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From Backgrounds, Introductions of Archi and Lond,

pe (1811)

-« - The highest honour that landscape has as i
yet, she received
from the hands of Titian, which proves how highly he comideref.[l its

stems of trees with dark brown and yellow folia, w stretching far thei
leafy hn‘moum And their heads [are] lost in the efflulgence o?s;lle :mg:;:
duc.endmg to crown the dying Martyr, whose looks are directed upwards,
as likewise [are] the flowing garments of the companion endeavouring
to escape. Its [the Picture’s] apparent immensity arises from the quantity
of sky, the mr‘ninual line of trees and last, tho' not least, the low sunk

gives, whether from indilference or strength of hi
often removes his works from truth,

; To these proofs of his abilities of Historic grandeur and pastoral
subjects we possess another truly sublime in the picture at Ashburnham
House of Pyramus and Thisbe. . . . whether we look upon the dark
dark_s]ty sparingly illumined at the right-hand carner by lightening there‘
rushiny he'hind the bending trees and at last awfully gleaming, her
power [_?I is reborn, jis dying efforts upon some antique buildings on the
I_eil, while all beneath amid gloom scatter'd foliage and broken ground
hes_:he dying figure of Pyramus, And in the depth and doubt of darkness
all is lost bue returning Thisbe,
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From this effort of conception of contending elements let us con-
sider one where Nature struggles for existence and the last twisting to
the overwhelming waters of the Deluge, bearing along Earth’s perishable
materials under one tone and the residue of Earthy matter is the impres-
sion of this famous picture. Richelieu is said to have declared than it
absorbed his mind from all worldly concerns and that he could remain
before it for hours as his only pleasure. This picture is now in the Louvre
and called the Deluge.

For its colour it is admirable. It is singularly impressive, awfully
appropriate, just fitted to every imaginative conjecture of such an event.
Bu [it is] deficient in every requisite of line, so ably display'd in his
other works, inconsistent in his introductions in the colouring of the
figures, for they are positively red, blue, and yellow, while the sick and
wan sun is not allow'd to shed one ray but tears.

Pure as Italian air, calm, beautiful and serene springs forward the
works and with them the name of Claude Lorrain, The golden orient or
the amber.coloured ether, the midday ethereal vault and fleecy skies,
resplendent valleys, campagnas rich with all (he cheerful blush of fer-
tilization, trees possessing every hue and wone of summer's evident heat,
rich, harmonious, true and clear, replete with all the aerial qualities of
distance, aerial lights, aerial colour, where through all these comprehen-
sive qualities and powers can we find a clue towards his mode of practice?
As beauty is not beauty until defin'd or science science until reveal'd,
we must consider how he could have attained such powers but by con-
tinual study of parts of nature. Parts, for, had he not so studied, we
should have found him sooner pleased with simple subjects of nature,
and [would] not [have), as we now have, pictures made up of bits, but
pictures of bits. Thus may be traced his mode of composition, namely,
all he could bring in that appear'd beautifully dispos'd to suit either the
side scene or the large trees in the centre kind of composition. Thus his
buildings, though strictly classical and truly drawn from the Campo
Vaccine and Tivoli, are so disposed of as to carry with them the air
of composition.

But in no country as in England can the merits of Claude be so
justly appreciated, for the choicest of his work are with us, and may
they always remain with us in this vountry. The walls of the Louvre
can only boast of two by name, which two may with more propriety be
culled Swanevelt, the plodding the' not the mean or humble imitator or
€ltve, whose best works have in other countries besides France been

honour'd, if honour it can be call'd in depriving him of his just need of
merit in calling them Claudes, a compliment that steals from him a good
name and leaves him poor indeed.

The Flemish school approaches to individual nature, and enly two,
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Rembrandt and Rubens, ever dared o raise her above commonality.
Rembrandt depended upon his chiaroscure, his bursts of light and dark-
ness to be felt. He threw a mysterious doubt over the meanest piece of
Common; nay more, his forms, if they can be called so, are the most
objectionable that could be chosen, namely, the Three Trees and the
Mill, but over each he has thrown that veil of matchless colour, that
lucid interval of Morning dawn and dewy light on which the Eye dwells
so completely enthrall'd, and it seeks not for its liberty, but as it were,
thinks it a sacrilege to pierce the mystic shell of colour in search of form.

No painter knew so well the extent of his own powers and his own
weakness. Conscious of the power as well as the necessity of shade, he
took the utmost boundaries of darkness and allow'd but one-third of
light, which light dazzles the eye thrown upon some favourite point, bue
where his judgment kept pace always with his choice surrounded with
impenetrable shade still remains.

Rubens, Master of every power of handicraft and mechanical ex-
cellence, from the lily of the field 1o animated nature, disdained to hide,
but threw around his tints like a bunch of flowers. Such is the impression
excited in his Féte in the Louvre, wholly without shadow compar'd to
Rembrandt's mode, obtaining everything by primitive colour, form and
execution, and so abundantly supplied by the versatility of his genius
with forms and lines, could not be happy with the bare simplicity of
Ppastoral scenery or the immutable laws of nature's light and shade, feel-
ing no compunction in making the sun and [ull moon as in the cele-
brated picture of the Landscape with the Waggon, or introducing the
luminary in the Tournament, while all the figures in the foreground
are lighted in different directions. These trifles about light are so per-
haps in Historical compaositions, but in Landscape they are inadmissible
and become absurdities destroying the simplicity, the truth, the beauty of
pastoral nature in whose pursuit he always appears lavish of his powers.
Full of colour, the rapidity of his pencil bears down all before it in
multitudes of forms, not the wild incursions full of Grandeur as Salvator
Rosa, but [the) swampy vernality of the Low Countries,

Without affecting 1o do anything, Teniers has given us that in-
dividuality, which the great genius of Rubens in his Flemish Féte and
pastorals always seem'd in search of, Artfully arrang'd and exquisitely
touched tho' looking careless, bearing a freshness and silvery tone per-
vading everywhere thro’ al] the diversity of colours, tho' scatter'd upon
the innumerable figures of the Flemish Marriage Feast at Louther Castle,
yet all the tones tend by his consummate management, concentrated, (o
one figure in white and grey which binds the whole together.

Cuyp. Paul Potter and Adrian van der Velde sought for simplicity
below commonality which too often regulated their choice and alas their
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introductions, yet for colour and minuteness of touch oi every weed
and briar long bore away the palm of labour and ex.e(ul.u:.m. ?u; Cuyp
1o a judgment so truly qualified knew where 1o blend minutiae in all
the golden colour of ambient vapour. N ! N 54

Gainsborough, our countryman, rais'd their beauties by iwmd.{:lg
their delects, the mean vulgarisms of common low ]iie‘:.mi'l disgusting
incidents of common nature. His/first efforts were in imualuon of Hob-
bema, but English nature supplied him with beter ma:gx:;ah of swudy.
The pure and artless innocence of the Cottage Door now in the [posses-
sion of Sir John Leicester may be esteemed as POGN.‘SSII‘IE this class, as
possessing truth of forms arising from his close contact with nature, ex-
pression, full-toned depth of colours and a rrttdr::m of wuch_ character-
istically varied with the peculiarities of the vigorous foliage or of
decaying nature.

Turner on Varnishing Day

In 1835, Turner exhibited the [irst version of his Eurn_ing of the
House of Parliament at the gallerics of the British Institution in London.
One of his fellow exhibitors, E. V. Rippingille {!?9&—}8_5?}. has kﬂ;
description of Turner finishing hus pictwre in the exhibition gallery:

He was there and at woirk before 1 came, having set to at the
carliest hour allowed. Indeed it was guite necessary 1o make the best
of his time, as the picture when sent in was a mere dab of several colours,
and “without form and void,"” like chaos belore the creation. The man-
agers knew that a picture would be sent there, and_ would not have
hesitated, knowing to whom it belonged, to have received and_ I_tung up
a bare canvas, than which this was but little better. Such a nug:‘ian. per-
forming his incantations in public, was an object of interest a aum.:-
tioh. Efty was working at his side [on his picture “The Lute Player”]
and every now and then a word and a quiet laugh emanated and passed
between the two great painters. Little Etty stepped back every now and
then to look at the effect of his picture, lolling his head on one ?:de and
half closing his eyes, and sometimes speaking to some one near him, after
the approved manner of painters: but not so Turner; llor the three
hours 1 was there—and I understood it had been the same since he began
in the morning—he never ceased to work, or even once looked or turned
from the wall on which his picture hung. All loukers-on were amuwd‘h'y
the figure Turner exhibited in himsell, and the process he was pursuing
with his picture. A small box of colours, a few very small brushes, and a

A2 A, ]. Finberg, The Life of J. M. W. Turner, Oxford, Clarendon Press, 1951,
p- 351,
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vial or two, were at his feet, very inconveniently placed; but his short
figure, stooping, enabled him to reach what he wanted very readily.
Leaning forward and sideways over to the right, the left hand metal
button of his blue coat rose six inches higher than the right, and his
head buried in his shoulders and held down, presented an aspect curious
to all beholders, who whispered their remarks to each other, and quietly
laughed to themselves. In one part of the mysterious proceedings Turner,
who worked almost entirely with his palette knife, was observed to be
rolling and spreading a lump of half-transparent stuff over his picture,
the size of a finger in length and thickness. As Callcott was looking on
I ventured to say to him, “What is that he is plastering his picture with?"
;:: which inquiry it was replied, "I should be sorry to be the man to ask
im."” . . .

Presently the work was finished: Turner gathered his tools together,
put them into and shut up the box, and then, with his face still turned
o lhl-' wall, and at the same distance from it, went sideling off, without
speaking a word to anybody, and when he came to the staircase, in the
centre of the room, hurried down as fast as he could. All looked with a
half-wondering smile, and Maclise, who stood near, remarked, “There,

that's masterly, he does not stop to look at his work; he knows it is done,
and he is off."”

9%¢

If he is to draw a landscape from Nature, let him take his station
on a rising ground, when he will have a large horizon, and mark his tablet
into three divisions downwards from the top to the bottom, and divide
in his own mind the landscape he is to take, into three divisions also.
Then let him wrn his face directly opposité to the midst of the horizon,
keeping his body fixed, and draw what is directly before his eyes upon
the middle division of the wablet; then turn his head, but not his body
to the left hand, and delineate what he views there, joining it properly
to what he had done before; and, lastly, do the same by what is to be seen
upon his right hand, laying Jdown everything exactly, both with respect
to distance and proportion.

. Jolw Constable (1776-1837)

Ruskin said of Constable that he “perceives in a landscape that the
grass is wel, the meadow flat and the bough shady; that is to say, about
as much as, I suppose, might in geneval be apprehended, between them,
by an intelligent fawn and a sky lark” —a vemark which perhaps ex pressed
a secret appreciation. Ruskin also wrote that “Unteachableness seems to
have been a wmain feature of his chavacter,” paying Constable another
unintentivnal compliment. Bui he was wiong in concluding that Con-
stable was “nothing move than an industvions and innocenl amaleur,” 8%
for Constable was, in fact, a veflective witisi, the most profound of the
naturalists, who accomplished the difficult feat of combining in hus land-
scape paintings a scientific penetration into natwral phenomena with an
undimmed freshness of perception. He professed no systematic doctrine,
but his scattered writings reflect a view of the velationship of art to
nature which bears some vesemblance to Schelling's natural philosophy
and to the ideas of Friedrich, his close contemporary (see page 52). In
contrast to the Germans, Constable vefrained from dramatizing the life
of spirit which he, like them, sensed in nature, through outright sym-
bolism or stylistic devices. Instead, he expressed it through a minute
observation of the forces which move waler and clouds, which govern
light and the growih of plants, and whose activity he felt within his own
body and mind. The empathic experience which underlay his naturalism

G2E, T. Cook and Alexander Wedderburn, The Weorks of John Ruskin, 111
Muidern Fainters, 1, London, G. Allen, 1903, pp. 172 and 191,
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was strikingly similar to that which the chemist Siv Humphry Davy
(1778-1829) recorded in ¢ notebook fetling, some time ajter 1800: 3%

Today, for the first time in my life, I have had a distinet sympathy
with nature. | was lying on the top of a rock o leeward; the wind was
high, and everything in motion; the branches of an oak tree were waving
and murmuring 1o the breeze; yvellow clouds, deepened by grey at the
bu'lst_. were rapidly Nloating over the western hills; the whole sky was in
mation; the yellow stream below was agitated by the breeze; everything
was alive, and myself part of the series of visible impressions; 1 should
have felt pain in tearing a leaf from one of the trees,

In feeling and in the quality of observation, this is very close to
Constable’s sketches, many of which bear notations such as the following:

Sth September 1822. 10:00 o'clock Morning. Looking S.E., brisk

wind at W, Very bright and fresh grey clouds running fast over yellow
bed about half way in the sky.

3 Constable’s letters and lecture notes were collected by his friend and
biographer, C. R. Leslie, who wove them into his Memoir of the Life of
John Constable, Esq., R.A., Londen, 1843 (second, definitive edition
1845), from which the following excerpts are taken.

“A Pure and Unaffected Manner”

London, May 295, 1802, My dear Dunthorne, 1 hope T have now
done with the business that Lrought me o town with Dr. Fisher. It is
sufficient to say that had I accepred the situation offered, it would have
been a death-blow o all my prospects of perfection in the are [ love. For
thﬂ.e few weeks past, I believe [ have thought more seriously of my pro-
fession than at any other time of my life; of that which js the surest way
to excellence. 1 am just returned from a visit to Sir George Beaumont's
pictures with a deep conviction of the truth of Sir Joshua Reynolds® ob-
servation, that “there is no casy way of becoming a good painter.” For
the last two years I have been running after pictures, amd seeking the
truth at second hand. I have not endeavoured 1o represent nature with the
same elevation of mind with which I set out, but have ragher tried to
make my performances look like the work of other men. I am come 10 a
determination o make ne idle visits ilis MIImEr, nor o give up my time

33 Memoirs of the Life of Siy Humphry Doy, edited I

0 . b Davy, h
ll::.l. Quoted in G. Grigson, The Romanties, Cleveland, G, R, Lokt A

outledge and Soans, 1962,
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w commonplace people. | shall return to Bergholt, where 1 shall en-
deavour to get a pure and unaffected manner of representing the scenes
that may employ me. There is little or nothing in the exhibition worth
looking up to. There is voom enough for o natural painter. The great
vice of the present day is bravura, an attempt to do something beyond
the truth. Fashion always had, and will have, its day; but truth in all
things only will last, and can only have just claims on posterity. 1 have
reaped considerable benefit from exhibiting: it shows me where | am,
and in fact tells me what nothing else could.

Hampstead, October 23rd, 1821. My dewr Fisher, . . . I am most
anxious to get into my London painting-room, for 1 do not consider
myself at work unless I am belore a six-foot canvas, I have done a good
deal of skying, for I am determined 1o conquer all difficuluies, and that
among the rest. And now talking of skies, it is amusing to us to see how
admirably you fight my battles; you certainly take the best possible ground
for geuing your friend out of a scrape (the example of the old masters).
That landscape painter who does not make his skies a very material part
of his composition, neglects to avail himsell of one of his wreatest aids.
Sir Joshua Reynolds, speaking of the Fdscapes of Titian, of Salvator,
and of Claude, says: "Even their skies scem to sympathise with their
subjects.” I have often been advised to consider my sky as "a white sheet
thrown behind the objects” Certainly, if the sky is abtrusive, as mine are,
it is bad; but if it is evaded, as mine are not, it is worse; it must and
always shall with me make an effeciual part of the composition. It will be
difficult to name a class of landscape in which the sky is not the key note,
the standard of scale, and the chief organ of sentinent. You nmay conceive,
then, what a “white sheet” would do for me, impressed as 1 am with these
notions, and they cannot be erroneous. Tlie sky is the source of light in
nature, and governs everything: even our common observations on the
weather of every day are alogether suggested by it. The difficulty of
skies in painting is very great, both as to composition and execution;
because, with all their brilliancy, they ought not 1o come forwand, or,
indeed, be lardly thought of any more than extreme distances are: but
this does not apply to phenomena or accidental ellects of sky, Leciuse
they always atract paricularly. | may say all this o you, though you
do not want to be told that I know very well what 1 am about, and that
my skies hive not been neglected, though they have often failed in execu-
tion, no doubt, from an over-anxiety about them, which will alone destroy
that easy appearance which nature always has i

i all her movenments.
How much 1 wish 1 had been with you on your hshing excursion
in the New Forest! What river can it be? But the sound of water escaping
from mill-dams, etc., willows, old rotten planks, slimy posts, and brick-
work, | love such things. Shakespeare could make everything poetical;
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he tells us of poor Tom's haunts among “sheep cotes and mills.”" As long
as [ do paint, I shall never cease to paint such places. They have always
Leen my delight, and 1 should indeed have been delighted in seeing what
you describe, and in your company, “in the company of & man to whom
nature does not spreacd her volume in vain.” Still 1 should paint my own
places best; painting is with me but another word for feeling, and I asso-
ciate “my careless boyhood” with all that lies on the banks of the Stour;
those scenes made me a painter, and 1 am grateful; that is, 1 had often
thought of pictures of them before 1 ever touched a pencil, and your
picture is the sirongest instance of it I can recollect; but 1 will say no
more, for I am a great egotist in whatever velaies o painting. Does not
the Cathedral look beautiful among the golden foliage? its solitary grey
must sparkle in it

1823

May 9ch. T hadl many interruptions in my works for the gf.xl'hﬂ!ilil)ll.
as you know, so that 1 have no large canvas there. My Cathedral looks
uncommonly well; it is much approved of by the Academy. . . . 1t was the
most difficult subject in landscape 1 ever had on my easel. I have not
llinched ac the windows, buttresses, ete.: but I have still kept 1o my grand
organ colour, and have, as usual, made my escape in the evanescence of
the chiaroseuro. . . . Callcott admires my Cathedral; he says 1 have
managed it well. Wilkie's pictures are the finest in the world Perhaps
the outdoor scene is too black, Fuseli came up to him and said, “Vell,
vat dis? is dis de new vay, de Guercina siyle?” Speaking of me, he says,
“1 like de landscapes of Constable; he is always picturesque, of a fine
colour, and de lights always in de right places: but he makes me eall
for my greatcoat and umbrelln” This may amuse you, when contem-
plating this busy but distium seene; however, though 1 am here in the
miedst of the world, 1am out ol i, and am lappy, and endeavour 1o keep
mysell unspotieel. 1 have a kingdom of my own, Both fertile and populous
—my ]ill.hlu':lpc wl my children. 1 have work to do, and my finances must
be vepaived il possible. 1 have a face now on my easel, and may have more,

[1832)

<o My “Lock” is now on my ensel; it is silvery, windy, and
delicious; all health, amd the absence of everything stagnant, and is
wonderfully got together; the pring will be fine, . . . 1 am so harassed

- andd interruped that T must now conclude almost as abrupily as I did my
|EF {5 e

: [1832]
Iam much interested with your account of the pictures at Petworth.
ﬁ remcimber most of “Turner’s early works: amongst them was one of

0
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singular intricacy and beauty; ic was a canal with numerons hoats making
thousands of beautiful shapes, and 1 think the most complete work of
genius 1 ever say, The Claude T well know; gramd and solemn, but cold,
dull and heavy; a picture of his old age. Claude’s exhilaration and light
departed from him when he was between Gty and sixty, and he then
became a professor of the “higher walks of art,” and fell in a great degree
into the manner of the painters around him; so difficult it is o be natural,
s0 easy o be superior in our own opinion. . . . Hobbema, if he misses
colour, is very disagreeable, as he has neither shapes nor composition.
Your mentign of a solemn wwilight by Gainsborough has awakened all
my sympathy; do pray make me a sketch of it of some kind or other, if
it is only a slight splash.

As to meeting you in these grand scenes, dear Leslie, remember the
Great were not made for me, nor I for the Great; things are better as
they are. My limited and abstracted art is o be found under every hedge
and in every lane, I therefore nobody thinks it worth picking up;
but I have my admirers, each of whom 1 consider an host. My Kindest
regards 10 Mrs, Leslie.

[Undated]

The world is wide; no two days are alike, nor even two hours;
neither were there ever two leaves of a tree alike since the creation of the
world; and the genuine productions of art, like those of nature, are all
distinet from each other.

In such an age as this, painting should be wnderstood, not looked
on wilth hlind wonder, nor considered unly as a poetie aspiration, but as
a pursuit, legitisnale, scientific, and mechanical,

Frum Constable’s Fourth Lecture (1836)

It was said by Sir Themas Lawrence, that “we can never hope o
compete with nature in the beauty and delicacy of her separate forms or
colours—our only chance lies in selection and combination.” Nothing can
be more truc—and it may be added, that selection and combination are
| from nature hersell, who constantly presents us with compositions
of her own, fr more beautiful than the lapgiest ged by human skill.
I have endeavoumed 1w draw a line between ge art and mannerism,
Dt even the greatest paingers have never been wholly untainged by man-
ner.— ting is a seience, aned shonld be pursued as wuiry into the
Laws of nature, Why, then, may not Lindscape painting be considered as a
Lranels of maural philosophy, of which pictnes are but the experiments?
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: The art will go out: there will be no HEUIne Painting |[n Eu]gi;lml
in thirty years. This will be owing to pictures driven inte the cmpLy
heads of the Jumior artists by their owners, the directors of the Brigsh
Institution, etc. In the early ages of (he fine s, the productions were
more affecting and sub ime, for the artists, by K without human ex-
emplars, were forced 1o hiave recourse 1o nature; in the lawer ages, of
Raphael and Claude, the productions were more perlect, less uncouth,
because the artists conld then avail themselves of the experience of those
who were before them, but they did not take them at their word, or as
the chief objects of imitation. Could you Iy see the folly and rujn
exhibited at the Brigish Gallery, you would Bo mind. Vander Velde, and
Gaspar Poussin, and Titjan e ade 10 spawn multitudes of abortions:
ancl for wlhit are (he Breat masters hrought inw his disgrace? only to
st.'rve-llle purpose of sale. Hofland has sold i shadow of Gaspar Poussin
for eiglity Kuineas, and it is no more like Gaspar than e shadow of a
man on a muddy road is like himself,

[1829)

L, there are two modes by whicl y i at distinetion, In he
Pnr. by a careful application 1o what others have accomplished, the artist
lmitates their works, or selects and conibines their various beauties; in (he
other, he seeks excellence ar its primitive source, nature. In the first, he
forms a style tpon the study of pictures, and Produces either imitative
or eclectic art; in the second, by a close observation of nature, he dis-
covers qualities existing in lier which have never been porirayed before,
and thus forms style whicli js original, “I'lhe resulis of the one mode,
:uf they repeat that with which the eye is already familiar, are soon rtcogz
nised s es ed, while the advances of (he artist ina new path must
necessarily be slow, for few are abile o judge of that which deviates from
the u.su‘al vourse, or are qualified 1o appreciate original studies,

[Found un g scrap of paper among his memoramka:] My art llauers
luub.ndy by fmitation, iy courts nobody by sinvothness, iy
beliteness, i is withow cither fal de ful or fulelle de e
hope 10 Le Popular? : &

ckles nobody by
hiow then ¢un |

From Constable’s Second Lecture {1836)

But the climax of absurdity 1o which the arg may be carvied, when
on, may be best seen in (he works of
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Boucher. Good temper, suavity, aml dissipation characterised the per-

sutal habits of this perfect specimen of the French School of the time of

Louis XV, or the early part of the last century, His landseape, of which he

was evidently fond, is pastoral; and such pastorality! the pastoral of the

opera-house, But at this time, it must be remembered, the court were in

the habit of dispersing into the country, and duchesses were 1o be seen

performing the parts of shepherdesses, milkmaids, and dairymaids, in

rottages; and also brewing, baking, and gardening, and sending the pro-

duce to market. These strange anomalies were played off on the canvases
of Boucher. His scenery is a bewildered dream of the picturesque. From
coltages adorned with festoons of ivy, sparrow Pots, etc., are seen issuing
opera dancers with mops, brooms, milk pails, and guitars; children with
cocked hats, queues, bag wigs, and swords—and cats, poulry, and pigs.
The scenery is diversified with winding streams, broken bridges, and
water wheels; hedge stakes dancing minuets—and groves bowing and
curtsying Lo each other; the whole leaving the mind in a state of be-
wilderment and confusion, from which laughter alone can relieve it.—
Boucher told Sir Joshua Reynolds “that he never painted from the life,
for that mature put him our,”

It is remarkable how nearly, in all things, opposite extremes are
allied, aml how they succeed each other, The style | have been describing
was followed by that which sprung out of the Revolution, when David
amd his contemporaries exhibited their stern and heartless petrifactions
of men and women—with trees, rocks, tabiles, and chairs, all equally bound
to the ground by a relentless outline, and destitute of chiaroscuro, the soul
and medium of art.

[1822)

I have been to see David's picture of “The Coronation of the Em-
press Josephine.” It does not possess the comumon language of the art,
much less anything of the oratory of Rubens or Paul Veronese, and in
point of execution it is below notice; still 1 prefer it 1o the productions
of those among our historical painters who are only lolding on to the
tail of the shirt of Carlo Maratd, simply because it does not remind me
of the schools. 1 could not help feeling as 1 did when I last wrote o
you of what I saw at the British Institution. Should there be a National
Gallery (which is talked of) there will be an end of the art in poor old
England, and she will become, in all that relates to painting, as much a
noncntity as every other country that has one. The reason is plain; the
manufacturers of pictures are then made the criterions of perfection,
instead of nature.

[1835]
+«« I liave seen David’s pictures; they are indeed loathsome, and






