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PREFACE.

It will probably be allowed to be of some national import-
ance, that the %ritish National Picture-gallery should be
well understood, and its beauties and ments be thoroughly
appreciated and enjoyed, by the British public; since
whatever may be the stock, or quantum, and kind, of taste
and information derived, or derivable, from it, that stock
is expected, by those who have projected and provided the
Gallery, if not to become the future basis, at least to form
a solid and permanent Fortion of the foundation, of our
future public or national taste in works of Art. Will my
readers do me the honour to regard the statement of this
simple postulate, asa satisfactoriv reason for my attempting
and here submitting, the first volume of a Catalogue of the
contents of that National Gallery; which Catalogue I
have ventured to call descriptive, explanatory, and critical?
It would not become me to anticipate what the answer to
this question will be. I am content to wait for it with due
resignation and respect; and meanwhile shall take on
myself the hazard of proceeding with the second volume.
Not that by the above assertion of the solidity of these
materials of national taste, I mean that the Gallery yer
consists of, or abounds with, pictures of quite first rate
pretension (though it certainly contains some of that pre-
eminent description); or, that if it did, it would be tho-
roughly philosophical to regard even pictures of the highest
class, as absolute standards of perfection. Young as the
world is, it is getting too old for the prevalence of such
doctrine. But they are the best—indeed the only standards
we have, or can have; and are therefore to be regarded as
works, which, like those of the great poets and historians
of antiquity, have been consecrated by long-continued
admiration. The principal pictures in our National Col-
lection are hallowed by the homage of centuries; and
have consequently a similar claim with the classics, to
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influence our judgment, and conduce to the formation of
our taste, in all that is within the boundaries of their
province ; while, by their charming influence, they enable
us to look beyond those boundaries at the beauties of
Nature herselt, through a serene and blessed medium,
derived, or resulting, (%om the accumulated judgment and
experience of the best artists and critics of past ages, prac-
tically and permanently displayed. By which I do not
mean to imply, that the works of the best artists of the
present age, are not equally instructive, or worthy of atten-
tion, if the public had equal opportunity of profiting by
them ; which it has not, for of modern pictures (unless for
those who can afford to purchase such) we get only a
glance, and they are gone. They “ come like shadows—
so depart;” while the National Gallery is intended to be
permanent and perennial, so that the public mind may
there luxuriate, and dwell, and reflect upon; or at its
pleasure, revisit, what is there reposited. The National
Gallery thus becomes the nursery of the Public Taste.
But would it not be far more effectively so, if at least a
few more of the best pictures of our own school and our
own age, found places there? And would not the leading
spirits of the present age, as well as of posterity, rejoice in
a favourable opportumty of instituting such comparisons
as, while they operated as a perpetual stimulus to profes-
sional exertion, might satisfactorily show the advancement
or retrogradation, and the occasional aberrations, both of
Taste and of practical Art.

But a more unfortunate predicament, if not for our
present enjoyment and the existing state of Art, yet for
the progress of Public Taste, has proceeded from our
innate love, or the habits into which our fellow countrymen
have allowed themselves to be insensibly seduced, of sub-
mitting to the arbitrary influence of transient novelty, in
all that concerns Fine Art; as if attention, even to such
matters, took its ostensible tone from fashionable frivolity;
as if a glance, or a five minutes gaze, at a picture which
has, perhaps, taken a first rate artist more than as many
months to paint, were quite sufficient for us to derive from
it all the enjoyment or edification that such a work is
capable of imparting.

Since the works contained in the National Gallery are
of a character to deserve, they should receive, more than
such transicnt attention. The production of my Catalogue
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rests entirely on this belief, and the reliance we ought to
have on principle. Concerning a certain book which I
once sent to De Loutherbourg, he wrote me as follows, «1
see by the first sentence, it 18 not a work for pastime or
temporary regard, I will therefore not only peruse, but read
it attentively.” Now this is precisely what I think due to
the pictures in the National Gallery (with a few exceptions).
They are not works for mere cursory amusement. There
is ample opportunity—and it should not be lost—of dwell-
ing upon whatever picture, c:;)gictures, may tone with the
visiter’s present taste or mood, and of re-inspecting the
collection, without stint or limit. They are worthy of such
revisitation ; and many of them of being perused or read
with that degree of mental application which we term
study. And it is with the view of inciting my readers to
the pleasure of dwelling thus, for their own enjoyment,
uson the beauties and merits of these pictures, that I have
adventured this volume.

Being not altogether conventional, I do not go exactly
with the stream of fashion, and shall therefore, I suppose,
at least on some points, be liable to reprehension from the
stream-goers, particularly if I should declare my fears that
posterity will regard the present, as rather too much of an
amused and amusing age.—Too much of an age which
acquiesces in the idea that those who have the means,

ss the right, of wasting life in idle pastime. Without
invoking Adversity, I am apt to think that

Self-pleasing folly's idle brood,
Who have not leisure to be good,

are precisely the description of people that enjoy the least,
not only of pictures, but of all pleasurable things. How-
ever, if we can arouse slumbering Taste, and so bridle
Attention as to restrain its vapid ramblings, it will probably
be the best repression of dissipation and ennui; and for
the present, I will endeavour to restrict my consideration
to the National Gallery—and not to be too didactic.—
The governor of the disloyal island of Barataria was,
not without reason, dissatisfied that his delicious viands
flew away at the magical touch of his medical philosopher:
but Governor Bull—unlike his amicable and discernin
brother Sancho—has permitted himself to be wheedl
into acquiescence in the vapid and tasteless custom, and
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seems in some danger of settling into habitunal satisfaction
with his transient glances at works of Art, provided his
eyes are feasted with a novel succession or shifting of the
scenery, sufficiently rapid to amuse him, and that he
beholds No. 2 approaching, or present, before No. 1 is out
of sight.

It 1s, presumptively, this hasty changing of the scenes,
in consequence of the mercenary root of estimation, and
even of existence, to which everything in our Mammon-
island is doomed,—unless we shall be enabled to except
the National Gallery and the British Museum—It is—at
least in some measure, this haste, where uniary and
mental profit stand opposed to each other, that has given
such a careless, flippant, superficial, temporary, touch-and-
go, air and character, to the printed notices—sometimes
with temerarious and unblushing stolidity or effrontery
called “ Critical Dissertations” on works of Art, (including
the National Gallery,) which abound in the periodical pub-
lications, and which have reduced and degraded the art or
science of picture-criticism to a state so discreditably low,
at the very time when sound and accurate criticism is
most especially wanted. ¢ Doctor Aguero* Tirteafuera,
who (as we are informed by Cervantes) has a salary for
taking care of the governor’s health, and is consequently
more careful of it than of his own,” has been as successful
in persuading his English patient of the propriety and
wisdom of his appointment and his ministration, as in the
potent touch of his whalebone wand ; and who is to coun-
tervail his proceedings, if the lord governor is satisfied to
allow his most exquisite dishes to fly from before him, and
“that he is to feast no otherwise than according to the use
and custom of other islands where there are governors.”

'~ What is meant to be seriously asserted here, is, that the
mercenary basis, rop(i)ed, and buttressed, and shored up, as
it is by, and combined as it is with, the delusive persuasion
which seems to possess so many of those who can hold a
"pen and can reach down a dictionary or vocabulary—that
they may leap on almost the loftiest of literary pedestals,
and stand forth as critics in pictures,—ought not to be
longer tolerated. As Sir Martin Shee has long since
observed, these obtrusive Magni Apollines, having thus
* According to the learned Cid Hamet Benengeli, or his thrice-

learned commentators, Aguero, means positive of the omen, and Tirtea-
fuera, take yourself’ away.
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leaped and presented themselves, may not complain if their
attitudes and proportions should be examined and criticised
in their turn ; or if; on being found glaringly defective, they
should be hooted down from a station which they have so
unnecessarily and injudiciously assumed.

They have indeed ensconced themselves—but it is be-
hind a fortification of wood : and we must allow that their
literary scaffolding is syllogistically constructed, and ex- .
ceedingly self~convincing. “ As Art reflects Nature, through
Nature it must be judged : we can all of us see Nature: a
diguitary of the church, even before he has hurt his sight
by crooked Greek and small Hebrew, cannot see more of
her than a carman or a coal-porter; nor is an illiterate
mechanic less sensible of her eharms.” Ergo, we are all
Hualiﬁed—all critics in beauty: which is certainly very

attering and acceptable information to all who have pence
to purchase; or pens to proclaim,; the penny wisdom. If
further, some o}f)eus are pre-eminently qualified, because
we can cut jokes, and put money in our purses by dismiss-
ing a picture with a pun——but let us keep that matter to
ourselves.—

Now, who is to undertake the invidious office, or task,
of showing how false and hollow is the Belial eloquence of
these specious pretenders, and that behind their wood-
work there is no solid masonry? Luckily the least excep-
tionable refutation of the theory of these picture-critics,
and their tribe of puffers, is to be found in their own
practice. You have but to draw aside a flimsy veil, and
they themselves exhibit the unsoundness of their preten-
sions: the utter worthlessness; the worse than nothing-
ness; of their own contemptible literary babble.

In a few instances out of many that would have tempted
me, had the exposure of obtrusive effrontery been more
than a collateral purpose, I have ventured on this unveiling,
as the reader will find in those pages wherein I have
endeavoured to vindicate Poussin, Titian, and some other
distinguished artists, from the misinterpretations of purblind
presumption: and I would have proceeded further with
this wholesome exposure (as I trust it will prove), had I
not been somewhat apprehensive that too many flickering
agitations, might disturb the repose of my picture of THE

AT10NAL GALLERY—which is our proper subject. Whe-
ther such exposure will prove sufficient, or insufficient,
remains to be seen.

To lead, cherish, exalt, and refine, that public Taste

c
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which the mercenary tribe would follow, flatter, debase,
and corrupt, is the ostensible, and who can doubt that it
is the real, object, of those gentlemen who have projected,
and those who have so handsomely and so patriotically
contributed to the formation of, a National Gallery. Pic-
tures are reposited there for the edification, as well as for
the entertainment, or superficial and temporary gratification
of that public. Of course, the more of refined pleasure
and instruction that can be extracted or obtained from
them, the better for the people. But if some should lend
a willing ear to our cajol‘t):g picture-jokers, who are of the
same tribe with those sanguine philosophers that would
ingist upon our inferring 51uat Intellect is marching and
Happiness is advancing in England with giant strides,
because steam-enginery has put on her seven-league boots,
and money is accumulating in certain quarters; will not
the more wise and wary among us, at least, be led to
doubt whether it be the same in matters of Taste ?

Seeing that corrupt puffery has here usurped the tribunal
of criticism, who will assert that we have no reasonable
ground for apprehending danger to Fine Art and its
votaries? or that we do not, in such matters, actually
experience that worst of evils, the influence of ignorant
despotism? Or who will believe that British vigilance
and prudence, should allow themselves to be lulled into
false security in what concerns the just appreciation and
national enjoyment of such works?

“ Stars teach as well as shine,” saith the poet. Alas!
for the stars of Art, when those who undertake to point
the telescope, and tell us what they teach; how they are
constellated ; which are the planets; the orbits in which
fﬁgy revolve ; and their relative magnitudes and influences,

~do but raise clouds to obstruct our perceptions, and
obscure their splendour. Alas! that criticism on the Arts
should, in England, be at its lowest ebb, precisely when a
National Gallery is forming, and when the operation of
sound criticism on the public Taste, is most wanted.

To see Pictures is to enjoy them. True: but then they
should be viewed by the mind’s eye. Then—as sings he
who “ rose to trath and moralised his song,”

“ God is paid when man receives:
To enjoy is to obey.”

But then man skould receive, or he cannot obey or enjoy:
in order to which he should read, mark, learn, and inwardly
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digest. Unjust criticisms, or bad copies of any kind from
such exemplary works as are contained in the National
Gallery—it may be thought by those who reflect but little,
are, m their consequences, only like bad editions of the
consecrated classics: they do no harm to the divine origi-
nals: they detract not from their great merits, and long
established fame.—But, no! that is not exactly the case.
They do the same injury to the reputation of the originals,
and subtract as much from the great benefits they are
capable of conferring, as would injudicious or mistaken
comments upon, or bad translations of, Homer or Virgil,
Eschylus or Sorhocles. They do the same harm that the
prevalence of blighting exhalations do to our vernal hopes
in May ; which hurt not the Sun, it is true ; but effectually
preclude us from enjoying his genial influence, precisely
when it would most benefit mankind.

Wherefore, with regard to ignorant and empirical pre-
tenders to picture criticism :—bold vocabulists, who imagine
that they may expediently dispense with truth, if they
have but semblance: or forego the real, if they possess
but the apparent—with regard to men, who (in the words
of the patriarch of old) “darken wisdom, by words without
knowledge””—I have not dissembled much; nor shall I
insidiousTy or hypocritically Fretend to quote scripture,
and say ¢ those whom I love, | rebuke and chasten.”” No.
1f I shall in any degree find myself fortunate enough to
rebuke and chasten those who rush into the temples of
Taste, where angels and hierophants tread cautiously, it
will have been because I love the Arts, and regard such
reckless individuals as I would false direction-posts, which
would conduct us into devious paths when we are seeking
the direct road to Zion, or the Parthenon; and which it
is, therefore, public duty either to remove or convert into
useful indices. He who sincerely loves the Arts, cannot
love also those who by specious semblances obstruct any
portioh of the social good they are capable of imparting.

When Lucian undertakes to plead in behalf of Rectitude
against certain pretended philosophers, he institutes a sort
of previous examination into his own e3uali{'ications and
motives. Philosophy herself is supposed to address him,
and the following dialogue takes place.

P. What is your profession? for that is a circumstance
I must be informed of. 0
c
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L. I am the declared enemy of all false prefence ; all
quackery ; all lies, and all puffing : I hate from the bottom
of my heart, all and every one who belongs to that infamous
tribe—as you know full well.

P. By Hercules! you follow a most invidious profes-
sion!

L. But too true. You see how many enemies I have
made by it, and to what perils I am obnoxious on that
account ; notwithstanding that I also carry on the clean
contrary profession: which consists in affection, with
equally fgreat diligence and industry; for I am a lover of
Truth, of Beauty, of undisguised Nature—in short, of every
thing thatis lovely. Unbappily, few there are upon whom
I ean put my talent of loving in practice: whereas those
who are qualified for hatred, are as thousands to one. 1
am, therefore, actually in danger of losing all my skill in
the former; but in the latter, of becoming more expert
than I desire.

P. No fear of that. For to love, and to hate, spring
Jfrom one and the same source: you are therefore wrong in
making two businesses of them, since, in fact, they are
only one. [This is probably the best illustration that is
anywhere extant of Dr. Johnson’s and Hazlitt’s avowal
of being “ good haters,” and the best explanation of the
paradox.]

L. That, O Philosophy! must be best known to you:
my business is to hate the bad, and to love and commend
. the good,—and that I stick to.

_P. Well: we are now come to the place appointed.
Here, under the portico of Minerva, will be the most con-
venient situation for our present affair.

Now, one may follow a classic exemplar without pre-
tending to vie with him in talent; and the portico of
Minerva is not impertinent to our present purpose:—on
the contrary, it is rather appropnate, since, although
Sculpture, Music, Poetry—every Art save Painting, has
an appropriate Muse ;—the manifestation of Nature, and
of intellect operating upon Nature—by means of form and
colour, is derived immediately from the Goddess of Wisdom
herself! Not that she used pigments and pencils (any
more than Miss Linwood) that we ever heard of. Her
fall of the Giants [the painter’s prototype] was embroidered,
as we are taught to believe. Pigments, pencils, and palette,
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are only the best mortal and terrestrial mode that has yet
been discovered, of imitating her immortal and celestial
example, She is, nevertheless, the inventress and patron
deity of the art of imitating visible objects by means of
form and colour, which is a true definition of Painting.—
But we are not at present called upon to pursue further
this antiquarian research into the classical origin of the
Art of the Painter.

Concerning the arrangement of this Catalogue, and the
. order of succession which it has been found eligible to
adopt—as something beyond mere cursory gratification
has been kept in view—Chronological sequence, as nearly
as attendant circumstances would admit—as I fancied that
this would best illustrate the progress of painting—has

uided me, with the exception of Coreggio’s “ School of

upid” and “ Ecce Homo!” which, coming too late for
this, have been placed among the Claudes,

In being more diffuse and particular than is now fashion-
able among “ graphic writers,” or picture-critics, I trust I
shall not be found to have digressed muck into unessential
matters ; or to have illustrated any of the great masters
into obscurity, as has been the reproach of some of Shak-
speare’s commentators. Should any of my readers of
superior taste and intelligence, say, Why are you thus
prolix in dwelling upon what we plainly see? Or, should
those who follow the picture-jokers, and look at such
works for mere momentary amusement, ask, Why these
numerous details, as if you were establishing facts upon
legal evidence? Why are you so tediously particular ?—I
should answer to both, Descriptive Catalogues are rather
for those who of themselves discern but little in pictures,
than for those who see much. Verily I say unto you, the
whole need not the Ehysicia.n.” Moreover, as we cannot
adapt the same book to the varying taste and knowledge
of our readers severally, we are necessarily constrained to
assume some kind of average in these respects, and endea-
vour to pitch our speculations and the information we
wish to impart, toward the level of that average. I may
have assumed it too high: or perhaps too low. But
before I proceed far with my concluding volume, I shall
probably be able (from some symptoms or other) to dis.
cover whether the judicious portion of my readers, are
[,east, or most, pleased with those criticisms of mine, which
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have run out to the greatest length—of which discovery, I
shall not fail to avail myself, so as to share the benefit
with those readers,

Most of the few technical words which I have had
occasion to employ—such as drawing, keeping, composition,
chiar-oscuro—are, I believe, generally, and familiarly un-
derstood, having been repeatedly and ably defined in
dictionaries and other booEs that have been long before
the public. Yet there are two terms of Art—character
and expression, that are very frequently confounded, not
merely in colloquial chat, but by those men of words, some
of whom affect to contemn ¢ the slang of the studio, and
conventional phrases of the chi]dren of St, Luke.” Con-
cerning these, it appears necessary, or at least not objec-
tionabfe, that I should submit a few sentences, which will,
at the same time, require me, in the way of illustration, to
treat of a picture or two in the National Gallery by Sir
Joshua Reynolds, apart from their chronological place and
claims ; which, as the Gallery does not yet contain any-
thing like a regular, orderly, series, will amount to no
unpardonable violation of the right that every artist, of
every age, may reasonably claim from those who minister
in the temple of Taste, to have his works regarded with a
general reference to the coexisting state of art at the era
of their production.

The friends, or conservators of the fame, of Sir Joshua—
should we lift a picture or two of his, into our Preface—
will have no great reason to take umbrage, if we state
that they afford us the most pertinent examples, or at
least the best subjects of experimental illustration, of the
terms which we wish to illustrate. The Gallery is suffi-
ciently rich in the works of this artist, for him to spare the
transposition of two heads, without detriment to that
closing part of our Catalogue, which will include our
estimate—or as much of it as we may feel called upon to
offer—of his professional merits, as compared with those
of his contemporaries of the eighteenth century. Reynolds
will still occupy an illustrious niche in our artistical pan-
theon.—With this exception, and that of the two recently
acquired Coreggio’s, I have adhered, as nearly as was
practicable, to the chronological order of sequence.
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AN OLD MAN’S HEAD IN PROFILF.
SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS.

IN conformity with the inscription beneath the pic-
ture, we have called this a profile: but it is not
exactly a profile, the face being somewhat averted,
It is nearly a side view, with the countenance and
eyes inclining upward, of a fine grey and grizzle-
headed old man—gaunt, bearded, and romanesque—
whom SirJoshua met with accidentally, a mendicant in
the street. The President, struck with the picturesque
character of his head, and its suitability for an histo-
rical work which he was probably contemplating at
the time, took him home, and painted from him—not
the present study alone, but various other views of
his remarkable countenance : and he afterward served
as the model for a head of Cartouche the robber, and
for that of Count Ugolino, in the picture which is so
much and so justly admired at Knole Park, and
which was not very long since exhibited, to the great
delight of the public, at the British Gallery.

We here behold the model draped ideally in dark
crimson; and it is not improbable that the work
before us is the very study which Reynolds first
painted of this sharp-featured, and seemingly ill-fed,
veteran—perhaps before he had settled the compo-
sition of his Ugolino, or made up his mind, whether
to introduce the old man en profile, or represent that
front view of his features on which he has super-
induced a sublime expression of utter hopelessness
melting into religious or philosophical resignation,
and carrying its meditations beyond this world: an
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expression which rivets the attention both of the
studious, and the careless, observer.

He who desires to engage in such study, may here
contemplate Sir Joshua’s model in the abstract, un-
modified by those temporal and external circumstances
of costume and passionate expression, which make all
the difference between a humble beggar; an incar-
cerated nobleman; and a resolute, if not ferocious,
bandit chief.

Comparing this head with the mezzotinto print of
¢ Cartouche,” or with Raimbach’s fine engraving
from the picture in the Dorset Collection, the studious
painter, or attentive connoisseur, perceives how the
hand and mind of the artist proceeded, in converting
the patient, enduring, but energetic, old mendicant,
into the stern and stratagestic robber, or the impri-
soned and despairing parent, unforsaken by fortitude
as his agonised sons perish miserably around him.

As there is allowed to be ¢ a pleasure in madness,
which none but madmen know;” so it is with con-
noisseurs in the Fine Arts: and it is principally to
such, or those who would become such, that I ad-
dress the few following paragraphs on that technical,
or critical, use of the terms ¢cHARACTER and EXPREs-
stoN, which, unless my intention slip from me, will
be found running through this volume, since I am
not likely to meet with much better illustrations
than the present head, and the remarkable physiog-
nomy of ¢ The Banished Lord,” which follows, with
some others in the National Gallery to which I shall
also advert, afford, of marking and fixing this neces-
sary distinction, once for all. If I should be found
employing terms of importance, loosely or vaguely,
it will be quite unintentional on my part. I could
wish to be regarded with a certain degree of critical
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accuracy throughout, even though I know that to
make this avowal may be expected to expose me to
strict observation—perhaps to severity. But of that
degree of intentness, and pleasurable accuracy of
observation, of which the sense of vision is but the
medium, which I am here inculcating, I shall not of
course complain, when it is justly exercised. I shall
neither have the wish, nor the skill, nor shall have
left myself the power.

Now, excepting in those unintelligent, no-meaning,
apathetic countenances, from which attention and
human interest incontinently avert themselves; there
is, in every cast of human features, more or less of
character, even when they are in a tranquil or placid
state. Character differs from erpression, therefore,
(with which it is not unfrequently confounded,) as
being only a passive capability of expressing—What?
—Passion, and the gentler Emotions. It does not
amount to erpression till it engages our sympathy
by actually and unequivocally denoting

“ Love, Hope, or Joy—fair Pleasure’s smiling train:
Hate, Fear, or Grief—the family of Pain :»

or some modifications, or mixture, of these.

Hence, persons of taste are not unfrequently heard
to say of such heads as the present, from the pencil
of Reynolds, or that of the Banished Lord which
shall follow ; or of Vandyck's Gevartius (which now
hangs very apropos for critical observation,) that they
are ‘ PREGNANT with meaning;” or, more colloqui-
ally, that they are “ full of character.”

And certainly there is something in this capability
of expressing, more impressively and profoundly inte-
resting—we had nearly written, than Beauty itself!
because human beauty cannot be mentally touching ;
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or (in the language of poetry) reach the heart, with-
out it. The arrows of Love are not barbed by mere
conventional beauty, but by individual peculiarity,
or lovely and inviting traits of character : a principle
which I have endeavoured to illustrate and exemplify
in my remarks on the chaste Susanna of Lodovico
Caracci. As regards the human face divine, the
essence of character is a sort of electric* fluid, which
—playing through the atmosphere of human affec-
tions—excites, thrills, and sparkles, as it unites mate-
rial loveliness with immateriality ; or mind with matter.
Eyes cannot “ rain influence,” or hope to be appointed
to judge or award ‘“ the prize of wit or arms,” without
partaking of this etherial essence. There is some-
thing therefore in character, entitling it to claim col-
lateral alliance with the sublime class of our improved
perceptions—something approximating to what we
esteem deific, or Godlike. Why?—Because power
without passion 1s deific, in all its manifestations.
But I expatiate perhaps unnecessarily; certainly
at some hazard, since all metaphysical speculations
are hazardous. To be more concise: Character is
that which is always present in a head which pos-
sesses this painter’s index or element—this pivot of
human interest—even in its quiescent state. Eapres-
sion, varying with externals, is only there when it is
incidentally called forth by the exciting circumstances
in which the mind and person of its possessor is
placed by present events. CHARACTER, as it respects
physignomy, resides principally in the stationary—
the solid, parts—or bones : ExPREssIoN, in the mus-
cles, or moveable parts. In the old beggar there is
more of character. In the Banished Lord, there is

* The chemical philosophers have lately satisfied us that
what is eleclric is also magnetic.
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a preponderance of expression. In both, these are
blended in their existence ; and the expression of the
latter, though not pure and simple enough to serve
as a perfect and pertinent elucidation of what I would
here explain, goes far towards it.

THE BANISHED LORD.
SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS.

Tuis picture (presented to the National Gallery by
the Rev. William Long) has been called ¢ The
Banished Lord.” It is so designated beneath a mez-
zotinto engraving of it, that was published some
years ago; and, as we deem, very pertinently;—
though not—as the printed catalogues, and other
publications, have stated—‘ on account of the me-
lancholy cast of the countenance.” The shade of
melancholy is but faint. No. It has been so deno-
minated because of the untrimmed beard ; the neg-
lected state of apparel, evidently put on under pros-
perous circumstances; and the general wild air of
the head. There is loftiness of pretension in the eye
and forehead ; and altogether, a sense of unjust treat-
ment, and an unsubdued spirit, is expressed in this
boldly painted bust—which is worthy of its place
in the National Collection, as an object of solitary
musing, and because of the congenial energy, which
there is both pleasure and profit in tracing, between
the style of art, and the subject which the artist has
here adopted. It appears not at all unlikely that
this, as well as the Old Man’s Head which we have
just passed, has bheen a study from Nature, done
whilst the materials for the historical picture of the
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Incarceration of Count Ugolino and his Family, were
collecting and concocting.

Something there is in the former of suffering—a
sort of tacit and reluctant acknowledgment—about
the mouth: and the space between the nose and
mouth (owing to the individual peculiarity of the
model,) seems somewhat more considerable than
symmetry, or perfect harmony of parts, would admit
of: but—as you gaze, cover up the mouth, and—
what do you perceive?! A clear open brow; a con-
sciousness of rectitude; a sensation of unjust suffer-
ing; a Regulus, or Caius-Marius-like air. Assuredly
it is a “ banished Lord.” It bears the character of
a man of noble mind, suffering under unjust expa-
triation, but not depressed by melancholy. On the
contrary—*‘ Godlike erect, in native honour clad,”—
there is that in his eye which proudly anticipates
triumphant return.

Of this vigorous head—speaking technically, and
with some reference to the definitions I have ven-
tured—I should say that it is elevated in character ;
and that the eapression is somewhat dissonant and
deteriorating. In the shape of the mouth there is
something, not merely unyielding, but rather brutally
so: and with this tinge of brutality, there is mingled
a reflex of mijsery. There is beside, a degree of
meanness in the formation of the, rather too small,
nose, which the mezzotinto engraver, who called it
a Banished Lord, has in some measure amended.
The character is altogether better in the print, than in
the picture. Though we cannot say of the Banished
Lord, as of Hamlet, '

“ Oh! what a noble mind is here o’erthrown,”

yet is it in some degree debased, although not sub-:
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dued. The noble mind has been coerced: acted
upon : but in as far as it retains its original purpose,
and power of reaction; it will vindicate its claims.
And this lofty consciousness of honour, almost un-
blemished, resides chiefly in the eyes and forehead.
The nose, (as is observed above,) is not so large and
significant as to harmonize with the open brow.

Howsoever mingled, or blended, in their pictorial
existence, I conceive that character and expression,
like compound colours, are susceptible of being traced
to their primary elements, and separately ascertained.
And concerning this point of the critical philosophy
of historical painting, my readers will perceive, by
what follows, that I have the honour of coinciding
with the latest and best historian of Italian Art.

¢ Critics have often expressed a wish (he says)
that these heads [of St. Cecilia and certain Madonnas,
from the pencil of Raphael] had possessed a more
dignified cHARACTER; and in this respect he was
perhaps excelled by Guido Reni; and however
engaging his children may be, those of Titian are
still more beautiful. His true empire was in the
heads of his men, which are portraits selected with
judgment, and depicted with a dignity proportioned
to his subject.

“ Lionardo was the first, as we shall see in the
Milanese school, to lead the way to deficacy of Ex-
PRESSION ; but that master, who painted so little, and
with such labour, is not to be compared to Raffaelle,
who possessed the whole quality in its fullest extent.
There is not a movement of the human soul—capable
of being expressed by art—that he has not caught,
expressed, and varied, in a thousand different ways,
and always within the bounds of propriety.

¢«¢ Nature had endowed him with an imagination
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which transported his mind to the scene of the event,
either fabulous or remote, on which he was engaged,
and awoke in him the very same emotions which the
subjects of such story must themselves have expe-
rienced ; and this vivid conception assisted him until
he had designed his subject with that distinctness
which he had either observed in other countenances,
or found in his own mind. This faculty, seldom
found in poets, and still more rarely in painters, no
one possessed in a more eminent degree than Raf-
faelle. His figures are passions personified: and
Love, Fear, Hope and Desire, Anger, Placability,
Humility or Pride, assume their places by turns as
the subject changes.

“ There is another delicacy of Eapression: and
this is the gradation of the Passions, by which every
one perceives, whether they are in their commence-
ment, or at their height, or in their decline. He had
observed their shades of difference in the intercourse
of life, and on every occasion he knew how to transfer
the result of his observations to his canvas.

¢ The smallest perceptible motion of the eyes, of
the nostrils, of the mouth, and of the fingers, corres-
ponds to the chief movements of every passion ; the
most animated and vivid actions discover the violence
of the passion that excites them; and, what is more,
they vary in innumerable degrees, without ever de-
parting from Nature, and conform themselves to a
diversity of cHARACTER without ever risking pro-
priety.”—Roscoe’s Translation.

Thus far Lanzi. From the head of Rembrandt's
Hebrew Adultress, though it be small, some illustra-
tive light is thrown on the object of our present
inquiry. Here, though the character is unelevated,
the contrite exrpression is exceedingly to the purpose.
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And, without forgefting that we bave already referred
the reader to Reynolds's Ugolino as a pertinent
itlustration of expression, when eompared with the
srimpassioned CHARACTER of the same head: we may
also, since our recent acquisition of the Londonderry
treasures of Art, refer him to Coreggio’s extraordi-
nary heads of the Madonna and of Jesus Christ:
the former as the finest example probably in the
world, of the true expression of overwhelming ma-
ternal sorrow—so true that it makes the work of
most other artists look but like grimace in the com-
parison : the latter as a super-eminent and exquisite
instance, expressing with supreme resignation, bound-
less and divine philanthropy triumphing over human
suffering, together with all other temporal considera-
tions ; and discriminating and denoting deific power,
by its placid elevation above human passion. The
expression of latent power, though it be—as it can
only be—but delicately indicated, is always more
sublime than that of power in action, as respects the
human face divine; because, of the latter we seem
to behold the limit, while of the former, as we do
not, it partakes of the infinite and ineffable.

This fine head affords a more pertinent and satis-
factory example of sublime expression superinduced
on divinely elevated character, than is to be met
with elsewhere in the National Gallery—or out of it,
I should perhgps have ventured to add, were I not
restrained by the reflection that those critics who
have not visited Italy, must seem deficient in privi-
lege to write thus positively on such a topic. Pro-
fessor Phillips has brought us home, a head copied
by himself from one of Michael Angelo’s Sibyls, by
which it evidently appears that the engravings pub-
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lished after this exemplary original, are far—very
far, from conveying an adequate idea of its grandeur.
It is at once so mystical and prophetic in its expres-
sion, that a poet would almost swear Pope must have
been sitting before it when he commenced his Messiah
—s0 admirably does it express the sentiment “ Rapt
into future times:” and this sentiment is mot—like
Rembrandt's expression of contrition—superinduced
on a common frail female; but on a chaste Cassan-
dra-like character of feminine energy that is in com-
plete accordance with it.

The reader will probably pardon, if he should not
approve, the rather long, but I trust not imperti-
nent, illustration from Lanzi, and from the practice
and discrimination of Raphael—in the productions
of whose pencil we are as yet so comparatively poor—
of the technic or proper use of two terms of Art,
which by cursory critics and observers are so fre-
quently confounded.

I have further to apologize for & short repetition or
two, the same ideas having incontinently recurred to
me in treating of similar matters, but where a more
thorough paced writer than myself would have studi-
ously avoided the employment of the same words. 1
believe the chief of these is the re-introduction of
those fine, original, and expressive, verses from the
pen of Keats, where Wisdom and Truth hath met
together, and Taste and Philosophy have kissed each
other, which I could not forbear to adopt as a general
motto, although I had previously quoted them in the
body of my volume. I must trust to their pertinence
to plead my excuse. J. L.
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JESUS CHRIST ARGUING IN THE SYNAGOGUE.

(DESIGNED AND PROBABLY PAINTED BY)

LIONARDO DA VINCIL

THis admirable, and carefully preserved picture, has
generally been designated ¢ Christ disputing with
the Doctors;” and more recently ¢ Christ reasoning
with the Pharisees.” But the Saviour is here repre-
sented as too old for that first-recorded manifestation
of his divine powers, which it will be remembered
took place at the age of twelve years, when his
mother, after three days’ search, discovered her son
in the Temple of Jerusalem disputing with the Rab-
bin. He has here attained to manhood ; and as his
auditors do not seem like conceited, self-important
hypocrites—such as were the Pharisees—but rather
like a miscellaneous assemblage, some of whose
minds, at least, may be supposed to be open to
conviction, we have ventured to entitle the picture
as above, Jesus Christ arguing in the Synagogue, to
which he was used occasionally to resort, as we learn
from the text, “ When he was come into his own
country, (of Nazareth,) he taught them in the Syna-
gogue, insomuch that they were astonished ! and said
one to another, Whence hath this man his wisdom,
and his mighty works?”” If the picture be meant to
B
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illustrate any particular text, (as probably it is,) it
appears to be that which we have cited above from
St. Matthew, the Saviour having evidently attained to
manhood, and his audience being miscellaneous.

There are who suppose, from the action of his
hands, that Lionardo intended we should understand
that his Christ was here explaining the mystery of
the Holy Trinity : but, as logicians who would steer
clear of any dangerous dilemma, do not unfrequently
employ their fingers thus methodically as they pro-
ceed in their demonstrations, it is submitted that
Jesus Christ arguing in the Synagogue (at Nazareth)
will on the whole prove a preferable title to either of
those which are mentioned above.”

The countenances of those who are listening to
the divine Teacher—at least three out of the four
who are here depicted—exhibit more attention, than
pertinacity. The nearest of the bearded elderly
figures, holds up his hand with the thumb and finger

_elevated, as if noting some passage or expression in
the argument adduced, on which he wishes for
further information, or concerning which he reserves,
and will offer, some objection. The front-faced figure
beyond him, who seems pondering, is perhaps in-
tended for-one of the sect of Sadducees who pro-
fessed to disbelieve the immortality of the soul, but
whose faith may well be supposed to be a little
shaken by what he hears: he is evidently an atten-
tive, and an unprejudiced, listener.

Concerning the defects of the picture :—The sha-
dows of the flesh are perhaps too brown for Nature;
yet, from this obscurity, the lights derive a degree of
brilliancy. The bearded figure who wears the frontlet,
has no Hebrew text or adage displayed on it, such as



IN THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 3

were at the time common on the phylacteries of the
Pharisees, and such as Rubens, with due attention
to costume, has introduced in his ‘“ Woman detected
in Adultery,” and as Raphael has hinted at in his
cartoon of Ananias and Sapphira; and the jewelled
bosom-border of the vest, in which Christ is habited,
is perhaps in its pattern too Milanese and Cingue-
cento, and, studded as it is with rubies and other
precious gems, is too rich in ornament, for the humble
birth and terrestrial pretensions of the son of Joseph
the carpenter. But these are trifles—hypercriticisms

perhaps—

“ Errors, like straws, upon the surface flow :
He who would search for pearls must dive below.”

All the heads introduced, including that of Jesus
Christ himself, appear to be portraits of individuals,
very little, if at all, idealised. The Christ is meek,
unassuming, beneficent, far removed from the faintest
shade of human arrogance: his eyes tell of divine
intelligence ; his hair is parted over his forehead
conformably to ancient and accredited descriptions
of his person; and Da Vinci has boldly dispensed
with the customary halo, or head-encircling light,
which, among the Italian saint-painters and their
patrons, having previously been regarded as the con-
ventional sign of sacredness or divinity, had spared
the Cimabues and Giottos the trouble of writing,
and the majority of their contemporaries the greater
trouble of reading, ¢ This is a saint.” Relying, like
any other professed teacher of wisdom, on the simple
truths he unfolded, and in no degree presuming on
the sacredness of his own character and mission,

Lionardo’s Christ has a noble amplitude of forehead,
B2
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a well-formed nose, and in the tout cnsemble of his
countenance there is a decided and considerable
advancement from the art of preceding ages toward
that ineffability which belongs to the mild, and
passionless, and peaceful, energies of Jesus Christ;
yet, as he is here the speaker, his lips should surely
have been apart. This closed mouth is a more im-
portant defect in the picture, than either of those
which we have intimated above: and, on the whole,
critics will perhaps, after due acknowledgment of
its merits, deem this face to be somewhat deficient in
divine elevation of character, although exquisitely
wrought up in respect of light, shade, colour, and
careful blandishment.

Notions of pictorial abstractions, central forms,
and ideal beauty, such as have resounded through
the academies of Europe during the last century,
had not during the age of Da Vinci begun, or were
but just beginning, to disclose themselves. All that
an artist sought, was to select and combine those
features or passages of Nature which were best suited
to any given historical or poetical occasion: more
than which is not here attempted.

Of the possible painted and sculptured heads of
Jesus Christ, I have formerly written that they could
only be exalted above those of all individual men,
by possessing what is common to all good men in
character and expression: but I am now uncertain
whether such a compound abstraction be practicable
in Art: whether, if it be, it would appear at once
human and deific; or excite the exalted, yet humble
and meek, idea which attaches to the character of
Christ.

Such ideas, however, did begin to obtain among
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the artists of Italy soon after the era of the resur-
rection of the Antique Sculpture. Wondering how
the Greeks could have attained to such superlative
beauty and grandeur as are displayed in their works,
the then modern artists sought for it in theory, and
credulously listened to the stories of Phidias copying
Homer, rather than Nature, in modelling his Olympian
Jupiter; to that of the six selected beauties who are
said to have sat to Zeuxis for his Helen: and, to the
modern prevalence of this supposed, and perhaps
real, ancient creed, we owe the Jesus Christ of
Poussin, resembling a youthful Jupiter, and the still
more abstracted or generalised Saviour of Coreggio
and the Caraccii, which is perhaps better than Da
Vinci’s, Michael Angelo’s, Poussin’s, or even Ra-
phael’s—with the exception of his beatified and
deific head of the transfigured Saviour, which is so
Jjustly admired.

But the opinions on this point, as well as the prac-
tice of the ancients, is desirable. Now it sometimes
happens that a single phrase of a good writer, lets us
into the knowledge of a principle; and—that the
critical literature of the ancients, as well as their
Fine Art—or, at least, that some of its professors,
as well as some of the moderns, were possessed with
the notion of ideal forms, if not of their superiority
over those of selected nature; and the practicability
of rendering them perceptible to sense—we may
gather from the learned Proclus’ mention of “ brain-
born images.” '

Reynolds, however, unhesitatingly promulgated,
expanded, and enforced, the principle of exploring
central forms through means of ideal and pictorial
abstractions, but has, notwithstanding, virtually coun-
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tervailed his own and Du Fresnoy’s doctrine, by
showing, in another part of his writings, that the
theoretic power of generalising, was in fact selection
from Nature, and not any mental elaboration of her
essence. The reason, he says, why a botanist, or a
naturalist, in quest of botanic beauty, throws aside
all those leaves and flowers which are marked by
individual imperfections, and dwells with rapture on
such as, by retaining the generic form, are free from
these individualities, is precisely the same as the
artist’s; ergo, the painter has only to select, like
the botanist. And since the importation of the Elgin
marbles, and as the casts made by Mr. Chantrey from
Wilson the black, were so justly admired, and ad-
mired because they resembled the best Greek sculp-
ture, this faith has generally prevailed amongst artists
and connoisseurs. That it will finally and perma-
nently obtain, it would, in the present state of our
knowledge and experience, be presumptuous either
to pronounce or deny.

If the present head of Jesus Christ was copied
from the best model Lionardo had been able to select
from the portion of nature with which he was ac-
quainted, our wonder should perhaps cease at his not
being satisfied with its fitness for his more capital
work of the Last Supper, at his consequent delay
and hesitation, and at his finally leaving that head
unfinished. But if our wonder ceases, our regret
must begin ; so much is there about this fine coun-
tenance of that mild but divine ineffability which is
appropriate to the Salvator Mund: ; though certainly
it would have been too youthful for the Last Supper
—that is quite obvious.

While we regret the omission, we admire the
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susceptible and refined feeling which occasioned it.
It would appear that at the time of painting his
chef d'ouvre, a certain delicacy of taste, an appre-
hensiveness of offending the Divine Majesty of per-
fect Art, had fallen as a veil before his faculties, so
far as concerned his practical talent, or had for the
time, borne down the ambition of his professional
energies; for his Battle of the Standard, evinces that
on other occasions such energies were not wanting
to Da Vinci.

Some modification of the same delicacy, pervades
the present performance. In execution it far tran-
scends all preceding and contemporaneous art; the
forms of the details of an historical picture (with the
trifling exceptions which are mentioned above) had
nowhere else been so pure : and though three centuries
and a half have elapsed since it was painted, we
nowhere see the half tints of flesh more successfully
incorporated with the warmer carnations, or draperies
more ably cast, or more richly coloured, or wrought
up to such high-toned, yet sober, harmony.

The public are indebted for this exemplary work
to the munificence of the late Rev. W. H. Carr, into
whose possession it came from the Aldobrandini
Collection, which circumstance of itself appears to
denote originality. On the other hand, Mr. Ottley
states, that it ¢ was the opinion of the Milanese
painters whom he met with at Rome, that it was
done, with the help of Lionardo’s drawings, by one
of a numerous school of skilful artists formed by him
during his long residence at Milan.”

Need we add that we do not attach so much
weight to this vague opinion of the modern Milanese,
as if Mr. Ottley had published it as the opinion
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formed by himself ; because we believe that he would
not have hazarded such an opinion, without iunsti-
tuting the necessary comparisons, whilst residing in
the land, and among the works, of Lionardo da
Vinei.

THE CONVERSION OF ST. PAUL.
(PERHAPS BY)

ERCOLE OF FERRARA.

THE beginnings, should not be mistaken for the ends,
of Art. Early and elaborate works, where the pro-
fessor, dim-sighted to higher attainments, felt partly
trammelled by what was then conventional; and
partly at liberty to excel his predecessors and com-
peers by more laborious attention to the minuti® of
nature than those predecessors and compeers had
been able to display, are valuable as links, in con-
catenating the historical progress of Painting, without
which the chain would necessarily be broken and .
imperfect. But, apart from this latter consideration,
and viewed simply as pictures, these early perform-
ances are so inferior to works of subsequent produc-
tion, that they call for indulgence and toleration,
rather than appeal to any loftier sentiment.

A collection consisting entirely of such curiosities
of Painting, must oppress the pictorial sense, or
restrict it to the superstition of art, and the art of
superstition : but in the National Gallery, placed as
are these early productions of the Italian schools, and
more particularly that of Ferrara, not far from the
works of Rubens and Poussin, the juxta-position has
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no useless influence upon our contemplations or our
enjoyment. We can afford a few moments attention
to elaborate gilding and enamelling ; to extreme ex-
actitude and toylike littleness ; and to the legendary
lore which once had the authority of gospel truth.
While our self gratulations are thus honestly called
forth, such a sprinkling of prosaic, or rather illiterate,
painter’s work—

“ Mocking the art with colours idly spread ”—

does not abate, but rather enhances, our reverence for
the poetry of painting. To quote from a forgotten
book—as we do not quarrel with Gower or Chaucer,
because they have not the elegant perspicuity and
polish of Pope, so we tolerate in these ancient works
certain imperfections which are now palpable, but
which were not palpable at the times when their
authors lived; and regard them rather as resulting
from the absence of knowledge, than the usurpations
of ignorance, or the determinations of thought—
always contemplating or interpreting them with a
reference to the coexisting state of public taste and
information, at the several times when they were
respectively produced. Meanwhile we cannot but
think there is something illiberal, and even morbid,
in that taste, or connoisseurship (of which however
the instances are far less numerous than formerly),
which confines its appreciation and restricts its affec-
tions to those old and immature works, and will not
condescend to look at any thing modern, or will affect
condescension upon such occasions. It is not, how-
ever, necessary to dwell upon a mistaken preference
which punishes itself.

Whether this Conversion of St. Paul be from the
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pencil of Ercole of Ferrara, appears to be somewhat
doubted, but there is no doubt that it is an early
production of the Ferrarese school. Ercole Grandi
(which latter was the patronymic name of this artist)
flourished, from the middle till toward the close of the
fifteenth century; studied under Lorenzo Costa of
Ferrara, and soon learned to excel his master. He
first became famous at Bologna, where, according to
Lanzi, he produced a work which Albano has pro-
nounced * equal to Mantegna, Pietro Perugino, or
any artist who professed the modern antique style;
nor perhaps did any boast a touch altogether so soft,
harmonious, and refined. He painted to advance
the art, and spared neither time nor expense to attain
his object, employing seven years on his fresco his-
tories at St. Peter’s, and five more in retouching
them when dry—but this was only at occasional
intervals.

¢ In the chapel of Garganelli, Ercole painted, on
one side, the Death of the Virgin; and on the other,
the Crucifixion of Christ; nor did he produce, in
such a variety, any one head like another. He also
added a novelty in his draperies, a knowledge of
foreshortening ; and to his heads such an expression
of passionate grief (says Vasari) as can scarcely be
conceived. The soldiers are finely executed, with
the most natural and appropriate action that any
figures up to that time had displayed.”

“ Many years ago, when this chapel was taken
down, as much as possible of Ercole’s painting was
preserved and placed on the wall of the Tanara
palace, where it may still be seen. It is, indeed, his
master-piece, and one of the most excellent that
appeared in Italy during his time, in which the artist
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seemed to have revived the example of Isocrates, who
devoted so many years to the polish of his celebrated
Panegyric.”

“ His picture of the Woman taken in Adultery,
used to be pointed out in the Pitti palace for a work
of Mantegna. For the rest his paintings are ex-
tremely rare, as he did not survive beyond his fortieth
year, during which period he painted with the caution
of a modest scholar, more than with the freedom of a
master *.”

On some points here is certainly resemblance, and
on others none, between this description of Grandi’s
style of art, and the picture before us. The resem-
blance is with regard to the careful labour and revisal
he hestowed on his work, his timidity, and his want
of masterly freedom and vigorous cogitation. But
Albano never could have thought this Conversion of
St. Paul, equal to Andrea Mantegna—a bold and
energetic artist; nor Lanzi, that its author painted to
advance the art, but rather to retard it, unless it be a
much earlier work than its apparent freshness appears
to proclaim.

Mr. Ottley thinks, that “ from the magnificence of
Saul’s armour, and the great number of his armed
attendants, the picture, were it not for the figure of
Christ in the clouds, might be supposed to represent
the overthrow of the army of Sennacherib, rather
than the conversion of the apostle of the Gentiles;”
and there is much truth in the assertion, as well as
some pleasantry in the equivoke : neither needs the
figure of Jesus Christ to render this construction
exceptionable; because the destruction of the Assyrian

* Lanzi’s First Epoch of the School of Ferrara, vol. v. on the
aunthority of Barufaldi.
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host requires, or at least admits, the presence of such
a supernatural apparition in the clouds.

The performance before us, which Mr. Carr
obtained from the Aldobrandini Collection, certainly
looks like a work done under the cloud of ignorance
that overshadowed those middle ages which preceded
the resurrection of the antique, and the Italian avatur
of poetry ; and rather like a crowded map of Saint
Paul’s conversion, than like a picture of that subject—
there being no expression of space, nor much of the
conversion of a sinner to a saint: and the distant
groves and suburbs of Damascus, or of Jerusalem
(whichsoever be meant) appearing scarcely further
from the spectator’s eye, than the Christ-stricken per-
secutor, or proselyte, on the foreground.

The scriptural text from which it is ostensibly
taken, is rather obscured, than illustrated, by this
picture. Here is not the least sign or symptom of
counversion on the part of Saul, who looks a little
stupified indeed, but neither blinded, nor illumined
with sudden and heaven-sent conviction. The sacred
scribe informs us, that * suddenly there shone round
about Saul a light from heaven, and that he heard
thence a voice.” Now here is no such supernatural
light; and though sound cannot be painted, yet a
celestial verbal announcement may be indicated —as
painters of genius have sometimes shewn us. On the
present depicted occasion, if a voice,—an articulate
voice,—might be fancied to proceed from Heaven,
it could not possibly be heard by St. Paul, or any
person else present in this assemblage, on account of
the numerous voices on earth ; for almost all the nearer
figures have their mouths wide open. Is the moment
here chosen, that when the Saviour demands of his



IN THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 13

incipient proselyte, why he persecuted him? Or is
it that of immediate after occurrence, when Saul,
instead of a direct reply, evades the question by
asking another, namely, ‘“ Who art thou, Lord?”
In either case,—so many of the companions of the
apostle, all with open mouths, exclaiming at once,
destroys the effect, and deviates from the scripture,
which mentions no more of oral communion than a
dialogue, the two colloquists being Jesus Christ and
Saul ; and does not imply the presence of so numer-
ous a company as we here behold.

The mouth which the painter should have repre-
sented open, is closed : those which he should have
represented closed, are open. I wonder that the
Italian churchmen did not perceive this indecorum,
and call upon Ercole to amend his reading, as they
did upon Daniel de Volterra to accommodate with
small clothes, the rising saints and sinners of Michael
Angelo ; for it is in the very teeth of the scripture,
which expressly says, ¢ The men which journeyed
with him, stood speechless.” Again, Jesus Christ is
indeed here depicted, but with his mouth shut,
although he should have been the sole speaker. He
is introduced in a common-place, theatrical, sort of
cloud above ; but, otherwise, here is no manifestation
of miracle, or aught else, below, than a display of
military foppery and other trivial prettinesses of cos-
tume, effected by means of a “ prodigal use of minute
ornament, gold, and fine colours,” to the neglect of
considerations of real grandeur.

The future apostle of Jesus Christ to the Gentiles,
here wears an embossed and superbly plumed helmet,
fit for a pageant; and, like some of his attendants, a
suit of variegated armour, that might with some pro-
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priety have made its appearance in that magnificent
triumphal procession of the Emperor Maximilian,
which Albert Durer has immortalised. Indeed the
work altogether, looks more a production of Wolge-
muth (who was Durer's master) than of Italian
origin.

The caparisoned white horse, from which the per-
secutor, who had ‘‘ breathed forth threatenings and
slaughter against the disciples,” has been dismounted,
looks not only suffering, but pleading, or imploring for
mercy ; for, like the human figures, he is painted with
his mouth wide open: and assuredly, with as good
reason as the ass of Balaam, he might inquire,
¢ Wherefore hast thou smitten me?” The painter,
in our humble opinion, had better have avoided this
inuendo, since there is no scriptural authority for
it, and have forborne to plunder Homer and the
Pentateuch.

In truth, we can scarcely make out what point of
time the artist has chosen, or has intended to choose;
but it is quite clear that he has missed the critical,
pregnant, and important, moment, which it was his
first duty to have selected, when ¢ suddenly there
shined round about him a light from heaven, and he
JSell to the earth, and heard a voice,” all of which
were of simultaneous occurrence, and none of which
are here depicted—neither the light, the voice, nor
the earth-stricken offender.

But neither is the time chosen that of dawning
conversion, when the proselyte inquires, “ Lord,
what wilt thou have me to do?” for the Lord answered
and said unto him, “ Arise, and go into the city;”
and here, though Saul is speaking, he is already
upon his legs.
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The horses introduced, are very indifferently drawn;
and so are the human extremities: nor are the cha-
racters of their countenances much better. That of
Jesus Christ is any thing but divine; neither could
we have guessed who it was intended for, but for the
clouds and the halo of glory which surrounds it. A
naked figure, or naked bodied figure, is improperly
introduced among the companions of Saul, which
has no other effect than to show how indifferently
the author of this performance could reason, and could
paint a human back.

As a whole, whoever painted the present picture,
we may dismiss it as the production of a laborious,
solicitous, unreflecting, and servile mind, without
genius, and apparently brought up to Painting as a
drudgery and a business; and probably entertaining
so little notion even of the nature of excellence in
that liberal art, or of the nature of the miracle of
St. Paul’s conversion, as reluctantly to waste on this
subject, the time and talent that would with more of
homogeneous enjoyment have painted for Madam
Watersouchy the most perfect fillet of veal that ever
made the mouth of man to water.

HOLY FAMILIES.

NoTtHING can more evidently show how inexhaustible
are the stores of Art, when Nature, as it ought, is
regarded as at once their archetype and treasury, than
the numerous hosts of Holy Families which have
issued from the studios of the artists of the continent,
for, notwithstanding that their numbers are without
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number, we find no two of them alike or bearing
any very near resemblance. Glory be to human
nature! Home, and the domestic charities which
constitute home, bubble up around the sacred and
perennial fountain whence all these are drawn. Yes;
all these divine compositions are transcripts of the
best passages of human nature; nor, but for the
painters, and their instructive productions, might we
have known that this source,—so simple in its primary
elements,—was inexhaustible, and that neither Art,
“ nor Custom, could stale its infinite variety.”

We have half a dozen Holy Families here in the
National Gallery; but a single one of which, in
point of conception of the subject, will bear compa-
rison with that charming Madonna and the Holy
Infants, by Annibal Caracci, which, though not in
our metropolitan collection, is well known from the
masterly engraving, by Bartolozzi, that was published
here many years ago, under the denomination of
“ Silence:” a work which is so far from being con-
cocted according to a prescribed set of rules, such as
have been asserted to govern (but which did not
govern) the practice of the Caraccii, that it seems
purely dictated by Nature, and original feeling—and
of the most delightful kind too.

But why do we mention here what is not in the
Gallery? Because it collaterally appertains to our
subject; and because we deem the Caraccii, and
particularly Annibal, to have been subjected to un-
generous treatment by more than the Cardinal Far-
nese. His Holy group seems as much a spontaneous
emanation of Nature, or of the artist’s untrammelled
fancy, as any work of art whatever that is at present
within our recollection ; whereas, the Holy Families
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of the National Gallery, with that solitary exception
which is alluded to above, are to be admired, alas!
chiefly—not entirely—on account of their technical
merits : not that these also do not emanate from fine
and original feeling on the part of the artist. The
distinction we wish to preserve here is, that Annibal
Caracci, in the instance of his Madonna and Sleeping
Saviour, manifests a more lofty and exquisite con-
ception of the divine character and nature of his
subject, than those masters of whom we are about to
treat. Some of these productions, however, are most
extraordinary works, considering the early period at
which they were produced, particularly— ’

THE HOLY FAMILY;

OR, VISITATION OF SAINT ELIZABETH ; BY

ANDREA DEL SARTO.

WaicH must have been painted somewhere about the
year 1515, when Giorgione had not attained to his
meridian altitude, and Titian was scarcely above the
horizon. _

Vasari, with too little reflection and discrimination,
says of this artist, that for perfectly understanding
the principles of chiaroscuro, for representing the
indistinctness of objects in shadow, and for painting
with a sweetness truly natural, he was the most fault-
less of the Florentine painters: Lanzi, with somewhat
more truth, adds, that he was modest, elegant, and
endued with sensibility, and that he impressed this
character on Nature whenever he employed his

pencil : but Baldinucci honestly adds (what is con-
c
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firmed by the present work), that ¢ he was deficient
in that elevation of conception which constitutes the
epic in painting as well as in poetry.”

With the exception of the first, these remarks are
all exemplified in the picture before us; the technical
merits of which are surprising, when we consider the
early period at which it was produced ; and, notwith-
standing that more than three centuries have since
elapsed, it is still, in several respects, an exemplary
study for an historical painter, and an interesting
one to the connoisseur: to the former, because it
contains some passages of inimitable beauty ; to both,
because its merits and defects are so obvious, that
almost the least experienced student may perceive
them.

The subject is not strictly a Holy Family, though
it be so termed in the Catalogues, St. Joseph being
absent from the domestic group. It is simply a sup-
posed visit from St. Elizabeth to the Madonna, during
our Saviour's infancy, she being accompanied by her
son, the infant Baptist, who is very properly repre-
sented as about six months older than the infant
Christ.

The characters of the two mothers, as here depicted,
are unworthy of their scriptural importance, more
especially that of Elizabeth, who has an African
complexion, with—we were about to write—Italian
features ; but her sharp lips, large cheek bone, and
the whole contour of her countenance, give us to
understand that she is rather adopted from some
production of Lucas of Leyden, or Albert Durer of
Nuremberg, who had about this time attracted the
attention of Europe by their paintings and engravings.
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We willingly grant that there is an unpretending
simplicity about this countenance, and that it is not
much to be quarrelled with on the score of age;
but, since St. Elizabeth was the wife of a ministering
priest of the great temple at Jerusalem, she was at
least entitled to an aspect somewhat more dignified.
We have a cartoon of this subject at the Royal
Academy, from the hand of Da Vinci, wherein the
head of St. Elizabeth shows how much that great
artist was of our opinion. The foot, too, of Elizabeth
is a trifle too small; and, considering that she was of
higher rank in Hebrew society than St. Mary, should
surely have been graced with a sandal.

The head of the Madonna is better than that of
Elizabeth, yet far from being elevated or divine.
There would be something about it of appropriate
serenity and sedateness, were not the eyes unnaturally
dark in the crystalline humour. It is in fact (we
believe) the portrait of Signora Lucretia Venucchi,
the wife of the artist,* who led her husband a miser-
able life, and perhaps insisted upon the honour of
sitting for his Madonnas, for they all appear with
the same face, save and except that the Madonna de/
Sacco (of which there is a large engraving by Bar-
tolozzi, and another by Morghen) is very superior to
the rest. The signora was very arbitrary, and had
rendered poor Andrea so completely subservient to
her views, that she recalled him from the French
court at a critical period of his life, and in violation
of a compact he had entered into to paint for

* The appellation of del Sarfo was merely a nick name,
originating among his juvenile acquaintance, from the circum-
stance of his father being a failor, but it gradually superseded
his family name of Venucchi.

c2



20 . CATALOGUE OF PICTURES -

Francis I. The Madonna is distinguished by a faint
circlet of golden light surrounding her head.

The infant St. John is the best, and by far the
best, figure of the group. He has brought with him
his labelled and symbolical cross, which lies before
him on the ground, and receives its due portion of
light; while his characteristic camel-skin garment is
delicately hinted at, the painter having employed a
certain portion of it to bring forth his figure with
the better emphasis. Thus accompanied, the infant
Baptist appears before us as the proclaimer of ¢ the
Lamb of God, that taketh away the sins of the
world!” and what is more, he really looks as if Ais
mind were dilating with the dawn of his divine
mission. It is as though sublimity blended itself
with beauty. The young Baptist approaches the
incipient Saviour with infantile curiosity, mingled
with a degree of admiration and awe warming into
prophetic enthusiasm, that is extremely pertinent,
while it abundantly justifies the praise of Lanzi, that
the mind of del Sarto was elegant, endued with sen-
sibility, and empowered to impress this character on
Nature. Here is the eloquence of art! The Gallery
contains nothing finer of the kind than this bust;
and we might seek long, even among the Infants of
Georgione, Titian, Raphael, or any other of the con-
temporaries of Andrea del Sarto, before we meet with
its superior. Coupled with the action of his right
arm (which, by the way, is a trifle too short and
small), it is as if, at the first sight of the Saviour, gales
from Eden bestowed on his infantile precursor “a
momentary bliss,” and he was prompted by inspiration
to pronounce the emphatic announcement of his
divine mission, ¢ Behold the Lamb of God!” And,
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notwithstanding all that is expressed, and all that is
so eloquently suggested, still the character of this
fine countenance is perfectly infantile. We have
somewhere read of “ child-worship”—The painter
has here presented us with the outward and visible
sign of child-worship,—or the sentiment which imme-
diately precedes it.

Had this silent poetry been carried onward to its
proper acmé, which should have been the counte-
nance of the Saviour himself; had the same sensi-
bility to the sacred sound of “ glad tidings” been at
least - germinating there (even at the risk of the
imputation of prematurity) ; could we but have traced
even but what the patriarch Job calls the earliest
glancings of the dawn, to have shown that the day-
spring of Salvation /had visited us, the picture would
have been a miracle of art, worthy of its divine
subject, worthy to hold a place, not only in the
National Gallery of Great Britain, but an eternal
place in the pictorial recollections of the tasteful, and
an illustration of our motto. But here the artist,
excepting in manual execution, has fallen off, and
lost himself. It would seem as if the resistless
Signora had net only stipulated for herself, but had
further insisted upon one of her own curly-poled
‘bambinoes being introduced as the Saviour of man-
kind. There is, in short, nothing at all Deific, either
in the character or action of the Divine Infant.

Doubtless he is meant to be highly delighted ; but
he is actually laughing aloud, which is mere tem-
poral coarseness, and cannot be regarded as worthy
of the occasion ; and he points in a manner which it
is difficult to understand as not intended to be jeer-
ingly, at the old woman,
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Nor do the imperfections of the picture end here.
The composition cuts everywhere against a sky
which is somewhat raw and gloomy, in a liney and
disagreeable manner, betraying the immaturity of at
least this species of artistical knowledge. But, viewed
apart from this circumstance, by those who can so
abstract and conduct their attention, the picture is a
capital piece of colouring. The dark red vest, the
blue robe, and the mantle of the Madonna, brown of
a purplish hue, are of the depth and richness of
Titian’s loom. Ample and flowing in their forms,
they constitute broad masses of obscurity, which
bring forth and sustain the flesh tints of the infants
with the utmost perspicuity and beauty. Elizabeth
wears a white hood, and a yellow robe, which robe
is cast in the grandest style of drapery forms.

But the carnation tints, and the full and round
forms of the children, thus brought forth into warm
breadths of light, are admirable. They can scarcely
be too highly commended. Juicy, and Giorgio-
nesque, and abounding in blandishment and variety,
there seems just enough of neutral grey and brown
woven into the warmer lights, to enrich them in the
utmost degree that is compatible with the ostensible
imitation of Nature : and though exquisitely finished,
they betray not the faintest signs of vain labour, or
of labour at all ; for even their crisped auburn hair,
which is very carefully and dexterously pencilled, is
touched with consummate taste, while it is entirely
free from redumdancy of manual display. Of the
modest art which becomes charming by innocently
hiding itself in its own merits, the painting of these
Divine Infants affords a fine specimen, subject, how-
ever, to the deduction which is mentioned above.
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- Reading over what we have written, we perceive
that we have not noticed that distant roofing of
cottages seen betwixt the stems of some sapling wil-
lows, bounding the landscape on the right; a trifle
this : they may easily be supposed to be the humble
residence of the carpenter of Nazareth. Further,
we perceive that we have not said quite enough of
the unostentatious and gratifying facility with which
Andrea handles his pencils. It may be noticed in
many passages, but no where more particularly or
successfully than in the oleaginous markings of that
right hand of Elizabeth, which is placed on the side
of her little sainted son, as if in the act of intro-
ducing him, with precisely that degree of maternal
solicitude that appears proper to the occasion. That
aged hand is drawn with an air of spontaneous
felicity that is much to be enjoyed by a tasteful eye.
Neither Michael Angelo, of whose style it reminds
us, nor any other Angelo, could have done it better.

THE HOLY FAMILY VISITED BY ST. ELIZABETH
AND ST. JOHN.

LODOVICO MAZZOLINI OF FERRARA.

THis is another of the curiosities of reviving art, and
the style in which it is painted corresponds so essen-
tially with Lanzi’s description of that of Mazzolini,
as to place its ascription to that artist beyond all
question.

After clearing his earlier biography of certain
doubts, the Abaté proceeds to state, « that he did not
excel in large figures, but possessed very rare merit
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in those on a smaller scale” (which of course is to be
understood with reference to his contemporaries and:
predecessors, and not to artists of subsequent ages).
The time in which Mazzolini lived, is to be gathered
from the circumstance that he was a pupll of Costa,
who died in the year 1530.

¢ Baruffaldi laments that Mazzolini's manner should
continue to be nearly unknown to the dilletanti. It
displays a considerable degree of finish; sometimes
appearing in his smallest pictures like miniature;
while not only the figures, but the landscape, the
architecture, and the bassi-relievi, are most carefully
executed. There is a spirit and clearness in his
heads, to which few of his contemporaries could
attain ; though they are wholly taken from the life,
and not remarkably select [they are not indeed]. In
particular those of his old men, which in the wrinkles
and the nose sometimes borders on caricature. [In
the present work, the head of St. Joseph—the oldest
—is the bdest in the group.] The colour is of a deep
tone, not so soft as that of Ercole ; with the addition
of some gilding, even in the drapery, but sparingly
applied.

¢ In the Royal Gallery at Florence, a little picture
of the Virgin and Holy Child, to whom St. Anna is
seen presenting fruits, with figures of two other saints,
has been attributed to Ferrari; but it is the work of
Mazzolini, if I do not deceive myself, after comparison
made with others examined at Rome.”

We can scarcely doubt that the historian is here
in the right; and the observant and reflecting reader
will easily trace the pedigree of the kind of merit,
which we perceive in the work before us, of the
Visit of St. Elizabeth, and that which Mazzolini is
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here described to have possessed. It was generated
by the missal painting of the middle ages, upon the
beauty of the reappearing sculpture of Greece and
Rome; and Mazzolini could have owed little to the
instructions of Costa, unless Costa instructed him to
aim at this incorporation.

The similar choice of subject helps to persuade us
that Lanzi is correct in attributing the Florentine
picture of the Visit of St. Anna to the Madonna and
Bambino, to Mazzolini. In its spirit, it precisely
resembles the work before us. The painters of those
early ages, or the devotees and churchmen who gave
them commissions, frequently indulged in the most
extravagant reveries of anachronism, or were alto-
gether reckless of such matters; and in their saintly
visitations or assemblages, historical or fancied, they
substituted, without scruple, one holy personage for
another, as might most effectually gratify their patrons
or their religious partialities, or fall in with the
legendary fictions in which their fancies delighted.
Akenside has not touched upon this pleasure of
excited imagination, or has touched but in a general
way, under the head of incongruities; which he
deemed worthy of ridicule, while these painted incon-
gruities were in Italy deemed worthy of reverential

d. Yet it may not be undeserving of notice,’
that it afforded to those who then lived, and fasted,
and prayed, and were sufficiently opulent to indulge
in such pleasures, the same species of gratification
that poetic fiction has afforded in more liberal, or
less primitive, ages.

We esteem the real subject of Mazzolini’s plcture,
as far as scripture is concerned, to be a visit paid by
St. Elizabeth and the priest Zacharias, with their
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son, the infant Baptist, to the Holy Family, while
residing at Nazareth, according to the Gospel of
St. Luke. The Holy Infants are very frequently
brought together thus by the Italian artists ; and as
the one was only six months older than the other,
the painters derived hence the most favourable oppor-
tunities of depicting the domestic charities in more
than their native loveliness, because heightened by
the sanctitude of religious sentiment.

As St. John the Baptist was believed to be a
second avatur of the Prophet Elias, St. Francis, who
has been supposed to make his appearance in the
present picture, might easily, when viewed in this
glowing radiance of sacred fiction, be thought with
sufficient appropriation, to represent the Hebrew
priest Zacharias, notwithstanding his spare form,
high cheek bones, shaven crown, monkish habit, and
other external signs of poverty and ascetic humility ;
and such a visit as we have named above, paid to
St. Joseph and the Holy Mary, when contemplated
through the poetic and gratifying medium of sacred
fiction, might easily be confounded, blended, or
typically indentified, with other facts and circum-
stances, including the portraits of their patron saints,
or even of the immediate patrons of Grandi, Mazzo-
lini, or any other of the monastic painters of Italy ;
we know that Raphael introduced Pope Julius the
Second, in the character of the High Priest Onias, in
his ¢ Heliodorus driven from the Temple.”

These equivokes, or serious jokes, stirred the reli-
gious fancy of Italy during the fifteenth and sixteenth
centuries, agreeably, no doubt, or we should not find
them so abounding as they do in the modern collec-
tions of the works of the old masters. It matters
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little to us and our posterity, whose belief may not
exactly respond to that of these former patrons of art,
that the cinque-cento harp of our ancestry is suspended
on the willows, and that the right hands of its musi-
cians have forgotten their cunning. Our forefathers
fixed their veneration and found their wisdom here.
As in the history of Fine Art, so in the concatenated

history of man, who has presumed to pronounce
himself

« Midway from nothing to the Deity,”

these are indispensable links, notwithstanding that
there may be among us those who, morally speaking,
may deem such works as we here treat of, fit lumber
for the limbo of vanity, where

“ All who on vain things
Build their fond hopes of glory, or lasting fame,
Or happiness, in this, or th’ other life ;
All who have their reward on earth ; the fruits
Of painful superstition and blind zeal,

~—— find
Fit retribution ; empty as their deeds:

—— Eremites and friars,

Black, white, and grey, with all their trumpery,
Here pilgrims roam, that stray'd so far to seek
In Golgotha him dead, who lives in heav’n;
And they who, to be sure of Paradise,
Dying put on the weeds of Dominic,
Or in Franciscan think to pass disguis'd :
While now Saint Peter, at heav'n's wicket, seems
To wait them with his keys.—When lo!
A violent cross wind
Blows them transverse ten thousand leagues awry
Into the devious air: there might ye see
Cowls, hoods, and habits, with their wearers, tost
And flutter’d into rags; then reliques, beads,
Indulgences, dispenses, pardons, bulls,
The sport of winds. All these upwhirl'd aloft,
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- Fly o'er the backside of the world, far off;
Into a limbo large and broad, since call’d
The Paradise of Fools.”

St. Joseph, with the Madonna and infant Saviour,
receive their visiters, seated in front of a sort of
triumphal arch of marble, adorned with antique
sculptures of battles in relievo, the lower one bearing
some general resemblance to the famous marbles of
Phygalia: whether the artist (as might be supposed
from a circumstance to which I shall presently advert)
meant any juxta-position of the sentiments of * peace
and good will towards men,” which was now dawning
on the world under the Christian dispensation, to
the pagan wars of preceding ages— whether he had
in mind that these holy and humble founders of the
catholic faith, established themselves and the new
religion, on the ruins of former triumphs—we cannot
be certain; but in either event, the circumstance
coincides with what Lanzi and Baruffaldi have
recorded of Lodovico’s predilection for the antique
relievos as materiel in his compositions ; as also that
such monuments were now reappearing, and exciting
due reverence, and corresponding influence on the
reviving arts.

Of the heads, that of the Madonna is fairer in
complexion than the rest, but very poor, and even
vulgar, in character and expression: St. Joseph is
better ; but Zacharias (alias St. Francis) and Eliza-
beth, appear in complexion like the copper-coloured
race of America. All the faces have an air of por-
traiture ; and, as the historian of the Ferrarese school
has kindly added, are ¢ not remarkably select,” but
rather remarkably otherwise, although carefully exe-
cuted.
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The Madonna holds forth the Holy Infant on her
knee. He has nothing very divine about him, any
more than herself, unless a quaint golden halo,
closely fitted to his head, might be so construed.
All the figures have these elaborate gilded glories,
excepting the little St. John (and we know not why
he should have been excepted, unless it be that his .
head is one of the best in the group, and therefore
stands the less in need of borrowed ornament.) The
little Baptist is dressed in his camel skin, and hag
brought with him his emblematic lamb.

The reader perhaps remembers our scepticism as
to the simple and single, or the typical and literal, or
double, meaning of the artist, in his contrasting. the
sculptured atrocities of former ages with the dove-
and-lamb-like doctrines of the new advent, or which
were dawning on the world in the days of Joseph
and Mary. An equivoke, or ambiguity of a different
description, appears detached from the holy group,
and a little above the left hand lower corner of the
-picture. A monkey is here introduced, as if he had
some serious or comical design on the infant Baptist,
or his symbolical lamb. * It has been conjectured “to
have been intended as a symbol of mischief, in oppo-
sition to the innocency of the lamb ;" and that ‘¢ the
artist probably meant by it to preﬁgtire the malevo-
lence, with which, at a future period, the Savnour
would be assailed by the Pharisees.”

But the introduction of this ambiguous monkey is
ill judged, since, in whatever view we regard it, that
appropriate solemnity which is inseparable from all
the trains of thought connected with the sublime
mysteries of Incarnation and Redemption, are inevit-
ably marred by it. It is not so likely, I'think, to be
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intended as an allusion to pharisaical proceedings,
as to denote that the same mischievous devi/, who
afterward stimulated the daughter of Herodias and
tempted Jesus Christ, was already about their paths,
watching an opportunity to put his paw upon the
Baptist or the Saviour.

As Zacharias is exactly a Franciscan friar, with a
shaven crown, and habited in a brownish-grey dra-
pery such as theirs; so his wife wears the corres-
ponding habit, or monastic stole, of a nun.

The effect of this picture is far better than that of
Grandi’s, which we have just passed ; but this does
not appear to have resulted from any preconcerted
plan on the part of the painter—and yet it would
seem harsh to deny him this credit. The draperies
being all of a sombre cast, and clustered together by
seeming accident, form a dark mass as opposed to the
marble sculptures; forth from which comes—still
lighter in local colour —the head of the Madonna,
and the figure of her Holy Infant. The head of
Elizabeth, surrounded by her white veil, snd with her
dark red complexion, looks something like a roasted
chestnut wrapped in 2 napkin—at least so we would
write had we not some apprehension of the monkey-
devil. .

The air and action of the Jesus Christ, are not
infantile; but seem too much as though he were
lecturing Zacharias the priest, who had borne such
excellent testimony to the divinity of his mission, and
who is kneeling before him. As Mr. Ottley writes,
this (of Zacharias) is ¢ a good figure”—the best of the
assemblage. He further writes, that the group is well
composed ; but in this respect, there is little to com-
mend or to blame.
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THE VISION OF SAINT AUGUSTINE.
BENVENUTO TISIO.

This talented artist is perhaps better known by his
cognomen of Garofalo, or Garofolo, which he obtained
from marking his pictures with a flower which bears
this name in the Italian language—we believe the
gilliflower, which, however, does not make its appear-
ance in the present performance; but his proper
patronymic designation is as ahove. He was born
at Ferrara, in the year 1480, and received his rudi-
mental education, as an artist, under Panetti, from
whose school he removed to Cremona, and placed
himself under the tuition of his maternal uncle,
Niccolo Soriani. Lanzi, who pronounces Tisio to have
been the most eminent among Ferrarese painters,
says, that “ on Niccolo’s death he fled from Cre-
mona,” which, perhaps, may only be intended to
imply, that he suddenly quitted that city, and not
that he left it under any apprehension of punish-
ment, since we find no crime imputed to him. He
fled from Cremona—to Rome; thence he travelled
through various Italian territories; remained two
years with Costa at Mantua, and finally returned to
Rome, just at the season of Raphael’s glory.

Tisio was the senior of this great artist by a single
year; nevertheless, he immediately did homage to
his superior genius, by becoming his disciple, and
though but for a short time, it was sufficient to
enable him to become the chief ornament of the
Ferrarese school. He imitated Raphael in his style
of design, in the characters of his heads, and in
expression, with considerable success; blending with
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the colour of that great master, something of superior
warmth and richness, which he derived from his
earlier Ferrarese practice, or from his own obser-
vation of naturé, or of those local energies of his art,
of which he had obtained the mastery. On these
poinits, the Vision of St. Augustine affords ample
testimony.

After a few years, Benvenuto’s domestic affairs
recalled him to his native city. Having arranged
them, he would willingly have returned to Raphael
and Rome, but the solicitations of his former preceptor,
Panetti, and still more, the honourable commissions
of Duke Alphonso, retained him at Ferrara, where he
is believed to have died in the year 1559.

The St. Augustine, whose curious vision is here
depicted, was not the bishop of that name who con-
verted our Kentish King Ethelbert to christianity,
and who has been empbhatically styled ¢ the Apostle
of England,” but was a bishop of Hippo, in Africa,
and a father of.-the Christian church, who preceded
him of Canterbury, about a century and a half; and,
like him, was an intolerant zealot, fond of power, and
of distinction as a polemic writer. Among the myste-
ries which he aspired to develope, and proposed to
display before the Christian world, was that of the
Holy Trinity! and whilst engaged in the necessary
preliminary studies, he very opportunely dreamed that
a little child, seated by the seaside, and holding a
ladle, Warned him that it would be easier for himself
to transfer the contents of the ocean into a small hole
which appeared in the earth before him, than for any
exertion of human intellect to reach the sublime
height of that most recondite of mysteries. The
saintly student therefore desisted.
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This was figuratively, and with a childlike simpli-
city, informing the Bishop, that he, who was human,
and finite, could not possibly comprehend what was
divine, infinite, and incomprebensible; and the artist,
more thoroughly aware of this, than he supposed
St. Augustine to have been, has distinguished him
by a very capital polemic expression—self-sufficient,
and as if he almost despised what he was compelled
to submit to. This should, at least, in some measure,
redeem Benvenuto from the imputation of servility,
or complete subserviency to the purposes of other
.men, in the employment of his pencil, which has
been cast upon him, perhaps mistakenly and unde-
servedly. It has been supposed that « the Holy
Family, with angels in the sky, the figure of St. Ca-
therine beneath, and that of St. Lawrence in the
distance, were doubtless introduced by order of the
person for whom it was painted, who wished it to
contain the figures of all those saints to whom he
was more especially devoted.” The reader perceives
that we are sceptical as to this submission on the
part of the painter to the dictations of others, and
rather incline to hold by our formerly asserted opi-
nion, that the prevalent superstitious fiction, which
we had nearly termed atmospheric, that pervaded all
mental movements, during the dark ages of pilgrim-
age and chivalry, acted the romantic part of the
poetry of more enlighteried times, and that the artists
were so nearly as much possessed by it as their
patrons and employers, as to feel no repugnance,
and perhaps scarcely any consciousness, that they
were violating chronology, or “ the verity of histo-
rical representatlon It was as much matter of

course in the painting of altar-pieces and monastic
D
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decorations, as are the fictions of personification, the
fabled existence of ‘ the Muse,” or fancied presence
of « the Sacred Nine,” to modern poets. It was
like Dante’s pressing Virgil into Christian service.
It was what Pope would call the painter’s ¢ ma-
chinery,” of that superstitious period. Have we not
now our romances of history, as they are permitted
to be called, in which as wild flights from truth are
sometimes taken—for the benefit—the benefit? —Oh
yes, for the benefit, no doubt, “of the discerning
public.”

The discerning public has, however, at length,
discovered the limit of these sacred jokes, and that
they may not be carried quite so far in the nine-
teenth, as in the fifteenth century: it has discovered
that though old bizarre assemblages of this nature
may continue to be tolerated (because they are old),
new ones will not. An attempt at the romance of
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