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PREFACE.

ORI HE following pages have been advisedly entitled a

1

S<

%}‘1&%@ “Story,” in order to imply that they lay no claim to
204820 A . . - _
f{f:}gif"\ the higher and graver title of a Biography. Con

&

sidering, indeed, the fact openly proclaimed that
the Italian government has determined to honour the “quater-
centenary” of Michel Angelo by an official Life of the artist,
supported by all the peces justificatives which can be obtained
by a careful scrutiny of the archives of the house of Buonarroti,
the warning “ Guai chi tocca” seems to have been pronounced

against any presumptuous intruder on the same field.

To this objection the author can only plead that his object
has been to record the usually (and probably correctly) accepted
facts of the artist’s life as hitherto known, and to commemorate
the impressions produced by a reverential study of his works
during a lengthened residence in Florence and Rome.

He can merely trust that his general statements may not be
chargeable with unmeaning vagueness, and that the expression
of his sincere admiration will not be found to have degenerated
into rhapsody.

C. C. B.
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MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTI

SCULPTOR, PAINTER, AND ARCHITECT.

CHAPTER L

His BirTH aND EARLY LIFE.

N the sixth day of March, 1473—or, as would now
be reckoned, 1474—Michael Angelo Buonarroti was
born. A contemporary biographer informs us that
a learned astrologer had calculated the horoscope

of the infant, and found the poéitions of the chief planets
eminently favourable to its future fame; and without reposing
much confidence in a prophecy probably remembered, and
possibly made, after its fulfilment, the period of his birth may be
safely pronounced to have been eminently propitious to the full
and free development of the artist’s mighty and varied talents.

The rapid growth of civilization in the fourteenth and fifteenth
centuries was by no means the result of tranquil leisure; the
Aphrodite of Art rose out of a troubled and dangerous sea.
Relieved from the continued struggle for absolute existence,
M B



2 MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTL

which for centuries had been the main condition of life to the
principal communities of Europe, men’s minds naturally turned
to the cultivation of those arts which rendered existence enjoy-
able. The process of cultivation-was however to be carried on
under no ordinary difficulties. Society was but slowly settling
down into permanent forms of government, fierce contests for
political ascendency, nay, even for personal security, occupied the
minds of chiefs and princes, and little of time or of wealth could
be devoted to the humanizing and purifying arts of peace.
Under such circumstances many a bright intellect must have
been quenched in the petty wars of neighbour princelings, many
a lofty thought mouldered under the cowl which alone protected
the life of its wearer. Even when the artist found a protector
among the potentateé of his neighbourhood, it might well happen
that his patron’s necessities called on him rather for aid in warlike
matters, or, at best, bid him devote to the ordering of some
ephemeral court masque the powers which, duly employed,
should have enriched and elevated minds yet unborn.

A notable instance of the truths above declared will be found in
the career of the great contemporary of Michael Angelo, Leonardo
da Vinci. Renowned even in his own lifetime for the uni-
" versality of his genius, singularly gifted with talents fitted to
please and propitiate the great, how much of his career was
devoted to works alien from or unworthy of his highest and best
faculties ; how little has he left to vindicate his title to that lofty
eminence on which the common consent of ages has placed him.
Stat magni nominis umbra.
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It requires but little imagination to conceive Michael Angelo,
such as contemporary biographers have pictured him to us, in
youth, stern, reserved, as though conscious of high powers
entrusted to him, sometimes even betrayed by this very conscious-
ness into arrogance, most unlikely to conciliate favour from the dis-
pensers of power ; or, if by some happy chance allowed to compete
for princely favour, finding, with the bitter indignation of Dante, at
the court of Can Grande, that the jester was a far more congenial
associate of princes than himself. Better fates were in store for
Buonarroti. The twoscore years that had intervened between
the births of the two great Florentine artists had been unpre-
cedently fertile in the history of art; crowds of painters, unfamiliar
enough in the days when Goldsmith prescribed the use of Peru-
gino’s name as a proof of desp.research, but now well known to
the merest tiro in criticism, poured forth their treasures under the
auspices of wise and refined nobles, and there could be little cause
for wonder that the young Buonarroti soon proclaimed his innate-
desire to join that glorious company of aspirants after fame of
whom Nature had destined him as one of the chief leaders.

His wishes, however, were not to be accomplished without
remonstrance and serious opposition on his father’s part. The
Buonarrotis, though not of the highest rank among nobles, were
clearly of “the valued file,” and had never stooped to aught like
mechanic labour. They were hereditary counts of Canossa, the
fortress in which Gregory VII. had compelled the German
emperor to wait parefoot in the snow ere he would grant him

* audience. “The heraldic white dog of the Buonarroti now shone
»”~ . \
- -w‘



4 MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTL.

in gold and azure at the mandate of one high potentate, and was
enriched by another with an accompaniment of red lilies. The
artist’s father himself was at this very time Podestd of Chiusi,
the old Etrurian Clusium of Porsenna, and of Caprese, a small
town as yet ennobled by no association, but which had now given
birth to one whose fame was destined to outlast that of either
Pope or Lucumo.

True it is that the increasing expenses of a numerous family
had compelled Maestro Lodovico di Lionardo to allow some of
his sons to be trained to commerce, nor in truth was the necessity
so very hard at a period when the Italians were the money-dealers
of the civilized world, and Florence in particular had imparted
to England the monetary arithmetic which we still continue to
use, and which our instructress has but recently relinquished.
To the merchant’s desk, therefore, or possibly to one of the so-
called learned faculties, Michael Angelo was destined, but he was
clearly not one to whom

“ red-lined accounts
Were richer than the songs of Grecian years,”

and the instincts which he himself used laughingly to derive
from his fostermother being a mason’s wife, but to which
posterity will assign a nobler origin, appear to have revolted
against the dignity resident in the robe of the lawyer or physician.
One thing seems undeniable, that the arguments of the boy,
urged very probably in no very conciliating language, provoked
a resort on the parent’s side to the azgumentum baculinum, and
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that when blows proved unavailing—little chance indeed had
they against the indomitable spirit of Michael Angelo!—the
victory remained conclusively with the son, who, with the hard-
won assent of Lodovico, was placed for three years in the studio
of Domenico Ghirlandaio.
Well, indeed, may we rejoice that Michael Angelo could not
be thwarted in the high and noble task to which he felt himself
‘called; for the times had need of him. Art, which had emerged
from her long imprisonment to delight the world, had shown that
she possessed debasing as well as purifying impulses. The
heavenly aspirations of Fra Angelico and the less commonly
known Sano of Siena, whose works still extant approve them-
selves to be the devout thankofferings which biographers tell
us they were, were succeeded, or rather accompanied, by the
energetic compositions of Filippo Lippi, which unhappily testified
in equally unmistakeable character to the well-known profligacy
of their author. Little availed it that the subject should be an
Assembly of the Blessed, or a Coronation of the Virgin, when
Virgin and saints were copied from the features of the artist's
mistresses and boon companions. The age was not indeed yet
so far forgetful of the true and worthy ends to which God’s gifts
should be dedicated as it afterwards became, but the downward
road was already far entered on when the libertine monk received
the constant and unfailing protection of Cosimo de’ Medici, and
could even cynically refuse to endue the convenient cloak of
marriage, kindly proffered for his use by Pope Eugenius.
It must not be assumed that all patrons offered, still less that
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all painters yielded to the temptations which humiliate genius ;
many a noble name can be cited whose works still extant show
solemn purposes worthily carried out; but there can be no room
to doubt of the unbridled luxury of that age which called forth
the indignant denunciations of Savonarola, or of the character of
the costly objects which, in obedience to his commands, his
converts cast into the flames, the most amazing voluntary
holocaust to virtue ever recorded. In this death-struggle betwixt
vice and virtue it is not easy to over-rate the value of the
allegiance of a strong and active mind like that of Michael
Angelo. Little resistance to the graceful luxury of the age could
be expected from the joyous, self-indulgent Raphael, or the kind -
but weakly uxorious Andrea del Sarto, but Michael Angelo’s
soul was from his earliest years wedded to true art, and on him
the blandishments of the false Florimel whose wiles lured away
many of his contemporaries were utterly wasted.

One would like to know more of Francesco Granacci, to
whose sympathy, shown by lending him drawings, introducing
him to art collections, and generally aiding him in the contest
between distasteful obedience and unconquerable instincts Michael
Angelo and the world stand so largely indebted. But the
records of the short time which they passed together in the
studio of Ghirlandaio are very scanty. An accusation, based as
it seems to us upon very insufficient grounds, against Ghirlandaio
of having treated his pupil with jealous neglect, and an anecdote
of the young Buonarroti having corrected the outline drawing of
a fellow student so well as to excite his own commendation sixty

1}
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years afterwards, are well nigh the only facts as yet known to the
public respecting the two years of Michael Angelo’s apprentice-
ship. In the third year came a change. Lorenzo de’ Medici
proposed to Ghirlandaio to allow some of his pupils to draw
after the antique, among the rich collection of marbles in the
Medicean gardens, and we find Granacci and Buonarroti availing
themselves of the privilege. ‘
" The former of the two friends was independent in means,
and, owing possibly to that circumstance, his paintings are rare.
A keen and judicious critic finds in them a fulness of outline
and a grandiose character which may have been derived from his
early companionship with Michael Angelo. To this latter the
introduction to Lorenzo’s garden must have been a source of
unmixed joy. Ever inclined to worship the sterner and less
seductive of the sister arts, he turned from the more commonly at-
. tractive graces of painting to devote himself assiduously to model-
ling from the marvels of Grecian sculpture, and it s to this period
that the well-known anecdote of the faun’s head belongs. In the
gallery of the Uffizj is still preserved the head, or rather mask—
for the small size of the marble admits of nothing more—in which
the dawning talent of the sculptor was chronicled for future ages,
and the gap from which a tooth has fallen still records the
willingness of the lad of fifteen to adopt the suggestion of his
princely critic.  We do not find the artist at all times so patient
of criticism.
Conscious of the growing powers which must now have been

vigorously struggling for development, he was not improbably
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more domineering than courteous to his fellows, and it is perhaps
to this period that we must refer the unfortunate quarrel with
Torrigiano, in which the latter, stung as he tells us by a sarcasm
of Buonarroti, dealt him so violent a blow in the face as to break
" the nose. The pleasant gossiping pages of Vasari to which, of
course, all who write about Michael Angelo must resort, if not
accurate as to special facts, may be safely trusted as to general
assertions, and it is thoroughly consistent with Michael Angelo’s
unceasing efforts for self-improvement to find him engaged for
months in copying the frescos of Masaccio in the Carmine at
Florence ; nor is it wonderful that in the chaste, refined drawing,
the grave, harmonious composition of that great painter Michael
Angelo may have seen the safest and most trustworthy guide to
his own upward aspirations.

The death of Lorenzo de’ Medici in 1492 déprived the young
sculptor of a powerful patron and judicious adviser; and although
the feeble-minded Piero seems to have continued the liberal
treatment shown to the artist by his father, he could have felt
but little sympathy for a spirit like that of the young Buonarroti.
More blame than needful, perhaps, has been ascribed to the
patron who wasted the energies of so great a genius upon making
a statue of snow. From the nature of the material the time
devoted to the task cannot have seriously impoverished the world,
and it is even probable that the artist himself delighted in the
novel labour and unusual substance on which his art was employed.
Buonarroti wisely withdrew himself from the destruction which

soon overtook the incompetent son of Lorenzo, and a journey
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to Bologna and Venice happily preserved him from being
involved, as by his connexion with the court might easily have
happened, in the contemptuous banishment of Piero.

The kneeling angel bearing a candelabrum, with which he
adorned the shrine of S. Domenico at Bologna, is a pleasing
memorial of his. residence in that city, where he seems to have
met with much kindness, except from the authorities of the
passport office, who, along with their brethren of the customs,
have even in present times wrought woe to the harmless pilgrim,
albeit, like the giants Pope and Pagan of Bunyan, they are now
either dead or decrepit.

It was shortly after his return to Florence that we find
Michael Angelo involved with another class of “evil beasts,”
the race of which was probably as rampant then as at any period
of the hisi:ory of art, namely, the dealers in mock antiques. In
extreme youth he had already amused himself by substituting
for drawings lent to him for the purpose of copying, fac-similes
which he had himself produced. He was induced to give a
false semblance of antiquity to a statue of Cupid asleep, which
he had just executed, and the marble being conveyed to Rome
had been carefully buried, disinterred, and palmed off upon the
Cardinal Riario of S. Giorgio as one of the numerous statues,
the furba deorum of the Roman satirist, which excavations
among the ruins of the ancient city were continually bringing to
light. Though the circumstances are not quite clearly narrated
by \./'asari, there seems little doubt that the trick practised by
the artist in sheer sport, was perverted by others to the purposes

c
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of pecuniary fraud, and to the investigation which followed upon
the discovery of the cheat, Michael Angelo owed his first intro-
duction to the Eternal City.

The corpus delicti of this affair, the Cupid in question, seems
to have found its way to Méntua, but has now disappeared ;
but another Cupid executed at Rome for a certain Sig. Galli, has
been plausibly identified with the youth kneeling in act to bend
his bow, which is now in the South Kensington Museum. The
statue though bearing marks of injury, and those rather of wanton
mischief than of casualty, is happily unmutilated in limb or feature.
To this period also belongs the Bacchus of the Uffizj at Florence,
a statue of the highest interest as evincing the workings of the
sculptor’'s mind. Differing from the Greeks who set themselves
the task of clothing with ideal beauty, ennobling, and thereby
deifying the ordinary phaenomena of nature, the untrained impulses

of the human mind, Michael Angelo has represented the power

“ Who first from out the purple grape
Crushed the sweet poison of misused wine.”

In the last adjective is to be found the key to the whole
question at issue. That the limbs of the wine-god should be
rather effeminate than manly would have been conceded by the
best Greek sculptors, but the uncertainty of eye, hand and foot
clearly visible in Michael Angelo’s statue is rather that of an
incipient Silenus than of the youthful lord of the vine, taming
even savage beasts through the rich bounty of nature. The
stern and solemn mind of the artist could not be content with
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calmly rejoicing in the gifts of nature without at the same time
recording a warning against those who became enslaved by
their enticements.

Near to the Bacchus in the Uffizi gallery is a dead, or possibly
only dying, Adonis, the positions of whose limbs are wonderfully
true to nature and totally regardless of grace. Little notice
has been taken of this figure by critics, and it would be difficult
to find any one who could conscientiously term it a pleasing
statue. That it is highly important in an @sthetic sense appears
unquestionable. The influence exercised over the minds of the
newly created schools of art by the masterpieces of Greece and
Rome which were at this time emerging from the ruins under
-which they had for centuries been concealed was, with justice,
very great. It might easily become excéssive. Whether in -
truth classic influence, particularly in sculpture, has not prepon-
derated unjustly in after ages, may be well questioned, and
whether artists whose minds under free culture might not have
given something real to the world, have not wasted their energies
on feeble imitations of Greek friezes, or pale shadows of deities
whom they certainly did not worship, is needless to be discussed
in these pages. Certain it is that in the fifteenth and sixteenth
centuries no original thinker could advance ever so little beyond
his fellows in any direction whatever, without finding his path
barred by some -Greek or Roman phantom who either forbid
entirely farther progress, or, at best, insisted on laying down
stringent rules, in accordance with which all efforts were to
be made.
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Ptolemy claimed sway over the heavenly bodies, Aristotle
controlled the whole field of physics. Nor was literature less
enslaved; Petrarch rested his title to fame upon his tedious
epic of Africa simply because it was written in Latin; and our
own Spenser was with difficulty persuaded from deserting his
Faerie Queen in favour of some of the most ludicrous hexa-
meters ever perpetrated in English. When such an over-ween-
ing devotion to the old was everywhere prevalent, it was of
some moment to find one who was willing to try a struggle with
classic art, even in its stronghold of sculpture, and to throw the -
limbs of Adonis into the convulsions of death without disposing
his mantle with the decorum of a dying Cesar. If, as Vasari
tells us, Michael Angelo praised and often imitated Fra Filippo
Lippi, it was assuredly the energy and the determination to
render faithfully what he saw, which are so obvious in this
painter’'s works that could alone have induced the ascetic
sculptor to tolerate the wild and dissolute monk.

Michael Angelo, however, was by no means disposed to set
himself forth as an inveterate opponent of the few but glorious
works which have happily survived countless disasters to enrich
the present time, and many evidences exist in his works to
show the reverential care with which the master works of -
antiquity were studied by him. The.fragment in the Vatican
Museum, known by the title of the Belvedere Torso, and reason-
ably supposed by Winckelmann to represent the deified Hercules,
was a special object of his admiration, and connoisseurs pretend
to trace in the varied groups of his Last Judgment a continual
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recurrence of this beautiful torso. The notion appears singu-
larly unfounded, that anything beydnd general influences, any-
thing like slavish imitation, could be traced in the fertile brain
which has bequeathed to the world such infinite variety of
anatomic studies.

Were it worth while to speculate on a matter so incapable of
proof, we should be more inclined to see the delicate idealism of
the torso reproduced in the figure of the dead Saviour in the
work which we. now propose to notice, namely the Pietd group
- in St. Peter’s. This group, which was executed by direction of

the French Cardinal de S. Denis, is, though certainly not the
grandest, perhaps the most pleasing of all the artist’s works.
The form of the dead Christ, admirably modelled and bearing
in its graceful lines no trace of the too great development of
force which has at times been quoted as a fault in other of
Michael Angelo’s works, lies in the lap of the Virgin Mother.
The form of the Virgin offers the most agreeable representation
of female beauty that the sculptor has left us. With features in
which overwhelming sorrow is nevertheless tempered by resig-
‘nation, the mother of our Lord sits enduring the weight of
sorrow which has been assigned her to bear; and it says much
for an artist whose tendencies in no degree guided him to
delight in the delineation of female loveliness, that the only
unfavourable criticism recorded against this noble figure is the
“trivial remark of one of the cardinal’s suite, that he would be glad
to know where could be found a mother younger than her son?
The artist drily answered, “In paradise.” The reply was some-



14 MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTIL.

thing more than a witticism, as implying that in dealing with
subjects beyond the range of reason, and which of necessity
soar into the highest sphere of faith, the artist has a right to
be freed from the trammels of mere worldly hypercriticism.
The youthful loveliness of her to whom was given the high
lot of bearing the earthly form of our Lord is as strictly
admissible as are the grey hairs and venerable features of
Him in whom age and decay are impossible.

It is satisfactory to learn that the criticism of the cardinal’s
courtier was not approved by his contemporaries, and that
several copies of this group were made both in marble and in
bronze. The best of these is the bronze in the church of
S. Andrea della Valle, in Rome, executed under the superin-
tendence of the sculptor. Another proof of his statue’s renown
was afforded to Michael Angelo, by overhearing the authorship
ascribed to another. The whole anecdote, as recounted by
Vasari, is full of national colouring; the readiness with which
the stranger gentry accept for their own city the merit of the
work, as also the familiar nickname, implying no tittle of dis-
respect, of “our hunchback of Milan,” applied to Solari, give
to the story a stamp of truth. Michael Angelo, however,
vindicated his right by carving his name upon the girdle of the
Virgin.

Not long after this we find that Michael Angelo returned to
Florence, now settling into something like tranquillity under the
judicious administration of Pier Soderini, who, though not yet
confirmed for life in the office of Gonfaloniere, had for some
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time been practically the executive head of the republic. From
him, whether directly or through his influence with the autho-
rities of the Cathedral, Michael Angelo obtained the grant of a
large piece of marble, about seventeen feet in length, which had
been much injured about a century before by a sculptor of
Fiesole, in an unsuccessful attempt to carve out a giant. This
block appears to have become a torment to the soul of Soderini,
_ and ideas were entertained of sending it to Leonardo da Vinci,
or intrusting it to the skill of Sansovino. What the latter artist
might have achieved we have no means of judging, but as Da
Vinci was at this time well past the mezzo cammin della vita,
besides being seriously occupied in military duties, it may be
fairly doubted whether his design, sure to have been a noble
one, would ever have been executed, or would not rather have
passed away into oblivion with so many other ideas of the great
but unpractical inventor.

The youthful imagination of Michael Angelo, now in his
twenty-eighth year, must have found a glorious field in con-
templating the long-coveted block, albeit sadly crippled in its
capacities by the blunders of Maestro Simone. The “fury”|
with which, as we are told on a later occasion, he was used to \
work, must have been kept well within bounds in a case where not :
an inch of space could be wasted, and where in fact certain faults
had been committed, which passed even his skill to do more
than palliate. With no other aid, however, than a wax model—
and that, as we shall see hereafter, of wondrous disproportion to
the huge marble—the sculptor, in the space of little more than
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eighteen months, gave to the world the colossus of David with
his sling, a figure of great dignity and simplicity, and bearing sur-
prisingly little evidence of the awkward circumstances with which
its maker had to contend. The anecdote of the Gonfaloniere
Soderini, criticising the nose of the colossus, and being satisfied
by the artifice of the sculptor who, pretending to reduce the
offending feature, in reality only let drop a small quantity of
marblé dust concealed in his hand, is a bit of gossip, dignified
by the authority of Vasari, but which one would not willingly
hold as proved against so active and judicious a man as Soderini.
The statue was erected in the Piazza della Signoria in three
years after its commencement, and it is with more sorrow than
surprise that we find evidence of the jealousy excited by the
rising fame of Michael Angelo, in the fact that several attempts
were made to injure the statue during its three days’ pl:ogress
through the streets. Finally elevated to its post at the entrance
of the Palazzo Vecchio, it remained, as doubtless many travellers
will remember, down to the year 1862, its noble outline contrasting
strangely with a huge and ugly group of Hercules and Cacus on
the other side of the doorway, by Bandinelli. The David did
not escape the perils of street warfare in the turbulent city of
Florence, the left arm having been broken into three pieces by
a stone flung from the palace above, and restored by the joint
care of Francesco Salviati and Giorgio Vasari. A more insidious
yet more fatal enemy appeared in the. eaves-droppings from the
tower suspended—to use the proud vaunt of the Florentines—
above the Palazzo Vecchio, which were gradually wearing away

——
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the colossus to such an extent that after various ineffective
attempts at protection, it was determined to remove the David
to the shelter of the Loggia de’ Lanzi. Previously, however, to
the actual change of place it was thought prudent to have ocular
proof of the suitability of Orgagna’s loggia to the great statue,
and for this purpose a full-sized plaster cast was formed and
placed in the spot designated for the statue. The effect not
being deemed satisfactory, the scheme was abandoned, and the
David remained for many years in its original locality, protected
from the weather by a frightfully ugly wooden penthouse, nor
was it until ~very recently that this noble product of youthful
genius attained a home of befitting dignity in the Accademia
delle Belle Arti.!

The cast above mentioned was courteously presented by the
late Grand Duke of Tuscany to the British Government, and it
now forms a conspicuous ornament of the Italian Court in the
South Kensington Museum. Before quitting this subject, atten-
tion may be drawn to a somewhat remarkable instance of the
- way in which the whirligig of Time brings about odd coincidences.
In the year 1862, a very small but extremely interesting pur-

! Not even yet (1874) can the colossus be considered to be permanently
lodged, for although a railroad was laid down from the Palazzo Vecchio to the
Academy, and the transit effected with such consummate skill that, according to
our informant, a spirit level placed upon the figure was not found to deviate
(credat Judeus), the statue still is lodged only in a wooden chamber to which a
side light is admitted. Whether the destined structure is intended to be com-
pleted by the date of the projected festival the author has no present means of
ascertaining.

D
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chase was made for the above-mentioned museum, of sundry
small wax and clay models of the human form, torsos, limbs,
and the like, under circumstances which left no doubt of their
being, as professed, part of the furniture of Michael Angelo’s
studio. Among these are two legs in wax, which, brought into
juxtaposition, exactly represent the huge limbs of the David,
and it needs no over-curious consideration of the matter to
warrant the belief that in these small models we possess actual
remains of the “modello di cera” mentioned by Vasari, the first
idea from which were evolved the limbs of the marble giant.
There exists an often-quoted passage descriptive of Michael
Angelo’s method of work as observed by an eye-witness, which,
although it refers to a period thirty years later, gives so vivid
a picture that a translation of it may nowhere better appear
than here, the rather because, if the phraseology appear in any
degree exaggerated, it may be accepted as probably less so
when applied to the man of thirty than to one over whose head
twice the number of years had past. Blaise de Vigenére,
a French writer, who was in Rome about 1546, says “I have
seen him, although turned of sixty years of age, and by no
means a very strong man, scatter more flakes of a very hard
marble in a quarter of an hour than three young marble-cutters
would do in more than thrice the time, a thing hardly credible
had one not seen it. He attacked the marble with such force
and fury as made me think that the whole work must needs go
to pieces. With a single blow he would strike off scales three
or four fingers broad, and this so exactly to the line traced that
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had he driven off ever so little more of the marble he ran a risk
of spoiling all.” To this period of the artist’s life is ascribed
a marble statue of S. Matthew, intended for the Duomo of
Florence, which offers perhaps the most striking instance of the
rapidity with which Michael Angelo impressed his thoughts
upon the marble. Not so much unfinished as barely begun, the
S. Matthew nevertheless stands out, full of unmistakeable
originality, the mind of the poet manifesting itself clearly in the
limbs just emerging from their marble prison.

We have now to look upon Michael Angelo as a painter,
and in connection with the only undoubted easel picture from
his hand. So accurate is Vasari’s description, that we cannot
doubt but that in the panel painted in tempera, now in the Tribuna
at Florence, we possess the actual work commissioned by Angelo
Doni, respecting which the painter, with Sibyl-like haughtiness,
rebuked the bargaining propensities of the otherwise judicious
patron of art. Great as the merits of the group undoubtedly
are, they may fairly be pronounced somewhat esoteric, not
obvious to the ordinary gazer; and if Doni missed in the
energetic attitude of the Virgin the calm celestial beauty to
which Raphael had accustomed him, or wonderingly asked what
might be the meaning of the various nude figures, totally
unconnected with the subject, which occupy the background,
surely the offence was small. But most unwise was the method
adopted by Doni to express his discontent; and the patron’s
proposal to lower the price was responded to by an immediate
doubling on the part of the imperious artist.



N
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We now come to what, had harsh fate permitted, should
have been a permanent landmark on Michael Angelo’s path to
fame. Soderini, the ever judicious and liberal encourager of
noble art, gave commission to Michael Angelo and to Leonardo
da Vinci to paint battle pieces for corresponding positions in the
Great Hall of the Council at Florence. The. pleasure and
instruction which must needs have resulted from a contest
between the Entellus and Dares of pictorial art were not, how-
ever, destined to exist. Neither picture was ever completed,
and even the cartoons, themselves works of the highest interest,
which the painters had prepared, have entirely disappeared. Of
the elder artist’s work, nothing now survives but an engraving
after Rubens, known as the Fight for the Standard, in which
the chief group of Leonardo’s cartoon is preserved, and contains
a poetic, almost an extravagant, presentment of the current of a
heady fight, doubtless in no degree diminished by the vigdrous
medium through whose intervention it has reached our hands. Of
Michael Angelo’s cartoon the history is somewhat more distinct,
no less melancholy. Though never completely finished, enough
had*been executed to be placed in the Sala del Papa, where it
excited, we are told, for many years universal admiration.
Removed afterwards to an upper chamber, the carelessness
of its custodians, and the deliberate dishonesty~ of one who stole.
what he could not utilize, completed the destruction of the work,

and the piecemeal distribution of its various groups;' so that

! An old copy of part of the cartoon, painted in oil in chiaroscuro, is in the
possession of the Earl of Leicester at Holkham. This was engraved by Schiavo-
netti. (See [lustration.)
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the present age may well be considered fortunate in possessing
an accurate idea of the principal composition, although a cavalry
combat, and many other incidents described by Vasari, are no
longer existent. ‘

In tracing out the fate of his great work we have somewhat
preceded the story of the author’s movements. Political changes
now influenced the movements of Michael Angelo. In 1503,
the infamous Spaniard who has rendered the name of Borgia
a synonym for the foulest vices, and inflicted on the Holy Chair
the worst disgrace from which it has ever suffered, perished
worthily by the poison he had mixed for a guest. After the
short reign of Pius III., one of the powerful house of Della
Rovere succeeded to the Apostolic throne, and the accession of
Julius II. was soon followed by an invitation to our artist to
repair to Rome, accompanied by a liberal sum for his travelling
expénses. For some months nothing seems to have resulted
from the migration, but at length the Pope’s wishes took the
shape of a projected mausoleum to himself, of so magnificent a
plan, that in the improbable event of its being completed during
his life—and after his death the chances of completion were
greatly lessened—the star y-pointing pyramid of Mausolus him-
self would scarcely have borne comparison with the tomb of
" Julius the Second.

The artist's plan of the edifice, with its niches, angles, and
allegoric virtues, was, like his historic_ painting, never to be
* thoroughly carried out, nor, perhaps, has the world lost very
much thereby. The Pope has, as it is, a quite sufficiently
grand sepulchre in the solitary grandeur of S. Pietro in Vincoli,
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and the sculptor’s mind had freer scope, and produced richer
fruits for the wprld, than if it had been confined to the limits
of one task, even so noble and self-imposed a one as this.

“, . . data sunt ipsis quoque fata sepulcris,”

says the Roman satirist, and the fate of this one was remarkable.
The Pope, on seeing the design, enquired as to its probable
cost, which the sculptor estimated at a hundred thousand crowns.
Julius, accustomed possibly to the wide difference between
estimate and expenditure, suggested that the double of that sum
would probably be nearer the mark, but did not recoil on that
account. He sent for Giuliano di S. Gallo, the great architect.
If any one appreciated the works of Buonarroti, San Gallo was
the man. He quickly convinced the Pope that the only fitting
site for so important a monument would be the Basilica of
S. Peter; that a chapel of sufficient size would, nevertheless, be
out of all harmony with the lines of the ancient building; and
that, to avoid the known warning against patching an old
garment with new cloth, the safest plan would be to rebuild the
whole Basilica. To this wonderful piece of bad logic, Julius
appears to have felt no repugnance: possibly the gigantic
character of the scheme stimulated the fiery spirit of the warlike
chief, yet one cannot but wonder at the ease with which all
associations, whether of imperial dignity or Christian sanctity,
were brushed aside; the suggestion of one architect, the fertile
genius of another, and the uncontrolled will of the pontiff, all
worked to one common end, the half of Constantine’s basilica
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was thrown to earth, and the “grandissima e terribilissima”
fabric of S. Peter's was begun. Those who care to trace among
numerous converging rivulets one to which it pleases them to
assign the title of the river’s source, have deduced, that the
expenses of the new building which drained the papal treasury
brought about the world-wide scandal of the sale of papal indul-
gences; and that the quarrel of Tetzel and Luther, the burning
of the Pope’s bull, and the whole of the mighty and incurable
schism, is referable to the intended tomb of Julius the Second.

In these matters, however, Michael Angelo bore, for the
present, no immediate part, having been dispatched by the Pope
to Carrara, to superintend the quarrying and shipping of the
marble necessary for the proposed monument. Here he
remained eight months, often short of food and of money, says
Vasari, though the assertion is hard to reconcile with the known
liberality of Julius, and with the fact recorded by the same

biographer, that he had credit on a Florentine banker for a
" thousand gold crowns. The results of his journey were soon
manifested in large quantities of marble which crowded the
square in front of S. Peter’s, besides stores of the same which
he accumulated at Florence, in wise provision against the fatal
season of malaria at Rome. .

The prospects of Michael Angelo had never seemed fairer
than now. At the best period of manhood, entrusted with a
task worthy of his powers, and capable of absorbing the whole
of his time and energies, working for a liberal and thoroughly
appreciative patron, with as much probability of permanence as
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in so troubled a country could be assured to any one, it may be
doubted if ever fortune seemed more propitious to the mighty
artist. His studio was situated between the papal palace of the
Vatican, near to the long covered corridor which, connecting the
two buildings, gloomily testifies to the continual insecurity in
which the holders of power felt themselves to be living. Not
many years were destined ere the corridor was to be put to use
by Clement VII., in his hurried flight from the fierce merce-
naries of Bourbon and Frundsperg, as they ravaged the halls
painted by-Raphael and the rising magnificence of S. Peter’s.

At this time, however, under the shrewd and energetic
Julius, something like tranquil sunshine pervaded the Holy City,
and the Pope could indulge himself in constructing a drawbridge
leading from the corridor to the studio, by means of which he .
easily dispensed with state and satisfied his ever impatient spirit
as to the progress of the works, which not even Michael Angelo
could produce with sufficient rapidity to content him.

It is not difficult to imagine the joy with which the Pontiff
contemplated the mighty limbs of Moses gradually emerging
from their marble shroud; and it is pleasing to think that the
marvellous undercutting in the folds of the garments, in several
parts of which the spectator may hide his open hand, has been
achieved not by the patient scraping of a Chinese, but with the
“furie” above cited from Vigenére, stimulated by the actual
supervision of a congenial spirit. The Captive Slaves also,
strangely deemed to be fitting ornaments for the sepulchre of
a Christian priest, were sketched out in marble at this time.
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We have no detailed list of the other works on which the artist
was engaged, but there can be no doubt that they were
numerous, and, as before remarked, circum‘stances were probably
never more favourable than now to the free embodiment of his
ideas. Why then did this pleasing state of things terminate, and
that at no distant date? We fear it must be stated that among
the obstacles not smoothed away was the rugged mind of the
sculptor.” There seems some uncertainty as to the proximate
cause of the breach which took place between the artist and his
patron. Vasari, no unfavourable biographer, recounts a refusal
to admit Michael Angelo to the Pope’s presence on two occa-
sions, an act which, even on his showing, was so opposed to the
special orders given by Julius in favour of the artist, that it may
easily have resulted from the blunder of some subordinate
official. Such was, however, not the interpretation put upon it
by Buonarroti. With a haughty message to the effect that if the
Pope wanted him again he should have to send for him, the
fiery sculptor returned to his house, and giving directions to his
two servants to sell all his furniture to the Jews, rode post at
two hours after sunset, and, defying robbers or malaria, never
drew bridle till he reached Poggibonsi, and felt himself once
more on Tuscan ground.

He had good reason for his speed: a message from the Pope
commanding him to return on peril of disgrace reached him in

this frontier town; and, from the number of the messengers,

# « Cuncta terrarum subacta,
Praeter atrocem animum Catonis.”

E
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namely five, there seems little doubt that the indignant sovereign -
had intended, in case of need, to resort to the w/tima ratio regum,
and bring back the fugitive by force. From this, however, he
was debarred by the prudent activity of Michael Angelo, nor
was it without difficulty, and out of regard to the request of the
messengers, that the artist condescended to send a written reply
couched in anything but submissive language. Proceeding
thence to Florence, he resumed work upon the cartoon of the
war of Pisa, the unlucky fate of which has been already noticed.

This occupation was, however, interrupted by a letter from
the Pope, which has been fortunately preserved, and appears
worth citing—

“ Beloved sons! health and the apostolic benediction to
you. Michael Angelo, the sculptor, who left us lightly and
inconsiderately, fears, as we have learnt, to return to us, with
whom, however, we are not angry, as we know the temper of
men of that stamp.

“ Nevertheless, that he may lay aside all suspicion, we do
desire of your devotion that you will promise him, in our name,
that if he will return to us he shall be unharmed and inviolate,
and that we will hold him in the same apostolic favour as he
was held in before his departure.

“Given at Rome the 8th day of July, 1506, in the third year
of our Pontificate.” *

* “Dilecti filii, salutem et apostolicam benedictionem. Michael Angelus
sculptor qui a nobis leviter et inconsulte discessit, redire, ut accessimus, ad nos
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We venture to consider the terms of this letter as unusually
mild, considering the circumstances of the case as known to us;
and those who may be disposed to see, in the friendly overtures
of the Pope, a consciousness of some wrong done to Michael
Angelo, must admit at least a manliness in admission, and a frank-
ness in atonement, somewhat rare on the part of sovereigns
towards their dependents. It availed, however, but little;
Michael Angelo would not return to Rome: he would rather
go to Constantinople, where, as certain Franciscans had assured
him, the Grand Turk wished to construct a bridge between the
city and the suburb of Pera. The idea of uniting two continents,
of triumphing where the Persian monarch had failed, held out,
we may feel sure, dazzling temptation to Michael’s mind ; but he
was not destined to display his “ wondrous art pontifical ” in the !
service of an infidel. Julius was at length roused by so per- ,J
tinacious a refusal of his proffers, and a second and third letters
of increasing stringency induced the gonfaloniere Soderini to
remonstrate seriously with the intractable artist. “ He had

timet, cui nos non succensemus, novimus huiusmodi hominum ingenia. Ut
tamen omnem suspicionem deponat, devotionem vestram hortamur ut velit ei
nomine nostro promittere, quod si ad nos redierit illzsus inviolatusque erit et
in ea gratia apostolica nos abituros qua habebatur ante discessum.

Datum Rome 8 Iulii 1506.

Pontificatus nostri anno IIL”

As royal letters should be treated with due regard, it has been thought well
to subjoin the actual text of the papal brief, as given by Bottari. Julius had no
reason to fear the rebuke addressed by an angel to S. Jerome, that he was more
Ciceronian than Christian.



28 MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTIL.

already,” said the wise old man, “ braved the Pope in such manner
as a king of France would hardly dare to do, and the republic
of Florence was not prepared to enter on a war with the Holy
See on such grounds. Michael Angelo must make up his mind
to return. However, the signory would send him to the Pope
with the rank of ambassador, which would be sufficient to
guarantee him against any act of personai violence.”

With this understanding, willingly or not, Michael Angelo
was forced to be content, and accordingly set out for Bologna,
into which city Julius had made a triumphal entry on St. Martin’s
day, 1506, proud at having reduced the rebellious city to its
lawful allegiance, and none the less so that Bentivoglio, the
humbled aspirant after sovereignty, had been his own private
foe during the pontificate of Alexander VI. To the warlike
Pope then, who had actually taken the command of his army
in person, with a staff of twenty-four cardinals, now proceeded
the rebel with whose resistance we are more immediately
concerned, likewise to tender his submission. Michael Angelo
was to have been introduced to the presence chamber by
Cardinal Soderini, brother of the Florentine gonfaloniere, but
sickness compelled that dignitary to delegate the task to a
bishop, by whom, accordingly, the sculptor was led to the
presence of the pontiff. Two bodies, so highly charged with
mental electricity, were little likely to meet without an explosion,
and the Pope, looking askance, addressed his fugitive depen-
dent,—* Soh! instead of coming back to us, you have chosen to

wait till we came to look for you.” Michael Angelo’s reply,
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although courteous and humble as befitted an apology addressed
to a sovereign, probably appeared somewhat insufficient to the
good bishop, who accordingly besought the Pope to pardon the
sculptor, on the ground that persons of his class were necessarily
ignorant of matters not immediately within the range of their
own art. Hapless man! and incapable of comprehending

“The stern joy which warriors feel
In foemen worthy of their steel.”

The -wrath of Jove instantly burst upon his devoted head,
and Julius, turning upon him, thundered forth, “Ignoramus!
you are insulting him, which we did not do.” The poor bishop
was hastily thrust forth from the presence, and we will trust, for
decorum’s sake, that Vasari exaggerates when he asserts that
personal violence, and even a blow from the Pope’s staff,
accompanied the expulsion. The Pope, his choler being thus
appeased (sfogato is the expressive word of Vasari), bestowed
on Michael Angelo his benediction, and shortly afterwards
cemented their reconciliation by a commission for a portrait
statue of himself, to be executed in bronze. It is much to be
regretted that this work perished only a few years after its
completion, as a statue so congenial to the artist’s mind must
needs have been a masterpiece. Some notion of its character,
however, may be formed by the anecdotes relating to it which
have been preserved. The clay model, nine feet and a half
high, which Michael Angelo had completed with great rapidity
—the whole work occupied the artist but sixteen months—was
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inspected by the Pope previous to his leaving Bologna for
Rome; and one may easily conceive the grim humour with
which Julius, gazing on the stern presentment of himself,
enquired whether he was supposed to be blessing or cursing his
flock. The cautious reply of the sculptor that his holiness was
admonishing them to take heed to their ways was followed by
an enquiry whether a book should be placed in the left hand ?
“ A sword, man,” replied the old chief, “I know little of letters.”
A statue wrought under such auspices, and breathing the spirit
of the man who had inscribed on a newly-built fortress, that it
was meant to “curb the insolence” * of his subjects, was not
likely, whatever its artistic skill, to be looked on favourably by
the Bolognese, nor need we wonder that after it had stood for
three years over the portal of S. Petronio, the faction of the
Bentivogli, from whom Julius had captured Bologna, being now
mounted on the top of Fortune’s wheel, should have dislodged
the effigy from its post of honour. The bronze, sold to Alfonso,
Duke of Ferrara, was cast (not inappropriately) into a cannon,
and named La Giulia, and although the duke showed enough
reverence for art to preserve the head intact, its subsequent
fate is unknown. “Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished,”
and future ages have to mourn the loss of what could not but
have been a rare monument of the artist’s power.

Before, however, the short life of this statue had terminated,
in fact immediately after its completion in 1508, Michael Angelo

* Ad coercendam audaciam Perusinorum.
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returned to Rome. The Fates just then were propitious to
artists. Flushed with his success in war, Julius now addressed
his never-wearying spirit to the arts of peace—where Bramante
was busily at work developing his grandly-conceived plan of the
new Basilica of S. Peter—where Raphael had already begun to
fill the little room of the Segzatura with the infinite riches of his
youthful genius—and where the more matured powers of Michael
Angelo were, as their owner hoped, to be again at liberty to
devote themselves to the completion of his opus magnum, the
mighty sepulchre which he probably regretted ever to have
left unfinished.



CHAPTER IL

IN MATURE AGE.

- RHE grand conception of the tomb was in truth
destined to long delay, from which, as we shall

s see afterwards, it was to emerge in a sadly dwarfed
condition. Julius had now conceived the idea

of painting the walls and ceiling of the chapel built by his
uncle, Sixtus IV., and wished to confide the task to Michael
Angelo. The artist, who doubtless saw already the vision of
his youth rapidly receding into dim uncertainty, made many
objections to the change of purpose, alleging, with much reason,
his own inexperience in the technic art of painting, especially
fresco-painting. To these Julius seems to have given little
heed, and Vasari, the devoted admirer of Buonarroti, has no
scruple in charging the Pope with acting under the influence of
Bramante, whose counsels were dictated by the wish to involve
Michael Angelo in a distasteful task, and thereby exalt the
reputation of his own kinsman, Raphael. The disinterment of
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buried scandals is no agreeable process, and it may be observed
that Raphael, being already engaged in his noble paintings of
the Stanza della Segnatura, had no need of underhand assistance
to assure him a position ; while the arguments which Vasari puts
into the mouth of Bramante, as to the ill-luck of building one’s
own tomb, would probably have been treated by the brave old
Pope with utter contempt. Nothing was more common than
anticipatory care of one’s memory : a shrewd old Tuscan lawyer
of this time employed Stagio Stagi to design a beautiful sarco-
phagus for his bones, because, as his inscription tells us, “he
could not trust his family ” to do it; and a Pope, whose acknow-
ledged lineage could not be direct, had the best of all right to
provide for his own posthumous fame.

Passing, however, from useless speculations to ascertained
facts, we find that—all objections, of whatever class, being borne
down by the impetuous will of the old chief—Michael .Angelo
was soon definitively engaged upon the prei)arations for his new
task. The roof was encumbered by the scaffolding of Bramante'’s
workmen, and the architect seems to have raised difficulties as
to removing the uprights which penetrated the ceiling. If these
objections were really the result of personal ill-will, the offence
" brought with it a just retribution, for the painter, as for the time
being Michael must be styled, read a lesson to the architect by
at once supplying a design for a scaffold, which, without touch-
ing walls or roof, effected such an economy of timber as to form
a marriage-portion for the daughter of the poor carpenter who
constructed it. The vault being now clear, Michael set at once

F
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earnestly to work on the cartoons for this mighty work, and,
doubtless, in the rich outpourings of his imagination found solace
for the disappointment relative to the sepulchre. Soon, how-
ever, came upon him the consciousness that his own unaided
powers, especially when exercised in an untried field, would not
suffice to satisfy the requirements of his always impatient task-
master, and Michael resolved, not probably without some
struggle, to summon aid from Florence.

Vasari has given us the names of several painters who, with
an obedient start, set out for Rome at the summons of one
under whom it was now an honour to serve, and it is gratifying
to recognize among them that of the painter’s old friend,
Granacci. The result was, however, not satisfactory. The
eagle spirit of the artist had attained by this a higher region,’
to which those of his early associates could not soar, and one
day, having taken counsel with himself, he destroyed all that
they had done, closed the door of the chapel, and severed the
connection with, it may be feared, scant ceremony. From this
moment his resolution never varied ; he must depend on himself
alone : ideas, colour, design, mechanic labour, all should be his.
By what may fairly be termed unparalleled energy, he threw him-
self into the work unaided, and, in the space of twenty months,
has left an undying record of genius at its fullest and most bountiful
flow. Nor may the triflers on the road to fame lay to their souls
the flattering unction that to the lavish prodigality of nature

} “In den heitern Regionen
Wo die reinen Formen wohnen.”
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towards her favoured children are due such wondrous results.
Goethe said well that nothing ever could be found in his pages
but that he knew well how it came there; and none can study
attentively the world of figures which the impatience of the
Pope and the energy of the painter called into existence
within so brief a space, without seeing everywhere marks of
deep thought and untiring industry. Nor were extraneous
annoyances wanting. The Pope was, as ever, anxious to inspect
the progress of any undertaking in which His Holiness was con-
cerned ; Michael Angelo equally bent upon baffling all pre-
mature intrusion by whomsoever offered; and Vasari, with an
apologetic “they say,” tells us of an act of bribery practised
upon the painter’s servant, avenged on the part of the irate
master by a shower of rubbish from the scaffold, destined,
perhaps, for a less illustrious head than that which it actually
endangered. Another time we find Julius, during Michael's
temporary absence, ruthlessly stripping off the coverings from
some frescos which, being only partially dried, broke forth, under
the keen breath of a Roman #ramontana wind, into an efflorescence
of fine crystals, blurring, and at times totally obliterating, the
artist’'s work. Here again the cup seemed full to overflowing,
and it needed the friendly intervention of Giuliano di San Gallo,
coming “tanquam deus ex machina,” to explain how the surface
could be cleaned, and persuade the reluctant artist to resume
his work.

At length, yielding to the continual demands of the Pope,
Michael Angelo removed one half of the scaffolding : all Rome
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rushed to see the spectacle, the Pope at their head, trampling
through the dust and timbers, with somewhat the same feelings
of triumph, we may suppose, that filled his breast when he
entered the humbled city of Bologna.

And now, when Fancy would fain associate herself with the
ecstasies of an art-worshipping crowd gazing on future glories of
their city, just disclosed in the first freshness of new creation,
“surgit amari aliquid;” the reader must be called to con-
template the petty jealousies and underhand intrigues of con-
temporaries. Bramante, whom we have already had to consider
unpleasantly connected with the Sistine paintings, now appears,
on the joint authority of Vasari and Condivi, as urgently recom-
mending that the remaining half of the roof should be entrusted
to Raphael of Urbino. The inconsistency of this advice,
coming, as it did, from the very man who had, so to speak,
loaded the unwilling shoulders of Michael with this heavy
burden, must have rendered it no easy task to maintain his
cause by any fair arguments; nor was the painter disposed to
treat his adversary leniently. Carrying war into the enemy’s
country, he charged Bramante with want of judgment, not merely
in matters of painting, but likewise in his own special domain

of architecture, and, to pass from so uncongenial a subject, finally

succeeded in establishing his right worthily to carry on his great

work, which was finally completed, sufficiently at least to enable
the Pope to officiate at high mass on All Saints’ day, 1512. The
storms which had all along accompanied Michael Angelo’s inter-
course with his royal and priestly patron had by no means ceased.
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On one occasion we find the Pope threatening to throw his unruly
subject from the scaffold ; on another, asking his usual question,
“When will this chapel be finished ?” and receiving, for all
answer, “ When I can,” the wrath of the sovereign fairly boils
over, and the cane (cudge/ would be the more accurate render-
ing of the Italian), once used against the hapless prelate at
Bologna, is now employed to emphasize his angry rejoinder to
the painter. In fact, if we may trust the biographer, the mazza
of Julius was used as unscrupulously as the cane of Frederick of
Prussia, or the sceptre of Homer’s Odysseus. The Grecian king,
however, struck only Thersites, and the Italian priest, if he did
at times yield to passion, was never easy till he had offered
some visible atonement to the painter. They were, in truth, like
Katharine and Petruchio, well matched “for a couple of quietones.”
The rebuke of the Roman satirist, “Sepulchri immemor
struis domos,” might with justice have been addressed to Julius,
though it is questionable whether the old chief, who, as he has
himself avouched, “knew nought of letters,” would have under-
stood the allusion; but, at all events, as soon as the Sistine
Chapel was opened Julius took up the postponed question of the
sepulchre. Sending for the Cardinals of Quattro Santi and Agen
(the latter his own nephew), he charged them to superintend the
erection of his monument, which Michael Angelo was now about
to design, upon a far less ambitious scale than the former. .

1 It should be observed that the names Santiquattro and Aginense (given in
the text of Vasari) are not family names but titular designations. The Church of
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Julius was none too early in his dispositions. On the 1st
of November he had gratified his wish by officiating in the
newly painted chapel of his uncle Sixtus; a childish fancy, some
may say, but it was at any rate the childishness of a mighty man.
On the 11th of February that restless spirit had found repose.
Whatever his faults—and, whether as temporal prince or spiritual
ruler, he had many—he was a true lover of his country, and his
unceasing efforts to free her from foreign arms and to develop in
all branches of art her native genius give him “just title to our
admiration.” To drive out the barbarians, a cry that has been
heard, and loudly, during the present century, the old man
spared no toil, shunned no personal danger. Scarce two years
before his death he led his army in the field and marched, sword
in hand, up the snow-covered breach of Mirandola. He had
the gratification before his death of feeling his task so far
accomplished that not a Frenchman remained south of the Alps;
but Italy reaped little benefit thereby, and Swiss, German, or
Spanish so-called auxiliaries still preyed upon the vitals of that
unhappy land.

The powerful house of Medici had long made their prepara-
tions for the expected death of Julius, trusting that the result
of the ensuing election would disperse the temporary eclipse
under which they laboured. Nor were their hopes deceived ;
the conclave was unusually brief, and on the rith of March

Quattro Santi (or Four Sasnts) is a venerable edifice near the Colosseum, which
gave his title to Cardinal Valentino. Leonardo della Rovere received the sign of
his rank from the French city of Agen.
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Cardinal Giovanni de’ Medici ascended the papal throne under
the title of Leo X. His election was generally welcome
throughout Italy. Florence in particular gave herself up to the
wildest excesses of joy. No Florentine had ever attained to
the pontifical chair, and to find it filled by a member of their
own great house in the prime of life—Leo was barely thirty-
seven—produced one of those enthusiastic fits of rejoicing during
which the power of reason seems wholly in abeyance. Bonfires
blazed in every street, the very booths ‘and pent-houses being
torn down to supply fuel, and the red lily of the republican
shield was all but hidden by unnumbered escutcheons Bearing
the celebrated balls of Medici. No longer in painted wood,
but carved in stone, and richly decorated with supporters and
scroll work, these badges of voluntary servitude were to be found
everywhere, till even in the functions of holy church the arms
of the new pope were placed over the head of the crucified
Saviour : a significant collocation |*

The well-known “Age of Leo X.” sounds in the ears of every-
one as that of an enlightened and judicious patron of art; but it
is questionable how far this reputation was merited by the wearer.
Leo X. was essentially a lover of pleasure, in pursuit of which
he soon squandered the treasures accumulated by his hard-
toiling predecessor, while aspirations after the freedom of Italy

1 Giovanni Cambi estimates the cost of these escutcheons, many of which were
designed by artists of eminence, at not less than 40,000 gold florins, and adds
that “the arms of the republic were but little regarded, which was marvellous.”
The reader will probably not share the chronicler’s wonder.
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or the expulsion of foreign mercenaries never troubled the
current of his luxuries.

His tastes, it is true, were refined, as became a Medici, and
he was therefore liberal and even lavish to the ministers of
elegant art whom he found already collected by the generosity
of Julius; nor were the rising walls of St. Peter’s or the glow-
ing frescos of the Stanze likely to be discontinued through his
parsimony. But the indecency of his life and language has been
often and sternly denounced, and it was a matter of ordinary
comment that no jest found so sure a welcome at the banquet of
Christ’s Vicar as one which was flavoured with impiety. Of his
shameless traffic in indulgences, and of the mighty consequences
to Christendom resulting therefrom, this is not the place to
speak ; nor should we have so far expatiated on the character of
Leo save to point out how uncongenial to such a mind were
likely to be the stern asceticism in art, and the proud, uncom-
promising demeanour of Buonarroti. Michael Angelo had, how-
ever, acquired a reputation which could not in common wisdom
be totally passed over; he was moreover in some sense a retainer
of the Medicean family; and it may be readily believed that
Leo, in assigning to him the task of designing a facade for the
Medicean church of S. Lorenzo at Florence, congratulated him-
self on removing from Rome one for whose society he would
assuredly feel no inclination. No couriers were likely to come,
“ bloody with spurring, fiery red with speed,” charged with lavish
gifts or stern menaces to recall Michael to the presence of the
new custodian of St. Peter’s keys.
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Bitter, in truth, was the disappointment of the artist when,
anticipating eagerly a return to that branch of art which he had
ever loved best, he saw the welcome vision, like the shade of
Creusa, again escape from the hands stretched forth to grasp it.
He remonstrated earnestly with the new Pope, pointing out the
formal engagements with the two cardinals lately entered into
by himself, and the discredit likely to rest upon his name by
what would be deemed ingratitude to the memory of his late
patron. Leo, in the flush of the excitement consequent on his
recent election, was to the full as imperious as ever Julius had
been, and, briefly assuring him that proper explanations should
be made to the cardinals, he dismissed Michael Angelo to the
task assigned to him. Various architects of high repute, San
Gallo, Sansovino, and Raphael himself, were already competing
for the honour of designing the church of S. Lorenzo; the
addition of one like Michael would not tend to increase
the chances of a satisfactory conclusion; and, although he
is supposed to have executed a model, still preserved in
the Academy of Fine Arts, the result is that the church
remains to this day the roughest and ugliest of the many
Italian churches that still lack the important feature, a
facade.

Before, however, entering upon the uneventful chronicle of
the dreary exile which the will of this overlauded patron of art
inflicted upon Michael Angelo, then in the zenith of his powers,
it may be not inappropriate to cast a glance upon his latest work,
unwillingly undertaken, hurriedly accomplished, yet breathing

G
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in every portion so much of energy and harmony as to crown its
maker with undying glory. ‘

Without proposing to enter upon an elaborate disquisition
as to the decoration of the Sistine ‘Chapel, it would be incon-
sistent to relate, however perfunctorily, the story of Michael
Angelo’s life, without some reference to the prevailing charac-
teristics of one of his greatest labours. Looking upon the whole
assemblage of mysteries there embodied, the first impression
produced on the spectator’s mind will be an overwhelming sense
of power; the spaces left at his disposal seem to be all
insufficient for the thoughts issuing from the mind of the artist;
the irregularities resulting from the architecture which might
have discouraged a timid mind, have been disregarded or com-
pelled to yield to his will, till the result is a whole, strong,
harmonious and perfect.

We are told that the subject of the Deluge was the earliest
executed, and if so the adjoining compartments, in which are
represented the Sacrifice of Noah,' and the Inebriation of the
Patriarch, must have been part of the division first exhibited in
obedience to the urgent orders of Pope Julius. To this fact
may be ascribed the change of scale observable in the other
compartments, anterior in subject but posterior in execution;

1 It should be remarked that, by a singular blunder which the slightest
observation will serve to rectify, Vasari has described this picture as the Sacrifices
of Cain and Abel, an error in which he has been followed by Italian authors, as
likewise by Duppa. Mr. Harford describes it as the sacrifice of Noah d¢fore the
deluge ; he must surely mean affer.
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the work of quarrying marble at Carrara or Serravezza, changing
his scene of operations in obedience to the Pope’s orders, and
incurring thereby the enmity of rival proprietors, who, as usual,
ascribed to the agent the faults of his employer, making sundry
miles of road from the quarries to the sea, labours which resulted
in the excavating of five, and the conveyance to Florence of
one column destined for the front of S. Lorenzo—such are -the
benefits posterity owes to Leo’s patronage of Michael Angelo.
Not that official neglect or unworthy labours could quench his
heaven-born thirst for creating : a few thoughts took form, many
others doubtless perished unrecorded, and it may not be unrea-
sonably conjectured that many of the numerous drawings now
treasured in the various cabinets of Europe may have consoled
the dreary leisure of their producer during his forced exile
among the quarries of Serravezza.

In December, 1521, Leo X. died, and Michael Angelo might
now look forward to resuming his labours upon the tomb of
Julius, the task to which duty and inclination alike pointed; nay,
he might even indulge hopes of recording for future ages his
profound devotion to the great poet of Italy, and erecting at his
own cost the monument to Dante which the Medicean ruler had
forbidden him to undertake. In the former of these purposes
he did indeed make some progress, by executing two statues,
which, however, were never employed as intended: the latter
was but a glorious vision, which may indeed have consoled the
mind of the artist, but was not destined to enrich posterity.
Adrian V1., the successor of Leo, chosen, as Guicciardini informs

~
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us, by mistake, cared in truth little for art. The present shep-
herd of Christ’s flock was a simple monk, ignorant of Italian
politics, having never even seen the country, and remarkable
only for his theological learning and piety; and these being
qualities little valued at the Court of Rome, it is not surprising
that his death, after a pontificate of only twenty months, was
looked upon in that city as a cause rather for congratulation
than regret.!

During the whole of this period Michael Angelo remained at
Florence, occupied, under the orders of Cardinal Giuliano de’
Medici, with the works of S. Lorenzo; but harassed by com-
plaints from the Duke of Urbino, nephew of Julius II., regarding
the ever-recurring delays in his uncle’s sepulchre. These re-
criminations, involving as they did charges against the sculptor’s
honesty, were hard for an innocent man to bear, and upon their
renewal,  after the death of Adrian, it became necessary for
Michael Angelo to repair to Rome and invoke the aid of Car-
dinal Giuliano, who had now succeeded to the papal chair under
the title of Clement VII., to reconcile in some degree the con-
flicting duties which pressed upon him. The task was not well
performed by the Pope, whose attention indeed must have been
fully engrossed by the menacing political storms everywhere
thickening around him. Postponing again his hopes of com-

! The death of Adrian VI.was superstitiously ascribed to his having neglected
to change his name on his election to the papal chair, and a list was cited of other
pontiffs whose neglect had been similarly visited.
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pleting the tomb, the artist returned to his Florentine labours
upon the library, new sacristy, and tomb-house of the Medici at
S. Lorenzo. For the last-named building he designed a cupola,
concerning which he declared that it was possible to differ from
but not to improve upon that of Brunelleschi; a compliment
which deserves to be recorded, as, according to his own con-
fession, he mostly found fault with others’ works. As no
subsequent reference will be made to this building, it may be
here stated that its heavy architecture, gloomy character, and
gorgeous materials, which have provoked unfavourable criti-
cism from good judges, are, in the opinion of the present
writer, thoroughly appropriate to the sepulchral chamber of a
royal race.

Less diversity of opinion, however, exists relative to the
Nuova Sagrestia. Here stand, facing each other, the tombs of
Lorenzo and Giuliano de’ Medici, two individuals concerning
whom a careful scrutiny of historic documents fails to extract
any facts of interest at all equal to that with which they have
been invested by the genius of the sculptor. The seated figures
of the two dukes, and notably the solemn, contemplative statue
entitled Il Penseroso, are known to all lovers of art, and the
four recumbent giants affixed to, rather than resting upon, the
sarcophagi have long excited wonder in the minds of the most
casual visitor, reverential awe in those who study them with
fitting respect.

Few can contemplate the four mighty statues which adorn
these two sarcophagi, without an innate consciousness that they

H
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are gazing upon the products of loftiest thought, and that to a
proper comprehension of their greatness a preliminary feeling
of reverence is essential. The critics who complain of the
-immeasurable strength in the figure of Day, who find the awful
figure of Night overwrought and unfeminine, and proclaim as
a great discovery that the whole series are far too heavy for the
coffers to which they are affixed, need not be reasoned with, but
passed over. They belong to the class who doubt whether
Ajax could really lift a stone tasking the powers of ten de-
generate men of modern days, or carefully calculate the latitude
and longitude of Prospero’s enchanted island.

Granting, as unworthy of contest, the petty objections to
which we have alluded, the great fact remains undisputed, that
in these figures we possess, and may well treasure, the out-
comings of gigantic power, the embodiment of sublime con-
templations.

‘Morning and Evening are the titles commonly given to
the statues placed upon one of the sepulchres ; the former repre-
sented by a female figure raising herself from rest somewhat
unwillingly—an unwillingness, however, which results not from
sloth of body but weariness of sbirit. Twilight appears as
a recumbent athlete in an attitude of mournful contemplation, a
Hercules who, having completed his déy’s work, doubts with
himself if all he have done avail aught. Day, upon the opposite
tomb, is figured by a magnificent giant, the very incarnation of
strength, refreshed by sleep and rejoicing to run his course.
Admirably contrasted with this is the well-known Night, a
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female form, but of no earthly woman; her limbs weighed down
by the slumber, not of happiness but of exhaustion. Very
mournful is the whole composition, the drooping poppy and
mystic owl are fitting emblems of night, and a grand tragic mask
adds solemnity to the group.! To this statue was addressed
the complimentary quatrain of Giambattista Strozzi, preserved
by Vasari, of which an English rendering is appended *—

“ Night, whom thou seest in sweetest harmony

Of deep repose, was by an angel wrought,

And sleeping, lives ; yet, if thou doubtest aught,
Arouse her only, speak ! she will reply.”

These verses drew from the sculptor a reply, in which he
shows himself aware that the deeper sense of the statue had
been missed by the complimentary but not profound critic.

¢ Grateful to me is sleep ; stone cannot know
How through our land sorrow and shame endure ;

From sights and sounds of woe I rest secure,
Yet, lest thou break my slumber, whisper low.”

1 In the all but toethless mouth of this mask we may trace a remembrance of
the hint given by Lorenzo il Magnifico to the youthful sculptor.

2 “ La Notte che tu vedi in sl dolci atti
Dormire, fu da un angelo scolpita
In questo sasso, e bencheé dorme ha vita ;
Destala, se no’l credi, e parleratti.

“ Grato mi & il sonno, e piti I’ esser di sasso,
Mentre che il danno e la vergogna dura ;
Non veder, non sentir, m’ & gran ventura:
Perd non mi destar, deh, parla basso.”
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And here, before passing, as we must shortly do, into the
stern realities of the outer world, may be a fitting opportunity
to ask, are the Moses and the statues of the Sagrestia Nuova
in truth of the very highest range of art, and is their author
entitled to as full a wreath as encircles the temples of the
sculptors of the Theseus, the Apollo, the Venus of Melos? We
unhesitatingly reply, yes. The extreme diversity of the two
styles is obvious to the most casual observer; and the long
recognized dignity of Greek art, as likewise its uncontested
superiority in physical beauty, gives the assertion somewhat the
air of a paradox. Strange indeed would it have been had the
Greek not succeeded in his representation of Beauty. The
Beautiful was his sole God, pursued under a thousand varied
forms, and all the passions of the soul, all the influences pro-
duced by mental action on the outward frame, were to be
displayed, no doubt, but subject to the irrevocable canon, that
the result should be harmonious and pleasing. The devotion
to this fixed purpose of a race of singularly refined perceptions
has left to after ages a legacy of such embodied grace, such
exquisite idealism, that it is no wonder if early Italian artists,
seeking for aid in their new-born quest of beauty, and finding
themselves confronted by the rich products of Grecian art that
were daily emerging from the ruined palaces of antiquity, should
have bowed the head in reverence, and confessed that farther
than the mighty men of old they could not hope to proceed.

Reverence was no doubt due to Greek art, not so idolatry;
and that to this extremity admiration was likely to be pushed is
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tolerably clear from the circumstances already related with regard
to the Cupid sold to Cardinal S. Giorgio. But the spirit which,
in after ages, animated Copernicus, Galileo, and our own Bacon
to emancipate themselves from leading-strings, already burned
in the bosoms of many Italians, and of none more than Michael
Angelo. His exclamation upon seeing Donatello’s St. George,
“Guai alle statue antiche!” foretold his dissatisfaction with a
school which allowed

“ no more play and action
Than joy which is crystallized for ever,
Or grief, an eternal petrifaction.”

Painting had, happily for herself, escaped the dangerous
though glorious tutelage of Grecian authority; the pictures of
Polygnotus and.Apelles no longer existed, and in the necessarily
self-taught energies of Lippi, we recognize the spirit of inde-
pendence characterized in the vigorous language of the poet we
have already quoted—

“ Make the hopes shine through the flesh they fray,
New fears aggrandize the rags and tatters.

So bring the invisible full into play,
Let the visible go to the dogs—what matters?”

With equal energy, but with aspirations as high and pure as
those of Lippi were the reverse, Michael Angelo took his upward
path. Truth, not Beauty, was to be his guide; and those who
have read the noble words in which his mystic thoughts were
often recorded will be at no loss to define under what guidance

1 Browning, “Old Pictures in Florence.”



54 MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTI

he was brought to tread those heights of the Sublime which
have been wisely declared to include all minor excellences.
Michael Angelo had, through the lips of his own Night,
uttered a mournful lament over the ever-accumulating miseries
of his country; and the biographer of the artist may well
rejoice that he is spared the duties of an historian, and need
mention but briefly the events which broke in upon the sculptor’s
labour. The tortuous policy of Clement VII. had left him
without any aid when the tumultuary army of the Constable
Bourbon, turning unwillingly from the rich spoil of Florence,
arrived on the 6th May, 1527, before the walls of Rome. If
there were any who now remembered their joyful exultations over
the death of their late pope, whose imperialistic politics might
have warded off this blow, their remorse was useless. On the
next day the city was taken by assault, Bourbon perishing in
the attack,’ and the horrors of the subsequent sack by the mixed
horde of ruffians, who were then called an army, exceeded all yet
witnessed in any city of this devoted land. To anyone who
does not unravel the tangled web of conflicting interests at work,
it may seem strange to find the pope who had with difficulty

. escaped from troops sworn to hang him, and had been for many

months a close prisoner in the castle of S. Angelo, shortly

afterwards able to direct against his own native city, the very

trobps and the very commanders by whom the metropolis of
Christendom had been ravaged. Such, however, was the case;

! The readers of Benvenuto Cellini’s amusing memoirs will not forget that he
lays claim to having fired the shot by which Bourbon fell.
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and no indignities to which Clement VII. had been subjected from
any other quarter stung him so deeply as the insolence of the

~ Florentines, in driving from their city the worthless descendants
of a family whose merits, even when at their highest, had been
fatally inimical to the liberties of their fellow-citizens. Unfor-
tunately the means of vengeance were too easy, the weapons
were ready to his hand.

Francis I., who was traditionally said to have lost at Pavia
all but honour, was willing, in the hour of trial, to throw away
whatever shred of that gaudy robe still hung about him; and
the stipulations by which, in the treaty of Cambray, he professed
to consider the interests of his faithful allies, the republics of
Florence and Venice, were so obviously impracticable as to
seem devised in heartless mockery. It is with the former of
these states only that we are called upon to deal, and it is no
wonder that, menaced with vengeance by pope and emperor,
sickness raging within her walls, and the hydra-headed Medicean
faction everywhere active, Florence should look anxiously
around for the few brave hearts who still reverenced the lilies
of the republic, sorely tarnished though they were. Among
these Michael Angelo could not be overlooked, and, when
summoned to give his aid in fortifying the high and broken
ground which commands the city on the south side, he at once
obeyed the call. The hill of S. Miniato, with its beautiful
church hallowed by the touching history of S. Giovanni Gual-
berto, was obviously the key of the position, and to this
Buonarroti devoted his first attention, surrounding it with



56 MICHAEL ANGELO BUONARROTL

ditches and ramparts, many traces of which are still visible.
The stiff clay of the hill was mixed with flock and tow so as to
present a formidable resistance to the feeble artillery of those
days, though the device would probably avail little against the
terrible resources of modern warfare. Along the chain of
eminences stretching towards the Porta Romana and the hills
of Bellosguardo and Montauto stood many of the beautiful
villas of the Florentine nobility, which had given rise to the
boast that if all the buildings of Florence could be comprised
within one wall, two Romes could not rival her. The necessities
of war requiring such sacrifice, all buildings within a mile of
the city wall were ordered to be destroyed, and it is easy to
conceive the sorrow with which our artist, aided by his subor-
dinates, Antonio and Francesco San Gallo, carried out this
harsh decree. Bands of young citizens, wielding heavy batter-
ing-rams, demolished the walls of many a suburban villa of such
value as would excite wonder even in our times, while others
hewed down the pleasure groves and orchards, and converted
them into fascines for the engineers’ use! The necessity of
these preparations was not long in manifesting itself. Charles V.
had shown clearly to the citizens who, on the part of Florence,

! Though not in the quarter of the city immediately under the command
of Michael Angelo, we cannot refrain from recording the reverence for art shown
by some of the Florentines, who, breaking down the wall of a convent refectory,
were so struck by the beauty of a Last Supper, by Andrea del Sarto, as to
violate, in its favour, the rule which doomed it to destruction. The fresco is

fortunately still to be seen, in the desecrated convent of San Salvi, beyond the
Porta alla Croce.
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attempted negotiations, that her sole chance of safety lay in
making terms with Clement; and an army under the command
of Philibert, Prince of Orange, was directed to march upon the
devoted city, and compel the restoration of the Medici, now
represented by Alessandro, the child of a Moorish mistress of
the Duke Lorenzo, and, not improbably, of Pope Clement himself.
The troops of Bourbon were slow in executing these orders, and
it was during their delay that Michael Angelo left Florence and
repaired to Venice. Much has been said about this journey,
the reasons of which are not clearly obvious, and Sismondi has,
on what appear to us very insufficient grounds, charged the
artist with personal timidity. Vasari, whose Boswellian devo-
tion would not betray aught to the discredit of his idol, gives a
very cléar history of the transaction, bearing evident marks of
truth. That Michael, accompanied by two friends, each of
them wearing a doublet well stuffed with crowns, left Florence
privately and not without some difficulty, is certain. On his
way he and his party rested at Ferrara, where, somewhat against
his will, he was brought before the duke of that city, Alfonso
d’'Este. The duke, however, treated him with all possible
courtesy, showed him his collection of fine art, and insisted that
he should promise to contribute somewhat towards it. When
Michael refused absolutely the duke’s urgent offers to receive him
in the palace, he insisted upon defraying the expenses of the party
while in Ferrara; and, offering still further aid, Michael Angelo,
not to be outdone in courtesy, confided to the duke the secret
of his costly burden, which he professed himself willing to place,

AN
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if desired, at the duke’s disposal. He thence proceeded to
Venice, where we find him, with characteristic dislike of intru-
sion, taking up his quarters in the remote quarter of the
Giudecca, yet visiting the Doge, Andrea Gritti, and furnishing
him with a design for the bridge of the Rialto, which, however,
is not the one so well known to all travellers.

What may have been his chief motive for his sudden
journey to Venice we shall probably never learn, unless the
long-promised investigation of the Buonarroti archives afford
any explanation. He may not improbably have been charged
with some unavowed mission from the government, a hypothesis
which his studied avoidance of publicity renders probable, and
it is worthy of remark that in a proclamation issued by the
Florentine authorities at this time, calling upon twenty-eight
important absentees to return, Michael Angelo’s name is omitted.
Moreover we possess, according to the historian Varchi, the
sculptor’s own declaration that he left Florence because he had
been assured, on what seemed to him good authority, that so
rotten was the edifice of Florentine liberty that a few days, or
even hours, might put the city into the hands of the Medici.
If under these circumstances a man who had already given his
personal and pecuniary aid to the Republic had really no other
motive for departing than the natural wish to lodge his savings
in a place of comparative safety, we have yet to learn that this
is a fair ground of reproach.

His absence, however, was severely felt at Florence, towards
which the storm of war was slowly but surely rolling, and

N e
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earnest remonstrances were addressed to him, offers of safe
conduct tendered, and in the early part of October—the exact
date is not recoverable—Michael Angelo was again at work,
devoting all his energies to meet the coming foe, whose
mercenaries, flushed with triumph at the surrender of Arezzo,
were already calling on “Madam Florence” to get out her
richest silks and brocades, as they were coming to measure
them at the pike’s length. Treason, moreover, was at work
within the city: one man had even been hanged for declar-
ing openly that it was better to admit the exiled family; and
a Franciscan friar from the convent of S. Miniato met with a
like fate, having been detected in an attempt to spike the guns
of that fortress.

At length, everything appearing to be ready, at least on the
part of the besieged city, it was deemed fit to offer a formal
defiance to the besieging army, and the page of Varchi gives us
a vivid picture of how Malatesta Baglione, at daybreak one
morning, proceeded, with much pomp of military music, to sound
a challenge to the camp of Philibert of Orange. A general salvo
of artillery followed, to all of- which demonstrations, however, the
enemy made no reply. There seems to modern readers some-
thing of the ludicrous in this ceremonial, which however accorded
with the general ideas of the time, and was prompted by a similar
feeling to that which caused Nelson to raise his hat to the French
admiral as he rounded to under Villeneuve’s stern at Trafalgar.

Actual hostilities, however, soon began on both sides, and
though considerable difficulties occur in fixing accurately the
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dates of various occurrences, there seems little doubt that when
Michael Angelo at length re-entered Florence, he found the
strength of his fortifications at S. Miniato fully tested. Two
guns, planted on the church tower, had been placed in charge of
a celebrated artillerist, and, notwithstanding their necessarily
small dimensions, caused much annoyance to the camp of
Orange. Great were the efforts of the latter to destroy the
tower, and special mention is made of the success attending
Michael Angelo’s device of suspending woolsacks from the
parapet so as to deaden the effect of the hostile shot.

While it is difficult for a modern reader to restrain a scornful
smile as he reads the records of such a miniature bombardment,
it must not be supposed that there was any lack of individual
heroism, any want of reality in the desperate hand-to-hand
struggles for every outlying town or hamlet. In the end of
November Orange’s battering train was largely augmented by
aid of the Duke of Ferrara, who now, in accordance with the
pantomimic changes of Italian politics, appears as an ally of
the Imperialists. On the 1st December the tower of S. Miniato
took fire, and burned we are told, through the whole night; yet,
immediately afterwards, it seems to have been repaired. On the
6th the Florentine writers admit a loss of two hundred citizens
when the Imperialists stormed La Lastra : five days later pre-
cisely the same number of the besiegers are recorded to have
perished by a fierce night-attack from the city.!

! But for the detailed circumstantial accounts from contemporary writers, the
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A well-known modern author, after recounting the miseries
of revolutionary France, observes that it seems difficult to

believe that the ordinary operations of nature went on as usual

during such horrors; and it is similarly strange to turn aside
from the fierce struggles of war, and contemplate Buonarroti
working calmly upon a tempera painting of Leda and the Swan,
on which he was engaged in fulfilment of his promise to the
Duke of Ferrara, or striving to obtain from the favour of the
new gonfaloniere, a block of marble nearly eighteen feet long,
\ which Pope Clement had promised to his old rival Bandinelli.
He had designed for it a group of Samson and a Philistine,
but on the termination of the siege the marble reverted to
Bandinelli, who has left us the ugly Hercules and Cacus in front
he Palazzo Vecchio. This, however, is an anticipation;

much\had yet to come ere the end, which could scarcely be
doubtful,

the numerows, though disconnected, forces of the emperor

rived. Food was beginning to fail in Florence, as
\ gathered round the devoted city. In January, 1530, symptoms
| of scarcity were increasing, though as yet the spirit of the people

was good, and inscriptions “ Poor but free” were written with
»j charcoal on the walls, and borne out by the kindly demeanour of

’ accurate correspondence of these events would render them liable to the incre-
dulity with which we receive the legendary achievements of Camillus when Rome
was taken by the Gauls. \

) We are even told that the men sl%in on the rrth December were all Italians,
the attack having been directed chi¢fly against that division of the besieger's
camp.

/‘
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the citizens, whose former jealousies were now assuaged by the
consciousness of common peril. Strange and mournful must, at
this period, have been the thoughts of every Florentine, and of
Michael Angelo among the rest. He, however, was spared
"from that worst of tortures, the helpless contemplation of slow
but inevitable defeat. His office of chief engineer kept him
continually on the walls, where he saw an old friend, Mario
Orsino, struck down by a cannon ball; yet even at this time
intervals of comparative slackness would occur, and these he
always devoted to his art, to the picture for Alfonso d’Este, or
to the unfinished statues in the Laurentian sacristy. The latter
work had indeed to be carried on under much apprehension : it
could hardly be expected that the citizens would look favourably
upon work done in the service of their immediate enemies, and
the sculptor himself, when at work on the effigy of Giuliano or
Lorenzo, must have felt his mind loaded with dreary anticipa-
tions as to how short must be the time before his beloved city
should be called to receive one of the spurious brood as her
lord.

The letters of Carlo Capello, ambassador to Florence from
the sister republic of Venice, give us most vivid descriptions of
the increasing scarcity of provisions. On the 2nd February he
informs his own government that meat will shortly be unattain-
aBle; on the 13th a body of German infantry, with twenty-two
cannons, completed the investment of the city on the northern
side, and when, on the 12th March, the ambassador committed

to the stream of the Arno the bones of his favourite charger, it
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may well be that the animal’s life was unwillingly sacrificed to
the pressing wants of his master’s household.!

The imperialist army were thoroughly aware of the power of
that fearful ally whom they had now summoned, and tauntingly
refused the despairing challenge of the Florentines to meet
them in the field. It is strange to find in combination with
such stern and cold-blooded calculations upon the misery of their
foes, more than one instance of formal adherence to the fantastic
observances of chivalry; a single combat between two Italians
in the opposing armies for the graces of a lady was solemnly
permitted in the presence of both forces, and is described by
Varchi with a particularity that seems a miserable mockery in
the presence of such suffering as every day augmented.

Some hope for a time dawned upon the unhappy Florentines
through the gallant achievements of a true son of the Republic,
Francesco Ferrucci, a simple-minded brave soldier, whose deeds
read more like the traditional exploits of Ruy Diaz or Wallace
than the proved facts of history. Returned, one of a miserable
remnant, from the fever-stricken army which Francis had sent
against Naples, Ferrucci had shown a special aptitude for
gathering around him all outside the walls of Florence who still

1 On the river wall of the Arno, not far from the arcade of the Uffizi, is to be
found a stone bearing the following inscription :—

OSSA EQUI CAROLI CAPELLI, LEGATI VENETI
Non ingratus herus, sonipes memorande, sepulchrum
Hoc tibi pro meritis heec monimenta dedit.
Obsessa urbe MDXXX. IIl. ID. MARTII.
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remained faithful to the Republic, and where Ferrucci fought in
person, there success surely followed his banner. In the end of
March he had accumulated at Empoli a valuable store of pro-
visions, and having put this important city, as he thought, into
a complete state of defence, he marched in person against
Volterra, which had surrendered to the allies, tore it fiercely
from their grasp, and retained the prey which he had clutched
against many a desperate effort of the enemy. On one occa-
sion the contest was so obstinate that the banners of the dreaded
Spanish infantry were four times planted upon the walls, and
Ferrucci, stricken down both by wounds and fever, had himself
borne on his litter to the breach, where, as ever, the victory
belonged to him. For four months did this brave man hold
Volterra against all the power of the allies, leaving it at length
only in obedience to orders from Florence, and great must have
been the aid to the cause produced throughout the whole of
Tuscany by the sight of the red lily still floating above the
gigantic walls of the old Etruscan city. But in the valley of the
Arno events had occurred which more than counterfoiled Fer-
rucci’s triumph. Empoli, which he had declared so safe that the
women could defend it with their distaffs, had opened her gates
to a Spanish corps, and her ample stores of grain and wine fell
into the hands of the besiegers, whose needs almost equalled
those of the beleaguered inhabitants.

As the summer advanced, the horrors of the siege grew to
a frightful pitch. The ordinary phenomena of blockade need
not be detailéd, especially to those who have but lately seen a
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faint reflex of them in the French metropolis : pestilence, the
inevitable attendant on famine, was enhanced by the heats of
July, and men, grown savage, called for frightful vengeance to
be taken upon the person of Catharine de’ Medici, then a child
of twelve years old, who was in their power. Of these proposals
the least horrible, and the truth of which is admitted even by
Florentine chroniclers, was that she should be suspended from
the walls as a mark for the imperialist artillery, in requital of
similar outrages perpetrated on the women of Empoli by the
ever brutal Spaniards. The child happily escaped with nothing
more dreadful than the constant horrors of anticipated death ;
but it must be allowed that the woman who, in after years, urged
her miserable son to the great murders of St. Bartholomew, had
been educated in an apt school of cruelty.

Our object does not permit any further delay upon the
particulars of this gloomy history: we pass over the details of

more than one gallant effort to break the enemies, nor can we

find time to speculate upon the precise motives which instigated

the Captain-General Malatesta to lend, as he undoubtedly did,
but a feeble and half-hearted support to the brave spirits who
perilled their lives in these encounters. Florence, in the middle
of July, recalled her bravest son from Volterra, to aid her in a
last effort for victory, which, if unsuccessful, was to be followed
by self-immolation of men, wives, and children. Ferrucci obeyed
the call; but to approach the city was no easy task. He forced
a passage to Pisa, in spite of the opposition offered by Mara-
maldo, an expérienced soldier, and animated, it would seem, by

K
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personal hatred towards the Florentine soldier. Here sickness
again prostrated Ferruccio, and he lay in Pisa unable to move
for fourteen days, every one of which was of vital importance.
His active mind had never ceased to elaborate plans of singular
daring, by which the very infamy of the mercenaries now closing
like vultures round his beloved Florence was to be employed to
secure her freedom. But it was too late. In a determined
effort to break through the ranks of overwhelming numbers,
Ferruccio, covered with wounds, was led into the presence of his
old enemy, Maramaldo. The brutal Calabrian stripped and
insulted the dying hero, and finally thrust a pike into his body,
thus, in the words of his victim, “killing a dead man.”

On the body of the Prince of Orange, who fell on the same
night, was found a letter from Malatesta, the Captain-General
of Florence, promising him that during his absence on the
expedition to crush Ferruccio, no attack should be made on the
imperial camp. This fact offers a significant comment upon
the suspicions entertained long before by Michael Angelo’s
friend, Mario Orsini, which induced, it may be remembered,
the sculptor’s journey to Venice. With such a man in charge
of a main gate of Florence, there was small chance that any
bravery of her people could avail her. All her plans were
regularly betrayed to the enemy, and even the desperate hope
of making a holocaust of the city was denied to its defenders.
At the time which suited best his purposes, Malatesta Baglione
admitted a column of Imperialists within the walls, turned his

own guns upon the city, and thus consummated the treachery
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which there can be no doubt he had meditated from the first
moment of his connexion with Florence.

There can be no good in lingering over the scenes of con-
fusion, terror, and cruelty which followed upon the treachery of
Malatesta. Society had reached that pitch of disorganization
admirably described by a living poet—

“No man can say he’s safe ;
Not one of you so humble but that still
The malice of some secret enemy
May whisper him to death, and hark ! look to it!
Have some of you seem’d braver than the others?
Their courage is their surest condemnation ;
They are mark’d men, and not a man stands here
But may be so.”

At such a time, the skilful engineer who had directed the
fortifications, the indefatigable defender of S. Miniato, the man
who, when free to choose, had deliberately returned to cast in
his lot with the besieged city, was little likely to be spared by
the triumphant Mediceans, and one cannot wonder that Michael
Angelo should have consulted his own safety by lying hid.
That he acted wisely is sufficiently proved by the rigorous
search instituted at his house by the new authorities. He was
concealed, some say, in the house of a friend, others in the
bell-tower of S. Niccolo. Itis a fact on which certainty is pro-
bably as unattainable as unimportant. After some time the
courtly party, who needed his services, and may have shrunk
from the barbarism of sacrificing to political vengeance a man
of whose genius all were proud, caused promises of safety to be
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held forth on condition of his returning to his labours at S.
Lorenzo. He had, as we know, never totally discontinued them.
They had probably served to withdraw his mind from the
contemplation of evil he was powerless to avert, and no useful
purpose could be served by an obstinate refusal of the victor’s
terms. The maxim of ‘ Woe to the conquered !’ was being fully
acted upon in Florence, and while exile, confiscation, torture, and
death were being freely dealt out, Michael Angelo might well
content himself with the light notice taken of his offences against
the house of his old patrons.

Into the details of the severities exercised by the papal and
imperial commissioners it is not our purpose to enter: one
specimen may suffice for all. Benedetto da Foiano, a learned
Dominican monk, probably a disciple of Savonarola, had
preached energetically against the imperial and now papal
party. Malatesta sent him a prisoner to Clement, by whom he
was confined in the castle of S. Angelo. The governor of this
prison, however, although a bishop and a Medici, failed to
comprehend the spirit which animated his temporal and spiritual
chief, and treated his prisoner with some degree of leniency.
The personal and reiterated orders of the pontiff were required,
until by a systematic and unrelenting diminution of food, and
all means of cleanliness, the wretched prisoner died under the
combined influences of hunger, thirst, and disease, as few, save
princes and paupers, are wont to die.  Still the spirit of Florence
was not quite broken, and until that process were thoroughly
accomplished Clement felt, and not without reason, that the
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personal safety of any of the hated race hung by a thread.
The proclamation of disarmament which, as a matter of course,
had followed the entry of the imperialist troops into Florence,
had, it was suspected, been but imperfectly obeyed, and laws of
unexampled severity were enforced with such frightful violence
as to be at length successful. Rich armour, jewelled poniards,
were reluctantly surrendered, or cast by night into the streets,
where none dared pick them up; nor was it until near two
years after the surrender of the city that the title of duke
was solemnly conferred on one whose mulatto features fully
testified his right to the patent of illegitimacy lawfully descend-
ing to him on both sides. Alessandro de’ Medici reigned in
Florence, and Clement VII. was at liberty to be buried in
consecrated ground, which he had vowed should never be the
case till he had re-entered that city.

We have now to contemplate the mournful spectacle of the
sculptor, sick at heart, his aspirations after liberty ruthlessly
crushed, his mind, it may well be, oppressed with doubt whether
his countrymen had ever really comprehended the abstract idea
for which they had shed their best blood, toiling in the service
of those against whose aggrandizement he had but lately
struggled. He worked with speed unusual even for him, nor
is this wonderful. What, save incessant, unremitting toil could
be to him a refuge from sorrow, and he must have often blessed
the wearied muscles which procured him the sleep of exhaustion.
Yet, while his gloomy thoughts gradually took shape in stone,
while the ineffable woe that pervades the four great figures—how
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different from the commanding attitude of Moses—became more
and more evident, it cannot be but that somewhat of joy accom-
par;ied this exercise of his unrivalled powers. Genius must, from
time to time, be conscious of the finer clay wherewith she is
tempered. Burns, whose ambition did not extend beyond
singing a song at least “for puir auld Scotland’s sake,” and who
records the warning given to him by the muse against aspiring
to the fame reserved for Thomson, Gray, and Shenstone, never-
theless betrays elsewhere his conviction that the light which led
him astray was “light from heaven;” Shakspeare, usually seem-
ing as unconscious of the gifts he lavishes as the sun of heaven,
nevertheless promises his ideal mistress that

“When all the breathers of this world are dead,
Thou still shalt live, such virtue hath my pen.”

And the sculptor of the four immortal statues of the Sagrestia
must have felt a proud conviction that on these rather than on
the unimportant princes to whose tombs the figures are, without
much appropriateness, assigned, would rest his title to undying
fame.

To the ducal statues, regarded as portraits, we learn that he
had not given much thought, and, when remonstrated with as to
the features not being correct, replied, with haughty carelessness,
that he did not suppose people, a hundred years later, would
care much how the dukes looked. That his argument was
sound has received a striking proof from the assertion of a late
investigator, who believes that the statues have been all along
wrongly named, and ought to be mutually interchanged. It is
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a' remarkable and somewhat ludicrous testimony to the insig-
nificant character of the two dukes, if it be really true that their .
contemporary Vasari, in speaking of the * pensive Lorenzo,”
and “the proud Julian,” had been guided in the selection of his
adjectives solely by the effigies whose titles he mistook.

In the month of September, 1531, the health of Michael
Angelo, never strong, seemed to’be seriously giving way. A
letter written at this time by one of his friends to Rome, pro-
bably with a view to its meeting the eye of Pope Clement, gives
us a vivid and painful picture of his state. We see him no
longer in his best strength—he was verging on sixty—crippled
with rheumatism, unable to sleep from headache, still at work
unceasingly in the cold damp sacristy, and needing to be abso-
lutely forbidden by the pope to work there during the winter, “as
he himself can come to no resolution, and does not seem to
care about the matter.” « T}lere are,” says the writer, “ two evils
which torment him, one in the head and one in the heart.”
His bodily sufferings we have seen; the evil at his heart was
the ever-cankering sore of the mausoleum. This work, which
had been the delightful vision of his youth, in labouring on
which he had passed probably the brightest period of his
existence, had been again and again pushed into oblivion, to
return each time shorn of its fair proportions by its unwilling
author, and now stood before him a mutilated remnant of its
former self, like the few remaining books of the Roman Sibyl.
With this difference, however, that whereas the Roman pro-
phetess claimed and received the full amount of her original
price, the Tuscan sculptor was continually harassed by charges
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of bad faith, ingratitude, and misapplied funds by the relatives of
Pope Julius, who, on the other hand, were naturally impatient at
the small progress made in a work which had already lasted a
quarter of a century. It is needful to bear in mind this sorrow
of mind and suffering of body when reporting an event which
now took place. Alfonso had written to Michael Angelo
expressing the pleasure with which he had received information
of the completion of the picture promised, it may be remembered,
on the occasion of his visit to Ferrara. The letter, a copy
of which will be found in the Appendix, is in terms of highest
courtesy, beginning “ Dearest friend,” and requesting him to put
his own value on the picture. It seems hard that any unplea-
sant result should follow so fair an opening; but so it was.
The gentleman commissioned by the Duke of Ferrara to receive
the painting, had the imprudence to speak of it as “una poca
cosa,” a small matter. We have seen how, long years ago, it
fared with Angiolo Doni in like circumstances, and the ducal
messenger met with no better fate. The irritated artist asked
Signor Pisanillo what might be his occupation, and perceiving
(with or without reason) fresh ground for offence in the answer,
“] am a merchant,” retorted, “ This time you have made a bad
bargain for your employer : leave me at once.”

It is characteristic both of the haughty irritability of the
man, and of his careless generosity when a mere question of
money was at issue, that finding his pupil Antonio Mini at a
loss to provide marriage portions for two of his sisters, Michael

Angelo at once handed over to him the painting intended for

— P —
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the duke, as also two chests of models and cartoons, including,
among others, the one from which the painting was executed in
tempera. The subsequent fate of this generous gift was un-
satisfactory enough. The cartoons, many of which seem to
have been of the highest interest, were stolen at Antonio Mini’s
death during a visit he made to France, and the Leda, having
been sold by Mini to Francis I., was, in the reign of Louis XIII.,’
“spoiled,” says an annotator of Vasari, “from scruples of
conscience.” The damaged picture and its cartoon are both
stated, on the same authority, to have passed into England, but
if the accounts, given with apparent accuracy of detail, be
correct, their present locality is unknown. If the phrase used
by Vasari’s annotator imply, as seems probable, an insinuation
against the moral character of the design, we will in charity
suppress the name of the Frenchman who is said to have enter-
tained such feelings. Perhaps contempt would be the most
fitting answer to the charge, but as the work still remains to us
through the aid of more than one early engraving, it can be
safely stated that of all renderings of this difficult subject,
ancient or modern, Michael Angelo’s is the most solemnly mythic.
His Leda is a primeyal giantess, strikingly similar in attitude
to his immortal Night, the magnificent plumage of the disguised
god recalls the rush of Tintoretto’s Announcing Angel, while
the introduction of the mythic egg on which two infant forms
are faintly traced, and the appearance in the background of
the twin Dioscuri themselves, all serve, and were dout)tless
intended, to withdraw the mind from the actual representation,

L
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and fix it upon the recondite meaning of the mysterious
legend.

The letter written by Mini about Michael Angelo’s health
had produced its intended effect, and a second letter of his is
extant, in which he reiterates the urgent necessity of bringing
about some settlement of the mausoleum question, which, he
foresees, will, if not speedily terminated, bring the sculptor to
the grave. This it is not difficult to believe. While nothing
can be clearer than that the artist was in no sense responsible
for the frequent delays in this business, still the fact remained
that more than twenty years had gone by, advances of money
had been made, and nothing was yet completed ; and though the
amounts mentioned by the duke’s agent were childishly exagge-
rated, it did appear that upon an equitable adjustment Michael
Angelo might be found a debtor to the extent of about two
thousand ducats. To wipe off this debt was an ever-wearing
care to him; to complete, however lamely, the work so long
cherished, was a hope not yet abandoned; and some letters,
translations of which will be found in the Appendix, will show
how earnestly both he and his friends laboured to effect some
settlement. Nothing could be done without the permission of
the pope; his decision would overrule the common consent of
all other parties in the transaction, and it was not long waited
for. In a brief filled with courteous acknowledgments of the
artist's merits, and kind condolence as to his failing health, the
fact stood clearly out that under no circumstances could Michael

Angelo undertake any other work than that commanded by
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Clement. The claims of the Urbino family were alluded to in
decorous phraseology, which was probably meant to be in-
efficient, and would assuredly have proved so but for a promise
that Michael Angelo should adjust them at a personal interview
in Rome. This clause, which had been inserted against Clement'’s
wish, and solely in accordance with the urgent instance of the
artist, produced at length the tangible result of a journey to
Rome, undertaken by Michael Angelo, as it would seem, in the
spring of 1532. Under careful investigation the sixteen
thousand ducats which the Della Rovere asserted, and pro-
bably believed, to have been advanced to the sculptor by
their great ancestor, shrunk to five thousand, and the works
already completed being estimated at three, two thousand
only were actually due to the heirs. The Duke of Urbino,
however aﬁxious to see the monument finished, was clearly
determined to disburse no more money, and readily closed
with the sculptor's proposal to complete it—of course on a
reduced plan—by the addition of six statues from his own
hand within three years, the pope engaging to allow him two
months in each year for this purpose. It was, however, manifest
that the pope intended to retain the lion’s share of the com-
modity in dispute, namely, the body and mind of Michael.
On the very day after the contract was signed, the sculptor left
Rome for Florence to continue his work upon the sacristy.

And now occurred a fact significant of how far sickness and
sorrow were beginning to tell upon the frame of Michael Angglo.

He was no longer the same man who had determinedly locked the
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door of the Sistine Chapel, and, unaided by even a colour-
grinder, completed the glorious vault. He now brought with
him from Rome a young priestly sculptor in whom the master’s
eye discerned good promise, Giovann’ Agnolo Montorsoli, as
likewise Raffaello di Montelupo, and finally a certain Niccolo,
who from the energy and activity always noted in him, had
early obtained the name of Il Tribolo, by which alone he is
known to fame.’

With the aid of these three, Tuscans like himself, and
ardently desirous to serve under the orders of their great
countryman, there seemed good hope of progress. Tribolo’s
health, however, gave way, and although the copies of the "
Dawn, Twilight, and Day, in terra cotta, now in the Academy
of Fine Arts at Florence, still testify to his reverence for his
great master, these were not executed till several years later,
after Michael Angelo had left Florence* To Montelupo and
Montorsoli was assigned the task of executing in marble two
statues for which Michael furnished the clay models, the
companion saints Cosmus and Damianus, who, as the recognized

patrons of the healing art, were looked upon as the special

1 The family name of Il Tribolo is irrecoverable, having been entirely super-
seded by the above epithet. This fashion, well known to students of Italian
history, is still very common in Italy, where nicknames, often based on some
personal habit or defect, are good humouredly accepted, and cuckoo-like, oust
the patronymic.

2 Tribolo’s copy of ¢ Night” was given by the duke Alessandro to Vasari, but
is now lost.
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protectors of the great house of Medici.! The statues, though
never placed in their destined niches, are to be found in the
sacristy, on either side of a Madonna and Child by the master’s
own hand, a work which, though not equal in merit to the Pietd
in St. Peter’s, deserves far more attention than it has received.
The work in the sacristy was now making rapid progress. In
1532 the number of workmen was doubled at the artist’s request,
and when we take into account the fact that much time must
have been necessarily occupied in superintending the building
of the Laurentian library, where wood-carvers and painters of
eminence worked under his personal orders, it will be seen that
his anxiety to satisfy one at least of his employers was unceasing.
Nor was he less desirous to fulfil his compact with the Rovere
family. In the very worst season of the year we find him
journeying again to Rome with a view to complete his latest
design for the tomb of Julius, the inundation of the Tiber having
prevented access to his store of marble when he had visited
the city during the previous spring.

Independently of his ever-present desire to complete—
perhaps we may rather say % /ave done with—the sepulchre of
Julius, personal considerations alone might well induce Michael
Angelo to absent himself from Florence. Its present ruler,
Alessandro, bore no good will towards the sculptor, and though

! The choice of the above-named Saints clearly indicates the professional
origin of the Medicean surname, and gives probability to the opinion of those
who discern in the well-known “ Palle ” of their shield simply half a dozen pills.
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Italians of that period took little pains to justify to themselves
or others their feelings or their acts, he may have persuaded
himself that good cause existed for his hatred. During the
siege more than one villa of the Medici had been destroyed,
obviously from motives of personal malevolence, as they lay far
outside the range of buildings which were sacrificed to the harsh
necessities of war. Alessandro may have easily supposed that
the superintendent of fortifications was inculpated in this outrage.
Moreover, a question had been mooted whether it would not be
well to destroy the palace of the Medici within the walls, and
convert the site into an open square, and with this proposal,
which their spies soon made known to the exiled family, the
name of Michael Angelo was unjustly connected. The insult
was all the more bitter that in the proposed title of the new
square, Piazza de’ Muli, Alessandro could not fail to discern an
allusion to his own impure blood.!

Michael Angelo seems to have resided, however, in Florence
during the year 1533 and most part of 1534. We possess no
records as to how his time was occupied, probably in the con-
tinuation of the Laurentian library and sacristy, but we find him
refusing to help the duke in laying out the Fortezza da Basso,
which was completed with extraordinary rapidity by Antonio di
San Gallo, the nephew of the sculptor’s early friend. Little
comfort was there for Michael Angelo now in Florence, nor

1 It is, perhaps, needless to say that this plan was never carried out, nor will
anyone believe that the haughty mind of the sculptor would stoop to so con-
temptible an insult.
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were his prospects there likely to be benefited by the favour
shown to his inveterate and envious rival Bandinelli, whose ugly
group of Hercules and Cacus was, on May 1st, 1534, elevated
to the pedestal on which it now stands as a companion to the
David. The proud spirit of Michael was not of a temper to
derive pleasure from the torrent of ridicule which the exhibition
of the Hercules brought upon Bandinelli, who, however, found
ample consolation in the punishment inflicted by Alessandro on
the satirists, and the estate presented to himself by the pope.

In September, 1534, Clement VII. died, and it is scarcely
possible to imagine him regretted by any human being save
those whose personal interests it might suit him to subserve.
Michael Angelo, who had found in him a protection against the
known ill-will of Duke Alessandro, must have rejoiced when a
summons arrived from the new pontiff Alessandro di Farnese,
now bearing the title of Paul ITI. It seems almost trifling with
our readers’ patience to detail the inevitable consequences of the
sculptor’s interview with the new Pope. Courteous language on
the part of the sovereign, accompanied by proposals to employ
the artist’s talents, remonstrances on the other hand in respect of
contract entered into, and the usual “sic volo, sic jubeo” argu-
ment which cuts short all further reply, all were again to be
gone through. It has been said that Farnese owed his election,
which was unusually speedy,’ to the belief that a man so old as

1 Paul III was elected on the 12th October, 1534, after a debate of only
one day in conclave.
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he undoubtedly was, and sickly as he seemed to be, could not
be long-lived, and that all were amazed at the mysterious
accession of vigour in the newly-made pope. In his interview
with Michael Angelo, he certainly showed a vehemence worthy
of Julius II. “For thirty years,” cried he, “I have had this
desire, and now that I am pope, shall I not obtain it? Give me
this contract. I will tear it, for in any way I am determined
you shall serve me.” Michael Angelo, feeling, doubtless, that
he would have small chance of resistance in the immediate
vicinity of so imperious a chief, bethought himself of retreat,
and Aleria near Carrara, or the duchy of Urbino itself, were’
contemplated by him as spots where he might safely complete
his engagement to the duke. But the pope, active, determined,
and, after all, by no means an unworthy patron of genius, came
in a few days to the master’s studio, accompanied by ten car-
dinals, resolved to conclude the question then and there. He
examined, with much pleasure, the drawings made in the late
pope’s time for the two end walls of the Sistine Chapel; and
reviewing the latest of the many agreements made on the
painful subject of the sepulchre, decided that three statues instead
of six were all that the duke could expect from the master’s
own hands, the others to be completed under his guidance.

It was during the discussion of this matter that the cardinal
of Mantua remarked that the statue of Moses only was amply
sufficient to honour the tomb of Julius, a speech which proved
prophetic, inasmuch as though some of the accompanying statues
are from the master’s design, and two at least were finished by
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his own hand, yet the colossal form of the lawgiver, not only in
bulk but in grandeur, dwarfs all surroundings, and the work as
now existing has been well termed a monument in honour not
of Julius but of Moses. Set free, therefore, so far as papal
authority could effect the object, from the responsibility of his
previous contract, and with his own conscience tranquillized by
his immediate payment to the Duke of Urbino’s bankers of
1,580 ducats, to provide for the three statues which the present
pope forbad him to execute, Michael Angelo, with no good will,
as he himself informs us, made up his mind to begin steadily the
task of covering the bare walls of the Sistine Chapel. Before,
however, entering on the history of this work, which, as it
proved, employed near eight years of the artist’s life, it becomes
needful to look back upon the Florence which he had so lately
quitted, and which he was destined never to revisit.

We have seen how little the sculptor had to hope, nay, rather
how much to fear, from the present worthless chief of the
Medici, but in Rome there resided one of that house whose
character, so far as his untimely death, at the age of twenty-four,
permits us to judge, formed a striking contrast to those of his
kinsmen generally. He was a cardinal of the Roman Church,
but as he attained that dignity at the age of eighteen, and as his
portrait by Titian shows us a noble youth in cap and plume,
clad in a close-fitting doublet of red velvet, it may be assumed
that his clerical rank—if he had any—sat lightly on him.! Poet,

! It may be well to note that the title of cardinal expresses secular rank, and
is not necessarily combined with priestly or even diaconal orders.

M
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statesman, head of a powerful party whose avowed object was
to rescue Florence from the blighting grasp of Alessandro, he
was a friend to Michael Angelo, and the only man from whom
the artist ever vouchsafed to accept a present. A noble Turkish
horse which the sculptor had admired, accompanied by an ample
store of provender, testified to the mutual respect of the cardinal
and the artist. It was probably at Ippolito’s house that Michael
Angelo met the Cardinal Ridolfi, for whom he sketched out the
bust of Brutus, which, in a very unfinished state, is now to be
seen in the Uffizi Gallery. It is not sufficiently advanced to
warrant detailed criticism; thus much may be said, that it would
not have been a tame copy of classicality, and that, like all his
unfinished works, it compels the spectator to speculate upon its
maker’s intention, and fully carries out the idea expressed in
words by the artist himself, of the statue existing within the
block which it is his office to set free from its trammels. On

the socle of the bust is engraved a distich by Cardinal Bembo—

Dum Bruti effigiem ducit de marmore sculptor,
In mentem sceleris venit, et abstinuit ;

of which the elegance of the Latin must not blind us to the
falsity of the sentiment. The choice of the subject was in
truth significant : in that age, assassination was lightly esteemed,
and nothing was easier than to cloak private revenge under the
garb of political necessity. Neither Ridolfi nor Michael Angelo
were likely to see criminality in the deed of Brutus, especially
if the victim were half as worthy of death as Alessandro de’
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Medici. For a while, however, the tyrant’s agents served him
well.  Ippolito, with the other Florentine exiles, resolved to
journey to Tunis and appeal to Charles V., who was then
engaged on his Moorish campaign, against the monstrous rule
of his intended son-in-law Alessandro, and for this purpose set
out for Naples. At Fondi resided Giulia Gonzaga, a woman of
extraordinary intellectual powers, and of such surpassing beauty
as to have incited the Turkish corsair Barbarossa to storm the
town of Fondi with a view of carrying her captive to Constan-
tinople. The fascinations of this lady, long known to Ippolito,
induced the gallant cardinal to delay his journey, a delay which
proved fatal to himself. One day, after feasting at a palace of
his in the mountain town of Itri, Ippolito and several of the party
died suddenly, and, there can be little doubt, from poison, though
so tangled was the web of Italian treachery that it is difficult to
determine to whose agency the crime was to be ascribed,
whether the pope, the Duke of Florence, or even some of
the party with whom Ippolito was journeying. The appeal
to Casar was fruitless, for it suited Cesar just then to be
blind to the crimes of Alessandro, to whom he shortly after-
wards bartered away his daughter Margaret in marriage.
Charles was magnificently received at Florence on his return
from Tunis, in a manner to delight the heart of Vasari, who has
left us a pompous detail of the festivities, of which he was
supreme director, and in which the only fact interesting to us
is that the emperor was taken to see the tombs in the sacristy

of S. Lorenzo. His son-in-law was to visit the building shortly
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afterwards. On the eve of the Epiphany, 1536-7, the career of
Alessandro, which had been openly fatal to manly honour and
female virtue, and in which poison had been the penalty for the
young and noble women who dared to repel the insulting pro-
posals of the tyrant, came to a worthy end. A scene of vice
and domestic treachery culminated in a frightful murder, and
the bleeding corpse of Alessandro, wrapt in a carpet, was thrust,
till such time as it should suit his murderers to proclaim his
death, into one of the sarcophagi erected by Buonarroti in
memory of his ancestors.

It is characteristic of the utter confusion into which all ques-
tions of social morality had been thrown, that _Lorenzino de’
Medici, the murderer of his relative, published a full confession
of the deed, in which, while justifying himself by a summary of
Alessandro’s worst outrages, and regretting that the act had not
been so advantageous as he hoped to the cause of freedom, he
shows not the slightest repugnance for the long continuance of
daily deceit which he practised towards Alessandro till the
moment came when the pander could conveniently become the
murderer. He seems to have thought himself, and was in fact
proclaimed by many as “the Florentine Brutus.” No question
here as to Bembo’s “scelera Bruti!”

It is refreshing to emerge from the murky atmosphere of
crime and return to the career of our artist, doomed though he
were to a task from which his inclinations so strongly revolted.
- It is, however, no more than justice to take into account the

sufferings of a mind from which the highest efforts are expected,
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and those who will take the trouble to read some of the letters
given in the Appendix may perhaps think that the terrors of
even such a subject as the Last Judgment must have received an
additional gloom from the wearing cares then preying on the
artist’s heart. His first task was to clean the walls from a
preparation with which they had been coated by Sebastian del
Piombo, his old pupil, now holding an office of dignity in the
papal court, and always, as his letters show, a faithful guardian
of his old master’s interests. Sebastian, however, had a great
wish that the walls should be painted in oil. Michael Angelo is
known to have entertained a great dislike to that vehicle, which
he pronounced fit for only women and children. The worthy
“fratazzo,” however, availing himself probably of the advantages
which his position at court gave him, had, as stated above,
prepared the walls for oil. He may have hoped that the result
would be that the master, refusing to employ the obnoxious
vehicle, would avail himself of his pupil's mechanical skill in
colour, while confining his own efforts to the more congenial
labour of design. They had, as we know, worked together in
former years upon the Raising of Lazarus, now in our own
National Gallery; and the partnership had been at once detected
by Raphael, against whom it had seemingly been ‘directed. If
such hopes had been entertained by Sebastian, they were doomed
to disappointment. The great artist, now in the very zenith of
his reputation, for whose services, much to his trouble, princes
had long contended, was not likely to admit a partner in the
glory of what he must have felt was likely to be the last great
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work permitted to him. He could truly say, with our own hero
of Agincourt,—

Ry

By Jove, I am not covetous of gold,

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost;
But, if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most ungracious soul alive.

The walls were accordingly cleared of all encumbrance, not
without remonstrance on the part of Sebastian, and Michael
Angelo was at length free to begin upon his great task. The
subjects originally proposed for the two walls were the Last
Judgment and the Fall of the Rebel Angels, but the latter of
the two was never executed, nor have we any means of knowing
what were the master’s ideas as to the composition. This is
greatly to be regretted, as the subject was one eminently suited
to his genius. Whatever may be thought as to his powers to
typify the calm serenity of the blessed, none can doubt how
vividly his Dantesque spirit would have brought before us the
utter defeat of sin, and the awful strength of heavenly virtue.
We have, however, now to consider his labour on the Last
Judgment, so far as the results are left to us.

It may be true theoretically that fresco painting possesses
certain qualities which seem more accordant to the expression of
. the highest sentiment than can be attained by the use of any
other vehicle. It is, however, certainly a very precarious casket
wherein to trust great thoughts which ought to be the delight
of future ages.

Of the numerous frescoes by great masters covering the walls



IN MATURE AGE. 87

of Italian churches and cloisters, there are very few which do
not show visible marks of deterioration by either time, damp, or
violence, and of these few the Last Judgment of Michael
Angelo is certainly not one. Nor is this “the artist’s fault.
Aware by experience of the difficulties and dangers to which his
work must needs be exposed, he had provided, so far as lay in
his power, against them. A wall of fine bricks specially selected
by himself was made to incline from above nearly a foot, in
hopes to prevent, in a great degree, the lodgment of dust
Unluckily that very inclination favoured the deposit of smoke
from the altar candles, and the amount of mischief due to this
cause is scarcely credible, save to those who have personally
examined the great altar-pieces in Romanist churches. Michael’s
paintings in the Cappella Paolina are barely discernible, owing
to this misfortune. When to these we add the insertion of irons
to support the papal throne, and the work which Daniele da
Volterra was compelled to add in all parts of the picture, it will
be obvious that severe demands are made upon the spectator’s
imagination and faith ere he can frame to his mind an idea of
the work as it appeared, when on Christmas Day, 1541, it was
finallysexposed to the admiring eyes of the Romans. Twenty-
nine years before the old Julius II. had been able to point
triumphantly to the success achieved in the ceiling of the same
chapel by the artist whom he had trusted, despite the urgent
efforts of Bramante to put forward the claim of Raphael to at
least half of the vault. No such rivalry was now possible.
Michael Angelo was confessedly chief in all three branches of
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art, and could afford to despise the false idol that by court
favour, not by popular acclamation, had mounted to his vacant
throne in Florence. Yet few judges will be disposed to set the
Last Judgment above the sublime conceptions of the artist’s
earlier work. It is a painful, indeed a repulsive, picture. This
is, no doubt, in part due to the subject. Pleasure, in the
ordinary sense of the word, cannot be derived from the contem-
plation of a scene wherein hopeless and eternal suffering forms
a prominent feature, and where the reward of the blest must be
looked upon as an unmerited mercy‘r, to be received rather with
awe and amazement than with any visible sign of joy. Such at
least is the spirit in which this great work seems to have been
conceived. Nor is this at all wonderful. Michael Angelo’s
religious convictions, to which as yet we have made slight
reference, were profound, but not tranquil. The earnest wor-
shipper of Dante, the reverent admirer of Vittoria Colonna,
could be no easy-going Epicurean philosopher. All the events
of his life, all the changes through which the world was then
passing, were to him stern realities; and it is not surprising
that his indignant spirit, when called upon to portray the
Supreme Judge, should have selected the moment when the
awful sentence of condemnation was being uttered from which
there could be no appeal.

The general composition of the Last Judgment is in no
sense due to Michael Angelo, being common to all represen-
tations of the subject in that age, and, like several other
peculiarities in early Italian pictures, so established by common
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consent as to have acquired almost the force of a law. Thus; in
the Nativity, the heads of the ox and the ass are recognized as
so essential that no rendering of the subject, however small,
fails to reproduce them.! In the birth of the Virgin, the wash-
ing of the new-born infant, and the vessel containing the water,
stand out prominently in the foreground; and in the Presentation
of Mary the steps of the temple form invariably an important
feature of the composition. Similarly in the Last Judgment the
central figure of the Judge, the encircling ring of prophets,
apostles; and martyrs, the instruments of the Passion borne in
triumph, and the general disposition of the lower groups into
the Pardoned and Condemned, are common to Signorelli and ~
Orgagna, to Italy and Germany.

While, however, the artist has confined himself to the dis-
position of groups long familiar to his spectators, his treatment
of the subject within these limits is, as might be anticipated from
his ardent inspirations, widely different from that of the early
painter. The first thing which probably strikes the spectator is
the marked absence of drapery, and this even after the labours
above referred to of Daniele di Volterra, who was obliged to
indulge sacerdotal prudery by adding garments to many of the
figures. Michael Angelo, a reverent admirer of the beauty of

- 1 The ox and ass seem even to have belonged to pagan legends of ante-
Christian date. In a bas-relief in the Vatican Museum, which represents Pro-
metheus making man, these animals are introduced, and as each figure in the
group has its name inscribed over its head, Bos and Asinus are duly marked.
The child is entitled Serys.

N
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the “human form divine,” and, possibly, conscious of his own
unrivalled skill in delineating it, appears to have considered that
the unearthly nature of the subject would render all mundane
attributes, all distinctions of worldly rank, out of place. “ Naked
came ye into the world, naked shall ye leave it,” seems to
have been the maxim uppermost in his mind, but to which, as
we have seen, he was not permitted to adhere.

The awful figure of the Condemning Judge has been the
subject of much comment. Not sitting, as Vasari has mistakenly
asserted, but in the act of rising, the half turn of the figure
towards the wicked (who are duly placed upon His left hand),
the arm raised as though armed with thunder, and the stern
lineaments of the face, leave no doubt as to the sentence He is
pronouncing, which the dejected and hopeless attitude of the
Virgin Mother, crouched at His side, and the terror pervading
even the groups of the elect, sufficiently confirm. That such
a conception of Christ is terrible, none will deny: that the idea
is more Pagan than Christian, in the sense generally applied to
that word, is equally clear. It must, however, be borne in mind
that at this period the gentler and more humane attributes of
the Man of Sorrows were rarely insisted on, and that the boun-
daries which separate Pagan mythology from Christian history
were not uncommonly overleapt. “Sommo Giove” is an
epithet used by Dante in reference to our Lord; on the high
altar of the cathedral at Foligno He is called the Thunderer;
and many similar instances may be quoted to show how faint

in many minds was the distinction between the false and true
religions.

) ——
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Those who will refer to Orgagna’s Last Judgment in the
Campo Santo of Pisa will at once recognize the original from
which the unusual attitude of Michael Angelo’s Christ has been
unconsciously borrowed, so identically disposed are the arms of
the seated judge of Orgagna. Here, however, no idea of
vengeance is meant to be conveyed, the right arm being elevated
solely in order to render visible the wound produced by the
spear of Longinus, which, with the child-like simplicity of
artifice not unusual in early Italian art, is shown through a slit
in the robe.! The adaptation of the figure to his own dread
purpose is due to Michael Angelo.

Around the Judgment Seat are grouped in a circle many
of the apostles and disciples of our Lord, chief among whom is
the impressive form of St. Peter, offering to his Master the two
massy keys which are the emblem of his office. Behind him
the flowing beard and hair of St. Andrew are visible, but it
must be owned that the total absence of drapery, and the com-
parative paucity of distinctive badges renders the task of
identification far from easy. Vasari, if we read his text rightly,
gives the title of Adam, father of mankind, to a noble figure on
the right of Christ, in which Mr. Harford, more justly as it
seems to us, recognizes St. John the Baptist. A shaggy mantle
of skin hanging loosely from the figure lends probability to this
hypothesis, while the very aged man who, followed by a female,

1 Another instance of this method of displaying the wounds of the Saviour
may be seen in a 7#/ievo on the pulpit of Giovanni Pisano, a plaster model of which
is in the South Kensington Museum.



92 MICHAEL ANGELQO BUONARROTL.

advances from behind St. Peter, may not improbably have been
intended for Adam.

The difficulties here cited will show how useless would be any .
attempt at detailing the infinite variety of subjects, the amazing
display of anatomic knowledge to be met with in the regions of
the Blest, and among the bearers of the Emblems of the Passion,
who triumphantly carry the Cross, the Dice, the Column of
Scourging into the upper regions of the sky. On the right hand
of the Baptist are assembled a more than ordinary number of
female forms, which, however, offer no clue for identification.
A mother and daughter in the foreground remind us by their
attitude of the Niobe of Scopas, and may possibly be due to
some unconscious reminiscence of that group. Before quitting
this part of the picture, it may be proper to refer to the suggestion
that the kneeling figure behind St. Peter has been intended to
represent Dante. The soiled condition of the fresco is too
great to enable a distinct examination of the features, of which
all that can be said is that they have an intelligent, and, so to
speak, portrait-like character, but there is no antecedent impro-
bability in the suggestion, The poet had been already placed
in a post of honour on Raphael's Parnassus; the enduring
reverence in which he was held by Michael Angelo is well
known, and the painter may have gladly indulged his hero-
worship by placing the form of Italy’s greatest poet in a far
higher region than that already allotted to him. The humility
of the attitude, and the earnest attempt to gain an imperfect
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glance at the Divine Brightness sufficiently vindicate the painter
from any charge of over-boldness, and Michael Angelo might
rejoice that he had within his power a means of testifying his
devotion; for this monument at least he had no need to ask,
and be refused permission by a worthless master.

One would willingly identify some of the resuscitated dead
who, sometimes by their own unassisted efforts, sometimes by
the energetic aid of supernal powers, are attaining the regic;n
destined to the Pardoned, and cannot but speculate on the
meaning of the two figures, one a monk and seemingly a
portrait, whom a powerful angel lifts into safety by means
of a rosary wound about their bodies. Few of the early
painters of the Judgment have failed to introduce a combat
between angel and devil for the body of some sinner whose fate
hangs trembling in the balance, nor has Michael Angelo failed
to avail himself of so congenial a subject. More than one such
group will be found, in which the victims are rescued from the
very jaws of hell, and where, as may be supposed, the struggles
of the disappointed fiends are fearful in their intensity. In this
part of the picture is given the awakening of the yet unjudged
dead. No idealism is allowed: all is sternly, terribly mate-
rialistic. Ghastly skeletons sit yet unclothed with flesh, human
corpses awake from the sleep of death, raise themselves out of
the ground, or struggle from beneath the weight of superin-
cumbent gravestones. Only in one corner a friar in his robes

seems to offer comfort, though to whom the limit of the painting
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leaves us in ignorance. The group of seven summoning angels
and two who bear the fatal books of record is appalling. So
gigantic is their strength, so fierce their energy, that the spectator
seems to hear the unceasing, all-penetrating blare of their
trumpets. Such beings seem fit to call a whole world to come
forth and abide their doom, be it for weal or woe.

We have now to note an admirable piece of artistic compo-
sition. On the left of the picture the artist has introduced many
martyred saints bearing, as is usual, the instruments of their
martyrdom. The bearers are of course located among the
saved, yet the display of torturing weapons, saws, harrows, the
wheel of St. Catharine, the arrows of St. Sebastian, and, above
all, the wonderful St. Bartholomew, whose stripped-off skin
offers a ghastly mockery of life, terrify the spectator, and form a
fitting introduction to the groups beneath wherein the fate of
the irretrievably lost is typified. Powerful demons clutch and
bear to perdition sinners, some in unresisting despair, others
hopelessly struggling, the nature of whose sins is darkly hinted
at by the varied attitudes of their tormentors. It is in this part
of the composition that the influence of Dante makes itself most
clearly felt. Several of the groups seem to be painted illus-
trations of particular stanzas in the “ Inferno,” and the figure of
Charon, with eyes of demoniac fire, beating with his oar the
reluctant wretches whom fiends are tearing from the bark and
plunging into the unseen abyss, is to be found, word for word,
in a stanza of Dante, which, as Vasari and most other narrators
of the scene have quoted, has attained, we presume, a prescrip-
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tive right to appear below.” Here also stands the gigantic
Minos, another personage whose office, as all readers of the
classics know, is borrowed from heathen sources, and who is
connected with a story too amusing to be suppressed. Biagio
da Cesena, the papal master of the ceremonies, being asked his
opinion of the newly-finished picture, flushed with virtuous
indignation at the academic 74k, declared the composition fitter
for a tavern or a bagnio than for a papal chapel. Swift retri-
bution was at hand. When the papal train had left the chapel,
the offended artist seized his brush. A few touches transformed
the features of the infernal judge into a speaking likeness of the
unfortunate official; by the addition of asses’ ears Minos was
converted into Midas, and a huge serpent coiled around the
giant’s body savagely intimates the artist’s opinion of the feelings
which had given birth to the unwise criticism.

The unfortunate master of the ceremonies, informed, no
doubt, by some good-natured friend, of the painter’s vengeance,
carried his mournful complaint to the pope, prayed for redress
through his Holiness’s intervention, and received a reply which
~ savoured [strongly of the spirit then in vogue at the head-
quarters of sacerdotalism; one which would have pleased Leo,
or possibly Clement, though not the despised Adrian. “ Where
has he placed you, then?” asked the amused Fz'lrnese. “In

1 Caronte demonio, con occhi di bragia,
Loro accennando, tutte le raccoglie,
Batte col remo qualunque si adagia.

LN
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hell, your Holiness !” answered Biagio. “I am sorry to hear it,”
was the grave reply ; “had it been in purgatory only, our power
might doubtless have availed, but ‘er infermis est nulla 7e-
demptio’” “Thou seest what has come upon thee, thou naughty
varlet: thou art to continue, thou knave, thou art to continue!”
is the dire threat of Master Constable Elbow to Froth, and
Biagio da Cesena continues to this day to show the world an
unmistakeable profile portrait, respectable and harmless, but
whose feeble jaw and retreating forehead testify to a plentiful
lack of wit.

Objections to the daring nudities of the Judgment were,
however, by no means confined to old priests : there were many
critics who could not tolerate the obstinate rejection of drapery
which the painter seems to have deemed essential to so awful a
subject, and one of these demands a somewhat detailed notice,
as his power was great and matched only by his malice. To no
man can the sentiment, that God had intrusted him with good
talents and the Devil had taught him the application of them, be
more justly applied than to Pietro Aretino. His perceptions
were keen, his powers of language unrivalled, and all classes
dreaded his hostile pen: sovereign princes paid hard cash to
escape from the poisonous satire of a man whom no feeling of
honesty controlled, and who openly boasted of his power to levy
contributions when and wheresoever it pleased him. His letters
to Titian, with whom his residence in Venice made him very
familiar, prove him to have possessed a considerable feeling for
art, as indeed there were few subjects on which he could not
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write with facility. He had even dared to compose a religious
treatise, while of the depths of infamy to which he could
descend we have evidence in the fact that Marcantonio the
engraver was imprisoned for his share in a shameful book
of which the text was written by Aretino.! This man was
an art-collector, so was the proconsul Verres: so also was
Marshal Soult. But none of them dreamed of paying in cash
for what could so easily be obtained by threats, and ample evi-
dence exists of the barefacedness of Aretino’s exactions and the
terror with which artists yielded black-mail to this literary free-
booter. Vasari, among others, had presented to Aretino two
drawings and a clay head by Michael Angelo. What has be-
come of them now is not known, but they were highly valued
by Aretino, who shortly afterwards contrived to enter into cor-
respondence with the great artist himself. His letter is a rare
compound of fulsome laudation, insinuations as to his own powers
to make or mar a reputatién, and overweening vanity. There
were many kings, only one Michael Angelo. Nature herself
could not, at least she never did, attain to his dignity. Phidias,
Apelles, Vitruvius, were all eclipsed. Yet even Aretino, not all
unworthy—at least so princes thought—would venture to detail
how he thought the Last Judgment ought to he painted; and
he goes on with many counsels as to this work, which must have
been bitterly offensive to the haughty and pure spirit of the

1 Aretino of course escaped all punishment, and Marcantonio was soon
freed from jail by Clement XII., at the bidding of his powerful associate.

o
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painter. His reply is couched in a spirit of refined irony. He
regrets that his picture is so far advanced that he cannot profit
by the advice of one who could not have described the scene
more perfectly if he had been actually present. He solicits
favour from one whose praise emperors and kings value so
highly, and will gladly offer anything of his which Aretino will
accept, and concludes by begging him not to think of visiting
Rome for the sake of seeing his paintings,—*“that would be
indeed too much.” The professed satirist, the practised manipu-
lator of words, could not fail to penetrate the scarcely hidden
contempt which shone through the courtesy of Michael Angelo’s
reply, and we may feel sure that Aretino secretly registered a
vow of vengeance against the haughty rebel who seemed careless
of his censure, and scorned his artistic counsels. But Aretino
was a careful man, and could bide his time. Nor did he disdain
a small present advantage in anticipation of a subsequent and
more perfect retribution. His answer was gracious, and he begged
for some very trifling sketch from the hand of the great artist.
This request seems to have been neglected, and, if so, added no
doubt another item to the bead-roll of offences conned by rote
to be hereafter cast into the teeth of the offender. Six years,
however, elapsed before any further correspondence took place,
and when it recommenced, Aretino’s expressions were as ever
most honied. Shortly afterwards the promised sketch is again
alluded to, and when nothing, or something of no great value,
was sent, Aretino shows clearly the thoroughly mercantile view
he takes of the whole transaction, and assumes the tone of a
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long-suffering and indignant creditor, threatening forcible mea- -
sures for the recovery of a just debt. |

In the year 1545 Titian, being commanded by Paul III. to
paint his portrait, visited Rome. The two great artists, the
master of colouring, the acknowledged autocrat of design, were
now to meet, and as their domains were totally divided and
scarcely even conterminous, an interchange of high esteem
unaffected by jealousy might be anticipated. The result was
otherwise. Though Michael himself could dread no interference
on the part of the great Venetian, to other artists his presence in
Rome was objectionable. He was a dangerous and might be a
successful rival in the continual labours of the Vatican palace.
His stay in Rome was not rendered agreeable by their ill-
concealed alarm, nor did the estimate of his powers expressed
by Michael Angelo suffice to make him oblivious of minor
annoyances. It was laudatory, no doubt, but qualified with
regret as to his deficiency in drawing, which may have more
than counterbalanced the high praise bestowed on his skill
in colour. Whether Titian’s correspondence with Aretino may
have in any degree influenced that writer to break his long
and ominous silence, or whether the snake having long crawled
and coiled felt that the time had at length come to erect its crest
and strike, we know not. Certain it is that in November, 1545,
Aretino addressed to Michael Angelo a letter unmatched perhaps
for insolent hypocrisy. The “scourge of princes,” as he—and,
it must be admitted, with some show of reason—named himself,

takes upon him to rebuke the painter for having “introduced
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men into the highest temple of God,” which he describes in
pompous language, pardonable in a devout believer, grossly
offensive in one so notoriously vicious as Aretino. More than
this, the foul apostle of vice, the worthy colleague of a licentious
engraver, is “ashamed, as a Christian having received holy
baptism,” at the freedom which had shocked the feelings of poor
Biagio da Cesena. Having no delight in contemplating the
devil quoting scripture for a purpose, we will gladly pass from
the dignified rebukes, which, as he takes care to state, have not
been drawn forth by the non-receipt of the present so often and
so vainly asked for. By an easy transition he passes to the
calumnies respecting the sepulchre of Julius, the ‘heaps of
gold” which had been embezzled, concluding that part of his
discourse with the pious reflection that what had happened was
through God'’s will, that so bad a man might not be honoured by
building the tomb of so good a pope : not that Michael Angelo
was a bit less culpable on that account. Finally appears the
great, the unpardonable crime of the artist. Had he but adhered
to the scientific instruction vouchsafed him by the writer, then
indeed Nature would not have had cause to be ashamed—as
now, we presume, she had—that she had so misapplied her gifts
as to bestow them on so unworthy a recipient as Michael
Angelo.

TN



CHAPTER 111
IN OLp AGE.

QT was necessary, in the latter part of our story,
to lead the reader through the repulsive details
; of Aretino’s intercourse with the artist, seeing

that this bad man possessed, as he well knew,

a dreadful power of slander, and his poisoned fangs rankled long
in the wounds which he inflicted. We gladly, however, turn
from this painful episode in the life of Buonarroti, and revert to
one comfort, and that a great one, which had for some time
cheered his now declining years, namely, his friendship with
Vittoria Colonna. This noble lady was the childless widow of the
Marchese Pescara, who died in consequence of wounds received
at the battle of Pavia, and her palace in Naples had long been
the centre of a highly intellectual circle of both sexes, among
whom was numbered the lovely Duchess of Fondi, Giulia Gon-
zaga, whose charms of mind and person had been fatal to Ippolito
de’ Medici. Around these high-born dames were gathered the
noblest thinkers of Italy and Spain, men whose really catholic
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minds had conceived and strove to bring about a healing of the
grievous wound the scandalous reign of Leo X. had inflicted
upon the Church of Christ. The task was, as we know, beyond
their powers, but to attempt the impossible is not necessarily a
proof of rashness, and is often the result of noblest aspirations.
In 1536 Vittoria Colonna removed her residence from Naples to
Rome, where she stayed till 1541, highly honoured by Paul III.
notwithstanding the ill-will which that pontiff bore towards her
family, and which eventually fell with crushing violence on the
great house of Colonna.

The gulf which yawned between Luther and Rome was not
at that time utterly impassable, or at least was not so considered
by many Italians, and Pope Paul looked with favour upon any
efforts at reconciliation. The road to peace, little as might be
expected, seemed to be opened from the City of Naples, where
Occhino, a Venetian monk,' preached the doctrines of pure life
and of loving union between brothers with unequalled fervour.
Charles V. had attended the sermons of Occhino and testified to
their eloquence. Paul had summoned him te become his con-
fessor at Rome. But another party in the Church was sternly
opposed to all attempts at conciliation with heretics, and was
the more likely to prevail, seeing that the Reformers on their
side stood sternly aloof, while the priestly body themselves had
long deplored the corrupt state of the Church of Rome, which

! We have given to this good man the title by which he is usually designated
in the histories of the time ; but to students of ecclesiastical history he will be
better known as Fra Bernardino of Siena.
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they conscientiously strove to regenerate through honest self-
restraint and unflinching discipline. Caraffa, bishop of Theate,
a man of rigid morality, fiery zeal, and shrinking from no
amount of severity, was the leader of this party, which received
from him the title of Theatines, and which proved eventually
strong enough to drive away from Rome the dangerous body of
liberal-minded ecclesiastics, who united to their own learning and
benevolence the potent aid of female courage and beauty. Renée
of Ferrara, Giulia Gonzaga, Margaret of Navarre, and Vittoria
Colonna, were dangerous foes to narrow-minded and con-
scientious bigotry.

During the five years of Vittoria’s residence in Rome her,
friendship for Michael Angelo was open and unrestrained.
When she was obliged to retreat to Viterbo their correspond-
ence gave joy to his waning years, and her death in 1547 was
the severest blow fate had yet power to inflict upon his old age.
The healing influence of a mind like that of Vittoria Colonna
upon a reserved unsocial temperament such as, notwithstanding
various instances to the contrary, we must conceive Buonarroti's
to have been, can hardly be over-estimated. In his younger
days he had declared that he neither had nor wished to have
any friends, and though totally devoid of envy, and willing to
acknowledge the merits of others, as many of his recorded
sayings prove, he nowhere appears to have sought, hardly even
endured, the society of his celebrated contemporaries. In one of
his letters he distinctly accuses Bramante and Raphael d'Urbino

of envy, and though we are warranted in deeming the charge ill-
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founded as regards the painter, there can be no doubt that the
intriguing spirit of his uncle Bramante must have placed Raphael
himself in an unfavourable position towards Buonarroti. It is
pleasant, while on this subject, to think of Michael Angelo, at a
later date, visiting Raphael while the latter was engaged on the
Farnesina frescoes, and leaving, by way of a good-humoured
challenge to the absent artist, the gigantic head in chalk which
still remains in one of the compartments of the ceiling. But to
the softer female influences, above all, he was at all times impas-
sive. With Hamlet he might with truth say, “ Man delights me
not, nor woman neither,” and although to this limitation of his
sympathies may be due that concentration of his mind upon
highest themes to which much of his sublime conceptions dre
due, it cannot be doubted that his works would have gained in
grace, his manners have lost somewhat of asperity, had he been
in a degree pervious to the charms which held but too much
sway over many of his contemporaries.

To a proud, solitary, much-worn spirit such as that of
Michael Angelo, the happy accident—we know not what it
was—which brought him into the society of this refined woman
and of the great spirits whom she had gathered round her,
seemed a special grace of Providence. In a very charming
account of one of their interviews, written by a Dutch miniature
painter then in high favour at Rome, and which bears more
evidence of genuineness than is usually found in such memo-
- 7anda, the hostess is represented as saying that she knows
Michael Angelo already. Of their rapidly-increasing intimacy
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there is sufficient evidence. ~All the time which could be spared
from his labours at the Sistine chapel was devoted to inter-
course, either personal or b)lr letter, with the new, and indeed
first, object of his admiration. Indeed, so continual were his
letters or verses—for the fashion of recording feelings in rhyme
was a recognized form of courtesy—that- the lady at one time
offers a remonstrance, couched in gracious terms, on the ground
that the correspondence trenches upon hours which ought to be
devoted by both of them to more serious duties.

It would be a gross misconstruction of the nature of the
attraction which drew Michael Angelo towards Vittoria Colonna,

were we to conceive the old man of sixty-four falling now for .

the first time under the spell of femé}e:'lquliness, and finding in
a noble dame of eight-and-thirty, well known to be devoted to
the memor); of the husband fq} whom she alWayé wore weeds,
aught analogous to the object of ‘youthful love. Nothing seems
more certain than that to love, in the sense in 'which that word
is usually employed, Michael Angelo was, thtough his whole
life, a stranger. That among his sonnets some may be found
containing phrases of an amatory turn is true; but the meta-
physical, self-analyzing poetry of that age must not be taken as
actual revelations of hard facts. The sonnet had become the
essential form in which men of refined minds recorded their
thoughts, the being to whom the author offered homage was
frequently less a reality than an idealism, and in Michael
Angelo’s case may be safely pronounced a mere abstraction.
In his numerous poetic offerings which he laid on the altar of
P
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his actual living goddess, no single expression can be found
referring to her personal charms ; she was to him as a messenger
from a higher sphere commissioned to raise his thoughts above
the smoke and stir of this dim globe, and it is easy to imagine

/" how, after a day spent in toiling among wet lime, bandying

\ recriminations with papal officials—for his temper had not lost
its original fire—or, worst of all, struggling against the incubus
of Julius’ tomb, he must have rejoiced to devote some few
minutes to one whom he regarded with chivalrous devotion.
Little probability was there that even one of those minutes
would be wasted on the thankless task of corresponding with an
Aretino !

This period of Michael Angelo’s life was probably the
happiest he had ever enjoyed, but it was destined to receive a
rude shock. The liberal party to which Vittoria belonged,
notwithstanding that it numbered among its members Contarini
the Venetian cardinal, and the English cardinal Pole, either of
whom might reasonably hope at the next election to attain the
tiara, felt themselves under the present pope gradually losing
ground. The shrewdness of Cardinal Caraffa detected afar off
the danger to Rome of the new doctrines which were fast
gaining ground through all Italy, and with unceasing energy he
pressed upon the unwilling Paul III. the establishment at Rome
of the Inquisition. Although this dreaded tribunal was not
formally sanctioned by the pope until April, 1542, keen enquirers
had already been busy as to the opinions prevalent in Vittoria’s

circle, and her retirement from Rome, in 1541, may have been
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dictated as much by apprehension of Caraffa’s enmity as by the
act of her brother Ascanio, who, by heading a formidable riot
against an oppressive salt-tax, necessarily compromised the
safety of his sister’s residence in the capital. She withdrew to
Viterbo, and took with her much of the sunshine of Michael
Angelo’s life.

It was about this time that the painting of the Last Judg-
ment was completed. A serious accident occurred to the artist,
who, falling from a high part of the scaffolding, injured his leg.
In Vasari’s account we trace the fierce intractable temper that
from time to time flashes out in Michael Angelo’s story, still
burning unquenched by age. He shut himself into his room,
and refused all medical aid. A kind Florentine physician, pro-
bably made aware of the disaster, called at his house, could gain
no admission, and, forcing himself, in some irregular fashion,
into the sufferer’s room, insisted on staying there, nor would he
leave the refractory patient till he had effected a cure. It does -
not seem difficult to imagine the sombre thoughts that dictated
this unreasonable obstinacy of the artist. Why should he care
much for the injury? He was no more wanted in the world : his
favourite brother, his venerable fathér, had long ceased to need
the help which, while they lived, he had ungrudgingly afforded ;
he had done the state good service in more than one line of art,
and what had been his reward ? Accusations of dishonesty and
immorality from the very parties who quarrelled as to their
claims upon his service; and now the only friend whose kind-

ness had cheered his declining years was taken from him.
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Was it worth while to patch up his bruised frame? All thanks
be given to the good Baccio Rontini, whose medicaments and
the loving care with which they were administered, healed, we
may feel sure, more than mere bodily injuries.

Paul did not vouchsafe much leisure time to the artist. No
sooner were the works at the Sistine Chapel terminated, than
the pope, who had caused Antonio di San Gallo to construct, at
the other end of the large hall, a smaller chapel destined to bear
his own name, insisted that Michael Angelo should decorate
the walls of this chapel also. To hear was to obey, and with
the aid of Pierino del Vaga, to whom the roof and architectural
decorations were entrusted, Michael Angelo set to work to plan
two large frescoes for the new building. He was not allowed to
work long at them. The pope was anxious to fortify the Quar-
tiere del Borgo, the portion of the city immediately adjoining
the Vatican, and although plans had been drawn out, and work
commenced under Antonio di San Gallo, now generally con-
sidered the best authority on military architecture, Paul, who
always seems to have held Michael Angelo’s talents in high
esteem, insisted on his passing judgment on San Gallo’s work.
Some people, it has been said, seem destined to be always
clashing with each other, and this was eminently the case with
Buonarroti and San Gallo. When the former unexpectedly
left Florence for Venice, San Gallo had continued the fortifica-
tions of San Miniato; when he absolutely refused to help in
designing the Fortezza da Basso, which he rightly regarded as
the tomb of Florentine freedom, San Gallo had actively com-
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pleted the obnoxious building ; in the Farnese Palace, Paul had
preferred Michael Angelo’s design for the noble cornice which
crowns the elevation, and now the same hated rival was brought
forward to criticize the fortifications of the Borgo. High words
passed between the artists, San Gallo maintaining that a painter
was no good judge of military works, and Michael Angelo
vowing that fortification had been his special study, in which he
felt himself more than a match for San Gallo and all his house.*
The result was a series of sketches made by Michael Angelo,
which, though Vasari’s language is somewhat obscure, seem to
have greatly modified San Gallo’s plans, and caused a noble
~ gateway of his to remain incomplete.

In 1546 San Gallo died. He had been for ten years chief
architect of the great basilica of St. Peter’s, which was gradually
taking the place of the venerable edifice so long the main glory
of Christian Rome; but the new building had undergone so
many changes of plan that its ultimate character was yet un-
decided, and its success, as a work of art, very dubious.
Bramante, the original architect, had determined that a cen-
tral cupola should be a distinctive feature, and had proceeded
so far with the four main supports that no change in that
matter was possible. But his plans seem ‘not to have been
thoroughly known to his successors; his own nephew, Raphael

! We have translated Vasari’s words, “casa sua,” literally, but it is more
probable that they referred to the partizans of San Gallo, who were numerous and
active in depreciation of Buonarroti. Giuliano di San Gallo had been his early
and constant friend.
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d’Urbino, deviated from his ground plan: Baldassare Peruzzi,
who on Raphael’s early death was appointed chief architect,
had also his own ideas, classic and graceful, but which San
Gallo, in turn, rejected as unworthy. Meanwhile, so much
additional strength had necessarily been given to Bramante’s
original supports, that San Gallo at his death left little more
completed than the four enormous masses with their connecting
arches. It may give those who have not seen, and even perhaps
many of those who have seen, this wondrous pile, an idea of the
toil expended on those main elements of the construction, to
state that. each of the solid masses occupies the area of a
moderately large church.

A successor in this great work was imperatively needed, and
Pope Paul urgently desired that Michael Angelo should be the
man. How great must not have been the sense of power with
which this wondrous man inspired others, how firm their con-
viction that in him was contained an almost superhuman energy,
when so laborious a task was thrust on one already past the
Scriptural term of life! Michael himself was unwilling to accept
the office, and consented at length to do so with the express
stipulation that he should receive no salary. This was thoroughly
in accordance with the character of the man, and is in itself a
sufficient answer, were any needed, to the calumnies so indus-
triously propagated against him as to misappropriation. We have
ever seen him modest in demanding,—* pusillanimo a richiedere ”
was the phrase used by one who knew him well,—carelessly
liberal of his own labour, and anxious for no better fate than to
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work hard, and maintain, in some comfort, his aged father and
his less capable brothers. He had now none to labour for, the
frugal habits of a life were not to be changed when death was
drawing near, and the refusal of payment for the glorious services
he was yet to render to the world, cost him, we may feel sure,
not a moment’s consideration.

It must not be supposed that his time was devoted to St.
Peter’'s alone, vast as must have been the amount of actual
business, the necessary consumption of time which the office of
chief architect of so large an undertaking inferred. Besides his
own private engagements, his labours in the Cappella Paolina, his
hand is to be found everywhere in Rome, her palaces, churches,
statues, all bear witness to his unceasing labours.

The first and most urgent duty of the chief architect of
St. Peter’s was, however, to decide upon the most important
features of the edifice, and carry them out, if possible, so far as to
render subsequent deviation impracticable. Michael Angelo lost
no time in taking up the subject. A model of unusual dimensions
and completeness, which had cost four thousand gold crowns,!
showed distinctly the intentions of the late architect. With these,
however, Michael Angelo showed no sympathy whatever, and
those who have studied the model, still preserved in an upper
chamber of St. Peter’s, will feel no cause to regret its rejection.
None will deny the engineering skill of the man who planned
and carried out the terrible well of Orvieto, the fortifications of

1 About 4£1,700.
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Civita Vecchia and Nepi, and combated successfully with the
ever-recurring difficulties of the river Velino, in which last labour
he lost his life. But his artistic taste was less eminent, and his
model of St. Peter’s, above all, would, if carried out, have resulted
in a building of enormous size and littleness, overcharged with
pyramids, obelisks, and spheres, incapable of conveying any
single or simple idea to the bewildered spectator. The deceased
architect had, however, many admirers or, at all events, ad-
herents, and bitter were the recriminations of what Vasari calls
“la setta Sangallesca,” when a new model—produced in the
short space of fifteen days and at the incomprehensibly small cost
of twenty-five crowns—showed that Michael Angelo proposed to
revert in all chief features to the original plan of Bramante.
The last-named artist, it may be remembered, had not been on
friendly terms with Michael Angelo, by whom he is distinctly
charged with envy. This recollection, however,—for we do not
claim for our artist the facility of forgetting the injuries he might
forgive,—weighed as nothing with him when the interests of art -
were in question. He has left on record his opinion that
Bramante was the equal of any architect whether of ancient or
modern times, that he laid the first stone of the new St. Peter’s
not at random but with clear and distinct foreknowledge, and
that in proportion as any diverged from Bramante’s plans—as
San Gallo had done—in so much had he diverged from truth.
Perfect consistency is rarely to be found in human acts, those at
least which take long in-completion; nor was Michael Angelo
an exception to the rule. Bramante’s plan, as preserved through
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the medium of Raphael, unéluestionably was in the form of a
Latin cross, the form most employed in the Christian cathedrals
of Europe, though the breadth both of nave and transepts was
greater in proportion to the length than in the masterpieces of
Gothic architecture. The highly cultivated taste of Baldassare
Peruzzi had made him select the Greek cross, in which the
length of the opposite limbs are of equal length, and to this form,
‘which gives more external symmetry and is better fitted to
display that cupola which he felt was to be the crowning glory of
the edifice, Michael Angelo inclined. The Church of S. Maria
degli Angeli offers another instance of his predilection for the
Greek cross. Availing himself of a magnificently simple hall in
the baths of Diocletian, which has, by singular good fortune,
preserved nearly all of its red granite monolith columns, its roof,
and even the sockets of the lamps which lighted the imperial
banquets, Michael Angelo by the addition of transepts at half
the length of the hall had produced a church of rare grandeur.
Its beauty may be still appreciated by the visitor who will plaee
himself at the south-eastern end, where the architect designed
the entrance to be. Unfortunately after his death the plan was
altered, a circular vestibule was added to one transept which now
represents a nave, its companion does duty as"a choir, and the
grand hall consequently has become a pair of most dispropor-
tionate transepts. But to return to St. Peter’s.

The body of the building, as designed by Michael Angelo,
was to have been surrounded by a single Corinthian order of 108
feet in height, surmounted by an attic of 32 feet, and the effect

Q
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of such noble dimensions, admirably proportioned to the cupola
above, which the Greek cross would have displayed in full per-
fection, would have been far superior to that of the actual
building. Carlo Maderno, after the death of Buonarroti, was
allowed to revert to the original scheme of the Latin cross, and
the dome is thereby in a great measure concealed by the
facade.

There were two other important advantages resulting from
the adoption of Michael Angelo’s plan, which are rarely com-
bined, namely, a saving of both time and money. About
£140,000 of our money, and fifty years of labour, represented,
according to the artist’'s computation, the difference between his
design and that of San Gallo.

The form of the cupola was, of course, of primary importance,
and to this Buonarroti at once addressed himself. Bramante
had proposed to surround his cupola by a peristyle of columns,
an arrangement the beauty of which will be at once compre-
hended by a glance at the Pantheon of Paris, and our own St.
Paul's. Michael Angelo, however, having in view the require-
ments of lighting, felt himself obliged to depart from the original
idea, and, by the insertion in the drum of sixteen windows, with
coupled columns between each, has secured to this gigantic
edifice an amount and distribution of light truly wonderful.

But a yet more serious objection to Bramante’s cupola was
its structural defects, it being admittedly unable to support a
crowning lantern. This fault, which no doubt would have been
discovered and remedied by the author, had now to be guarded
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against in the new dome, and Buonarroti looked back in thought
to the mother church of his own beautiful Florence. The cupola
of Filippo Brunelleschi was an object of wonder to all later
artists, and to none more than Michael Angelo. When on a
previous occasion it had been suggested to him to produce
a dome different to that of the cathedral, he had replied that it
was easier to differ from than to surpass it, and tradition now
ascribes to him a rhyming distich stating that he would produce
a sister dome, larger perhaps but not fairer. His declaration
proved singularly and happily incorrect. The dimensions of the
two cupolas are virtually identical, in beauty that of later date
is far superior. That of Brunelleschi is rather wonderful than
beautiful, ‘and a just idea of the boldness of the man who,
when the low covering of the Pantheon of Agrippa was as yet
the greatest object of emulation to architects, ventured to lift
- into air so spacious an expanse, is perhaps best realized by a
partia] view of the ribs, as seen from the narrow streets around
it. The dome of St. Peter’s, on the contrary, acquiring dignity
from the drum on which it is elevated, lightness from the pen-
dentives on which it is placed, and unity from its circular plan,
so far superior to the angular form of its Florentine rival, carries
out far more closely the ‘object avowedly aimed at, to raise the
dome of the Pantheon, and suspend it in air. Once seen, the
dome of St. Peter’s is never forgotten, and the traveller recalls
it to his memory in all its varied aspects, whether as forming
the magnet of attraction, as seen from the hills surrounding the
historic plain of Latium, or echoing to the silver trumpets which
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announce the presence of the Sovereign Priest, or glowing in
the robe of fire with which, on nights of high festival, the
devotion of worshippers have clothed it.

To the skilled mind of the architect, however, Brunelleschi's
cupola possessed merits not obvious to the eye of an ordinary
spectator, and his assertion that it could not be surpassed must
be taken as referring rather to its admirable construction. The
double dome, the outer and inner shell, with intervening space,
is due to the genius of Brunelleschi, and those who have felt the
strange sensation of being suspended in air which accompanies
an ascent over the inner cupola of St. Peter’s ought not to omit
visiting the earlier triumph of architectural skill on which Michael
Angelo avowedly framed his own more perfect model.

It has been the lot of most great benefactors of the world
to see little or none of the fruits of their genius. Beethoven
never heard his own matchless compositions ; Columbus scarcely
saw, and never comprehended, the new world which he had
given to the old; and Buonarroti died before a single limb of
his cupola was raised to its place. In his mind’s eye, however,
the aged architect nevertheless clearly foresaw that which, for
our good fortune, was really executed according to his design;
and few things can give a more vivid idea of his ever-enduring
powers than the beautiful model of the cupola which, complete
in its minutest details, even to the very ladder still employed
for access to the more difficult places, still exists in a chamber
of the building, to show what such a man could do at the age
" of eighty-seven. Sophocles triumphantly refuted the charge of '
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enfeebled intellect by declaiming before his judges his yet
unpublished (Edipus Coloneus; the reply of Michael Angelo
to his calumniators was equally practical and satisfactory.

It is needless to attempt a chronologic detail of the order
in which Michael Angelo’s architectural works in Rome were
carried on, inasmuch as materials for accuracy are wanting,
and many undertakings were doubtless carried on simultane-
ously. It was, however, during the reign of Paul III. that he
was charged with the task of giving somewhat of dignity to
the Capitoline Hill, the cradle of the infant city. The build-
ings which occupy three sides of the Piazza are favourable
specimens of his architecture, and must have presented a far
more imposing effect when charged with the numerous ancient
statues for the display of which they were specially designed,
but which a truer reverence has now transferred to the various
museums of Rome and other capitals. The companion statues
of the Tiber and the Nile, the central figure of Jupiter, Mar-
forio, the comrade of the witty Pasquino, have all left the open
square, and taken shelter from the inclemency of even a Roman
sky. But on the terrace facing the main ascent from the Piazza
below still stand the Colossi commonly known as Castor and
Pollux, the military trophies which tradition associates with the
name of Marius, the massive column which marked the first mile
on the Appian Road : and the location of these noble remnants
of imperial grandeur took place under the direction of Michael
Angelo. Above all, it was he who gave its present resting-
place to the celebrated equestrian bronze statue of Marcus
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Aurelius, almost the only survivor of imperatorial bronzes, and
owing its preservation, through the various perils of the dark
ages, solely to the happy ignorance which mistook the rider .
for the Emperor Constantine. The admiration of the sculptor
for the marvellous vitality of the horse is well known,' and
nothing can exceed the judicious manner in which he has
placed the statue. It stands on an elliptic pedestal of moderate
height in the centre of the square, which slopes gently down-
wards from the three sides, thereby affording to the spectator an
admirable view of both horse and rider, and differing greatly
from the heavy effigies prevalent in most capitals, whose
elevated positions seem to be intended for the convenience of
blacksmiths and veterinary surgeons.

We turn aside for awhile from the public labours of the
artist to contemplate the inner and more private life which goes
on in all men, but of which the curtain is rarely raised to allow
the outer crowd even partial glimpses of what is passing. In
1542 Vittoria Colonna returned to Rome. During the six years
of her absence Michael Angelo had not ceased to correspond
with her, and her continued esteem for him may be judged of
by the fact that she had, at various times, sent him forty of the
noble and vigorous sonnets in which she recorded feelings, the
faith and charity of which might have, but did not, absolve her
from the suspicion of scattering abroad the seeds of false

! Among the rather numerous collections of ana relating to Michael Angelo
is recorded his admiring exclamation of “Cammina!” (go on!) to the horse,
whose spirited action is obvious to the most unpractised eye.
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doctrine. She returned to Rome broken in health and spirits.
Her family were disgraced, their estates confiscated, which could
not but be a severe blow to one whose religious aspirations
had never entirely crushed the pride belonging to a princess of a
noble house ; while of the bright band who once gathered round
her with high and holy aims, the members were scattered and
dismayed by the active measures of the Inquisition, newly
established in Rome, but already full of vigour in its fearful
action.. Occhino, summoned to Rome, had been warned that
his obedience would be surely followed by his death, and when,
before finally quitting Italy, he addressed to Vittoria a justifica-
tion of his conduct in openly joining the ranks of the Reformers,
Vittoria consulted her own safety by enclosing the packet to the
cardinal who afterwards became the successor of Paul III.
Throughout these mournful days Michael Angelo’s devotion
to the lady of his thoughts was unceasing. His labours were
now engrossing, his health failing, for in 1544 he lay for weeks
in great suffering at a friend’s house, yet his communications
with Vittoria were so frequent that, as she gently assured him,
they prevented her from fully dischargiixg the duties she had
now taken upon herself, that of instructing young girls in the
convent of S. Anna dei Funari. This happy communion was
soon to cease for the old man. In 1547 Vittoria, whose health
had long been decaying, died at the palace of a relative, whither
she had caused herself to be conveyed, probably that she rﬂight
enjoy, more freely than conventual .rules would allow, the sad

society of her few remaining friends. Among them came the
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solitary old man to whom, for eleven years, she had been the
incarnation of all his life had ever known of grace and beauty.
He kissed her hand reverently ere he withdrew to battle with
his great grief, and in his confession, long years afterwards, that
he deeply regretted not having ventured to press his lips to her
cheeks and forehead, we have the sole evidence of the influence
of aught like love over the mind of the ascetic and lonely
Michael Angelo. '

Another blow fell in this ill-omened year upon the hopes of
Michael Angelo, and one not the less sore that-he was unable to
give his sorrow words. Though he never appears as an ardent
demagogue, Buonarroti was, as we know, a sincere adherent of
the Republican party. Notwithstanding the crushing defeat
they had sustained, hope had not quite deserted the vanquished,
and rather than gaze despairingly on the subjection of their
beloved city, they turned their eyes towards Francis I. Nothing

-can show more clearly the straits to which they felt themselves
reduced than their consenting once again to lean upon the
broken reed which had so sorely pierced them; but so it was.
Secret negotiations were opened with the French king, and it is
difficult to restrain a mournful smile when we find Michael
Angelo offering to Francis the artistic bribe of an equestrian bronze
statue which he pledges himself to execute when he shall see the
king in Florence. Francis, on his part, had shown high courtesy,
a brilliant varnish in which his words were never deficient, and
by a letter written in his own’ person to the artist, he informs
him that a messenger will wait on him, charged to purchase any
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works which he may have disposable, and particularly to obtain
from him a cast of two statues which he names.! All these plans
were, however, terminated by the death of the French monarch
in the early part of 1547, and with him vanished the last faint
aspirations still cherished by Florentine patriots, among whom
Buonarroti must be classed, to free their country from the hated
rule of the Medici.

After such deep deprivations, it seems almost childish to
record other deaths which at this time affected the artist. His
brother Giovansimone, and his old pupil Sebastian del Piombo,
both died in the same year as Vittoria Colonna. With the
former, though united by the ties of birth, his intercourse had
not been always cordial; but increasing: age softens the aspe-
rities of youth, and in a letter to his nepheﬁ_ Leonardo, he
expresses great regret that he and' his brother should not have
met before their deaths, as he had often hoped, and inquires
earnestly as to the circumstances of his dt_aéth. Sebastian had
been an early and highly favoured pupil of Buonarroti, and
although when he obtained the office of promébatore, or bearer
of the pope’s leaden seal, he had in a great measure relinquished
the practice of art, yet his death’ could not have been a matter
of indifference to his old friend and adviser. Before his death
Fra Bastiano had recommended to Michael Angelo a young
priest as capable of restoring for the pope many antique
statues which were in the Farnese palace, and for this youth,

! See Appendix.
R
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known as Gugliclmo della Porta, the artist, now powerful in
court favour, obtained the succession to the office left vacant by
Sebastian’s death. It was to Guglielmo that Michael Angelo
entrusted, among other things, the restoration of the colossal
statue found in the Baths of Caracalla, and known as the
Farnese Hercules. The fragments of the colossus had been
strangely dispersed, and the lower limbs were entirely lost.
Della Porta produced a pair of legs with which Michael Angelo
was so well pleased, that when the originals were afterwards
found near Gabii he insisted on retaining the restorations.!

In 1549 died Paul III., and Michael Angelo lost in him
a kind friend and protector. The new pope, Julius III., seems,
however, to have been equally well disposed towards him, and
to have taken his part in the various disputes in which his
office of architect frequently involved him. One of these
occurred not long after the accession of Julius III., and sprung
out of the unceésing rivalry of the priests for the best situations,
in the new basilica. It may be remembered that this mighty
fabric owed its origin to the desire of Julius II. to find a worthy
locality for the splendid mausoleum projected for him by the
young Michael Angelo. This plan had long been relegated to the
limbo of unfulfilled schemes, but the great church was at length
assuming something like definite shape, and Cardinal Farnese

was anxious to seize a commanding position for a monument to

1 The original limbs were subsequently restored, when the statue was trans-
ferred to Naples.
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his late relativé, the deceased pope. Guglielmo della Porta had
been selected to execute this task, and when Michael Angelo
positively refused to mar the symmetry of the building by
assenting to the cardinal's unreasonable proposal, the remem-
brance of former kindnesses did not prevent Della Porta from
maintaining that the refusal sprang from envy. [t is, however,
satisfactory to learn that he afterwards acknowledged his error,
and that the sepulchre, a work of considerable merit, now
occupies a conspicuous site at the extreme end of the building.
In the year 1550 Buonarroti seems to have found time to
bring to conclusion the long, long task of the tomb of Julius II.
The intention of placing it in St. Peter’'s had been abandoned
for many years, and in the church of S. Pietro in Vincoli, of
which Julius had been cardinal, Michael Angelo had at length
the comfort of seeing the sepulchre finally erected. The spot
is well known to tourists. In one of the most desolate parts of
the extensive quarter of Rome ravaged by the great confla-
gration caused by Robert Guiscard, stands this melancholy
church. Not a house is visible from the terrace in front of
the building. A few shapeless masses of the Baths of Titus,
and an unequalled view of the huge Flavian amphitheatre,
looking from this point well nigh as perfect as it did 1800 "
years ago, alone testify to the vicinity of the great city. Within
the church the attention of the visitor is concentrated on one
object alone. The tomb is at length complete, the number of
statues, so bargained for and limited, has been duly furnished
according to the last of all the contracts, but the speech of the
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cardinal of Mantua has proved true: Moses is enough to do
honour to the tomb of Julius. The guide-books duly record
the names of the sculptors employed upon the other statues,
and even tell us that two of them are from the hand of the
master himself; but the visitor on leaving the spot carries
away but one preponderating and all-sufficing idea, that of
the great Lawgiver. Much criticism has been wasted, and
some of a very feeble kind, upon the peculiar treatment of the
statue. The drapery of the lower limbs offends one critic, the
marvellous length of beard another, a third is puzzled by the
mysterious pair of horns which the custom of the age assigned
to the Lawgiver of the chosen people.!

The highest aim of art is not to produce a counterpart
of nature, but to convey by a judiciods employment of natural
forms, and a wise deviation where required, the sentiment which
it is the artist’s object to inculcate. That aim has been fully
attained ; none can leave the lonely church of S. Pietro without
a deep and abiding sense of the power, the dignity, the holiness
breathing forth from the features of him to whom a divine
mission has been just assigned. Moses takes rank with the
Prometheus of Aschylus, with the highest and noblest concep-
tions of Dante and Shakespeare.

1 The origin of the horns, so common in the representations of Moses,
whether paintings or statues, has been the subject of many disquisitions. The
most commonly received explanation derives it from the Vulgate rendering the
Hebrew epithet by the word ‘cornuta,” but others have sought in the Greek
mythology the reason why Pan lends his pagan horn to Moses.
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At this time Michael Angelo had been for some time
employed, as his scanty leisure allowed him, upon a Deposition
from the Cross, which is yet to be seen behind the high altar of
the cathedral of Florence. That it is, like so many of his works,
unfinished, was not in this instance due to the interference of
others, but to the nature of the block of marble which he had
selected. Besides containing a great flaw which had almost
decided him to abandon the work, the stone proved of a
singularly intractable nature, and the vivid picture of the old
man’s fury of work described by an eye-witness, which we cited
in the first chapter, was the indignation of an aged monarch
against the rebel who dared dispute his power. Meanwhile his
authority as chief architect, painter, and sculptor did not protect
him from continual attacks by the San Gallo faction, who com-
plained to the pope that he was spoiling the works at St. Peter’s.
At a meeting held in presence of the pope, Buonarroti explained
fully his plans for obviating the faults of which he was accused,
not without a haughty counsel to the two cardinals whom he
considered the leaders of the movement to confine themselves to
their own duties, and leave the building of St. Peter’s to one
who was in no way bound to tolerate their interference. This
independent spirit did him no injury with the pope, by whom he
was always highly esteemed, and who shortly afterwards, Vasari
tells us, compelled him to sit down beside him, in the presence
of twelve cardinals. A few weeks afterwards the appointment
as chief architect conferred on him by Paul III. was officially
confirmed by Julius.
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Of worldly honour Michael Angelo had in truth more than
enough: Cosimo de’ Medici was unceasing in his efforts to
allure back to Florence the artist, now approaching his eightieth
year, and employed to that end the good offices of his old
friends, Tribolo and Giorgio Vasari. During one of these visits,
Vasari had an opportunity of seeing how active and unceasing
were the attacks of the “setta Sangallesca.” A certain Mon-
signor Tantecose (or Busybody)—for he may as well retain the
title bestowed on him by the irritated artist—seems to have been
a continual torment to the old man, and some of the machina-
tions of his party were at times successful, little to the advantage
of the city. A noble bridge of imperial date had shown
symptoms of decay, and the ample preparations which Michael
Angelo had made for its restoration were taken out of his
charge and handed to an incompetent rival, who, selling the
materials provided with so much care, and supplying their place
with rubble, produced a bridge which the indignant Buonarroti
protested he could feel trembling under his feet. The assertion
was scarcely exaggerated, for it stood for a few years only, and
the Ponte Rotto which all visitors remember as stretching its
ruined arches towards the eternal masonry of Tarquinius Priscus,
remains to witness what was the power of intrigue against science
and honesty.

The glimpses we get from time to time of his domestic life
are pleasing enough. Fate had denied him the calm pleasure of
old age in seeing his own offspring around his hearth, but he
endows with a marriage portion the daughter of a tradesman
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in his neighbourhood, and learns with pleasure that his nephew
Leonardo’s son is to bear the name of Buonarroto,' though the
saddened thoughts of age are discernible in the remark that it
were wiser not to rejoice so much over a new birth, but to
reserve our joy for the death of one who has lived well.

In 1555 died Julius IIL., in whom, as we have seen, Michael
Angelo lost a kind and manly friend, who was not afraid of
openly manifesting his high esteem for the artist, careless if in so °
doing he offended the crew of detractors who never ceased from
their machinations against his fame. Julius was succeeded by
Marcello Cervino, now Pope Marcellus II., “who knew not
Joseph,” or rather knew him too well, having been, in fact, one of
the two cardinals to whom the artist had administered the sharp
rebuke recorded above. The Grand Duke Cosimo, who probably
supposed that Michael Angelo’s position under the new sovereign
was likely to be unpleasant, thought the opportunity favourable
for renewing his invitation to him to fix his residence at
Florence, and return to his interrupted labours upon the sacristy
and library of S. Lorenzo, but without success. Had Buonarroti
really dreaded annoyance at the hands of the new pope his
anticipations were soon set at rest, for Marcellus, after a reign of
only a few weeks, followed Julius to the tomb, and the papal
chair was now occupied by the stern Caraffa, who took the title:

of Pius IV. The stern old bigot signalized his accession to

1 Not, be it observed, the name of the artist himself, but that of the brother
he had loved so dearly.
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Michael Angelo by depriving him of a rental assigned to him
by Julius, an act for which the artist cared little, and by a
subsequent communication to which he attached equally little
importance. This referred to the draping the figures in the
Last Judgment; and the indifferent reply of the painter that it
was a trifling matter, and that if the pope would but set the
world to rights it would be easy enough to arrange the picture,
was much of a piece with the careless permission accorded by
Milton to attach rhymes to the glorious blank verse of “ Paradise
Lost”—* Ay, you may tag my verses if you will.” Daniele di
Volterra was accordingly charged to attach drapery to many of
the subordinate figures, and we can but rejoice that sufficient
reverence was shown to the work of a great man to leave the
main features of the painting untouched.!

A far more serious sorrow than could be caused by the
meddling of priests with his pictures now befell Michael Angelo.
His old servant Urbino, who had served him faithfully and well
for twenty-six years, died in September, 1556. Their relations
had been those rather of intimate friends than the ordinary ones
of master and domestic: Michael Angelo, indifferent as we have
seen to his own pecuniary advantages, had taken care of those
of Urbino, and during his last illness the aged artist, himself
enfeebled by a painful and increasing disease, nursed with

1 Daniele di Volterra, however, whether from respect to his old master, or
disgust at a task which had earned for him the title of Bracchettone (breeches-
maker), did not go far enough to satisfy his employers, and the work was con-
tinued by Girolamo da Fano under the orders of Pius V.

*»
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womanlike tenderness the sufferer, not even undressing at night
that he might be more ready to attend to the wants of his dying"
companion. His letter to Vasari on the subject is inexpressibly
touching, and its perusal will testify to the deep well of love
which filled the breast of the childless old man. A few days
after this great blow had fallen on him Michael Angelo was in
~ the mountains of Spoleto, and as his absence coincides with an
expected attack on Rome by a body of Spanish troops under
the formidable Duke of Alva, it has been suggested that his
departure from the city was dictated by apprehension for his
personal safety. There appears no special reason why Michael
Angelo should dread any outrage from the Spaniards, and we
should seek a far simpler reason in the natural wish to recover
some serenity of mind in change of scene. This hypothesis
derives confirmation from a letter to Vasari, dated the 18th of
September, in which he speaks of the pleasure he has derived
from the society of the hermits, and his conviction that peace is
to be found nowhere but in the woods. It is striking and
significant that this is the only admission anywhere made by
Michael Angelo of the calming influences of nature, the only
instance in which he has turned from the harsh realities of life to
indulge in those pleasures which are within the reach of all.
The joys of spring, the glories of sunset, above all, the graces of
youth and beauty, were strangers to that solitary soul. In his
numerous sketches no trace is to be found of the beautiful
foliage or landscapes so frequent in the works of other artists;
and Vasari has noted, with his accustomed eulogy, the absence

S
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of such accessories in his latest designs for the Pauline Chapel.
Man had been his proper, his only study, and of this he was now
beginning to grow weary. ’

He had left more than half himself at Spoleto, he wrote, yet
we need not doubt that with the old scenes the old habits of
work returned, and that when again in Rome he was as energetic
as ever in combating the new intriguers who were rising up,
hydra-headed, around the chair of Pius 1V.

Cosimo was unceasing in his offers to Buonarroti, and in
1557 wrote to him with his own hand, urging his return to his
own city, promising that no sort of labour should be asked
from him ; and Vasari, in an accompanying letter, strongly advised
his acceptance of the grand-duke’s offer. But the mind of the
artist revolted from the proposal. He was now too old to shape
for himself a new career, and he felt his fate inextricably bound
up with that of the great basilica; he determined not to leave
Rome till the building was too far advanced to allow of injurious
alterations, and to guard this child of his age “from the knaves!
who had tried to revert to their old habits of plunder, and were
still waiting to do so.” The terms of this last quotation seem to
refer to official peculations rather than to questions of art, in which
his supremacy was now fully acknowledged. His correspond-
ence shows that he had frequently to refuse inferior materials
which were sent in for his approval. The fall of the Ponte

1 «Tadri” is the expressive word more than once employed by Michael
Angelo on this subject. :



IN OLD AGE. 131

Rotto was occasioned by the substitution, on the part of Nanni
di Baccio Bigio, of rubble for the good hewn travertine provided
by Michael Angelo; and it is highly probable that the insolent
complaints that he was falling into second childhood proceeded
from men who found the eyes of their octogenarian chief far
sharper than was desirable. In his eighty-third year he com-
pleted the wonderful model of the dome to which we have
already alluded, and which Vasari describes with affectionate
minuteness of detail. This labour served him as a good
(because true) excuse for refusing Cosimo’s reiterated proposals,
but he refused, wrote the duke’s messenger, with tears, and, as
we know, willingly gave his valuable advice upon all matters,
such as those of the Laurentian library, respecting which the duke
frequently consulted him. In the same year, also, he sent to the
duke a valuable series of designs for the church of S. Giovanni
dei Fiorentini. This church, being situated in a comparatively
uninteresting quarter of Rome, is little visited by tourists, who
seldom see more of it than the noble cupola which is visible
from the Ponte S. Angelo. In its fate the church bears a
singularly close resemblance to the great basilica, having been
begun by San Gallo and other architects, owing its general form
and its dome to Michael Angelo, and being finally transferred to
the tender mercies of Maderno.

To enumerate the many labours in which this old artist was
engaged, at a period when most men have long claimed the
repose due to them, would far transcend the limits of this sketch.
Suffice it to say, that whatsoever his hand found to do, he did
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it with his might. It is painful to add, moreover, that, like
the Hercules of the Roman poet, he found, when all his labours
were achieved, all his enemies subdued, there remained one im-
mortal, unconquerable foe, envy. We will not drag the reader
through the details of the attempts continually made by his
calumniators to injure him in the mind of Pius IV., and which
drove him on one occasion to beg leave to be allowed to return
to Florence and die in his own house, and on another to forward
to Cardinal da Carpi a written renunciation of all his offices.
Caraffa, to the praise of his good judgment be it said, was the
constant defender of Michael Angelo, and Cosimo I. never
ceased to evince towards him a respect equally profound and
disinterested. It is not surprising that this feeling, so flattering
to himself personally, should have combined with the conviction
that resistance to the established government was practically
impossible, and that the acquiescence of the Florentines to the
present order of things, however obtained, was now an un-
questioned fact, to effect a friendship between Cosimo and
Buonarroti, equally honourable to both.

In the month of November, 1560, Cosimo visited Rome, and
insisted on Michael Angelo sitting beside him, while the duke
detailed to him all the works going on in the city from which he
had been so long absent. A new method of working in
porphyry had been discovered at Florence, and the duke pre-

sented a specimen to the old sculptor;' while his son Francesco,

1 Porphyry, though used by the Graco-Roman sculptors, had hitherto, from
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with a pleasing sense of the reverence due to age and genius,
would never speak to him otherwise than with cap in hand.
One or two years thus passed away, during which the machina-
tions of his opponents at Rome, though not discontinued, seem
to have been disregarded by their object, while all that Florence
could devise of honour was lavishly bestowed to cheer the fast
declining years of the lonely man. The end was not far off.

In the early months of 1564, Michael Angelo was attacked
by a slow fever, and although his nephew Leonardo was
summoned from Florence, he arrived too late. On the 18th of
February, 1564, Michael Angelo Buonarroti died, within a few
weeks of completing his eighty-ninth year. His last moments
were tranquil, and his testamentary dispositions remarkable for
their brief simplicity : “ I leave my soul in the hands of God, my
body to the earth, my property to my next of kin.” With these
words passed away a great spirit, leaving his friends to recall,
and act, if they could, on his advice, to rejoice at the death of
one who had lived well.

All honour was shown to his remains while yet in Rome, and
it was even supposed that opposition would be made to their de-
parture for Florence, to avoid which the body was packed up as
merchandize. In his own city it was borne with all decorous

pomp, amid a vast crowd of mourners, to the Church of Santa

its extreme hardness, defied the chisel of the sculptors of the Renaissance.
Several busts of the members of Cosimo’s family, executed in this material, are to
be seen in the Uffizi Gallery, and a medallion of the duke himself is in the South
Kensington Museum.
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Croce; and there is evidence of great affection in the minute
details Vasari gives of the appearance of the body, when, twenty-
five days after death, it was exposed to the reverent gaze of the
bystanders. Death seemed to have dealt lightly with the re-
mains of the frugal and abstemious man, who, save for some
change in the complexion, appeared to be resting peacefully in
sleep. On the 14th of July, all preparations having been made,
the remains of the great master were deposited in their final
resting-place, the people and the rulers uniting in gorgeous cere-
monies, deseribed by his biographer with loving care, homages
gratifying to those who rendered them, though useless to him
who had now become, what his countryman Ariosto had long
before called him, “ more than mortal man.”

T is not necessary to enter into details of Michael
Angelo’s private life, in a work devoted professedly
to his career as an artist. Those who seek for such

information will find it in more than one biography, and nowhere
so fully as in the pages of his friend and reverential admirer,
Giorgio Vasari, who has accumulated a more than ordinary col-
lection of anecdotes, many of which are strikingly illustrative
of his peculiar disposition, and greatly soften the darker shades
which, in the stormy scenes of his troubled life, are apt to receive

undue prominence. It is, however, needful to allude to some of
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his minor works which, in the course of our narrative, have
been either omitted or but slightly referred to.

Chief among these is the so-called Christ of the Minerva, a
work executed in the prime of his life, and, as appears to us,
bearing its character fully stamped on it, though it has met with
comparatively small praise from critics. The figure, which is
undraped, stands in an attitude of much dignity, holding in his
arms a massive cross somewhat raised from the ground. No
particular event in the history of our Lord is sought to be
represented ; we have simply Him who died to save mankind
holding up, it may be as a warning against forgetfulness, the
instrument of the sufferings by which our salvation was assured.
This single and grand idea: is to our minds magnificently
rendered. The features may not be of the usual type sanctified
by tradition—when was Michael Angelo other than original >—
but they are fully equal to any other representation of an
unapproachable perfection. The statue, when placed in the
Dominican Church of S. Maria sopra Minerva, was greatly
admired, and the devotion of the crowd, as manifested by
kissing the foot, as they do to the statue of S. Peter in the Vatican
basilica, was found so detrimental that a gold sheath had to be
fitted to the great toe. Francis I.,in a letter to the artist, speaks
of it, by hearsay, as an admirable work of art, and expresses a
wish to possess a cast of it. A translation of his letter appears
in the Appendix.

A small bas-relief in the Albergo de’ Poveri, at Genoa, is
far less frequently visited than its surpassing beauty demands.
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The subject is a Pietd, and though rendered by merely half-
length figures of the Virgin and our crucified Lord, so vivid is
the contrast between the deep sorrow of the living, and the
calmness of the dead, that a group of solid statuary could not
convey an idea of the deed more fully than this small bit of
marble.

The authenticity of two tempera paintings now in the
National Gallery has been questioned, but surely on insufficient
grounds. Some circumstances connected with the picture of
the Entombment may be recorded here. The picture was
discovered during the carnival of 1847, by the late Mr. Mac-
pherson, in the shop of a Roman picture dealer who had pur-
chased it at the Fesch sale. It was then in a frightful state of
dirt, having been entirely daubed over in oil, so that not a trace
of the original work was visible. Moreover, when the outer
coating had been carefully removed, the znfonaco was visible in
literally scores of spots, the board having, as was said, served at
one time as a counter in a barber’s shop in Pesaro. Being
brought to England in 1849, not without much opposition on
the part of the Papal government, the painting was exhibited to
a few connoisseurs, and to the authorities of the National
Gallery, at the house of a gentleman in St. John’s Wood. The
writer, who had more than one opportunity at that time of
seeing it, cannot conceal his opinion that the repairs, however
needful, to which it had been subjected, when twenty years later
he saw the picture in the National Gallery, had seriously
impaired the beauties of the work.



EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS OF MICHAEL
ANGELO.

LETTERS FO BUONARROTO,—No. 6.

—You shall know how we have cast my

t T have not had too great success, and

hrough Messer Bernardo, who, either from

- sfortune, had not well melted the material.

It would take long to write: it is enough to say that my statue has come

out as far as the waist, and the rest of the material—that is, the half of

_the metal—has remained in the mould, where it had not melted ; so that

to take it out I must destroy the furnace, and so I am doing, and will

have the mould put together again this week, and I trust that the bad

business will go well enough, but not without the greatest care, fatigue,

and expense. I should have thought Messer Bernardino able to cast

without fire, so great faith had I in him. All the same, it is not that he

is not an able master, or that he has not worked with energy ; but he has

made a failure, he has failed grievously to my cost, and to his own as

well, for he has got himself blamed so much that he no longer dares lift
his eyes in Bologna.

Without signature.
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LETTERS TO BUONARROTO,—No. 8.

He himself wishes to return home far more urgently than they can
desire it—* because I remain here with the greatest inconvenience and
extreme fatigue, and I think of nothing but my work day and night, and
I have suffered so much labour and fatigue, that had I to make another
1 do not think my life would last me, for it has been an immense under-
taking, which if given into the hands of another he would have succeeded
but badly in. But I consider that the prayers of some person have
helped me, and kept my judgment sound, for it was against the opinion
of the whole of Bologna that I could ever have conducted the work.
After the casting, and even before, there was no one who believed me
capable of ever casting it. It is enough for me that I have conducted my
work to a good end, but I shall not have entirely finished it this month
as I had thought, but in the next it will certainly be finished and I shall
return.

MICHELAGNIOLO, in Bologna.

LETTERS TO HIS FATHER,—No. 3I.

I am in a dilemma, because it is already more than a year since I
have received a penny (grosso) from that pope, and I will not ask for it,
because my work does not seem to me to advance in a manner that
deserves payment ; but this is the difficulty of the work, and also its not
being my profession. And yet I am losing my time fruitlessly. May
God help me. If you have need of money, go to the governor of the
hospital and tell him to give you as much as fifteen ducats, and let me
know how much remains.

Your MICHELAE;NIOLO, in Rome.

The twentieth of January (15097). Written by another hand.
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LETTERS TO BUONARROTO,—No. 18.

I have heard from Gismondo, as he is coming here to forward his own:
affairs. Tell him from me not to count upon me in any way. It is not
that I do not love him like my own brother, but because I am unable to
help him in any way. I am bound to take care of myself more than of
others, and can barely furnish myself with necessaries. 1 live in great
anxiety and in extreme bodily fatigue ; I have no friends of any sort and
wish for none, and I have not so much time that I can afford to waste it.
At the same time do not give me any more annoyance, for I could not
support even another ounce.

LETTERS TO HIS FATHER,—No. 26.

DEAREST FATHER,—I went on Tuesday to speak with the pope, of
which I will tell you more when convenient. It is enough that Wednes-
day morning I returned, and he has paid me four hundred gold ducats,
of which I am sending you thither three hundred broad gold ones, and for
three hundred broad gold ducats which I pay into the house of Altoviti
here you will be paid the same by the Strozzi in Florence. At the same
time give them a receipt so that they may feel satisfied, and take it to
the governor of the house, and let it be prepared like the others, and
remind him of the farm, and, if he gives you many words, turn your
energy towards buying from others, when you see your way clearly, and
I give you permission to spend up to the sum of one thousand four
hundred ducats. Take Buonarroti with you, and beg the governor to
help us. Try if you possibly can to buy from him, because it is
more safe.

Your MICHELAGNIOLO, sculptor in Rome.
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LETTERS TO HIS FATHER,—No. 28.

DEAREST FATHER,—I have had a letter from you to day, September
the 5th, which gave and still gives me great anxiety, as it tells me that
Buonarroto is ill. I beg of you, as soon as you have read this, to let
me know how he is, because if he is really very ill, I will come by the
post (mail) to you during the ensuing week, although this would be
the greatest hindrance to me, for this reason, that I am to be paid five
hundred ducats when I have earned them; this is the agreement I have
made with the pope, and as many more he will give me when I have
begun another part of my work. But he has gone from here, leaving me
no orders whatever, so that I find myself without money, nor do I know
what to do if I go away. I should not like him to despise me and lose
me my earnings, in which case I should be badly off. I have written
him a letter, and am waiting the answer. Yet if Buonarroto be in
danger let me know of it, because I shall leave everything. Make
arrangements for his comfort, and do not let him want for money to
help him.

Your MICHELAGNIOLO, sculptor in Rome.

LETTERS TO HIS FATHER,—No. 35.

There are certain ducats in small coin, which I wrote to you about,
that you should claim them. If you have not taken them, ask for them
at your leisure, and if you have need of more, take just what you may
require, for as much as you want so much will I give you, even should
you spend all. And if it be necessary that I should write to the
governor of the hospital let me know. I have heard from your last how
affairs are going on. I am anxious about them. I cannot help you in
any other way, but do not, on this account, alarm yourself, and do not
give yourself an ounce of melancholy. Because, if goods are lost life is
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not lost. I will do so much for you that it will be more than what you
may now lose. But do not look forward to it too much, as it may fail.
Nevertheless, do your best, and thank God that as this sorrow had to
come, it came in a time when you were better able to help yourself than
in times past. Think only of your life, and sooner let the things go than
suffer inconvenience, for it is more precious to me to have you alive and
poor than all the gold of the world if you were dead; and if those
chatterers, either there or elsewhere, reproach you, let them talk, for
they are ignorant men and without compassion. The fifteenth of
September.
Your MICHELAGNIOLO, sculptor in Rome,

DEAREST FATHER,—I have had, within the last days, a letter from
a nun, who says she is an aunt of ours, and begs me to take compassion
on her. She says she is very poor and in the greatest want, and that
I should give her alms on that account. I send you five broad ducats
that you should, for the love of God, give her four and a half, and of
the half which remains I beg you will tell Buonarroto that he should
buy me either from Francesco Granacci, or from some other painter, an
ounce of lac, or as much as he can get for the said money, that it should
be the best that can be found in Florence, and if there is none to be got
of a fine colour, let it be. The above-spoken-of nun, our aunt, I think,
must be in the monastery of San Giuliano. I beg you to watch and
find out whether it is true that she is in such want, for she writes to me
by a channel which I do not like, and which makes me suspicious as to
its being some other nun, in which case it should not be given her. So
that if it should not be true, keep them for yourself, and these said
monies will be paid to you by Bonifazio Fati.

Your MICHELAGNIOLO, sculptor in Rome.
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¢ LETTER FROM MICHAEL ANGELO.

My LorD,—Your Excellency sends to tell me to paint and to fear
nothing ; I answer that a man paints with his brain and not only with
his hands, and whoso cannot bring his mind to bear on his work is
angry with himself; therefore unless I can carry out my plans I can do
no good thing. The rectification of the last contract has not reached me,
and the force of the other one made before Clement is always tormenting
me. I say that the contract which I heard read before Pope Clement
was not like the copy I afterwards received, and the reason of that was,
I was sent off the very same day by Clement to Florence : Gianmaria di
Madonna, the agent, was with the notary, and made him draw it up in
his own way, so that when I returned home and verified it I found a
thousand more ducats had been put down as paid to me than was really
the case; I found the house in which I live had been put down to me,
and several other things which would nearly ruin me; Clement would
never have allowed it, and Fra Sebastiano (del Piombo) begs me to
let the pope know of this and have the notary hanged, but I do not wish
it, because I do not consider myself bound by a contract which I should
not have agreed to had I been left to myself. I pledge my word that I
am not aware of ever having had the money which the said contract
speaks of, and which Gianmaria says he finds I have received.

But let us suppose I have received them because I have so acknow-
ledged it, and cannot go from the contract; and not only that, but
other money as well, if other can be found, and add up and see that
which I have done for Pope Julius at Bologna, Florence, and Rome, in
bronze, marble, and on canvas, and see what I deserve. I say, with a
clear conscience and according to what Pope Paul allows me, that I
ought to receive five thousand scudi from the heirs of Pope Julius.

I also say that I have had such rewards for my labours from Pope
Julius, partly through my own fault for not being able to control myself,
that if it had not been for what Pope Paul has done for me, I should
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to-day be dying of hunger; but, according to the agent, it appears as if
I had become a rich man, and even gone so far as to rob the Church;
they make a great noise over it, and I might, I daresay, find means to
hush them, but I am not equal to it. After the contract before Clement
was made, and I had returned from Florence and commenced work
on the sepulchre of Julius, Gianmaria, agent to the old Duke (of Urbino)
told me that if I wished to give the duke a great pleasure I would go
about my business, that he did not care anything about the tomb, but
my serving Pope Paul vexed him sorely. Ubpon that I began to see why
my house had been put into the contract, to make me go away, and pin
me down to my bargain with all their strength; but one can easily see
what they are wishing for, and even those who are not friends of their

master’s would be ashamed of them. .
. . . . . .

I find I have lost all my youth tied to this sepulchre with the
prohibition of Pope Leo, and my too great faith in not wishing to know
with regard to Clement has ruined me. Such is my fate: I see around
me many men with two or three thousand scudi live in clover, while
I with the greatest toil only succeed in impoverishing myself.

But to return to the painting: I can deny nothing to Pope Paul, but
I shall paint in bad spirits and shall do no good work. I have written
to your Excellency, for I thought, when occasion served, you could
better tell the truth to the pope. I should be glad to know that the pope
was aware of it, to know the grounds of the quarrel, and what has been
done to me: “Let him that readeth understand.”

Your Excellency’s servant, MICHELAGNOLO.

To MAESTRO GIORGIO VASARL
MY DEAR M. GIORGIO,—I can write but badly, still I will send you
something in answer to your letter. You know that Urbino is dead,
wherein I have received great goodness of God, but with heavy loss and
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infinite suffering to myself. The goo'dness has been that, whereas in
life he held to me living, in his death he has taught me to die not with
sorrow, but with a wish for death. I kept him for twenty-six years, and
have found him of most rare fidelity, and now that I had made him rich,
and hoped he would be the staff and rest of my old age, he has gone
from me, nor remains to me any other hope than to meet him in Paradise.
And of this God has given us assurance in the happy ending which he
made, for his regret was far less in dying than in leaving me in this
treacherous world with so many sorrows, so that the better half of me
is gone with him, and nothing left to me but sorrow without end. I
recommend myself to you. )
M. A.B.

FRANCIS THE FIRST To MICHAEL ANGELO.

S. R. MICHEL ANGELO,—Seeing that I have great desire to have
some specimens of your work, I have charged the abbot of St. Martin
de Troyes, bearer of the present, whom I send to visit you, begging, if
you have any of your excellent works done at his arrival, to be so
good as hand them to him, on his paying you well, according as I have
given him charge. And, moreover, to take the trouble, for love of me,
that he should mould the Christ of the Minerva, and Our Lady of
Fever, so that I may decorate with them one of my chapels, as being
things which I am assured are among the most exquisite and excellent
in your art. Praying God S. R. Michelango (sé) that he hold you in his
keeping. Written at Sainct Germain en Laye the 8th day of February
m.v.x.l.v.

FRANCOYS. DELAUBESPINE.
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