requires to be corrected by a recurrence

to othermodes. Rubens, with vast power, is, in regard to the elevationof the greater Italians, their inferior; and in strength ofmaterials, much below the third name in paintingâ€”that ofTitian: as well as below Correggio, as has just been stated,in certain essentials. But, as a whole, the school of Rubensgoes beyond all others. This, however, must not be eitherasserted or accepted without being justly understood. Ihave before assigned the intellectual to Michael Angelo, themoral to Raphael, and the outward or material to Titian.These were all greatly modified by their association withthe Church, and cast in the moulds of thought presented by



??? 362 A FRAGMENT the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. Such being the case,their works are therefore removed, at the present day, insome degree, from popular apprehension, although theirpeculiarities afford them an auxiliary confirmation. In this,indeed, they stand upon common ground with all that ishighest in intellectual manifestationsâ€”with creeds them-selves. They appertain to that centre from whence radiatestruth in literature, politics, science. Rubens stands at a distance from them; he is belowtheir elevation. This may be said, even while we admitthat, in occasional instances, the impressiveness of his senti-ment absorbed his libertinism, and enabled him to engrossthe mind of the spectator with an irresistible force. Rey-nolds felt, on standing before his greater works for the time,as if they left nothing to be desired ! Their sensuous, andalso their mental strength, left no room for any deficiencyto be felt. They are, indeed, the productions of a manwidely informed in respect to all the previous manifestationsof thought, without being biassed in any particular pastdirectionâ€”in one sense, knowing all without being limitedto any. Â? Â? Â? * But none of those his successors

arrived at this power ;and amidst all the diversity of talent which immediatelysucceeded, nothing was produced of the same eminence.This is now nearly two centuries ago. And has art stood still since that date? This is aquestion which must in some points be answered in theaffirmative. No genius of an equal exuberance and bril-liancy has appeared, but in many directions the scope ofpainting has been stiU amplified ; its powers more exactlydisplayed in numerous directions; its capacities opened up;and new facilities for the extension of its influence origin-ated. A productive, though unelevated, and an interrupted. f i' 'ii ijflifi



??? ON RUBENS, ETC. but apparently necessary, portion of its history has passedover. The result of those impulses under which it rose andculminated are now before usâ€”they are substantiated. Letus endeavour to turn the experience of the past to the benefitof the future, that both the eminence and the derelictionsof former practice may afford a guide in the right directionof the present. Â? At this moment, there are some who would again reducethe wide field of art to the narrowest limits. There aresome who look upon themselves as the truly enlightened,and who take an important standing on this ground. Thekind of art we speak of may be an offshoot from a widermovement, and in a measure connects itself with a moment-ary false activity in theological matters. It is a compoundof antiquarianism and of gentle religious sentiment, notwithout sanctimoniousness and superciliousness in the mix-ture, although this is exhibited in a form resuscitated froma time so long past that we view it as poetic. The endea-vour is not to enter into the spirit of Christianity, but toenter into its f(yirms of thought^ as expressed by men somecenturies ago : things that, to the British mind, cannot, orought

not, to have even vitality. To do so, even as anadmirer, or in a dilettante manner, is to sacrifice our birth-right. The Romanist is honestly ahead of this movement.He accepts his creed, and the forms come with it, more orless cared for or tedious to him ; his aesthetic culture is notlimited. What may be called contingencies in his case,become essentials in the mind of the convert. This novelty in the treatment of painting is remarkablein this country, inasmuch as it is completely at variancewith the current of English art hitherto, and also with thatof Germany, in which it-has already spread to a large extent 363 Â?



??? 364 NOTES ON PRACTICAL METHODS. over all the different departments of painting, and where,indeed, it originated. By this recurrence to past standards, the German minddoes violence to its own eminence in philosophy. It goesbackward to seek one phase of that which it was most for-ward in denying. There is something like exhaustion orsenility in the process. But in our day we are beginningto lose national distinctions. Northern and central Europe,from the increased facility of communication, printing, andthe arts of engraving and lithography, are becoming unitedin culture; and the revival of which we speak may indi-cate some under-cm-rent not yet seen. In this view, thatportion of German painting and literature that falls backupon the past, either in spirit or method, and which coin-cides with a like inclination among om-selves, having alsoits representatives in France, is like the mistaken efforts ofan individual, and never will or can become more than asectional and limited movement; for it is evident that it isnot an accession of wisdom, and that it is obviously sup-ported by party feeling singularly at variance with thegeneral tendency of thought in the present day. 'I'.-' NOTES ON

CHARACTERISTICS OF STYLE AND PRACTICALMETHODS OP WORKS OP ART IN ITALY. visited 1833. Milan. In the Academia. Worthy of recollection arethe frescoes in the passage, by Gaudenzio Ferrari. Anunfinished Leonardo da Vinci is on a very smooth plaster,ground. The Holy Family, by Luini, remarkable.



??? ACADEMY-MILAN. 365 Daniel Crespi; strong, firm, and throughout well in-formed : belonging to the middle day of the revivers. Someby Franeia, worthy of study: clear, rich in the colour, how-ever hard and primitive. Here are two heads by Titian, painted on a dark greygromid. A large Giorgione: dryish, but full of gusto:rather brown. The Marriage of the Virgin, by Raphael. Expressionbeautiful: in the colour of.the different parts fine, but de-ficient in harmony. A Feast, by Veronese. Different in effect from that inParis : not so successful: wants the light and life. Here is the beautiful Virgin and Child by Raphael, inwhich the Virgin stretches out her hand and lifts the cover-ing of the Child. Round, soft, and yet strong. A remarkable picture of a female about to be broke uponthe wheel, by Piombo. (?) The Last Supper, by Bonifazio, much cracked and sunk.Here is a large picture by Enea Salmeggia: dark roughgTound: plenty of colour, but black. Also a savage Sal-vator. A round head, by Rembrandt, ought to be remem-bered. The Giorgione is brown, without the Titian surface;but the touch and the tone are fine. In some parts theground seems prepared; but it is hard, not sunk. His

St.Sebastian is a copy from life, without decided style. Theflesh is whitish, on a dark ground. The shadows paintedsolid: not so in Titian. Two pictures by Giacomo Bassano, and two by Leo-nardo. Those by the first are the richest. A sketch in brown, by Raphael, is masterly, withoutmere dash: very round in the forms. A Dead Christ, byGiovanni Bellini, is very meagre.



??? All the parts of the Marriage of the Virgin, by Eaphael,are very precisely told. The flesh soft: the colour, as awhole, yellowish. It is painted on a light ground: someparts very thin, merely glazed : but it has been prepared inblack and white, the blacks very thickly laid. Saints, by Moretto, in good design. A Tintoretto: red.A Girolamo Genga: strange and crude. A Mary wash-ing Christ's Feet, by Veronese: dark, not lucid, like thelarge Louvre picture. A black hard picture by GiacomoFrancia. Andrea Mantegna. His saints are in a grand style ofdesign : the drapery hard but well formed: the drawing isgreat and fine: background gilt. There is another frameof saints by him, not so good, seemingly earlier; but a largepicture by him is in a less liny manner, with the samegreatness of attitude. In a very large Gentile Bellini, the cloth is prepared asin Titian. Tintoretto: two old men breaking a loaf, de-serves notice. A large fine Domenichino: a strong picture. The colourin many parts of the right kind: in others too tangible andred; but varied throughout. The Woman of Samaria, by Annibal Carracci, is simpleand strong. Procaccini: too brown. A grand old saintby him; also female saints; also some other

pictures : bad.A St. Jerome by Titian, generally brown; the rocks verybrown: very worthy of remembrance. Paris Bordone: Baptism of Christ: feeble. GuidoReni:St. Peter is good, but has a painted appearance. Vandyke is brown and toneless here. A Wise Men'sOffering, by Titian, is without his usual fine quality. Maronid'Albino: dark-toned figures: simple and veritable. Veronese: a large Offering of the Wise Men, dark and I IP



??? MILAN-BRESCIA. 367 confiised: and a Baptism of Christ by him, without thevirtue of the Louvre picture. A Dead Christ, by Tintoretto, is striking: almost blackand white. A very good Jordaens. This gallery, as awhole, is very splendid and valuable. Church of St. Maurice. The whole of this church iscovered with pictures: some of the later schools, others ofthe older. Those on each side of the altar are by Luini:they are stiff and dry. Church of St. Ambrose. The style of architecture ofthis old church is curious: the pulpit is very old, in an un-formed or transition style. Some of the ornaments have avery Scandinavian aspect. The palace of the Visconti isalso curious in architecture. Ambrosiana. A large cartoon by Tibaldi: somewhatlike Buonarotti, but of no remarkable character. Here arefour large bad productions by Cesari. Christ Crownedwith Thorns, by Titian, is on a dark ground, rich and deepin the tone. The drawings, by Da Vinci, are very careful,sharp, and true. The Virgin, Infant, and St. John: thesame design as the light picture in the Louvre: darklypainted: the carnations very fine: the face of the Virginvery soft. Two Holy Families, by Luini. A fine drawing by Polidoro. A picture by-Bassano

of the Adoration of the Shepherds, is all of a light colour: much after Titian:a very superior work. BRESCIA. In the church of St. Afra is an altar-piece by Tintoretto;it appeared black, but I saw it in the evening. The ceiling



??? 368 BRESCIA-VERONA. is by Caliari. In a house connected with the church is apicture, said to be by Titian, of the Woman taken in Adul-teryâ€”splendid in colour. There has been a preparation ofthe ground, but in many places the effect is produced bysolid colour. The ground is very rough, but the flesh isvery smooth by load of colour, and in parts the drapery also.Even the shades look as if they were floated on. In nowork I have yet seen by Titian has there been clear light;the retiring parts, or background, are usually very deepThe same with Tintoretto. Veronese's Marriage of Cana,in the Louvre, is the grand example of open light. I havenow seen two others by him of the same subject, and oneof Mary washing Christ's Feet, nearly resembling it in de-sign, and affording an opportunity for similar treatment,had he been master of it when they were done. But it ap-pears to me the old masters did for themselves what ages ofart usually effectâ€”repeat the design, idea, or intention,until they brought it to a more perfect state than one effortallowed. VERONA. Duomo. In this church is an Assumption of the Virgin,in a brown, rotten, burnt-up tone of colour. Church of St. Euphemia (I think

this is the name).Two good pictm-es; one of the Dead Christ, another of St.Elizabeth and the Infant Jesus in the Clouds, and saintsbelow, in a dark Giorgione style. But there were lampslighted before it, the morning being very dark, nor couldI get near enough to see the handling. My first greatimpression of this last picture was curiously dispelled bymy second visit, on again passing through Verona. I thensaw it in clear morning light. IMÂ? u r is!- Wf ir



??? ACADEMY VENICE. 369 In the Cathedral, above the altar, are frescoes, said tobe by Julio Romano, in an incorrect but great style of de-sign. The subject is the Assumption of the Virgin. Thedrawing is monstrously defective, but the execution in aclear fresh mode. VENICE. St. Maria della Salute. Here are four pictures byTitian: one small, of the Virgin and Saints; the otherthree large, on the roof of the sacristy, in a grand style ofdesign, and noble breadth of colour. One beauty of thebest Venetians is the expanse of their tints, and the varietyof their tones in the drapery; a colour is seen here from itslightest to its deepest. The small picture is in a dark richstyle, something hke the Bellini in San Zaccharino. Theothers are broad, great, and solemn, both in design andcolour; nothing introduced merely for ornament or forcolour. The subjects are David and Goliath, Abraham andIsaac, Cain and Abel. On the whole, I have yet seen nopictures equal to them. How different are the three fres-coes in the Scuola of S. Antonio, Padua: their colour isstrong, varied, and clearâ€”more so than in theseâ€”but indesign they are almost puerile. These pictures are essen-tially great, although they differ

from Titian's general sub-jects and treatment. Manfredi Palace. A splendid collection. Here are seenGiorgione and Titian; and here Giorgione appears more theauthor of Titian's style than any where elseâ€”^particularlyin the portraits of a man and woman: the female whomvarious of the painters of the time made their model. Thisportrait is broad; rich brown; the flesh quietly handledand deep ; none of the stippling of the oldfer painters. Two 2 b



??? of Titian's are near itâ€”a portrait on one side, a Virgin andCliild on tlie other. Church of St. Maria dell Orto. Some of Tintoretto'sfinest works. A knowledge of his style might be heregained without visiting any other place. The two greatpictures on the sides of the altar are stupendous works, evenin size. They must be fifty or sixty feet high, but they arenot proportionally broad. The figures are very large ; thestyle of form after Michael Angelo, but the composition con-fused. In this church Tintoretto displays varied powers,great design, strong fresco colour. The Presentation in theTemple is a finished work; and in the Virgin ascendingthe Steps of the Temple, there is originality of inventionand effect. Accademia. Titian's greatest work is here, the Assump-tion of the Virgin. It is in a grand style of design, powerfulcolour, and striking effect. The carnations are all very red,dark, and strong ; and, in the under part particularly, of asombre or rather heavy gusto, but exceedingly clear, fromthe mode adopted in the execution. In this work, Titianhas attempted to go more in the sphere of the Roman orFlorentine art than in any otherâ€”excepting, possibly, thosein the Salute. This is the case even in the

manner ofpainting; it is lightly wrought over the ground. Thispicture has been evidently prepared in black and white, andmuch produced by glazing or transparent colour; the lightground shines through everywhere. In this respect it isamazingly different from the pulpy full flesh of Titianâ€”itis light and dry in the handling, but not so in effect, thoughthe general air of the picture is dark and light. The upperpart is separated from the group below by a grey sky, of amore solemn than Venetian sentiment. The under groupis almost all dark against the skyâ€”at least all the parts that J isi, Bii' IÂ?!' lii'-llr "i 1 4'- ii



??? ACADEMY-VENICE. 371 come in contact with it are so. The upper portion of theVirgin and Cherubs are also dark against the yellow of theglory in which the Eternal Father, supported by two angels,floats above. The Miracle of St. Mark by Tintoretto is a great work,but confused in character. Open daylight will not palliatethe scattered effect ; the lining of dark with dark to lead outthe effectâ€”the turbans and local dressesâ€”^give it a disagree-able effect and inferior impression to me. The handling ismost masterly; of this it is a complete example. It ispainted on a soft but smooth surface, and the flesh is inmost parts smooth, but touched with sweeping strokes.However there is in some partsâ€”about the handsâ€”a hatch-ing with the brush which is disagreeable, and which is likea sample of the whole, which is chequer-like. In this pro-duction, technic ability is the whole excellence. The tonesof the flesh are very valuable ; the drawing is bold; thecomposition, in lines and in efiect, is complex. It is Tin-toretto's most notable work, as that in the Louvre is ofVeronese, and opposite it in this gallery that of their master,the Assumption of the Virgin. There is something about this Assumption strikes

onemay have originated from Raphael's Transfiguration, incompetition with which Piombo painted his principal worknow in Londonâ€”the Raising of Lazarusâ€”which is inferiorto any of them in distinct poAver, although in intentionit is much higher than either Veronese's or Tintoretto's,and, with the exception of Raphael's, has most expression. What I have seen most valuable to recollect sinceleaving Edinburghâ€”First, in London, Reynolds: a por-trait of Goldsmith, in a broad, pulpy style, resemblingwhich is a head by Titian in the Accademia at Bergamo. Next, in the Louvi-e. The first room, with its early 2 B 2



??? 372 ACADEMY-VENICE. works: then the great Veronese, and some modern Freneh.The red and blue Le Bruns; David; the picture from TheFlood. Poussin, with his severe, and, at the same time,free pencil; Lesueur with his sober and strong expression.After them a varied collection, leaving little trace; the greatMedici pictures not what I expected. The Bolognese, inthe Louvre, make little impression. Titian and Giorgionemuch: the Christ crowned with Thorns, and the Entomb-ment of Titian, and a Fete Champetre, by Giorgione.Then Raphael, his large Holy Family, and others smaller:his fidelity notable in some portraits. Then a mass ofDutch pictures, each one excelling another. Next, in Milan. Leonardo's heads, beautiful exceed-ingly, in the Ambrosiana: a fine Titian, the Holy Family:the best Bassano I have seen, also a Holy Family, lightand clear. The care and truth of Leonardo and Luinidwell on the memory. Here is also the drawing of theSchool of Athens, by Raphael. Accademia, Venice. St. Peter surrounded by Saints, byPalma the Elder, very real, firm design. Superior in sim-plicity to most such subjects I have seen, even Titian is notsustained throughout with the same force.

The Murder of- the Innocents, by Bonifazio is in a deep Venetian style: the flesh is strong, red, and deep, and also the draperies, whichI are of a very inlaid character, as those of most of his pic- tures are, although true in tone. They produce an eflfectwhich would overcome everything else, were the pictureslarge. This Academy of Venice is splendid in its antique castdepartment. Here I have met old friends, and recognised '"I



??? ACADEMY-VENICE. 373 new perfections. It is the finest collection I have seen, ex-tensive, and of the best works. To these are added a fewby Canova, not unworthy of their place. The Christ, byMichael Angelo, here, is the first great work by him I haveyet seen, with which I was not yet previously acquainted.Not what I expected: a want of true dignity: in attemptingto be real, Michael Angelo has become even common-place:in some parts incorrect: in others the form is bad. The Son of Niobe warding off the arrows with his hands:bent on both knees : a noble figure: different in style fromanything antique I have seen: yet truly excellent. It isdifficult to characterise the style of this figure: it is roimd,broad, rich, full in all the lines, combining particular truthwith ideality. I hope to remember well this wonderfulworkâ€”its expression, its beauty, all is alike; each qualitykeeps pace with the other, and testifies the mighty power ofthe ancients in this art. And yet a great portion is a res-toration by Canova. The remnant had inspired him, and atranscendant work is the result. The Flora Famese. An enormous figure, great iu de-sign, and its vast size gives no sense of emptiness. One ofthe " Early Gods"

of Keats, The Niobe. The drapery is very peculiar: as if it waswet, and a strong wind against it; this seems to be the ideaof the sculptor, or, it may be, (in such an epic work) the as-sociation merely he wished to suggest, or wrought under inhis own conception. Agrippina, Very fine, dignified, and characteristic. Statueof Zeno. Full of the stoic: the hand clenched: the figurestaunch and short: the attitude determined. Antique Boxer.The original of this was lost in transporting it to Home: itis simple in style, strong and beautiful. Aristides. Simpleand composed, characteristic: also a Roman orator opposite.



??? 374 VENICE-ACADEMY-PAL. REALE, All these antique portrait statues worthy of great attention.The Freneh painters have studied them much. Terpsichore, by Canova, is beautiful. The Magdalen isone of the most soul-inspired figures of modem sculpture. APieta, by Canova, is a beautiful group, wanting in richnessand fulness : his design in a group appears generallymeagre. Laetitia Bonaparte, by Canova, is after the manner ofthe Eoman seated figures. His Paris is beautiful, butgeneral and vague in form. His Boxer is strong in exe-cution; but the design linear and profile like, which mayresult from a bas-relief style applied inappropriately; per-haps, however, it is a symptom of poverty of invention. â– 4M iftiiiii "Yfl^- 1 ?‰i?‰KiÂ?'- iiWiit4'f ^??li^-^itey The undefinable tints of Veronese are his greatest beauty:these are produced by the washing over and sinking of thecolour, by the light grounds, and painting at once. Hishalf shadows, his similar tones uniting different objects, hisgeneral breadth, are all to be remembered. Tintoretto, in the Miracle of St. Mark, is both touchyand flatâ€”which is bad. Veronese has ihore harmony ofmethod, and little appearance of handling.

Pakzzo Eeale. Two Tintorettos, from the history ofSt. Mark, are painted on dark grounds with a rushing pencil.The draperies are in some parts all done over with onecolour, over which another is driven to form the lighterfolds. These pictures are carelessly and rapidly done:forcible in all respects; original and poetic. Four worksby Bonifazio, all in a simple strong hand; the colour local.They are severe productions, although formed on Venetiantaste, and, in applying this to historic subjects, I supposehe may be considered original. Jacopo Bassano appears



??? VENICE-CHURCHES-MANFREDI P. 375 here with a full weighty pencil of great strength and cha-racter. Here are frescoes by many of the Venetians, somebeing very inferior productions, but still marking the abilityof the lesser men. Practically, the most remarkable observation I made to-day, was respecting the touch of Jacopo Bassanoâ€”its greatforce and heavy load. The handling of Bonifazio is simpleand stern. Church of S. Barnabas. A Bassano ; dark, with smalllights, as very usual with him. Also some saints, ratherbrown in colour. Church of S. Sebastiano. A great many pictures byVeronese. The greatest painters have been most prolific.Arches, front of the balcony, chapels, doors of the organ,the roof, are all by him. The frescoes are very much decayedand broken. Two squares of the roof are strong and fresh,altogether different in this respect from those round them. Isuspect they are in oil on cloth. Oil was preferred by theVenetians wherever they could get a canvass stretched. Tin-toretto's enormous pictures of Paradise in the Ducal Palace,and the Judgment in Dell Orto, are on cloth, cut to the shapeof the part of the wall they cover. Here is also a

beautifullytoned small picture by Veronese of the Virgin and Infant; asaint with long yellow hair presenting a dove; a dark figurestanding by. The colour of the whole is brown rather thanclear ; it is firmly painted. In the sacristy are four or fivepictm-es by Bonifazio. One of these is a saint with foldedhands looking up from the dark towards a light in thesky. Also a Christ Rising, by Tintoretto, splendid ineffect. The yellow used by Veronese is evidently different fromany now in use. Manfredi Palace. Sketched Titian's Dead Christ, and



??? : 376 VENETIAN SCHEME OF COLOUE. ^ afterwards a small Annibale Carracci of Lot and his Daughters. f This Titian is cold, and without much life and reality. On I coming from tlie Entombment, was much struck by the difference. Here, as in the Louvre, was struck by the wantSi of consistency and truth, causing the fine design in some i works to be lost. The scene from the Deluge in the Louvre j is powerless from the want of verisimilitude to natm-e. The I Marriage of Cana, beside it, tries it as a furnace seven times I heated. This evil operates also against the Wreck of the I Medusa. 4 Venetian art is incompatible with the historic, dramatic, or epic; its colour costs it much. The Venetians resort to' many tricks to make out their scheme; to keep a colour alive h throughout, or to scatter a light. They would hang the 'f haberdasher up^ among his wares, merely to give a change of material. Li many of their works we find great sacrificesto produce relief by a dark striking against a light. Ifnecessary for this purpose, a di-apery becomes both darkand light at once, or an arm or a leg takes a black shadeâ€”the light 7nust be got by whatever means. The method of the colouring of

the carnations seems tobe this : One tone or tint is made to prevail over the wholesurface of a part, and the other tints, of warmer or coolercolour, are grafted on this general tone, which serves as aharmonizing medium. In draperies, whatever be the colour,they have no hesitation in breaking it by lights, and makingthese of an entirely different colour. This effect is properenough in silks, or any glistening stuffs, but they use it evenin painting the strongest materials. In one of the smaller domes of St. Mark's, a Byzantinepainter, in a History of the Creation, has made God literallydrawing a rib out of the side of a curiously whiskered Adamasleep. In another compartment, an angel or God, in the 4



??? VENICEâ€”DUCAL PALACE. 377 presence of angels, is erecting a clay man, and a little genius,fluttering at the mouth of the brown earthy figure, breathesinto him the breath of life. The representations of Godreproving Adam and Eve express their degradation in thesame manner as since adopted, by their crouching and bend-ing the knees. Ducal Palace. A Doge kneeling before Faith; thefigm-es larger than life, painted in oil. The design is simpleand grand, being unaffected and inartificial, and the colouris in accordance. The head of the Doge is the simplestnatm'c expressed by the simplest meansâ€”^it is nearly onecolour, but excellent in connection with the rest. Thedrapery displays the grey tones and browns of Titian ; thesky and back-ground are free and lucid; the folding of thestuffs freshly touched. . On one of the roofs are chiaroscuros by Paul Veronese;the figures very large, in a heavy vague style of design, anddeficient in force for their size. A roof by Tintoretto dis-plays force and strength. Europa, by Veronese, is fine; andfom' small works in oil noticeable; Bacchus and Ariadne;Peace and War; a Cyclop, with oddly bent legs; and Venus,or something meant for

her. Tintoretto's Paradise is in his strongest gusto. Theeffect is confused, but the colour of the parts individuallyforcible and rich. Black, dark blue, dark green, and a deepbrown lake predominate; the lights are yellow. It is sixty-fom* feet in length. On the ceiling of the election room ofthe Doge are three large frescoes, one by Veronese, orna-mental and careful; the centre one by Tintoretto; andanother by Jacopo Palma, partially resembling both theothers. On the side walls are other immense pictures.Veronese here, beside Tintoretto, appears soft, careful, andeven timid. His works gay and florid; Tintoretto's strong,



??? POWER OF TINTORETTO. rich, Ml, often confused and black, but always powerful.The Paradise is without general effect. Church S. Bartolomeo. Two large pictures by Palmagiovine, (they may be indifferent Tintoretto's) the Gather-ing of the Manna, and the Plague of Serpents: also one oneach side of the altar, from the life of the saint, in a clearerand better style. Chm:ch San Rocco. Some magnificent Tintorettos of thesaint's miracles. One in the nave, and two on the sides ofthe altar, are stupendous in their full, massy, clear, freecolour. One corner of the pictm-e, on the right of the altar,ruddy in light, and strong: genius, great genius. Dark andlight strive together, and strong health is embodied 5 equalityeverywhere appears with a living energy: a life is here, notto express much thought, but to breathe, to leap, and run.Tintoretto outdoes every other painter in impetuous deter-mination of colour; whole limbs are brown, red, yellow, orgrey; each part must be made to speak powerfully. Here his immense genius displays itself in the grandeurof the school. It contains what have been his greatestworks: mighty power, uncommon conception, and gi-eatdesign. His Crucifixion is one of

the wonders of art. Thecentre part, and about it, is amazingly fine. The group atthe foot of the cross seems as if expressive of some dreadfulsuperincmnbent ill. It is one of the most striking utterancesof painting. It has no details of expression, no dramatictm-ns, but its impression is heavy with the unutterable. Itis a unity in meaning, a product of intuition, the result ofunhesitating faithful powers, whose course it is difficult totrack, not to be taken up, pursued, or even communicated:the result is a there-created sentiment, once done, and onceonly. Towards the ends of the pictm-e (which should be cut 378



??? VENICE-CHURCHES. 379 off) his subject appears exhausted, though the colour is stillfine: the effect of the grand scene is weakened by being toomuch extended. The light of the sky, in almost all the Venetian pictures,is an important part of their machinery. This is opposedby the strong light or substantial texture of the light partsof the figures: the darks are all massed and broad in thebest masters, Titian in particular, but they are less so inTintoretto. Yesterday I did not think anything of him, to-day, he is, in my mind, one of the greatest of painters; buthe is very unequal, and produces a corresponding impres-sion. San Rocco is his triumph. No Venetian has doneso much in number and extent. The Crucifixion is aboutthirty-three feet long. The immense roof is also by him,divided into different compartments. The labour here, alto-gether, is prodigious. Chm-ch S. Chrisostomo. Here is an altar-piece byPiombo, in a solemn style of effect and composed design:the draperies rich. Church of the Jesuits. The roof of the sacristy byJacopo or old Palma. The design resembling Michael Angeloand Tintoretto, Also pictures round the walls by the samehand: one of these a Virgin on a cloud.

The Assumptionof the Virgin, by Tintoretto, lately restored: the upper partvery fine: the head of the Virgin Titian-like. The groupof the Virgin and angels are against light, which is strongbehind the dark blue and red of her draperies, and the greenand yellow of those of the angels. There is more of themovement of ascending in this picture than in any otherof the same subject which I have seen here. Martyrdom of St. Laurence, by Titian. In the figure ofthe saint, a pure style of drawing is intended, but it is feeble.The saint is in the foreground, on the gridiron: small lights



??? 380 VENICE-MANFREDI PALACE. fall on the heads, shoulders, and arms of the torturers. Allthis is near the bottom of the picture: then far up are twotorch lights, and higher again, within the circular top of thepicture, is a small speck of a glory. The picture is on adark ground, which is peeling off in some places: it iscrudely arranged, hard and dry, black and disagreeable. Apoor fellow has a scaffold up before it, and is copying it. St. Julian. In this church is a rich altar-piece, byCampana; three saints below, and Christ crowning theVirgin above: the upper figures dark, against a yellowlight. The Assumption, by Veronese, rich, full, and strong;real and individual. The flesh is pearly and rosy: draperiessolemn and clear, with coolness. Not so red as usual. Atfirst sight I thought this a work by Titian. Also, byVeronese: the body of Christ carried to heaven by angels,and entering between two lines of cherubs with ruddy facesarid dark blue wings. Manfredi Palace. A picture of Fra. Bartolomeo of verygreat design. He is certainly the greatest of the oldermasters: those not confirmed as the highest. The colour ofthis is open in tone, and soft. Various works by Pordenone.He was the rival of

Titian, and certainly, if i his style wasformed coeval with Titian, and without imitation, he wasworthy of being so considered. Here is Poussin: the Hoursdancing to Time. The colour stronger than is usual withhim. Was this a Venetian production by him when he ex-pressed the fear of becoming a colourist ? Here is a frescoby Raphaelâ€”^Noah entering the arkâ€”hard in the outline.no effect, colour weak, weak and indifferent; the draperygood in design. Christ at Emmaus, by Bellini; the figm-eof Christ is simple and beautiful; upon the whole, a finepicture. How much these old men did! Two landscapes by Tempesta, free and natural. Another



??? VENICE-BARBERIGI PALACE. 381 Poussin: Time unveiling Truth: hard and red, the lightsspotty. Here is a saint in armour, by Andrea Mantegna;very bold in design for that day. A Mercury and Nymphby Giorgione: light and fresh, almost like English colour-ing : deficient in drawing. A Magdalen, by Correggio: theflesh all light: the background dark. Some fine picturesby Giorgione: a male and a female head particularly: richand powerful. Barberigi Palace. The Magdalen, by Titian, which hasmade so much noise. I cannot admire it: he has oftencoloured better: the face is ugly: the design, however, good.A darkness about the mouth and point of the nose injuresitâ€”an unsuccessfiilness in the execution which is disagree-able. The pictm-e altogether is wanting in the felicity wemight expect from Titian's powers in treating such a sub-ject : this Magdalen is not merely contrite, she is gross andmiserable-looking. Some good portraits by Titian, but nearly all are in hisdrier and harder style; not pulpy and lucid. The otherpictures by him not much worthy of remark ; a Venus withCupids is among the best. My ideas of Bellini and Perugino have changed sinceseeing their works. They

certainly did muchâ€”possibly asmuch as their successorsâ€”^but their steps were not so nearthe top of the ascent. Ch. S. Giovanni e Paolo, Titian's St. Peter Martyr. Itseems painted on a dark ground, as the effect verges into black-ness. In style of design, the same intention seems followedas in the three pictures fixed on the roof of the Salute, beingan inspiration of the sentiment of Michael Angelo through



??? 382 VENICE-CHURCHES-PAL. REALE. his own solid manner. This is certainly a great picture, hutit is not consummate ; it is in no way wonderful, as has beenoften said. In Titian's principal power, that of colour, it istoo dark, or rather blackish, to allow full manifestation.The drawing is in parts defective ; it is an exemplificationof a man great in one way trying to do a great work in an-other. Here is a Bellini of the old subject, a Virgin mountedon a throne, and saints belowâ€”the figures larger than life.It is rich and soft in effect. Some parts retain a little ofthe old stiffness, but there is great materiality in the colour,and well composed design. Also a curious Saint Christophercarrying the Infant Christ, by him. Upon closer inspection,the first of these pictures is seen to be much laboured. Thenoses have the oddly turned-up character. Every line isdefined, but still the whole has great harmony. Ch. S. Giovanni. The Last Supper, by Tintoretto, isstrong and dark in effect. The lights shine out clearlyâ€”theglory of Christ and a yellow in the sky very brilliant; thewhole rich; the light and shade is systematic, and skilfullycarried out. Here is a porti-ait work by him, and an As-sumption. Behind the

altar is a Palma, a picture of greatgenius, the Fall of the Angels, or rather the trampling downof devils. The lights are flat and strong; the tone deepand rich. The shoulder of an angel against the dark draperyof the Deity rises out from the canvass; the toning of theunder figures Very fall and strong. Pal. Reale. Tintoretto's two works here relating to theTranslation of the body of St. Mark, possess a vividnesswhich gives a relief from the constant sameness of sentimentin chm-ch pictm-es. Here is a juvenile Titian, the Passageof the Eed Sea. St. Jerome in the Desert, by Jacopo Bas-sano, ponderous and full; also the Annunciation, with the



??? VENICEâ€”p. REALE-MANFREDI P. AGAIN. 383 same heavy touch. The roof by Schiavone; rather largestyle of design. Paulo also large and finished. Three divi-sions by Batista Franco; one by (jenovese; two by Giovannidel Mioâ€”all good for little. Three by Salviati, great instyle; three by Pordenone, rather ridiculous in design;divided in effect, and dark. The Madonna and St. Barbara, by Bonifazio, very broadand strong; many of the parts laid in at one sweep; flatand remorselessly raising a great edge. Another Bonifazio,flowing in method; much cracked; and a third picture byhim, on a hard prepared ground, also cracked where it hasbeen thickly prepared. A single figm-e by Titian; some parts a little retouched.This is a fresco, and is somewhat small in style, though dis-playing the colour of the master. A fine Dead Christ supported by Angels, &c., by theson of Veronese ; nothing, however, peculiar in it. A Christ by Albert D??rer very much resembles some ofthe old Venetians. Leonardo : Christ playing with a lamb.How different is his sphere from that of the Venetians! Manfredi Palace again. Observed a curious DomenicoEiccio, an Allegory of Calumny, &c., rich in colour.

Theeffect of a figure in this picture worthy of memory. Darkin itself, and with dark drapery twisted about it, the figureis against a dark grey ground, only relieved by a slight lightin the fleshâ€”^little more than an outline. Some remarkableGiordanosâ€”dark in the shades, strong in the lights; blackand white drapery. A pictm-e by Giov. Mio, of the old school: hard, care-ful, particular. Julio Eomano, in the picture of Jupiter,particularly good in design and colour. Dead Christ by Titian is somewhat dry in the handlingIt has been liquidly painted on a rather hard ground;



??? VENICEâ€”MANFKEDI PALACE. 384 floated, no toueh, except the edges of the draperies. Twosketches "by Veronese of great rapidity and firmness, bothon light grounds; some parts very thin, others thick; thearchitecture all outlined by a sharp dark line, and the colourthin over it. Third Eoom. Leonardo Bassano : very red in hue. Asmall sketch by Bubens appears very free, compared to theVenetians. Here is a portrait of Michael Angelo by Morone,but it is not the awful head sometimes represented. Threegood Pordenones : the Circumcision ; the Marriage of theVirgin; and Himself with his Scholars. A small and prettylaboured portrait of herself by Angelica Kauffman. Fourth Eoom. Two Bonifazios, of poetic subjects ; largein style, flat in colour; all the figm-es light. Indeed allthe pictures so; in some respects remind me of Stothard.These resemble very little Bonifazio's work in general; pos-sibly Pordenone's light style and these pictures have asimilar origin. A Supper by Bellini, light in the back-ground. The figures dark against it, but at the same timelight in many parts. There is more freedom in this than inany other work of his I have seen. The Bonifazios are calledparte della tavola di

coheter (?) Giotto. A Virgin and Child, with angels. The intentionof the expression of some of the angels is beautiful; thevirgin is simple and nearer the sublime and more elevatedthan in some subsequent works. Art lost much in symbolicelevation as technic ability advanced. Cimabue. A Madonna and Child, within a variouscoloured circular figure ; two saints below. The back-ground gold, as in Giotto's, but the contrasts much moreharsh; altogether much more infantine. Sixth Eoom. A Lucretia, by Guido ; very round andtrue in tone, but of a northern colour. Piombo, as I before A



??? TITIAN-BONIFAZIO-VERONESE. 385 noted; rich, excellent, rough, full. Campagnola (Girol, Ibelieve) ; good and great in design; the subject an oldsaint; dark. Here is a small Raphael, Taking down fromthe Cross. Raphael is very fine even in material colour Ihave already seen. Accadernia again. Bonifazio is often clotted and thick ;sometimes, however, light colour under the surface; at othertimes he paints freely on the ground. Again, his carnationsare almost entirely glazed (that is, the shades of them withthe reds) over a light flat surface. He is sufficiently freefrom anything like bungling. A portrait by Titian on my left while sketching Boni-fazio ; very systematic in execution; from the first tliepainter thoroughly aware of his intention. Masses are laidin with a reference to and reliance on after treatment, anda touch of solid, or a touch of glazed colour, completes theeffect. The first colouring seems little more than a washover the soft ground; bold, however, if necessary. Veronesefrequently lays this flat or primary effect, then touches thelights and darks above it, and glazes the colour, lake, blue,or yellow over all. He frequently produces the colour ofdrapery by glazing. Bonifazio does more

by painting andglazing, and again painting and glazing. The strength anddarkness of his works required this. He often does figuresor ornaments over finished drapery, painting them upon itsolidly. Veronese glazes them over the finished drapery inthe Europa. Titian uses many modesâ€”frequently seemsto have altered his pictures, adds a head, a piece of lightdrapery, a hand; if upon a dark, he must paint them solidly.The head of the old egg-woman in the Virgin ascendingthe steps of the temple, is added or altered, and a good dealbungled; but it stands out white and clear. On this picturethere is a great quantity of white preparation roughly doneâ€” 2 c



??? 386 TITIAN. tlie small heads lightly painted over it ; some parts glazed,some solid. The faces have been done over a dark ; thecanvass is rough and joined ; the ground often spread by thepalette knife ; large surfaces of the pictm-e are without acrack, while other parts are dreadfully rent. These partsseem to be where a re-preparation has been used over theoil painting. Where the ground is rough, and the oil paintthick and laid on dryish, cracking has not taken place, norwhere the ground is thin, and the threads of the clothtraceable. But where plenty of a liquid sinking colour hasbeen used over a flat thick preparation, which does not followthe threads of the cloth, cracking seems to have followed.This picture of the Virgin on the Steps is the freest I haveseen by Titianâ€”it is even rude ; the hands, eyes, ears, &c.,are dashed or slm-red in for effect at a distance. The littlefigure of the Virgin comes out with great forceâ€”it is thickand clotted ; seems to have been repainted with considerablealterations. The yellow round the blue drapery is partlysolid, partly glazed. The pillars behind are executed atonce. The back-ground outdoes Veronese in toneâ€”twolines of pillars are amazing for

rou.ndness and perspective. This picture requires to be attentively examined beforeits general disagreeable impression is overcome, and itsbeauties admittedâ€”it is one of Titian's principal works.There are many figm-es, a number of them rather of a smallsize. There is also a great space of vacant wallâ€”the end 'of the flight of steps which the little and rather ridiculousfigm-e ascends. The majority of the heads are porti-aits ;the high-priest, and others above, are very stern in character,and splendid in colour ; but it is not an elevated work. Theportraits are evidently an important part. In the introduc-tion of portraits, the Venetians were peculiarâ€”painting wasdevoted to the church ; only great or notable men ventured t 11



??? BONIFAZIO-TINTORETTO-TITIAN. 387 to have their portraits separately done; they and humblerpeople were only stuek in as worshippers or spectators inforeground comers. Bonifazio's canvass is usually very coarse j the surfaceof his paint rough. His is the true execution for the grandexpression in merely human sentiment. In its own sphereit is complete. His design is often vulgar and disagreeable,not elevated, but of great strength and simplicity, whichlast quality gives greatness. I write this standing beforehis " Wise Men's Offering." The Venetians unite the mostrigid individuality with their peculiar generalizing principles. Tintoretto fails to give pmity when he tries it; whenhe seems to have a strict pm-pose to fiilfil, he is feeble. Theanatomy in Adam and Eve, and in Cain and Abel, is small,as his drawing usually is when regularity is attempted byhim. He seems to fail between individuality and study toproduce select form. Titian's " Assumption" is painted on wood, and is nearlyall finished by glazing on thin painting over light colom-.The design of the whole is great and solemn, the draperiesnoble, and the characters expressive. The whole sm-faceretains some roughness from the stroke

of the brush; theglazing running between and over the streaks, truly an epicand historic style of colour. The heads are almost awfulby simplicity of design and unity of tint; they seem mostlyproduced by one colom*. My opinion of this work has,however, partially changed from one visit to another. Palma the elder is one of the stem old naturalists: theson is poor. There is a cast of the Gates, by Ghiberti, inthe gallery of casts: the Creation of Man is the best divisionof the whole. The design of this very excellent, and, in-deed, that of the whole: the ideal parts, angels, &c., stillfiner than the rest. The Creation is graceful and grand. 2 c 2



??? I observe Veronese frequently lets one dark or one lightslide so upon another, that the work must be looked uponwith eare to ascertain the parts. This gives an air of acci-dental verity. Breadth is a great principle with him: thisfigure against the green pillars, in the Feast, is dressed ingreen from head to foot: even the lining of his cloak isgreen. Against this figure is a negro, in a purple or lakered, also all in one colour with the exception of the arms,which are white and gold. The folds of the drapery areoften merely a deeper tint of the same colour as the lights.The flesh is all very flat: sometimes a face all red, withbrown for the shades, then another all yellow, with a littlered for the nostrils and mouth. One part is flat againstanother. The face of a servant on the stair is more laboured thanany other, except that of an old man at the other end of thepicture, which has been painted against the pillar afterwards.This face of a servant is just so much the worse: it is streaky,and touched with red: the dark side of the nose is red : thesimplicity of his style is lost: it almost appears not his.The other head mentionedâ€”that of an old man, painted oversolid painting, is also touchy, and no absorbance

havingtaken place, it is also somewhat dry. Had he painted allthese great pictures in the same mode, though with equalability, we would not have admired Paul Veronese as we do. His Marriage of Cana here is a much less splendid pro-duction than that in the Louvre. The one here is on adarker ground, and has not the general lightness. Theprinciple in light and shade is dark brought against a light:the darks oftenest nearest the eye, and the lights behind. 11'



??? ST. MARKS-ACADEMY. 389 In the Carmine are some beautiful small pictm-es bySchiavone (Andrea), more Titianesque than any others Ihave seen. These small pictures are very fine ; this churchvery rich and splendid. Also a large work in parts, veryexcellent, and like Titian, and a rather good Tintoretto. In the great entrance to St. Mark's are very largemosaics, in a grand style of design (by the Zuccari ?) Thecentre subject is Christ, St. John and the Virgin on eitherhand the cross, and angels below. Along each side aretwo great divisions of saints, apostles, and angels. Next theother two inferior divisions are the blessed"and the damned.This is a stupendous design; no part feeble; throughoutgrand. Sculpture Gallery, Venice, 17th October 1832. Oh,divinely refreshing works of the ancients, destined to livefor ever, and to spread the life of art throughout the world.I thirst after your purity, and you only can revivify mydesires, broken by multitude of aims, the contagion of adegrading school, and many things to which those who fighttheir way through life make sacrifice. In your presence Ilive well again. Let me lie down here and die ; or pursuemy way heedless of all else, and regardless of

those wholook not upon the mind of man for any reflection of thedivine, who see no image of the god-like, no absolutesublimity and beauty. From your presence how manyrecollections bear down upon me; old days, and old thoughtsand hopes. Here are all that, from the first opening of mymental eyes, excited my enthusiasm: thou Laocoon, yeremnants of Phidias. For ever let me be with you; for everattempting to emulate, and add something more to so grandan influence. May this be in store for me ? Are my prayersvain, or do they await me yet in some propitious day?" Rejoice and be glad," as has been said of old. â– vfl* J



??? 390 JULIO ROMANO-L. CARRACCI. MANTUA. Both the strength and the weakness of Julio Romanovery apparent here. His strong qualities are very muchthose of Raphael, his weaknesses are very much his master'salso, hut a good deal his own besides. His giants are veryabsurd and ridiculous. Most of the small designs havepoetic invention and classic taste, but very often incorrectdrawing. The coloming appears retouched and destroyed :it is wretched. m-1Â? PARMA. Academy. Two large works by Ludovico Carracci.Enormous figures, very closely grouped ; the subject is the^Apostles carrying the Virgin to the Tomb. The style isgreat, solemn, and real ; very powerful. The effect is broadand ponderous ; altogether massy and full. The closenessof the composition aids this, also the size of the figures.Great breadth is in the hands, faces, hair, every part. Theportion of the picture of the body can-ied to the tomb, ismighty in style, and without affectation. These manlyworks shew the Carracci in a very dififerent light from themere admirers of Correggio. The figm-es in the foregroundof this Entombment are larger than the Farnese Hercules.They are painted without much preparation,

thin and flat ;the draperies are sometimes prepared. The sentiment isstrong and sustained. Now I stand before the famous Marriage of St. Cathe-rine, of Correggio. A deliciously-toned picture : round,delicate, and strong. Nothing can be more delicate, yetfirmer, than the tone of some of the flesh, its union with thehair : the hair itself, and the altogether. The touch is free. â– ^....^r.i,, ^ t _____



??? PARMA-CORREGGIO. 391 light, and takes its place delicionsly. It has ease, with ra-pidity and power. The colour in the lights, by means ofthe preparation, is thick; in the shades it is also soâ€”a kindof glutinousness appearing to pervade the whole of the darkshadows. They have cracked much. The lights of someof the draperies are laid over the darks, blue, red, &c., thenglazed ; while, again, the shades are repeatedly glazed. Theexecution is complicated, yet apparently simple, being tonedand glazed over and over again. This is, as a whole, thefinestâ€”I mean the most delicate and sweetestâ€”picture inexistence. Holy Family, by Anselmi, after the mode of CoiTeggio,but without all his fineness and delicacy. This pictm-eshews the manner, however, better possibly from its being-less perfect. Here is more of solid painting, less of semi-transparent than in the Venetian, The original ground isdarkâ€”a light preparation is made for partsâ€”and the wholewrought out by glazing, smooth solid painting, and a de-cided touch produces the toes, eyes, &c. The Virgin with the Shell, in the same style as the St.Jerome, or the Marriage of St. Catherine. Here the shininglight of the half-shaded

flesh is astonishingly clear. This isalso striking in the Martyrdom of St. Flavia. The expressionhere is very fine. The smile of the angel in St. Jerome isexquisite. The child is exquisite, as a healthy active imp;but of course altogether below the subject:â€”all is pleasing.The Bearing of the Cross (an early work) is like the olderpainters, flat and in piecesâ€”the draperies and the fleshseparated. Here is Raphael's Christ in Gloryâ€”St, Peter and St,Catherine below. The colour cannot be said to be bad, andyet the effect is black. A Virgin with the Child by Van-dyke looks raw and modern ; good in design. The En-



??? 392 PAEMA-CORREGGIO. tombment, by Schedoni, is black and heavy. Apparitionof the Virgin to Saints Augustine and Jerome, by Rondani,pupil of Correggio, is good, solemn, and strong. There are here two enormous granite figures; one ofBacchus, the other Hercules: they are in a monstrous style.A peculiar antique Torso, different from any I have seen.John de Bologna's Triton is worthy of remembrance, and acast of Cellini's Mercury. In Correggio the white is toned and subdued: all ismodest, but not weak. In the St. Jerome the figures aresmallâ€”considerably less than life; well suited to the cha-racter of the picture. S. Giovanni Evangelista. Christ Bearing the Cross byGio. Batista, in the style of Correggioâ€”dark and deep. AVirgin and Child by Parmegiano. A Virgin in Glory byBatista, somewhat Venetian. A Virgin and Child by Fran-cisco Francia, strong and excellent. Palace San Vitale. An excellent small picture of theAdoration of the Shepherds by Girolamo de Carpi. Thedrawings by Parmegiano are very fine. The seeming rapidity and curious confusion of touch inCorreggio is partly produced by careless application of pre-paratory colours. This first dauby

painting is very visiblein some parts. There are employed in his process solidpainting, semi-transparent painting, and glazing, over almostthe whole. The richness of the tone in the shading of theface of the Madonnaâ€”nose, mouth, and eyes; the purplehue in the darker, and the brown hue in the broader shades,I should like to remember well. The large, silvery-greytones of the arms, legs, &c., of the child, and the delicatered of the smaller parts, fingers, toes, and so on, also me-morable. Ducal Palace. Agostino Carracci's frescoes are varied if. ----â€”......................



??? PARMA-CORREGGIO. 393 and well-toned in colour, studied and firm in design. Thereis always a strong line left by the tracing from the cartoon;also in those of Parmigiano. His Moses, and a Sibyl op-posite to it, are both great. The Moses is lost from beingplaced so high. The dome of the Stoccata is powerfullydone ; the angels and clouds actually appear to come belowthe windows. The architecture is simple and grand. Thedome is painted by Salviati: Bramante is the architect. Ch. San Paolo. The Stanze of CoiTeggio. The figuresof children here illustrate the origin of the style afterwardsused and abused by the mannerists. The style of these,however, is larger, the execution very strong. They arered against the grey or light blue sky. Their expression isplayful and easy. The broad and flat shades have a power-ful effect against the light background. The ornaments andfiniit above are in the same rich taste. The whole cloisterhas naked boys in the centres of the arches, in the style ofCorreggio, They are miserably decayed. The Cupola, The feet of all the figures sink from viewbehind the projection of the painted plinth. The knees ofsome even do so, Tlie whole of the

figures are shortenedpei-pendicularly; some appear thrown back. The parts aresomewhat vague in detail. By a later painter this would beconsidered superficial; but the effect of space which is givento the whole is amazing. Looking from below, I actuallythought that the wall went straight up for some distance,while in reality the wall is convex. The perspective isovercome by actually painting short or deformed men, andintrepidly cutting down the multiplicity and size of the parts. The indefinable tone of the shades in some of Correggio'sworks is very excellent and peculiar. The angels in theRepose in Egypt are very light, against a very dark sky:the contrast very strong.



??? 394 OLD SCULPTURES AT REGGIO. REGGIO. We begin to meet here the sehool of the Carraeei. Inthe church Santa Maria are some of them. This church ismuch ornamented ; it is covered with carving and painting.Above the altar is a lunette of the Annunciation, an imita-tion of Correggio. Above the door of the Duomo are Adamand Eve in sculptm'e, closely resembling Michael Angelo'sNight and Morning. In this church is a Doloroso by Palma,in his better style, painted at Rome I was told. The faceof the figure of Christ is in shade, and the head throws ashadow upon the breast; as a Dead Christ also by Palmaat Venice. Here is an old statue of St. Sebastian, withwooden arrows sticking in the side, and an ancient tomb,likewise worth notice â€” the pillars of which form sand-glasses ; on the top a figure of Christ; saints at the sides. BOLOGNA. Academy. Here I am amidst the hard obvious paintingof the Bolognese: and before me is Raphael's St. Cecilia,and St. John, both heavy and rusty; far inferior in colourto his early works in Milanâ€”so I think at present. Acertain kind of design may be well studied in the Bolognese;effect at times also; colom' very rarely. The St.

Cecilia is exceedingly carefully laboured; thedraperies all made out, yet ineffective after all. Dead Christ by Guido: a large strong work; black inthe effect as all the Bolog-nese are; but great and composed.The Mm-der of the Innocents is expressive and broad: moreof the black of Guercino than I expected. One recollects the St. Peter Martyr by Domenichino, ...............- ., .. i. ....... ,



??? BOLOGNA-OHtJRCHES. 395 even after Titian. The eolour of the murderer is good, butoil-paint like; the design amazingly earefal, every bit of it:this picture in its smooth look belongs to the same class ofworks as some of the better modern French. Ludovico Carracci, in the TransfigTiration, is great inmany parts of the design, but the figure of Christ is poor,and its colour badâ€”light-blue and white in portions. Afigure raising his cloak is impressive. Conversion of St.Paul by Ludovico, is an ineffective disagreeable work. Domenichino's two pictm'csâ€”a Martyrdom, and theVirgin of the Rosaryâ€”are painted strongly out, but thecolour heavy and unillusive; the expression is dull; all theparts are made out, even dirty toe-nails. His paintingstands out much rounder than any other Bolognese, andnext him in this respect is Guido. Ludovico has often a brown greyness. Albano is brownâ€”feeble in design; the worst of the Can-acci school. Church S. Bartolomeo. Here is a remarkable picture :an old bishop standing in the " desert drear " before a stone,which is in a bright light. Another picture of a bishop,dressed in dark red and white; his feet dark, upon lightground. Venetian in

gusto: memorable. Church San Mcolo. A Saint among Fiends. Hestretches out his hand; his head receives a strong light;the body dark on both sides against light in the sky: angelsabove. Chm-ch San Martino. A picture, by Brizio, of SaintsPraying: black and light effect. An Old Saint, by Ludo-vico Carracci: great in design, solid in effect: he stretchesout his hand on a book: he is nearly naked: angelsabove. Here is a large Perugino, The Assumption: thecolom- good; drapery dark and solid; strongly resemblingthe Marriage of the Virgin, by Raphael, but without the ........ .....



??? 396 BOLOGNA-CHURCHES. delicacy. The Virgin on an Arch, by Fran. Francia:of good colour: early design. The colour is really fine;all is careful: monks, saints, angels, virgin, the moon. Church San Pietro. A lunette in fresco, The Annun-ciation by .Ludovico Carracci, light in efiect. The whole ofthe arch over the altar is painted: the Deity in the centre :numerous groups in the divisions : angels against the bluesky at the sides. The Contrition of St. Peter by him also.Dark and subdued: all solemn and undertoned. Here arefour Saints by Guercino, dark and deep. A Virgin byLudovico Carracci: fine faceâ€”but dark, very dark. Asomewhat curious Dead Christ also here, by LombardiFerrarese, in terra cotta. Church S. Jacopo Maggiore. A Chapel by Pell.Tibaldi, which I am exceedingly glad to have seen. Thisis really grand art: it is in fresco; well preserved. All istrue, and all is great; every part studied. The colour isbroad, and the parts round; the drawing of the whole verycarefully formed, not by labour, like Domenichino, but withthe ease of true ability, A female with a child, and abeggar, in the under division of one of these, which isChrist, angels, &c,, above. In the other, which I

think isJohn Baptising, are to be well rememberedâ€”the head of anold man, a woman with her hands clasped, another on herknees in the foreground, the angels and demons flying off"above. An under chapel, in fresco also, said to be by Francia:the subject, the Life of the Virgin, The Virgin clothedquite to the neck: she has a crown; the child is in herarms. The altar-piece is Christ bursting from the tomb,with angels round : on each side of this are two large saints. Zampieri Palace, Jove in Glory, and Hercules, byLudovico Carracci, in fresco. The clouds roll back; dark



??? BOLOGNA-ZAMPIERI P. 397 blue, white, and dark brown. The wings of the eagle, thedrapery, and the head of Jove, dark against the golden sky.All very large, full, and strong : one hand appears exagge-rated. Hereules and Omphale on a mountain top, byAnnibale. The clouds rolling back, and the yellow skyshining behind. On the side of the room is a giant sinkingunder rocks, by the same. Two Fighting Cupids, by a scholar of Guido (Samenti ?)A sketch in oil, by Michael Angelo ; sharply touched ; thehair scattered ; the drawing imperfect ; the colour light andbroad : the subject, Angels supporting a Dead Christ. TheCircumcision by Tibalbi : small picture in oil ; the colourbroad and flat, of good quality. Hercules and Atalanta, frescoes on the roofs, by Agostino.These works are not so well sustained as the others. Alandscape by Titian ; simple and general as his figures.A fresco, by Guercino, of Hercules strangling Anteus ; isstronger than Carracci's, but not so harmonious. At this time, and throughout my Italian journey, I wasmainly occupied in studying processes and styles. Themeaning of the works, for the greater part, I pass overhere. In such as these frescoes, there

is a wide distinctionfrom other works of which I speak in much the same man-ner. Both were alike distant from anything that I felt Icould be connected with. After all, however, I was toomuch influenced for a time, though not to a veiy greatextent ; they produced a distraction in practice, and dis-turbed me in thought. This effect I now do not regret ;copying these notes in 1843. Here is the first thought of Leonardo's Last Supper,drawn by him with a sharp pen and blue ink on bare cloth ;much decayed, but exactly what was afterwards the picture. The Infant Hercules, by Guercino : a small round fresco.



??? 398 BOLOGNA-CHURCHES, ETC. IJllHHy-t-OH-.-. Design by liim, drawn and shaded in black chalk for hispicture in the Institute ; very exactly finished. A head inblack, done by the pen, also by him, is like an engraving,even dotted. Sketch in red chalk, by Domenichino, of Adam and Eve,done with all the care of a finished work. A Christ, inblack, by Guido, more free than the others. A small pen sketchby Poussin, very sharp and free; slightly shaded with brown. In the Church of the Madalena are three good picturesof the school of the Carracci; they are superior to many inthe public gallery. One, of a female saint striking hermurderers with fear, is lighter in effect, and more agreeablethan the Bolognese in general. Another, of a virgin ele-vated, and saints below; quite like the Carracci. Another,of a saint tied to a stake, with an angel overhead, like Guido;grey toned and good. Church San Paolo. Jacob Wrestling with the Angel.Wanting in harmony of design. Cain and Abel oppositethis, broad, and yet broken in effect; the front of Cain isall dark ; the back of Abel all light: Tornioli. Here is astrange dark picture of monks ; one lying dead in the fore-ground, with his face forward

(reminding me of some of myown illustrations to Coleridge.) There are many fine pictures in this church: one is aChrist in Glory. Another, Releasing the Souls in Purgatory,by Guercino. Breadth of the parts is the Venetian mode,while the Carracci are all cut up by blacks. Zambeccari Palace. A picture by Simone Pesarese;the subject is Lot; either borrowed from or suggesting theAurora to Guido. A large fine cartoon, by Lud. Carracci,of the Repentance of St. Peter. The picture from thissomewhat less in size I have seen in some church. A strange wild Andrea Mantegna, of a wonderful gusto.



??? BOLOGNA-ZAMBECCARI P. 399 The subject is the gate of Limbo, or Purgatory; the expres-sion of all the figures is worthy of Michael Angelo. Fra.Francia; early looking, rich, well made out. Here are some curious specimens of the old masters. AVenetian called Crevelli: a virgin with horns and blackwings, the Christ has also horns; figures stand below asusual; in execution it belongs to the infancy of art. Crespi. Three muses or graces standing on a heath,with a naked sky behind. An excellent old saint, bySpagnoletto; rich, full, all made out, strong dark colour.Carlo Cignani: picture of Samson; dark, but good colour.A severe unadorned portrait, by Guido: a lady, by Veronese,one of the Medici by Domenichino. A fine luminous Titian,portrait of Carlo Quinto of Spain; the armom* of steel mixedwith gold, very powerful. A poor Albano, with goodcherubs. Four fine small heads by Niccolo dell' Abate, in astrong real style, easily executed. A curious splashing Sal-vator. Gessi is a poor pupil of Guido. Leon. Spada: pictureof a Sleeping Soldier ; vulgar and cold. Here is a terra cotta, by Albert D??rer, amazingly minute,as if it were engraved. . Picture of Bacchus, by Mantegna, and

also a feast byhim, both very cm-ious. Lucretia, by Tibaldi; altogethergrey in hue, the flesh flat. A very fine Veronese, withwhite figures on white clouds ; blue sky, dark pieces ofdrapery, broad shadows on the flesh, light yellow hair, lightpurple drapery, much grey, and only dark towards thecentre; the subject Apollo. A chalk drawing by Michael Angelo, of the Deityissuing from beneath an Arch; very grand. A slight, rapid,but very tender sketch, by Correggio, of the Child in theManger. A drawing by Veronese; the outline strong, washedin with brown. Drawings in red chalk by Paritiigiano.



??? 400 BOLOGNA-MARESCALCHI P.-CHURCHES. A Descent from the Cross, by Cellini, wrought in bas-relief in silver, a style something between Raphael andMichael Angelo. Abraham and the Angels, by Ludovico ;good design; also Joseph's Dream, and Moses Breaking theTables, all well designed, but musty in colour. A St. Francis, by Guido; grey in hue. Here is an earlyCoiTeggio, hard and antique looking. If this was ever hisstudy and manner, he made a great vault. The Muses, apicture of the school of Julio Eomano. Marescalchi Palace. Here are two pictures by John VanEyek; very hard, the draperies crumpled and sharp. A Rubens: easy and graceful picture of ladies; the mostelegant Rubens I have seen. Compared with this, the Vene-tians never painted ladies; they made coarse women. Piazzetta. A shrivelled old woman horridly real.Venery, by Albano; fine in comparison to himself. A fresco,by Tibaldi; the subject, a nymph pouring wine on themouth of a warrior ; like the design of Michael Angelo.Church St. Salvadore. Here is a dark and blue Assump-I tion, of the school of the Carracci; also a Christ on the Cross, 1 with large figures below; great in design, and

not so black.A large Joseph, with Maiy, by Benvenuto ; dark and blue. J' (Startled in the dark corner of a little altar by a man rising ^ up from his knees. I had passed him as a part of the 2 ornament.) I San Michele in Boseo. Domenico Canuti, a pupil of I" Guido : great and inventive. An altar here by a pupil of Raphael, some of whose figures are copied. Two largeI copies, from what must have been very fine pictm-es, by Guido. A monument here, of a warrior asleep, very good.The cloisters are painted in oil; dreadfully ruined; thedivision fig-ures are very fine. In the refectory are smallfrescoes by a pupil of Raphael.



??? FLORENCEâ€”MEDICI CHAPEL. 401 Aldrovandi Palace. Here are six sketches by Correggio,parts of the cupola. They are on grey, freckled grounds,others on a darker ground, painted with a heavy pencil.Here is a Raphael, amazingly jj/ccofo, it seems to have beenpainted with size. No wonder Michael Angelo burlesquedsuch work. Another larger and freer. A Sea Goddess byLudovico is hard. Rubens here strikes one as a vitalgenius. Also a Rembrandt, and a Christ on the Crossby a scholar of Rembrandt. A Madonna by Schidone:a sort of furious execution. Zampieri Palace. The first room is hung with pictm-es,and converted into a gilder's work-place, dirty and confused.The hump-backed and crooked gilder himself a good subjectfor a sketch. His brow high and square, his hair curlyand black, twirling down all round his face and head. FLORENCE. In the Medici Chapel : the monuments by MichaelAngelo. Here is the full power of art. The frowningLorenzo, seated between the tremendous figures of Night andDay, is fierce, solemn, and terrible; likewise the othermonument with Dawn and Twilight. The head of Morningis unfinished; nor does it appear to me to have been

everintended to have been finished by the sculj)tor. In a cer-tain point of view it rises in indistinctness over the shoulderof the Dawn, like the sun over the mountains in themysterious opening of the Inferno of Dante. These areamong the principal of the very few things in art thatstrongly excite me. Baptistry. On the roof are some strange productions ofthe revivers of art. Apollinus, a Greek ; and Andrea Taffi,his pupil; Taddeo Gaddi; Alexis Baldovinetti; and Do-menico Ghirlandajo. A figure of Christ, by Taffi, is very 2 D



??? 402 FLORENCE-CHURCHES. monstrous. After such a picture as this, Richo of Candiais like a god. His faces have all curious noses, one the fac-simile of the other (the pictures at Paris attributed toCimabue appear to be duplicates of his). Then comesCimabue, and, according to the catalogue, he is wonderfullydifferent. The Greek origin of the works on the dome overthe altar, and many others in St. Mark's at Venice, I nowunderstand. Ch. Santo Spirito. A fresco by Perugino is in thecloisters ; the material he uses here has not induced hard-ness so much as oil colour does; his care in this instance ismerely finish. In this church, as in most in Italy, thecovering of pictures and statues by dresses is truly disgusting.Here is a copy of Michael Angelo's Dead Christ; the neckof the A'^irgin is covered by hearts, flowers, and other stuff,and on the head is a crown. On the draperies, in an oldpicture near it, complete shapes of cloth are patched. InVenice, I recollect a Christ on the Cross with a muslinpetticoat. Here is a Giotto of much character and expres-sion ; it has a gold background, but otherwise exhibits muchdeveloped painting. Ch. Santa Croce. Here is a picture by Rossi,

rathergood, but nothing characterized in it. Here is Christbearing the Cross, by Vasari, the best work I have seen byhim ; the Descent of the Spirit, and another Christ bearingthe Cross, both by him, want expression, are confused,and cold in colour. Here we have again Richo, Taddeo,and Angelo Gaddi, Cimabue, and Giotto. On examiningGiotto, found by a piece broken off that it was painted on aboard covered with cloth, and that laid with a thick groundof white composition. An altar-piece in the sacristy byhim is a very finished production, in as perfect preservationas when it was done. On the sides of the altar, towards the imt



??? FLORENCE-EARLY MASTERS. 403 roof, Angelo Gaddi; and very large spaces on the wall ofthe sacristy hy Taddeo; the figures not large, the course ofhis story divided by lines. The altar in this church wasdesigned by Vasari; it is rich and fine. Ch. Santa Maria Novella. Many pictm-es. Immenseplanes of wall covered in fresco. .-The choir to the roof isin this method by Ghirlandajo; there are likewise extensivelabours by Gaddi and Memmi. Here the Virgin _and Childenthroned, sm-rounded by angels, by Cimabue, his notedwork, which was borne in procession to the church. Theconvent attached to this church is remarkable for the num-ber of frescoes by the early masters. Cimabue's Virgin andChild is in expression the best work I have seen by him 5the head is simple and solemn. How different is the treat-ment of the Virgin, saints, angels, &c. of these primitivemasters from that of the later schools ! A chapel by Filipo Lippi. The stiffness is' abatingin him; varied expression, dignity and grace, design anddrapery. A puerility in the costume pervades all theseworks. Those here are not quite so well preserved as inSanta Croce, which are as perfect as when they were done.Many of

Giotto's pictm-es shame the durability of laterworks. The choir to the roof is a series of Scripture histories byGhirlandajo. In these there is much confirmation, and notmuch feebleness; much individuality, natm-e is copied inthe particular, not in the general. The mixfm-e of the con-temporaneous costume with a species of Roman is curioushereâ€”it is so in all the older, and in most of the latermastersâ€”the subject figures are in the usually appropriateddresses, the accessory figures exactly in those of the painter'sday. The difference between Ghirlandajo and Lippi ob-servable, there is more breadth and simplicity, less tortuous- 2 R 2



??? FLORENCE EARLY MASTERS. 408 404 ness in the drapery, and more squareness and solidity in theforms of the former. A chapel in fresco by Orcagna. The subjects are. TheJudgment, Heaven, and Hell. His Heaven is square ; inthe middle are Christ and the Virgin; below these are twoangels, smaller in size ; and below these, still smaller, is aline of human figures, which is continued head above headup to the top, and along it, forming, without diminution insize, the square for the principal group. In the Judgmentthere is something of the same arrangement: the dead arebeing lifted or dragged out of square holesâ€”two or threeonly are visible. The back of a female in the foregroundof this is really beautiful. Hell presents punishments similarto those of Dante. In these works appear much that maybe called the commencement of the style of Michael Angeloin the mode and in expression. There are two tombs after the designs of Michael Angeloin the chapel of the Gaddi; the frescoes on the roof of thischapel are broad in execution, and great in design. Thereis much difference of character between Cimabue and Giotto.Cimabue is more exalted, typical, and graceful: Giottomore

earthly, laboured, and heavy. The frescoes of Gaddi,Ghirlandajo, and Orcagna, cover the churches to the roofs,and pictures are everywhere in the convents, even in darkdamp passages. These monasteries strongly impress onewith their former importance, although in wandering throughthem scarcely a being is to be seen; perhaps one monklooks out of his window on the quadrangular plot of grassand sky. There is usually a garden too. I am remindedof Maturin's romance. Santa Croce. The picture of St. George and the Dragonhas a more ancient appearance than any other I have seen.The Dragon is within a circle, or moon, and also St. George,



??? FLORENCE-EARLY MASTERS. 405 with a multitude of angels who support him. Opposite thisproduction of the early dawn, is another representing amountain, out of which a hull issues; an angel stands at alittle distance, and behind him a group of priests; on theother side a man seems surprised, and another holds a wea-pon in his hand. In a third picture, of very early date, abuU or cow kneels to the Virgin enthroned; is it one of thebeasts of the Apocalypse, or is it the cow of the Scandinavians,or is the picture votive, and connected with some story of acow? Here is a picture by Vasari of a mystical kind. Saintsand fathers below, and in either comer half figures of Adamand Eve: a dead and unintelligent work. The processes ofthought in some of the early men seem to have been curious,there often appears either childish inadvertance or a con-sciousness of the untrammelled demands of art. TaddeoGaddi, for instance, makes a man as large as a bridge helooks over, a house not big enough to hold a leg of the man,and lines of trees the size of box-wood borders. Is thisresembling Bottom's Wall, is it sheer blindness to size andperspective ? or was it understood as a portion of

the essen-tial principle in all high art, namely, the subordinating ofthe lesser to the greater ? In the Cloister of San Spirito, the fresco, by Peragino,is fresh in colom- and fi-ee in execution: more so than hisoil pictures; but his pictures in the Academy of the Artshere, are above all I have seen elsewhere by himâ€”TheVirgin on Clouds, with angels and saints, and Christ iu theGarden, both of which are rich, elevated in character, andfull-toned in colom-. Imperial Gallery (Uflizi.) In an unfinished Adoration ofthe Shepherds, Leonardo displays the greatest facility andthe greatest patience. His labour, to be sure, has not been



??? 406 FLORENCE-ADVANCE OE ART. completed; tlie mode lie adopted was tedious, and, perhaps,his genius felt enthralled; Leonardo neglected painting veryoften. His method required a large endowment of patience. His great Last Supper, executed with the most elaboratecarefulness, and stippled on a very smooth ground, presentsnow but a very few fragments of the original work. Atumbler with wine in it is one of the largest scraps of thepicture now left perfect. From viewing the works of the fathers of painting and ofsculptm-e, I conclude that very gradual progress takes placetill one man masters the materials by accumulated labour,(as Perugino, Bellini, Ghirlandajo,) whose followers showfacility, and form the completion of advance. And whenthis advanced practice is adopted for a length of time sub-sequently, without addition or original study, flimsy art andmanner succeeds. Raphael united the study and care ofthe advance of art with the facility of its maturity in thedifferent stages of his career. Michael Angelo also did so :his Bacchus is poor and stiff, uniting early dryness with hisown rising vigom-; and in the Dead Christ, in the Duomohere, he displays, as Titian also

didâ€”for botli lived to vitiatetheir own styleâ€”an unstudied looseness. Raphael beganto give symptoms of a similar consummation in the Sibylsin the Pace at Rome, but he was cut off before going further.Luini, and, before him, Leonardo, reached the highest sum-mit of the elder age of art. After the dash of the Venetians, the extreme finish ofthe Dutch painters here strikes one amazingly. GerardDow, Metzu, Netcher, Terburg, and a line of pictm-es byFrancis Mieris. Pitti Palace. Here is the Holy Family by Parmigiano ja Head of Christ, by Titian; a Baptism, by Veronese.Samson slaying the Philistines, by Schidone, has peculiar



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 407 colour: the fallen Philistine is grey, Samson, above, is richbrown. The' grey figure is only heightened by brown inthe fleshy parts; great indefiniteness in the tints here. Thereis a good deal of the peculiar quality resulting from themethod of the Venetians apparent here; indeed this seemsto be the distinct character of the work. Here is the Sylva de Pliilosophe, by Salvator; and aBattista Franca, after Michael Angelo. A female head byTitian is of most accomplished simplicity of execution; thecolour is in his flat, soft, brilliant method : the dress is blue,the tints evidently copied; all is easy, and even slight; the ex-pression of the whole is that of life and reality. The Infancyof Bacchus is of finished excellence in colour, by Tintoretto.Martelli and Pietro Benvenuti are here in their modernfrescoes. Ducal (Pitti) Gallery again. Ghirlandajo was a greatman; sti'ong and true. Some gilding on his works, but alsoefiect; the colouring is powerful. The stern truth of his pro-ductions is a fit ground for the education of Michael Angelo.Frate Bartolomeo is another of the giants of the elder art. Manzuoli of Florence: the subject is Memphis by theSea, Apollo

descending: wildness and poetry of invention.The Raising of Lazarus, by Veronese: very low tone, allbrown, relieved by green. A Holy Family, by Bonifazio,more simple painting, and touch of solid colour than I haveelsewhere seen by the painter. Here is a very fine work byLuini. The sculptm-es of Donatello, of large size, are meagre inthe forms,but strong in character and design. Michael Angelomust have studied them; he has even borrowed the mannerof Donatello. Here is St. John, young and old, and David,with the head of Goliah at his feet. Bacchus, by Sansovino,and a Bacchus by Michael Angelo.



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 408 The first is the best, hut it is small. Michael Angelo has muchof the little hardness of Donatello; in the head in particular,with its mouth open and teeth represented. The arms arepoor: the limhs are copied from a model. Here is a statueof Melpomene: the face is somewhat individualâ€”maddenedexpression. Daniel da Volterra is regular and learned in design.His picture of the Murder of the Innocents is an evidentlycontrived circular composition. Bonifazio has borrowedfrom this, or he from Bonifazio. In colour it approachesthe Venetian. A Venus, by Annibale Carracci, is like theVenetians. Here are Raphael's St. John, and two beautifulNativities; also two Saints, by Bartolomeo, in his large,rough style: the red and blue drapery is strong and well-formed. Albert D??rer has more drawing and more style than theearlier masters of the Italian schools, with great detail, andan easy reality. Palazzo Strozzi. Here is a Bacchanalian Scene byTestaâ€”a compound of Rubens and Titian; dry in themethod, howeverâ€”^full and free in design. Sonie Salvatorsvery true; three of them green and confused. A portraitby Allori, Bronzino, dark and simple. Old

Palace. Portrait of Giovanni de Medici by Bandi-nelli. Giotto again. The History of Hercules in sculpture,by Rossi. Immense sheets of painting by Vasari. A Vic-tory, by Michael Angelo, unfinished. Adam and Eve, b}^Bandinelli. Virtue overthrowing Vice, by John di Bologna,a pm'e imitation of Michael Angelo. Ducal Palace again. Here is a small copy of Vasari'sAssumption of the Virgin. The prophets are all chained tothe tree with Adam and Eve, a singular piece of invention. An Infant Christ lying on the Cross by Allori, Bronzino,



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 409 is soft in design and good in colour. Here is theMedusa by Leonardo; the labour and finish of this is ex-treme. Angelico da Fiesole. Light, delicate, and very spiritual;much gentleness. This painter must have been a good, anda good-natured man. The picture is on gold; the gloriesare as if engraved. Portraits by Raphael. In these thereis extreme finish : single hairs are attempted against thedark background. Great truth in the hands ; also in theornaments, and every part. The Venus of Titian is on a very rough cloth. By thisroughness the carnations of the fingers, cheeks, knees, &c.,is aided in effect; the light is reflected from the surface indifferent directions; refraction takes place from the natureof the painting â€” reflection from the irregularity of thesmface. The antique Venus (de Medici) : both arms and handsare modem; the head ancient; one arm is reneAved fromthe elbow, the other from the bottom of the deltoid. These,and the tail-fin of the dolphin, are the only modern portions. Andrea del Sarto's Virgin mounted on a pedestal is greatin design. His grey lightness is somewhat muddy in thefacesâ€”even in the whole of the flesh it is so.

The colour ismore essential in means than the Florentines in general:There is a short sfrengthiness in the forms, and the draperiesare well considered and fine. Andrea Mantegna. Firm and strong; all the attitudesbold and composed. The draperies are small but well di-rected ; they cling much to the form. All is hard and some-what meagre: there is no bad, and very little poor drawingin his works. Parmigiano's Holy Family is green andwiry. A Michael Angelo here displays care and finish like an



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 410 engraving. The colour is dry, brown, and hard. The draperyis folded much after the style of Mantegna. Here is a large half-figm-e of Christ by Lucas of Ley-den. The drapery seems to have been attempted afternature, but too much compounded : the figure is infantine.A broad dark shade under the head gives sentiment. Julio Eomano. The Virgin and Child ; she with herfinger in a book. The attitude of the Child is good ; butthe whole picture fails in expressing the sentiment of hismaster, Eaphael, of whom this is in some degree an imi-tation. Xorreggio. Here is an Angel's Head by him, withwonderful eyes ! no eye-lashesâ€”a dark line of shade instead :soul looking from full round form. Bartolomeo's Job isgrand. Sarto's style is an imitation of the middle stylesof Eaphael and ]\Iichael Angelo. Eaphael, in the portrait of Julio II., is simple, strong,and true ; the colour is rich and broad. The Holy Family :the Virgin is beautiful, with light hair, and the moon. Thedelicacy and gentleness of this is beyond allâ€”Correggio notexcepted. i The sculpture of the Wrestlers has been much destroyed,and much repaired and joined. All the parts, however, areantique,

with the exception, I think, of the raised arm. The patterns on the different parts of the fm-niture, mat-tress, &c., in the picture of the Venus by Titian, all aid theeffectâ€”giving a full diaper richness to those parts, and leav-ing breadth to the figure and the light drapery round it. Grroups of singing figures, sculptm-ed by Luca dellaEobbia, 1388, have much truth and character. In the instances wherein Titian has painted on a darkground, he is heavy, and often brown. His most beautifulhandling and colour is on a light grey ground. Here



??? FLORENCE-CHURCHES, ETC. 411 his St. Catherine is round and true, hut somewhat dis-agreeable. Academy of the Fine Arts. Here is a sketch by Sarto onclothâ€”an evident imitation of Michael Angelo; a cartoon byRomano, imitation or copy of Raphael. A Vii-gin and Childin Pemgino's style, a cartoon. Also chalk-cartoons by Bar-tolomeo : the figures are larger than life : they are correct,but mostly scribbled. Here is a cartoon in grey and whiteby Michael Angelo. It is evidently a production of hisyouth. The style is very grand; the incorrectness of it wouldalmost make me call it wretchedly poor. Also good cartoonsby Dell Sero, a Milanese, and some by Barocci. Luca Signorelli, among the older masters, is free andfull. Ch. Santissima Nunziata. One of the altars is a Judg-ment by Allori, most of the figures borrowed from MichaelAngelo. The Madonna del Sacco by Sarto: all is broadand simple finished first-tone and lightness. The Court isalso his, a noted work. Ch. Del Carmine. The frescoes of Masaccio are here;the Adam and Eve, and the figm-e Raphael borrowed. As inall the works of great men, there is throughout simplicity inaccordance with the sentiment and expression.

The gene-ral arrangement of Masaccio's work has been studied byRaphaelâ€”the style of his drapery, and mode of clothing hisfigures. The character of his heads, too, afterwards shoneforth in Raphael. Here is Christ on the Cross, by Vasari, better than hispictures in general. A cupola by Luca Giordano. Chm-ch of the Apostles. An Annunciation, by Vasari,curious in allegoric invention: Adam and Eve are tied tothe tree below; wound round which is the serpent: it looksup with a himian winged head, supporting the foot of the



??? 412 DRAWINGS IN THE DUCAL PALACE. Virgin. She is also sustained by angels. The grouping inthis work is good; it is of fully formed Florentine kind; theexecution dry; the tone cold and heavy; the canvass closelyfilled. In the Piazza of the Hospitale is a large fine Annun-ciation, in the style-of Vasari: it is the most gorgeous ofthat subject I have seen. Church San Miniato, is rich, old, and romantic. Thesacristy is painted in fresco by SpinelH: the subjects,Dominican monks: the style is dry and stiff, without genius.The carving of the pulpit and screens is exceedingly rich. \ w Ducal Gallery again. Here is a collection of 484 draw-ings by the masters. Parmigiano.â€”A St. Catherine, evi-dently after his mistress. Maturino.â€”rGreat. < Polidoro.â€”Great power and breadth. Julio Eomano.â€”Eich, very full. Perino del Vaga. Small in the style, minute, ratherscratchy. Bandinelli.â€”Great and free, though somewhat loose. Battista Franco.â€”Strong, the lines cut by the pen. Carpi.â€”Sharp and round. Campi.â€”Subject, the Pranks of Love. Titian.â€”In black chalk, the broadest and greatest instyle of the whole. Tibaldi.â€”Free and broad,â€”^white and brown chalk. Eubens.â€”A head in

red and black chalk, the eyes inink. i Dolci.â€”Fom- heads, soft and tame. Chmch St. Ambrose. Here is a fr-esco by Masaccio,



??? FLORENCE-PITTI PALACE AGAIN. 413 more ornamental than those in the Carmine. Dignity,freedom of attitude, great truth; the drawing always good:a dome in this church, perfectly dark, is all painted. Hereis a quantity of poor modern trash. Ghirlandajo was a dramatist: he drew from individuals;hence he has not the feebleness which the earlier and moremystic painters often show. Lippi has more simplicity, butless strength. In Orcagna there is a fine squareness ofform. His Heaven, Hell, and Purgatory, are all like Dante. Pitti Palace again. The Triumph of David, byRosselli, is a good conception. David is in the centre: afemale on each side of him, in front, ascending a risingground. Rembrandt produces an effect equal to Titian ; forindividual veracity and variedness, possibly superior. Thisis done in his portraits by a means totally different fromTitian. Rembrandt is repeated and accidental, loaded andglazed again: all the execution in Titian is settled fromthe first. Here is almost the only allegorical pictm-e that Iever felt to be expressive; indeed it is one of the fewpictures giving me a new and vivid feeling. The pictm-e isnot in any way eminently produced: the subject is love:a

female is biting the arrow of Cupid, who pours moneyinto her hand fi-om his quiver. Michael Angelo's Fates are more openly painted than hisHoly Family, but still elaborate and minute, Burgonone'aBattles are spirited, but they are black, and not agreeablein execution. The Virgin in Glory, by Sarto, does notimpress me. Rubens' Bacchanalian subjects show greatgenius in design, as he always does, but in this one there ismuch in common with Cortona; in colour it is brown andrusty. A Battle, by Salvator, is inferior: in the foregroundis a gross incident, a man with his arm cut right through.Satyr and Nymphs, by Giorgione, is inexpressive. Here is a



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 414 Head of the Virgin, by Vandyke; truly very fine, notaltogether so in expression, but an astonishing head, theeyes are alive. In the Finding of Moses, by Giorgione, the origin ofthe rich method of the Venetians is exemplified : there isgilding, but there is also mastery and a full pencil; thecolours flow thick ; the landscape is exactly as Titian after-wards painted. The Hours, by Romano, is on a goldground. A Descent from the Cross, by Perugino; not sostrong as he frequently is in the reds ; more solemn andsober. A Head, by Annibale Carracci, on rough cloth, freelytreated; no illusion in the method. Raphael's Vision of Ezekiel is fully formed and soft,but dark; freely executed: the dark wings and figm-esought to be sublime against the glory. Titian's God theFather, in the Assumption, is so: the size of this work istoo small for the subject. Guido's Cleopatra is beautiful,but pale colour. Piombo's Martyrdom of St. Agatha looksolder than some anterior Venetian works. The colour ofthe saint is like the first colom- of Giorgione: the effect isaltogether hard, cold, and gross; the executioners pinchthe nipples with black irons. The Martyrdom of Forty Saints, by

Pontormo, is a smallpicture, of true Florentine thought, design, and colour:imitative of Michael Angelo. Professor Salviati has painted the roof and lunettes ofthis room, which is to the east of the larger ^ room. Hisproductions show great labour, study, and learning: thesubject is the Council of the Gods. The modern frescowants breadth. Giorgione's portrait in The Concert is one of his finestworks: the hands are worth remembering. Sarto's largeAssumption is a true but a dry performance to me at pre-



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 415 sent. Veronese's portraits have great simplicity and truth,hut are dry also. Again a Virgin and Saints, hy Frate:simple and large in design, hut very black and heavy. CarloDolci is a crude painter: his pictm-e in the Ducale, and hisSt. Peter here, are both dull in thought, and raw in colour. Salvator, by himselfâ€”a spirited man. The Head ofChrist, by Titianâ€”profile : the finest Christ I have seen:it possesses strength and mildness, simplicity and dignity.The brow is simple and rather smallâ€”at least not attractivein size; the eye is rather so likewise; the nose nearlystraight; the hair and beard are dark ; the drapery red andblue; a blue sky above; a slight nimbus before, behind,and above the head. Plow simple the colour is! Schiavone : a great and broad colourist; a little coarse,but rich. Adam and Eve, with the Creator, designed byBandinelli, and painted by Andrea del Mingaâ€”style ofJilichael Angelo. The Expulsion, by the same. A pictureof a number of figures kneeling, by Titian, possesses thesimplicity, as well as rich breakings of Titian. Pitti Palace. (On returning homewards, without refer-ence to former notes.) Saloon of Venus. Cortona.â€”His

frescoes are crystal-like. Rubens.â€”A landscape, very green, and somewhat hard. Rosselli.â€”The Triumph of David is bold and strong. Titian.â€”This Marriage of St. Catherine; a duplicate inthe Campidoglio. Titian.â€”The Magdalene is red and hard. Salvator.â€”A sea piece; not good, chalky, painted-like. Rembrandt.â€”^A philosopher of immense breadth andstrength. Saloon of Apollo.â€”The frescoes are washy. Palma the Elder.â€”The supper at Emmaus, clear lightand dark ; bright as the Prodigal in the Borghese at Rome.



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 416 Cigoli: a Descent from the Cross; an imitation of Titian,and a mixture of Guido, Sarto and Perdenone. Titian.â€”Portrait of Aretino, in a yellow crimson cloak;rich and deep. Eomano.â€”A copy of Eaphael's Virgin, with the lizard. Frati.â€”Descent from the Cross; contrasted with thisSarto appears grey; he has not the richness, clearness, nortone. Saloon of Mars.â€”There is great genius on the roof. Guida Cagnacci: Mary Magdalen; strong firm art;dark ; the figures are in the air. Cigoli: Ecce Homo, animitation of the Venetian. Eaphael's Leo X. This is pro-bably Julio Eomano's copy; the picture at Naples is lessdark, and more brilliant. Vandyke : a portrait of CardinalBentivoglio; broader and lighter than Vandyke in general.Eubens : the effects of war; almost like Cortona. Carlo Dolci.â€”St. Peter weeping; bad; blue and yellow. Titian.â€”^Portrait of a young man: life and truth. Eaphael.â€”Called dell impannata; more like Eomano. Eubens.â€”Portraits, his brother, Lipsius, and Grotius; avery rich work. Allori Bronzino.â€”Almost like Guercino. j Guido.â€”A Eebecca in his rather white style ; some ofthe heads round. Saloon of Jupiter. Titian.â€”A

Bacchanalian scene of doubtful authenticity. Salvator.â€”The oath of Cataline; strong style; flesh bad. Bartolomeo.â€”This St. Mark the largest work by him Ihave seen; bold, and great in design; very distinct in colour.The mode of painting is simple: on cloth thickly prepared;outlined with the pen ; solid in the lights with white, andthe shades also with dark colom- in some parts; finished byglazing.



??? FLORENCE-DUCAL PALACE. 417 Salvator.â€”A battle, very rapid. A female portrait; hisfavomite face by Titian, is exquisite and wonderful in thefinish, and, at the same time, ease of the hair, the executionof the blue and purple dress, the hands, indeed the whole.This muist have been a dangerous face to look upon. Rubens,beside this, looks tinted. Saloon of Saturn. Vandyke.â€”Charles I. and his Queen; miniature-like. Raphael.â€”Portrait of Julius II.; this is the first, thatof the Ducale second. Giorgione.â€”Nymph pursued by a Satyr; early style. Schiavone.â€”Cain killing Abel â€? immensely strong, theform of the whole is severe ; the sky, leaves, hills, &c. Carlo Dolci.â€”St. Rose; wretched. Giorgione.â€”^Doubtful; thickly coloured, no cracking. Andrea.â€”A beautiful Annunciation. Raphael.â€”The Virgin enthroned; imitating Bartolomeoand Sarto; very slight. The Vision of Ezekiel is verysharp and finished; all bold and black; still the colour isfine. This is probably Raphael's grandest work, in spite ofits small size. Piombo.â€”St. Agatha j strong, coarse, but very severe. Manner of Morone.â€”Such portraits as this are calledTitian at Naples. Titian.â€”Portrait of Hypolito de

Medici; rich andsimple. Frate.â€”The Virgin enthroned; blackish; painted onwood. Perugino.^â€”The Infant adored by the Virgin, &c., ismore like Raphael; or, if this is Perugino, and an early-work, Raphael has derived the value of his heads of theVirgin from Perugino. Titian.â€”Christ; very fine in character and execution. 2 e



??? 418 FLORENCE-TITIAN. Parmigiano.â€”The Virgin, called " du long col," originaland absm-d. Sarto appears latterly to have painted slightly andrapidlyâ€”his works are many of them flimsy. The femalein blue dress, by Titian, is worthy of being well remem-bered. The sleeves trimmed with white, the purple partbeing black and white glazed with lake, and touched withgold. The solidly painted blue dress, ornamented withgold ; the chain ; the gold tassels. The face, above all, Iwish to remember: the grey shade of the cheek, temperedwith vermilion; the neck cooler; the breast all one colour,the inflections being produced by the ground, which I thinkwas a warm grey; the hair, and the glorious eyes. Thesimplicity of the whole ; the slight degree of indistinctnessthroughout very different from either labour or looseness.This portrait, as a piece of straight onward work, producinga delightful impression, is the finest female portrait in theworld. Ducal Gallery. The Flora, by Titian, is all light, andthinly painted, possibly on both light and dark preparationof ground, as the parts required. At the joining of the hairwith the brow there is the appearance of dark underneath,and on the hair

evidently a white preparation has been used;the picture is perfectly admirable in colour, both strength andsimplicity; the hair is terminated by ringlets falling over thebreast, done by a glaze floated over the light of the skin. Metzu here, in a picture of a woman playing on a guitar,is exquisite in method; and also Terburg, in a womandrinking, and a man leaning on a table, asleep. Thelucidity and general breadth of tone in both is very excel-lent, and makes one respect these non-aspiring, self-satisfied



??? PERUGINO IN PERUGIA. 419 northerns. Mieris is inferior to Iboth; his colour is brown,and wants the tone. Here is Rubens' bacchanalian sceneagainâ€”it is in the manner of Spagnolettoâ€”Silenus sup-ported by Satyrs; a female back is light; the rest of thepicture is in an under tone. Bourdon.â€”A Holy Family somewhat in imitation ofPoussin. Philip Champagne.â€”A bold portrait. Baccio Bandinelli.â€”^A very good portrait. Leonardo.â€”A front face; clear and light; possibly ona light ground. Allesandro Allori.â€”A small Crucifixion, after MichaelAngelo; he has known Correggio. Sodoma.â€”A St. Sebastianin a fine style. Ridolfo Ghirlandajo.â€”The author of twostrong black, red, and white pictures here; very fine richcolour. Piombo.â€”A most splendid porti'ait; its strengthis ponderous: painting rich, and touched with immenseforce; the colour floating. A sumptuous head by Gior-gione ; more light and dark, and broader in its parts thanthe other. Aurelio Luini here appears the author of theFlorentine light manner. Benedetto da Rovezzano, a sculp-tor of early date, has some subjects hereâ€”the deaths ofmonks, martyrdoms, &c. There is a classic air about them,with

individuality. Luca della Robbia is more strong andjfree; the Escape of Peter, musical trumpet players, andothers, are really fine. . PERUGIA. Perugino's works here display much of the best style ofRaphael. In the finish of these frescoes there is attentionand the degree of labour, which Raphael renounced onlywhen he gave symptoms of deterioration. These frescoes display in a degree the same thought 2 e 2 â– 



??? 420 PERUGINO IN PERUGIO. which is embodied in the Stanze of the Vatican; and inone or two instances Raphael has copied the idea, and eventhe position of individual figm-es. The heads are similarto Raphael's even at the last. The colom- is rich, even ascolour it is superior. In a church near the gate on enteringon the road fi-om Rome, there is a pictm-e of Christ amongthe Doctors, similar in design to Leonardo's in the NationalGallery, London; soft and clear in mode like Leonardo's,evidently of good quality, but placed beyond reach of exa-mination ; said to be by Perugino. I like Perugino in Perugia, with all his warriors,philosophers, sibyls. He taught Raphael too to get worksexecuted by pupils; the chapel of the Cambia being bythem after his designs; its room or hall is by himself. SIENA. Cathedral. Pastorino is the painter of the lunette overthe altar. The chapel, by Raphael and Pinturicchio, isadmirable; a beautiful, youthful, and spirited emanation.Domenico Beccafumi was the designer of the frescoes on thealtar ; and the floor in grey and white marble.^ Here is analtar by Giovamii da Pisa. Here saw the first mosaic thatdeceived meâ€”a copy from Maratti. Two

statues byBernini. ROME. The Vatican. The Loggie, with their stores of ornament,and three corridors. The upper corridor painted with terreincognite in abundance; owls in clouds, winds blov/ing,monsters -wrecking ships, and other things curious enough.On another side is a series of allegorical designs, in whichthere is much poetry; among others, a Morning superior in ;



??? VATICAN. 421 freshness to Guido; he must have seen this, and alsoanother which is here. The second corridor ha? a series of church histories in aflat Florentine style, with some good in them ; they are late.The ceilings are rich, but they produce a minute effect.Opposite to Eaphael's, in the quadrangle, is a series by aFlorentine; the design often good, and colour fresh; thespaces between the windows, as in Eaphael's Loggia, filledby figm-e grotesques. The ceilings of Eaphael are simple; the corners beingpainted either in figure grotesques or with angels, as in thetwo end divisions. The higher portions are against white,the next against yellow, the lower against blue, deep blue.Blue is also strong in the interspaces ; it occurs also in theCupid and Psyche; it is arbitrary, and merely archi-tectonic. Large Pictures of the Stanze. Heliodorus. Attilla. Thedifference between the colour of these and of Julio's Battle ofConstantine is very marked. For dramatic mythos, or thistheologic-dramatic, colom- of these is as fine as any that exists.The Miracle of Bolsena has in some parts more individual-ising strength and greatness ; in this it is like Titian. The armom- in St. Peter delivered from

Prison is veryreal; a little more Venetian breadth would have lowered it,and perfected it at once, as mere colour. The school of Athens is possibly the most perfect of theseries. It is quieter both in design and colour than some ofthe others, but there is throughout strength in both respects;the tone of the whole is very mellow and subdued. In his frescoes there is nothing of the hardness often feltin Eaphael's oil pictm-es. The Dispute of the Sacramentis the most timid and the earliest of this series, but there isgreat unformed strength in the style of the heads, hands.



??? 422 VATICAN. feetâ€”of all of it indeed; and it is only when he comes intocoincident sentiment with that of Peragino, in Angels andSaints, that the remains of ancient feebleness is strikinglyvisible. In the school of Athens the drawing is in many partsveiy incorrect, sometimes poor, but often wrong. There isthe strength of the master however thrown over the whole.Great part of the Incendio del Borgo, it appears to me, isnot his painting. The Decapitation picture is not by him,scarcely even his in design. On the roof of one of these chambers, Apollo flayingMarsyas is a counterpart to Adam and Eve. How doesthis consist with the idea of a connected whole ? The truthis, Baphael's works here only illustrate theology by inci-dental dramatic scenes, or sometimes by expositions. Theyhave no great or abstract unity complete and coherent.This is much more the case with Michael Angelo's epicwork, but still it is not completely so ; but even the Bibleitselfâ€”a theologic whole, through the dramatic, epic, andall other formsâ€”^partakes of accident, and many foreign andexterior matters. Parnassus is the poorest, the most timid picture of thewhole; in effect it is likewise so. The gold

behind thefigures on the roof of this room has a rich effect; the divi-sions of the roof are white and gold. In the first room thebackgrounds are blue. In the Sacrifice of Abraham thefigures are light against strong colour. BARBERINI PALACE. The Fornarina by Raphael. The original pictm-e, full offidelity ; the bare trueness of the hands, their defective paw-like attitude, and the same quality in the faceâ€”all is tran- imMktitimkMmUM



??? ROME-BARBERINI PALACE. 423 scribed. Fine eyes ; slie must have been a beautifulanimal. "Eaphael Urbinus" is painted on her bracelet.It is painted smooth, on a hard ground; the shades, as veryusual with Eaphael, clotted, the lights thin; the tint of thewhole is brown. Titian.â€”A Slave; broad in effect, but not very notablefor colour beside Eaphael. Lanfranco.â€”St. Cecilia, anirregular production, somewhat Venetian, a foot well painted,the cherubs behind good. D??rer.â€”Christ among the Doctors,an extraordinary work ; here are the rudiments of amazingstrength of design ; very thinly painted on a light ground;in that respect different from the early masters of otherschools. The figures of the doctors express distorted intel-lects ; date 1506. Two beautiful small landscapes; one by Claude, theother by Albano; the effect of Claude is very broad,divided into two, half sky and half ground ; Albano's moreblended. Domenichino.â€”God reproving Adam ; his best work Ihave seen ; not large ; his vigour is equal to this scale. Era. Francia.â€”A fine Madonna; the child white. Albert D??rer.â€”A Madonna; the child with a glassglobe in his hand; here the shades are clothed like

theItalians. Pygmalion, by Peruzzi, a Florentine.â€”Good. Sarto.â€”A Holy Family resembling Correggio ; broad,simple, and true. Mengs.â€”St. Peter 5 bad ; brown colour. Guido.â€”Christ releasing Souls from Purgatory; black. Farnesina Palace. In the upper rooms are worn outfrescoes, green and light; a narrow line of pictures. All ofthem fine imaginative compositions, by Julio Eomano andEaphael's pupils.



??? 424 ROME-CORSINI PALACE. Alexander and Roxana, by Sodoma. A whole room byhim. The style completely Raphaelesqne. Are theseanterior to Raphael ? It cannot be ; they are certainlyin imitation of Raphael ; there is good fancy in thewhole. Corsini Palace. A Holy Family I supposed by Sarto,I find to be by Bartolomeo. Somewhat like Correggio.Here is a dark Spanish Martyrdom picture; a very pithy,nervous picture ; excellently real ; a dark figure is all ofone yellow-brown colour. Caravaggio.â€”A woman and child meant for the Virgin ;astonishing for individual truth. Albani.â€”Dark bluesky and dark ground ; skin light ; certainly peculiar.Baroceio.â€”Flimsy and pithless. Maratti.â€”A Virgin;black enough. St. Jerome, by Titian.â€”Forcibly struck by the diflferenceof colour here, and in the pictures round about. The samecolour in different tones carried throughout the work, andcontrasted with the strongest opposition diffused in thesame way. The effect is mellow : there is only one piece ofwhite drapery; the yellow sky bears out the tint of theflesh ; here is red upon red. The pictures round look crude. Valentino, a pupil of Caravaggio, is, like him, indi-vidual and strong.

Spagnoletto.â€”Here not so rich, but possibly more true. L. Carracci.â€”A Pieta, very solemn, almost grand. Guido.â€”Cupid asleep, very soft fine colour. Polidoro.â€”His drawing reminds me here of Niobe. Salvator's Prometheus, with the intestines exposed, ismean. Titian.â€”Bacchanalian ; the flesh perfectly luminous. Luca Giordano.â€”Dead Adonis: a sti'ong, dark style,simpler than his picture in Venice, and rich.



??? EOMEâ€”ROSPIGLIOSI PALACE. 425 Raphael.â€”A school-boy imbecility of St. George andthe Dragon, Pandolfo.â€”^A landscape after Salvator. Titian.â€”The Woman taken in Adultery: before hisstyle was formed: the shadows of the flesh painted hard,the hair minute, the drawing poor, but the colom* rich,the drapery free. Rubens.â€”St. Sebastian, graceful in design. Garofolo.â€”Christ bearing the Cross, quiet design, withcolour. Luca Giordano.â€”A curious Christ among the Doctors,in style between the lower Venetians and the mannerists. Rospigliosi Palace. Guido's Am'ora. This is a splen-did fresco. The variety of tone in it is greater than in anyother fresco of this school, or indeed of any other. TheVenetians are certainly not prominent in fresco. TheWinds at either end are poetic, L. Carracci has an enormous picture here, seemingly anearly work, very little Domenichino in colour and handling;the design is poor, and in many parts stiff, often feeble. Domenichino.â€”Two great pictores: Adam and Eve, andthe Triumph of David. They are black, but very strongand substantial; the Adam and Eve in Paradise, in particu-lar: the animals are powerful, the figm-es are his best. Rubens

always appears, in comparison with others inthese Italian galleries, patchy, brown, and crude, particularlyin the flesh. Some^of his pictures are, however, exceptionsto this, as Christ and the Doctors, in the Pitti Palace. Guido.â€”The Andromeda, tender in colour, in his washystyle; here he is light, but not worthless. Here is a portraitof Guido, said to be by himself; I consider it by Vandyke. Poussin.â€”Bacchus, leaning on a -wine-flask and a cor-



??? 426 ROME-CHURCHESâ€”DORIA PALACE. nucopia, is very fine. Poussin is liappy in his bacchanalscenes, he seems to enjoy them; his histories are often toldwithout being felt. Carlo Cig-nani.â€”A picture of Charity, sharp and strong,rich colour, almost like a Spanish work. Cammuccini's collection, (brother of the painter.)â€”Garafolo.â€”Virgin and Child. Portrait of Benedict, byTitian; the combination of stern reality and execution isastonishing; the finest male portrait I have seen. Mazzolino.â€”This old Venetian has more than anyother the colour and style, the drapery, and even the cha-racter, of the heads of Titian; the date on this picture is1527. Church St. John Lateran. Giotto.â€”A fresco of Boni-face VIII., dated 1300. The most picture-like of his pro-ductions : the colour is rich, and the execution not so pain-fully laboured as in general; three figures in the picture,the pope and two priests. Doria Palace. Titian.â€”A Holy Family, on a hardground: surface colour, and not good. Filippo Lauri.â€”The Repose in Egypt: noteworthy, j Rembrandt.â€”An Old Saint, said to be by him. Carracci.â€”A picture of simple design, and solemn effect. Titian.â€”His portrait, and his Abraham's Sacrifice.

St. Jerome, by Spagnoletto: vast individuality. He isa man of great force of purpose: unmodified strength Virithina narrow range, compared to the greatest. Church San Jesu. In the sacristy is a roof like Guercinoin effect, painted in the studied manner of Vasari: the sub-ject is a saint dying. He is in a black dress against a blueand black sky. The ceilings of the altars are by Salviatior Vasari; they are comparatively good. The roof of thechurch is more modern, by Pozzo ; it is bad, but, in a certain



??? ROME-COLONNA PALACE. 427 way, well done; the rolling of the clouds down upon thewalls is potently effected: the whole is magnificent, butconfused. There are two good pictures in the sacristy ofGregory XY. and Cardinal Ludovici. Church San Luigi de' Francesi, Domenichino is in forcehere at various altars. He appeared white in the flesh, butsimple and expressive; the church, however, is so badlylighted there is no seeing the pictures. Colonna Palace. Romano.â€”A Madonna, in a red andyellow dress. Castiglione.â€”Strong and well-toned, armour and cloth. Albani.â€”Two harmonious and very fine landscapes.Europa, by him, not good. Tintoretto.â€”An old man playing an organ: the sunrising. This is a portrait on a dark ground, the shades arethe black left, Sarto,â€”His eternal subjectâ€”the Holy Family, Annibale Carracci.â€”A peasant feeding on snails. Paris Bordoni.â€”The rich and strongest work I haveseen by him: the Holy Family in the Desertâ€”very darkand very rich, like Titian or Giorgione in parts. Vasari.â€”The best I have seen by him: a Nativity. Holbein,â€”A veiy fine portrait, Veronese,â€”A fine portrait; the finest I have seen byhim. Sacchi,â€”Cain, running wildly

away, might have beenvery grand: the style of the other figure does not quite keepup with that of Cain, Gaspar Poussin,â€”Eich in landscapes, painted in dis-temper, Breugel and Paul Brill good in their little way. Borghese Palace. The Eelease of Peter, by Mola; thedesign without dignity or appropriateness; the execution



??? 428 ROME-COLONNA P.-ALBANI P. m bold, full, and free. The Danse of Correggio is paintedexactly in the mode of the Parma picture of the Eepose inEgypt; it has not the fulness and boldness of the St.Jerome; the flesh has a grey feebleness, all the parts haveindeed; the yellow cloud is a good idea. The Madonna, S. Anna, and infant Christ trampling onthe Serpent, by Caravaggio, is a very disagreeable, black,low production. Garofolo.â€”Madonna with St. Michael,very studied and careful: resembles Raphael. Lanfranco.â€”A picture of Polyphemus, called " La tavola di Lucilla," ina very bold style. Albani Palace. Here is a roof by Mengs, the subject,Apollo and the Muses. This is the studied work of alearned man in art, but one who lived in an age when criti-cism, armed at all points, requires the painter to be thesame; thus his works are apt to become tame by attemptingtoo much. Mengs is good both in drawing and colour; theeffect is appropriate, but still the whole is without effect onthe mind of the spectator; the work wants depth of gusto.This performance by Mengs is far superior to the Cortonaschool; it is much before the more modern studied works ofthe Italians. ' Colonna Palace.

Giorgione.â€”A portrait, grand in atti-tude. Moretto.â€”A good Lombard portrait, much like Titian. Claude.â€”In this picture the trees and sky, the sky andclouds blend; the trees are often thin over the sky; clouds,sky, and distance solid. Albani.â€”An Ecce Homo, very soft.Mola.â€”Rebecca, in a dark, good, solemn tone. Rubens.â€”An early picture: an equestrian porh-ait: tame. Poussin.â€”A remarkable picture by him: Love flies like his ownarrow, a female is prostrate. This is a kind of imitation ofTitianâ€”Poussin was " afraid of becoming a colomist." Salvator.â€”St. John and another picture, both in a poor



??? ROME-BORGHESE PALACE. 429 style of execution. Tintoretto. â€” Two fresh portraits;in the Ibackground of one is a vine-walk; also, a Nar-cissus, by him, very fine in the landscape. Lucas Cranach.A Temptation of St. Anthony, a fearful mixtm-e of man,rock, and monster. Vasari.â€”Sleep and Night; and two bySalviati; here there seems to have been modern draperyput upon the naked. Church of the Capuchins. Guido Reni's Michael andSatan is a pompous, unmeaning affair. Sacchi.â€”A Virginin clouds, with saints, &c., painted with a light, free gustoin colour, belonging to the material Venetians. Cortona.â€”Paul opening the eyes of the Centurion: individual incolour: in this picture there is much nature, and that oftenafter a mode of his own; the design is in his own curiousmanner. Domenichino's fr'esco here, of St. Francis dying,is most excellent, also an oil painting of the same, but notto be compared to the fr-esco. Borghese Palace. The Deposition, by Garofolo, is in agrand, I may almost say the grandest style. The design isstudied ; the effect is dark without blackness : the colour isgreatly the result of labourâ€”it has strength and breadth.In a small picture of the Marriage at Cana he

has nomethod. Spagnoletto.â€”St. Peter, hard, brown, and dry. Headof a Prophet, by the Carracci, an imitation of Correggio:sweeping and great. Domenichino's Diana is really fine,colour, design, drawingâ€”everything. But still it is short-coming : the knees and the noses are tinted. Veronesesometimes worked on a dark ground, and used his coloursvery dry. He painted a mass of drapery nearly all onetint, then thinly toned it with colour and oil, or turpen-tine only; aftei-wards touched in the dark and the lightestfolds with sharp colour.



??? 430 ROME-DORIA PALACE AGAIN. The famous Titian of Venus binding the Eyes of Cupidis on a very rough clothâ€”dashily and slightly painted atonce ; broad and brown; it is truly careless sweeping work. Petrarch.â€”A very early portrait. Sacchi.â€”A felicitous portrait by him. Pordenone.â€”His Family: dry, and very real, Albani.â€”Four circular pictures, among his best. Caravaggio.â€”A Child Trampling on a Serpent, dry instyle ; different from his picture in the Vatican. The pic-tures of his school are very unequal; their mode is some-times illusive, at others dry and merely surface. Eubens isalways raw, red, and crude, in the neighbourhood of the Ve-netians. In his picture here, the Presentation of the Virgin,the design is powerful, but a cock and hen is the best pieceof the colour. In my observations in these notes, I confinemyself to the material and technics. Such was my subjectof investigation, and I felt little else to study in the greatmass of these pictm-es, in connection with the vocation of amodern artist, as regards ideas and sentiment, expression ormeaning. For these characteristics I trusted to memory inthe finer distinctions; and, in a broader classification, hadalready come to

understand how they ought to be .placed. Doria Palace.â€”Filippo d'Angeli: landscapes in tem-pera. Gaspar Poussin.â€”Splendid, with great breadth. Cartiglione.â€”A Hunting-piece: strong painting, but ofa disagreeable gusto : an obscurist, an imitator of Caravag-gio. Here are bad Bassanos. Mere workmen, both thefamily and-the followers. Spagnoletto.â€”Hagar and Ish-mael; a work of genius, without any propriety of treatment:the dark dress of the mother against the wild sky, fine; thedying boy amazingly true. The intention in the expressionis good.



??? ROME-DORIA PALACE-VILLAS. 431 Rubens.â€”Endymion, in imitation of Caravaggio. Salvator. â€” Cain and Abel, and another, simple andgreater in style. D'Arpino.â€”The Doria Barge: ponderous colom-; imita-tive of Giorgione. Caravaggio.â€”Vulgar. Spagnoletto.â€”A fearful St. Jerome. Claude.â€”A piece of reality called the Mill. This is thefinest Claude I have seen: it is not paint, but sky, hill, andtree : it has more strength and truth than any other ClaudeI have seen. Annibale Carracci.â€”Two landscapes below theClaudes are wretched : they are only called landscapes, butare merely paint. Caravaggio.â€”In a new shape, light and dry. AndreaMantegna.â€”Two wild-looking subjects: the costume is likeGerman. The imitators of the Neapolitan style of Cara-vaggio and Spagnoletto, are very numerous. Two small Claudes are hard and weakly painted in thelights ; the shades are not shai-p. Caravaggio.â€”A Girl;very modern looking. Padovanino.â€”A Dead Christ; strongand true ; a union of the Carracci with a good deal of Ve-netian quality. Here is a portrait of the Queen of Naples,said to be by Leonardo. Borghese Palace, in the Country. The Jacob More hereis a poor raw

performance; it is in the same room with theDavid by Bernini. The Council of the Gods by Lanfrancois an inane production, but lightly coloured. The cariatidseand the whole roof, pleasant and light. These figures arein black-gi-ey: they are more made out than the green ofAnnibale Carracci. The Triumph of Bacchus, by Poussin, isthe most toned production he has left; it is without parti-cular effect, but the colour is fresh, VillaMassimi. Here are the rooms painted by theGerman



??? ROME-ACADEMY OF ST LUIiE. 432 artists of the present school. Schnorr. â€” Subjects fromAriosto. Koch.â€”From the Inferno of Dante. Ph. Veit.â€”A roof from the Paradiso. Oyerheck.â€”From Tasso. Entire room, very good andtrue. Academy of St. Luke. Here are two landscapes byGaspar Poussin, deep and strong. Mola.â€”A fine OldWoman's Head. Bronzino is like Sarto in breadth ofcolour here in a picture of St. Andrino. St. Luke painting the Virgin, by Eaphael, is in hisfinest colour : the naked is broad in design : the heads areas essential and massy as Titian; the flesh is excellent incolour, the draperies good. This is not an early workâ€”Ishould think it belongs to the period of the Cartoons, andthe Massacre of the Innocents, after he had passed firom hisfirst clear and open method, through the heavy or dingy styleof treatment exemplified in the St. Cecilia and St. John.Here there is nothing of that styleâ€”all is firm, rich, and open.The design is in his fullest and most m'bane sentiment. Titian.â€”Christ and a Pharisee: amazing strength inthe latter. Albani.â€”A Virgin, very feeble. He was scarcelya painter j at least not one to rank with Guido, the Can-acci,and others with whom he is

associated. By intercoursewith art, and such men as these, he effected some pictureswhich have been too much praised. He is a compositepainter, of a productive class, made up like the mass of ar-tists of the present time. Spagnuolo.â€”^A good group of sculptm-e by him. Har-low's picture is quite the English production. The effectbroad but scumbly; it has too much artificiality. Titian.â€”St. Jerome, the flesh of the saint nearly all one tint; draperyred, ground light. Here is a little pictm-e by Camuccini: I. 'V- /'I'h



??? DOMENICHINO. 433 it is pretty; and a portrait of Kaufftnan, like the paintingof Reynolds. A Vestal, by a Neapolitan, striking. Sal-vator.â€”A small picture of a long-bearded saint. Guido.â€”Cupid taking an Arrow from a Dove; and a Madonna byhim, sharply painted: the chin and the eye are fine. Ch. St. Andrea della Valle. Frescoes by Domenichino:the figures of the Evangelists on the dome are a compoundof Michael Angelo and Correggioâ€”of the former in form ofdesign; of the latter in style of drawing and tone of colour,which is strong, open, and massy. They may be said tobe very entire works: they are among the most perfected ofa middle class I have seen. Domenichino was a hard-labour-ing artist: it must have been to him, as it is to those wholook upon his works, an effort to arrive at their beauties :there is no innateness, no impulse in the sentiment. In theseworks, which are his finest, and which are certainly great, hearrives at a mediocre and earthy transcendentalism, totallydifferent from the super-sensuous transcendency of the im-pression produced by the works in the Sistine Chapel.These last, to be rightly judged, must be taken as a whole. Here I observed an effective

instance of a broad piece ofdemi-tone, in a group of children, all in shade, contrastedwith two figures above, all in light. The ground behindthe Evangelists is all light grey. The frescoes below, round the altar, are by an imitator of Domenichino. Considering Domenichino as an artist who went out of himself, one who raised the character of his works by reference to those of others, and to nature in a certain way, he is the most assiduous, and one of the greatest painters. In considering him iii this particular view, the question arises, whether the whole of his power did not arise from the extrinsic, without any interior vitality or strength ? This I would affirm, that he rather heard and 2 F



??? 434 NAPLES-ANCIENT PICTURES. learned from others what was great, than felt it. The oldermasters, even before the great heads of the schools, had eacha marked predisposition which they united to the imitationof nature; but Domenichino, in his idea of the study ofnature, follows others, and copies them, although only inthose respects that have been pronounced good. NAPLES. Second visit to the Pompeii pictures. In my first slightlook at these, I mistook their mode of executionâ€”they arein general so smeared with modern varnish. I observe that,like distemper colour, they have been apt to rub olf. Thecolour is solid above the plaster, which is not incorporatedor tinged by the colour. A ground is spreadâ€”it is oftenred, dark gi-een, amber, black, &c., seemingly according towhim, or the workman's idea of harmonyâ€”and the fig-ures,small birds, flowers, fruit, &c., simply painted over it. Ifthese figures are large, and the back-ground dependent ontheir shape, they are each done independently of the otherâ€”the figures first. In regard to perspective, they are inthe position of the Chineseâ€”they observed its effects, buthad no principles, and could not understand or draw fromnature.

The plunging dexterity, and the grace of some of theseproductions, is beautifiil. In some there is a unity of formor character even to the finger-ends, while at the sametime they are mere mechanical productions. The rapidityof execution makes them mannered and worthless. Thereis, however, no effort, but great masteryâ€”the result of along apprenticeship. These are the slight productions oftheir time, but in various instances are the work of greatability. The compositions are at times full and studied, __



??? NAPLESâ€”ANCIENT PICTURES. 435 also the draperies; and objects are introduced with thegreatest rapidity in the most complicated way. But suchpieces are few in number; the majority are worthless, judgedby any standard; and the good instances can only beaccounted for, in their strange mixture of good and bad, bysupposing them copies by inferior hands of fine works. The principle they follow is not that of literal imitationof natm-e, it is representative by general sentiment. In thisthey pursue the same course as the sculpture of the ancients.In the poorer works the attempted dexterity becomes affec-tation ; and this dexterity seems the sole aim. In almost allthe large works there is feebleness: china painting; thereis not the character of great works in any respect in them. The effect is always produced by the colour of the object:the composition has a good deal of the bas-relief. Thepictures present a fand of materials, in ornament, &c., ofthe ancients; red and gold appears often employed ininteriors. The Pompeian decorative painting itself is bar-barous, and without principles. The collection of vases, dishes, ai-mour, instruments, &c.,&c., makes us acquainted with even the household

mannersof the ancients. Were a modern town in Italy to meet thelike fate, its exhumation would present a very differentspectacle in all that relates to taste. Every j^rw here is ofa superior order. It seems to me that there is something in commonbetween the material used in coating and painting theirvases, and that used on the walls. Both appear to havebeen applied when hot. Fauns Dancing, and Satyrs ridden by Fauns: on blackgrounds : effective. Medea contemplating the Death of herChildren, one of the best in thought of the Pompeian pictures.It is throughout almost one colour, having been originally 2 f2



??? 436 naples-gallery. considerably so, and now changed by heat. Paris, with a-dog beside him, a female descending, and two others behind,has been a good pictm'e. It is deeper, more finished, andless touchy. The colours of the draperies dark, the back-ground light; the style of drawing is also more round thanin these pictures in general: it is much destroyed. Alarge picture of Hercules, now all of a brown colour, israther a poor production: it is not sufficiently large in stylefor its size; it seems painted by one accustomed to minutesmall work: the remarkable sharpness of the materialemployed is here instanced. The Toilet is beautiful, andanother pictm-eâ€”Three Females in Conversation; these twoare by far the best pictures of all these remains ; a gooddeal of white in them. The Concert, No. 314, possesses beauty with dexterity;composition and style in drapery and the nude. Nos.319-20-21-22 may he all by the same hand, but are not sodistinctly done; they are airy in design. Also No. 388,of three figures called Venus, Pallas, and Juno: very fine.Briseis, taken from Achilles: the bold eyes strike one, butthis seems to have been a common expression. ! Nos. 665 and 67.â€”Ceremonies of Isis,

or of Osiris.Here are figures of three coloursâ€”some fair, others black,and others brown; these last are few, and may be servants.Observe parts which may have been originally yellow, ashelmets, &c., are now a dark brown. Achilles discovered by Ulysses is very fine in design. Gallery, Studi: Naples. Lanfranco imitated Domen-ichino at times; Domenichino never Lanfranco. The schoolof the Carracci is bad, often mean, and at the same time vacant.It came after the best; perhaps felt that, and attemptedto gain something else. Annibale has much strength ofgusto, and also Ludovico; yes, truly. Here is a Saint, by i



??? NAPLES-GALLERY. 437 Agostino, more true, correet, and learned, than either of theothers, hut the work has no elevated relation. Lionello Spadaâ€”A grey hrown imitation of the Obscu-rists. Guido here is finely toned; his colour seems to havechanged a little. Here are two pictures, by Parmigianino(Mazzuoli), which may be called monstrosities. In dis-playing his knowledge, he shows how small it is: no trueanatomy: poverty attempting great style: these might bethe work of a boy, and probably were so: they should havebeen destroyed. Niccolo dell Abate.â€”The Virgin with an Angel, &c.,very deep, strong, and true, of the Leonardo gusto, butricher in the draperies. This is very carefully finished, theforeground, distance, and other parts. This picture isexquisite in its style, which is possibly the noblest for highdramatic works. Here is none of the halting with all thecare of a studious mind: the shades are thick, but no partis clotted: done at a time when that mode seen in Raphaelwas dying out: all is sharply and smoothly done, and thinin colour. Another picture, by Abate, an imitation ofTitian and Veronese: dark and heavy; the draperies heavylike the late Venetians. What a fall is here! the

pictureof the Virgin must have been an imitation too. Pannigiano. â€” Hard, laboured, and little : subject,Lucretia: afterwards it appears he had imitated Correggio.Luini.â€”A fine St. John. Cesare da Sesto.â€”A large Adoration of the Magi: allwell drawn, both Michael Angelo and Raphael seeminglyassisting the style. Its grey tone, with the reds, blues, andbrowns, is worthy of remembrance: the flesh very muchone grey-sand hue: all the making out is excellent. Theantique hardness seems somewhat affected, but I find thesame in another large picture of the Virgin, seated wth two



??? 438 NAPLES-GALLERY. cherubinij and more breadth, by means of large masses ofdark drapery. This first pietm-e is a grand production,combining light with the strength of dark: the contrasts ofnature are strictly followed. I am here strengthened in myresolutions respecting certain treatments of efiect.Bernardino Campi.-â€”A disgusting style.Parmigiano.â€”An Annunciation; fine inventive genius.Schidone.â€”A good painter, but black and disagreeable.Correggio.â€”Some huge studies, and a Virgin and Christ,very interesting, having been prepared in water colours, oniV a canvass, without a ground, this colouring being nearly [/ what he intended it to be, when finished. Where the shadows were to come in, some parts the canvass scarcelytouched; in others, as in the darks below the eyes, thethreads quite filled up. It is all relatively produced: theeffect is that of a sketch. Dosso Dossi: a capital old fellow: rich and deep, ofthe school of Mantegna; in this Mm-der of the Innocents heis odd-looking enough, but in a female saint, simply clad,deep and grand: intense red, purple, black, and yellow.Here is a copy of the Last Judgment of Michael Angelo, byVenusti, most ably done: being small, it does

not reach thefull extent of expression, but it is very valuable. TheFather and Holy Ghost are placed above the figure ofChrist. Fra. Bartolomeo.â€”The author of the style of Sarto, andthe instructor of Raphael, if not also of Michael Angelo.Garofolo.â€”A Descent from the Cross, as in the Borghese atRome, very grand art: the bearing of these two pictures,and their expression, is most worthy of remembrance:here he appears the most elevated of Raphael's followers.Polidoro, in his oil pictures, expresses a very distinct cha-racter. Raphael himself is here most noble in portraiture. wmm^



??? naples-gallery. 439 Titian.â€”A portrait of a young man, a direct and iden-tical copy of liis sitter: the dress blue, cold, and withoutfull colour. Correggio.â€”Hagar in the Desert, painted in athick broken style, the shades clotted; cinimpled appear-ance of undried colours; much here that constituted themanneristsâ€”facile, softening, and blending. Annibale Car-racci, in the Choice of Hercules, is brown and dry besideCorreggio. Sebastian del Piombo.â€”On a ground nearlyblack, of a cold grey-blue colour, almost as smooth as glass,spread with a palette knife on the wood. Titian.â€”Portrait of Paul II., of which I have seencopies. Camuccini of Rome has a small one, seems paintedon a light hardish ground; the breadth and tone preserved,but the whole awanting in the richness of his more pre-pared works : this head is a perfect art-reality. Agostino Carracci.â€”Here is thought; splendid colour:a ruddy Rinaldo, dressed in red, Armida pale above: thebackground simple green. Raphael here shows the large measure of his power indiverse directions: no portraits are superior to hisâ€”Titianalone disputes with him. A beautiful romantic head, withhelmet and mace behind it. Cardinal Passermi,

Cav.Tibaldeo, and Leo X., with two attendants, are splendidproofs of his ability. The colour of the picture of CardinalPassermi may class with the finest ever painted; its realityand circumstantiality: the draperies, bell, book, &c., inLeo, are not surpassed by the most perfect instances of thematerial* imitators. Spagnoletto.â€”His imitation is unelevated, but truly. stupendous in force. On dark soft grounds, his lights forcedout with pulpy colour peculiar to himself, and seen some-times in Caravaggio. The strength or simplicity of hisdesign is equal to his execution, but coarse to the last



??? 440 NAPLES-GALLERY. in degree. His Silenus here makes Titian's Magdalene nearit appear dirty and tame. This Magdalene is more finishedthan that in Venice. The expression is of an individualsort, somewhat disagreeable, the face a little out of drawing.The sweep of Spagnoletto's pencil on the flesh is expressive;it softens away in the shades. The shades of the whitedrapery are effected by the dark ground in a great measure. M. A. Caravaggio.â€”Judith cutting off the Head ofHolofernes is brown, coarse, and infernally ugly. Christbearing the Cross, by Polidoro. Caravaggio is more scat-tered and picturesque than I should have expected fromPolidoro: colour broken, rich, deep, and full, a freelyexecuted work; no imitation of Raphael in it: red, and thepeculiar dark asphaltum-like brown predominates, withyellow gi'ey. Parmigiano is unfortunate in having per-petrated some boyish productions collected here. An unfinished Titian of Paul II., begun perhaps on asoft ground, but seemingly intended to have been finishedby the ordinary process of oil. Here is a Parmigiano inwater colours: if it is a preparation for further painting, itis very much finished; most probably little more

wasintended to be done than to oil over. The shadows in partsprepared thin, in others covered up opaquely. PolidoroCaravaggio.â€”Six works in oil, all in the same dark, richstyle; three large, three small: these confirm me in chang-ing my opinion of his style formed from his frescoes. Raphael.â€”The Madonna: a most beautiful face, no onebut himself ever painted this Madonna beauty: Correggio,in his own Madonna, is the only painter that rivals this,but on a different ground, a face of physical lustiness. Titian.â€”Erasmus; and a Boy blowing a Match, bySpagnoletto, are both things to remember. Chm-ch of S. Paul. Here are two pictures by Solimene, A



??? NAPLES-CHURCHES. 441 in the most wretched style of the mannerists. Here is aroof, hy Masini, grey, green, and bad. Another by Vasari,an immense work: the Apostles, two and two, the Martyr-dom of St. Peter, and other matter. Here is a rather goodstatue of the Virgin, by Luca Napolitano. Church San Filippo Neri. Four Evangelists, byMazzanti, imitation of Domenichino. Figures of Davidand others, by Solimene, are vapid. Two small works inthe Chapel of S. Filippo, by Cavallino, after Caravaggio,are very good. Bernardo Siciliano, of the same school:two pictures; this school is always strong. Luca Giordanois a genius in his way: the breadth of reds and yellows ismarked. St. George, by Gandolfi; a spirited work. Luca.â€”The Money Changers; a huge affair. In Ch. St. Peter and Paul. A very fine deep-thoughtedwork, by Marco, of Siena: a large work of the two saintsmeeting as they go to their death ; colour rich, shades deep.Below this picture a Madonna and Angels, by Zucchero,the best of the yellow and green Florentine sort. The Danse of Titian seems to have been painted almostin water coloui', but again there is much shrinking, whichonly takes place in oil painting. It may

have been solidin oil, and glazed while wet. (There is' a method, I havefound since, which includes and reconciles these appear-ances.) The practice of Titian undoubtedly varied. Afterall, the superiority of Titian over Raphael and others incolour consists greatly in the method,â€”he is not essentiallysuperior in colour to Raphael, or in the perception of theuse of colour. This method is only shown in a few



??? 442 NAPLES-GALLERY. examples in its entireness and efficacy. A few only of hispictui'es are to he preferred to those of the best Romanmasters. The chief of these are, the Assumption, theFlorentine Venus, the Entombment, the St. Peter Marytr,and Christ crowned with Thorns. Gallery. Canaletto.â€”Here are twelve of his finestworks, painted with a most daring facility: Bonningtonimitated Canaletto; Prout is like him. There is littlecracking; they appear to be on a hard ground. Greatsharpness in the lines of the pillars, windows, &c.; ropesdone with one stroke. In the great room a Satyr and Nymph, by AnnibaleCarracci: an attempt at the colour of Titian, but it is brownand somewhat dirty. In the other gallery. Calabrese, a black and whitecoarse painter, but possessed of genius: subject, the Devilfalling before Christ. Salvator.â€”Three figm-e frescoes; clever, but black: abattle, wherein the figures are rather small, is the best, thissize not being beyond his power. An old Hermit in aHood, by him also; here his ability fully appears, femall insize, dashing in execution. Cav. d'Arpino.â€”One of the trashy imitators. Caravaggio.â€”St. Sebastian: light true colour. Marco of Siena.â€”A large and a

small work; Florentinemode. Pontormo.â€”Much like Sarto. Rubens.â€”Christ bearing the Cross: looks like a picturepainted in Naples from the colour of some of the figm-es:the effect that of the obscurists. If the heads attributed toVandyke here are really his, he painted poorly and hardlyat times. Here is an old Dutch picture of much finish, onunprepared cloth, in water colour, Brugel mdlxvhi. care- ii1 ....... ...... ...... ............. . ... ^^ â–  ..a::- â–  u ty. t



??? NAPLES. 443 fully marked in the corner ; the subject is the Blind leadingthe Blind. Observed here, among other copyists, a poorfellow making a laboured imitation of the handle of asword. Gallery of Sculpture. (The notes on this gallery werelost.) Church of St. Dominico. Here is a Titian ; a Flagel-lation, by Caravaggio ; and a Glory, by Solimene ; and inthe Church of St. Maria Nuova, the Annunciation, bySantafede; a Crucifixion, by Marco da Siena; and abovethe organ are children, painted by Giordano at nine yearsof age. < ^ the end. EDINBURGH : PRINTED BY ROBERT CLARK.
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