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take them for all in all, better framed
for the mingled and shifting circum-
ianEOf Eumm ] wﬁ&m suffer-
. If my way lay a tra-
vglod country, 1 would put up with
a Scotchman, or a worse man, as my
Enide over the exact roads—the true
ridges-—and the right fords; but if
my unprecedented journey was overa

pathless desart, obstructed by quag-

thires and quicksands, and fiutthil of
accidents, requiring sudden plans,
and sudden chanfes of plans, I wounld
choose for my leader an Irishman,
A bull, it may be insinuated, wouM:
be an awkward matter in a bog—but
1 abide by my preference notwith-
standing. The Irishman would blun-
der through with me, or I am mis-
taken. R.A.

' THE DULWICH GALLERY.

It was on the 5th of November that
we went to see this Gallery. The
morning was wild, calm, pleasant:
it was a day to ruminate on the ob-
ject we had in view. It was the
time of year
‘When yellow leaves, or few or none, do

Upon the bgmchu H
their scattered gold was strongly
sontrasted with the dark green spiral

shoots of the cedar trees that skirt
the road; the sun shone faint and
watery, as If smiling his last ; Winter
gently let go the band of Summer,
and the green fields, wet with the
mist, anticipated the return of Spring.
At the end of this beautiful little
village, Dulwich College appeared in
view, with modest state, yet mind-
ful of the olden time, and the name
of Allen and his compeers rushed full
upon the memory! How many races

school-boys have played within its
walls, or stammered out a lesson, or
sauntered away their vacant hours in
its shade: yet, not one 8hakspeare
is there to be found among them all |
The boy is clothed and fed, and
gets through his accidence: but no
trace of his youthful learning, any
more than of his saffron livery, is
to be met with in the man. Genius
is not to be “ constrained by mas-
tery.” Nothing comes of these en-
dowments and foundations for learn-
ing,~~you might as well make dirt-
pies, or build houses with cards. Yet
something does come of them too—
a retreat for age, 8 dream in youth—
a feeling in the air around them, the
memory of the past, the hope of what
will never be. Sweet are the studies
of the school-boy, delicious his idle

hours! Fresh and gladsome is his
waking, balmy are his slumbers,
bo:lk-pillljowedli He wears a green
and yellow hv haps; but
¢ green and yee'lfovpe:nelancholy"
comes not near him, or if it does, is
tempered with youth and innocence !
To thumb his Eutropius, or to
knuckle down at taw, are to him
equaly delightful ; for whatever stirs
the blood, or inspires thought in him,
?;nickem the pulse of life and joy.
l‘e has only to feel, mnonrlcr tg be
appy; peain thms sm rom him,
mgpnanrw;:r is only a uger kind of
geamre. Each sensation is but an un.
lding of his new being ; cave, age,
sickness, are idle’ words ; the musty
records of antiquity look glossy in
his sparkling eye, and he ime
mortality as his future bride! The
coming years hurt him not—he hears
their sound afar off, and is glad.
See him there, the urchin, by
the sun, with a book in his hand, and
the wall at his back. He has &
thicker wall before him—the wall
that parts him from the future. He
sees not the archers taking aim at
his peace; he knows not the hands
that are to mangle his bosom. He
stirs not, he still pores upoir his book,
and, as he reads, a slight hectic flush
asses over his cheek, for he sees the
etters that compose the word Faxa
glitter on the , and his eyes
swim, and he thinEn that he will one
day write a book, and' have his name
repeated by thousands of readers, and
sssume a certain signature, and write
Essays and Criticisms in the Lovpow
MacAzing, as a consummation of
felicity scarcely to' be believed.
Come hither, thou poor little fellow,
and let us change places with tieee if
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thou wilt; here; take the pen and
finish this article, and sign what
name you please toit ; so that we may
but change our dress for yours, and
sit shivering in the sun, con over
our little task, and feed poor, and lie
hard, and be contented and happy,
and think what a fine thing it is to be
an author, and dream of immortality,
and sleep o'nights!

There is something affecting and
monastic in the sight of this little
nursery of learning, simple and retired
as it stands, just on the verge of the
metropolis and in the midst of mo-

dern improvements. ‘There s a
chdpel,and a of Ralgohael's Trans-
figuration, by Julio Romano; but

the great attraction to curiosity at
t is the collection of pictures
to the College by the late Sir
Francis Boutgeeis, who is buried in
a8 mausoleum close by. He once (it
js-said) spetit an agreeable day. here
~ in company with the Masters of the
College and some other friends, and
he determined, in consequence, upon
this singular mode of testifying his
gratitude and his respect. ger aps,
also, some such idle thoughts as we
" heve hére recorded might have min-
gled with this resolution. The con-
templation and the approach of death
might have been softened to his mind
:{ud[)ung asgoclated with the hopes of
hood ; and he might wish that
his remains might repose, in monu-
mental state, amidst “ the innocence
and simplicity of poor Charity boys! "
lefht it not have been s0? :
* The pictures are 336 in number,
mdlreg:lmﬂgonthewalllof a Jarge
gallery, built for the purpose, and di-
vided into five compartments. They
certainly looked better in their old
aces, at the house of Mr. Desen-
(the original collector), where
they were distributed into & number
of small rooms, and seen separately
.and close to the eye. They are
- mostly cabinet-pictures; and not only
. does the height, at which many of
them are necessarily hung to cover a
large space, lessen the effect, but the
number distracts and deadens the
attention. Besides, the sky-lights
are 8o contrived as to ** shed a dim,”
though not a ““religious light” upon
them: At our entrauce, we were
first struck by our old friends the
Cuyps; and just beyond, caught
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gyglémmof that fine fethale head

aratti, giving us a wel-
come with cordi May
we not exclaim—

What & delidous breath painting sehids

glances.

forth !
The viclet-bed's not sweetes.
A fine gallery of {aictures is a sort
of illustragon of Berkeley's Theory of

Matter and Spirit. It is like a palace
of thought—another universe, built
of air, of shadows, of colours. Every
thing seems  palpable to feeling as
to sight.” Substances turn to sha-
dows by the painter’s arch-chemic
touch ; ' shadows harden iuto sub-
stances. “ The eye is made the fool
of the other senses, or else worth
all the rest.” The material is in some
sense embodied in the immaterial ;
or, at least, we see all things in a sort
of intéllectual mirror. The world of
art is a de¢eption. We discover disa
tance in a glazed surface ; a province
is contained in a foot of canvas; a
thin, evanescent tint gives theformand,
pressure of rocks and trees; an inert
shape has life and motion in it. Time
stands still, and the dead re-appear,
by means of this “ so potent art!”
Look at the Cuyp next thedoor (No.
8). It is woven of ethereal hues. A
soft mist is on it, a veil of subtle air.
The' tender green of the valleys be.

ond the gleaming lake, the purple
ight of the hills is like the down on
an unripe nectarine. You may lay
your finger on the canvas, but miles
of dewy vapour and sunshine are be-
tween you and the objects you survey.
It is almost needless to point out that
the cattle and figures in the fore-
ground, like dark, transparent spots,
give an immense relief to the per-
spective. This is, we think, the
finest Cuyp, perhaps, in the world.
The landscape opposite to it (in the
the same room) by Albert Cuyp, has
a richer colouring and a stronger con-
trast of light aud shade, but it has
not that tender bloom of a spring
morning (so delicate, yet so power=
ful in its effect) which the other pos-
sesses. Two Horses, by Cuyp (No.
74), is another admirable speciinen
of this excellent painter. It is hard
to say, which is most true to nature
—the sleek, well-fed look of the bay-
Lorse, or the bone and spirit of the
dappled iron-grey oue, or the face of
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the mah whe is busy fastening a
g;tb Nature is scar¢ely more faith<
to itself, than this delightfully
unmannered, unaffected picture is to
it. In the same room, there are se«
veral giod Teniers's, and 2 small
Head of an Qld Man, by Rembrandt,
which is as smoothly finished as &
miniature. . No. 10, Interior :[’f an
Ale-houge, by Adrian Brouwer, almost
ives one a sick herd-ache; particu-
y the face and figure of man
leaning aguninst the door, overcome
with ‘¢ potations pottle deep.” Brou-
wer united the Yth aod richness
of Ostade to the spirit and felicity of

Teniers. No. 1%, ng IV}

and Satyr, and 59, Nymph end Satyr,

by Polemborﬁ,, are not pictures to
our taste. by should eny one
make it a rule never to paint any
thiwt this one subject? Was it.
to p. himself or others ? The one
shows had taste; the other wrong
tldgmmt. The grossness of the se-.

ction is hardly more offensive than
the finicalness of the exevution. No.
48, a Mater Dolorosa, by Carlo Dolei,:
is a very specimen of this mas-
ter ; but the expression has too great
& mixture of piety and pauperism in
it. It is not nltoget{:r spiritual,

No. 31, A School with Girls at work,.

by Crespi, is a most rubbishly per-
formance, and has the look of a mo-
dern picture. It was, no doubt,
puinted in the fashion of the time,
gnd is now old-fashioned. Every
thing has this modern, or rather un-
couth and obsolete look, which, be-
sides the temporary and local circum-~
stances, has not the free look of na-
ture. Dress a figure in what costume
you please (however fantastic, how-
ever barbarous), but add the expres-
sion which is common to all faces,
the properties that are common to
all drapery in its elementary princi-
ples, and the picture will belong to
all times and places. It is not the
addition of individual circumstances,
but the omission of general truth, that
makes the little, the deformed, and the
short-lived, in-art. No. 183, Religion
in the Desart, a sketch by Bir Francis
Bousgeois, is 2 proof of this remark.
There are no details, nor any appear-
ance of permanence or stability. It
deems to have been painted yesterday,
and to Jabour under premature decay.
It has a ook of being half done, and
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have no-wislt to dee it finished.

0. 58, Interior of a Cathedral, by

Sanadram, is curious and fine. From

one end eof the perspective to the

other—and back again—would make
& morning’s walk.

In the 8zcoxp Roox, No. 80, a

Sea Storm, by Backhuysen, and No.
93, A Caim, by W.Vandervelde, are
«‘qually excellent, the one for its

oomy turbulence, and the other for
fts glassy smoothness. 9%, Land-
scape with Catlle and Figures, is by
Both, who is, we confess, no grest
favourite of ours.. We do not like
his straggling branches of trees with-
out masses of foliage, continually
running up into the sky, merely to
let in the landscape beyond. No. 96,
Blewing Hot arnd Cold, by Jordaens,
is as fine a picture as be paint
ed. Itis of character, of life,
and colour. It is rich, and not gross.
98, Porirait of a Eady, said in the
printed Catalogue to be by Andrea
Sacchi, is surely by Carlo Maratti, to
whom it used to be given. It has

eat beauty, t e , Rreat
E;prellion, great E i of
execution ; hut every thing in it be=
longs to a somewhat later era of the
art than Andrea Sacchi. Be this as
it may, it is one of the most perfect
pictures in the collection. the
portraits of known individuals in this
room we wish to say little, for wa
can say nothing good: That of Mnr
Kemble, by Beechey, is perhaps the
most direct and manly. In this
room is Rubens’s Sampson and Dali«
lahk, a coarse daub—at least, it looks
80 between two pictures by Vane
dyke, Charily, and a Madonna and
Infunt Christ. This painter probae
bly never uced eny thing more
complete than these two compositionss
They have the softness of air, the
solidity of marble : the pencil appears
tofloat and glide over the features of
the face, the folds of the drapery,
with easy volubility, but to mark
every thing with a precision, a force,
a grace indescribable. Truth seems
to hold the pencil, and elegance to
guide it. The attitudes are exquis
site, and the expression all but divines
It is not like Raphael’s, it is true—
but whose else was? Vandyke was
born in Holland, and lived most of his
time in England |—There are several
capital pictures of borees, &c. by
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Wouvermans, in this room, pertico-
larly the one with a hay-cart loading
on the top of a rising ground. The
composition is as striking and pleas-
ing.. as the execution is delicate.
There is immense knowledge and
character in Wouvermans' horses—
ped tal give, you thelr history asd
give you
thoughts—but from the want of a
little arrangement, they look too
often like spots on a dark ground.
‘When they are properly relieved and
disentangled from the rest of the
composition, there is an appearance
of great life and bustle in his pictures.
His horses, however, have too much
of the menége in them—he seldom
gets beyond the camp or the riding
school.—This room is rich in master-
Here is the Jacol's Dream,
t: Rembrandt, . with that sleeping
figure, thrown likea bundle of clothes
in one cormer of the picture, by the
side of some stun bushes, and
with those winged shapes, not human,
not angelical, -but bird-like, dream-
like, treading on clouds, ascending,
descendin the realms of
endless light, that loses itself in the
infinite space! No one else could
ever grapple with this subject, or
stamp it on the willing canvas in its
ﬁ)rgeoul obacurity but Rembrandt !
ere also is the 8t Barbara, of
Rubens, fleeing from her persecutors;
4 aohle design, as if she were scaling
the steps of some high overhmgintg
turret, moving majestically on, wi
Fear befors her, th behind her,
and Magtyrdom crowning her:—and
here is an eloquent landscape by the
same master-hand, the subject of
which is, a shepherd piping his flock
homewards through a narrow defile,
with a graceful p of autumnal
trees waving on the edge of the decli-
vity above, and the rosy evening light
streaming through the clouds on the
moist landscape in the still
ening distance. Here (to pass
from one of excellence to another:
with kindly interchange) is a clear
ﬂaﬂ].lng Waterfall, by Ruysdael, and
obbima’s Water-Mill, with the
wheels in motion, and the ducks pad-
ing in the restless stream. Is not this
a sad anti-climax from Jacob’s Dream
to a picture of a Water-Mill? We
do not know ; and we should care as
Httle, could we but paint either of the
pictures.

Tam
If a picture is admirable in its
kind, we do not give ourselves much
trouble about the subject. Could
we paiut as well as Hobbima, we
should not envy Rembrandt: nay,
even as it is, while we can relish
both, we envy neither!

The Centre Room commences
with a Girl at a Window, by Rem-
brandt. The picture is known by the
print of it, and is one of the most
remarkable and pleasing in the col-
lection. For clearness, for bréadth,
for a lively, ruddy ok of healthy
nature, it cannot be surpassed. The
execution of the drapery is masterly.
There is a story told of its being h
servant-maid looking out of a win=
dow, but it is evidently the portrait
of a mere child.—~4 Farrier shoei
an Ass, by Berchem, is in his usu
manner. There is truth of character
and delicate finishing; but the fault
of all Berchem’s pictures is, that he
continues to finish after he has done
looking at nature, and his last touches
are different from hers. Hence comes
that resemblance to tea-board paint-
ing, which even his best works are
chargeable with. We find here one
or two small Claudes of no great va-
lue; and two very clever specimens
of the court-painter, Watteau, the
Gainsborough of France. They are
marked as Nos. 184 and 194, Féte
Champétre, and Le Bal Clnam{ffn.
There is something exceedingly light,
agreeable, and characteristic, in this
artist’s productions. He might almost:
be said to breathe his figures and his
flowers on the canvas-—so fragile is
their texture, so evanescent is his
touch. He unites the court and the’
country at a sort of salient point—
you would fancy yourself with Count
Grammont and thebeauties of Charles
II. in their gay retreat at Tunbridge
Wells. His trees have a drawing-
room air with them, an appearance
of gentility and etiquette, and nod
graeefu!ly over-head ; while the

gures below, thin as air, and vege-
tably clad, in the midst of all their af-
fectation and grimace, seem to have
ust sprung out of the ground, or to

the fairy inhabitants of the scene
in masquerade. They are the Oreads
and Dryads of the Luxembourg!
Quaint association, happily effected
by the pencil of Watteau! In the
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Bal Ghomplire we see Lomis XIV. his breast to know their features amd
bimself dancing, their lineaments? We look: through

looking so like an
old beau, his faeeﬂulhelf and pucker-
ed up with gay anxiety; but then
the satin of his deublet is
made of the softest leaves of the
water-lily ; Zephyr plays wanton with
the curls of his wig! We have no-
bady who could produce a compa-
nion to this picture now : nor do we
.wery devoutly wish it. The Louis
the Fourttﬁenths are afml:::l’d nnhi_ ;;;
suspect their revival w
be compensated even by the re-ap-
pearance of a Watteau.—~No. 187,
the Death of Cardinal Beaufort, by
8ir Joshua nolds, is a very indif-
ferent and rati:er unpleasant sketch
of a very fine picture. One of the
most delightful things in this delight-
ful collection is the Portrait (185) of
tAe Prince of the Asturias, by Velas-
uez. The easy lightness of the
&ild.inh Prince contrasts delightfully
with the. unwieldy of the
horse, which has evidently been
brought all the way from the Low
Countries for the amusement of his
rider. Velasquez was as fine a por-
trait-painter as any now living—al-
most as fine as any that ever lived !
In the Centre Room also is the Meet-
ing of Jucob and Rachel, by Murillo
—a sweet picture with a fresh green
landscape, and the: heart of Love in
the midst of it.—~There .are several
heads by Holbein scattered up and
down . different compartments.
‘We need hardly observe that they all

bave character in the extreme, so -

—thatt::i- mﬂ:ythbeui;l :10 be ac-
quaiuted wi e people they repre-
sent ; but then they give nothing but
character, and only one part of that,
viz. the dry, the literal, the concrete,
and fixed. They want the inspiration
of passion and beauty ; bultuE:y are
the finest caput mortuums of expres-
sion that ever were made. ans
Holbein had none of the volatile es-
sence of genius in his composition.
If portrait-painting is the prose of
the art, his pictures are the prose of
portrnit-paintinf. Yet he is « a re-
verend name” in art, and one of the
benefactors of the human mind. He
has left faces behind him that we
would give the world to have seen,
and there they are—stamped on his
canvas for ever! Art is Time's Tele-
scope. 'Who, in reading over certain
pames, does not feel a yearning in

a small frame, and lo! at the dist-
fore ua the Ggares of Ane Boteyn,
ore us noe y
of the virtuous Cranmer, the bigo:ty:l
Queen Mary, the noble Burrey—as if
we had seen them.in their Jife-time,
not perhaps in their -best moods er
bappiest attitudes, but as they some-
timles hok;i;, no dz}lbwse know
at least what sort ing-people
they were : our minds are made easy
on that score ; the * body and limbs:

are there, and we may * add what
flourishes ” of or ornament we
please. Holbein's heads are to the
finest portraits what state-papers ate

to hhtog..t -

The picture in the Fourrn
Roox is the Prophet Samuel, by Sir
Joshua. It is not the Prophet Sa-
muel, but a very c picture of
a little child saying ite prayers. The
second is, The Education of Bacchus,
by Nicolas Poussin. s m
makes one thirsty to look at
colouring evenisdry and adust. Itis
true Aistory in the technical phrase,
that is to say, true poetry in the vul-
gate. The figure of the infant Bao-
chus seems as if he would drink upa
vintage—he drinks with his mouth,
his hands, his belly, and his whale-
body. Garagantua was nothing to
him. In the Education of Jugiter, in

like manner, we are thrown back
into the infancy of mythologic lore.
The little Jupiter, led by a she-

goat, is beautifully conceived and
expressed ; and the dignity and as-
cendancy given to these animals in
the picture is wonderfully h:gpy.
They have a very imposing of
gravity indeed, and seem to be by
prescription® ¢ grand caterers and
w;ot‘l-]nnms of the state” of Heaven |
Apollo giving a Poet a Water to
drinksl:':lfgantlndc z ; and
The Flight into Egypt instantly takes
the tone of Scriptur&hictorﬁ. This
is strange, but so it is. All things
are poseible to the imagination. All
things, ab%ut which .:de lI)uwe a feel-
ing, may be expres y true ge-
nius. A dark landscape (by the
same hand) in a comer of the room
is a proof of this. There are trees
in the fore-ground, with a paved road
and buildings in the distance. The
Genius of antiquity might walk here,
and feel itself at home. The large



leavea are wet and hdavy with dew,
and the eye dwells  under the shade
of melancholy bhoughs.” In the old
callection (in Mr, Desenfans’ time)
the Poussins occupied a separate
room by themselves, and it was (we
confess) a very favourite room with
us.~No. 326, is a Landscape, by
Salvator Rosa. It is one of his very

betb—-roui , grotesque, wild—Pan
. bhas, struck it with: his heof--the
trees, the rocks, the fe s &Fe

of a piece, and the figures are subor-
“dinate to the landscapes The same
dull sky lowers upon the scene, and
- the bleuk air chills the crisp surface of
the water. It is a consolation to us to
meet with a fine Balvator. His is
one of the great names in art, and it
is among our sources .of r that
we cannot always admire his works
as we would do, froin our respect to
his reputation and our love of the
man.. Poor Salvator! He was un-
bappy in his life-time; and it vexes
us to find that we cannot make hjm
amends by thlnhrig him so great a
painter as some o , whose fame
was not their only inheritance |—
227, Venws and Cupid, is a delightful
oopy after Correggio. We have no
such regrets or qualms of conscience
with res to him. ¢ He has had
his reward.” The weight of his
renown balances the weight of bar-
barous coin that sunk him to the
earth. Could he live now, and
know what others. think of him,
his misfortunes would seem as dross
comm with his lasting glory, and
his would melt within him at
the thought, with a sweetness that
ouly his own pencil could express.—
988, The Firgin, Infant Christ, and
&t. Jokn, by Andrea del 8arto, is ex-
ceedingly good.—200, Another Holy
Family, by the same, is an admirable
cture, and only inferior to Raphael.

t has deli , foree, thought, and
feeling. “ What lacks it then,” to
be equal to Raphael? We hardly
know, unless it be a certain firm-
ness and freedom, and glowing ani-
mation. The execntion iz more
timid and laboured. It looks.like a
B{::ture Lan exquisite one, indeed),
t ‘Raphael’s look like the reality,
the divine reality. |—No. 234, Cocles

w'mdi the Bridge, is by Le Brun.
e do"got like thf’

fcture, nor 271,
The Massacre of ihe Imnocents, by

the same artist. One reason is that
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.they are Frenth, and anether -that
they are not good. . They have great
-merit, it is true, but their merits are
only splendid sins. They are mecha-
nical, mannered, colourless, and un-
feeling.—No. 287 is Murillo's Spowigh
Girl, with Flowers. The sun tinted

-the young gipsey's complexion, and

-not the - painter~—No. 240, is The
Cascatella and Villa of Macenas, near
Tivoli, by Wilson, with his own por-
trait in the fore-grouud. It is an im-
perfect sketch ; but there is a eurious

to it, that he was

-80 delighted with the waterfall itself,
that he cried out, while plintinf it:

¢ Well dome, water, by G—d!"~
Ne. 248, Saint Cecilia, by Guercine,
is a very pleasing picture, in his least

udy manuer.—No. 251, Venus and
Adonis, by Titian. We see so many

-of these Venuses and -Adonises, that
we should like to know which is the
true one. This is one of the best we
bave seen. We have two Francesco
.Molas in this room, the Rape of Pro-
serpine,-and a Landscape with a Holy
Family. This astist dipped his pen-
-¢il so thoroughly in Titian’s palette,
that his works cannot fail to have
that rich, mellow look, which is
-always delightful.—No. 808, Portrait
of Philip the Fourth of Spain, b! Ve-
asquez, is Purig and truth itself.
‘We used to like the Sleeping Nymph,
by Titian, when we saw it formerly
in the little entrance-room at Desen«
fans’, but we cannot say much in its
praise here.

The Firrn Roox is the smallest,
h';l the most precious in its contents.
~—No. 328, Spanish Be, Boys, by
Murillo, is tg): trlumpig‘:); thof': col-
lection, almost of painting. In the
imitation of common life, nothing
ever went beyond it, or, as far as we
can judge, came up to it. A Dutch

icture Emechnnical, and mere still-
ife to it. But this is life itself. The

y at play on the ground is miracu-
lous. 1t isdone with a few dragging
strokes of the pencil, and with = lit-
tle tinge of colour; but the mouth,
the nose, the eyes, the chin, are as
brimful as they can hold of expres-
sion, of arch roguery, of animal spi-
rits, of vigorous, elastic health. The
vivid, glowing, cheerful look is such
as d only be found beneath a
southern sun. The fens and dykes of
Holland (with all our respect for
them) could never produce such an
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cﬁiltome of the vital principle. The
other boy, standing up with the
itcher in his hand, and a crust of
read in his mouth, is scarcely less
‘excellent. His sulky, phlegmatic in-
difference speaks for itself. The com-
panion to this picture, 324, is also
very fine, Compared with these imi-
tations of nature, as faultless as the
are spirited, Murillo’s Virgins an
Angels, however good in themselves,
Took vapid, and even vulgar. A Child
'Sleeplnlg, by the same painter, is a
beautiful and masterly study.—No.
329, a Musical Party, by Giorgione,
is well worthy of the notice of the con-
noisseur.—No. 831, St. John preach-
ing in the Wilderness, by Guido, is an
extraordinary picture, and very un-
like this painter’s nsual manner. The
colour is as if the flesh had been
stained all over with brick-dust.
“There Is, however, a wildness about
it which accords well with the sub-
Ject, and the figure of Bt. John is full
of grace and gusto.—No. 334, The
Murtyrdom of St. Sebastian, by the
same, Is much flner, hoth as to
execution and expression. The face
is imbued with passion.—No. 345,
Portrait of a Man, by L. da Vinci, is
truly simplé and grand, and at once
carries you back to that age.—Boors

‘by maki
"They are like hard-ware toys.—No.
‘834, a Cardinal blessing a Iriest, by

Merry Making, by Ostade, Is fine;
bu:?u l!ttlegbuzneu where it is.
“Yet it takes up very little room,—No.
347, Portrait of Mrs. Siddons, in the
‘character of the Tragic Muse, by Bir
‘Joshua, appears to us to resemble
neither Mrs. Siddons, nor the Pra
Muse. It is ina bastard style of art.
8ir Joshua had an importunate theory
of improving upon nature. He might
‘improve upon indifferent nature, Eut
when he had got the finest, he thought
to improve upon that too, and only
spoiled it.—No. 349, The Pirgin and
hild, by Correggio, can only be a

copy.—No. 832, The Judgment of

Paris, by Vanderwerf, is a picture,
and by a master, that we hate. He
always chooses for his subjects naked
figures of women, and tantalises us
them of coloured ivory.

P. Veronese, is dignified and pic-

‘turesque in the highest degree.—No.
‘885, The Adoration of the Shepherds,
‘by Annibal-Caraeci, is an elaborate,

but not very successful performance.
—No. 356, Christ bearing his Cross,
by Morales, conclude:".ll:g list, and 1s
worthy to conclude it. '

w. Hl '

_—=

A CHARACTER OF THE LATE ELIA,

BY A FRIEND.

Tuis gentleman, who for some
months past had been in a declini
way, hath at len%l\ aid his fin
tribute to nature. He f
enough (it was what he wished) to
see his papers collected into a volume.
The pages of the Lonnow Maca-
zine will henceforth know him no
more,

Exactly at twelve last night his -
"that much which 1 have heard ob

queer spirit departed, and the bells
of Saint Bride’s rang him out with
the old year. The mournful vibra-
tions were caught in the- dining
room of his friends T. and H. ; and
the company, assembled there to
welcome in another First of January,
checked their carousals in mid-mirth,
and were silent, Janus wept. The

entle P r, in a whisper, signi-

ed his intentlon of devoting an
Elegy; and Allan C————, nobly
formﬁﬂ of his countrymen’s wrongs,

ust lived long -
‘gone. The humour of the thing, if
‘there was ever much in it, was
-pretty well exhausted; and a two

vowed a Memoir to his meacs, full
and friendly as a Tale of Lyddal-
cross. -

To say truth, it is time he were

years’ and a half existence has been
a tolerable duration for a phantom.
I am now at liberty to confess,

jected to my late friend’s writings
was well-feunded. Crude they are,

-1 grant you——a sort of unlicked, in-

condite things—villainously pranked
in an affected array of antique modes
and phrases. They had not been Ads,
if they had been other than such;
and better it is, that a writer should
be natural in a self-pleasing quaint-
ness, than to affect a naturainess (so0

“ealled) that should be strange to

him. ' Egotistical they have besn



