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Charles Baudelaire was born in Paris in 1821. Upon re-
ceiving his degree in 1839 from the Collége Louis-le-Grand
in Paris, he began his sensational kiterary carcer. After a
life characterized by poverty, excesses, and controversy, he
died in 1867.

Baudelaire first attracted public attention with two of
his earliest wri
Salon of 1846. He wrote only one book of poetry, the
famous Fleurs du mal (1857), whose successive revisions
oocupied him throughout his life. He was also the transiator
of such works of Edgar Allan Poe as Histoires extraor-
dingires (1857) and Histoires grotesques et sérieuses
(1865).

The Mirror of Art is a title invented by Bau-
delaire himself, the book, first in 1955, is com-
posed of excerpts from two collections of Baudelaire's art
These are Curiosités esthétiques (1568) and L'Ant ro-
mantigue (1869).

on art—The Salon of 1845 and The |
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EDITOR’S NOTE
AND ACKNOWLEDGCEMENTS

Tue present translation has been made from the Conrad
editions of Curiosités esthétiques (1923) and L'Art roman-
tigue (1925), both edited by the late Jacques Crépet
Reference has also been made to the Pléiade edition of the
Oeuvres complétes (1951), edited by M. Y.-G. le Dantec,
and to the late André Ferran's fully-annotated edition of
the Salon de 1845 (Toulouse 1933). To these editions I
am indebted for much of the material contasined in those
footnotes which are preceded by a pumerical reference.
All footnotes, or parts of footnotes, incinded between an
asterisk and the initials ‘C.B.” sre Bandelire’s own. To
some of these 1 have added a further note after the initials.

Of the works of art mentioned in the text, I have identi-

ﬁadamyulhawbemnhb—thmg:bymmn
many as 1 should have liked—either by giving their present

wbuubm«byhdhﬂngwhaemma&m

" can be seen. In certain cases, where neither

nor whereabouts were known to me, | have referred to
standard catalogues raisonnés of the works of the artists
concerned. In the matter of translating, or oot translating.

the titles of pictures, T have found absolute consistency

'.

impossible to secure, Where pictures, such as Dante of
ngﬁwhumdowmwﬂhwwam&r
mmaummmmxmm
In the case of titles of obscure or unidentified
Mnmnymmmedh&omdw:

Salons, 1 have generally left them In French, except in a
few instances where the point of a criticism depends upon

 the literal understanding of a title. My guiding motive has
misidentification.

been the avoidance of possible

been an invaluable aid and whose kindness a constant
ndburhhunhy of Glasgow Uni-

ty, who has been most patient and helpful with advice.
those others who have assisted me in a variety of




ways, and whom I should like to take this opportunity of
thanking once again, are: M. Jean Adhémar, of the Bib-
hiothéque Nationale; Mr John Beckwith, of the Victoris and
Albert Museum; M. de Broglie, of the Musée Condé,
Chantilly; Mr CGordon Crocker; Miss Helen Darbishire;
Miss Bernice Davidson, of the Frick Collection; M. Clsude
Ferment; Mr H. G, Fletcher, of the Cheltenham Art Cal-
lery; M. Armand Codoy; Mrs Marie-Louvise Hemphill; Mr
Asa Lingard; Mrs Doma Lykiardopulo; Mrs F. J. Mather,
Jr.; Mir Peter Mayne; Mr O'Hana; M. Clsude Pichois; Mr
Peter Quennell; Mr Craham Reynolds, of the Victoria and
Albert Museum; M. Philippe Roberts-Jones; Mr Bryan
Hobertson; Mr Denys Sutton; and M. A. Veinstein, of the
Bibliothéque de I'Arsénal, Paris. My thanks are also due
to the authorities of the following Museums and Galleries
who have kindly granted permission for works of art in their
care to be here: the Victoria and Albert Mu-
soum, the Tate and the Wallace Collection, Loo-
don; the Musée du Louvre, Faris; the Metropolitan Mu-
seum, and the Frick Collection, New York; the Fodor
Museum, Amsterdam; the Musée d’Art Moderne, Brussels;
the Smithsonian Institution, Washington; the Museum of
Fine Arts, Boston; the Musée Fabre, Montpellier; the
Musée Ingres, Montanban; the Musée Condé, Chantilly;
the Museums at Autun, Bordeaux, Bourg-en-Bresse, Lille,
Lyon, Metz, Nantes, Nimes, Roven, Saint-1L4, Toulouse
and Versailles.

I wish to dedicate this edition to the memory of my
friend Hallam Fordham.

JaL

EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION

¥r 1s probably true to say that the name Baudelsire has
that of suy other French poet. Ever since Swinbure ‘dis-™
meumwlmmummf
Buchanan anathematized him some ten years later as the
sccursed begetter of the Fleshly School of Poetry’, he has
had his more or less violent partisans and enemies. But in
England and America at least it is only during the last
generation or so that he has achieved his unquestioned
status as one of the great archetypal figures—if not the great-
tury. A considerable literature has grown up around him
in English, ranging from and in
studies to & whole shelf of translation of his poems and a
volume or two of extracts from his Itis
therefore only the more remarkable that his works of criti-
cism—and particulasly his art-criticism, which is generally
held to be his finest achievement in that Seld—should have
remained largely unavailable to English readers. With the
exception of Miss Margaret Gilman's excellent Baudelaire
the Critic, no book in English, so far as | kmow, has been
devoted to this subject; and I think that it would
be fair to add that few professional art-writers, even, have
given much evidence of having studied and profited by the
works of cne who has been called ‘the father of modemn
art-criticism” and ‘le premier esthéticien de son dge’.

The present selection, therefore, should need no apology.
It includes all three of Baudelsire's Salons, the articles on
the Exposition Universelle of 1855, the essay on Laughter,
with its articles on French and Foreign Cari-
croix. The wellknown essay on Constantin Cuys—Le
Peintre de la vie moderno—has been regretfully omitted
for reasons of space, and on the grounds that it alone of




once only, but twice during the last tweaty-five years® It
is certainly relevant, and therefore 1 hope not

tuous, to add that this is the first edition of these

to be published in any language, including French, with
a substantial sppendix of reproductions of paintings and
prints discussed in the text. These include a number that
have never before been reproduced, and ome at least—
Huussoullier’s Fonteine de jouvence~which has loog been
believed to be lost.

‘Glorifier le culte dex tmages (ma grande, mon unigque, ma
primitive pasvion)’, wrote Baudelaire in a famous passage
of his autobiographical commonplace-book, Mon corur mis
@ nu. And perhaps not the least rewarding approach to his
art-critcinmn &s to regard it as a kind of lifelong glorification
of this chosen cult. Early in his Salon of 1546 Baudelaire
inserted a brief manifesto of what he meant by criticism;
in this he was quick to reject & cold, mathematical, heartiess
type of criticism, snd to require in its place s criticism
which should be ‘partial, passionate and political'—and, he
added, ‘amusing and poetic’. “Thus,' he went on to say,
‘the best account of a picture may well be a sonnet or an
elegy’—a type of ‘criticism’ of which we find several exam-
ples among the Fleurs du mal,

Baut this, of course, is not all. To find the simplest and
most revealing exposition of Baudelaire’s critical attitude,
it is best to turm to = article which be wiote some
fifteen years later in defence of Wagner. ‘All great poets
naturally and fatally become critics’, he wrote there. 1 pity
those poets who are guided by instinet alone: I regard them
as incomplete. But in the spiritual life of the former [ie
the great poets] a crisis inevitably occurs when they feel
the need to reason about their art, to discover the obsoure
Jaws in virtue of which they have created, and to extract
from this study a set of whose divine aim is infal-
libility in poetic creation. It would be unthinkable for a

'By P. G. Konody, in The Painter of Victorian Life
l&).nd Norman Cameron, in My Heart Loid Bare,
a&.—pl’f,mmu}uxmx

critie to become = poet; and it is impossible for a poet not
to contain within him a critic. Therefore the reader will not

medium—is thus a double man who both feels and analyses
his feelings; and the movement of his critical thought will
be powered by the same central force which is also behind
his creation. For Baudelaire, the distinction between criti-
cism and creation in this way breaks down; they tum out
to be merely different of the same process.
Earlier in the same article he had written, ‘Jo
de m'informer du pourquod, et de transjormer ma volupté
en comnaissance’, and this, as several writers have already
observed, is at the very core of Baudelaire's critical method.
The starting-point is nearly always colupté—the shock of
pleasure experienced in front of 3 work of art; the post-

Baudelaire made his literary début with a work of art-
criticism—the Salon of 1845, with which this volume opens.
In later years he became dissatisfied with this early and
admittedly imperfect work, although we have the authority
of Théodore de Bauville that it made a striking effect on




so much of what he was to wrile in the future on the subject
of ant.

The Salon of 1845 is s=t out in a conventional way, and
when it touches on general topics, it does 5o en passant,
Pictures are arranged neatly within their genres, and each
artist is dealt with in kis place, with a paragraph or a series
of paragraphs to himself. The Salom of 1846, howover, is
composed with great originality and brilliance. It begins
with a series of chapters oo fundamental sesthetic ques-
tions, and by the time that we are presented with the first
artist (again Delacroix), a whole critical background has
been adumbrated. It is fn this general introduction, and in
the further ‘general’ and observations with which
this Salon is interspersed, that we find the first of the great
Baudelairean koy-words, themselves defining koy-positions
in his critical strategy. Individealism, Romanticism, naivetd,
the Ideal-sll of them are paraded before the reader and
redefined in & new, exact and highly persooal fashion. No-
where, indeed, could we have a better example of Baude-
lnire’s extraordinary gift for taking siready-existing concepls
and reanimating them so that they are still recognizable,
but, in an essential sense, fresh and surprising. Take Ro-
manticism, for example. ‘Few people todsy will want to
give a real and positive meaning to this word’, we are told.
And then, sfter showing us the various ways in which the
idea of Romanticism has been misunderstood and per-
verted, Baudelsire proceeds, in = few short sentences; to
give his own definition. "Romanticism is precisely situated
neither in choice of subject nor in exact truth. . . To say
the word Romanticism is to ssy modern art—that is, inti-
macy, spirituzlity, colour, aspiration towards the infinite,
expressed by every means available to the arts’. Or nafoeté:
"By the naioeté of the geniuy’, he writes, "you must under-
stand a complete knowledge of combined with
the Know thyseif! of the Creeks, but with knowledgs mod-
estly surrendering the leading role to " Even
the old-fashioned, classic shibboleth of ‘the Ideal’ is given
an honoured and important place in this renovated vocabu-
lary of art. ‘I am not claiming that there are as many funda-
mental ideals as there are individuals, for a mould gives

several : but in the painter’s soul there are just
as many as individuals, because a portrait is ¢ modsl
complicated by an artist.

From this brief résumé of a few of the leading
ideas to be encountered in the Salon of 1846, it will be
apparent that Baudelaire was by no means setting out to
make a sudden and shocking breach with the past. What
he was doing was to take a series of dead or dying concepts
and to breathe a new life into them; and if, in the process,
he found it necessary (as he did) to denounce oertain
fashionable heresies by which, in his opinion, the intogrity
of art was this was not bacause his views were
the views of a self-conscious enfant terrible. He was living
at a time when artistic anarchy and its natural counterpart,
artistic puritanism, were both rampant; when the ‘great
tradition’ had got lost, and the new tradition had not yet
been discovered; when ‘wit’ and ‘anecdote’ and ‘erudition’
were already to flourish on the scil left vacant
by ‘history’—and his serious aim was to attempt to
call back the visual arts to what he held to be their proper
functions. Hence his lifelong devotion to Delacroix who, by
his indomitable adherence to classical values of order and
artistic purity amid the turbulence of his Romantic imagi-
nation, was, in Baudelaire's view, the true painter of the

.Pfthlldmbomobcawdof&nddah’spm'ythuu
reveals an extraordinary fusion of a lapidary, Classical
permanence snd an intimate, Romantic contingency—and
this is only one of the striking parallels between Baudelaire
and Delacroix as creative and critical artists. Both believed



years become a minor industry of literary scholarship). Buat

in going a step further and asserting that without the co-
exisience of both elements there could be no Besuty at sll,
be was asserting something both new and significant. This
mbntmhawayo(uyingthnthe ‘ideal’ had now
become a relative concept. And if we remember that, in a
mechanically progressive age, Baudelaire had the deepest
possible contempt for material ‘progress’, it will only make
his undertanding of the central aesthetic problem by %0
much the more of our own.

It &s in the articles on the Exposition Universelle, of some
nine years later, that we first encounter the comcept which
may be said to and develop to their logial con-
clusion all those that we have already considered. This is
the concept of the ‘imagination’, which makes a brief but
telling début in the course of an analysis of the funds-
mental defects of Ingres. But it is not until the Selon of
1855 that Beudelaire’s idea of the imagination finds its full
statement. It is to some extent linked to his doctrine of ‘cor-
respondences’ (which is also first mentioned by name in the
Exposition Usicerselle articles), but it s not necessary to
accept that esateric doctrine in all its i in order
to appreciate the real value of the ides. As with all of
Bandelsire's key-words, the word ‘imaginstion’ bss 2 very
specizl mesning sttached o it. It is an all-informing faculty,
which must be allowed to dominate and to order all the
others. Furthermore, it is essentially creative—and bere, as
Miss Gilnan has poi out, Baudelaire comes very close
to the doctrine of the crestive imagination as developed
Coleridge in the Biegraphic Literaria, though t isina
&puhbdd“hmamd&hw(lf

a literary parentage for Baudelaire’s Imaginstion is re-
quired, we need look no further than Poe—although it is
now fashionable to his influence—and Poe, as is
readily admitted oven by his friends, owed much to the
ideas of Coleridge. )

Mhmn.bh'm“dbhd-
tier’. By this seemingly paradoxical statement Baudelaire
meant that the kmagination alone is, by its nature, capable

of penetrating beneath the surface of appearances and of ] E

EDITOR § INTRODUCTION v

ifestations, different modes of and different
levels of existence. The in fact, is that
facalty of the creative artist whereby he s enabled to see
all in one synoptic glance, and thus to order his work in
such & way that the topicsl shall co-exist with the eternal,
the nstural with the supernatural and the moral with the
wnawun—mhmw
zre discerned and the ideal’
WU Eght. Bandehire is nevertheless careful to insist
that the mast have at its service a refined
and a i
deed, scomnful of tachmical

technical equipment. He is, in-
ineptitude (though, ss in the
case of Corot, he does not always agree that criticism on
this score has been correctly applied): but be is, i any-
thing, even more of a purely manual dex-
terity, undirected by Imagination or the “Soul'—witness his
criticism of Troyon, for
There it one ides of fundamental importance, however,
which we have not yet touched oo, although it runs through
sll of Baudelaire’s art-criticism, from the very first Salon
to the essay on Cuys of almost years later, and may
be said to emerge nsturally from his doctrine of the Imagi-
sation and of Beauty. This is the idea of the "Heroism of
Modern Life’. Starting with his definition of Romanticism
as intimacy, and the rest, and (as we
know so well trom his poetry that he felt) that modem life
was presenting 2 and an obligation to the creative
artist which few of his seemed willing to
meet, Baudelaire concluded his Salon of 1845 with an im-

ing amid & of morsl and

Delacroix, for all that he was in other essentials the

of the age’, had touched modern life, and even

though Baudelsire claimed to find a contemporary, sickly
h&w—-(mb&om

' Delacroix himself, t must be admitted), this was




mp&ngd&omdlng.aﬂmwhdm
he regarded as having sacrificed the imaginative faculty on
the aitars of other gods—'the great tradition’ and ‘external
Another possibility might have been Daumier, for whom
a wholehearted admimation in his

EDITOR £ INTRODUCTION xva

his whole theory of the Comic on this idea; and 1 think that
it would be possible to maintain that in the final analysis
his whole aesthetic was founded. Good—whether
inartor only be achieved by conscious (and,
one might add, imaginative) effort; by striving after an
ideal virtue or beauty, and constantly battling against the
powerful, but senseless and undirected impulses of Nature.
Hence the moving aphorisms of personal morality in Mon
coeur mis d nu; and hence, as extreme statements, the glori-
Scation of the Dandy and the "loge du maguillage’ in the
Peintre de lz vie moderne. Transferred to the criticism of
the arts in the mid-nincteenth century, thcdodmnlnsa

corolisry of the greatest importance. For it is

beresy
idea of adding something extraneous ('style’, for example)
to nature. He remained consistent from first to last in his
belief thet the immanent, individual ideal-whether ex-

mples auwmﬁm' bave



croix can akmost shways be felt hovering in the background
through the intervening pages. Some modem critics have
indeed come to reproach Baudelaire for this special and
all-absorbing devotion, on the grounds that it blinded him
to those ive trends in contemporary which
were already in the direction of Impressionism and
thus of Modern Art as we now know it. They are shocked
at his severe criticisms of Ingres and Courbet; they note
his fundamentally imperfect sympathy for Roussesu, and
his damaging dislike of Millet; lndﬁml!yhnhnbubd
for omitting to “discover’ Manet at a time when he was in
a position to do so, and instead for lavishing pralse oo 2
host of minor painters who are now almost entirely forgot-
ten—and in most cases deservedly so.

Such s the case agsinst him, as stated by M. Philippe
Rebeyrol? for example. But it is necessary finst of all to
view this kind of criticism in its historical context—to see
it as a reaction from a modern devotion to Baudelaire no
less fervent than was his own devotion to Delacroix. It has
for some time indeed been conventional to hold that Baude-
laire was the only art-critic of the nineteenth cestury who
never made mistakes; and if by the phrase ‘never made mis-
takes” we mean that he exactly anticipated the verdicts of
posterity in all his judgements, it must at cnce be owned
by anyone who has taken the trouble to read what ke wrote
that this conventional belief is not founded strictly on fact.
Other critics of his time—the serious and buesipess-fike
Thoté, for example, or even a gifted progressive like Champ-
feury—may be instanced as more accurste prophets of
the dawn. Other critical attitudes than his belief in a
puriied and re-stated Romanticism may now seem to have
been more in the mainstream of the theory of ast as it has
since

But though such practical criticisms must indeed be ad-
mitted to have some force, It is legitimate to ask whether

it s not perhaps a lttle crude to attempt to place & critic
such as Baodelsire—or any critic, for that matter, who is

* Soo kis article, "Baudelaire ot Manct’ in Les Temps modernes,
Oct. 15450,

also a creative artist—in accordance with a simple score-
card of hits’ and ‘misses’, and particularly when those hits
and misses are themselves not so much verifisble facts as

elements in s constantly changing complex of opinion. It
is necessary at once to state that we do not read Baudelaire

gaze; we may even perbaps
guess that, if he did look forward to a future art, it may
well have been to that of Gustave Morean rather than of

thinking of his whole approach to the art of art-criticism.
For Bandelasire was perhaps the first to detect the danger-
ous fallacy of a ‘party-line’ in art, to perceive the ‘admirable,
eternal and inevitable relationship between form and func-
tion" and to apprehend the delicate distinction between
snarchy and autonomy in an artist of genius. Even his
strictures on artists with whom he was naturally out of
sympathy are more often than not conceived in such a way
as to throw light on virtues no less than on vices; and in
spite of M. Rebeyrol's carefully-armanged texts, he seldom
failed to discern greatness, or even ‘importance’, where it
Mmlhughhuy&uhmmdodww
quire why it was not greater or more

Nthhdbh&hﬁv:mﬂr&ﬂb&
kicf in the purity of art that we find ourselves returning.
Just as his Romanticism transcends the historical reality of
that movement (T. S. Eliot once called him a ‘counter-
Romantic; in this context, perhaps ‘post- Romantic’ might be
even more appropriate), so his belief in the purity or in-
tegrity of art transcends the concept of “Art for Art's sake’.

| (or poetry, or music) exists in its own right; it

has to do with palitics (or philosophy, or archae-
ology), even though in certain conditions it may appeal,
in a greater or a lesser degree, to a spectator who is con-




cerned with these things. ‘Painting is an evocation, & magi-
cal operation” which makes its effect by means of s fusion
of colour and line, and which has its own of life,
to be found nowhere else but in the ‘soul’ of the artist. If
it were for nothing more than the constant re-affirmation
of this point of view, Baudelaire’s criticism would remain
a landmark in the of our understanding of the
arts. Add to it all those other poetic insight,
the wit, the brilliance of and the underlying
humanity—and the result is a critic with whom we may on
occasions disagree, but one whom we cannot forget once
we have read him,

A final note on the title and of this book.
Although Baudelaire had for long intended to assemble
and re-print his art-critical writings in one or more volumes,
this aim was not in fact until after his death
(in 1867). The following year there appeared, under the
editorship of Charles Asselinean and Théodore de Banville,
the volume entitled Curiosités esthétigues, contuining all
three Salons, the articles on the Exposition Universelle, the
Laughter and Caricature articles, and a shorter piece en-
titled Le Musée du Bazar Bonne-nouvelle (not
Mdedhu-e).Thism&ﬂmudinlS&byL’Aﬂmm
tigue (a title, it seems, of the editors” own ) which
contained the articles on Delscroix and Guys, and two other
shorter art-critical studies; the remainder of the volume was
devotad to articles of and other criticism. The pres-
ent book is therefore neither one nor the other, com-
posed for the greater part of elements from Curiosités
esthétiques, but with one i extract from L'Art
romantique. The title, The Mirror of Art, has been chosen
mrm(wuw)wmm
was meditating the publication of the
that was finally issued as Curiosités esthétiques. Other titles,
such as Bric-d-brac and Le Cabinet esthétique
were alio discussed, but of the various available

tios, Le Miroir de I'Art has seemed by far the most appropri- *

ate—not least because it alone can be happily transformed
into English. Taime les titres mystérieux et Jes titres
pétards’, wrote Baudelaire to his publisher Poulet-Malassis;
and in default of anything more mysterious or explosive,
The Mirror of Art, suggesting as it does Baudelaire’s con-
viction that art-criticism should be the reflection of a work
of 2t in the mind of a critic, seems to sum up his attitude
and express his intentions with the maximum of authen-

ticity.
JoxaTrax Mavrsz
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THE SALON OF 1845*

A FEW WORDS OF INTRORUCGTION

Wz cAx claim with at least as much accuracy as a well-
known writer claims of his little books, that no newspaper
would dare print what we have to say. Are we going to be
very cruel and abusive, then? By no means; on the contrary,
we are going to be impartial. We have no friends—that is
a great thing—and no enemies. Ever since the days of M.
Custave Planche® a rough diamond whose learned and
commanding is now silent to the great regret of
all right-thinking minds, the lies and the shameless fa-
vouritisms of newspaper criticism, which is sometimes silly,
sometimes violent, but never independent, have inspired
the bourgeois with a disgust for those useful handbooks
which go by the name of Salon-reviews.*

And at the very outset, with reference to that impertinent
designation, ‘the bourgeois’, we beg to state that we in no
way share the prejudices of our great confréres in the world
dut.wbofwmeymnowhnvobccnutﬂvingthek
utmost to cast anathema upon that inoffensive being whom
nothing would please better than to love good painting, if
only those gentlemen knew how to make it understandable

' The exhibition on 15th March at the Musée Hoyal
Louvre), s review appeared fn the form of a book-
it was officially recorded as published on 24th
Mmmhhmﬂwd:atltmuorw

::.:*“W-’ sbeidged. Ousmbons are ndicated whero

*Gustave Planche (1808-57), who had written regularly for
Revue des Deus-Mondes, had been absont in Italy for the

yoars.

* Lot ws rocord a fine and bonourable exception in M. Delé-

whose we do not always share, but who has
to preserve his , and, without

or ranting, has often been for bringiug new



to him and if the artists themselves showed it him more
often.

That word, which smells of studio-cant from s mile off,
should be expunged from the dictionary of eriticism.

The ‘bourgecis’ ceased to exist the moment he himself
adopted the word as a term of abuse—which only goes to
prove his sincere desire to become artistic, in relation to the
art-critics.

In the second place, the bourgeois—sinoe he does, in fact,
exist—is & very respectable personage; for one must please
those at whose e one means to live.

And finally, the ranks of the artists themselves contain so
many bourgeois that it Is better, on the whole, to suppress
n word which does not define any particular vice of caste,
seeing that it is equally applicable to those who ask no
more than that they should cease to incur it, a5 to those who
have never suspected that they deserved it

It is with the same contempt for all systematic nagging
and opposition—opposition and nagging which have be-
come banal and commonplace;* it is with the same orderdi-
ness, the same love of good sense, that we are
far from this little booklet all discussion both of juries® in
general and of the paintings-jury in particalar; of the re-
form of the jury. which we are told has become necessary,
and of the manmer and frequency of exhibitions, ete. . . .
First of all. a jury is necessary—so much is clear; and as for
the annmal recurrence of the exhibition,! which we owe to
the enlightened and kiberally paternal mind of a king to
whom both public and artists owe also the enjoyment of
six museums,** a fair-minded man will always see that the
* The are , but connt as
Bt
* Le. selection-committees, sbout which there was much current
dissatisfaction. Under the and the Restoration, the works

of new exhibitors were to the jury; in 1831 new
rules were formed according to which all were so subject.

* It was oot until 1833 that the Salon became an anoual event.

In yecent thete had never been less than two bo-
m and often more (vix, 1817, 1516, 1822, 1837, |

** The Culerie des Dessing, the extension to the Galerie Fran-

t”<mmmmwwzmmgmm
{ghﬁv“md&d&emuﬁnw’naﬂyﬂnd
 his deserved therein.

' We shall speak about that stiracts the eye of
the crowd and of the artists; our conscience
~obliges us to do so. Everything that pleases has a reason
for pleasing, and to scomn the of those that have
| gone astray is no way to bring them back to where they

to be.

Our method of address will consist simply in dividing our
Genre-paintings and
and ; and in arranging the artists in accordance
with the rank and order which the estimation of the public

has assigned to them.
8th May 1845

HISTORY-PAINTINGS
Deracnorx~M. Delacroix is the most
painter of ancient or of modern times. That is how things
are, and what is the good of But none of M.

for

symbol for kind of opposition, whether intelligent
mmmpmwum-mm -

ariginal 3%



main a somewhat disputed figure—just enough to add a
little Iustre to his glory, And a very good thing tool He has
a right to eternal youth, for he has not betrayed us, he has
not lied to us like certain thankless idols whom we have
borne into our pantheons. M. Delacroix is not yet a member
of the Academy, but morally he belongs to it.? A long time
ago he said everything that was required to make him the
first among us—that s agreed. Nothing remains for him but
to advance along the right road—a road that he has always
trodden. Such is the tremendous feat of strength demanded
of a genius who is ceaselessly in search of the new,

This year M. Delacroix bas sent four pictures:?

1. Lo Madeleine dans le désert? A head of a woman, up-
turned, in & very narrow frume. High up to the right, a
little scrap of sky or rock—a touch of blue. The Magdalen's
eyes are closed, her mouth soft and languid, her halr
dishevelled. Short of seeing it, no one could imagine the
amount of intimate, mysterious and romantic that
the artist has put into this simple head. It is painted almost
eatirely in visible hroch-strokes, like many of M. Delacroix’s
pictures. Far from being dazzling or intemse, it is very
gentle and restrained in tone; its effect is almost
grey, but of a harmony. This demonstrates
a truth which we have long suspected, and which is made
clearer still in another work of which we shall shortly speak;
it is that M. Delacroix is stronger than ever, and on a path

of progress which cesselessly renews itself—that is to say |

that be is more than ever of a harmonist.

2 Derniéres poroles de Marc-Auréle® Marcus Aurelius
commits his son to the Stoics. A half-draped figure, on his
death-bed, he is presenting the young Commodus—a young,
pink, soft voluptuary, seemingly a little bored—to his aus-
tere friends around him in attitudes of dejection.

A splendid. magnificent, sublime and misunderstood pic-

'In fact Delacrois had eloction to the Institut in
1857, but be was not Snally unti] 1887

'A fifth, his Educotion de ls Vierge, was refocted by the fury, -

* Robaut 921
“Now in the Lyoos Museum; see pl. 88,
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revolutionary] Oh criticism! Oh you critics! . . .

With this picture we are in mid-Delacroix—that is to say,
we have before us one of the most perfect specimens of
what genius can achieve in painting,

Its colour is scientific; it does not contain &

fault. And yet what is it but a series of triumphs of
which are invisible to the inattentive eye,
for the is muilled and deep? And far from losing
its cruel originality in this new and science, the
colour remains and terrible. This equilibrium of
green and red delights cur beart. M. Delacroix has even
introduced into this picture some tones which he had not
: employed before—at least, so it seems to us.
They set one another off to great advantage, The back-
ground is as serious as such a subject requires.

Finally—lot us say it, since no one else does—this picture
is faultless both in end in modelling, Has
public any idea of how difficult it is to model in colour?
It is a double difficulty. In modelling with a single tone—
that is with a stump—the difficulty is simple; modelling
with colour, however, means first discovering a logic of
and shade, and then truth and

:

i
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this vast paradox, this impudent piece of blasphemy, must

I repeat, must I re-explain what M. Gautier gave himself/S -

the trouble of explaining in one of his articles® last year,

on the subject of M. Couture—for when a work is well///F

suited to his literary and education, M.
Gautior well what he feels finely? | mean, that
there are two kinds of the draughtsman-
ship of the colourists, and that of the draughtsmen. Thelr
procedures are contrary; but it is perfectly possible to draw
with untrammelled colour, just as it is possible for an artist
to achieve harmonious colour-masses while remuaining an
exclusive draughtsman.

Therefore when we say that this picture is well drawn,
we do not wish it to be understood that it is drawn like a
Raphael. We mean that it is drawn in an extempore and
graphic manner; we mean that this kind of drawing, which
has something with that of all the great col-
ourists, Rubens, for example, perfectly renders the move-
ment, the physiognomy, the hardly perceptible tremblings
of nature, which s drawing never captures. We
only know of two men in Paris who draw as well as M.
Delacroix—one in an analogous and the other in a contrary

manner. The first is M. Daumier, the caricaturist; the /.
second M. Ingres, the great painter, the artful adorer of /74

Raphael. This is certainly something calculsted to astound
both friends and enemies, both

ing have this in common, that they perfectly and completely
the aspect of nature that they mean to render, and

B
&
i
1
§
:
£
F
s

harmony,
and the nature of the fragment to the nature of the com-
position, bat . . . lot us love them all three.
*In Lo Presse, 25th March, 1544,

HISTORY-PAINTINGS 7

8. Une Sibylle qui montre le rameou d'or.” Once more the
colour is fine and The head reminds one a little of
the charming hesitancy of the Hamlet designs. As 3 piece
of modelling and texture it is incomparable: the bare
shoulder is as good as a Correggio.

4. Le Sultan de Maroc entouré de sa garde et de ses offi-
ciers.* This is the picture to which we were referring a
moment ago when we declared that M. Delacroix had ad-
vanced in the science of harmony. In fact, has anyone ever
shown a greater musical seductiveness, at any time? Was
ever Veronese more enchanting? Were melodies more -
funciful ever set to sing upon
wondrous of pew, unknown, delicate and charming tones?
We appeal to the honesty of anyone who knows his Louvre
to mention s picture by a great colourist in which the colour
isas as in M. Delacroix’s picture. We know that
we only be understood by a small number, but that is
enough. In spite of the splendour of its hues, this picture
is 50 harmonious that it is grey—as grey as nature, as grey
as the summer when the sun over cach

Homace Venxer. This African
fine winter’s day. Everything in it is of a heart-breaking
whiteness and brightness. Unity, none; rather, a crowd of

& canvas? or 2 concord more



5 THE SALON OF 1545 HISTONY-PAINTINGS 9

kinds of decoration are generally divided up as though into To begin with, we cannot deny ourselves the pleasure of
compartments or acis, by a tree, 2 great mountain, 3 cavern, describing it—such a joyful and delicious task does it seem.
ete. M. Horace Vemet has followed the same method— The subject is the Fountain of Youth.1* In the foreground
mtdam—mtonm‘hmﬁm’ mhm&hw.maw‘w
duly finds 1ts Landmarks, namely 4 huge camel, some deer, venated couple, gazing into one another’s eyes and talking
a tent, ete. . . . It is truly painful to see an intelligent man close together—they appear to be practising Platonic Jove.
floundering sbout in such 2 mess of horror, Cood Heavens, In the middle, = half-oude woman, with skin white as
bas M. Horasce Vernet never seen the works of Rubens, snow, and brown crimped hair—sbe too is smiling and
;Veronese, Tintoretto, Jouvenet? chstting with ber partoer; there is a greater air of sensuality

Witiam Havssovrooen M. Haussoullier must not be

sar- 7
peised, first of all, at the viclence of the praises which we 3 robust and elegant man—a ravishing head, this, with fore-
mnlxmtwhenpuponhbpkm:e.!u‘thnouly':; :
cided to do o after having conscientiously and minu down his on the while his companion is
analysed it; nor, in the second place, st the brutal and un- P e o
mannerly reception which 3 French public is according it young man -
—at the passing bursts of laughter which #t occasions. We Behind them, on the second plane, is another group,
have seen more than one important newspaper-critic toss- lying at full length on the greensward, in one another's
ing it his Httle meed of mockery, over his shoulder. Let the arms. In the middle stands a nude woman; she is wringing
artist take no notice. It is 2 fine thing to have 2 success like from her hair the last drops of the health-giving and fer-
5t. Symphorion.* : tilizing stream. A second woman, also nude, and half re-
There are two ways of becoming famous—by the dccu- | cumbent soems like a chrysalis still clothed in the last
mulstion of annual successes, or by a bolt from the blue. shift of its metamorphosis. Delicate of form, these two
The second way is certainly the more original. Let M. women are vapourously, outrageously white; they are just
Haussoullier remember the cutcries which greeted Dante beginning to re-emergs, 5o to speak, into life, The standing
and Virgl,"! and then pesevere slong bis own path. Alt | goure & 'in the strong position of dividing the picture
of misesable catcalls are yet in store for this work, but it will | pmetrically in two, This almost-living statue is admirably
zbide in the memory of anyone with eyes and feelings. May effective, and, by
its success continue ever widening—for success t ought o | Loy poes
have. added vigour. The fountain itself, which will doubtless
After M. Delacroix’s wonderful pictures, thisistruly the = o
mﬁhlwukdtheah‘!i&nldmnﬂnny.k.t,ht s <
certain sense at least, the unique picture of this year's Salon. gmwwcul '-l'&dmplu‘\
For M. Delacroix has for long been an illustrious genius, a for &t 'wes . Crépet in the
granted and accepted glory; and this year be has given us mﬁw
four

Thereas illiam Haussoullier d‘~~?lhnhyhundna before being shown

i - “’“ for the Cathe 'ﬂ_ it and described it in & poem of the same title (dated
:ﬂld= Autun #0d exhibited ot the 1534 Salom, was the centre ETRRRR .o, was_Tobey” pubihnd tn. Les Siclocties
V“ m. - s . h

* By Delacrots; exhibited at the 1822 Salom. ¢ £J "L’mh" s - "'MM“"“'




fairy-tale fountain is much to our liking: it divides info
two sheets of water, and is tapered, or cleft, into wavering
fringes. thin as air. Along a winding pathway, which Jeads
the eye right into the of the picture, come
happy sixty-year-olds, bent and bearded. The background
to the right consists of a grove in which a kind of joyful
ballet is taking place.

The sentiment of this picture is
people making love and drinking—a sight that thrills the
senses—but they are drinking and making love in a deeply
serious, almost & melsncholy manner. Far from the storns
and ferments of youth, this is 2 second youth which knows
the value of life and can enjoy it in tranquillity.

In our opimion this picture has one very important
quality, especially in 3 Maseem—it is very showy. There is
0o chance of not seeing it Its colour is of a terrible, an
unrelenting rawness, which might even be accounted rash,
if the artist were a weaker man; but . . . it is
—a merit so sought after by the gentlemen of the school of
Ingres. Moreover it contains some tonal combina-
tions; it is possible that the artist will one day become a
digious quality, and one which makes men—true men; it
has faith—fuith in s own beauty; this is sbsolute. self-
convinced painting. which cries aloud T will, I will be
beautiful, and beautiful according to my own lights; and
1 know that 1 shall ot lack = audience to pleasel”

The drawing, too, suggests grest determination and

; it shows us

finesse; the facial sre pretty. All the attitudes
are felicitous. and distinction are the particular
murk of this picture

Will it have a swift success? We cannot tell. It is true that
every public possesses a conscience and a fund of good
will which urge it towards the true; but 2 has to be
put on 2 slope and given an impetus, and our pen is even
more unknown than M. Hausoullier’s talent.

If it were to re-exhibit the same work at different
times, and on different cccasions, we could guarantee the
justice of the public towards this artist.

W&thﬁbwwbq’

10 THE SALON OF 1343 BT e e G Sl S I s

HISTORY-PAIXNTINGS 11

port attack, and it & man who can sssume re-
sponsibility for his works; so he has only to go off and
paint a new picture.
Now that we bave so openly displayed our sympathies,
dare we . . . ?—but cur wretched duty compels us to think
of everything!—dare we, 1 say, admit that after cur sweet
the names of Giovanni Bellini and of one
or two other early Venetian crossed our mind? Is
M. Hsussoullier one of those who know too much
about thelr art? That is a truly and one
that represses the spontaneity of many

year M. Decamps has given us a bit of Raphael and

Poussin. Yes, by Heaven, he has!
Lat us hasten to correct any exaggeration in that sentence
saying that never was imitation better concealed, nor
more skilful; it is perfectly permissible, it is praiseworthy,

even, to imitate thus

But frankly—in spite of all the pleasure it gives us to
an artist’s works for the various transformations of

g

art and the successive of his mind—

, We miss the old a little.

dnamd&da particularly distinguishes
bim, he has hit upon that one among all biblical subjects




iz THE saLox oF 1845

The first of these designs**—the sudden appearance of
the angel in the midst of a wide landscape-makes the
mistake of recalling things that we know too well; that raw
sky, those rocky boulders, those herizons of granite have
for long been familiar to the whole of the younger school,
and although it is true to say that it was M. Decamps who
first taught them, nevertheless it pains us to be reminded
of M. Cuignet when we are in front of a

Several of these drawings have, amhavodnndyldd.
a very Italian cast to them; and this mingling of the spirit
of the great masters with that of M. Decamps
vory Flemish intelligence, in certain r
& most curicus result. For example, you will find Bgures
comporting themselves happlly enough in the grand man-
ner, side by side with an effect of an open window and the
sun streaming through it to light up the ficor, such as would
rejoice the beart of the most industrious Fleming, In the
drawing, however, which »

you will find the pusest essence of this artist’s genius in a
flying silhouette of a figure who is taking several steps in
his stride and remains in mid-air. How
many others would have dreamt of this detail? or if they
had, would not have reslized it in a different way

HISTORY-PAINTINGS 13

 eyes are blinded—the hero is bending to his toil

and treachery have mastered
which was capable of overturning the
mykmdmﬂmmm.uhnbnmbhd
; here at last we find that

Samson is turning the wheel like a draft-horse;
he ponderously, stooping with 2 rude naiveté—the
lion, the resigned sadness, the
almost brute abasement of the king of the forests made to
dmg 2 cartload of manure or of offal for cats.

In the shadowed foreground an overseer—a jailor, mo
doubt—is silhonetted a the wall, in an attentive atti-

duce those inquisitive onlookers behind 2 grill in the wall
~the thing was already fine, and fine

And so we may say that M. Decamps has produced a
magnificent illostration, a set of heroic vignettes, to the
strange and poetic story of Samson. And although one
dghtp-hps find fault with the over-literal treatment of
a wall here and an object there, or with the meticulous and
uﬁnﬂmdpﬂhgnndp«nﬂ.mmmbe-
cause of the new aims which it reveals, this series of de-
signs constitutes one of the finest surprises which this prodi-
But no doubt he is already

gone
to start intoning a charitable De Profundis over the defunct

talent of his brother, M. Eugéne Devéria;'" and each time. 2y,

'Wuw-ﬂi'zd&m”mm

* This refors to the article by Cautier in La Presse
(25th ), in which Devéria’s Nalssance de
Henel IV (1827; now in the Louvie) was praised at the ex-
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the fancy takes that gloricus old veteran of romanticism to
show his face, they devoutly enshroud him in the Birth of
Henri IV, and bum a few candles in honour of his ruined
genius. So far so good; it proves that those have
a conscientious love of beauty, and it does to their
mwbwmail&atmmlhnhdmgl
few sincere blossoms, of plaiting a few loyal tributes to the
name of M. Achille Devéria? For long years, and all for our
pleasure, this artist poured forth from the inexhaustible well
of his invention a stream of ravishing vigoettes, of charm-
ing little interior-pleces, of graceful scenes of fashionable
life, such as no Keepsake—in spite of the of the
new names—has since published. He was at colouring
the lithographic stone; all his drawings were distinguished,
full of feminine charms, and distilled a strangely pleasing
kind of reverie. All those fascinating and sweetly sensual
women of his were idealizations of women that one had
seen and desired in the evening at the café-concerts, at the
Bouffes, st the Oper2, or in the grest Salons. Those litho-
graphs, which the dealers buy for three sous and sell for a
franc, are the faithful representatives of that elegant, per-
fumed society of the Restoration, over which there hovers,
like 2 guardian angel the blond, romantic ghost of the
dndsesedeﬂaxv“

mdbdnydloumuhn&m&d usuhve
turned their qum&emm.md

ineptitudes of M. Jules David ** or the pedantic paradoxes
of M. Vidal®

We are not going to say that M. Achille Devéria has
painted a0 excellent picture in his Scinte Anne instruisant la
Vierge, but he has painted a picture whose great value con-
sists in qualities of and clever

*"The duchesse de

(1788-1870), &HM of
Charies X, sod mother Chambord.

the comte de

*In 1837 Jules David bad a set of moralistic litho-
entitled Vice ef Vertu. He exhibited three wates-colours |
1545 Salon.

'Snp.u
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in these days of pictorial criticiem, of Catholic art and of
bold hendling, a work like this must of seem some-
‘what naive and out of its element. But if the works of a
famous man who was ence your joy seem today to be naive
and out of their element, then at least you might bary him
to the accompaniment of a chord or two on the orchestra,

you mob of egotists!

BoULANGER's Sainte fomille™! is detestable.

His de V,

His a little better than Duval Lecamuses or
Maurins;®* but his Portreit dhomme is a good piece of

painting. 2
Here we have the last ruins of the old romanticism—this
is what it means to come at a time when it is the
belicf that inspiration is encugh and takes the place of
else; this is the abyss to which the unbridled
course of Mazeppa has led.* It is M. Victor Hugo that has
LLBou.Iangu—nfmtlnvmgd:stmwdmmy
others; it is the poet that has tumbled the painter &
ditch. And yet M. Boulanger can paint decently enough—
h&n.hispamﬂxbntwbacmmth&dbewinhk
diploma as history-painter and inspired artist? Can it have
been in the prefaces and odes of his illustrious friend?

Bowssann. It is to be regretted that M. Baissard,* who pos-
mlhtquﬁadagmxlp-ht«.hnuubeentbh

WM&M success In 1527 with Le

i

de Mazepps ( Roven ).

~ * Boissard de Boisdenier, musician, writer and dandy,
Baodclaire’s 15 in the days of the Club

v-,l‘ﬁhld

i
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keep his head above the troubled waters of that bad period
of which M. Boulanger
the serious and what one might call the naive qualities of
his painting, be has preserved himself from danger. His
Christ on croix is solidly painted and its colour is good.

Scrnerz. Alas! what is to be done with these vast Italian
pictures? We are in 1845-but we are very afraid that
Schnetz will still be giving us the same kind of thing ten
youars from now.

Cuasstuav, Le Kalife de Constantine swioi de son
escorte.® The immediate attraction of this picture lies In
its composition. This procession of horses and noble riders
has something that suggests the spontaneous boldness of the
great masters. But to anyone who has carefully followed
M. Chassérisu’s studies, it must be obvious that many a
revolution is still going on in this youthful mind, and that
the struggle is not yet over.

The position which he wants to create for himself be-
tween Ingres, whose pupil be is, and Delacroix, whom he is
seeking to plunder, has an element of ambiguity for every-

ody—and of embarrassment for himself. That M. Chas-
sériau should find his quarry in Delacroix is simple cnougb
but that, in spite of all kis talent and of all the precocious
experience that he has he should make the fact so
obvious—that is where the evil lies. And so this picture con-
tains contradictions. Here and there it already achieves
colour; elsewhere it is still only a patchwork of colouring.
Nevertheless its general effect is pleasing, and its compo-
sition, we are glad to repeat, is excellent.

As carly as the Othello illustrations” everyone had
noticed how concerned he was with imitating Delacroix.
But given tastes as distinguiched and a mind as active as
those of M, Chassériau, there is every ground for hoping
that ho will become a painter, and an eminent one.*?

* Now in the Versallles Museum; see pl. 17,
™ A serion of fifteen etchings which appeared in 1544,
" A paragraph en Debon s omitted here.

us to speak, and thanks to
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Vicron Roserr. Here is a which has been very un-
Jucky. We think, however, thatlthasbeenqnihemﬁdendy
roasted by the pundits of the press, and that the time has
now come to right its wrongs. And yet what a curious idea
it was to show these gentlemen Europe being enlightened
by Religion, Philosophy, the Sciences and the Asts,*s and to
represent each European people by a figure occupying its
geographical in the picturel How could one hope
to make something bold acceptable to those scribblers, or to
make them understand that allegory is one of the noblest
branches of art?

The colour of this enormous composition is good—in bits,
at least; it even reveals a search after fresh tones. The atti-
tudes of some of the beautiful women who symbolize the
various nations are elegant and original.

It is unfortunate that the eccentric idea of assigning its
geographical position to each people should have damaged
the ensemble of the composition and the charm of the
groups, and that the figures should thus have been spilt all
over the canvas, as in a picture by Claude whose little
manikins are allowed to tumble about as they like.

Is M. Victor Robert a consummate artist, or a crack-
brained genius? There are things to be said for either view

intentions side by side with the blunders of youth.
But on the whole this is one of the most interesting pictures
in the Salon, and one of the most worthy of attention.**

Pranzr is one of those rare pupils of Delacroix who bril-
liantly reflect certain of their master’s qualities.®

There is no joy so sweet, in the miserable business of writ-
ing & Salon-review, than to come upon a genuinely good
and original picture whose name has already been made—
by hoots and catcalls.
*The contalned a len lanation of this picture.
m“mw it as ‘cet wgthy “phbluu lmmnnlt‘:liro et

chnnmmLépmlk,Mmeby.AppmM

¥ Planet’s Souvenirs ( &hedlung:!terhkduth.lnlﬁ!ﬂ]
contain  much information concerning  Delacroix'y
methods, as well as information about the present picture.
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And in fact this really has been jeered at. We can |
perfectly well understand the hatred of architects, masons,
soulptors and modellers towards anything that looks like
painting: but how comes it that artists can be blind to such
things in this picture as its originality of composition, and
even its simplicity of colowr?

We were charmed at the very sturt by some hint which
it contains of an almost Spanish voluptuousness, M. Planot
has done what all first-rate colourists do—that is, he has
nchieved colour with a small quantity of tones—with red,
white, and brown; and the result is delicate and caressing to
the eye. St. Teresa,* as the painter has represented her
here~St. Teresa, sinking, falling, thrilling at the point of
the dart with which Divine Love is about to plerce her, is
among the happiest inventions in modern painting, The
hands are charming. The attitude, for all its naturalness, is
us poetic as could be. This picture distills an atmosphere of
extrerie sensuous rapture and marks its anthor as 4 man
who is capable of thoroughly understanding a subject—for
we are told that St. Teress was “afire with so great a love of
God that its violence caused her to cry out aloud . , . And
her pain was not bodily but spiritual, although her body
had its share in it, even a lurge one”®®

Are we going to spezk sbout the mystical little cupid,
hanging in mid-air and about to transfix her with his jave-
lin? No. What is the point? M. Planet is obviously talented
enough to paint a complete picture another time,3*

Greynr. He it was that ca the heart of the senti-
mental public with his picture, Le Soir.** And that was all
very well, so long as it was only & question of painting
women warbling romantie ballads in a boat—in the same
way as & poor opera can triumph over its music with the

" La Vision de sainte Thérdse, now in a private collection, is re- |
produced on pl, 15,

" Quoed, n the cataogue, fom 1. Teres's Lfe (ch, XXIX,
'AMuDumhadndhn b
;mammmm.mxmm
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aid of undraped bosoms—or rather behinds. But
this year M. Gleyre has taken it into his head to paint
apostles®®—apostles, M. Gleyre! and alas! he has not proved
capable of triumphing over his own painting 5

Joserm Fay. M. Joseph Fay has sent only drawings, like
M. Decamps—which is our reason for including him among
the history-painters. We are not concerned here with the

but with the menner in which an artist works.

M. Joseph Fay® has sent six drawings representing the
life of the ancient are the cartoons for a
frieze executed in fresco in the town hall at Elberfeld in
Prussin.

And as a matter of fact these things did strike us as more
than a little Germanic, and while we were scrutinizing them
with the pleasure that any honest work will always afford,
we found ourselves thinking of all those modern celebrities
from the other side of the Rhine, who are published by the
dealers on the Boulevard des Italiens.

These drawings, of which some t the great

between Arminins and the invading Romans, and
others the serious and ever-martial games of Peace, bear a
noble family likeness to the excellent compaositions of Peter
Cornelius. Their draughtsmanship is adroit and skilful, and
tends towards the neo-Michelangelesque, Every movement
is conceived and denotes a mind which sincerely
loves form, if it be not actually in love with it. We were
attracted to these drawings because of their beauty; and it
is for that that we like them. But on the whole, despite the
beauty of this array of intellectual power, we still yearn and
cry aloud for originality: we should like to see this same
talent arrayed in of ideas more modern—or rather,
in of a new way of seeing and of understanding the
arts. By this we do not mean to refer to choice of subject—

 for in that respect artists are not always freo—but rather to

*This painting is now in the church at ; it is repro-
Mlﬁumumm;hclmcuyn.l 8, pl IV.
* Paragraphs on Pilliard and Avguste Hesse are omitted here.

w-nuﬂn. Fay was in Paris in 1845-6. He
for a time
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the manner in which subjects are comprehended and de-
picted.

In a word, what is the point of sl this erudition when a
man has talent?s

choly, and whose fine draughtsmanship and slightly raw
colour remind one of the old German masters—this graceful
Diirer made us excessively curious to find the others; but
we were not successful. Here, however, we certainly have a
fine paintiog: and quite upart from the fact that the model
is very beautiful well chosen and well sttired, there is in
the colour itself, and in this slightly distressing combination
o(gmca.;iakmdmdmum.noefhhuyﬁalquhly
which is in keeping with the rest; there is a natural har-
mony here between colour and drawing.

angels, of which the two chief ones and
Harmony; in the lower part, The Rehabilitation of Women

secrets are not revealed by merely knowing how to cope
with marble? It would be possible to understand a musician

wanting to ape Delacroix—but a sculptor, never! Oh great
hewer of stone, why do you want to play the Sddic?*
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m
FORTRAITS

Leox Cocxter has a very fine portrait of a2 woman, in the
Salon carré.

This artist occupics a very high position in the middle
reaches of taste and invention. If he does not to the
level of genius, his is one of those talents which defy criti-
cism by their very completeness within their own modera-
tion. M. ict is as with the reckless flights
of fantasy as with the rigid systems of the absolutists. To
fuse, to mix and to combine, while exercising choice, have
always been his role and his aim; and he has perfectly ful-
filled them. Everything in this excellent portrait—the fiesh-
tones, the millinery, the background—is handled with an
equal felicity.

Dusure. For several years now M. Dubufe has been the
victim of every art-journalist. If it is a far cry from M.
Dubufe to Sir Thomas Lawrence, at any rate it is not with-
out a certain justice that he has inherited some of that
artist’s urbane popularity. In our opinion the bourgeols is
quite right to idolize the man who him with such
pretty women—and almost always such elegantly attired
ones.

M. Dubufe has a son who has declined to walk in the
steps of his father, and has blundered into serious painting.

Mue. Evcisxm Cavrien, Fine colour—firm and elegant
This woman knows her old masters—there is a
touch of Van Dyck sbout her—she paints like a man. Every

connoisseur of will remember the of two
bare arms in a which she showed at the last Salon.
Mlle. Eugénie Cautier’s painting has to do with

woman's painting, which usually makes us think of the do-
mestic precepts of the excellent Chrysale.!
*The protesting husband, and father, of Molidre's Fommes




Bmaoc. M. Belloc has sent several
M. Michelot struck us with the sxcellence of its colour.
M. Belloc, who is not well enough known, is among the
most skilful of present-day artists. He has turned out some
remarkable pupils—Mile. Eugénio Cautier is one of them,
we believe. Last year at the Boune-Nouvelle wo
saw & child’s head of his which reminded us of the very
best of Lawrence.®

THE SALONX OF 1545

Harrnen. Another new name, for us at least. Very badly
hung in the little gallery, he has a strikingly effective por-
trait of a woman. It is difficult to find, which is a real pity.
This portrait betokens » colourist of the first order, There Is
nothing dazzling, sumptuous or vulgar about its colour; it
is excessively distinguished and remarkably harmonious,
The whole thing & camied out within a very grey tonal
scale. Its effect &s very skilfully contrived, so that it is at
once both soft and striking. The head, which is romantically
conceived and of a delicate pallor, stands out against a grey
background, which is paler still at this stage, and which,
by growing darker towards the edges, gives the b

of forming a halo around it. As well as this, M. Haffner has
painted a landseape which is very daring in colour—it shows
a waggon with & man and some horses, almost silhouetted
against the uncertain brilliance of 2 twilight sky. Another

Pemicnos® has sent mine portraits, of which six are of
womesn. M. Pérignon’s heads are as hard and polished a5 in-
animzate objects. A real waswork show.

Homace Venxer. M. Horace Vernet, the portrait-painter, is
inferior to M. Horace Vernet, the heroic painter. His colour
surpasses that of M. Court in rawness.

Hirroryre Frasones, Did not M. Flandrin once give us a
graceful portrait of & woman Jeaning against the front of
* Parographs on Tissier, Ricsence end Dupont are omitted here.

2 the ;
Am“:o&..ﬁcdfmmm%w
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portraits. That of | g hestrebox, with a bunch of viclets at her bosom®* But

‘alas! he has come to grief in his portrait of M. Chaix-d'Est-

- Ange.® This is but the semblance of serious painting; he has

 quite failed to catch the well-known

of that fine-
drawn, sardonic and ironical face. It is heavy and dull

Nevertheless it has just given us the keenest pleasure to
find a female portrzit by M. Flandrin—a simple head—
which reminded us once more of his best works. Its general
effect may be = little too gentle, and perhaps it makes the
mistake of not rivetting the eye, like M. Lehmann's portrait
of the Princess Belgiojoso.® Nevertheless, as this picture is
& small one, M. Flandrin has been able to carry it through
to perfection. The modelling is beautiful, and the whole
thing has the merit, which is rare among these gentlemen,
-of seeming to have been done all in ope breath and at the
first attempt.”

Hexm Scaxrvrs. To give this artist his proper due, we dare
not suppose that this portrait of His Majesty was done from
the life. There are but few faces in contemporary history
which are so strongly marked as that of Louis-Philippe. Toil
of these the artist shows no knowledge. It pains us that
France should not possess s single portrait of her King. One
man alone is worthy of that task—it is M. Ingres.

All of M. Heari Scheffer’s portraits are painted with the
same blind and meticulous honesty, the same monotonous
and patient conscientiousness.*

* Presumably the portrait of Mme. Oudin, exhibited st the 1840
166 in Louis Flandrin’s H
Mm?wh:"mpm ( Paris 1002). s
* Jurist, statesman and barrister ( 1800-76), the father of Bande-
%Mh&ohﬂmh%d-lﬁl(ﬂ

* Henr{ Lehunann's of the Princess was one
of the successes of the 1844 Salon. in R. Bar-
biera's La Principessa Belgicioso (edition of 1914), s the prop-

ety of the Marchese Franco Dal Pozzo.
! Paragraphs on Richardot end Verdier are omitted here.
* A paragraph on Leiendecker is omitted here.
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Mumxmnypmnuhpmuwhae-ﬁ:

colour even the fantastic visions of the kaleido-
But it is not only colour, but lines and modelling, that go to
muke a portrait. No doubt our genre-painter will get his
own back for this years aberration.

w

CENRE-PAINTINGS

Banox has taken his Otes du péve Philippe® from one of
La Foutaine's tales.

He has made it an excuse for pretty
shady trees, and variegated colours, for all that.

Its general effect is most engaging, but ## mast be ac-
counted the rococo of Romanticism. It contains elements of
Couture, a lttle of Célestin Nanteuil's and a Jot
of tints borrowed from Rog and Clément
Shndm!mntdtbbpetnmmdmlauho'edd-a-

women,

commonplace
M. Isabey is a true colourist—always brilliant, frequently
subtle. He has been one of the most justly fortunate of the
men of the new movement.

" Bepro. Mondtewr des Arta (1, 00).
" Repro. et vol. 5 (1845), p. 57.
Mastr, vol. 5 (1845), p. 4. Salomon de Cone was an
his writings foreshadowed the theory of steam-
power. The story of his confinernent o the sylem at Blodtre &

portraits, '
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h.nte-hhhnpstm.ndaldsem.te

?h’d.wﬂhumbdnuhnmgmly
is turning a deaf car to the

complaints of
Mvhkmhﬁngl&eamhchthba&
ground.

mnmwmm.m
ot the sight of such Junatics.

The uniform effect created by this picture is one of café
ou lait. It is as russet in colour as a wretched, dust-ridden

T.h&l-ing—dn:da an illustration. What is
the point of attempting what is called serious painting when
one is neither a colourist nor a draughtsman?

Tassazzt. A little devotional picture, done almost like 2
lovescene. The Virgin is suckling the infant Jesus, benesth
a coronet of Sowers and httle cupids. We had already takes
oote of M. Tasssert last He combines good, mod-

andyh!ghcobmwahfc;w&ddm‘

Cunrzsax. Though his execution certsinly has merit, M.
Guillemin wastes too much talent & bad cause—
the cause of wit in peinting. By this 1 mean providing the

catalogue-printer with captions aimed at the Sunday public.

Murres. Can it be the Soturday on the other hand,
Mﬂ.)hllﬂd:ﬁ&sbplmwhmhdmmhkmb-
nd Victor Hugo?™ Enormous Em-
ot e S o e ST e e
halkbl-vcmﬂhl‘-, however,

is better.?

related in & letter from Marion Delorme, the famous 17th cen-
tury courtesan, which & quoted in the catalogue.

! ‘AM-H—.C“M&“M

* Peragrophs om Leleux frives and Lopoitevin are omitted here.

* Muller's Sylphe endormi was supported with from
Ml‘.dlﬁu':d-ih-bu:
on Duval Lecsmus (péve) end Duval Lecamus

(Jﬁ- here. -
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Gicovx. M. Gigoux has given us the pleasant task of re-
reading the account of the death of Manon Lescaut® in the
catalogue. But his picture is bad; & has no style, and its
composition and colour are bad. It lacks all character, it
lacks all feeling for ity subject. Whatever is this Desgrieux?
1 would not recoguize him.

No more can 1 recognize M. Cigoux himself in this ple-
ture—the M. Gigoux who several years ago was acclaimed
by the public as the equal of the most sericus innovators
in art. . .. Can #t be that he & embarrassed today by his
reputation as a painter?

Ruvotene Lemoeasxx® His Italian women this year make
us regret those of last year.'®

Pargry showed great promise, they say. On his retum from
Italy (which was heralded by some injudicious applause),
be exhibited an enormous canvas®? in which, although the
recent usages of the Academy of Painting were too clearly
discernible, be had pevertheless hit upon some felicitous
poses and several compositional motifs; and in spite of its
fan-like colour, there was every ground for predicting the
artist a serious future. Since then be has remained in the
secondary class of the men who psint well and bave port-
folios full of scraps of ideas 2ll ready to be used. His two
pictures this yesr (Memphis snd Us Assout)™® are com-
monplace in colour. Nevertheless their general appearance
Repro. FArtiste, 4th seties, vol. IV, and Ferran's edition of the
Solon de 1845, facing p. 175,

2 Lebmann

I e e e
theuhld.-nd:n former’s - ’ e
prasant wosnen, one w ‘. .
anluuhulla-l-dné\nn(n.p.(l) F;

* Paragraphe on De Ia Foulbouse, Périse, Do Dreux and Mme.
Calunatts are omitted here.

“ Presumably his Réve de bonheur, exhibited in 1843,

" Memphis, Iluste, vol. 5 (1%45), p. 157, Un Assout
(m&h.& *’“W)h
hng-dhll—.
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&lwy which leads us to imagine that M.
hpdyll:uyucﬁwnuadhsm

. Apmuex Cuicxer. There is no doubt that M. Adrien Gui-

goet bas talent; he knows how to compose and arrange. But
why, then, this perpetual doubt® One moment it is De-
that he had taken some motives from Egyptian sculpture or

mosaics, and then had coloured them, on papyrus
(Les Phargons).™® And yet if Salvator or Decamps were
painting Psammenit or Pharach, even so they would do them
in the manner of Salvator or Decamps. Why then does M.
Cuignet ... . ?

MussostEn. Three pictures: Soldets jousnt sux dés—Jeuns
homme feuilletant un certon**~Deux buceurs jouant gux
cartes.

Times change—and with them, manners; fashions change

| —and with them, schools. In spite of curselves, M. Meis-

sonicr makes us think of M. Martin Drolling. All reputa-
tions, even the most deserved ones, contsin 3 mass of Litle
secrets. Thus, when the celebrated Monsieur X. was asked
what he had scen at the Salom, he replied that the oaly
&ﬁ:‘&hdmnmnllanmh—inwdato"md
speaking about the famous Monsicur Y., who, for

part, said exactly the same thing! See what s good
to act as a club for two rivals to beat one another

On the whole M. Meissonier executes his little fgures
. He is a Fleming, minus the fantasy, the charm,
the colour, the naiveté—and the pipe!™

I

Homvusc. “Le plus tétu des trols n'est pas celul qu'on
pense. ¢

'M‘. “.hmphﬂumiswvh&elm
(mwb—n’nﬁdb“ﬂ.u vol 5

w-mmw-ﬂa—u%
* “The maost stubborn of the three s not the one you think’, was
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Basn. See shove,

Cerrror. See above,

v

LANDSCAYPES

Conor. At the head of the modern school of landscape
stands M. Corot. If M. Théodore Housseau® were to ex-
hibit, his supremacy would be in some doubt, for to a
natvetd, an originality which are at Joast equal, M. Rossean
adds a greater charm and a groater sureness of execution.
It is nalcetd and originality, in fact, which constitute M.
Corot’s worth. Obviously this artist loves Nature sincerely,
and knows how to look at her with as much knowledge as
love. The qualities by which he excels are so strong—be-
cause they are qualities of heart and soul-that M. Corot’s
influence is visible today in almost all the works of the
young landseape-painters—in those, above all, who alresdy
had the good sense to imitate him and to profit by his man-
ner before he was famous and at a time when his

tion still did not extend beyond the world of the studics.
From the depths of his modesty, M. Corot has acted upon
a whole bost of artists. Some have devoted themselves to
combing nature for the themes, the views and the colours
for which he has a fondness—to fostering the same subjects;
others have even tried to paraphrase his awkwardopess,
Now, on the subject of this cwkwardness of M.
Corot’s, it seems to us that there is a slight misconception
to clear up. After having conscientiously admired and
faithfully praised a by Corot, cur Sedgling con-
noisseurs always end by declaring that it comes to grief in
its execution; they agree in this, that decidedly M. Corot

R e L e

with to disniss his last three gense-paluters. Seo
La Fontaine, Le Meunler, son fils, ot l'dne, 1. 87.

' See n, p. LT,
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does not know how to paint. Splendid fellows! who first of
all are unaware that & work of genius (or if you prefer, a
work of the soul), in which every element is well seen, well
observed, well understood and well imagined, will always
be very well executed when it is sufficiently so. Next, that
there is a great difference between a work that is
and a work that is finished; that in general what is
is not finished, and that a thing that is highly finished need
not be complete at all; and that the value of & telling, ex-
and well-placed touch is enormous, ete., ete,—
from all of which it follows that M. Corot paints like the
great masters. We need look no further for an example
than to his picture of last year,® which was imbued with
an even greater tenderness and melancholy than usual. That
verdant landscape, in which 2 woman was sitting playing
the violin—that pool of sunlight in the middle distance,
which lit up and coloured the grass in a different manner
ﬁmth&llpmnd.mcuﬁnlynmm-meesﬁdmob
of sesthetic daring. M. Corot is as strong this year as
hlhpﬂ-—bnltheeyedthepubbehsbmnoww-
customed to neat, glistening and industriously polished
morsels that the same criticism is always levelled at him.
Another proof of M. Corot's powers, be it only in the
sphere of technique, is that he knows how to be a colourist
within a scarcely varied tonal range—and that be is always
& barmonist even when he uses fairly raw and vivid tones.

His composition is always impeccable. Thus in his Homére
et les bergers® there is nothing unnecessary, nothing to be
even the two little figures walking away in
conversation down the path. The three litle shepherds with
of bas-relief which are sometimes to be found on the
of antique statues. But is not Homer himself a

‘too much like Belisarius,
Daphnis et Chloe* is another picture full of charms; its

* Exhibited in 1544 as zlpm.ra thbpk(mmao

”h&ghm‘,‘hmm (uc«an).
* Now in the Saint-L3 Museum. See pl. 20,

.

* Repro. Moniteur des Arts (L 152).




composition, like all good compositions—as we have often
chserved—bas the merit of the unexpected.

Fraxcas is another landscape-painter of the highest merit
—a merit somewhat like that of Corot, and one that we
should be inclined to characterize as ‘love of nature’; but it
is already less naive, more artful-it smacks much more of
its painter—and i is also casier to understand. His painting,
Le Soir,® is beautiful in colour.

Pave Huwr. Un vieus chdteow sur des rochers. Can it be
that M. Pxul Huet is secking to modify his manner?
But it was already excellent as it was,

Harrmam. Prodigious originality—above all in colour. This
is the first time that we have seen works by M. Hafiner,
50 we do not know if he is by rights a landscape-painter or
a portrait-painter—all the more 50 because he excels in both

genres.

Troyos always paints beautiful, hiouriant landscapes, and
he paints them in the role of colourist and even that of
observer—but he always wearies the eye by the unshakeable
self-confidence of his manner and the restless Sicker of his
brush-strokes. It is not pleasant o see 2 man so sure of
himself,

Curzon has painted a highly original view called Les
Houblons. It is quite simply a horizon, framed in the leaves
and branches of the As well as this, M. Curzon
has produced a very fine drawing of which we shall shortly
have occasion to speak.®

Carame axp Dmav.” For a long time people were under
the impression that this was one and the same artist, suffec-
ing from a chrosic duclism; but later it was observed that

* Repro. Momiteur des Arts (1, 1),

* Paragraphs on Flers and Wickemberyg ere omittod here.
' Calume wan the of . This yeur Caluio exhibited
Un Oroge and Le Suite d'un orage dora les Alpes.

loups, was repro. Ilustr., vol. 5
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“he had a preference for the name Calame on the days when

he was painting well®

Borcer. Eternal views of India and China.? Doubtless it is
all very well done, but they are too much like travel-essays
or accounts of manners and costoms. There are people,
however, who sigh for what they have never seen—such as
the boulevard du Temple, or the galeries de Bois!™® M.
Borget's pictures make us sigh for that China where the
very breeze, according to M. Heine,!! takes on a comic
sound as it slips past the little hanging bells, and where
nature and man cannot look at one another without laugh-

ing.
Favr. Frasprix. It is understandable that a man should
damp down the reflected lights on 2 head in order to make

the modelling more visible—and sbove all so when his name
is Ingres. But who on carth was the weird eccentric who
first took it into his bead to “ingrize’ the countryside?'?

Brascassar. Without doubt too much fuss is being made
of M. Brascassat, who, man of sense and talent as he is,
must really know that the Flemish gallery contains a lot of

of the same kind as his''—quite as fully realized,

more broadly painted—and of a better colour.—Similarly
too much fuss is made of

'm' Danzats, Frére, Chacaton, Loubon, Carnerey
'BbMCHudcman,voLS(l&G),qm&
had been exhibiting Chinese and Indian views zince 1836.

:&mmu&mmuu

when Bandelaire wrote, and the site is now
by the Galerle d'Orléans.
" The allusion is to a in Helne's Die romantische Schule
(Bk. Il ch. 1,81).

Wuwmdlﬂnm

'ﬁlﬁo exhibited, one, Vache des
g e Vo gy
Paysage, repro. Moniteur des Arts (1, 112).



Samvt-Jeax, who is of the school of Lyons, the
ofpnluﬁng.thccomerofﬁ:eknownwoﬂdinwhicbdn
infinitely minute is wrought the best. We prefer the flowers
and fruits of Rubens; they seem to us more nataral. More-
over the general effect of M. Saint-Jean's picture’ is most
wretched—it fs monotonously yellow, On the whole, how-
ever woll executed they may be, M. Saint-Jean's pictures
are dining-room pictures—not cabinet or gallery-pictures,
but real dining-room pictures.!®

Anoxoee ' A great heap of game of every kind. This Hli-
composed picture—more a hotch-potch than a composition,
as though it was alming above all at quantity—has neverthe-
less what is & very rare quality these days; it is painted with
a great naiveté, without any dogmatism of school or ped-
antry of studio. And from this it follows that parts of it sre
really well painted. Unhappily some others are of 3 muddy
brown colour, which gives the picture a certain effect of
dinginess—but all the clear or rich tones are thoroughly
effective. What therefore struck us in this picture was its
mixture of clumsiness end skill-blunders suggesting & man
who had not painted for years, and assurance suggesting
a man who had painted a great deal.

Cuazav has painted the Yucca gloriosa which Sowered last
year in the park at Neuilly. It would be a good thing i all
those people who cling so desperately to microscopic truth,
and believe themselves to be painters, could see this little
picture; and if the following little observations could be
pumped into their ears through an ear-trumpet:—This pic-
ture is & success not because everything is there and you
can count sach leaf, but because at the same time it cap-

“ Fruits ot Flewry, n copy of which is now in the Dijon Museusn.

" P on Kitirbos, Philippe Rousseau end Béranger dre
ko, -k %

" This obscure srtist was twice mentioned by Baudelaire fn his
salon-reviews (see p. 119 bolow), He is generally identified

with the dealer Arondel who sold Baudelsire false Bassanos and

Y= T T N T By T ST T T T IS Y S T T
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“tures the general character of nature; because it conveys
well the raw greenness of a park beside the Seine and the
effect of our cold sun; in short, because it is done with a
profound nafvetd, whereas all of you spend far too much
of your time being . . . artists!” (Sic),

vi
DRAWINCS—~ENGHAVINCS

Brzrouny has sent five pencil-drawings which are a little
like those of M. de Lemud; these, however, have more
firmness and perhaps more character, Their composition on
the whole is good. Tintoretto giving a drawing-lesson to
his daughter’ is certainly an excellent thing. What chiefly
distinguishes these drawings is their nobility of structure,
their seriousness and the characterization of the heads,

Cunzox. Une sérénade dans un bateau is one of the most
distinguished things in the Salon. The arrangement of all
those figures is most happy, and the old man lying amid
his garlands at the end of the boat is 8 most delightful idea.
There is some affinity between M. Curzon's composition
and those of M. Brillouin; they have this above all in com-
mon—they are well drawn, and drawn with a vivid touch.!

Mangcrar. Without doubt La Grappe® is a fine pastel,
and good in colour. But we must criticize all those gentle-
men of the school of Metz* for only as a rule achieving a
conventional seriousness, an imitation of real mastery. We
would say this without wishing in the very least to detract
from the honour of their efforts , . 4

* A paregraph on De Rudder & omitted here.

* Repro. Hllustr., vol. 5 (1843), p. 185,

*The Société des Amis des Arts at Metz was founded in 1854,
and it was from this that the Ecole de Metz sprang, Maréchal
was one of its leaders, See Ferrun's edition of the Salon de 1845
‘(]Ip-:S_‘PH)hmdudh.Snuhop.OObdow.

: on Tourneux, Pollet, Chabal, Alphonse Masson and
are omitted here.
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VipavL. It was lust year, to the best of our belief, that the
parrot-cry about Vidal's drawings begun to be raised.® It
would be a good thing to be finished with it once and for
all. Every effort is now being made to M. Vidal to
us as a serfous draughtsman. His are vory finished drawings
~but they are incomplete; nevertheless it must be admitted
that they have more elegance than those of Maurin and
Jules David. We beg forgiveness for insisting so strongly
on this point—but we know a eritic who took it Into his
head to speak about Watteau in connection with M., Vidal.®

Jacoux. Here we have a new name which will continue, Jot
us hope, to grow greater. M. Jacque's® etching is very bold
and he has grasped his subject admirably. There is a
directness and a freedom about everything that M. Jacque
does upon his copper which reminds one of the old masters,
He is known, besides, to have executed some remarkable
reproductions of Rembrandt’s etchings.

Vi
SCULFTURES

Bartormsi! We in Paris have = right to be suspicious of
foreign reputations. Our neighbours have so often beguiled

* Baudelaire seems to be confusing two artists of this name, Vie-
tor Vidal, who exhibited five drawings this year (one of them,
L'Amour de soi-méme, . Hustr., vol. 5 [1845], p. 152),
had not exhibited since 1841, whereas Vincent who
showed nothing in 1845, had exhibited five pastels in the previ-
ous yoar. It seems, therefore, that the ‘préfugé Vidal', to which
Baodelsire o in:vfmodtnlM(m 1-2 below), origi-
nated with Vincent, and not Victor,

* Gautier had invoked the name of Wattesu (and of Chardin) In
La Presse, 16th April; and Thoré added Boucher and
Paragraphs on Mme. de Mitbel end Henriquel-Dupont are
omitted hero.

' This was Jacque's fisst Salon.

' Lorenzo Bartolind (1777-15850) was one of the most admired

Itallan sou of bis day, His had been palnted
Iogres in 1 nnd.pln:nlwrmm o

o e e T e SR A A A WA

our eredulous admiration with which they
never showed—or which, if at Jast they consented to reveal
them, were an object of embarrassment for them, as for us
—that we always remain on our against new traps.
Thus it was only with an excessive feeling of suspicion that
we approached the Nymphe au scorpion. But this time we
have found it quite impossible to withhold our admiration
from a foreign artist. Certainly our sculptors have more
skill-an excessive preoccupation with technique engrosses
them just as it does our painters; but it is precisely because
of the qualities which our artists have to some extent for-
gotten—namely taste, nobility, grace~that we regard M.
Bartolini's exhibit as the capital work of the Salon of
» We know that more than one of the sculpturizers
of whom we are about to speak are very well fitted to pick
out the several faults of execution which this statue con-
tains—a little too much softness here, o lack of firmness
there; in short, certain #abby passages, and a touch of
meagreness about the arms—but not one of them has man-
to hit upon such a pretty motif; not one of them has
this fine taste, this purity of aim, this chastity of line which
by no means excludes originality, The legs are charming,
the head graceful and sh; it is probable that it is
%me simply a well-chosen model* The less a workman
obtrudes himself in his work and the purer and clearer its
aims, the more charmed we are,

Davmo. This is far from the case with M. David, for ex-
ample, whose works always make us think of Ribera. And
yet our com is not entirely just, for Ribera is only
& man of ¢ into the bargain, so to speak—in addi-
tion to that, he is full of fire, originality, rage and irony.
Certainly it would be difficult to model or to trace a
contour better than M, David. His child hanging on to a
bunch of grapes.® which was already familiar to us from

* What makes us only the prouder of our opinion s that we
know it to be shared by one of the greatest of the mod-
em school, (ca,)

* UEnfant 4 la now in the Louvre, Salnte-Beuve's

"Sur une m!d'uch. A David, statuaire’, is included in his

~ Pensées d'Aodt,




* Phrgné, vepro. Tllustr,, vol. § (1845), p. 175.
* At the 1835 Salon,

* A peragraph on Dawmas i omitted here.

THE SALON OF 1845 !

except for the sudden,
of M. William Hsussoullier, and several very

Dantan the younger; Dantan gind did not exhibit this year.

* This conclosion is taken up and developed In the closing sec-
ﬁ-dbtﬂ-dlﬂ&q
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70 THE BOURCEOIS

You e the majority—in number and intelligence; there-
fore you are the foroe—which is justice.

Some are scholars, others are owners; a glorious day will
come when the scholars shall be owners and the owners
scholars. Then your power will be complete, and no man
it s b

supreme is achieved, it is that
m.umwmwmmhmmm
lmbwbdgnhmlwdnnpywt&nmﬂp.

The government of the city is in your hands, and that is
just, for you are the force. But you must also be capable
of feeling beauty; for as not one of you today can do with.
out power, so not one of you has the right to do without

poetry.
Ywmiwthudlysﬂthmthud—wtdmtpoauy,
never! and those of you who say the contrary are mistaken;
they are out of their minds. % i
mwam&mamm
;Hﬁm&&amoﬁd&em&&emhdhw
you that no to feel and to enj
s you right enjoy—they

For you have in your hends the government of a city
whose public is the public of the universe, and it is neces-
sary that you should be worthy of that task.

Enjoyment is a science, and the exercise of the five senses
calls for a particular initistion which only comes about
through good will and need.

X:ywll.ywaeednt.

Is an infinitely precious good, a dranght both refresh-
ing and cheering which restores the stomach and the mind
to the natural equilibrium of the fdeal.

You understand ity function, you gentlemen of the bour-

'The exhibition opened on 18th March
:?ﬂlh'smqp-:d-.hn&::.&#q. .

[m lawgivers or business-men—when the
- seventh or the

hour strikes and you bend your tired
head towards the embers of your hearth or the cushions

- of your srm-chair.

That is the time when a keener desire and a more active
reverie would refresh you after your daily labours.

But the monopolists have decided to keep the forbidden
fruit of knowledge from you, because is their

up three quarters of your day. And as for your leisure
hours, they should be used for enjoyment and pleasure.
have forbidden you even to enjoy,

And yet it is just that if two thirds of your time are
devoted to knowledge, then the third should be
occupied by feeling~and it is by feeling alope that art is to
be understood; and it is in this way that the equilibrium
of your soul’s forces will be established.

Truth, for all its multiplicity, is not two-faced; and just
as in your politics you have increased both rights and
benefits, so in the arts you have sct up a greater and more
sbundant communion.

You, the bourgeois—be you king, lawgiver or business-
man—have founded collections, museums and galleries.
Some of those which sixteen years ago were only open to
the monopolists have thrown wide their doors to the multi-
tude.

You have combined together, you have farmed com-
and raised loans in order 1o realize the idea of the
in all its varied forms—political, industrial and

artistic. In no noble enterprise bave you ever left the
initiative to the protesting and suffering minority,® which
anyway is the natural of art.

For to allow oneself to be outstripped in ast and in

*Le. the Hepublicans,
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politics is to commit suicide; and for 2 majority to commit |

icide is 3

And what you have done for France, you have done for
other countries too. The Spanish Museum® is there to in-
crease the volume of geoeral ideas that you to
possess about art; for you know perfectly well that just as
a national museum is a kind of communion by whose
influence men’s hearts are softened and their wills unbent,
30 a foreign museum is an international communion where
two peoples, cbserving and studying one another more at
their ease, can penetrate one another's mind and fraternize
without discussion,

You are the natural friends of tho arts, because you are
some of you rich men and the others scholars.

When you have given to soclety your knowledge, your
industry, your labour and your money, you claim back
your payment in enjoyments of the body, the reason and the
imagination. If you recover the amount of
\l’hichbw:oeshb&htheupﬂﬂu‘imdllp!ld
your being, then you are happy, satisied and well-disposed,
it has found its own general and absolute

And 50 & is to you, the that this book is
naturally dedicated; for any book whickh is not addressed to

Ist May 1846

WHAT IS THE GOOD OF CRITICISM?

Wiar is the good?-A vast and terrible question-mark
Mm&emw&.mﬁm&uth
in the Srst chapter that he sits down to write.

At once the artist the critic with being unable
to teach anything to the bourgeois, who wants neither to
paint nor to write verses—nor even to art itself, since it is
from the womb of art that criticism was bomn.

*See pp. 23

WHAT I3 THE COOD OF CRITICISM? Fil

. And yet bow many artists today owe to the critics alone
 their sad httle fame! It is there perhaps that the real re-

You will bave seen a2 Gavami which shows 2 painter
bending over his canvas; behind him stands 2 grave, lean,
stiff in 3 white cravat, holding his latest article
in his band. “If art is noble, criticism is holy."- 2y
that?—The critics! I the artist plays the leading role 0

scnnet or an elegy.

sy, written from an exclusive point of view, but 2 point
of view that opens up the widest horizons.

To extol line to the detriment of colour, or colour at the
expense of line, is doubtless a point of view, but it is
neither very broad nor very just, and it indicts its holder
of a great ignorance of individual destinies.

catitled Legons

other
: ill alwayy recommend drawing mnﬂ
*.D’H-. : h“hhbi&h‘b&”u&lﬂl
[+4 %




Thus a broader point of view will be an orderly in-
dividualism—that is, to require of the artist the quality of
naiveté and the sincere expression of his temperament,
aided by every means which his technique provides.® An
uﬁstnilhwttmpamﬂbnx'uthydm‘pb.
hnu.nnd-nwcmnmirdo‘ﬁmhtajlnd.lbmvln.
of eclectics—he would do better to enter the service of a

gether and cxalts the reason to fresh heights.

Stendhal has said somewhere Painting is nothing but a
construction in ethics!™ If you will understand the word
‘ahb’hamahh&dmmmnygm
daﬂdnmdnda&cmd&emkwh
expression of the beautiful

"Seo p. 125

*Histoire de lo Peinture on lalie, b 158

t”&&!).uhﬁnnb‘&h
explaing
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WHAT I8 BOMANTICIEM?

Few people will want to give a real and positive
mﬂgbd:dzxd;mdyuwiﬂtheydnem&na

but they had not the temperament for their sabjects. Others,
i in a Catholic society, sought to reflect
Catholiciem in their works, But to call oneself s romantic
and to look systematically at the past is to contradict one-
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For me, Romanticism is the most recent, the latest ex-
pression of the beautiful.

There are as many kinds of beanty as there are habitual
ways of seeking happiness.*

Thisisckulyeprbodbytbepbﬂmpbydm‘
thus, as there have been as many ideals as there have been
ways in which the peoples of the earth have understood
‘o:lﬂc;, love, religion, ete., so romanticism will not consist

a perfect execution, but in n conception analogous to the
ethical disposition of the age.

It Is because some have located ft in 3 perfoction of
technique that we have had the rococo of romanticism,
without question the most intolerable of all forms.

Thus it is necessary, first and foremost, to get to know
those arpects of mature and those human situations which
the artists of the past have disdained or have not known.
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dreams of the studio and the gaze of the fancy lost in hori-
zous of grey.

The South is as brutal and positive as a sculptor even in
his most delicate ; the North, suffering and
restless, secks comfort with the imagination, and if it turns
to sculpture, it will more often be picturesque than classical.

Raphael, for all his purity, is but an earthly spirit cease-
lessly investigating the solid; but that scoundrel Rembrandt
is & sturdy idealist who makes us dream and guess at what
Lies beyond. The first creatures in a pristine and
virginal state—Adam and Eve; but the second shakes his
rags before our eyes and tells us of human sufferings.

And yet Rembrandt is not a pure colourist, but a har-
monizer. How povel then would be the effect, and how
matchless his romanticism, if a powerful colourist could
realize our dearest dreams and feelings for us in a colour
appropriate to their subjects!

But before on to an examination of the man who
up to the present is the most worthy representative of ro-
manticism, I should like to give you a series of reflections
on colour, which will not be without use for the complete
understanding of this little book.

m
OX COLOUR

LT us suppose a beautiful expanse of nature, where there
is full licence for to be as green, red, dusty or
iridescent as it wishes; where all things, variously coloured
in accordance with their moleculsr structure, suffer con-
tinual alteration the of shadow and
light; where the workings of latent heat allow no rest, but
: is in a state of vibration which causes
lines to tremble and fulfils the law of cternal and universal
An which is sometimes blue, and

movement.
a.rm&ummaanﬁy;num
sea.

trees are green, the grass and the moss are green;

habituelle de chercher lo the tree-trunks are snaked with green, and the stalks
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are green; green is nature’s because green
marries easily with all the other colours* What strikes me

THE SAaLOox oF 1846

her)
intermboonbebdfdbheorred‘l‘hbho—thtdlf.tho
sky—is cut across with airy fecks of white or with grey
masses, which pleasantly temper its bleak crudeness; and
as the vaporous atmosphere of the season—winter or sum-
mer—bathes, softens or engulfs the contours, nature yeems
like a spinning-top which revolves so rapidly that it appears
grey, although it embraces within itself the whole gamut
of colours,

The sap rises, and 29 the principles mix, there is a fower-
ing of mized tones; trees, rocks and granite boulders gaze
at themselves in the water and cast their reflections upon
them; each transparent object picks up light and colour as
it passes from nearby or afar. According as the daystar
its position, tones change

® for sod bloe, its but 1
o o ol o ivdgt g~ - g -
to transcendent colousists are

the science of counterpoint. (ca.)

f
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- eternal yaristion of the symphony of yesterday, this suc-

- cession of melodies whose variety
infinite, this complex

ever issues from the
hymn is called colour.
In colour are to be found harmony, melody and counter-

If you will examine the detail within the detail in an
object of medium dimensions—for , 2 woman's hand,
rosy, slender, with skin of the finest—you will see that there
is perfect barmony between the green of the strong veins
with which it is ridged and the ruby tints which mark the
knuckles; pink nails stand out against the topmost-joints,
which are characterized by several grey and brown tones.
As for the palm of the hand, the life-lines, which are pinker
by the system of green or blue veins which run across them.
A study of the same object, carried out with a lens, will
afford, within however small an arca, a perfect harmony
of grey, blue, brown, green, crange and white tones,
warmed by a touch of yellow—a harmony which, when
combined with shadows, the colourist’s type of
modelling, which is essentially different from that of the

whaose difficnities more or less boil down to
the copying of a plaster-cast.

Colour is thus the accord of two tones. Warmth and
coldness of tone, in whose opposition all theory resides, can-
not be defined in an absolute manner; they only exist in a
relative sense,

The lens is the colourist’s eye.

I do not wish to conclude from all this that a colourist
should proceed by s minute study of the tones commingled
in a very limited space. For if you admit that every mole-
cule is endowed with its own tone, it would
follow that matter should be divisible; and be-
sides, as art is nothing but an abstraction and 2 sacrifice of
detail to the whole, it is important to concern oneself above
all with masses. I merely wished to prove that if the case
were possible, any number of tones, so long as they were
logically would fuse naturally in accordance
with the law which governs them.
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Chemical affinities are the grounds whereby Nature can-
not make mistakes in the arrangement of her tones; for with
Nature, form and colour are one,

No more can the true colourist make mistakes;
is allowed him, because from birth he knows the whole scale
of tones, the force of tone, the results of mixtures and the
whole sclence of counterpoint, und thus he can produce a
harmouny of twenty different rods.

This is so troe that if an anti-colourist landowner took it
into his head to repaint his property in some ridiculous
manner and in a system of cacophonous colours, the thick
snd transparent vamish of the atmosphere and the learned
eye of Veronese between them would put the whole thing
right and would produce a satisfying ensemble on canvas—
conventional, no doubt, but logical,

This explains how a colourist can be paradoxical in his
way of expressing colour, and how the study of nature
often leads to a result quite different from nature.

The air plays such an important part in the theory of
colour that if a landscape-painter were to the leaves
of a tree just as he sees them, he would secure a false tone,
cousidering that there is a much smaller expanse of air be-
tween the spectator and the picture than between the
spectator and nature,

Falsifications are continually necessary, even in order to
achieve a trompe-Teril.

Harmony is the basis of the theory of colour.

Melody is unity within colour, or over-all colour,

Melody calls for a cadence; it is a whole, in which every
effect contributes to a general effect.

Thus melody leaves a deep and lasting impression in the

mind.

Most of our young colourists lack melody.

The right way to know if a picture is melodious is to Jook
at it from far enough away to make it im to under-
stand its subjoct or to distinguish its lines, If it is melodious,
it already has & meaning and hus already taken its place in
your store of memories.

Style and feeling in colour come from choice, and cholce
comes from temperament.

.
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Cobnuanbegxyandplayful,phyﬁxlancll.ud.rich
and gay, rich and sad, commonplace and origina
ﬁ?\’m’s colour is tranquil and gay. Delacroix's
colour is often plaintive, and that of M. Catlin! is often
terrible, i

For a long time 1 lived opposite a drinking-shop which
was crudely striped in red and green; it afforded my eyes a
delicious pain.
1 do not know if any analogist has ever established a
complete scale of colours and feelings, but I remember a
passage in Hoffmann which expresses my idea perfectly and
which will appeal to all those who sincerely love nature: ‘It
is not only in dreams, or in that mild delirium which pre-
cedes sleep, but it is even swakened when I hear music—
that perception of an analogy and an intimate connexion
between colours, sounds and perfumes. It seems to me that
all these things were created by one and the same ray of
light, and that their combination must result in a wonderful
concert of harmony. The smell of red and brown marigolds
sbove all produces a magical effect on my being. It makes
me fall into a deep reverie, in which I seem to hear the
solemn, deep tones of the oboe in the distance,™
It is often asked If the same man can be at once a great
colourist and a great draughtsman.
Yumdm;fud:mmdiﬂ:ctcntkindsofdm;i:‘;g.m
The quality of draughtsmanship consists above
hptm.lndmuptwifiﬁn excludes touch; but there
are such things as happy touches, and the colourist who
undertiakes to express nature through colour would often
lose more by suppressing l;!;hnppy touches than by study-
a austerity of drawing.
h‘C«hinlymcolomdmnotmhdegutdrmghnmamhip
~that of Veronese, for example, which proceeds above all
by ensemble and by mass; but it does exclude the meticu-
lous drawing of detail, the contour of the tiny fragment,
where touch will always eat away line.

* On Catlin, see pp. 72-3.
* Krelsleriana., (cm.) It is the third of the detached observa-

- tions entitled Hachst serstreute Cedanken.
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The love of air and the choice of subjects in movement
call for the employment of Sowing and fused lines.

Exclusive draughtsmen act in accordance with an inverse
procedure which is yet analogous. With thelr eyes fixed
upon tracking and surprising their line In its most seoret
convolutions, they have no time to see air and light—that
is to say, the effocts of these things—and they even compel
themselves not to see them, in order to avoid offending the
dogma of their school.

It is thus possible to be at once a colourist and a draughts-
man, but only in a certain sense. Just as a draughtsman can
be a colourist in his broad masses, 50 a colourist can be
draughtsman by means of a total logie fn his linear on-
semble; but one of these qualities always engulfs the detall
of the other,

The draughtsmanship of colourists is like that of nature;
their figures aro naturally bounded by a harmonious colli-
sion of coloured masses,

Pure draughtsmen are phi and dislecticians,

w

EUGENE DELACROIX

RomaxTicism and colour Jead me straight to Eugéne Dela-
m‘oix.ldonotlmowifbeispmudofhistitbof‘mmanﬁc',
but his place is here, because a long time ago—from his
very first work, in fact—the majority of the public placed
him at the bead of the modern school

As I enter upon this part of my work, my heart is full of
a serene joy, and I am purposely selecting my newest pens,
80 great is my desire to be clear and lmpid, so happy do 1
feel to be my dearest and most sympathetic
subject. But in order to make the conclusions of this chapter
properly intelligible, I must first go back some little distance
in the of this and place before the eyes of
the public cortain documents of the case which have already
been cited by earlier critics and historfans, but which are
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necessary to complete my demonstration. Nevertheless, 1 do
- not think that true admirers of Eugéne Delacroix will feel

anything but a keen pleasure in re-reading an extract from
the Constitutionnel of 1822, taken from the Salon of M.
Thiers,? journalist,
“In my opinion no picture is a clearer revelation of future
than M. Delacroix’s Dante et Virgile aux
Enfers® Here above all you can recognize that spurt of
talent, that burst of dawning mastery which revives our
hopes, already a trifle dashed by the too moderate worth
of all the rest.

‘Dante and Virgil are being ferried across the infernal
stream by Charon; they cleave their way with difficulty
through the mob which swarms round the barque in
order to clamber aboard. Dante, pictured alive, bears the
dreadful taint of the place: Virgil, crowned with gloomy
laurel, wears the colours of death, The hapless throng,
doomed eternally to crave the opposite baok, are cling-
ing to the boat: one is clutching at it in vain, and, thrown
backwards by his precipitate effort, plunges once more
into the waters; another has hold, and is kicking back
those who, like himself, are struggling to get on board;
two others are gripping at the elusive timber with their
teeth, There you have all the egoism of misery, the
despair of Hell. In a subject which borders so closely on
exaggeration, you will yet find a severity of taste, a

of setting, so to say, which enhances the de-

sign, though stern judges—in this case, ill-advised—might

criticize it for a Jack of nobility. It is painted

with a broad, firm brush, and its colour is simple and
if a trifle raw.

*Apart from that poetic imagination which is common
both to painter and writer, the author of this picture has
another, artistic imagination, which one might almost
call ‘the graphic imagination,® and which is quite dif-

. Thiers (1767-1877), later famous as statesman and
was at that time at the very outset of his carcer,
* In the Louvre; see pl. 63.

* L'tmagination du dessin,
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ferent from the first. He throws his

on to the can-

vas, he groups and bends them at will, with the boldness |

of Michelangelo and the abundance of Rubens. Some
strange recollection of the great masters seized hold of
me at the sight of this picture; once more I found that
power—wild, ardent, but natural-which yields without
effort to its own

T do not believe that I am mistaken when I say that
M. Delacroix has been given genius. Lot him forward
this assurance, let him devote himself to immense tusks,
an indispessable condition of talent; and let him take
still further confidence when 1 say that the
which I am expressing here is shared by one of the great
masters of the school.'

as a connoisseur of painting, the young Thiers must have
struck him as a trifle mad.

To obtain a proper idea of the confusion into

pupil, only looked at the picture because of the clamour
that raged around it

Géricanlt, who was back from Italy (where he was said
bhnmdnvmldhknhuw?&
before the great frescoes of Rome and Florence) com-
X to Slvestre (Histolre des ertistes vicents, 1558,
p. 62), this was Cérard.
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plimented the new and still bashful painter so warmly that
e was almost overcome.®

It was in front of this or, some time afterwards,
in front of the Pestiférés de Scio,* that Cérard himself, who,
as it seems, was more a wit than a painter, cried “A painter
has just been revealed to us, but he is 2 man who runs along
the roof-tops™To run along the roof-tops you need 2 firm
step and an eye illumined by an interior light.

Let glory and justice be accorded to MM. Thiers and

It Is doubtless & lengthy interval that separates the Dante
and Virgil from the paintings in the Palais Bourbon;? but
the biography of Eugéne Delacroix is poor in incident. For
a man like this, endowed with such courage and such pas-
sion, the most interesting struggles are those which he has
to maintain against himself; horizons need not be vast for
battles to be important, and the most curious events and
revolutions take place beneath the firmament of the skull,
in the close and mysterious lasboratory of the brain.

Now that the man had been duly revealed and was con-
tinuing to reveal himself more and more (in the allegorical
picture La Gréce,” Sardangpalus,® La Liberté? etc.), and
now that the of the now gospel was spreading
from day to day, even academic disdain found itself forced
to take this new genius into account. One fine day M.
Sosthénes de la Rochefoncauld, then Directeur des Beaux-
Arts, sent for Eugéne Delacroix, and, after lavishing com-
pliments upon him, told him that it was vexing that a man
of so rich an imagination and so fine a talent, 2 man, more-
* Géricault s elsewhere recorded as ssying that it was s picture
that be would have been glad to have signed himself.

* 1 write instead of massacre in order to to the
critics those to which they have so and so

qgﬂmd.(u)mﬁdmﬁwwh&almmh
was in 1824,

*On which Delacroix was still engaged in 1848,

* Painted In 1827; first exhibited the following year, and now in
the Bardesux Museum, 37

* Painted in 1527, and now in the Louvre; repro. Journal, pl. 8.
. in | and pow in the 18.




had written & new and very lofty article in Lo Globe
A journey to Morocco*! seems to have left a deep impres-
l&mm}&mhd;;baebccuﬂdnudyuldnsebmhm

position of The Women of Algiers** and a mass of sketches
probably date from this period.

Up to the present, Engine Delacroix has met with in-
justice. Criticism, for him, has been bitter and ignorant;
with one or two noble exceptions, even the praises of his

to compare Eugéne Delacroix to Victor Hugo. They had
their romantic poet; they needed their painter. This neces-
sity of going to any length to Snd and ana-
logues in the different arts often results in strange blunders;
and this one proves once again how little people knew what
" On the Salon of 1824,

“In 1852,

* Paintod in 1554, and now i the Louvre; soe pl. 04,
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they were about. Without any doubt the
have seemed s painful one to Eugéne Delacroix, if not to
both of them; for if my definition of romanticism (intimacy,
spirituality and the rest) places Delacroix at its head, it
naturally excludes M. Victor Hugo. The has en-
dured in the banal realm of ideas, and these two

must

once and for all.
1 beg 2ll those who have felt the need to create some kind
of aesthetic for their own use and to deduce causes from

M. Victor Hugo, whose nobility and majesty I certainly
have no wish to belittls, is a workman far more adroit than
inventive, a labourer much more correct than creatice.
Delacroix is sometimes clumsy, but be is essentially creative.
In all his pictures, both lyric and dramatic, M. Victor Hugo

possession of, and coldly employs, all the
modulations of rhyme, all the resources of antithesis and
all the tricks of apposition. He is a composer of the de-
cadence or transition, who handles his tools with a truly
admirable and curious desterity. M. Hugo was by nature
an academician even before he was born, and if we were
still living in the time of fabulous marvels, I would be pre-

to belicve that often, as he passed before their wrath-
ful sanctuary, the green lions of the Institut would murmur
to him in {

Qly,bm‘d&emmm&-:umd-w



56 T sarox or 1846 [
to the most adventurous imaginations.

m g
nature, M. Victor Hugo has become a painter in poetry;
Delacrotx, always respectful of his ideal, is often, withou
know!;:gni:mlnp;mumg

As for the second preconception, preconception of
pure chance, it has no more substance than the
Nothing is sillier or more impertinent than to talk to a great
artist, and one as learned and as thoughtful as Delacroix,
about the obligations which he may owe to the god of

Delacroix’s method rather well—-a method which, like that

of all robustly-framed beings, is the result of his tempera-
ment:

‘It artistic matters, [ am a ist. 1 believe that
the artist cannot find all his forms in nature, but that the
most remarkable are revesled to him in his soul, kike the
innate of innate ideas, and at the same instant.
A modern professor of sesthetics, the author of Recherches
sur Tltalie,)* has tried to restore to honour the old prio-
ciple of the imitation of neture, and to maintain that the

artist should find all his forms in nature. The pro-

, in thus setting forth his ultimate principle of the
plastic arts, had only forgotien one of those arts, but one
of the most fundamental-I mean architecture. A belated
attempt has now been made to trace back the forms of
architecture to the leafy branches of the forest and the
rocks of the ; and yet these forms were nowhere to be
found in external nature, but rather in the soul of man. "%

Now this is the principle from which Delacroix sets out—
that 2 should first and foremost reproduce the in-
timate thought of the artist, who dominates the model as
the creator dominates his creation; and from this principle
there emesges a second which seems at first sight to con-
tradict it—namely that the artist must be meticulously care-
ful concemning his material means of execution. He
a fanatical regard for the cleanliness of his tools and the
preparation of the clements of his work. In fact, since
painting is an art of deep ratiocination, and one that de-
mands an immediate contention between a host of different
qualities, it is important that the band should encognter
the least number of obstacles wheu it gets down
to business, and that it should the divine orders
of the brain with a slavish slacrity; otherwise the ideal will

REpe.

" The reference Is 1o Carl Friedrich von Rumohr ( 17585-1843);

“ From Heine's Salon of 1831, which was published in a French

‘trnmslation in his De ks France, 1833,
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The of of this great artist is no Jess

slow, serious and conscientious than his execution is mimble.

This moreover is a quality which he shaves with the painter
whom public opinion has set at the pole from
him—I mean M. Ingres. But travail is by no means the
samo thing as childbirth, and these grest princes of paint-
ing, though endowed with a seeming indolence, exhibit a
marvellous agility in covering a canvas. St. Symphorian'®
was entirely several times, and at the outset it
contained far fewer

Nature, for Eugéne Delacrolx, is 3 vast dictionary whose
leaves ho turns and consults with a sure and searching oye;
and his painting which issues above all from the memory,
speaks above all to the memery. The effect produced upon
the spectator’s soul is analogous to the artist’s means. A
picture by Delacroix—Dante and Virgil, for example—always
leaves a decp impression whose intensity increases with
distance. Ceaselessly sacrificing detail to whole, and hesitat-
ing to impair the vitality of his thought by the drodgery of
& neater and more czlligraphic execution, he rejoices in the
full use of an inalienable originality, which is his searching
intimacy with the subject.

The employment of 3 dominant note can only rightfully
take place st the expense of the rest An excessive taste
makes sacrifices necessary, and masterpisces are never any-
thing but varied extracts from pature. That is the reason
why it is necessary to submit to the consequences of a
gnndpanm(-'hnmﬁmybe) bweeptthchﬂhy
of 2 talent, and not to try and with This
hnﬂingum&udbyhpuﬂevbhveﬁaed .
sounuch at Delacroix’s
mlpu;.mmeptﬂndp-bhdhdnyhn |
a right to be, whose judgement is worth no more than half
that of an architect, at the most. Sculpture, to which colour
is impossible and movement difficult, has nothing to discuss |
with an artist whose chief
colour and

demand a somewhat undecided contour, light and foating

o St. Symphorien war commissioned for Autun cathedral
hmlnuw-ﬂhy-h
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. lines, and boldness of touch. Delacroix is the only artist

preoccupations !
These three elements !
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today whose originality has not been invaded by the tyran-
mlqmdmi@thnu;hsﬁguumdwayuuﬂm
and his futtering. From Delacroix’s point of view
&ellnadoesmtc:kt;ﬁx however teauous it may be, a

mppmeitﬁickcnongh

Moreover there are several kinds of drawing,
of colour:~the cxact or slly, the physiognomic and the

The first is incorrect by sheer force of reality,
-hnlbanhmxd.themdkammhsmbutﬂul-
ized draughtsmanship—the draughtsmanship of a genius
who knows how to choose, correct, rebuke, and




mixture of science—that is to say, be is a complete painter;
and of naiceté-that is to say, a com
Louis au Marais*’ and Jook at his Pietd, in which the ma-
t the body of ber dead
Son on her knees, with her two armns extended

tempest-ridden se2 no Jess than massed boulders. This back-
ground is fantastic in its simplicity, fu,&elﬂehehngelo.
Eungéne Delacroix seems to have
nmdanottndamngetheduiyo(hsih.'ﬂhm
ﬁmhmn&qbfuzwd-wyupm&emﬁ
But this was not the first time that he had tackled
subjects. His Agony in the Carden’® and his St. Sebastion'®
had

But to explain what | declared & moment ago-that only
Delacroix knows how to paint religious subjocts—I would

l“ehmhMoMmpug-(: -
Saint-Denmtsdu-Saint-Sacronent,

1844) for the church of
where it is now 10 be seens

* Exhibited in 1827, snd now in the church of Saivt-Paul-Saint-

* Painted in 1530 and boaght for the church of Nantua,

man. Co to St. |
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L have the spectator note that if his most




primitives—that is, they aim at achieving unity by the sup-
pression of effects of light and by a vast system of softened

colourings. This method, which is doubtless more reason- |

able, nevertheless evades the difficulties. Under Louis XiV,
XV and XVI, painters produced decorations of dazzling
brilliance, but they lacked unity in colour and com

Eugéne Delacroix had decorations to paint, and he solved
the great problem. He discovered pictorfal unity without
doing hurt to his trade as a colourist.

We have the Pulais Bourboo™ to bear witness to this
extraordinary tour de force. There the light is dispensed
economically, and it spreads evenly across all the figures,
without tyrannically catching the eye.

The circular ceiling in the libeary of the
fs a still more astonishing work, in which the painter has
arrived not only at an even blander and more unified effect,
while suppressing nothing of the qualities of colour and
light which are the characteristic feature of all his
—but he has gone further and revealed himself in an alto-
gether new guise: Delacroix the ter!

Instead of painting Apcllo and the Muses, the invariable
decoration for 2 librsry, Eugéne Delacroix has yielded to his
irresistible taste for Dante, whom alone, per-
haps, can challenge in his mind, and be has chosen the
passage where Dante and Virgil meet with the principal
poets of antiquity in 2 mysterious place:

We ceased not to go, though be was speaking; but passed

the wood meznwhile, the wood, I say. of crowded spirits.

Our way was not yet far since my slumber, when 1 saw

a fire which conquered a hemisphere of the darkness,

We were still a little distant from it; vet not so distant

that 1 did not in part discern what honourable people

occupied that place.

‘0 thou that honourest every science and art; who are
these, who have such honour that it separates them from
the manner of the rest?”

* Delacroix made 1 for the of
mcma-m,-ammm —pu. § i

'mmmm&oddhﬁnhm
ut the time that this was written,
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And he to me: “The honoured name, which glorifies
them in that life of thine, guins favour in Heaven which
thus advances them'.

Meanwhile a voice was heard by me: “Honour
great Poet! His shade returns that was departed.”

After the voice had paused and was silent, I saw four
great shadows come to us; they had an aspect neither sad
nor joyful.

The good Master began to speak: “Mark him with that
sword in hand, who comes before the three as their lord:
that is Homer, the sovereign poet; the next who comes is
Horace the satirist; Ovid is the third, and the last is
Luocan. Because each agrees with me in the name which
the one voice sounded, they do me honour; and therein
they do well’

Thus I saw assembled the goodly schoal of that lord
of highest song, who like an eagle soars above the rest.
After they had talked & space together, they turned to
me with & sign of salutation; snd my Master smiled
thereat. And greatly more besides they honoured me; for
they made me of their number, so that I was a sixth
amid such intelligences.3t

PR i
point of view at which I
- ago, the landscape, which is nevertheless no more than an
‘accessory—such is the universality of the great masters!—is
& thing of the greatest importance. This circular landscape,
which embraces an enormous area, is with the as-
r'mdaw.md&o and love of

* Dante, Inferno, canto iv. IL. 64 sqq.
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& painter of landscape. Clumps of laurel and considerable ! s together—is nevertheless perfectly natural; this vigorous

7o N lhcgm':nrd,n:unhim.i; R S TRion ok g el oals . oo
orm sunlig mber on 3 ' caress scene, romantic landscape

blnem(meﬂ-gm.fmmapufecthaizmlwlhclya'$ rPuipin s P o -

pleasure ** The sky is biue and white—an amazing thing = 5 5 O

with Delacroix; the clouds, which are spun and drawn out The general success which this picture bas achieved, and

in different directions, like a piece of gauze being rent, are | interest which it insoi !
of a wonderful airiness; and the deep and luminous vault - : » mlygo » Wiit1 have

of the sky recedes 10 a prodigious height. Even Bonington's
water-colouss are loss transparent.

This masterplece, which, in my opinion, is superior to the N
finest of Veranese, needs a great tranquillity of mind and a :
very gentle light to be properly comprebended. Unfor- || ergeemte s Chureh™ helongs o fhat sibady emerous

tunately the brilliant daylight which will burst through the | N PR |
great window of the fagade, as soon as it is cleared of its to be wanting to explain his hithographs.** which have been

. . criticized.

tarpaulins and scaffolding, will make this task more difficult, o bitterly -
Delacroix's pictures this yess are The Abduction of Re- 1 T water-colour Lion has & special merit for me, quile
becca, taken from Loanhoe, the Farewell of Romeo and || *Pact from its boacty of drawing and sttitude; this is be
Juliet, Marguerite in Church, and A Lion, in water-colour, || ©29 R s painted with 2 greas simplicity. Water-colour &
The admirable thing about The Abduction of Rebeoca® || Testrieted here 1o its own modest role; it has no, desire
is the perfect ordering of its colours, which are intense, | oil-paint i stature.

cmﬂmmmm&mdwul- Toomh&lhsm}ymuodymmbtmwm
ists, you will alwsys be noticing vacuums, that is to say |  Guality of all, and that which makes him the true painfer
great holes produced by tones which are below the Jevel |  ©f the nincteenth century; it is the unique and persistent
of the rest, so to speak. Delacroix’s painting is like nature; melancholy with which all his works are imbued, and which
Bomeo and Juliet™ sre shown om the balcony, in the faces, in gesture and in style of colour. Delacroix has
morning’s cold radiance, holding one another devoutly fondness for Dante and Shakespeare, two other great
clasped by the waist. In the viclence of this farewell em- | painters of human anguish: he knows them through and
brace, Juliet, with her hands laid on the shoulders of her |  through, and is able to translate them freely. As you look
lover, is throwing back her head as though to draw breath, through the succession of his pictures, you might think
or in a movement of pride and joyful passion. This un- that you were assisting at the celebration of some dolorous
wonted attitude—for almost all painters glue their lovers’ mystery; Dante end Virgll, The Massacra of Scio, Sar-

;;I:.P:.M(by Bandelaire) is an exact verbal scho | ™ Repro. Escholier, vol. IL facing p. 505.

toelon’s description of Calypeo’s bland (Tdlémague, |  *® Delacroix’s Faust were first published In book
:k!‘!t)hcudnpcln New York; Journal, | :7. dh'ﬁnah;‘h ::h—-(
n Museum, ) ; repro, 1 spoke grest w see
a9 ' 7  Conversations of Goethe with




danapalus, Christ in the Garden of Olives, St. Sebastian,
Medea,® The Shipwreck of Don Juan,** and the Hamlet,*?
which was s0 much mocked at and so misunderstood. In
several of them, by some strange and recurring accident,
you will find one figare which is more stricken, more
crushed than the others; a fgure in which all the surround-
ing anguish is epitomized—for example, the kneeling
woman, with her hair cast down, in the foreground of the
Crusaders at C 5 or the old woman, so
wrinkled and forlom, in The Massecre of Scio. This aura
of melancholy surrounds even The Women of Algiers,™
that most engaging and showy of his pictures. That little
poem of an interior, all sllence and repose, and crammed
with rich stuffs and knick-knacks of the toilet, seems some-
how to exhale the beady scent of a house of {ll-fame, which
quickly enough guides our thoughts towards the fathomless
limbo of sadoess, Generally speaking he does not paint
pretty women—not at any rate from the point of view of the
fashionable world. Almost all of them are sick, and gleam-
ing with a sort of interior besuty. He expresses physical
force not by bulk of muscle, but by nervous tension. He is
unrivalled at expressing not merely suffering, but above
all moral suffering—and here lies the prodigious mystery of
his painting! This lofty and serious melanchaly of his shines
with a gloomy brilliance, even in his colour, which is broad,
simple and abundant in harmonious masses, like that of all
the great colourists; and yet it is as plaintive and deep-
tened as 2 melody by Weber.®®

Each one of the old masters has his his pre-
rogative, which he is often constrained to share with illus-
trious rivals. Thus Raphael has form, Rubens and Veronese

* Painted in 1838, and now in the Lille Museum,

™ Painted in 1840, and now in the Louvre; repro. Journal, pL 50,
* Delacrolx painted several versions of Hamlet and the Grave-
digger: that of 1530 is in the Louvre; see pl. 65,

" Painted in 1841, and now fn the Louvre; repro, Journaly pl. 25,
* Paloted in 1834, and now in the Louvre; see pl. 64

* The simile rocars o the stanza devoted to Delacrolx (n Baude-
lunl:'opoanlarh.-.sny.tl‘l.mm“ amlyua
ils stanza,

|

. EUGENE DELACROIX E

colour, Rubens and Michelangelo the ‘graphic imagination’,
There remained one province of the empire in which
Rembrandt alone had carried out a few raids; I mean
drama, natural and living drama, the drama of terror and
melancholy, expressed often through colour, but always
through gesture.

In the matter of sublime gestures, Delacroix’s only rivals
are outside his art. I know of scarcely any others but
Frédérick Lemaitre® and Macready,*

It s because of this entirely modern and novel quality
that Delacroix is the latest expression of progress in art.
Heir to the great tradition—that is, to breadth, nobility
and magnificence in composition—and a worthy successor
of the old masters, he has even surpassed them in his
command of anguish, passion and gesture! It is really this
fact that establishes the importance of his greatness. Sup-
pose, indeed, that the baggage of one of the illustrious
departed were to go astray; he will almost always have his

, who will be able to explain him and disclose
his secret to the historfan’s scrutiny. But take away Dela-
croix, and the great chain of history is broken and slips
to the ground.

In an article which must seem more like a prophecy
than a eritique, what is the object of isolating faults of de-
tail and microscopic blemishes? The whole is so fine that
I have not the heart. Besides it is such an easy thing to do,
and so many others have done itl Is it not a pleasunt
change to view people from their good side? M. Delacraixs
defects are at times so obvious that they strike the least
trmined eye. You have only to open at random the first

that comes your way, and you will find that they

followed the opposite method from mine, in
not seeing the glorious qualities which con-

* Frédérick Lomaltre (1800-1876) was one of the great French
actors of the Romantic n, He made his ﬁntgt sue-
cess as Robert Macaire in L des Adrets (1 , and
later created the title-rdle in Victor Hugo's Ruy Blas,

* William Charles Macready (1793-1878), the notable English

tragedian of the same as Edmund Kean. His grand,
..mm&m;ﬂ.m;‘ﬁ&?“"‘“"““‘



e ol Ao e —

stitute his originality. Need I remind you that great geniuses
never make mistakes by halves, and that they have the
privilege of enormity in every direction?

Among Delacroix’s pupils there are some who have happily
appropriated whatever elements of his talent could be cap-
tured—that is, certain parts of his method—and who have
already earnod themselves something of a reputition.
Nevertheloss their colour has, generally speaking, this flaw
~that it scarcely aims above picturesqueness and ‘effect’s
the ideal is in no sexso their domain, although they readlly

with nature, without having camed the right to
do s0 by dint of thelr master’s intrepid studies.

This year we must regrot the absence of M. Planet,
whose Sointe Thérése™ attracted the eyes of the con-
nofsseurs st the last Salon-and of M. Riesener, who has
often given us broadly-coloured pictures, and by whom
you can see some good ceilings at the Chambre des Pairs—
and see them with pleasure, too, in spite of the terrible
proximity of Delacroix.

M. Léger-Chérelle has sent Le Martyre de Sainte Iréne.®
The composition consists of a single figure and a pike,
which makes a somewhat eifect. Nevertheless
the colour and the modelling of the torso are generally
good. But I rather think that M. Léger-Chérelle had already
shown the public this picture before, with some minor
variations.

A somewhat surprising feature of La Mort de Cléopdtre, 3
by M. Lassale-Bordes, is that the artist does mot seem to
be uniquely preoccupied with colour; and this is perhaps
& merit. Its tints are, 50 to speak, equivocal, and this sour-
ness of taste is not without its charms.

is dying, on her throne, while Octaviuss envoy
stoops forward to gaze at her. One of her handmaidens has

* See pp. 15-19,

* The note in the Salon catalogue runs as follows: ‘Cotto vierge,

u&mmch‘lullmalmmbm&ol’mz:mu

moudé’ummmapthuudpud-d'mﬂcb‘ (Vies des
h.

* Now in the Autun Museam; soo pl. 10,
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. majesty, and the
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just expired at her feet. The composition does not lack
painting has been executed with quite

a daring simplicity; Cleopatra’s head is beautiful, and the
negress’s green and pink attire contrasts happily with the
colour of her skin. This huge picture has been

carried through with no regard for imitation, and it cer-
tainly contains something to please and attract the un-
attached fldneur.

v
ON EROTIC SUBJECTS IN ART, AND ON M. TASSAERT

Has i vEn been your experience, as it has mine, that after
spending long hours tuming over a collection of bawdy
prints, you fall into a great spell of melancholy? And have
you ever asked yourself the reason for the charm sometimes
to be found in among these annals of lewdness,
which are buried in libraries or lost in dealers” partfolios—
and sometimes also for the ill-homour which they cause
you? It is a mixture of pleasure and pain, a vinegar for
which the lips are always athirst! The pleasure lies in your
seeing ted in all its forms that most important of
natural feelings—and the anger in often finding it so badly
copied or so stupidly slandered. Whether §t has been by
the fireside during the endless winter evenings, or in a
corner of a glazier’s shop, in the dog-days when the hours
hang heavy, the sight of such drawings has often put my
mind into enormous drifts of reverie, in much the same way
s an obscene book sweeps us towards the mystical oceans
of the deep. Many times, when faced with these countless
samples of the universal feeling, I have found myself wish-
ing that the poet, the connoisseur and the could
grant themselves the enjoyment of a Museum of Love,
where there would be a place for everything, from St
Teresa's undirected affections down to the serious debauch-
eries of the ages of ennui. No doubt an immense distance

separates Le Départ pour Tile de Cythére* from the miser-

| 'By Watteun.
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side-table in s harlot’s room; but with a subject of such
importance, wothing shoald be all
things are sanctified by genius, and if these subjects were
treated with the necessary care und reflection,
in no wise be sofied by that revolting obsoenity, which is
bravado rather than truth,

Let not the moralist be too alarmed! I shall know how
to keep the proper bounds, und besides, my dream is
limited to a wish for this immenso poem of Jove as sketched
by only the purest hands—by Ingres, Watteau, Rubens,
Delacroix! The playful and elegant princesses of Watteau
beside the grave snd composed Venuses of M. Ingres, the
resplendent pearls of Rubens and Jordaens and the sad
beauties of Delacroix, just as one can imagine them—
great pale women, drowned in satin]*

And so, to give complete reassurance to the reader’s
startied virtue, let me say that I should class among erotic
subjects not only all pictures which are specially concerned
with love, but also any picture which suggests love, be it
only a portrait.**

In this inmense museum 1 envisage the beauty and the
love of all climes, expressed by the leading artists—from
has bequeathed us in his fashion engravings, down to
Rembrandt's Venases who are having their nails done and

them, secretly or in public, from Giulio Remano to Devéris
and Gavarni.

In genersal their great defect is a lack of sincerity and
naiveté. 1 remember, however, a lithograph® which ex-
one of the great truths of wanton un-
without too much refinement. A young man, dis-
guised as & woman, and his mistress, dressed as a man, are
seated side by side on a sofa—the sofa which you know so
well, the sofa of the furnished and the
apartment. The young woman is trying to lift her Jover’s
skirt.* In the ideal museum of which 1 was this
lewd sheet would be counterbalanced by many others in
which love would only appear in its most refined form.

These reflections have occurred to me in connection with
two pictures by M. Tassaert—Erigone and Le Marchand
d esclaves.

M. Tassaert, of whom I made the grave mistake of not
saying enough last year, is u painter of the greatest merit,
and one whose talent would be most happily applied to

Erigone is half recumbent upon a mound overshadowed
with vines—in a tive pose, with ona leg almost bent
the is fine, and the lines sinuous and expertly

Nevertheless | would criticize M. Tassaert, who
is a colourist, for having painted this torso in too uniform
a tone.




buy them as
behind, and whose buttocks are enveloped in a transparent

still wears upon ber head a milliner’s hat, a hat |

in the Rue Vivienne or at the Temple. The poor
gir] has doubtless been carried off by pirates!

The colour of this picture is remarkable in the extremo
for its delicacy and of tope. One would
imagine that M. Tasssert bas been studying Delacroix’s
manner; nevertheless be has managed to retain an original
colour.

He is an outstanding artist, whom only the fldneurs ap-
preciate and whom the public does not know well enough;

reasom to look forward to ravishing things from him in the

future.

i
ON SOME COLOURISTS

THERE ARE two curiosities of a certain §

! Goorge Catlin (1798-1572), the American artist, elght
mwihln&muﬁur%ghtmdmmmd
Mexican territories, between 1829 and 1837, During this period

established lh"“u. meh lgh'hr:
Paris, not paintings several
:m-ﬁmuh-awp.uwqu.

beauties. The one who is seen from
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fellow who could neither paint nor draw, and that i he

For today it is established that M. Catlin can paint and
draw very well indeed. These two would be
enough to prove it to me, if I could not call o mind many
other equally fine. I had been parti
by the transparency and lightness of his skies.

M. Catlin has captured the proud, free character and
the noble expression of these splendid fellows in &
way; the structure of their heads is wonderfully well
understood. With their fine attitudes and their ease of

i

{

attracted special attention at this year's Salon by a picture,
h'ﬁ.&k%?ﬂ&’ﬁugmm
* Repro, lilustr,, vol. 7 (1846), p. 56,




struck by its soft and barmonious appearance.
M. Boissard, whose beginnings were also brilliant and

flesh-tones which are 2 trifle dingy. The pose is s happy one.

In this interminable Salon, where differences have been
more than ever wiped out, and where everyone can draw
and paiot a little, but not encugh to deserve even to be
classed, it is a great joy 10 meet 3 frank and true painter
like M. Debon. Pechaps his Concert dans latelier® is 2 little
too ertistic = P Valentin, Jordaens and seversl others
have their part in it; but st least it is fine, healthy painting,
which marks its author 25 3 man who is perfectly sure of
himself.

M. Duveau hss sent Lz Lendemoin dune tempéie. 1 do
not know i he has it in him to become a fank colourist,
but some parts of his picture give bopes of &t. At Sext sight
you seasch your memory for some historical sceme which
it can represent; for in fact the English are zlmost alone
in daring to of such vast s
Nevertheless it is well organized and in general seems well
designed. The tonality, which is a little too uniform and
offends the eye at first, is doubtless based on an effect of
nature, all of whose features appear singuladly crude in

M. Lacwmlein’s Cherité* is a charming woman with a |

* Repro. Ity vol. 7 (1846), p. 121,
* Laemloin made & Nthograph also of this sebject.

ory, and he will cause many people to forget all the rest.
M. Decamps is one of those who, for many years now,
tyranmically the public’s interest; and
could be more legitimate.
This artist, who is gifted with s marvellous capacity for
used often to achieve effective results
by means of a happy conflict of little tricks. If he shirked
linesr detail too much, often contenting himself with move-
i used occs-
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or mocking fancy, which was a perfect match for the
ironies of nature; and so his figures were always posed,
draped or dressed in accordance with the truth and with
the eternal proprieties and habits of their persons. If there
was & certain immobility in his drawing, this was by no
means unpleasing, and actually put the seal upon his
crientalism. Normally he tock his models in repose; and
~ when were shown running, they often reminded you
of frozen shadows or of silhoucttes suddenly halted in their
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 bover in the

lethargy and fatalion; nor even the birds of prey which

of that masterpiece entitied Le
des Crochets.

At that time the sun and light played a great part in M.

Yes, M. Decamps” pictures were full of poetry, and often
of reverie; but what others, like Delacroix, would
by great draughtsmanship, by an original choice of model
or by broad and Sowing colour, M. Decamps achieved by
intimacy of detail. The only criticism, in fact, which you
could mske, was that he was too concerned with the
material execation of objects; his houses were made of true
plaster and true wood, his walls were made of true lime-
the heart was
the 't
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All the same, M. Decamps has reappeared this year with
some Turkish things, some some genre-pictures,
and an Effet de Piuie.* But you bave to look for them; they |
no longer strike the eye at once.

M. who is 5o good at doing the sun, has failed,
however, with the min; besides, he has given his ducks a
slab of stone to swim on, ete., ete. His Ecole
theless, is more like his best pictures;

that 1 do not want to analyse the faults of these. It would
be a puerile task, and bexides everyone will do it very well
for himself without any help from me.
Amongst the paintings by M. Penguilly-I'Haridon,” which
wre all good pieces of workmanship—little pictures, broadly
yet finely painted—there is one that especially stands cut
and attracts the eye; Piorrot présente & Tassemblée ses
compognons Arlequin et Polichinelle.®

face of a miserable fellow whose

i

but the composition

:
I

fantastic ingredient is confined to the manner in which the
scene s represented. A beggar is brandishing a knife in the
pockets are being ran-

- sacked and who is half dead from fear. Those white domi-
pe TM&.MMMM
!r,m pp. 147-8
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noes, in the form of gigantic noses, are very droll and give
the most to this scene of terror.

M. Villa-Amil has painted the throne-room in Madrid. At
first sight. you might say that it was very simply executed;
but if you look at it with more care, you will a lot
of cleverness in the organization and in the general colour-
ing of this decorative picture. It is less fine in tone, perhapy,
but it is firmer in colour than the of the same
for which M. Roberts'* has a liking. If it has a fault, it is
that the ceiling looks less ke a ceiling than a veritable sky.

MM. Wattier and Pérése generally treat almost similar
subjects—fair ladies old-fashioned costumes, in
parks, beneath anclent shades. What distinguishes M.
Pérése is that he paints with much more simplicity, and
hhmmedoesn«ouupdhhnnoapownmﬂ.Bmhlpfh
of the studied delicacy of M. Wattier's figures, M. Pérdse
is his superior in invention. You might say that there is the
same difference between their works as between the mine-
hggllhnuyo“hetimollnxisxvmdtbehmengnl-
lantry of the age of Louis XIIL

Theschoolo{Counne—sim'mumanubyitsmme
—has given us much too much this year.

M. Diaz de la Pefia. ) who is, ig little, the extreme
sentative of this little school, sets out from the

tbatapdemisa;ietm..&s{orm-dlbaﬂnmy,ubin :

thinks that you will invarisbly find it. Of

—the draughtsmanship of movement, the

ofﬂ:emlomist&—tbaa‘nnoqusdm;ﬁnimbsoflnhh
Rtﬂeﬁgimbehuhaﬂ&emﬁ&hmﬂudng,
or like arms and legs scattered in a railway accident. I
would far rather have a i ; at least it does not
presume to give us Les Délsissées or Le Jardin des amours
—it provides designs for shawls and carpets, and its role is
& modest one. It &5 true that M. Diax is » colourist; but

enlarge his frame by a foot, and his strength will fail him,
;“mmmmmuaqw

" Diaz had gﬂpd&&lﬂ&h , of which Bau-
&hbnn-:-* --dmt-ﬁ.’.:lhdm.

is reproduced IHustr, vol. 7 (1848), p. 130,

type  anchovies, the aioli, and the rest?—Appetizing

_ because he does not recognize the necessity for general
- colour. That is why his pictures leave no memory behind
' them.
. But each man has his allotted part, you say. Grest paint-
ing is not made for everyone, by any means. A fine dinner
' contains both hors-d'ceuvres and main courses. Would you
'Mbmﬁhmmgmtbm&
- d'ceuvres?, | reply. Not a bit of it. These things are bon-
bons and sweetmeats. Who would want to feed
on dessert? You hardly do more than just touch it when you
are pleased with your dinner.

M. Célestin Nanteuil knows how to place a brush-stroke,
but he does not know how to fix the proportions and the

of a

h‘)wgdhrmpahuweﬂmough. but fundamentally I be-
lieve him to be an encmy of thought.

M.Hnﬂu.ﬁlemmdbﬂwSyfpha.tha%twnm(m
of poetic subjects—of su streaming
pnhbdaﬂunnwhichbek:’ﬂsl’mcm People who do
not know Italian will think that this word means De-
cameron.

M. Faustin Besson's eolourlosesumcbbyha‘ngn'o

longer duppled and befogged by the windows of Deforge’s
13
M. Fontzine is obviously a serious-minded man; he has
given us M. de Béranger surrounded by o(bot?
sexes, whom he is initiating into the mysteries of Couture’s
manner.
And what great mysteries they are! A pink or peach-
- coloured light, and a green shadow—that’s all there is to it!
The terrible thing about this is that it forces itsclf
upon the eye; you notice it from a great distance.
Without a doubt the most unfortunate of all these gentle-
men is M. Couture himself, who throughout plays the in-
teresting role of victim. An imitator is a babbler who gives

In the various specialities of Bas-Breton, Catalan, Swiss,
“1s the Boulevard Montmarte.



M. Hédouin, who himself yields the palm to M. Haffner,

Several times | have heard this peculiar criticism directed
at the MM. Leleux—~that whether they were supposed to be
Swiss, Spanish or Breton, all their characters seemed to
come from Brittany.,

M. Hédouin is certainly a commendable painter, who
possesses a firm touch and understands colour; no doubt he
will succeed in establishing his own partioular originality,

As for M. Haffner, I owe him a grudge for once having

ainted a portrait in a superably romantic style, and for not

ving painted any more like it I believed that he was

A great artist, rich in poetry and, above all, in invention, a

portraitist of the front rank, who came out with an ocoa-

sional daub in his spare time; but it seems that he Is no
more than just a painter,

vix
ON THE IDEAL AND THE MODEL

Smczcmmnkthemoﬂmhualandthemdﬁbkthing,
the party of the colourists is the most numerous and the
most important. But analysis, which facilitates the artist’s
means of execotion, has divided nature into colour and line;
and before I proceed to an examination of the men who
form the second party, 1 think that it would be well if I
explained some of the principles by which they are guided
—sometimes even without their knowing it.

The title of this chapter is a contradiction, or rather an
agreement of cootraries; for the drawing of a great
draughtsman ought to epitomize both things—the ideal and
the model,

Colour is composed of coloured masses which are made
up of an infinite number of tones, which, through harmony,
become a unity; in the same way, Line, which also has its

" The portrait was at the Salon of the previous soe p. 22,
Mmlumuw:hmhn&mrauﬂmwu:m

s reproduced Iiustr., vol, 7 (1846), p.

‘Now exact imitation spoils a memory

“unity, is

.

pleted, and
;‘n_xz_ yb:zam.ndmm:bmdmun
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Leleux are outstripped by M. Guillemin, who is inferior to |

3

masses and its tions, can be subdivided into a

generaliza
- profusion of particular lines, of which each one is a feature
~of the model

m‘mdammdem:g
be com with an figure, compos

B ot o gt B W v i fs
with it, the inside angles becoming more and more obtuse.

But since there is no such thing us a perfect circum-
ference, the absolute ideal is a piece of nonsense. By his
exclusive taste for simplicity, the feeble-minded artist is led
to a perpetual imitation of the same type. But poets, artists,
and the whole human race would be miserable indeed if
the ideal—that absurdity, that impossibili ever dis-
covered, If that happened, what would everyone do with
his poor his crooked line?

I have already observed that is the great cri-
terion of art; art is a kind of mnemotechny of the beautiful.
. There are some
wretched forwhomthelmstwaxtisamktehof
luck; not only is there no fear of their forgetting it, but they
ﬂndltmgarytopalnulfowtimesaslargeuhfo..&nd
thus they are the despair of lovers—and when a people
commissions a portrait of its king, it is nothing less than
a lover,

A memory is equally thwarted by too much particulariza-
by too much ﬁl;yxlprdortheAuﬁm
Apollo Belvedere or to the Gladiator, because the
Antinous is the ideal of the charming Antinous himself.

Although the universal principle is one, Nature presents
us with nothing sbsolute, nothing even complete;* I see
only individuals. Every animal of a similar species differs in
respect from its , and among the thousands
of fruits that the same tree can produce, it is impossible to
two that are identical, for if so, they would be one
the same; and duality, which is the contradiction of
also its consequence,** But it is in the human race

W&D

i

of man's, (cn.)




above all that we see the most appalling capacity for|
variety. Without the major types which nature |
has distributed over the globe, every day I see passingik
beneath my window a certain number of Kalmouks, Osages, |
Indfans, Chinamen and Anclent Greeks, all more ot leu[
Parisianized. Each individual is & unique harmony; for you |
must often have had the surprising experience of turning |
back at the sound of a known voice and finding yourself |
face to face with an unknown stranger—the living remindor
of sameone clse endowed with a similar voice and similay
gostures, This is so true that Lavater has established a
nomenclature of noses and mouths which agree together,
and he has pointed out several errors of this kind in the
old masters, who have been known to clothe religious or
historical characters in forms which are contrary to their
proper natures. It is possible that Lavater was mistaken in
detail; but be had the basic idea. Such and such a hand
demunds such and such a foot; each epidermis produces
its own bair. Thus each individual has his ideal.

I am not claiming that there are ss many fundamental
ideals as there are individuals, for a mould gives several
impressions; but in the painter’s soul there are just as many |
idf:alsasindivid‘mls.bemmenpom&isamodelcom-

; Thustheidealisnotthuvaguething—lhstborhxgand
impalpable dream—which we see floating on the ceilings of
mdanies;anidealkanindi\idudpmdgbtbymln-
dividual, reconstructed and restored by brush or chisel to
the dazzling truth of its native harmony,

The first quality of a draughtsman is therefore o slow
and sincere study of his model. Not only must the artist
have a profound intuition of the character of his model:
buthmhcr,hemngmlbenmbamusldeubmtoly
exaggerate some of the details, in order to intensify a
physiognomy and make its expression more clear.

It is curious to note that, when guided by this principle
~namely, that the sublime ought to avoid details—art finds
the way of self-perfoction leading back towards its child-
hood, For the first artists also used not to express details,
The great difference, however, s that, In doing the arms

- T . e e T i b o - BT e o —— T T R AN R TR TR B e S T S S s~
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and the legs of their figures like drain-pipes, it was not
they who were avoiding the details, but the details which
were avoiding them; for in order to choose, you have first
to possess.

Drawing is a struggle between nature and the artist, in
which the artist will triumph the more easily as he has a
better understanding of the intentions of nature. For him
it is not a matter of copying, but of interpreting in a simpler
and more luminous age.

The introduction of the portrait—that is to say, of the
idealized model—into historical, religious or imaginative
subjects necessitates at the outset an exquisite choice of
model, and is certainly capable of rejuvenating and re-
vitalizing modern painting, which, like all our arts, is too
inclined to be satisfied with the imitation of the old masters.

Everything else that 1 might say on the subject of ideals
seems 10 me to be contained in a chapter of Stendhal, whose
title is as clear as it is insolent:—

‘How are we to go one better than Raphael®
In the affecting scenes brought about by the passions,
the great painter of modern times—if ever he appears—
will give to each one of his characters an ideal beauty,
derived from a temperament which is constituted to feel
the effect of that passion with the utmost vividoess.
Werther will not be indifferently sanguine or melan-
cholie, nor Lovelace phlegmatic or bilious, Neither good
Doctor Primrose nor gentle Cassio will have a bilious
ut; this is reserved for Shylock the Jew, for
dark Iago, for Lady Macbeth, for Richard 111, The pure
and Imogen will be a triffe phlegmutic,
The artist's first observations led him to fashion the
Apollo Belvedere. But will he restrict himself to coldly

producing copies of the Apollo every time that he wishes
bﬁw:ymmgmdhudwmngod?hlo.hewﬂlm
a link between the action and the type of beauty. Apollo

the Earth from the serpent Python will be
more robust; Apollo paying court to Daphne will be
more delicate of feature*

* Stenidhal, Histolre de la Peinture en Italie, ch. 101, This was
d in 1817, {c».)



vin
SOME DRAUCHTSMEN

In Tix PeocEpeve caarTeR | said nothing st all about
imaginative or creative draugh because in gen-
eral this is the prerogative of the colourists.
who, from a certain point of view, is the inventor of the
ideal among the moders, is tho only man to have possessed
the ‘graphic’ imagination in ity supreme degree without
being a colourist. Pure draughtsmen are naturalists en-
dowed with excellent perception; but they draw by the
light of reason, whereas colourists—that is, great colourists—
draw by the light of almost without
it. Their method is analogous to nature; they draw because
they colour, wheress pure draughtsmen, if they wanted to
be logical and true to their profession of faith, would con-
tent themselves with a black pencil. Nevertheless they
devote themselves to colour with an en-
thusiasm, taking no notice at all of the contradictions in-
volved. They start by delimiting their forms in s cruel and
sbsolute manmner, and then they to 8l up the
gives to all their productions a strange element of
bitterness, toil 2nd contention. Their works are an etemal
piece of kitigation, an exhaustin dualism. A draughteman
is a would-be colourist. -

This is so true that M. Ingres, the most illustrious repre-
mdumwdwa
forever in pursuit of colour, What admirable and unfor-
tunate obstinacy! It is the eternal story of people wanting
to trade a reputation which they have earned for one which
they cannot win. M. adores colour, like a fashionable
milliner. It is at once a pain and a pleasure to observe the
cfforts which he makes in and his tones.
The result—which fs not always discordant, but is never-
theless bitter and violent—is often pleasing to corrupt poets;
but even so, when they have allowed their tired minds a

———

1.
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spell of smusement in the midst of these dangerous
struggles, they feel an absolute need to come to rest upon
or & Lawrence,

M. Ingres occupies the most important place after
Delacroix, it is becsuse of that entirely personal

ip whose mysteries 1 was analysing a mo-
and with which he has achieved the best epitome
the ideal and the model. M. Ingres draws ad-

Vi
H
of

contour. But now take a Jook at
dallthmeaﬂmofpninﬁng—myd;ﬁa:l
his 3 start by rendering the minute details,
lis%&ymthu&cyncbm&e\ﬂgu. which
will its eye for what is little, in whatever genre.
ln‘:.!yc-mwm M. Ingres draws better than
the popular king of Raphael decorated im-
mense walls; but he would not have done the portrait of
your mather, your friend or your mistress so well as Ingres.
The daring of this man is all his own, and it is combined
with cunning in such s way that he shirks no sort of ugli-
ness or oddity. Did he stop at M. Molé's frock-coat® or
Cherubini’s carrick? And did he not put a blind man, a
and a one-armed man, and a hunchback into the

for this pagan adoration. He could make s sublime thing
even of Mayeux.?

The besutiful Muse de Cherubini® is still a portrait. If M.
Ingres, who lacks the ‘graphic’ imagination, does not know
how to make pictures—at least, on a large scale—it is nover-
theless just to say that his portraits are almost pictures—
that is, intimate poems.

His is a grudging, cruel, refractory and suffering talent—
* Now in a private collection ( Wildenstein 225).

‘Sup.ﬂ,
*A protesque hunchback invented by the caricaturiet Travids
and much wsed by him snd others in the 1830s. See pp. 176-7.

* In the Louvre ( Wildenstein 238 ); see pl. 59,



a singular mixture of contrary qualities, all placed to the

credit of Nature, and one whose strangeness is not among

ity Jeast charms. He is Flemish in his execution, sn in-
dividualist and a naturalist in his drawing, antique by his
sympathies and an idealist by reason.

To reconcile so muny contraries is no meagre task; and
m!thnotﬁdwutmthntnmdmtodhphydw
sacred mysteries of his draughtsmanship, he has adopted an
artificial system of Hghting which serves to render his
thought mote clear~something similar to the sort of twi-
light in which a still sleepy Nature has a wan and raw
appearance and in which the countryside reveals itself in a
fantastic and striking b

A rather distinctive fact sbout M. Ingres’ talent, and one
which I believe has been overlooked, is that he is happler
in dealing with female subjects. He depicts them as he soes
them, for it would appesr that be loves them too much to
wish to change them; he fastens upon their slightest
beauties with the keenness of a surgeon, he follows the
gentlest sinuosities of their line with the humble deyotion
of a lover. His / * his two Odalisques snd his por-
trait of Mme. d'Haussoaville* are works of a sensu-
mumButuemmanowcdmuemyoiMe
things except in a light which is almost —it is
neither the in which the fields of the
ideal lie bathed, nor yet the tranquil and measured light
of the sublunar regions.

The works of M. Ingres are the result of an excessive
athenuvans,mdtbeydmnndnequddmﬂvmh
order to be understood. Bora of they beget
suffering. As I explained above, this is due to the fact that
his method is not one and simple, but rather consists in the
use of a succession of methods.

Around M. Ingres, whose teaching has a strange austerity
whbhhm!mﬂh.lhnhamnmdm
‘lk:)lln‘adw (1519), in the Louvre (Wildensteln
* In the Frick Collection, New York (Wildensteln 248); soe pl.

Hnqumu

‘wmu!
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of whom the best-known are MM. Flandrin, Lehmann and

But what an immense distance separates the master from
remains alone in his school. His
udndkthcmlto(hsmbmn,mdhowmwmd

, and uncompromising it may be, it is frank and, so to speak,

. Passionately in love with the antique and with

'Hsmodd.mdampwdulmmdnnmbepmu

m'&:l:mﬁvﬂﬂmbcstamlpm-mdtbenomm
however, have coldly, deliberately and
cbomdneunpleaanandmppuhrputd

his genius to translate into a system; it is their pedantry
that pre-eminently distinguishes them. Curiosity and erudi-
tion are what have seen and studied in their master.
palior, and all the rest

' dqﬂllbbmkhhswiﬂiapnnﬂemvﬂily they have de-

discarded all the means of successful execution
of the ages had made available to

them. People still remember La Fille de Jephté pleurant sa
7 but those excessive elongations of hands wnd

kills any desire to examine the In the portraits
of Hamlet and Ophelia® there are visible pretensions
to colour—the horse of this schooll But this

* Exhibited by Henri Lehmann st the Salon of 15836,

0 * Both repro. Illustr,, vol. 7 (1846), p. 154, and the Iliustrated
R R I I TR Gt e g e, |



tressing to me as 2 copy of a Veronese or 2 Rubens made by ‘
3

is fine; but a well-executed hand does not make a
man—that would really be asking too much of detad, even
for an Ingrist!

| think that Mme. Calamatta also belongs to the pasty of
the evemies of the sun; but sometimes her pé are
quite bappily composed, and they have a Nttle of that air
of authority which women—even the most literary of them,
and the real artiste—find it less cavy to borrow from men
than their absurdities.

M. Janmot has doce 3 Station—Le Christ portant sa Crotx
—whose composition has some character and gravity, but
whase colour, being no longer mysterious, or rathes mys-
ticol, as in his last works, is unhappily reminiscent of the
colour of all possible Stations. As you look at this crude
mdghuypictu:e,ilbonlytoowytoguasthnn.)n-
mot comes from Lyons. In fact this is just the kind of paint-
ing which suits that city of cash-tills—that city of bigotry
and punctilio, where everything, down to religion, has to
have the calligraphic neatness of an account-book?

The names of M. Curzon and M. Brillouin heve already
often been linked in the public mind. although at the start
they gave promise of more originality. This year M. Bril-
W—AMM&M%“—MW@O‘

spite of that, even in Master Martin Hoffmann's lines

ﬂhu&uhm&;&:k o Sl b
Properly speaking M. Vidal's not at

he is not & true Nevertheless the moment is

not too badly chosen, for be has several of the ridiculous

fads of the Ingrists—that is to say, a fanatical regard for the

little and the pretty, and an enthusiasm for beautiful paper

praises
beauty. 1 do pot know why
‘good-natured

. M. Cautier has donned the uniform of the °

man’ this year; for he has praised everyone, and there is no
wretched dauber whaose he has not

Can it be that the hour of the

solemn and soporific hour—has struck for him, if be s

* Corzon exhibited fve drawings Hoffmann's Mcister
Martin; fve such drawings are now in the Muscum.

" See p. 34

“In La Fresse, Tth 1848. Cautier’s praise of Ary Scheffer
h:-&bﬂﬁmw Baudelaire: sce




Sa M. Vidal understands modern beauty, does he? Come
now! Thanks to mature, our women have not so much wit
or sophistication; but they are infinitely more romantic.
Look at nature, sir. A man does not arm himself with wit

poctic women that way. You coce set yourself the task of

puerile obscurity.

Nevertheless all these sfectations will pass away like
rancid A ray of sunshine is encugh to bring out
all their stench. I would rather leave Time o do its work
than waste my own in expounding all the poverties of this
sorTy genre.

.

ON FOATRAITURE

T of
“IIIIAI;R:OM understanding portraiture—either |

The first s to set forth the contowrs and the modelling
" Salom of 1845,
* Salon of 15468,
" Salon of 1845: repro. Misstr, ol 5 (1845), p. 152,

ON PORTRAITURE a3

- of the model faithfully_severely and minutely; this does not
bowever excinde idealization, which, for enlightened natu-

alists, willl consist in choosing the sitter’s most characteristic

sttitude—the attitude which best expresses his habits of
mind. Further, one must know how to give a reasomable
exaggeration to each important detail-to lay stress on
everything which is naturally salient. marked and essential,
snd to disregard (or to merge with the whole) everything
which fs insignificant or which is the effect of some acci-
dental blemish.

The masters of the "historical' school are David and
Ingres, and its best manifestations are the portraits by
David which were to be seen at the Bonne Nouvelle ex-
hibition, and those of M. Ingres. such as M. Bertin and

SW’

The second method, which is the special province of the
colourists, is to transform the portrait into a picture—a poem
with all its accessories, a poem full of space and reverie.
This is a more dificalt art, becanse it is 2 more ambitions
one. The artist has to be able to immerse a head in the soft
haze of 2 warm or to make it emerge from
depths of gloom. Here the imagination has a greater part
to play, and yet, just as it often happeos that fiction is truer
than history, so it can happen that a model is more clearly
realized by the abundant and fowing brush of s colourist
than by the draughtsman's pencil.

The masters of the ‘fictional’, or ‘romantic’ school are
Rembrandt, Reynolds and Lawrence. Well-known examples
are La Dame ou chopeou de paille® and Master Lambton

A charactesistic excellence of MM. Flandrin, Amaury-
Duval and Lehmann is the truth and subtlety of their

*This exhibition tock place in January 1546, Baudelsire wrote
an article about it at the time. )

*Ingres” portrais of M. Bertin (1832) and of Cherubiai (1841)
the Louvre ( Wildenstein 208 and 236)

*It s oot quite clear to which straw-hatted hady B.uddlln

refers: a portrait of the Countess Spencer
%mdo&-sd e.g.Ndly
hbWhM)hd&m

* Lawrence’s Master Lambton was shown in Paris in 1827,




modelling, The detail is well grasped and executed easlly I have had the same seasation as the witty Berganza in
and all in ooe breath, so to speak; nevertheless their por- front of nearly all the portraits of women—whether old or
traits are often vitiated by a pretentious and clumsy affecta- new ones—by MM. Flandrin, Lehmann and Amaury-Duval;
tion. Their immoderate taste for distincfion pever ceases tc and this in spite of the beautiful hands (really well-painted,
trip them up. We know with what an admirable simplicity t00) which they know how to give them, and in spite of the
of mind they seck after distinguished tones—that is to say, fattering elegance of certain details. I Dulcinea del Tobeso
tones which, if intensified, would scream at one anothe: herself were to pass through the studio of these gentlemen,
llblho&vllandlwlywam.whhm‘ble:adm she would emerge as pellucid and prim as an elegy, after
but since these are excossively etiolated and given in a slimming diet of aesthetic tea and aesthetic butter,

banmpﬂxk&m,lhchcﬁmbmdmm!m M. Ingres, however—and this must be repeated over and
than of pain; and that is their great triumph! over agsin—M. Ingres, the great master, understands things

The distinction in their draughtsmanship consists in thelt In quite another way,
sharing the prejudices of certain modish ladies, who have In the sphere of portraiture understood according to the
a smattering of debased literature and a horror of little eyes, second method, MM. Dubufe the elder, Winterhalter,
large feet, large hands, little brows and cheeks glowing Lépaulle and Mme. Frédérique O'Connell, given a sincerer
with joy and bealth—all of which can be extremely beauti-  tasts for nature snd a solider colour, might have won 2
ful justifiable reputation.

This pedantry in colour and draughtsmanship does con- M. Dubufe is destined to retain the privilege of elegance
stant injury to the works of these gentlemen, however in portraiture for 2 long time yet; his natural and almost
estimable they may be in other respects. Thus, while | was poetic taste successfully conceals his innumersble faults.
contemplating M. Amaury-Duval's blue portrait (and the It is worth observing that the people who hurl the word
mamﬁsmmnyothupmbﬁndwmw;ﬁiwﬁwﬂyau.wuet&mm
Ingrized, women), some strange associstion of ideas who have allowed themselves to be enchanted by M.
brought to mind the following wise words of the dog Pérignon’s wooden heads” How much one would have
Berganza,® who wsed to run away from blus-stockings as forgiven M. Delaroche if it had been possible to foresee the
ardently as these gentlemen seek them out: - Pérignon factory!

“Have you never found Corinne® quits impossible? . . . M. Winterhalter is really on the decline. M. Lépaulle is
At the idea of seeing her come near me, in fesh and blood, sill the same, now and again an excellent painter, but
I used to feel an almost physical oppression, snd found always devoid of taste and good sense. Charming eyes and
f@m@kofpmmmmﬂbw‘mwwmwwmd

of mind in her presence . . . Whatever the beauty  decent people running!

of her arms or her hand, I could never have endured her  Mme. O'Connell knows how to paint with freedom and
caresses without feeling slightly sick—without a kind of rapidity; but her colour lacks firmness. That is the unhappy
intermal shudder which tends to take away my appetite .. . fault painting, which is transparent to excess and
Of course 1 am only speaking here in my canine capacity!’ is always by too great a fluidity.*

ahe ud Py o s g e . An excellent example of the kind of portrait whose es-
Schickeslen des Hundes Ber .""g'"dlul u*':;.'*" sence | was attempting to define a moment ago is that por-
character of the speaking Bergonza from a story by Cere "Soep. 22.

vanies. ~ *In spite of her name, Mme. O'Connell seems to have been of

* The heroine of Mme. de Stail’s novel of that name. Cerman extraction.




trait of 2 woman by M. Haffner—drenched In grey and
radiating ich Jed the connoisseurs at the last

Salon to entertain such high hopes; but M. Haffner had not |

yet become a genre-painter, seeking to fuse and to reconcile
Diaz, and Troyon

You would that Mlle. E. Cautier was socking to
modify her manner a little. She is wrong to do so.

MM. Tissier and J. have preserved their touch
and their colour, which are both firm and solid. Generally
speaking there is this excellent quality about their portraits,
that they are above all pleasant to look at—that is the first
impression, and the most important,

M. Victor Robert, the creator of a vast allegory of
Europe,® is certainly a good painter, gifted with a firm hand.
But an artist who undertakes the portrait of a famous man
ought not to be content to achieve a merely felicitous paint-
surface; for be is also painting the portrait of a mind. M.
Cranier de Cassagnac®® is much uglier, or, if you prefer it,
much more handsome. To start with he has a broader nose,
and his mouth, which is mobile and sensitive, has a slyness

* Exhibited at the Salon of 1545, See p. 17,
* Editor of Le Globe,

:ﬁh&&nﬂ_&cmmk&n&qmm
, of those excellent engravings after the portraits
Van Dyck. They bave the dense shadows and the bright
highlights of vigorous etchings. Each time that M. L.
Boulanger has tried to rise higher, he has fallen into bathos.
1 believe him to be a man of honest, calm and sound in-

that painter of such and of so restless an intelli-
gence that, in order to M. Granet's'! portrait properly,
he has had the ides of using the colour proper to M.
Granet’s own h is generally black, as we have
all known for a long time?

Mme. de Mirbel is the only artist who knows how to
thread her way the difficult of taste and

truth. It is because of this special sincerity, and also be-
csuse of their

THE ‘CcHIC' AND THE 'PONCIF

Tue wono ‘chic’-a dreadful, outlandish word of modem
invention, which I do not even know how to spell carrectly,*
but which I am obliged to use, because it has been sanc-
tioned by artists in order to describe 4 modern monstrosity
~the word ‘chic’ means a total neglect of the model and
of nature. The “chic’ is an sbuse of the memory; moreover
it is a manual, rather than an intellectual, memory that it
abuses—for there are artists who are gifted with a profound

memory for characters and forms—Delacroix or Daumier,
for exar who have nothing to do with it.
The ‘chic’ may be with the work of those

compared
who, with an elegant hand and a pen
mhmammmmwmﬁ
"Ma‘bmmm@m
- * Somewhere or other Balzac spells it ‘chique’. (c.n.)
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of a flourish.

The meaning of the word ‘poncif has much in common

with that of the word ‘chic’, Nevertheless it applies more
particularly to attitudes and to expressions of the head.
Rage can be ‘poncif’, and so can astonishment—for ex-

ample, the kind of astonishment expressed by a horizontal |

arm with the thumb splayed out,

There are certain beings and things, in life and in nature,
which are ‘poncif~that fs to say, which are an epitome of
the vulgar and banal ideas which are commonly held above
those beings and those things; great artists, therefore, have
n borror of them.

Everything that fs conventional and traditional owes
something to the ‘chic’ and the ‘poncif’.

When a singer places his hand upon his heart, this com-
moaly means I shall love her nlways!’ If he clenches his fists
and scowls at the boards or at the prompter, it means ‘Death
to him, the traitor!’ That is the ‘poncif for you,

X1

M. HORACE VERNET

Svca are the stern principles which guide this eminently
naticnal artist in his quest for beauty—this artist whose
compasitions decorate the poor peasant’s cottage no less
than the carefree student’s garret, the salon of the meanest
bardello as often as the palaces of our kings. I am quite
aware that this man is a Frenchman, and that a Frenchman
in France is a holy and sacred thing—even abroad I am told
that this is so; but it is for that very reason that 1 hate him.

In its most widely accepted sense, the word "Frenchman®
means vaudeoilliste,! and the word ‘vaudevilliste’ means a
man whose head swims at the thought of Michelangelo,
and whom Delacroix strikes into a brutish stupor, just as

"The lteral, unsarcastic meaning of the word & & writer of
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certain animals are struck by thunder, Everything that
towers or sbove or below him, casuses him pru-

“dently to take to his heels. The sublime always affects him
- like a riot, and he only opens his Molidre in fear and

use someone has persuaded him that Mo-

liére is an amusing author.

Therefore all respectable folk in France (excepting M.
Horace Vernet) hate the Frenchman, It is not ideas that this
restless people wants, but facts, historical reports, topical
rhymes, and Le Moniteur,® That is all: abstractions, never!

The Frenchman has done great things, but almost by mis-

take, He has been coused to do them.

M. Horace Vernet® is a soldier who practises painting.
Now I hate an art which is improvised to the roll of the
drum, I hate canvases splashed over at the gallop, 1 hate
painting manufactured to the sound of pistol-shots, since
I hate the army, the police-force—everything, in fact, that
trails its noisy arms in a peaceful place. This immense
popularity—which, however, will endure no longer than
war ftself, and will decline in proportion as the peoples of
the world contrive other joys for themselves—this popu-
larity, do I call itP—this vox populi, vox Dei is for me like
a physical oppression.

I hate this man because his pictures have nothing what-
ever to do with painting (I would prefer to call them a
kind of brisk and frequent masturbation in paint, & kind
of itching on the French skin), just as I hate another such
great man,* whose solemn has given him dreams
of the consulate, and who has repaid the people’s love with

more substantial than bad verses—verses which
have nothing to do with poetry, but are ruptured and ill-
composed, full of barbarities and solecisms, but also of civic
virtue and patriotism.
* Le Moniteur undoersel, founded 1789, and until 1860 the official

 government organ.
*This year llaueo Vernet exhibited a

enor-

voudevilles, 1.e. light theatrical entertaluments futerspersod with --mpu-u wxsohet)ofdnamhoc s
ald:y.popﬁrag*p. = ‘now in the Vi Museum.
*The reference is to Béranger. See note on p. 156,



I hate him because he was born under a lucky star,* and
because for him art is a simple and easy matter. Neverthe-
less he is the chronicler of your National glory, and that is
the great thing, But what, I ask you, can that matter to the
enthusiastic travelier, to the cosmopolitan spirit who prefers
beauty to glory?

To define M. Horace Vernet as clearly as possible, he is
the absolute anthithesis of the artist: he substitutes chic for
drawing, cacophony for colowr and episodes for unity; he
paints Mejssoniers as big as houses,

Furthermore, in order to fulfil his official mission, M.
Horace Vernet is gifted with two ocutstanding qualities—the
one of deficiency, the other of excess; for he lacks all pas-
sion, and has a memory like an almanach!** Who knows
better than he the correct number of buttons on each uni-
form, or the anatomy of a or a boot which is the worse
for innumerable days’ marching, or the exact spot on a
soldier’s gear where the copper of his small-arms deposits
its verdigris? Therefore what a vast public he has, and
what bliss he affords them! He has, in fact, as many dif-
ferent publics as it takes trades to manufacture uniforms,
shakos, swords, muskets and cannons! Imagine all those
honourable guilds mustered in frout of a Horace Vernet
by their common love of gloryl What a sight!

One day 1 remember twitting some Germans with their
* (Literally ‘with a caunl on his bead’, Fr. coiffé). An expression
of M. Marc Fournler’s, which is applicab

1 like M. Horace Vernet. {(c.2.) Mare Four-
nier {b. 1818) was a popular playwright.
** ‘True , considered from a of
view, consists, Mhm*mdll%‘nwd
is consequently to rein-
md&mh scenes the past,
and endowing them, as # by magic, the life and character
wh!ch:tpnin lo:dndthm—dl-nholh?;ahn:dﬂﬂl
My one yutmw .ptodlpoul
memory, bc:éuot a single date or proper
name in his My teacher was ri Iﬂdglhﬂlhm

there
is, no doubt, » difference betwoen sayings or utterances which
lu;omwwmbquwndwhm
an

i

taste for Seribe® and Horace Vernet, They answered, ‘We
have a deep admiration for Horace Vemet as being the
most ve of his age.’ Well said!

The tale is told that one day M. Horace Vernet went to
see Peter Cornelius.® He overwhelmed him with compli-
ments, but had to wait 4 long time to be repaid; for Peter
Comelius congratulated him only once during the whale
interview—and that was on the quantity of champagne that
be was able to consume without suffering il effects! True
or false, the story has all the ring of poetic truth.

And now tell me again that the Germans are a simple-
minded people!

Many people who believe in the oblique approach when
it comes to a critical drubbing, and who have no more love
than I have for M. Horace Vernet, will blame me for
being clumsy in my attack. But there can be no imprudence
in being brutal and going straight to the point when in
every sentence the T stands for a ‘we’—a vast, but silent
and invisible ‘we’, a whole new generation which hates war
and national follies; ‘we’, a generation full of health be-
cause it is young, a generation which is already elbowing
its way to the front and working up into a good position—
serious, derisive and menacing(*

MM. Granet and Alfred Dedreux are two more vignette-
makers and great adorers of the ‘chic’, But they apply their
capacities of improvisation to very different genres—M.
Granet” to the sphere of religion, and M. Dedreux® to that

* Eugdne Scribe (1791-1861), the popular dramatist of the mid-
nineteenth century,

* Peter Cornelius (1783-1867), chiefly noted for his revival of
fresco, From 1824 he was director of the Munich Academy.

* Thus there {s not one of M. Horace Vernet's canvasses before
which it would not be appropriate to sing:
ous

:’MF}E"W temps & vicre,
The gaiety is vyt e

These lines are by the 15th French the Comte
> by ~century French geoeral,

* All of Granet's eight pictures at this Salon had religious sub-
One of Dedreax's , entitled Chasse au foucon, repro.
*.9.87. A

Hlustr,, vol. 7 (1846
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Vendeurs du Temple which quite swamp the figure of
Christ.

ON ECLECTICISM AND DOUBT

ON ECLECTICISM AND DOUST 103
M. Horace Vernet himself, that odious of

EE
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It has never occurred to the eclectics that man’s atten-
tion is the more intense as it is restricted and lmits its own
field of observation. It is a question of grasp all, lose all.

It is in the arts, above all, that eclecticism has had the
most manifest and paipable consequences, because i art
is to be profound, it must 2im at constant idealization,
which is not to be achieved except in virtue of sscrifice—an

sacrifice.

No matter how clever he may be, an edectic is but a
fooble man; for he is a man without love. Therefore he has

. negation.

An eclectic is a ship which tries to sail before all four
winds at once.
?dwlyﬁldvhw-ﬂalwuyshwagum

temperaments analogous to that of the artist.

An eclectic’s work leaves no memory behind it.

The eclectic does not know that the first business of an
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artist is to protest against Natute by putting Man in her
place. This protest is not made coldly and calculatedly, like
a decree or a rhetorical efercise; it fs spootaneous sand
urgent, like vice, passion or appetite. Thus an ecléctic is
no man.

Doubt has led certain artists to beg the aid of all the
other arts. Experiment with contradictory means, the en-
croachment of one art upen snother, the importation of
poetry, wit and sentiment into paioting—all these modem
miseries are vices peculiar to the eclectics.

X
ON M. ALY SCHEFFER AND TUE APES OF SENTIMENT

M. Axy ScusFFER is a disastrous example of this method—
if an absence of method can be so called.
draughtsmen of the French school, and the neo-Christian
school of Overbeck.? it dawned upon M. Ary Scheffer—a
little late, no doubt~that he was not a painter born. From
that moment he was obliged to tumn to other shifts; and he
decided to ask help and protection from poetry.

1t was » ridiculous blunder, for two reascms. First of all,
poetry is not the psinter’s immediate aim: when poetry
happens to be mixed with painting. the resulting work
cannot but be more valuable; but postry is unable to dis-
guise the shortcomings of a work. To make a deliberate
point of Jooking for poetry during the conception of a
picture is the surest means of not ft. It must come
without the artist’s knowlodge. It is the rosult of the art of
painting jtself; for it lies in the spectator’s soul, and it is
the mark of genius to awaken it there. Painting is only
interesting in virtue of colour and form; # is no more like
poetry than poetry is like painting—than the extent, I mean,
to which poetry is able to awaken ideas of painting in the
reader.

' Friedrich Ovesbeck {1780-1809), Jeader of the "Nazarenes'.
From 1510 he worked in Rome, [

ON M., ARNY SCHEFFER 1905

In the second this Is a consequence of these
last observations—it should be noted that great artists,
whose instinct them aright, have only taken
the poets. Thus they prefer Shakespeare to Ariosto.

And now, to choose a
subject of his painting
and St. Monica® An honest painter

heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of man'® It is the
very height of absurdity. It is like watching a dancer exe-
cute & mathematical Bgure!

Formerly M. Ary Scheffer enjoyed the public’s favour;
in his poetical pictures, people mediscoverod their dearest
memories of the great and that was enough for them.



Moreover this kind of painting is o wretched, so dismal,
5o blurred and so muddy that many people have taken
M. Ary Scheffer's pictures for those of M. Henrl Scheffer,*
another artistic Girondist. In my opinion, they are more
like pictures by M. Delaroche which bave been left out in
2 beavy rainstorm.

A simple method of Jearning an artist's range is to ex-
the poets on his side; M. Decamps has the painters; M.
Horace Vernet has the garrisons, and M. Ary Scheffer those
sesthetic ladies who revenge themselves on the curse of
their sex by indulgiog In religious music®

The spes of sentiment sre, generally bad
artists. If it were otherwise, they would do something other
than sentimentalize. The best of them are those whose
understanding does not go beyond the pretty.

As feeling or sentiment, like fashion, i an infnitely
variable and multiple thing, there are apes of sentiment of
different orders.

The ape
It should be noted, bowever, that the picture’s
tells its subject—and this & particularly
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Avjourdhud and Demain.®* What can that be? Perbaps a
white flag—and a tricolour? or perhaps a deputy in his
moment of trinph—and the same deputy after being sent
packing? But no; it is a young maiden, promoted to the
status of strectwalker, with roses and jewels; and
consequences of her indiscretions in the gutter.

L'indiscret® 1 beg you to Jook for this one. It

represents
a gentleman surprising a couple of blushing damsels with
picture-book.

a naughty

This comes into the Louls XV class of sentimental
genre, which began, I believe, to slip into the Salon in the
wake of La Permission de dix heures' Quite a different
order of sentiments is involved, as you can see; these are
less mystical.

In general, seatimental are taken from
the latest poems of some bluestocking or other—that is
the melancholy and misty kind; or else they are a pictorial
translation of the outcries of the poor against the rich—the

kind; or else they are borrowed from the wisdom
of the nations—the witty kind; and sometimes from the
works of M. Bouilly' or of Bernardin de Saint-Pierre'3~
the moralizing kind

Here ave 3 few more examples of the same gemre;
L'Amour é ls calm and repose: and
L'Amour é Is ville**—shouts, disorder, upturned chairs and
books. It is a metspbysic within the reach of the simple.

La Vie dune joune fille en quatre compertiments ™ A
waming to those who have a bent for motherhood!

*By HG. Schlisioger

* By Eugine Girand, exh. at the Salon of 1859
 Jean-Nicolss Bouilly (1781-1342), playwright.

= The author of Poul et Virginie.
'ﬁ*““b’“-dn&.dﬂhd
ls choumiive {both Hilustr. [1848], p. 88): Pierve Cottin
exhibited L'Amour & is vifle, an engraving after Caillemin.

% Charles Richard's picture was In fact in five divisions:=—Te
rendezvous; lo bal: e buve: la miséve: Saint-Lazare’.
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How witty the French are, snd what pains they take in
order to deiude themselves! Books, pictures, drawing-room
nothing is without its use, no means is neglected
charming people when it is a question of throwing
their own eyes.

xv

ON SOME DOUBTERS

dividuality.

Some of them are serious-minded and full of great good-
will. These deserve our pity.

There is M. Papety, for instance, who st the time of his
return from Rome was regarded as 2 colourist by some
peqh(cﬁaﬁyh&h&).l&y&hhuapb
ture entitled Solon dictont ses lois,! which is shockingly

to ook at.—Pechaps it is because it hangs too
high for fts detalls to be properly visible, that it reminds
one of the ridiculous tail-end of the Imperial School.

® No. 42 e Visdenne,

= Victor Hego's about the famous courtesan of the ITth
century was in 1831, \
s :&o&h“h this was commis
sioned Ministry Intecior. Papety wa
hn:ﬁmdwl
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For two years running now M. Papety has sent entirely
different-Jooking pictures to the same Salon.

M. Glaize is his early successes by giving
us works both vulgar in style and muddied in
Every time that he has to do else but a study of
a woman, be gets Jost. M. Glaize believes that you become
‘a coloarist by the exclusive choice of certain hues. Window-
‘dressers’ assistants and theatrical costumiers, too, have 2
‘taste for rich hues; but that does not make a taste for

In Le Song de Vénus,® the Venus is a pretty and delicate

rﬂ.mmwdm;mm
crouches in front of her & an appalling example of
poncif.

M. Matout is liabls to the same criticism on the score of
colour. Furthermore, an artist who formerly took his bow
as & draughtenan, and who used to devote his mind above
all to the compound harmony of lines, should avoid giving
a Bgure improbable movements of the neck and arm. Even
if nature demands it, the artist who is an idealist, snd who
wishes to be true to his should not A
learned and

year M. Chenavard has gives
design.? But when you are contending
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angelo, would it not be fiting to outdo him in colour, at
least?

M. Guignet always carries two men about in his head—

Salvator Rosa and M. Decamps. M. Salvator Guignet paints
in sepia; M. Guignet Decamps is an entity weakened by
duality. Les Condottidres cprés un pillage* is painted in the
first manner; Xerxés verges upen the second. Nevertheless
this picture is well enough composed, were it not for 2
taste for erudition and connoisseurship, which amuses and
fascinates the spectator, and turns his attention from the

idea; the same thing was wrong with his
Phareona.®

MM. Brune and Cigoux are already established names.

But even at his best period, M. Gigoux hardly produced

more than vast vignettes. After numeyous set-
backs, he has at last shown us = picture which, if not very
original, is at least quite well built. Le Mariage de la
Sginte Vierge looks like 2 work by one of those countless
masters of the Florentine decadence, supposing him to bave
become suddenly ied with colour.

M. Brune puts one in mind of the Carracci and the
eclectic painters of the second epoch; a solid manner, but
little or no soul-no great faults, but no great quality,

H there are some doubters who excite interest, there
also some ones, whom the public meets again
each year with that wicked delight characteristic of bored
fléneurs for whom excessive ugliness always secures a few
moments’ distraction.

The coldly frivolous M. Biard seems to be really and
truly succumbing beneath the burden which he has fm-
posed upon himself. He roturns from time to time, bowever,
to his natural manner—which is the same as
else’s. I have been told that the author of La Barque
Caron was a pupil of M. Horace Vernet,

M. Biard® is a universal man. This would seem to In-
dicate that be has not the least doubt in the world, and that

* Repro. Ilustr., vol. 7 (1846), p. 22L
¥ At the 1845 Salon: see p. 27.
*Of Biard's exhibits, thewe are reproduced Iliustr, wvol 7

®

(1846), pp. 152-3. i
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‘one on earth is surer of his ground. Nevertheless I ask
to observe that amidst all this appalling Jumber—
m-ymmﬁmwm-ﬁ-
pictures—one genre is neglected. M. Biard has

before the religious picture. He s not yet suffi-
convinced of his merit.

i

:

xv

ON LANDSCAPE

Ix raNDscare, as in portrafture and history itis
Mbmmmhﬁmm
methods used; thus there are landscape-colourists, land-
and imaginative landscapists; there are
naturalists who idealize without knowing if, and partisans
of the ‘poncif, who devote themselves to = weird and pe-
culfar called historical landscape.
At the time of the romantic revolution, the landscape-



to ideal mists like a dream—
the landscape of fantasy, in short, has had but few en-
thusiastic followers among us, either because it was a some-
what un-French fruit, or because our school of landscape
needed before all else to reinvigorate itself at purely natural

As for historical landscape, over which I want to say a
few words in the manner of a requiem-mass, it is neither
free fantasy, nor has it any connection with the admirable
slavishness of the naturalists; it is ethics applied

What a contradiction, and what a monstrosity! Nature
has po other ethics but the brute facts, because Nature is
her own ethics; nevertheless we are asked to believe that
she must be reconstructed and set in order according to
sounder and purer rules—rules which are not to be found
in simple enthusissm for the ideal, but in esoteric codes
which the adepts reveal to no oe.

Thas, Tragedy—that genre forgotten of men, of which it
is only st the Comédie Frangaise (the most deserted theatre

obvious that these people have invented their own moral
system to fit their natural neods, and that they have
created their own whereas the majority of

-

goodwill is oy
it reasonable to allow some of our citizens to besot them-
selves and to contract false ideas? But it seems that tragedy

and historical landscape are stronger than the gods them-

So now you understand what is meant by a good tmagic

It is an of master-patterns of trees,

fountains, tombs and funerary ums. The are cut out
on some sort of historical dog-pattern; a historical

]

very fmmoral tree that has allowed ftself to grow up on its
own, and in its own way, is, of necessity, cut down: every
toad- or is pitilessly buried beneath the earth.
And #f ever a historical feels remorse for
some satural peccadillo or other, be imagines his Hell in
the guise of a real landscape, a pure sky, a free and rich

It certainly cannot have sprung from Poussin, for in com-
perison with these gentlemen, be is a depraved and per-

_But what, with M. Aligny, is a violent end philo-
is an instinctive habit and a natural turp of

:

mind with M. Corot. Unfortunately he has



a pool in the forest of Foataineblean.® M. Corot is a har-
monist rather than a colourist; and it is their very

of colour, combined with their complete lack of :
that gives such enchantment to his compositions. Almost
all his works have the particular gift of unity, which is oue
of the requirements of the memory,

M. Aligny has etched some very beautiful views of
Corinth and Athens, which perfectly express the precon-
ceived idea of these places, M. Aligny’s serious and idealis-
tic talent has found a most suitable subject in these har-
monjous poems of stone, and his method of translating
them on to copper suits bim no less well.?

M. Cabat has completely deserted the path on which he
had won himself such a great reputation, Without ever
being a party to the bravura peculiar to certain naturalistic
landscape-painters, he was formerly very much more bril-
liant and very much more naif. He is truly mistaken in no
longer putting his trust in nature, as he used to do. He
is n man whose talent is too great for any of his composi-
tions to lack a special distinction; but this latter-day Jan-
senism, this rotrenchment of means, this deliberate self-
privation cannot add to his glory.*

In general the influence of Ingrism cannot possibly pro-

duce satisfactory results in landscape. Line and style are
nonhwmmfntught,:hdaw.mﬂood(mmddum

of which play too great a part in the
of Nature to allow her to submit to this method.

The members of the opposite party, the naturalists and

the colourists, are much more and have made

much more of a splash. Their main qualities are a rich and

abundant colour, tr and luminons skies, and a

special kind of sincerity which makes them acoept every-

* Entitled Vue prise dans la forét de Fontainebloau: now in the
Boston Museum; see pl. 21,

* The previous Aligny had published a set of ten Vues des
sitos 1 piay ollaBren ds Lu Coie Antiue, dessindes tuic ebere

e Théodonahgug.'rogndp ¢ a remark in Thoed's
Mﬁ’z (ed.'ofl&ﬁ&:.m .kw!zdghtd&uau&- ,

ings that Aligny exhibited this year. See pl 51.
* Of Cabat’s two exhibits, that entitled Le Repos is in the Loo-
vain Musoum,
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M. Troyon,* take too much delight in the tricks
thmh.’MdeMkmwnbsdwmw
with much trouble, and monotonously triumpbant, some-
times {ntrigue the tor more than the landscape itself.
In these circumstances it may even ha that a
%l&aﬂ.mukmﬂwmpushuiﬂhnthxtbo
 of boldness and security; for there is only one inimi-

table thing, and that is natural simplicity.

M. Coignard has sent a large and fairly well-constructed
landseape which has much attracted the public eye; it has

the foreground, and in the back-
forest, The cows are beautiful and

:
{

not think that the trees are vigorous enough to sup-
port such a sky. This suggests that f you took away the
cows, the landscape would become very unsightly.

M. Francais is one of our most di landscape-
painters. He knows how to study nature, and how to blend
with it & romantio perfume of the purest essence. His Etude
de Saint-Cloud is s charming thing and full of taste, except
for M. Meissonder's flocs which are a fault of taste.” They
attract the attention too much, and they amuse the block-
heads, Nevertheless they are done with that particular sort
of perfection which this artist puts into all his little things.*

* Of Troyon's four exhibits, that entitled Vallée de Chevreuse is
reproduced Mustr., vol. 7 ( 1848}, p. 157,

*Le Roux was 2 pupil of Caorot’s,
Franguis’s Ftude de Sasint-Cloud, with figures by Meissonier,
wis in the Pourtalés collection, His Effet do
also exhibited, is in the Musée Fabre, Montpeilier,
* At last I have found a man who has contrived to express his
admirtion for this artist’s works {o tho most jadicious fashion
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and with an eotbusiasm just like my own. It s M. Hippolyte
Babou, I think, as he does, that should all be hung
the flies of the Genevidve or La Jolousie
uan%mmwcbu.s«mem ep 0o
the flies of the Gymmase’ Courrier francais, in the of
m.'ﬁﬁsg.mmmuwmbhm&tluhﬁ&d
by my quoting it here. (cn.) It was Hippolyte (1524~
78) who later suggested the title ‘Les Fleurs du Mal' to Baude-
laire, On Scribe, see note on p, 101




Unfortunately M. Flers has only sent pastels. His own
loss is equal to that of the public.

M. Héroult is one of those who are particularly obsessed
with light and atmosphere. He is very good at rendering
clear, smiling skies, and Hoating mists shot through with a
ray of sunlight. He is no stranger to the special poetry of
the northern countries. But his colour, which is a Little too
soft and fluid, smacks of the methods of water-colour; and
if he has been able to avoid the heroics of the other land-
scape-painters, he does not ulways possess a sufficient firm-
ness of touch,

As a rule MM. Joyant, Chacaton, Lottier and Borget go
to distant lands in search of their subjects, and their pic-
tures have the charm of an evening with a travel-book.

1 have nothing against specialization; but I would not
have anyone abuse it to the extent of M. Joyant, who has
never set foot outside the Piazza San Marco and has never
crossed the Lido.® If M. Joyant's specialty attracts the eye
more than the next man’s, it is doubtless because of the
monotonous perfection which he brings to it and which
results always from the same tricks, It seems to me that M,
Joyant has never been able to move onwards.

M. Borget, however, has crossed the frontiers of China,
and has brought us landscapes from Mexico, Peru and
India. Without being a painter of the first rank, he has a
brilliant and easy colour, and his tones are fresh and pure.
With a little less art, and if he could concern himself Jess
with other painters and could paint more as a
simple traveller, M. Borget would perhaps obtain more
interesting results.

M. Chacaton, who has devoted himself exclusively to the
Orlent, has for a time been ove of our cleverest paint-
ors. His pictures are bright and xmiling. Unfortunately they
almost always suggest paintings by Decamps or Marilhat,
bleached and reduced in size,

M. Lottier, instead of looking for the grey and misty

* Nevertheless the yant in Plllustra-
tion this year (&i efng bgi){oyr:prmdw Pont Saint-
Béneset, Avignon. His other two pictures were of Venetian sub-

&N RERCRALUN U R0G0 e e e S A Y

effects of the warm climates, loves to bring out their harsh-
uuwwm.mmmauu:‘mwwm
panoramas Is marvellougly brutal. You w £
they had been done with a colour-daguerreotype.

There is one man who, more than all of these, and mare
even than the most celebrated absentees, seems to me to
fulfl] the conditions of beauty in landscape: he is a man but
little known to the multitude, for past setbacks and undes-
hand plotting have combined together to keep him away
from the Salon. You will already have guessed that 1 am

to M. Rousseau®—and it seems to me to be high
time that he took his bow once again before a public which,
thanks to the efforts of other paluters, has gradually be-
come familiar with new aspects of lundscape.

1t is as difficult to interpret M. Rousseau’s talent in words
as it is to interpret that of Delacroix, with whom be has
o&ummo.bl.mhancg;h;nhndmpe-
painter, His painting breathes a great si melancholy.
He loves nature ingber bluish moments—twilight effects—
strange and moisture-laden sunsets—massive, breeze-
haunted shades—great plays of light and shadow. His
colour fs magnificent, but not dazzling, The fleecy softness
of his skies iy incomparable. Think of certain landscapes by
Rubens and Rembrandt; add a few memories of English

and assume a and serious love of nature

and ordering it all-and then perhaps you will

be able to form some idea of the magic of his pictures. Like

Delzacroix, he adds much of his soul to the mixture; he isa
naturalist ceaselessly swept toward the ideal.

M. Cudin' is increasingly compromising his reputation.
The more the public sees good painting, tho more it parts
company from even the most popular artists if they cannot
offer it the same amount of pleasure, For me, M. Gudin
* Although he had had a moderate success at the Salon in the
early 1850s Théodore Houssesn's landscapes were
WMMMIM&WAMMD

’u;!mnnhlbh!ﬂsywmgodﬁmwb
sca-battics.
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artificial Sesh; of bad singers of whom it Is said that they
are great actors; and of poetic painters,

M. Jules No#l has a really beautiful marine-
painting, of a fine, clear colour, bright and Juminous 3t A
buge felscea, with its strange shapes and colours, is lying
at anchor in some great harbour, bathed in all the shifting

M. Kiorbo#'s painting has joyfulness and power, and his
colour & fuent and harmonious. The drama of his Wolf
Trop,** however, is not quite easy enough to follow, per-
haps becanse the trap itself is partly in the shadow. The
hindquarters of the dog which is falling back with a yelp
are not vigorously enough painted.

M. Saint-Jean,}? who, I am told, is the delight and the
glary of the city of Lyons, will never achieve mare than a
moderate success in a of painters. Thst excessive
mitnsteness of his is intolerably pedantic. Whenever aoyone
talks to you of the naiveté of a painter from Lyons, do not
believe a word of it. For a long time now the overall
colour of M. Saint-Jean’s pictures has been the yellow of
urine. You might imagine that be had never secn real fruit,
scrap, because he can do them
very micely by mechanical means. Not only do natural
= Repra. [ustr_, vol. 7 (1546}, p. 120.

*The comrect title of Kicho#'s painting was Us renerd ou
piége, troucd par des chiens de bergers.
* Saiut-Jesn specialized as 3 Sower-and-frait painter,
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fruits Jook quite different, but they are less finished and
Jess highly wrought than these.

It is quite a different matter with M. Arondel'* whose
chief merit is a roal artlossness. Therefore his painting con-

you might seppose that, while this artist fzils to
take into sccount zll the accidents of the Sslm
—the the distance from the spectator,

effect of tones. Besides, it is not enough to paint
famous Flemish painters all knew how to dispose their dead
game and how 1o go on worrying at it for ages, just as coe

progress. He was already an excelleat painter, it i trus;
but now be is looking at nature more ively and be is
striving to bring out her of feature.’® The
other day at Durand-Ruel's** 1 saw some ducks by M.
Rousseau; they were wonderfully beautiful, and really be-
haved and acted like ducks,

x

WEY SCULFTURE i5 TiRESOME

THE ORIGIN of sculpture it lost in the mista of time; thus
itisa Corls art.

painting, which is an art involving thought and

one whose very enjoyment demands a initiation.
¢ comes much closer to nature, and that is why

“Seep. 32

= P, Roussesn’s Le chat of le viows rat was reprodoced Ilustr,,

wol 7 (1848}, p. S3.

* The wellknown dealer,
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even today our peasants, who are enchanted by the sight
of an ingeniously-turned fragment of wood or stone, will
nevertheless remain unmoved in front of the most beautiful
painting. Here we have a singular mystery which is quite
beyond human solving.

Sculpture has several dissdvantages which are 2 neces-
sary comsequence of #s mesns and mateérials Though as
brutz] and positive as nsture herself, it has at the same
time a certain vagueness snd ambiguity, because it ex-
hibits too many surfaces ot once. It is in vain that the
sculptor forces himself to take up a unique point of view,
for the spectator who moves around the figure can choose
a bundred different points of view, except for the right
one, and it often happens that 1 chance trick of the light, an
effect of the lamp, may discover a beauty which is not at
zll the one the artist had in mind—and thisis a i
thing for him. A picture, however, is only what it wants to
be; there is no othier way of looking at it than on its own
terms. Painting has but one point of view; it is exclusive
and absolute, and therefore the painter’s expression is much
more foroeful.

That is why it is as dificult to be a connoisseur of sculp-
ture as it is to be a bad sculptor. 1 have heard the seulptor
Présult! say, T am a connolsseur of of Jean
Goujon, of Cermain Pilon; but of sculpture 1 am a complete
ignoramus’. It is obvious that he meant the of the
sculpturizers—in other words, of the Caribs,

Once out of the primitive era, sculpture, in its most mag-

nificent is nothing else but a
mhkmhmd%ﬁym
figures, but of g 2 bumble associate of

and architecture, and of their intentions. Cathedrals
soar up into the sky and load thelr thousand chasms
with which form but one flesh and body with
the edifice itself: note that [ am speaking of

who the of a universality which takes one's
3 oolo?:l figures, match-bozes, goldsmiths’
motifs, busts and bas-reliefs—he is capable of anything. The

*Le. David d'Angers.

*The @ -makes it clesr that Cumberworth’s Merie was
the pegress hm&wm'swl

o A spist loved by §

en fa decorative scu who are still in business.

¢ JF-S. Provost; the bust is now at the Comédie Francaise.
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ial nature, and to express its poetic quality; for there are
few models who completely lack poetry. Almost all of
M. M:Wmd@m@gbﬂnum
They all have 2 particular distinction, and their detsil does
uumh&hu&hmdmdmﬁm.

Lenglet’s chief fault,* cn the contrary, is & certain
m?-lmhumddmuiyhhkm

'Mh!!:mdmﬁd.&lmwcadwd&

*In the Nimes Museum.
Daotan {1788-1578),

om = " : l
n}mwm.u(mhb '

at this Salon.
" This was Lenglet's first Salon.
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tion, which gives an appearance of dryness to his work; but,
oa the other hand, no one conld give a truer and more
authentic character to a human face. This little bust—stocky,
E‘.‘whwwdd"

work of the Romans—an ideslization discovered in
nature herself. Another

ON SCHOOLS AND JOURNEYMEN

Iy xven youm idler’s curiosity has landed you in a street

brawl, perhaps you will have felt the same delight as 1
have oftea felt to see a protector of the public



_ absence of
unity, whose only result is & terrible weariness for the mind
and the eyes.

In the other place you are immediately struck by that
feeling of reverence which canses children to doff their hats
and which catches at your soul in the way that the dust of
'mhlndtmbscatchsyourthm!.wtﬁ!isbym
means the mere effect of yellow vamnish or the prime of
@:ik&eeﬁmtoftnﬁty,dpfdmmdun&y.i’c;xw
Vemetian painting clashes less with a Giulio Romano beside
B than a group of our pictures—and 1 do not mean the
worst of them—clash amongst themselves.

A magnificence of cortume, 2 nobility of movement—a

nobility dmmﬂl)ﬂgmnd.gdngﬂ, and .
Mdm&bwbmdmwmym:‘
qnlﬁbawhicbmaninpbdhlhcpbngmwb

dition”,

> age, for todsy no one is obedient, and
mmmu&dw-&
manner, is a divine privilege which almost all are without.

Few men have a right to rule, for fow men bave an over-

ruling passion.

B R . T 3 T Eaaam ] R T e T
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And as everyone todsy wants to rule, no one knows how

to govern himael.

Now that is sbandoned to his own devices, a
master has many unknown pupils for whom be is not re-
spousible, and his blind and dominion extends
well beyond his stndio, as far as regions where bis thought
cannot be understood.

Those who are nearer to the word and the idiom of the
master preserve the purity of his doctrine, and by obedience
and tradition they do what the master does by the fatality
of his nature.

But outside of this there is a vast
of mediocrities—apes of different and mized broeds, a Soat-
ing race of half-castes who each day move from one country
to another, taking away from each the customs which suit
them, and seeking to mske s personality for themselves by
& system of contradictory borrowings.

There are people who will steal a fragment from a pic-
ture by Rembrandt, snd without modifying it without
digesting it, without even finding the glue to stick it oo
with, will it into a work composed from an en-
tirely different point of view.

There are some who chasge from white to black in a
day: yesterdsy, colourists in the 'chic’ manner, colourists
with love nor criginality—to-momrow, sacrilegious
imitators of M. Ingres, but without discovering any more
taste or faith.

The sort of man who today comes into the cass of the

the cleverest apes—is not, and never will be,
but 2 mediocre . Thete was & time when
he would have made an cxcellent journeyman: but now he

is lost, for himself and for all mankind
That &s why it would have boen more in the interest of
their own salvation, and even of their if the juke-

warm had been subjected to the lash of a vigoroes faith.
For strong men sre rare, and today you have to be a Dela-
croix or an Ingres if you are to come to the surfsce and be

seen amid the chaos of an and steriie freedom.
of painting is the of an anarchic freedom which glori-
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fies the individual, however fecble he may be, to the detri-
ment of communitics—that is to say, of schools.

In schools, which are nothing else but crganizations of
inventive force, those individuals who are truly worthy of
the name absorb the weak. And that & for an
sbundant production is only a mind equipped with the
pmrcrdathonsanda!ms.

This of the individual has necessitated the
infinite division of the territory of art. The absolute and
divergent liberty of each man, the division of effort and the
disjunction of the human will have led to this weakness,
this doubt and this poverty of invention. A few sublime

and eccentrics are a poor compensation for
this swarming chaos of mediocrity. Individuality—that little
place of ome’s own—has devoured collective
And,uuaveﬂ-hownebnp&udarmwhc
shown that the printed book has killed the monument of
stope, so it is f=ir to say that, for the time being, it is the
painter that has killed the art of painting.

xXvin
ON THE HEROISM OF MODEBN LIFE

Maxy reoree will attribute the present decadence in paint-
ing to the decadence in behaviour® This dogms of the
studios, which bas gained currency among the public, is a
poor excuse of the artists. For they had a vested interest in
Q:ay l!nputvubneduukndou
be good account by the

hhw&d&.wmhﬂunﬂ&uh
new ono is not yet established.

But what was this great tradition, if not 2 habitual, every-
dtyidnhﬁmdw&—nmbu-dm&lfm

* Victor Hugo, Notre-Dame des Poris, B V, ch §, ‘Ced tuera

cela’
types of decadence must not be confused; one has
npdbh(ﬂcndhw&.ahmh

ON THE HEROISM OF MODERN LIFE
of life, a state of readiness on the part of each individual,

iz7

Mn&th&dpﬂybhﬁm.ﬂ
.‘ry , ot violence, in his attitades? To this should be

a public splendour which found its reflection in pri-
vate lfe. Ancient life was a great It ministered

parade.
above all to the pleasure of the eye, and this day-to-day

peganism has marvellously served the arts.
Before to distinguish the epic side of modemn kfe,
and before bringing examples to prove that our age is no

All forms of beauty, like all possible phenomena, contsin
an clement of the eternal and sn element of the transitory

for Hercules on Moust Oeta, Cato of Utica and
Cleopatra (whose suicides are pot modern suicides®),
what suicides do you find represented in the old masters?
You will search in vain among pagan existences—existences
dedlicated to sppetite—for the suicide of Jesn-Jacques® or
even the weird and marvellous suicide of Rafael de Valeo-
tin?
As for the garb, the outer busk, of the modern hero, al-
though the time is past when every little artist dressed up

as a grand panjandrum and smoked pipes as long as duck-
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rﬁ;.f&c;uﬂuh:ﬁ;ﬂdhudhmﬁdhpm
who would like to poeticize Antong
aCnekd::Pmdo vesture.®

But all the same, has not this much-abused garb its
besuty and its native charm? Is it not the necessary
of our suffering age, which wears the of 2
mourning even upen its thin biack shoulders? Note,
that the dress-coat and the frock-coat not only possess their .
political besuty, which is an expression of universal
equality, but also their poetic beauty, which is an expression
of the public soul-an immense cortige of undertaker's
mutes (mutes in love, political mutes, bourgeois
+ + +)« We are cach of us celebrating some funeral.

A uniform livery of affliction bears witness to :
and =5 for the eccentrics, whose violent and contrasting
colours used easily to betray them to the eye, today they
are satisfied with siight neances in design in cut, much
more than in colour. Lock at those creases which
their own mysterious grace?

Although M. Eugéne Lami* and M. Cavami® are not |
gonluses of the highest order, they have understood all this
very well-the former, the poet of official dandyism, the
latter the poet of a raffish and reach-me-down dandyism!
The reader who turns again to M. Jules Barbey d"Aurevilly's
book on Dandyism® will see clearly that it is a2 modemn

Let not the tribe of the colourists be too indignant. For
if it is more difficult, their task is thereby cnly the more |
glorious. Great colourists know how to create colour with |
a black coat, a white cravat and a grey background. ;

wis in
% e el sy mrphagerss dlE
in [

with |
gueb |
to0, |

)

hsurﬁ;kaahd-bSdu
Septembre 1843, and s wates-
colour, Le grand bal masqué de ['Opéra. =

On Gavarsi, see pp. 1724
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‘how to do it—he has no

- and
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But to return to our principal and essential problem,
which fs to discover whether wo possess a specific beauty,
intrinsie to cur new emotions, 1 observe that the majority of
artists who have attacked modern life have contented them-
selves with public and official cur victories
and our political hervism. Even so, they do it with an il
grace, and only because they are commissioned by the gov-
ermment which pays them. However there are private sub-
jects which are very much more hercic than these.

The pageant of fashiomable life and the thousands of

- floating existences—criminals and kept women—which drift

city; the Cazette des
Tribunaux and the Moniteur all prove to us that we have
only to open our eyes to recognize our herolsm.

Suppose that s minister, baited by the opposition’s im-
pudent questioning, has given expression once and for all
—with that proud and sovereign eloquence which is proper
to him—to his scorn and disgust for all ignorant and mis-
chief-making oppositions. The same evening you will hear
the following words buzzing round you on the Boulevard
des Italiens—"Were you in the Chamber today? and did
you see the minister? Cood Heavens, how handsome he
wits! 1 have never seen such scornl’

So there are such things as modermn beauty and modern
beroism!

And a Ettle lster—T hear that K.—or F.—has been com-
missioned to do a medz! on the subject; but he woa't know
ing for these things.”

So artists can be more, or less, fitted to undesstand mod-
ern beauty!

Or again—"The sublime rascall Even Byron's pirates are

| Joss lofty and disdainful Would you believe it—he fostled

the Abbé Montés aside, and literally fell upon the guillo-
tine, shouting: “Leave me my courage intact!™"

This last seatence alludes to the grave-side braggadocio
of a criminal-a grest protestant, robust of body and mind,
whose fierce courage was unabashed in the face of the very
engine of deathl”

" The rofetence is to Lacenaire (1800-36), deserter, murderer
rebel, whose career became a Romantic symbol for the re-
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All these words that fall from your lips bear witness to
your belief in & new and special besuty, which is neither
that of Achilles nor yet of Agamemnon.

The life of our city is rich in poetic and marvellous sub-
jects. We are enveloped and steeped as though in an atmos-
phere of the marvellous; but we do not notice it

'Ibemde—thatdaﬂingofthnut’sts,thﬂm_veb-
mentnfmea—hjnstasheqmmttndmymdayn
it was in the life of the ancients; in bed. for , or in
the bath, or in the anatomy theatre. The themes and re-
sources of painting are equally abundant and varfed; but
there is 2 new element-modern beauty.

For the heroes of the Iliad are but

volt a . The Abbé Montds was sexdor chaplaln at
the dm Roquette. R

* Well-dkmown characters from Baleac's novels.
" The bero of Balzac's play Ley ressourcer de Quinols (15842)
which was set in the 16th contury—the pesiod of doublet and

ON THE ESSENCE OF LAUGHTER,
AND, IN CENERAL,

ON THE COMIC IN THE PLASTIC AnTs!
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ferent and almost contrary reasops. One kind ha
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three articles were part of a kerger whole,
conceived and written some years before publicstion.
A work to be ‘De la Caricature” announced ‘pour
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registers of human thought. Like the flyshoets of journalism,
they are swept out of sight by the same tircless breeze
which supplies us with fresh ones. But the others—and it is
with these that I want to concern myself especially—contain
& mysterious, lasting, eternal element, which recommends
them to the attention of artists. What a curious thing, and
one truly worthy of sttention, is the introduction of this
indefinable element of besuty, even in works which are
intended to represent his proper ugliness—both moral and
physical—to man! And what is no less mysterious is that this
lamentable spectacle excites in him an undying and fn-
corrigible mirth, Here, then, is the true subject of my
article.

A doubt assalls me. Should I reply with a formal demon-
stration to the kind of preliminary question which no doubt
will be raised by certain spiteful pundits of solemnity—
charlstans of gravity, pedantic corpses which have emerged
from the icy vaults of the Institut and have come again to
the land of the living, like a band of miserly ghosts, to
snatch s few coppers from the obliging administration”
First of all, they would ask, is Caricature a genre? N
thelr cronles would reply, Carfcature is not u genre. I ha
heard similar herosios ringing In my ears at academicia
dinners. It was these fine fellows who let the comedy
Robert Macaire® slip past them without noticing any of
great moral and literary symptoms. If they had been o
temporaries of Rabelzis, they would have treated him as
base and uncouth buffoon. In truth, then, have we got
show that nothing at all that issues from man is frivolous &
the eyes of a philosopher? Surely, at the very least, there
will be that obscure and mysterious olement which no
philosophy has so far analysed to its depths?

We are going to concern ourselves, then, with the essence
of laughter and with the component elements of caricature,
Later, perhaps, we shall examine some of the most re-
markable works produced i this genre.

* The character of Robert Macaire (in the play L'Auberge des
Adrets) had been created by the actor Frédérick Lemaitre, in
the 1820s. Later (see p. 105 below) Daumier developed the
character o a famouy serles of caricatures,
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The Sage laughs not save in fear and trombling. From what
authority-laden lips, from what completely orthodox pen,
did this strange and striking maxim fallP* Does it come
to us from the Philosopher-King of Judea? Or should we
attribute it to Joseph de Maistre,® that soldier quickened
*Lavater's remark ‘Le Sage sowrit souvent et rit rarement’

{Souvendrs pour des voyageurs chéris) has been suggested by
G, T\ Clapton; see Gilman p. 257, » 82

'On Baudelsire's debt to Joseph de Maistre, soe Gliman pp.
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with the Holy Spirit? I have a vague memory of havi
mdﬂiaouco(hhbooks,butgimacqmuon.g

doubt. Such severity of thought and style suits well with
the ma salatliness of Bossuet; but the elliptical turn
of the thought and its quintessential refinement would
lead me rather to attribute the honour to Bourdaloue, the
relentless Christian psychologist. This singular maxim has
kept recurring to my mind ever since I first conceived the
idmo(myatﬁcle.mdlwantedhgetﬁddklﬂhova
start.

But come, let us analyso this curious i

The Sage, that is to say he who s quickened with the
spitit of Our Lord, he who has the divine formulary at his
finger tips, does not abandon himself to laughter save in
fearmdmhhng.ThoSngembhutbothmghtof
having laughed; the Sage fears laughter, just as he fears
the lustful shows of this world. He stops short on the brink
of laughter, as on the brink of temptation. There is, then,
according to the Sage, a certain secret contradiction be-
tween his special nature as Sage and the primordial nature
ofluugbt«.lnhct.hodonommthmtouchlnpuling
upon memaries which are more than solemn, I would point
out—and this perfectly corroborates the Christian
character of the maxim—that the Sage par excellence, the
Ward Incamate, never laughed.? In the eyes of One who
hias all knowledge and all power, the comic does not exist.
AndyettheWordlncamatelmewmgu;Bemknew
tears,

Let us make a note of this, then. In the first place, here
is an suthor-s Christian, without doubt—who considers it
a8 a certain fact that the Sage takes a very good look before
allowing himself to laugh, as though some residue of un-
casiness and anxioty must still be left him. And secondly,
the comic vanishes altogether from the of view of
absolute knowledge and power. Now, #f we inverted the
two propositions, it would result that langhter is generally
theapmageo{madnmn.andﬁmtitlhlpﬁnp!iesmme

* This suggests a line in a poem by Bsudelaire’s friend Custave
EVMthbedmlmlryDlm ‘pmluk.
Jéwur n'e . See ulso Gllman p, 237, u, 32
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or less of ignorance and weakness. I have no wish, how-
ever, to embark rocklessly upon a theological ocean, for
which I should without doubt be insufficiently

with compass or safls; [ am content just to Indicate these
singular borizons to the reader—to point them out to him
with my finger.

If you are prepared, then, to tzke the point of view of
the orthodox mind, it is certain that human laughter is in-
timately linked with the accident of an ancient Fall, of a
debasement both physical and moral. Laughter and grief
are expressed by the organs in which the command and the
hnmolgoodmdmﬂmdo-lmmthommd
the In the earthly paradise—whether one supposes
it as past or to come, & memory or & prophecy, in the sense
of the or of the socialists—in the earthly para-
dise, that is to say in the surroundings in which it seemed
to man that all ereated things were good, joy did not find
its dwelling in laughter. As no trouble afflicted him, man’s
countenance was simple and smooth, and the laughter
which now shakes the nations never distorted the features
of his face. Laughtor and tears cannot mako their appear-
ance i the paradise of delights. They are both equally the
children of woe, and they came because the body of en-
fecbled man lacked the strength to restrain them.* From
the point of view of my Christian philosopher, the laugh on
his lips is 2 sign of just as great a misery as the tears in his
eves. The Being who sought to multiply his own image has
in no wise put the teeth of the lion into the mouth of man—
yet man rends with his lsughter; nor all the seductive cun-
ning of the serpent into his eyes—yet he beguiles with his
tears. Observe also that it is with his tears that man washes
the aflictions of man, and that it is with his laughter that
sometimes he soothes and charms his heart; for the phe-
nomena engendered by the Fall will become the means of

&yllbepgdenpoadehymlhedsinadsbbelp

a%&ﬂmnuvﬁm(u).mm friend of Baude-
laire’s. He wrote a number of books, and had a

et In the official world of srt, The exact source of this idea
not boen traced among his works,

i
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me prove the accuracy of these assertions, which otherwise |

many people may find tainted with the ¢ priori of mysti.

cism? Sioce the comic is a damnable element, and one |

of disbolic origin, let us try to before us & soul

imagine

sbsolutely pristine and fresh, so to speak, from the hands of
Nature. For our example let us take the great snd typical
figure of Virginie,* who perfectly symbolizes absolute purity
and maiveté. Virginie arrives in Paris still bathed in sea-
mists and gilded by the tropic sun, her eyes full of great
primitive images of waves, mountains and forests. Here
she falls into the midst of a turbulent, overflowing and
mephitic civilization, all irnbued as she is with the pure and
rich scents of the East. She is linked to humanity both by
ber birth and her love, by her mother and her Jover, her
Paul, who is as angelic as she =nd whose sex knows no dis-
tinction from hers, 50 to spezk, in the unquenched ardours
of 2 Tove which is unaware of itself. God she has known
in the church of Les Pamplemousses—a modest and mean
little church, and in the vastness of the indescribable

sky and the immortal music of the forests and the torrents.
Certainly Virginie is a noble intelligence; but a few images
and a few memories suffice ber, just as a fow books suffice
the Sage. Now one day by chance, in all innoconce, st the
Palsis-Royal, at a glazier's window, on a table, in a public
place, Virginie's eye falls upon—a caricature! 2 caricature
all very tempting for us, full- blown with gall and spite, just

such as a shrewd and bored civilization knows how to make '

them. Let us some broad of the
some British enormity, full of clotted blood and spiced
a monstrous ‘Goddam!” or two: or, if this is more to
the taste of your curfous let us before
the eye of our virginal Virginie some charming and enticing
morsel of Jubricity, 8 Gavarni of her times, and one of the
best—some Insulting satire against the follies of the court,
some plastic diatribe against the Parc-aux-Cerfe? the vile
activities of a great favourite, or the nocturnal escapades of
the proverbial Autrichienne * Caricature is a double thing;
‘ From Bermardin do Saint-Pierre's Poul ot Virginie.
*Louis XV's private brothel at Versailles,
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it is both drawing and idea—the viclent, the idea
caustic lﬂanm&%MW
trouble to a simple mind which {s accustomed to understand
by intuition things as simple as itself. Virginie has ghmpsed;
now she gazes. Why? She is gazing at the unknown. Never-
theless she hardly understands either what it means or
what it is for. And yet, do you observe that sudden folding
of the wings, that shudder of a soul that veils berself and
wants to draw back? The angel has sensed that there is
offence in it. And in truth, 1 tell you, whether she has
understood it or not, she will be left with some strange
element of uncasiness—something which resembles fear. No
doubt, if Virginie remains in Paris and comes
to her, laughter will come too: we shall see why. Bat for the
moment, in our capacity as analysts and critics who
certainly not dare to assert that our intelligence is superior
to that of Virginie, let us simply record the fear and the
suffering of the immaculate angel brought face to face with
caricature.

Iy yvou wished to demonstrate that the comic is cne of the
clearest tokens of the Satanic in man, one of the numerous

pips contained in the symbolic apple, it would be eacagh
to draw zttention to the unsnimous 3

, comes from the idea of one’s own

A Satanic idea, if there ever was one! And what
pride and delusion! For it is a notorious fact thst =1l the
idea of their own superiority: I hardly know of any who
is one of the most frequent and numerous expressions of
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madness. And now, see how falls into
Whea once fallen, has declined by one degree in
purity, the idea of ber own superiority will begin to dawn
upon her; she will be more Jearned from the point of view
of the world; and she will laugh.

I said that lsaghter contained a symptom of failing; and,
in fact, what more striking token of debility could you
demand than 3 nervous convulsion, an involuntary spasm
comparable to a sneeze and prompted by the sight of some-
one else’s misfortune? This misfortune is almost always a
mental failing. And can you gine a phenomenon more
deplorable than one failing taking delight in another? But
there is worse to follow. The misfortune is sometimes of a
very much lower kind—a failure in the physical order. To
take one of the most commonplace examples in life, what
is there so delightful in the sight of a man falling on the
ice or in the street, or stumbling at the end of 2 psvement,
that the countenance of his brother in Christ should con-
tract in such an intemperate manner, and the muscles of his
face should suddenly leap into life like a timepioce at mid-
day or a clockwork toy? The poor devil bas disfigured
himseli, at the very least; he may even have broken an
essential member. Novertheless the laugh has gone forth,
sudden and irrepressible. It is certain that i you care to
explore this situation, you will find a certain unconscious
pride =t the core of the laughter’s thought That is the
point of departure. "Look at me! I am not falling,” he seems
to say. ‘Look at me! I am walking upright. I would never

bentmynwhﬂmnenpphdnm“a’

cobblestone blocking the way.'

The Romantic school, or, to put it better, the Satanic
school, which &s one of its subdivisions, had a proper under-
standing of this primordial law of laughter; or at least, if
they did not all understand it, all. even in their grossest
extravagances and exsggerations, semsed it and applied
it exactly. All the miscreants of melodrama, accursed,
damned snd fatally marked with a grin which runs from ear
to ear, are in the of langhter. Furthermore

pure orthodoxy
they are almast all the grand-children, legitimate or illegiti-
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expression g
tion as &t lacerates and scorches tho lips of the laugher
for whose sins there can be no remission.¥

* Molmoth the Wonderer (1530) was the
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buman, it is, in fact, essentially contradictory; that is to
say that it is at once a token of an infinite grandeur and an
infinite '~the latter in relation to the absolute Being

spoctator at the phenomena of his own ego. But such cases
are rare. The most comic animals are the most serious—
monkeys, for example, and parrots. For that matter, i man
were to be banished from crestion, there would be no such
thing as the comic, for the animals do not hold themselves
superior fo the vegetsbles, mor the vegetables to the
minerals. While it is 2 sign of superiority in relation to brute
creation (and under this beading I inciude the numercus

ON THE ESSENCE OF LAUVCHTER 4

As the comic is a sign of superiarity, or of a belief in
ODE’s own superiority, it is natural to hoid that, before
can achieve the absolute

power.

for sworn dissenters to cite the classic tale of the

%m&ddh when bo saw a donkey
cating
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of fun. It was not until after the coming of Christ, and with

H
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i
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a symptom, a diagnostic. § of what? That s the
question. Joy is a unity, Laughter is the of a
double, or . and that is the reason

analogous
wagging of a dog's tail, or the purring of a cat. And ¥ there
still remains some distinction between the laughter of
children and such of animal contentment, |
think that we should hold that this is because their lsughter

faculty, that is to say with an artistic
ideclity. Now human pride, which always
hand and is the natural cause of
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just a little hazd to that is because the laughter
caused by the grot has about jt

esque protound,

primitive and axiomatic, which is much closer to the inno-
cent life and to absolute joy than is the laughter caused by
the comic in man's behavious. Setting aside the question of
utility, there is the same difference between these two
sorts of as there is between the implicated schoal
of writing and the school of art for art’s sake, Thas the
grotesque dominates the comic from a proportionate beight.
From now onwards I shall call the ‘the
absclute comic’, in antithesis to the ordinary comie, which
I shall call ‘the significative comic’, The latter is a clearer
language, and one easler for the man In the street to under-
stand, and above all easier to analyse, its element being
visibly double—art and the moral idea, But the absolute
comie, which comes much closer to nature, emerges 2s a
unity which calls for the intuition to grasp it. There & but
one criterion of the grotesque, and that is langhter—im-
mediste laughter, Whereas with the s tive comic it
is quite permissible to laugh 2 moment late—that is no
nrgxmcnt:gnwmvallm:y;nnndopmdsnpoam's

analysis,

1 have called it ‘the absolute comic’. Nevertheless we
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between the ordinary comic and the which he called
‘the innocent comic”. mwmw which
put forth didactically, or thrown out In the form of fn-
spired conversations or critical dialogues, be often sought
huhmmwmh;mditkbm&mmy
Wh&:lﬂdﬂﬁthnymwﬁngmpla
when I come to give a series of applications of the above-
:adphdpb,lnduphamﬂemdaachm

dhcodomum&mmbwwmm
dlvh::mhhphaoud&mtmdt“nd.nk
can be established toa law, as
lmm.mmgwwh
of artistic crestion. The first is brought about by the
primary separation of the absolute from the significative
comic; the second is based upen the kind of special cape-
cities possessed by each artist. And finally it is also possible
to establish a classification of varieties of the comic with
regard to climates and various national aptitudes. It should
be observed that each term of each classiication can be
completed and given & nuance by the adjunction of a term
from one of the others, just as the law of grammar teaches
us to modify a noun by an adjective. Thus, any German or
English artist is more or less naturally equipped for the
shsolute comic, and at the same time he is more or Jess
of an ideslizer. 1 wish now to try i
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erally find the significative type. In this genre Molidre is
our best But since at the root of our character
thero is an aversion for all extremes, and since coe of the
symoptoms of every emotion, every science and every art
in France is an svoidance of the excessive, the absolute
and the profound, there is consequently but little of the
savage variety to be found in this country; in the same
way our grotesque seldom rises to the absolute.

Rzbelais, who is the great French master of the gro-
tesque, preserves an element of utility and reason in the
very midst of his most prodigious fantasies. He is directly
symbolic. His comedy vearly always possesses the trans-
parence of an allegory. ln French caricature, in the plastic
expression of the comie, we shall find this dominant spirit.
It must be admitted that the enormous poetic good humour
which is required for the true grotesque is found but rarely
among us in level and continuous doses. At long intervals
we see the vein reappear; but it is not an esseatially national
one. In this context I should mention certain interludes of
Moliére, which are unfortunately too little read or acted—
those of the Malade Imaginaire and the Gentil-
homme, for example; and the figures of
Callot. As for the essentially French comedy in the Contes
of Voltaire, its raison d'étre is always based uwpon the idea
of superiority; it Is entirely significative.

Germany, sunk in her dreams, will afford us excellent
specimens of the zbsolute comic. There all is weighty, pro-
found and excessive. To find true comic , bowever,
you have to cross the Channe! and visit the realms
of spleen. Happy, noisy, carcfree Italy abounds in the
innocent variety. It was at the very heart of Italy, at the
hub of the southern carnival, in the midst of the turbulent
Corso, that Theodore Hoffmann discerningly placed his
cccentric drama, The Princass Brombills. The Spaniards
are very well endowed in this matter. They are quick to
arrive at the cruel stage, and their most grotesque fantasies
often contain = dark element.

It will be a long time before 1 forget the first English ¢
pantomime that I saw played. It was some years ago, at ]

ON THE ESSENCE OF LAUCHTER 147

ﬁthVM’moﬂyahm
'umﬁ.fwmbwutohnuhnbdﬁ

First of all, Pierrot was not the figure to which the late-
hﬂd&bmmhadmdm—thatﬁg:upk
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when he laughed his laughter made the anditorfum quake;
his laugh was like o joyful clap of thunder, He was a short,
fat man, and to increase his imposingness he wore a be-
ribboned costume which encompassed his jubilant person
as birds sre encompassed with their down and feathers,
or angoras with their fur. Upon his floured face be had
stuck, crudely and without transition or tion, two
enormous patches of pure red. A feigned prolongation of
the lips, by means of two bands of carmine, brought it
about that when he laughed his mouth seemed to run
from car to ecar.

As for his moral nature, it was basically the same as that
of the Pierrot whom we all know—heedlessness and in-
difference, and consequently the gratification of every kind
of greedy and rapacions whim, now ot the of
Harlequin, now of Cassandre or Léandre. The only dif-
ference was that where Deburau would just have moistened
the tip of his finger with his tongue, he stuck both fists
and both feet into his mouth.

And everything else in this singular picce was exprossed
in the same way, with passionate gusto; it was the dizzy
height of hyperbale.

Plerrot walks past a woman who I scrubbing her door-
step; after rifling her pockets, he makes to stuff into his
own her sponge, her mop, her bucket, water and =il As for
the way in which he endeavoured to express his love to her,
anyone who remembers observing the phanerogamous
habits of the monkeys in their famous cage at the Jardin
des Plantes can imagine it for himself. Perhaps I ought to
add that the woman's role was taken by a very long, very

thin man, whose outraged modesty emittod shrill screams, |

It was truly an intoxication of laughtor—something both |

terrible and {rresistible,

For some misdeed or other, Plerrot had in the end to he |

Why the guillotine rather than the
thchndolAlbion?...ldomtknnw;p
up to what we were 10 see next. Anyway, there it was, the
engine of death, there, set up on the French boards which

were markedly surprised at this romantic novelty. After = it has taken
struggling and bellowing ke an ox that soents the | gestures

in .
to lead  in the air; we breathe intoxication; it is intoxication that Sis

!

H
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L at last Pierrot bowed to his fate. His head
wiis sovered from his neck—a great red and white head,
which rolled noisily to rest in front of the prompter’s box,
showing the bleeding disk of the neck, the split vertebrae
and all the details of a piece of butcher's meat just dressed
for the counter. And then, all of a sudden, the decapitated
trunk, moved by its irresistible obsession with theft, jumped
to its feet, ‘lifted” its own head as it
was a ham or a bottle of wine, and, with far more oir-
cumspection than the great St, Denis, proceeded to stuff it

hwlumul
Set in pea and ink, all this is palo and chilly. But
how could the pen rival the pantomime? The s
the refinement, the quintessence of comedy; it is the pure
the English actors’ special talent for hyperbole, all these
monstrous buffooneries tock on @ strangely thrilling reality.
Certainly one of the most remarkable things,
sense of absolute comedy—or if I may call it so, the meta-
gl.).y:u of absolute comedy—was the

touched their brains, A few

i

gesture,
intoxication is abroad; intoxication swims

the lungs and renews the blood in the arteries.

- What is this intoxication? It is the absolute comic, and
of each one of them. The extracrdinary

by Léandre, Piorrot and Cassandre make
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it quite clear that they feel thomselves forcibly profectod |

into a pew existence, T!w{;odo not seem at all put out. Th

sot about peeparing for
tuous destiny which awaits them, like & man who spits on

the great disasters and the tumul- |

:

his hands 2nd rubs them together before doing some heroic |

deed. They fourish their arms, like windmills lashed by the
tempest. It must be to loosen their joints—and they will

certainly need it. All this is carried out to grest gusts of |

laughter, full of a huge contentment. Then they tum to

a game of leap-frog, and once their aptitude and their |

ugility have been duly registered, there follows a dazzling
volley of kicks, punches and slaps which blaze and crash
like a battery of artillery. But all of this is done in the bost of
spirits, Every gesture, every cry, every look seems to be
saying: "The fairy has willed it, and our fate burls us on—it
doesn’t worry me! Come, let's get started! Let’s get down
to business!" And then they do get down to business,
through the whole fantastic work, which, properly speak-
ing, only starts at this point—that is to say, on the frontier
of the marvellous,

Under cover of this hysteria, Harlequin and Colombine

have danced away in flight, and with an airy foot they

proceed to run the gauntlet of their adventures,

And now another example, This ove is taken from a
singular suthor—a man of ranging mind, whatever may be
said, who unites to the significative mockery of France the
mad, sparkling, lighthearted guicty of the lands of the
sun as well as the profound comic spirit of Germany. 1 am
returning once again to Hoffmann,

In the story entitled Daucus Carota, the King of the
Carrots, or by some translators The King's Betrothed, no
sight could be more beautiful than the arrival of the great
company of the Carrots in the farm-yard of the betrothed
maiden’s home. Look at all those little scariet figures, like
4 regiment of English soldiers, with enormous green plumes
on their heads, like carriage-footmen, going through a series

of marvellous tricks and capers on their little horses! The

whole thing is carried out with astonishing agility. The

adroitness and ease with which
assisted by their heads being bigger and beavier than the

they fall on their heads is

’
i
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rest of their bodies, like those toy soldiers made of elder-
pith, which have lead welights in their caps.

The unfortunate young girl, obsessed with dreams of
grandeur, is fascinated by this display of military might.
But an army on parade is one thing; how different
hbm&:.hn.fmmgmmpokshing
or, worse still, i on its e
bukln-tinhomet:ahg e

camp-
of the medal; the rest was but a

magie trick, an apparatus of seduction, But her father, who
is a wise man and well versed in sorcery, wants to show her
the other side of all this ce. Thus, at an hour
whea the vegetablos are sleeping their brutish sleep, nover

that any spy could catch them unawares, he
lifts the flap of one of the tents of this splendid army. Then
it is that the poor dreaming girl sees all this mass of red

and green soldiery in its appalling undress, wallowing and

snoring in the Althy midden from which it first

77

‘sonality from time to time. Under the name of
“he swears enmity for the Assyrian prince, Cornelio Chiap-
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peri; but when be is himself the Assyrian prince, he pours
forth his deepest and the most regal scom upon bis rival
for the hand of the Princess—upon a wyotched mumumer
whose name, they say, is Gighio Fava,

1 should perhaps add thst coe of the most distinctive
marks of the absolute comic is that it remains unaware of
itsedf. This is evident not only in certain animals. e
monkeys, in whose comicality gravity plays an essential
part, nor only in certain antique sculptural caricatures of
which I have already spoken, but even in those Chinese
monstrosities which delight us so much and whose inten.
tions are far less comic than people generally think. A
Chinese idol, although it be an object of veneration, Jooks
very lttle different from a tumbletoy or a pot-bellied
chimney-omament.

And so, to be finished with all these subtieties and all
these definitions, let me point out, once more and for the
last time, that the dominant idea of superiority is found
in the absolute, no less than in the significative comic, as
I have already explained (at too great a length, pechaps):
further, that in order to eoable a comic emanation, explo-
slon, or, as it were, a chemical separation of the comic to
come about, there must be two beings face to face with
one snother: sgain, that the special abode of the comic
is in the laugher, the spectator: and finally, that an excep-
tion must nevertheless be made in connection with the Jaw
of ignorance” for those men who have made a business of
developing in themselves their feeling for the comic, and
of dispensing it for the amusement of their fellows. This
last phenomenon comes into the class of all artistic phe-
nomena which indicate the existence of a permanent
dualism in the buman belng—that is, the power of being
oneself and somecne else at one and the same time.

And so, to return to my primary definitions und to express
myself more clearly, 1 would say that when Hoffmann gives

birth to the absolute comic it is perfectly true that he knows

what be is doing; but be also knows that the essence of this
type of the comic is that it should to be unaware of
itself and that it should produce in the spectator, or rather

the reader, a joy in his own superiority and in the su-
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of man over nature. Artists create the comic; after
and studying its elements, they know that such-
& being is comic, and that it is s only on condi-
&mbdn‘mo‘hmmh&emmy
following an inverse law, an artist is only an artist on
that he is a double man and that there ic not one
je phenomenon of his double nsture of which he is

EEEﬁ}
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SOME FRENCH CARICATURISTS g
I

CARLE VERNET—PICAL—~CHANLET—DAUMIER
MONNIER—GRANDVILLE~GAVARNI
THIMOLET—TRAVIES—JACQUE

He was an sstonishing man, was Carle Vernet.! His col-
lected works are a world, a little Comédie humaine of their
own; for trivial prints, sketches of the crowd and the street,
and caricatures, often constitute the most faithiul mirror
of life. Often, too, caricatures, like fashion-plates, become
more caricatural the more old-fashioned they become, Thus
the stiff and unguinly bearing of the figures of those times
seems to us oddly unexpected and jurring; and yet the
whole of that world is much less intentionally odd
people generzlly suppose. Such was the fashion, such
its human beings; its men were like its paintings; the world
had moulded itself on art. Everyone was stif and upright;
and with his skimpy frock-coat, his riding-boots, and his
hair dripping over his brow, each citizen the impres-
sion of an academic nude which had called in at the
old-clothes-shop. But it is not only because they have
thoroughly preserved the sculptural snd the stylistic
pretensions of their period from the historical
point of view, I mean—that Carle Vernet's caricatures have
a great valoe for us; they also have a positive srtistic worth.
Each pose and gesture has the sccent of truth; each head
and physiognomy is endowed with an suthentic style for
which many of us can vouch when we think of the guests
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SOME FRENCEH CARICATURISTS

gusto and galety
Italians is as foreign to him as the manjac viclence of

tataincd_he'ssaidmtohwwred,awhohm
tion of men still living. I have known people who were
honestly indignant at not seeing Charlet at the Institut.
For them it was as great a scandal as the exclusion of
Molitce from the Académie. Now I know that to come
forward and tell people that they are wrong to have been
amused or moved in a certsin fashion is rather o
part to play: it is truly painful to find oneself at cross
purposes with the universal vote. Nevertheless it is neces-
sary to have the courage to ssy that Charlet has oo place
among the eternal spirits—smong the cosmopolitan gens
This caricaturist is no citizen of the universe: and if
object that 2 caricaturist can never be quite that, ¥ shall
reply that to a certain extent he con be. Charlet is a

of genius. He has something in common with another
famous man whom 1 do not wish to mention by name, for

&thehuyﬂr?e‘ﬁehbbotupdhh

"ﬂishrbhbﬁunb&-ﬁdﬂ some

ah unfinished. M. de Biranger was shve. (c=)
suti-bourgecis

f

il

Mﬁ%h@“;& i
'!": : (4857?? his u..,*" :so.a- (g
. v £.). Béranger died in 1857,
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. from France, and above all from the aristocracy
of the sword. I submit that this is bad, and denotes a small
mind. Again, liko that other great man he insulted the
clerical pasty a great deal; this too, 1 say, & a very bad

qrrhmb unintelligible on the other side
of Qund.md:::tha of the Rhine or the
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angels’, with the wit of an scademician (escept for the
social, or phonetic, licisons). To show the peasant in his
true self §s an idle fancy of Balzacs: to depict the abomina-

It is the same sentiment that guides
spect to the clerics. He is not concerned with painting
: the moral deformities of the sacristy in an




original manner. No, his sole need is to please the soldier-
bumpkin; and the soldier-bumpkin used to live on & diet
of Jesuits In the arts, the only thing thet matters i to
please, as the bourgeois say.

Goya, too, attacked the monastic tribe. 1 imagine that
he had no love for monks, for he made them
But bow beantiful they are in 2ll thes
triumphant in their monkish squalor and crapulence!
art dominates—art which puorifies like fire:
servility, which corrupts art. Now compare the
the courtier: cne gives us superb drawings; the other, a
Voltairean sermon.

There has been much talk about Charlet’s street-arabs—

i
§
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who play st war with woodea swords. They are always
plump and fresh 2s rosy apples, all innocence and frank-
pess, with eyes bright and smiling on the werld. But what
of the ‘enfant terrible’, what of the great poet’s ‘pale
urchin, with his hoarse voice and his skin the colour of an
old sou™ | am afraid that Charlet has too pure a heart to
see such

It must be owned, however, that occasionally he betrayed
& good intention —The scenc is a forest. Some bandits and

their women are sitting eating beside an cak-tree on which
2 hanged man, akeady elongated and thin, is loftily taking

the sir and sniffing the dew, with his nose bent towards
the ground and his toes correctly aligned
One of the rufians
‘Maybe that's how we shall be next
Bat alas, be has given us few sketches of this kind. And
yet, oven if the idea fs a good one, the drawing is inade-
quate; there is no well-marked character shout the heads.
It could be far finer, and is certainly not to be compared
*Le r3ce de Parhs, cest le pile voyou,
Alcupdﬂi,-wp;n’?omnvhm
Auvguste Barbier, lembes, X.
yChaciet, Album Bthogrophique (1832), No. 4 (La Combe

kike a dancer’s.
points to him with his Snger and says,
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with Villon's lines as he supped with his comrades beneath
the gallows on the gloomy plain.

“chic’~it is all loops and ovals. His sentiments be picked up
ready-wmade at the vaudeville. He was a artificial
man who spplied himself to imitating the current idess of
his time. He made a tracing. o to speak, of public cpinion:
be tailored his intelligence to it the fashion. The poblic
was truly his pattern no less than his patron.

Once bowever he something quite good. This
was a series of costumes of the old and new guard® which
is not to be confused with a somewhat similar work pub-
lished not 5o long ago—the latter may even be a posthumous
work.® The figures have the stzmp of reality; they must be
very lifelike. Their gait, their gestures, the attitudes of their
beads are all excellent. Charlet was young then; he did not
think of himself as 2 great ma= and his bad not
yet absolved him from

them stand firm on their feet. But be always had
a tendency towards self-neglect, and he ended by repeating
over and over again the szme wvulgar scribble which the

youngest of art-students would be to scknowl-
edge i he bad a scrap of seli-respect. It is proper to point
out that the work of which I am is of a simple and

* La Comsbe 157-88 and 157-201 (1819-21),

| *La Combe 209-84 (1545).
L * Presussably Horace Vernet and Béranger respectively,
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ignorance and ineptitude—to slumber in the waste-paper | a prodigious satanic comedy, now farcical, now 5
basket of indifference, like this sheet of paper which I have - Mwam.pouwmmgx_
poodlessly solled and which is now only fit for pulping® out in motley and grotesque costumes. Among all
But now I want to speak about one of the most important those great men of the dawning monarchy, how many are
men, I will not say only in caricature, but in the whole of there not whose names are already forgotten! But it is the
modern art. | want to speak about a man who each morming olympian and pyramidal Pear, of litigious memory, that
keeps the population of cur city amused, s man who Sup-  dominates and crowns the whole fantastic epic. You will
plies the daily needs of public gaiety and provides its sus- remember the time when Philipon (who was perpetually
tenance. The bourgeois, the business-man, the urchin and at cross purposes with His Majesty’s justice) wanted to
the bousewife all laugh and pass on their way, as often as prove to the tribunal that nothing was more innocent than
not—what base ingratitudel—without even glancing at his that prickly and provoking pear, and how, in the
name. Until now his fellow-artists have been alone in under- presence of the court, he drew a sories of sketches of which
standing all the serious qualities in his work, and in recog- the first exactly reproduced the royal physiogoomy, and
nizing that it is really the proper subject for a study. You each successive one, drawing further and further away from
will have guessed that I am referring to Daumier. the primary image. spproached ever closer to the fatal goal
There was nothing very spectacular about Honoré —the pear! “There now,” he szid. “‘What connection can you
Daumier's beginuings. He drew becsuse be had to—R | see between this last sketch and the first? Similar experi-
sketches with a little paper edited by William Duckett;* Apollo, and I beliove that it was even possible to refer back
then Achille Ricourt, who was a print-dealer at that time, one of them to the likeness of a toad. But all this
bought some more from him.** The revolution of 1530, like a
all revolutions, occasioned a positive fever of caricature. the from that time onwards the symbol was
For caricaturists, those were truly haloyon days, In that enough, With this kind of plastic slang, it was possible to
ruthless war against the govemment, and particularly say, and to make the people understand, anything one
against the king, men were all passion, all fire. It is a real  wanted. And so that tyrannical and sccursed pesr became
curiosity today to look through that vast gallery of historieal  fhe focus for the whole pack of patriotic blood-hounds.
clowning which went by the name of La Caricature™—that There is no doubst shout it that they wenat to work with a
great series of comic archives to which every artist of any | marvellous ferocity and espirit de corps, and bowever ob-
consequence brought his quota. It is a hurly-burly, a far- stinately Justics retorted, it is a matter of enormous sur-
. s rough ha of Charlet eamed him an prise to us today, when
ount ter from Colonelde s Combe, whose book o e st | drchivet, that 30 Furlous & war should have beea abl o
the gory

-

had been published {n 1558 Delacroix also was displeased; see be kopt up for years on end.
P- 532 below.

A a
* Presumably La Slhoustte (1829-31), the first journal of fts indeed these drawings are often full of blood and
Kind o be published fu Paris. In spite of his same, Willam || 00 SRR s

Duckett was & Frenchman. mumwmn,mmm
- and beatings-up by the police—all those episodes of the first
Ricoert” 3 et :
1652 b omd At 1o whch ol o | Yo of the govermment of 1530 keep on recuring, s
® Founded Charles Philipon (1500-82) in it lasted judge for yourselves—

until 1835, W(bl-p)uthl.m“ Liberty, a young and beautiful girl, with her Phrygian
under the pseudouym Hogelin, cap upon her head, is sunk in a perilous sleep. She has
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hardly & thought for the danger which is threatening her.
A Man is stealthily advancing upon her, with an evil pur-
pose in his heart. He has the burly shoulders of a market-
porter or a bloated landlord. His pear-shaped head is sur-
mounted by a prominent tuft of hair and flanked with
extensive side-whiskers. The monster is seen from behind,
and the fun of guessing his name must bave added no little
value to the print. He advances upon the young person,
making ready to outrage her.

‘Hove pou pray'd to-night, Madam#—Jt is Othello-
Philippe about to stifle innocent Libesty, for all her cries
and resistance!

Or again, along the pavement outside a more than sus-
picious bouse quite a young girl is passing; she is wearing
her little Phrygian cap with all the innocent coquetry of a
grisette, a girl of the people. Monsieur X and Monsieur Y
(well-inown faces—the most honoursble of ministers. for
& certainty) are plying a singular trade this time. They are
closing in on the poor child, whispering blandishments or
indecencies in her ear, and gently pushing bher towards a
narrow passageway. Behind a door the Men can just be
made out. His face s almost turned away, but it is be all
right! Just Jook at that tuft of bair and those side-whiskors.
He is impatient, he is waiting.

Orhaehm:atyannlgncdbdm&emncm

And here is Liberty drugged into the torture-chamber.
Her delicate ankies are about to be crushed, ber stomach
to be distended with torrents of water, and every other

ME FRENTH CABICATURISTS 1
‘In every one of these drawings (of which the majority
are executed with remarkable conscientiousness and serf-
ousness of purpose) the king plays the part of an ogre,
Gargaatua,

an assassin, an insatiate 12 and sometimes even
mhdnulhohhunymulhnuly

caricature whose reminded me of
thdqsd&uebig:pdhul ; for none of the

pdlﬁqyubdkykyedhtbeshapﬂndowtn&e&u
of the great presidential elections offered anything but pale
reflections in with the products of the time of

bdmhm!m wrapped In his judge's robe, with his
open to show his double row of saw-edged teeth ke
his claws over the corpse’s

* Frank-Carré, a detested local politiciaa.



to provide money for the fines which overwhelmed the
Charivari; this was to publish supplementury drawings, the
money from whose sale was appropriated to that purpose.t?
Over the deplorable massacres in the rue Transnonain,
Dsumier showed his true greatness; his print has become
rather rare, for it was confiscated and destroyed.2® It is not
precisely caricature—it is history, reality, both trivial and
terrible. In & poor, mean room, the traditions] room of the
proletarian, with shoddy, essential furniture, lies the corpse
of a workman, stripped but for his cotton shirt and cap:
be lies on his back, at full length, his logs und arms outs
spread. There bas obviously been a great struggle and
tumult in the room, for the chairs are overtumned, as are
the night-table and the chamber-pot, Beneath the weight
of his corpse~between his back and the bare boards—the
father is crushing the corpse of bis little child. In this eold
attic all is silence and death.

It was about the same time that Daumier undertook a
satirical portrait gallery of political notabilities. There were
two series~cne of full-length, the other of bust-portraits:
the latter series came later, I think, and only contained
members of the upper house.!® In theso works the artist
displayed a wonderful understanding of ture; whilst
exaggerating and burlesquing the original features, he re-
mained so soundly rooted in nature that these specimens
might serve as models for all portraitists. Every little mean-

ness of spirit, every absurdity, every quirk of intellect, every

vice of the heart can be clearly seen and read in these
animalized faces; and at the sameo time everything is

"This was the Awoclation Mensuelle Lithographique, which
was started in August 1882, On the whole subject, see Freedom
of the Press ‘L'Assoclation Mensuells': Philipon versus
{.@MW.WE.MT.MHNWYG*.GW%
* Published in July 1834 by the Amociation Mensuclle (Del-
teil 135), it & now one of Daumier’s best-known :

“In fact the two series were spproximately contemporary with
mlnu}m;theﬁnu-bn‘&apamhwmgnblhhedhuw

oature in 1838-4, and majority of the bust-portrsits in Le
Charivart in 1833,

- A% SOME FRIRCE SANSATHRNES S T R SRR OROATTATEE.© Salg |
role in that chronic skirmish, A means had been fnvented

broadly and emphatically drawn. Daumicr combined the
freedom of an astist with the accuracy of a Lavater. And
yet such of his works as date back to that period
different from what he is

by printing-plant-an
with his ritual pulled down to his ears and his
mwpbdawhnnhwg
on his sturdy legs; he is clenching
both his fists and scowling. The man’s whole frame is as
rough-hewn sod muscular as the figures of the grest mas-
ters. In the background is the inevitable Philippe with his
policemen. But they dare not come and interfere.
However, our grest artist has done a wide diversity of
things. What I propose to do is to describe some of his
Mlhﬁagdp:lucboum&omdiﬁamgmmﬂ\cnl
shall analyse the philosophic and artistic importance of this
man, and finally, before taking leave of him,
1 shall a list of the different series and categories of

present moment his aruvre is a labyrinth, a forest of track-
less abundance.

Le Dernier Bain® is a serious and pathetic caricature.
Standing on the parapet of a quay and already leaning for-
ward, so that his body forms an acute angle with the base

from which it is parting company—like a statue its
balance—a man is letting hinwelf top p .

buge paving-stone is attached to his neck
th & rope. He has taken his oath not to escape. This is
no suicide of a poet who means to be fished out and to get

Wmemmmtm
" No. 2 of ‘Sentiments et Passions’, published in Le Chericar,

May 1840 (Delteil 800).
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himself talked about. Just look at that shabby, creased
frock-coat, with all the bones jutting through! And that
scedy cravat, twisted like a snake, and that bomy and
pointed Adam's apple! Surely nobody would have the heart
to grudge this man his underwater escape from the passing
show of civilization. In the background, on the other side
of the river, a well-fed, contemplative member of the bour-
geoisie is devoting himself to the innocent joys of rod and
line.
Imagine, now, a very remote corner of some obscure and
little-froquented suburb, oppressed beneath a leaden sun,
A man of somewhat funereal figure—an undertaker’s mute,
perhaps, or a doctor—is hobnobbing and drinking a glass,
in a leafless arbour, beneath a trellis of dusty laths, with a
hideous skeleton. The hour-glass and the scythe are lying
on one side. I forget the title of this plate: but these two
self-important creatures are evidently laying some murder-
ous bet, or conducting a learned discussion on mortality.*

Daumier has scattered his talent in a thousand different
fields. For example, he even produced some wonderful
drawings when commissioned to illustrate a baddish medico-
poetical publication called La Némdsis médicale3* One of
them, which deals with cholera, represents a public square
flooded, overwhelmed with light and heat. True to its ironl-
cal custom in times of great calamity and political upheaval,
the sky of Paris is superb; it is quite white and incandescent
with heat. The shadows are black and clearcut. A corpse
is lying across a doorway. A woman is hurrying in, stopping
up her nose and her mouth as she runs. The square is
deserted and like an oven—more desolate, even, than a
populous square after a riot. In the background can be seen
woﬂhamdhomﬁmunhm&nmw
tesque old hacks, and in the midst of this forum of desola-
= published 26th May 1840 in Le Charcarl, with the title *As-
sociation en commandite pour Vexploitation de humanité'—
;lgl:;lbd Compasny for the Exploitation of Humanity' (Delteil
* Published 1540. These wood-en are Nos. 111-139 in
nich, 1514) T;Hmmmm a&-d-hm ) W‘Mm
duced above, on p. 1533 "
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hlmbhod.bw:ﬂhiduddog,mmdlothcbmwnh
nor is the d v
mw-ww m'::ns usty paving-stones,

The scene now shifts to a prison-yard, A very leamed
gentleman, with black coat and white cravat—a philanthro-
pist, a redresser of wrongs—is ecstatically seated between
two convicts of terrifying aspect—both as stupid as cretins,
a5 ferocious as bull-dogs and as down-at-heel as old boots.
One of them is saying that be has murdered his father,
ravished his sister, or done some other heroic deed. ‘Ahl
my friend, what a splendid body of a man you muost have
been!” cries the savant, in raptures.®

These are enough to show how serious Dau-
mier’s thought often is, and how spiritedly he attacks his
subjects. Look through his works, and you will see parading
before your eyes all that a great city contains of lving
monstrosities, in all their fantastic and thrilling reality.
There can be no item of the fearful, the grotesque, the
siuister or the farcical in its treasury, but Daumier knows it
The live and starving corpse, the plump and well-filled
corpse, the ridiculous troubles of the home, every little
stupidity, every little pride, every enthusiasm, every despair
of the bourgeois—it is all there. By no one as by Daumier
has the bourgeois been known and loved (after the fashion
of artists)—the bourgeois, that last vestige of the middle
ages, that Gothic ruin that dies so hard, that type at once
s0 and so eccentric. Daumier has lived in
intimacy with him, he has spied on him day and night. he
has the mysteries of his bedroom, he has con-
sorted with kis wife and his children, ho comprehends the
form of his nose and the construction of his head, he knows
the spirit that animates his house from top to bottom.

To make a complete analysis of Daumier's awore would
be an ; instead I am going to give the titles
of his principal series of prints, without too much in the
way of appreciation and commentary. Every one of them

Robert Macaire, Marurs conjugales, Types parisiens, Pro-
" No. 12 of the series ‘Les du fjour', published
Le Charivari, 10th Oct, 1844 ( 1800!0“( ™
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fils et silhouettes, les Boigneurs, les les Cano-
tiers parisiens, los Bas-bleus, Pastorsles, Histolre enciense,
les Bons Bourgeols, les Cens de Justice, la Journée de M.
Coquelet, les Philanthropes du jour, Actualités, Tout ceo
qu'on voudrs, les Représensents représentés. Add the two
sets of portraits of which | have already spoken®

1 have two important observations to make about two of
these series—Robert Mocsire and the Histoire ancienne.
Robert Maocaire®® was the decisive starting-point of the cari-
cature of manners, The grest political war had died down
a little. The stubborn a encss of the law, the atti-
tude of the government which had established its power,
and a certain weariness natural to the human spirit bad
damped its fires a great deal new had to be
found. The pamphlet gave way to the comedy. The Satire
Ménippée™® surrendered the ficld to Molidre, and the great
epiccycle of Robert Macaire, told in Daumier’s daxzing
version, succeeded to the rages of revolution and the draw-
ings of allusion. Thenceforth caricature changed its step;
it was no longer espocially political. It had become the gen-
eral satire of the people. It entered the realm of the novel

The Histoire ancienne® seema to me to be be-
cause it s, 30 to say, the best paraphrase of the famous line
‘Oui nous délivrora des Grecs et des Romaina”® Daamier

* A ceaseless and regular has rendered this Bst more
than incomplete. Once, with Dawmier himself, I tried 1o make
ost;;hbu!evegy we
(cun) catalogus by to which
redetence been made in notes above, contains almost 4000
Ethographic items.

'Aw&md&huﬁ in Le Charicari be-

|
not to do it
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came down on false , that
is, for no one has a better than he for the
of antiquity. He snapped his at it. The hot-headed
Achilles, the wibe Telem-

and the fair Helen, who ruined

of view. As an
artist, what distinguishes Daumier is his sureness of touch.
He draws us the great masters draw. His drawing is abun-
dant and easy—it is a sustained and yet it
never descends to the ‘chic’, He has a wonderful, an almost
divine memory, which for him takes the plsce of the model
All his figures stand firm on their feet, and their movement
is always true. His gift for observation is so sure that you
will not find a single one of his beads which jars with its
supporting body. The right nose, the right brow, the right
eye, the right foot, the right hand. Here we have the logic
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be truer to say that he just Jets it slip out. His caricature
has o formidable breadth, but it & quite without bile or
rancour. In all his work there is & foundation of decency
and simplicity. Often be has gone o far as to refuse ©
handle certain very fine and viclent satirical themes, be-
canse, be said, they the Emits of the comic, and
could wound the inner feelings of his fellow-men And s,
whenever he is harrowing or terrible, it is almost without

wished 1o be so. He has just depictad what be has
sven,, and this is the result. As he has & very passionate and
a very natural Jove for nature, he would find dificalty in
rising to the shsolute comic. He even goes out of kis way
to svoid anything which s French public might sot find
an object of clear und immedistz perception.

A word more. What completes Daumier’s remarksble
to the Hlestrious family of the masters, is that his drawing
is naturally coloured. His lithographs and his wood-engrav-
ings awake ideas of colour. His pencil contsins more than
just & black trace suitable for delineating contouss. He
evokes colour, as he does thought—and that is the sign of
a higher art—a sign which all intelligent artists have clearly
discerned in his works.

Henri Monnier made much of a stir & few years ago; be
had a grest success in the bourgeois world and in the world
of the studice—which are both sorts of villages. And these
are two ressons for this. The frst is, like Julins Caesar, be
fulifled three functions at once—those of actor, writer and
carioaturist. The socond s that his talent is essentially a
bourgeols one. As an actor he was cold und :asa
writer, : and as an artist, ho had discovered
method of doing his ‘chic’ from nature.

He s the exact counterpast of the man of whom we have
just been speaking. Instead of instantly seizing upon the
whole ensembie of s or a subject, Henri Monnier
went to work by mezns of a siow and exami-
nation of its detafls. He has never known

great art. Taka, | !

strikes one as something extraordinary;
but when all of Monsieur Prudbhomme had been said, Henri
Mocmier had nothing Jeft to say. Several of his Scénes
pleasant indeed—otherwise one would have

to the mouths of his characters. A philosopher or a doctor
would find material for a very protty psychological or physi-

for emample, Monsicur Prodhomme that momstrowly | JSEPSY C 8

* Mommier's best-known crestion, & pompous and sestentions
bourgeols.
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his life to refashioning crestion. He took it in his hands, & =
wrung it, rearranged it, explained it and annotated it; sad |
Nature was transformed into a phantasmagoria. He turned | |
the world upside down. Did he not, in fact, compose & &

picture-book called Lo Monde d lencers™® There are some

part, I find him terifying. For unfortunately it is the artist

oy

side of his talent that makes Crandville

™ Pohlished in 1629,

= Bandelaire is probably seferring 5 Crandville’s Us @ty Ratr i

monde (1844),
* Abo probably Un cutre monde.

Mlmmmmmmmdﬂwml;bkd-n&.wddm&nhhmhthmb

‘He writes the legends to his own drawings, and they are
‘sometimes very intricate. people Gavarai to
Dsumier, and there is in that. Gavarni

‘understand  Daumier is 2 frank and open genius. Take
} the test from cne of his and it still remaine

T
b
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Gavarnl created the Lorette. She existed, indeed, 2 little
before his time, but he completed her. 1 even bellove Rt
was he who invented the word *® The Lorette, as bas al
ready been observed, is not the same thing as the “kept

woman', that festure of the Emnire, condemned to live in
fupereal intimacy with the clinking corpse—a general or a
banker—cn which she decended. The Loreti= = 2 free

ageut. She comes and she goes. She keeps open house. She
is no one's mistress; she comsorts with the artists and the
jourmalists. She does what she can to be wilty. I said that
CGavarnd bad ¢ “l;‘}(':l'.] her: and In fact he is s0 S'-‘Y'?f 1!\"0‘
v his terary imagination that be invents at least as much
as he sees, and for that reason he has had a considerable
cffect upon manners. Panl de Xock®™ created the Grisette,
s few of those girls have

y using 2 mirvor, just as the
uth of the Lat aarier suocumbed to the infoeoce of
Siudenis, and 3 oy | ne forcs themselves into the

3 ¥

Such as be is, Cavarni is a more than interesting artist, of
whom much will endure. It will be absolutely necessary to
peruse his works in order to understand the hutm of the
last years of the Monarchy. The Republic put him a little
in the shade, according to 2 cruel but natural law. He
emerged with the dawning of pesce, and now he vanishes
with the storm. The veritable glory and the frue mission
0f Gavami and Daumier were to complete Balae, who,
moreover, was well aware of this, and reckoned them his
auxiliaries and commentators.

Cavami’s chief works are the following sets: Ls Bofte
oux lettres, lox Etudionts, les Lorettes, les Actrices, les
Coulissen, low Enfonts terribles, Hommes et Femmes de
plume, and 3 vast series of detached prints.

It remains for me to speak of Trimolet, Travids and
Jacque —Trimolet's was 2 melancholy destiny, To see the
graceful and childlike drollery which wafts throngh his
compositions, you would hardly suspect that his peor Efe
" The word was in fact “mvested” by Nester Rogueplan, the

jrermalist sad impresario,

* The popular novelist.
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L. BAUDELAIRE: SELF-PORTRAIT, c. 1560, Drawing.
M. Armand Godoy, Lausanne
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2. BAUDELAIRE § ‘sarox o 18467 Title-page
British Museum. London

3- CAVARNL: THE ARTIST aND His camic. Lithograph
Victoria and Albert Museum_. London
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6. MANET: PORTRAIT OF BAUDELAIRE, 1862, Etching
Private Collection, London

LAMI: PORTRAIT OF DELACROIX. Water-colour, after 2 pastel

by Eugéne Ciraud. Privete Collection, France
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PORTRALT OF DAaUMIEN, 1886, Drawing
M. Armand Codoy, Lausanng
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IENAVARD: DANTE'S isvEnno, Salon of 1546
Musée F(.‘.’Hﬂ" A '.f:’“'(’l‘(tf
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b, ARY SCMEFFER: 8T AUCUSTINE AND 5T MONtCA. Salon of 1846

version ). Tate Geallery Loncon

24. DECAMPS: SOUVENTR OF TURKEY X AstA, Salon of 1846
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Amsterdam

Salon of 1846. Fodor Museum,

25. DECAMFPS: TURKISH LANDSCAPS
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THE BVILN OF WaAR, Salon of 1859, Musds

a6, Lais



,..'”r

wred, Cheltenham

.‘,
—
b1
-
-—
-
-
-
7
x
-—
7
’
-
7
-
-
=
-
X
~
-
-
:
i)

28, AMAND GAUTIER: SISTERS OF MERCY. Salon of 18s0. Muséde des Beaux-Arts.
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32. HEBENT: PEASANT woMEN oF Cervaso, Salon of 1859
Musée du Loucre, Paris
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T: THE COwWCInl. Salon of 1850

> de FAin, Bourg-en-Bresse

THE ANGELUS. Painted 18559

Musée du Louvre. Paris

1889. O'Hana Gallery, London

Pastel.
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309 DOUDING
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Salon of 1843. Musée du Louvre, Paris.

EVENING

42. GLEYNE:

Paris

Muasde (fu Louwvre A

Salon of 1847

THE COCK-FIGIHT

43 GlnOmu;



| 45. HIPPOLYTE
FLANDIIN
| PORTHAIT OF

MME VINEY
Dated 1840
Musée du Louvre,
Paris

SAVONANOLA

Luon

(8]}

INTENNOGATION

T

Musée des Beaux-Arts,

OHRANET!
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46, mcann:

PORTRAIT OF A GIRL,
Musée des Beaux-Arts,
Lyon
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MEISSONIERN THE BANRICAI Salon of lhsu-l 46, MEISSONIER: A PAINTER SHOWS HIS DHAWINCGS.
Muxée du Louvre, Paris Salon of 1850-1. Wallace Collection, London
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50. DIAZ: STUDY OF TREES. Metropolitan Museum
of Art, New York

49. iaz: Lovie's orrsrasnc. Dated 1847, Tate Gallery, London



e Acnorotas, Ariess, Salon of 1846, Etching

ALIGNY

54

Victoria and Albert Museum, Lindon

S52. CATLIN: BUFFALO-HUNT UNDER THE WOLYF-SKIN MASK
Smithsonian Institution, Washington
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53, CATLIN

MAH-TO-HE-HA,
THE OLD BEAN
Smithsonian Institution,
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54 MERYON: THE CLOCK TOWENR, FANS "!\Llrl; 1552

Victoria and Albert Museum, London
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55 DAYID D ANCERS: CHILD WITH A BUNCH OF CRAPES.
Salon of 1845. Marble. Musée du Louore, Paris

SO, PRAIMER: THE FRIVOLOUS MUSE
Salon of 1846, Marble. Musée des Beaux-Arts, Nimes
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S8, CHRISTOPHE:
DANSE MACABRE

Temacotta (7)., 18

Formerly in the

of Comte Robert
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LESINGER

Marble, 1847
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24, INCRES
CHERUBINI AND
HIS MUSE
Dated 18542
Musée du Loucre, Paris

b0, INGRES

THE COMTESSE

D HAUSSONVILLE
Dated 1545
Fﬂ("\ Collection,
.\.l'h Yt"i
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6— DELACHOLIX: THE SULTAN OF MOROCOO WITH HIS pODYGUARD
Salon of 1845. Musée des Augusting, Toulouse

Opposite

65. DELACROIX: HAMLET AND THE CRAVEDIGGER. Salon of 183g.
Musée du Louvre, Paris

66, DELACKROIX: BOMEO AND JULIET. Salon of 1846
Formerly with Messrs Bernheim-Jeune, Paris
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71. DELACROIN: THE ASCENT TO CALVARY. Salon of 15359
Musée Central, Metz
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72, TRAVIES: LIARD—THE PHILOSOPHER TRAMYP. Lithograph
Victoria and Albert Museum. London

73 GAVARNI; AFTER THE sare. Lithograph,
Bibliothéque Nationale, Paris




76. DAUMIER: DIDO AND AENEAS ( HISTOIRE ANCIENNE'),
Lithograph. Private Collection

Opporite

74. PICAL: “ruE orHER POOT, SIR, PLEASE! Lithograph.
Victoria and Albert Museum, London

75, DAUMIER: ROBERT MACAIRE—panmsTER, Lithograph
Private Collection
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28. GOVA: ‘WHO WOULD HAVE SELIEVED IT? Aquatint
Victoria and Albert Museum, London
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79, PINELLI: NOMAN CARNIVAL, Water-colour

Victoria and Albert Museum, London
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had been assailed by so many grievous afflictions and gnaw-
ing sorrows. He himself etched—for the collection of
Chansons populaires de la France™ and for Aubert’s Comic
Almanacks*—a number of very beautiful designs, or rather
sketches, in which the maddest and most innocent gaicty
reigns. Trimolet drew very complicated compositions freely
on the plate, without preliminary work—a procedure which
results, it must be admitted, in something of a muddie.
Obviously this artist had been very much struck by the
works of Cruikshank; but for all that, be kept his originality.
He is a bumorist who deserves a place apart; he has &
favour all his own, a subtle taste which fine palates must
find distinct from all others.

Ove day Trimolet painted a picture.®* It was well con-
celved, and the idea wus a fine one: on a dark and soaking
night one of those old men who look like perambulating
ruing, or living bundles of rags, is lying stretched out at the
foot of & crumbling wall. He raises his eyes in gratitude
towards the starless sky, and cries out, T bless Thee, my
God, who hast given me this wall for my shelter and this
mat for my covering!’ Like all the disinherited of the earth,
who feel the lash of affliction, this excellent fellow is not
hard to please, and for what remains he gladly puts his faith
in the All-Powerful Whatever may be said by the tribe of
the optimists, who, according to Désaugiers,® have been
known to tumble down after drinking (at the risk of crush-
ing to pieces some ‘poor man who has bad no dinner’),
there are geniuses who have passed nights like that! Trimeo-
let is dead; he died at the moment when the dawn was
already brightening his horizon and a kindlier fortune
seemed to want to smile upon him. His talent was growing;
his intellectual machinery was good and actively function-
ing; but his physical machinery had been gravely impaired
and undermined by the storms of the past.

Travids, too, has had an ill-starred lot. In my opinion, he
* Published in three volumes in 1543 Other illustratoss cok-
Iaborated on this work.

* 1542 and 1543,
€ Prosumably Ls Pridre (Salon 1841).
A ific writer of coudenilles.
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i an outstanding artist, and one who was not micely ap-
preciated in his own time. He has produced much, but bhe
lacks sureness. He wants to be you
certain that he will fall. Or else be will make a besutiful
discovery—and fail to recognize it. He amends and corvects
hhsdwitbammmg;hemandmﬁ-wup-
suing 2n intangible ideal He i the prince of bad Juck @
His muse is s nymph, but 2 nymph of the suburbs—a lttle
wan and melancholy. But through all his tergiversations
you can always follow a subterranean vein of quite note-
mtbychmc&mdcobw.‘l’nvﬂnhuahun
of the rabble

bachiques** will remain a remarkable work; besides. those
hmpsdhhmgenanﬂy\uyﬁﬂn,mdd“w
2nd tatters have that slmost undefinable fulness and

of a style ready-made, such as nature often provides in ber
odd moments. We must not forget that Travids is the
crestor of Mayeux s that true, eccentric character who
amused Paris 5o moch. Mayeux is his, just as Robert
Macaire is Daumier’s and M. Prudhomme to Mos-
nier. At that already distant time there was in Parls a sort
of physiognomanic clown called Léclire, who did the run
of the outlying taverns, the drinking clubs and the lttle
theatres. He was a puller of expressive

between two candles, he used to flumine his features with
all the passions in turn. It was the volume of the Caractéres
bm&u.mwbm‘dmw
This man was a very melancholy soul—a ridiculous accident

. classes—and he was

SOME FRENCH CARICATURISTS 77

by.nnbfu&l-ﬂ*;
Apart from his studies and his performances,
spent his time searching for a friend, and when be had had
a drink, his eyes would overflow with the tears of solitude.
This poor fellow such objectioe power and so
grest an for make-up that he could imitate to the
life bump and wrinkled brow of a bunch-back,
:thllpulﬁnhnmndmhy.m
utterance. Traviés saw him—it was in the midst of the great
fervours of July—and a radiant idea exploded in
=hlh.lnyeumuubd: and for 2 long time
turbulent Maycux spoke, shouted, and gesticu-
lated in the memory of the Parisian people.” Since that
time it has been that Mayeux really existed, and
# has been thought that Travis knew and copied him. The
same thing has oocurred with several other popular crea-

¥

way of mAndaoit:nnabo:aththnr;
served to himself the plessant task of doing the women
ummd'ﬁ:ﬁhmﬂ&ﬂh&”“’
each drawing came to have 2 lining in a different style—
which, however, can hardly be said to underfing their comic
intention. ¢
- the above passage dealing

e by Coomplouy (op. St g 196-8) Beyued admitting
m.(uqi—uaah-lma-r
fieury does not offer spy confinnation.
.‘MMhM'II_W

| @) Clande Ferment, who has receatly been studying Travids,
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caturist. Apart from his paintings and his
hhuahv:'muhdanlwupmy.bu.bb
responsible for some very good grotesque drawings in
example, his Mifitcirionc™ and his Malsdes e2 Médecins 3
He draws richly and with wit, and his caricature, like

everything else of his, has the pungency and the imme-
diacy of the poet-observer.

informs me that be has been able to detect the hand
m‘mhﬂbulhdnlymnm.hd !hnna:

[

 Ax
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BOCARTH—-CHUIKSHANK—COYA—PFINELLI—
BRUECHEL

name, not only with astists but also
in the polite world: an artist among the most eminest in the
Md&mmm&emﬁanw
that is I bave often heard it said of Hogarth that
be is the death and burial of the comic muse. Well, 1 have
1no objection to that. The remark can of course be taken
as a witticism, but 1 am anxious for it to be understood
as a tribute; for my part, | find in this ill-intentioned axiom
the symptom and the diagnosis of a quite especial merit.
Be assured, however, that Hogarth's talent does indeed
include in its composition a cold, and funereal
ingredient. It wounds and harrows. Brutal and viclent, yet
always absorbed with the moral meaning of his composi-
tions—a moralist, in fact, before all like our
Grandville, loads them with allegorical and allusive details
whose function, according to him, is to complete and
elucidate his thought. For the spectator, however—1 was
just sbout to say, for the reader—the reverse sometimes hap-

' mnu&qmdwmmmm

However, like all very adventurcas artists, Hogarth has
qﬂaauﬂﬂyddyhmdnmbwals.&bamt
always adopt 5o harsh, so literary and so fidgety a manner.
Compare, for the plates of Marrisge é-lo-mode
with The Rake's Gin Lane, The Enrag'd Musician
and the Distresy'd Poet, and in theso latter you will recog-
nize a far greater freedom and . Undoubtedly
one of the most curious of all is the plate which shows us
a corpse stretched out stiff and flat on the dissection-table.!
On a pulley, or some other piece of tackle attached to the

the intestines of the dead debsuchee are being un-

nd. How horrible is this most corpse-like of corpses!

| *The Roward of Crueity. See pl. 77.
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and what could provide a more singular contrast to it than
the surrounding figures of all those British doctors—tall,
long, skinny or stout,
monstrous pertwigs? In one corner there is a dog glutton-
ously foraging in a bucket and filching some human remains

burial. Hogarth's

I declared & moment ago that our studio witticlsm
to be taken in the sense of a tribute. And indeed with

Hogarth I do find myself resewing acquaintance with that
indefinable breath of the sinister, the violent and the ruth-

portant artist.

[ 2380 SOME SORRIGCH Cinilivniitees: 1 i R AU RRS AR B REMRS S AR S E s —

deep seal’ cries a stout Londoner in blissful contemplation,
serenely seated in a rowing boat, a quarter of a league
from harbour.# 1 fancy that you can still even make out

WMM%WﬂnglﬂntheM
brain of ber spouse. Her logs are all that we can see of the
unhappy creature. Soon enough that stalwart nature-lover
will be Tooking round phlegmatically for his wife—and he
will not find her,
msped-lmcitofcwtge&nﬂuhank—ntﬁngmda
his other merits, his subtlety of bis under-
standing of the fantastic, etc.—is his inexhaustible abun-
dance in the grotesque. A verve such as his is unimaginable,
would it be credited if the proofs were not
very eyes in the form of an immense crucre, &
numberless collection of vignettes, a long series of comic
albums—in short, of such a quantity of ohaeehocs,
asti scened. and ; that the observers

=]

i
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grotesque is an extravagant violence of gesture and move-
ment, and a kind of explosion, %o to speak, within
expression. Each one of his little creatures mimes his part
. The only
fault that one might criticize is that he is often more of a
wit, more of s cartoonist, than an artist; in short, that he is
not always an entirely conscientious You
nﬂghmppauthththcpbam&nhhakhgiﬂng
way to his prodigious cerve, the artist forgets to endow his
characters with a sufficient vitality.

scribbling sketches. His fascinating little creatures are not
always born to live and breathe. The whole of this diminu-

with indescribable high spirits, but without worrying too
much if all their limbs are in their proper places. Only too
often they are no more than human hy which
wﬁggaubwtnbeu!huymlnamd,nchnbeh,
Wkummdomdwi&t&cﬂbgﬁb,md
one who will retain his place in every collection. But what
is one to say of those modermn French whose im-
pertinence goes to the length of appropriating not ouly his
mb)ec(smdlda&butosv?uhi:?mudnyb?ﬂm
bappily naiceté is not a thing to be stolen. Their assumed
chﬂ&mhnnnbdtbdtmmbymdegxeo.
and the quality of their drau even more
to be desired than that of their victim.

Nwmhthoeouchawbeuq’.duphsw
by a most extraordinary man.

On the subject of a, 1 must start by referving my
readers to Ggﬁﬂu'smmhh
CM&I’M}MMM&QW&
2 miscellsneous volume. Théophile Cautier i :
equipped to understand a nature such as Goya's. Moreover,
with reference to his technical and etch-

"Vol. 1, 1842, pp. 337 £, in the Voyage en
reprinted

|

Al B L o &

50 to speak, hung :
That, I declare, is the quality which distinguishes
from :nlﬁk uxhhnisb—th:fup'ﬁve from the eternal



lowed after the great destructive and satirical movement of
the 18th century and to whom Voltaire would have
acknowledged his debt for all those monastic caricatures of
hb—-tcrallthmomonhycwnhgornnﬁngthdrm
those bullet-headed cut-throats preparing for matins, those
b:msualhy.hypouiﬂulthnpmdevﬂupuﬁluc!
birdsofprey(orratherfutheideaomlyofthmdﬂg.
forthsgrwmanistobcpiﬁedfornotbeingnmd:ofa
oonnniminothernxthﬁemﬂm);it!smﬁus,lﬁy,
that this monk-hater should have dwelt so much on witches,
sabbaths, scenes of devilry, children roasting on the spit,
and Heaven knows what else-on every of
dream, overy hyperbole of hallucination, and not least,
oualllhmothm.bhmdSpmhbgirhofhh,wﬂhlm
!ug:inmendanootomshmdmhthmmdyfath
Sablnth.p«hapa,mitmyhefmtboeveningmdpm-
titution, which is civilization’s own Sabbath! Light and
darkness play across all these horrors; and what
& singular kind of playfulness! Two extruordinary plates
nbwealleometommd.ﬂwﬁm’npremlhnm
landscape, a conglomeration of clouds and boulders. Is it
a corner of some unknown and ented Slerra? or a
sample of primoval chaos? There, at the heart of that
abominable theatro, a life-and-death struggle is taking place
between two witches, hanging in mid-alr. One is astride the
other, belabouring and mastering her, Locked together,
thactwomonstetsareqinnﬁ:gthmughtheghunymid.
Every kind of hideousness, every vice and moral Slthiness
thnlhebnmnnmindcancmu-im.bwmtmupnnthm
two faces which, according to a frequent custom and an
inscrutable procedure of the artist’s, stand half-way be-
twoen man and boast.

mncondplnw'shmuuwnmbcdbclngnda-
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perate and solitary monad whose one desire is to get out
dbmb.At:ryowdofmlmthmdmnmydnd
lilliputian gnomes are bearing down with all their united
efforts upon the cover of the sepulchre. These
watchful of death have banded together against
& rebellious soul which Is wearing itself out in its impos-
sible struggle. This throbbing nightmare is set amidst all
the horror of the vague and the indefinite.

At the end of his career Goya’s eyesight weakened to the
point at which it is said that his pencils had to be sharpened
bh?ﬁmu&hmgehw:abhmpmm::

important lithographs, amongst a
:mm‘ﬁxﬂdroutmdubbk.mdaful
plates, vast pictures in miniature—~new proofs in support
of that curions law which over the destinies of
putlrﬁst!,mdwhichwﬂhitthut.nufemdundeutx‘:;

follow opposing principles of development, so
mldwinmthetwhpgvhttheylononﬂ?emd-
abouts, and thus should tread a path of progressive youth
and go on renewing and reinvigorating themselves, growing
in boldness to the very brink of the grave. :

In the of one® of these prints, in which a
wonderful tumult and hurly-burly is an enraged
bull-ene of the spiteful kind that savage the dead. It has
just unbreeched the hinder parts of one of the combstants.
No more than wounded, the poor wretch is heavily drag-
mwmmmmn\efwmm
lifted his torn shirt with its homs, thus exposing his but-
tocks to view; and now, once again, down comes that
threatening muzzle—but the andience is scarcely moved by
this amid the carnage.

C e e to S Savig %
credible form of the monstrous. His monsters are born
visble, harmonious, No one has ventured further than he
in the direction of the possible absurd. All those distortions,
those bestial faces, those diabolic of his are im-

with humanity. Even the special view-
point of natural history it would be hard to condemn them,
* The four lithographs knows as the "Toros de Burdeos',
* Dibersidn de Espafia.
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so great is the analogy and harmony between all the parts
of their being. In a word, the line of suture, the point of
junction between the roal and the fantastic is fmpossible
to grasp; it i a vague frontier which not even the subtlest
analyst could trace, such is the extent to which the tran-
scendent and the natural concur in his srt.*

m

Howrvin sourmnx it may be, the climate of Italy is not
that of Spain, and the fermentation of the comio in that
country does not produce the same results, The pedantry
of the Ialians—I use that word for want of & better—has
found its expression in the caricatures of Leonardo da Vined

and in Pinelli's scenes of contemporary manners. Every .

artist knows Leonardo’s caricatures—they are veritable por-
hﬂuColdmdemgthosemﬁmtmesmwtthng
in croelty—it is the comic that they lack; there is no ex-
pansiveness, no abandon about them, for the great artist
was not amusing himself when he drew them; ho made
them, rather, in his capacity as savant, geometriclan, pro-
fessor of natural history. He was careful not to omit the
least wart, the smallest hair. Perhaps, on the whole, he laid
no claim to be doing caricatures. He Jooked round him for
eccentric types of ugliness, and copied them.
Nevertheless the Italian character is not like this as a
rule, Its humour is low, but it is open and frank. We can
get a just idea of it from Bassano’s pictures representing
the Venotian camival.! Here we find & gaiety which is
bubbling over with sausages, hams and macaroni. Once a
youar the Italisn comic spirit makes its explosion in the
Com.mdtheultmcbuthebmdsolhmy.ﬂmym

‘Smmapwpwmodmmmby
Goys, were unha relegated to obscure corners
of the I?'tybcydisa <o however, along with the
Musée {cs.) Seen.onp. 8.

*One such painting, by Leandro Bassano, is in the Kunsthis-
torisches Museam, Vieona, and it is possible that Baodelaire
may have soem & print of it. Even s0, the name of Bassano secms
an odd ono in the present context,

SOME FOREIGN CARICATURISTS 187

is witty, everyone becomes a comic artist; Marseilles or
Bordeaux could perhaps provide us with samples of similar
temperaments, Just see how well Hoffmann understood the
Italian character in his Princess Brambillas, and how sen-

disorder, of inspiration expressing

violent behaviour. Pinelli possessed all the charlatanism of
certain artists: his two enormons dogs which followed him
everywhere, like comrades or confidants, his great gnarled
stick, his locks in double pigtails framing his checks, the

tavern, the low company, the deliberate practice of osten-
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satisfactory price—all these things formed part of his productions of Brueghel ‘the Droll,! who is not to be con-
tion. And Pinelli's houschold was hardly better fused with "Hell’ * as several writers have dooe.

than the conduct of its master, Sometimes be returned
home to find that his wife and daughter had come to blows,
their eyes flashing fire in all the fury and of their
race. To Pinelli this was superb: “Stopl” he shouted to them.
"Den’t movel Stay stilll' And the drama was transformed
into a drawing. It is clesr that Pinelli was one of those
artists who wander through objective nature in the hope
that she will come to the 2id of their mental laziness, and
who are always ready to snatch up their brushes. And thus,
in one respect, he may be likened to the unfortunate Léo-
poldnobat.whonhodwudroﬁndb.mdonlymm
those resdy-made subjects which, for more imaginative
artists, ave only good for notes. And yet Pinelli, no less than
Léopold Robert, always put these subjects—and even the
most nationally comic and picturesque of them—through
the sieve, through the merciless Siter of taste.

Has Pinelli been slandered? 1 do not know; but such is
bhkgmdxowanthhmmmtobeadgnd'uk-
ness. | wish that someone would invent a neologism, T wish
that someone would manufacture 3 word destined to blast
once and for all this species of the ‘poncif'—the ‘poncif’ In
conduct and behaviour, which creeps into the life of artists
umwmmwlmwpmﬁng&n
hiﬁ:y&eqnmﬂyprm&muﬁh&eommry.nd&n
those artists who are the most inventive, the most astonish-
ing and the most eccentric in their conceptions are often
men whose life is calm and minutely ordered. Several of
them have had the most highly domestic virtues.
Have you not often noticed that there is nothing more like
the perfect bourgeois than the artist of concentrated genius?

w

Frost the beginning the Flemish and the Dutch have done

very fe things, of a really special and indigenous char-
acter. Everyone is familiar with the extraordinary, early

That he betrays & certain systematization, a certain con-
vention of , 2 method in the bizarre, is in no

doubt. But it is also quite certain that this weird talent of
his has a loftier origin than in a species of artistic wager.
In the fantastic pictures of Brueghel the Droll the full

of hallocination is revealed to us. But what artist

doctors® who have at last glimpsed the need to explin a
' Peter Brueghel, the Elder.

* Peter Brueghel, the Younger.
Baudelaire be of such doctors as Brierre

I

! Mnd-..y].ﬂamn( Tours ), whose Des H
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mass of historical and miraculous facts otherwise than by
the means of the Voltairean school (which could nowhere
soo further than cleverness in charlatanry ) ~eves these re-
searches are very far from disentangling all the secret
taysteries of the soul. Now | challenge amyone to explain
the diabolic and diverting fanago of Brueghel the Droll
otherwise than by a kind of special, Satanic grace. For the
words ‘special grace” substitute, i you wish, the words
‘madoess’ or ‘hallucination’; but the mystery will remain
almost as dark. Brueghe!’s collected works* seem to spread
8 contagion; his absurd capers make one’s head swim. How
could a human intelligence contain so many marvels and
devilries? how could it beget and describe so many terrify~
ing extravagances? | cannot understand i, nor can 1 pos-
itively determine the reason. But often in history, and even
in more than one chapter of modem history, do we find
proof of the immense power of contagions, of poisoming
taking place through the moral atmasphere; and I cannot
restrain myself from observing (but without pretension,
without pedantry, without positive aim, as of seeking to
prove that Brueghel was permitted to see the devil himself
in person) that this prodigious efflorescence of monstrosities
coincided in the most surprising manner with the notoious
and historical epidemic of witchoraft.

tions and Du Hachisch ¢t de Faliénation mentele ( respectively
hsd been published in 1845 :
* Bandelaire must have known Brueghe] almost entirely through
COgTAvIngs.
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CRITICAL METHOD—ON THE MODEEBN IDEA OF
PROCHESS AS APPLIED TO THE FINE ASTS—ON THE
SHIFT OF vVIiTALITY

Tazzx can be few occupations so interesting, so attractive,
so full of surprises and revelations for a critic, a dreamer
whose mind is given to geoeralization as well as to the
study of details—-or, to put it even better, to the idea of a
universal order and hicrarchy-as a comparison of the
nations and their respective products. When | say ‘hier-

of the universe.

Any reader who has been at all accustomed by solitude
(far better than by books) to these vast contemplations will
already have goessed the point that | am wanting to make;
and. to cut across the periphrastics and hesitations of Style
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with a guestion which is almost equivalent to 2 formaula,
I will put it thus to any honest man, always provided that
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academic eye (all people are academic when they judge
others, and barbaric when they are themselves judged);
those plants and trees which are disquieting for & mind
filled with memories of its pative land; those men and
women whose muscies do not pulse to the classic thythms
of his country, whose gait is not mezsured according to the
accustomed beat, and whose gaze is not directed with the
same magnetic power; those perfumes, which are no longer
the perfumes of his mother’s boudoir; those mysterious
fowers, whose deep colour fmcﬂmcnmm:'ntohheye.
while his glance is teased by their shape; those fruits whose
taste deludes and deranges the senses, and reveals to the
palate idess which belong to the sense of smell: all that
world of new harmonies will enter slowly into him, will
patiently penetrate him, like the vapours of a perfumed
Turkish bath: all that undreamt-of vitality will be added
to his own vitality; several thousands of ideas and sensa-
tions will enrich his earthly dictionary, and it is even
possible that, going a step too far and fustice
into revolt, be will do like the converted Sicambeian® and
burn what be had formerly adored—and adore what be had
formerly barnt.

Or take one of those modern “acsthetic pundity’, as Hein-
rich Heine* calls them—Heine, that delightful cresture,
who would be a genius if he tumed more often towards
the divine. What weuld he say? what, 1 repeat, would he
write if faced with such unfamiliar phenomena? The crazy
doctrinaire of Beauty would rave, no doubt; locked up
within the blinding fortress of his system. he would blas-
pheme both ke and nature; and under the influence of
his fanaticien, be it Creek, Italian or Parisian, he would
prohibit that insolent race from emjoying, from dreaming
or from thinking in any other ways but his very own. Oh
ink-smudged science, bastard tasts, more barbarous than
the barbarians themselves! you that have forgotten the
colour of the sky, the movement and the smell of
‘Le. Clovis.

*In lis Selow of 1531,

CRITICAL METHOD 105

longer run with sgility up and down the immense keyboard
of the universal corre

Like all my friends I have tried more than once to Jock
myself up within a system in order to preach there at my
ease. But a system is a kind of dammation which forces one
to a perpetual recantation; it is always necessary to be
inventing a pew one, and the drudgery involved is 2 crucl
punishment. Now my system was always beantiful, spa-
cious, vast, convenient, neat, and above all, water-tight; at
least 30 it seemed to me. But always some spontanecus,
unexpected product of universal vitality would come to
give the lie to my childish and superannuated wisdom—that
lamentable child of Utopial It was no good shifting oc
stretching my criterion—it always lagged behind universal
* Mis# Giliman (p. 113) points cut that this is the frst time that
Baudelaize uses this tmportant word in its full sense.




106 THE EXPOSITION UNIVERSELLE, 1855

man, and pever § chasing after multiform and multi-
coloured Beauty as it moved in the infinite spirals of life.
Condemned unremittingly to the humiliation of a new
conversion, I took a great decision. To escape from the
horror of these p! apostasies, 1 huughtily re-
signed myself to modesty; 1 became content to feel; I re-
turned to seek refuge in impeccable naiveté. I humbly beg
pardon of the academics of all kinds who the
various workrooms of our artistic . But it is there
that my philosophic conscience has found its rest; and at
least I can declare—in so far as any man can answer for
his virtues—that my mind now rejoices in a more sbundant

Anyone can easily understand that if those whose busi-
ness it Is to express beauty were to conform to the rules
of the pundits, beauty itself would from the
earth, since all types, all idess and 2ll sensations would be
fused into a vast, impersonal and monotonous unity, as
imum«bwumvm.bﬁc
qua from life. So true is it
that in the multiple productions of art there is an element
of the ever-new which will eternally elude the rules and
analyses of the schooll That shock of surprise, which is one
of the great joys produced by art and literature, is due to
this very of types and sensations. The sesthetic
pundit—a kind of mandarin-tyrant—always puts me in mind
of 2 godless man who substitutes himself for God.

With all due respect to the over-proud sophists who have
taken their wisdom from books, I shall go even further, and
however delicate and difficult of expression my idea may
be, 1 do not despair of succeeding, The Beautiful is slways
strange.® 1 do not mean that it is ) strange,
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gives it its particular quality as Beauty, It is its endorse-
ment, so to speak—its mathematical charscteristic. Reverse
the proposition, and try to imagine a commonplace Beauty!
Now how could this necessary, irreducible and infinitely
varied strangeness, depending upon the environment, the
climate, the manners, the race, the religion and the tempera-
ment of the artist—how could it ever be controlled, amendad
and corrected by Utopian rules conceived in some little
scientific temple or other on this planet, without mortal
danger to art itself? This dash of strangeness, which consti-
tutes and defines individuality (without which there can
be no Beauty), plays in art the role of taste and seasoning
in cooking (may the exactness of this excuse fts
triviality!), since, setting uside their utility or the

of nutritive substance which they contain, the only way in
which dishes differ from one another is in the idea which
they reveal to the palate.

Therefore, in the glorious task of analysing this fine exhi-
hition, yo varied in its elements, so disturbing in its varfety,
and so baffling for the peda I shall endeavour to
steer clear of all kind of . Others enough will speak
the jargon of the studio and will exhibit themselves to the
detriment of the pictures. In many cases erudition seems
to me to be a childish thing and but little revealing of its
true nature. I would find it only too easy to discourse subtly

with respect to any ancedoto, no matter how trivial, con-
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has it been a good harvest? No doubt they have bills to
pay?”

Laugh if you will at M, de Balzae. I do not know the
name of the painter whose honour it was to set the great
novelist’s soul with and conjecture; but 1
e S
given us zn excellent lesson in criticiem. You will often find
me appraising a picture exclusively for the sum of ideas
or of dreams that it suggests to my mind.

Faiating is an evocation, a magical operation (if only we
could consult the hearts of children on the subject!), and
when the evoked charncter, when the reanimated ides has
utoodforthmdbohulustndu!w‘.wohwnodght—
at Jeast it would be the acme of imbecilityl—to discuss the
magician’s formulse of evocation. I know of no problem
more mortifying for pedants and than to
attempt to discover in virtue of what law it is that artists
who are the most opposed in their method can evoke the
same ideas and stir up analogous feelings within us.

There is yet another, and very fashionable, ersor which
I am anxious to avoid like the very devil. I refer to the idea
of * - This gloomy beacon,” tavention of present-day

leensed without guarantee of Nature or of
Cod—mhmoduulanhmth:owumdduheunpon
all the objects of knowledge;, liberty melts away, discipline
vanhbes..&nyooowhowanuwseehisvaydazﬂnmgh

history must first and foremost this treacherous
beacon. This idea, which has floweved upon the
rotten sail of modern fatuity, has each man from

hh:chty.huddlv-oduohnul&mlh and
released the will from all the bonds imposed it by
unlmaummmuummm
for Jong, the dwindling races of the earth will fall into the
drivelling shumber of decrepitude upon the pillow of their
duﬂny.So&mhhm&ak&emd-M
too obvious decadence. |

Tlhauypod?mdwwbmds&wp«
from the words “This beacon® (Ce

ﬂ‘a—,m -Mmfmm z'mnp&dh‘z:m
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each day in his taproom, and ask him what he understands
by ‘progress”. He will answer that it is steam, electricity
and gas— unknown to the Romans—whose discov-
ery bears full witness to our over the ancients.
Such is the darkness that has gathered in that unhappy
brain, and so weird is the confusion of the material and the

become %0 Americanized by zobcratic snd industrial phi-
that he bas lost all notion of the differences which
characterize the phenomena of the physical and the moral
world—of the natural and the $
If & nation understands the issues of morality with a
greater refinement than they were understood in the previ-
ous century, then you have progress; that is clear enough.

last year, it is certain that he has made progress. If provi-
sions are cheaper and of better quality today than they
were yesterday, that is an indisputable example of progress
in the material order. But where, I ask you, is the guaran-
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as it does by a stubborn negation of itself, it would not turn
out to be a perpotually renewed form of suicide, and
whether, shut up in the flery circle of divine logic, it would
not be like the scorpion which stings ftself with its own
terrible tail—progress, that eternal desideratum which is its
own eternal despair!

Transported into the sphere of the imaginstion—and
there have been hotheads, fanatics of logic who have at-
tempted to do so—the idea of progress takes the stage with
a gigantic absurdity, a grotesqueness which reaches night-
mare heights. The theory can no longer bo upheld. The
facts are too palpable, too well known, They mock at
sophistry and confront it without finching, In the poetic
and artistio order, the true prophets are seldom preceded
by forerunners. Every efflorescence is spa
vidusl. Was Signorelli really the begetter of Michelangelo?
Did Perugino contain Raphael? The artist stems only from
himself. His own works are the only promises that he makes
to the coming centuries. He stands security only for him-
sclf. He dies childless. He has been his own king, his own
priest, his own God, It is in prodigies like this that the
famous and violent formula of Plerre Loroux finds its true
application.*

It §s just the same with the pations that joyfully and
successfully cultivate the arts of the imagination. Present
prosperity is no more than a temporary and alas! & very
short-termed guarantee. There was a time when the dawn
broke in the east; then the light moved towards the south,
and now it streams forth from the west. It is true that
France, by reason of her central position in the civilized
world, seems to be summoned to gather to herself all the
ideas, all the poetic products of her neighbours and to
teturn them to othor peoples, marvellously worked upon
and embroidered. But it must never be forgotten that
nations, those vast collective beings, are subject to the same
laws as individuals. They have their childhood, in which
* This sentence did not ocour in the test as printed

Crépet relates it to a p in Plerre Leroux's La Gréve de
Samarez, which was not until 1563,

- they utter their first

CRITICAL METHOD 201

stammering cries and gradually grow
in strength and size. They have their youth and maturity,
the period of sound and courageous works. Finally they
have their old age, when they fall asleep upon their piled-
up riches. It often happens that it is the root itself
that has constituted their strength, and the of devel-
opment that has brought with it their decadence—above all
when that root principle, which was formerly quickened
by an all-conquering enthusiasm, has become for the major-
ity a kind of routine. Then, as | half suggested a moment
ago, the vital spirit shifts and goes to visit other races and
other lands, But it must not be thought that the newcomers
inberit lock, stock and barrel from their predecessors, or
that they receive from them a ready-made body of doctrine.
It often happens (as happened in the middle ages) that all
being Jost, all has to be re-fashioned.

Anyone who visited the Exposition Unicerselle with the
preconceived idea of finding the children of Leonardo,
Raphael and Michelangelo among the Italians, the spirit
dD&umgtheCemm,mthomﬂbeo(Zmbumg
Velasquez among the Spaniards, would be preparing
self for a needless shock. 1 have peither the time, mor
perhaps sufficient knowledge, to investigate what are the
laws which shift artistic vitality, or to discover why it is
that God the nations sometimes for a while
only, and sometimes for ever; 1 content myself with noting
a very frequent occurrence in history. We are living in an
age in which it is necessary to go on repeating certain plati-
tudes—in an age which believes itself to be above
the misadventures of Greece and Rome.

The English section of the exhibition is very fine, most
uncommonly fine, and worthy of a long and patient study.
1 had wanted to begin with a glorification of our neigh-
bours, of that nation so admirably rich in poets and novel-
ists, of the nation of Crabbe, Byron, Maturin
and Godwin; of the fellow-citizens of Reynolds, Hogarth
und Gainsborough. But I want to study them further. 1
have an excellent excuse. It is only out of extreme politeness
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tlutlm;mﬂngo&mchaplnambhhst.lmbtdlng
wy time in order to do better,?

lbegnthcmfmwllhanmundaukbglm
to make a rapid study of the principsl masters of the
FrmdsSchool.mdtoanalysethodMﬂm&u‘
the seeds of dissolution that it contains within it.

n
INGHES

Tax Freven secmion of this exhibition is at ones so vast
undhmgewdmdcupo!md:hmﬂnm—qulm
mou;gbdwboseb!oomhasalreadybewmbbedoﬂbytbe
nftishcwdosityofmemetropoﬁs—&uthe&nyo{criﬁ-
usmshouldbetoseektopmctratedeepﬁunthetunpem-
* ment and activating motives of each artist, rather than to
attempt to analyze and describe each work minutely,
Wha:David.thanynw.monbowthohwlmnoflm
with Guérin and Girodet (his historical satellites, who
might be called the dialocticians of the party), a great
revolution took place. Without here the goal
which they pursued; without endorsing its legitimacy or

- Creole woman—reveals more

Roman history could not, after all, but have a salutary
Stole influence; but they were not always quite so Groek
and Roman as they wished to appear. David, it is true,
nover ceased to be heroic—David the inflexible, the despotic
evangelist. But as for Guérin and Girodet, it would not be
hard to find in them a few slight specks of corruption, one
or two amusing and sinister symptoms of future Romanti-
cism—so dedicated were they, like their prophet, to the
spirit of melodrama. Does it not seem to you that Guérin's
Dido'~so affectedly and theatrically adorned, so languor-
ously stretched out in the setting sun, like an indolent
of Chateaubriand than with the conceptions of Virgil, and
that ber moist eye, bathed in the misty vapours of a Keep-
sake, almost Jooks forward to certain of Balzac’s Parisian
hervines? As for Girodet's Atala,* whatever certain ageing
wags may think of it, as drama it is far superior to a whole
crowd of unmentionable modern
But we are faced with a man of an immense and
renown, whose work is very much more diffi-
cult to understand and to explain. A moment ago, in
counection with those illustrious unfortunates, 1 was ir-
reverently bold enough to utter the word ‘freakish’. No
one, then, could object i, in order to explain the sensations
¥ Exhibited ot the 1517 Saloo; now in the Louvre,

* Exhibited at the 1508 Salon; now In the Louvre,
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of certain sorts of artistio

Mdﬂu:ﬂ—hﬁmd!h%gc‘a&om
matic Brutus?® It is a powerful sensation, it is
dmyll.lngru’spowa?-hu. of e

also & a mighty workman, a man of fierce and indomitable
will; and the results that he has achieved—results that for
certain minds have already more charm than those of the
great master of the Raphaclesque tradition, owing doubt-
less to their positive solidity and their unabashed indeli-
cacy'™have just the same peculisrity, in that they also
reveal a dissenting spirit, & massacrer of faculties. Politics
and literature, no less, produce robust temperaments like
these—protestants, unti-supernaturalists, whose sole justifi-
cation is a of reaction which is sometimes salutary,
The which presides over the affairs of painting

gives them as confederates all those whom the ideas of

opposition
s o e o e o
Ingres in honour of the idea and the tradition of

:
]
:
2F

'&&w-mu.——(m)u”-a
*In Autun Cathedral (Wikdosstets 212),
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and his character is somewhat eclectic, like all men who are

lacking in fatality. And s0 we seo him wandering from
archaiem to archaism; Titian (The Sistine Chapel™®), the

Renaissance en-menas (Venus Ansdyomene’!), Powssin

the and is now in the Fogg Art Museem,
Cambridge, Mass. ( 238) s
15 e g2 - o
was at
pimrrdii end of and destroyed

1

» with me in this, can bardly imagine
its favourite bero except in his oficial, ceremonial robes,
or in that historic coak, which, with all due
deference to the fanstical amateurs of Style, would do
nothing to mar a modern apotheosis.

But there Is a more serious criticism to be made of this
work. The cardinal feature of an apothecsis cught to be its

always reserves certain rights to make mistakes. Here, as in
the Apotheosis, there is 2 total absence of sentiment and
We look in vain for that noble virgin who,

faculty which bas made M. Ingres

that the
,.h.h.mu.,u.mwbm
dawﬂla an immense abuse of that power. On
the whole, what he is now he has been from the very start.
And thanks to that vital energy which he be will
remain the same to the end. As be has not progressed, be
be what they were—in love to the point of blindness; and
nothing will change in France—not even the eccentric habit

" Now in the Louvie ( Wildemstein 273).
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of taking over from a great artist those odd qualities which
can oaly belong to him; and of imitating the inimitable.

A thousand lucky circumstances have combined in the
establishment of this formidable renown. He has com-
manded the respect of polite society by his ostentations
love of antiquity and the great tradition. The eccentric, the
Haémdthetbannndfu&houssﬁn’hwbmdnys
looking for something new, even if it has a bitter taste—all
these he has pleased by his oddness. But his good, or at all
events his engaging qualities have produced a lamentable
effect in the crowd of his imitators; and this is a fact that

I shall have more than one opportunity of demonstrating,
m
EUGENE DELaAcCsEOIXx!

MM. Evciam Drracnomx axo Ixcass share between them
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have been pushed to their extreme kimits, it is humbling
for the impartial critic to have to recognize that from his
earliest from his very youth (Dante and Virgil
dates from 1822) M. Delacroix has possessed greatness. At
times perhaps he bas been more subtle, at times more
curfous, at times more painterly—but he has never ceased

to be

In® the presence of a destiny so nobly and so happily
fulfilled, a destiny blessed by nature and consummated by
the most admimble power of will, | am consclous of some
lines by one of our great poets, ceaselessly echoing in my

11 nait sous le soleil de nobles créatures
Unissant ici-bas tout ce quion peut réver;
Corps de fer, coeurs de flamme, admirables natures.

Dieu semble les produire afin de se prouver;

1 prend, pour les pétrir, une argile plus douce,
Et souvent passe un sidcle A les parachever.

1l met, comme un sculpteur, l'empriente de son pouce
Sor leurs fronts rayonnant de la gloire des clenx,

Et lardente auréole en gerbes d'or y pousse.

Ces hommes-12 s'en vont, calmes et radieux,
Sans quitter un instant leur pose solennelle,
Avec Y'eeil immobile et le maintien des dieux.
-Ne leur donnez qu'un jour ou donnez-leur cent ans,

L'orage ou le repos. la palette ou le glaive:
1l méneront & bout leurs desting éclatants.

Leur existence étrange est lo réel du réve;
lls exéouteront votre plan idéal,
Comme un maltre savant Je croquis d'un éléve.

The and the

Bot in the test s printed o
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Vos désirs inconous, sous larcean
Dont votre esprit en songe arrondissait la vodite,
Passent assis en croupe au dos de leur cheval

De ceux-ii chaque peuple en compte cing ou six,
Cing ou six, tout au plus, dans les sidcles
Types tosjours vivants dont on fait des récits.

Théophile Cautier calls this a ‘Compensstion’? And eould
not M. Delacroix fill up the vacant spaces of a whole cen-
tury entirely on his own?

;\'c\*awumuthtmow;tuchd,mheldupto
ridicule, or more thwarted. But what care we for the hesi-
tations of governments (I spesk of some years ago), the
scoldings of a few bourgeois salons, the spiteful tracts of a
smoking-room acsdemy or two, or the y of domino-
players? Probatum est, the matter has been settled once
and for all, the result is before our eyes in fts manifest,
immense and truth.

M. Delscroix has practised every genre; his imagination
and his loarning bave ranged over every inch of the terri-

7
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compositions.

This year be has most rightfully availed himself of
opportunity of showing a fairly considerable portion of
life’s work, and thus of making us reconsider, so to
the documents of the case. The collection bas been

L

|
|
|

We start with Dante and Virgil,* thet young man’s
ture which was a revolution in itself, and in which
figure (the upturned male tors) was for Jong
attributed to Céricault. Among the big pictures, we
perhaps be allowed to hesitate between the
* From La Comddie de la Mort (1535). See Appendiz.
* Now in the Louvre,

E&sy

E

Trojon® and the Toking of Constantinople by the Cru-
soders.* The former is such a marvellously luminous pic-
ture, 50 airy, o full of tumunlt and splendour! How
handsome the Empercr! how turbulent the crowd as it
twists round the columns or moves along with the pro-
cession] how dramatic the widowlmb;z
picture that was immortalized some years ago

egregious M. Kanr*® and his lirtle about pink horses—
as if some horses were not slightly pink, and as if in any
case a painter had not a perfect to do them that way
s subject what makes the

But from its subject-matter,

mmwymhbwm
gloomy harmony. What a sky, and what a seal All is
tumult and tranquillity, as in the aftermath of a great event.
The city, ranged behind the Crusaders who have just
passed through it, stretches back into the distance with a
miraculous truth. And everywhere the fluttering and wav
ing of fags, unfurling and smapping their bright folds in
the transparent atmosphere! Everywhere the restless, stir-

no one

tures of
and : the Doge Marino Faliero™ (Salon
of 1827; it is curions to note that Justinian his

: :Mcnhy London; sketch repro. Jour
" With ; ;
i, gl 12




tion of Walter Scott, all crowd, bustle and light; the Mas-
sacre et Chion;*' the Prisoner of Chillon** the Tasso in
Prison;'* the Jewish Wedding:** the Convulsionaries of
Tangier,' etc., otc. But how is one to define that charming
class of picture, such as the Hamlet in the

scene,’* and the Farewell of Romeo and Juliet, ™ which are
so deeply moving and altractive that once it has bathed
in their little worlds of melancholy, the eya can no longer
escape them, and the mind is for ever in their thrall?

Ex le tablean quitté nous tourmente of nous suit'®

But this is not the Hamlet which Rouvidro!® showed us ro-
cently, and with such brilliant success—the sour, unhappy,
viclent Hamlet, driving his restlessness to the pitch of
frenzy. There you have the romantic strongeness of the
great tragedian; but Delacroix, mare faithful perhaps o his
text, bas shown us a delicate and pallid Hamlet, 2 Hamlet
with white, feminine hands, a refined, soft and somewhat
irresolute nature, and an almost colourless eve.

Here too is the famous upturned head of the Magdalen, !
with her strange, mysterious smile, and so turally
beautiful that you cannot toll whether she has been trans-
figured by death or beautified by the spasms of divine love.

On the subject of the Romeo and Juliet 1 have an obser-
vation to make which I believe to be of no little importance.
1 have heard so much fun made of the ugliness of Dela-
croix’s women—though without being sble to understand
¥ Now ia the Louvre,

" Private collection, England.

¥ Now in the St. Paul Museum, Misnesota, U.S.A.

* See pl. 7.

* From the Terza Rima tn Gastier's Comddie de la mort. See
Appendix,

'TMWWWMM&B—&
at the Théitre Historique, 1847, in Dumas and
Meurice’s version of the play. Baudehire published an entimsi-
sstic article on Rouvidre in 1855 (repeinted in L'Art Romas-
uq-th. ). Manet's L'Acteur Tragique represents Rouviére as Ham-

" 1545 Salon: see p. 4 above.

that kind of fun—that I welcome the opportunity of pro-
testing against this misguided notion, which was shared, 1
understand, by M. Victor Hugo, You will remember how,
in the high summer of Romanticism, he deplored the fact
that the man who enjoyed a parallel glory to his own in
the eyes of the public should commit such monstrous errors

In respect of beauty, He went 50 far as to liken Delacroix’s
women to frogs. But M. Vietor Hugo is a great sculptural
poet whose oye is closed to spirituality,

I am sorry that the Sardanapalus®® has not reappeared
this year, for there you would have seen some very beauti-
ful women, bright and shining and pink—to the best of my
recollection, And Sardanapalus himself was as beautiful as
a woman. Cenerally speaking, Delacroix’s women may be
divided into two classes, Those of the first class, who pre-
sent no difficulties to the understanding and wre often
mythological, are of necessity boautiful (for example the
recumbent nymph, seen from behind, in the ceiling of the
Calerie d'Apollon’®), They are rich, robust, opulent, abun-
dant women, and are endowed with a wonderful trans-
parency of flesh and superb heads of hair,

But the others, who are sometimes historical women
(like the Cloopatra® looking at the asp), but are more
often women of fancy, of genre—Marguerites, Ophelias,
even Blessed Virgins or Magdalens—these 1 would be in-
clived to call ‘women in intimacy’. Their eyes seem heavy
with some painful secret which cannot be buried in the
grave of secrecy. Their pallor is like a revelation of their
internal st Whether they owe their distinction to
the fascination of crime or to the odour of sanctity, and
whather their gestures are languid or violent, these women,
sick at heart or in mind, have in their eyes the leaden hues
of fever, or the strange, abnormal sparkle of their malady—
snd in thelr glance the intensity of a al vision.

But always, and in spite of everything, these are dis-
tingnished, essentfally ed women; and If 1 am to
put the whale thing in a nutshell, T would say that M, Dela-
* Now fn the Louvio; repro. Journal, pl, 8.

* 1 the Louvre; sketch repeo. Journal, pl. 53,
*In a private collection, Switserland,
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croix seems to me to be of all artists the best equipped to
express modern woman, and, above all, modern woman in
her herofc manifestation, in the divine or the infernal in-
terpretation of the word. These women even bave the
physical besuty of today, that air of reverie (for all the
fulness of their breasts), with their slightly narrow ribs,
their broad hips and their charming limbs.

Some of these paintings are new and unknown to the
public; such are the Two Foscari®! the Arch Family*® the
Lion Hunt™ and a Head of an Old Women® (a portrait
by M. Delacrotx is a rarity), These different paintings serve
to demonstrate the prodigious sureness which the master
has achieved. The Lion Hunt is a veritable explosion of
colour (the word is intended in its good sense). Never can
colours more beautiful or more intense have penetrated to
the soul through the channe! of the eyes!

The minute and careful examination of these can
only reinforce certain irrefutable truths by a first
rapid and generalized glance. First of all it is to be noted—
and this is very important—that even at a distance too great
for the spectator to be able to analyse or even to compre-
hend its subject-matter, a picture by Delacroix will already
have produced a rich, foyful or melancholy impression upon
the soul. It almost scems as though this kind of painting,

like a magician or a hypnotist, can project its thought at receding

a distance. This curious phenomenon results from the
coloarist’s special power, from the perfect concord of his
tones and from the harmony, which is lished in the
painter’s brain, between colour and subject-matter. If the
reader will pardon me a stratagem of language n order to
expross an idea of some , it scems to me that M,
Delacroix's colour thinks for itself, of the
objects which it clothes, Further, these wonderful chords of
colour often give one ideas of melody and harmony, and
the impression that coe takes away from his pictures is
= Now at the Masée Condé, Chantilly.

®In s private collection, Paris.

= Now in the Bordeaux Museum; repro. Journal, pl. 55,

*In a private collection, France,

‘often, as it were, a musical one. A™ poet has

to express these subtle sensations in some lines whose

sincerity must excuse their singularity:
Delacroix, lac de sang, hanté des mauvais anges,
Ombragé par un bois de sapins toujours vert,
OR, sous ua ciel chagrin, des fanfares étranges
Passent comme un soupir étouffé de Weber,*®

Lac de sang [lake of blood)—the colour red; hanté des
mauvais anges [haunted by bad angels]—supernaturalismy;
un bols toujours vert [an ever-green wood]~the colour
green, the y of red; un cel chagrin [a sullen
sky]—the turbulent, stormy of his picturey;
les fanfares et Weber [fanfares, and Weber]—ideas of ro-
muntic music awakened by the harmonies of his colour,
Of Delacroix’s drawing, which has been so absurdly and
50 banally criticized, what am 1 to say, except that it is
one of those elementary truths which are completely mis-
understood? What am I to say, except that a good drawing
is not & hard, cruel, despotic and rigid line, imprisoning a
form like & strait-jacket? that drawing should be like nature,
alive and in motion? that sim tion in drawing is a
monstrosity, like tragedy in the world of the theatrs, and
that nature presents us with an infinite series of curved,
and crooked lines, following an impeceable law
of generation, in which parallelism s always vague and

and pursue one ancther? and_ last of 21l that M. Delacroix
' satisfies sll these conditions, and that even
though his drawing may sdmit of occasional weaknesses or
‘excesses, it has at least the enormous merit of being
stant and effective protest against the barbarous invasion
of the straight line—that tragic, systematic line whose
present ravages in puinting and in sculpture are already
enormous?

Another very great and far-reaching quality of M. Dela-

*The pansage from this sentence down to the end of the pam-
‘Was 9ot in the test as printed in 1855,

From Lex Phores (Les Flowrs du Mal, V1), which was not

until 1857,
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croix’s talent, and one which makes him the painter beloved
of the poets, is that ho is essentially literary. Not only has
his art ranged-and successfully ranged-over the field of
the great literatures of the world; not only has it translated,
und been the companion of, Adesto, Byron, Dante, Scott
and Shakespeare, but it has the power of ideas
of a Joftier, a subtler and a deeper order than the art of the
majority of modern painters. And rest assured that it is
never by means of a mere feint, by a trifle or a trick of the
brush that M. Delacroix achieves this prodigions result;
rather is it by means of the total effect, the profound and
perfect harmony betwoen his colour, his subject and his
drawing, and the dramatic gesticulation of his figures.

Edgar Poe has it somewhere™™ that the efiect of oplum
upon the senses is to invest the whole of nature with a
supernatural intensity of interest, which gives to every ob-
ject a deeper, a more wilful, 2 more despotic meaning.
Without having recourse to opium, who has not known those
miraculous moments—veritable feast-days of the brain—
when the senses are keener and sensations more ringing,
when the firmament of a more transparent blue plunges
headlong into an abyss more infinite, when sounds chime
like music, when colours speak, and scents tell of whole
worlds of ideas? Very well then, M. Delacroix’s
seems to me to franslate those fine days of the soul It is
invested with intensity, and splendour is its special privi-
lege. Like nature apprebended through extra-sensitive
nerves, it reveals what lies beyond nature,

How will M, Delacroix stand with Posterity? what will
that redresser of wrongs have to say of him? He has now
reached a point in his carcer at which it is already casy to
give the answor without finding too many to contradict one.
Like us, Posterity will say that he was a unique meeting-
place of the most astonishing faculties; that like Rembrandt
he had a sense of intimacy and a profoundly magical
quality, like Rubens and Lebrun a feeling for decoration
and combination, like Veronese an enchanted sense of
colour, ete.; but that he also had a quality all his own, a
quality indefinablo but itself defining the melancholy and
*In A Talo of the Raggod Mountsina,
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‘the passion of his age-something quite new, which has
made him a unique artist, without ancestry, without prece-
dent, and probably without a successor—a link so precious
that it could in no wise be replaced; and that by destroying
itif such a thing were possible—a whole world of ideas
and sensations would be destroyed, and too great a gap
would be blasted in the chain of history,




THE SALON OF 1859

LETTENS
TO THE EDITON OF THE REVUE !IA’(EAI'I‘

THE MODERN ABRTIST

My pean M-, when you did me the honour of asking for
an analysis of the Salon, you suid, "Be briel; do not write
a catalogue, but a goneral impression, something like the
acoount of a rapid philosopbical walk through the galleries.”
Very well, you shall have your wish; not hecause your
programme socords (as it does} with my own i
of that tiresome kind of article called a ‘Salon’; nor because
your method is easier than the other—it is not, for brevity
always demands more effort than diffuseness; but simply
because, above all in the present instance, there is no other
possible way, Certainly I should have been more seriously
embarrassed if | had found myself lost in a forest of
originality, if the modern French temperament, sud

modified, purified, and rejuvenated, had put forth flowers
so vigorous and of a scent so varied as to command irre-
pressible wonder, to provoke floods of praise—a garrulous
admiration—or to necessitate a whole series of new cate-
gorles in the language of criticism. But there is nothing of
all that, fortunately (for me). No ; not a single
unknown genius. The thoughts suggested by the sight of
dm&hmdnumtrle.notndmond.nclndomm.

* Millals had
the Ark,

O aE s o mE AR e e N M RRR ARTIRE - - 82
- should have given rise to the commonplace in your writer,

Besides, you will be no whit the loser; for is there anything
(I am delighted to record that you share my opinion in
this)~is there anything in the world more charming, more
fruitful, of a nature more positively exciting, than the com-
monplace?
Before 1 allow me to express a regret, which 1
believe will be but seldom expressed. We had been told
that we should have some guests to receive—guests, how-
over, who are not exactly unknown to us, for the exhibition
in the Avenue Montaigne* has already Introduced to the
Parisian public several of those charming artists of whom
it had been for too long ignorant. 1 was thus looking for-
ward with the test to ro-establishing my
acquaintance Leslie® that rich, naif and noble hu-
mourist, one of the most emphatio expressions of the British
mind; with the two Hunts,* the one a stubbom naturalist,
and the other the passionate and self-willed creator of Pre-
; with the bold of Maclise," no

less impetuous than sure of himself; with Millais,? that poet
of meticulous detail; with . Chalon,” that mixture of Claude
and Watteau, chronicler of charming fétes champétres in
great Italian parks; with Grant, that natural heir of Reyn-
olds; with Hook,* who knows how to fiood his Venetion
*The Unicerselle of 1855. At the end of his first

" article on that exhibition, Bandelsire had announced his inten-

tion of w an artide on the contemporary English school
(sece pp. 201-2).

* Leslio’s pi at the Exposition Universelle had included
Uncle Toby and the Widosw Wadman (pow in the Victoria and

Albert Museszm) and Sancho Panzs and the Duchess ( National
Gallery ). The word humourist’ is Baudelsire’s own,
*W. H. Hunt had 11 water-colours, and Holman Hunt had

The the W, Tate Gallery), and
uw orld, Streyed Sheep (Tate Gallery)

* Maclise’s two exhibits were Merry Christmas in the Baron's
Hall, and Ordeal by Touch.

ol The Order of Relesse, The Return of the Dove to
the 'ﬁwd "

g].'&-NAWaDq:um‘,Mmd
). C. Ho

bad ane Venctian painting,
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© small-we shall oot gaze
upim you, this time at least. Were you so badly received
thmlheﬁntt::.)muggwuﬁmd&-

umph-it is this fact that is as true as it is distressing. After

having passed my eyes for some time over 0 many
cessfully-completed platitudes, so much carefully-laboured
drivel, so much cleverly-constructed and falseness,
1 was led by the natural course of my reflections to consider

oppressed by these bitter reflections; 1 will prove it to you
in good time.) I therefore asked myself the following ques-
tions: What wes he, then—the artist of former times (Le-
brun or David, for example)? Lebrun was all erudition,
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into an ast of means which are alien to it; and yet to quote
an example, I cannot prevent myself from sympa-
thetic towards an artist such as Chenavard, who is always

agreeable in the way that books are agrecable, and grace-
ful even when be is dull and What do 1 care that

or a poot. Apart from them, you will hardly find anything
but spolled children. 1 beg and implore you to tell me in
what salon, in what tavern, in what social or intimate

!

But
passed; we have fallen even lower, and M. Meissonier, who,
in spite of all his merits, had the misfortune of in
and popularizing the taste for littleness, is a veritable giant
compared with today’s toy-makers.

Discredit of the imagination, disdain of the great, Jove—
no, this is too fine = word—exclusive practice, rather, of
technique—such, | belicve, are the principal reasons for
the artist’s The more imagination one has,
the better will be the i

imagination may be allowed to burn with its full brilliance.
This is the counsel of wisdom; and wisdom ssys also: He
who possesses no more than the technical skill is but a

beast, and the imagination which attempts to do without
it is insane. But for all their simplicity, these things are
both above and below the modem artist. A concierge’s
daughter says to herself: 1 shall go to the Conservatoire,
1 shall make my début at the Comédie Frangaise, 1 shall
m&mmmx-mm

declaiming them for years.' And she
does as she has said. She s very classically monotonous,
and very classically boring and ignorant; but she has suc-

.ii
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ceeded in what was very easy, that is to say, in winning
by ber patience the privileges of a socidteire. And the
spoiled child, the modern painter, says 10 himself: "What
is imagination? A danger and » toll. What is reading and

the artist of the moment and by his )
be eams the acclaim and the money of the public. The
imitator of the imitator finds his own Imitators, and in this
way each pursues his dream of greatness, better and better
stopping up his soul and sbove all reading nothing, not
even The Perfect Cook, which at any rate would have been
able to open up for him = career of greater glory, if less
i ly master of the art of sauces,
of patinas, of glazes, of scumbles, of gravies, of stews (I
speak of painting), the spoiled child strikes proud attitudes
and repeats with more conviction than ever that nothing
el is necessary,
There was once a Cerman
and said to him: ‘Sir, I want you to

who went to 2 painter
You
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when at one and the same time I contemplate my family
and my riches increased by the labours of a day!™>

Three cheers for that peasant! Without for a moment sus-
pecting it, be understood painting. Love of his
:: N:h;MBdewm

would of this
dhmmﬁmrmmmmm

such a level?

THE MODERN PUBLIC AND PHOTOGRAPHY

flicking through the
catalogue and making an extract of all the ridiculous titles
subjects which are intended to attract our
eyes. s the famous Callic wit for you! To seek to
“bymwhichmahnmtbe::‘:‘?mk
the great standby of men who are not

Our Lord. "How loog shall T be with you? how long shall
I suffer you?” This generation. in fact, both artists and
public, has so little faith in
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immedistely whet the appetite of your curiosity? “Love and
Rabbit-stew!” Let me try and make an intimate combination

of these two ideas, the idea of love and the idea of a rabbit
skinned and made into a a stew. I can hardly suppose that
the painter’s imagination can bave gooe so far as to fit a
quiver, a pair of wings and an eye-bandage upon the corpse
of a domestic animal; the would be really too
obscure. I imagine rather that the title bas been invented
upon the recipe of Misenthropie et Repentie? The true title
would thus be Lovers Eating o Rabbit-Stew. Now you will
ask, are they young or old, a labourer and a working-girl,
or perhaps a retired voteran and a waif in some dusty
bower? 1 really cught to have seen the picture!-Next wo
have Monsrchigue, catholique et soldat® Here is one in
h&.&mw&m&hﬂ'ds?ﬁd
Jérusslem (forgive me, Chateaubriand] bet the most noble
peal of bells czn become means of caricature, and the
political utterances of the leader of 20 empire can be turned
into a dauber’s squibs ). This picture can only represent one
character doing three things ot ing in battle,
making his communion and assisting at the petit lever of
Louls XIV. Or could it be a warrior tattoced with

de lys and devotional images? But what is the good of
perplexing curselves further? Let us say that this is
a false and sterile method of striking wonder. What is even
more deplomable is that the picture may perhaps be a good
one, however odd this may seem. And the same with Amour
et Gibelotte. Did 1 not catch sight of an escellent little
group of scuipture whose number | had unfortunately not
:ﬂlndwhnlwmdwbowh-bﬁalnmd

catalogue four times—but to no availl At kst you

informed me that &t was called del-“w
truly somy to see a man of real talent uselessly cultivating
the art of the rebas. :

I beg your forgiveness for having ammsed myself a little
*The Freneh tramslation of Kotzebue's play Menschenhars und
Reue (1789), in which 1 wife’s infidelity oocasions 3 hushand’s
misantiropy, which leads to repentance and a happy ending,
* By Joseph Coudron.

* By Emile Hébert. See pp. 200-300 below,
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while in the manner of the lighter journals. But however
frivolous the matter may seem to you, if you look carefully
you will find that # contsins a

of Giulio Romano, of Michelangelo, and of Bandinelll were
alarmed by similar monstrosities; | ask, in & word, If M.
Biard is eternal and omnipresent, ke I do not believe

xr.uyiu:m-’am!;b-&um

"By FoA Biard; coe of the great successes of the 1844 Saloa.
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the public. The desire to astonish and to be astonished is
very proper. ‘It is a bappiness to wooder’; but also it s
8 happiness to dream’.* The whole question, then, # you
insist that 1 confer upon you the title of artist or of con-
noisseur of the fine arts, is to know by what processes you
wish to create or to feel wonder. Because the Besutiful is
always wonderful, it would be absurd to suppose that what
is wonderful is glways beautiful. Now our publie, which is
singularly incapable of feeling the happiness of

or of marvelling (a sign of its meanness of soul), wishes to
be made to wonder by means which are alien to art, and
its obedient artists bow to its taste; they try to strike, to
surprise, to stupefy it by means of unworthy tricks, becaunse
they know that it is incapable of ecstasy in front of the
natural devices of true art.

During this lamentable period, a new industry srose
which contributed not a little to confirm stupidity in its
faith and to ruin whatever might remain of the divine in
the French mind. The idolatrous mob demanded an ideal
worthy of itself and appropriate to its nature~that is per-
fectly understood. In matters of painting and sculpture, the
present-dsy Credo of the sophisticated, above all in France
(and I do not think that anyone at all would dare to state
the contrary), is this: ‘I believe in Nature, and 1 believe
enly in Nature (there are good reasons for that). I believe
that Art is, and cannot be other than, the exact reprodue-
tion of Nature (a timid and dissident sect would wish %o
exclude the mare repellent objects of nature, such as skele-
tons or ). Thus an industry that could give
us a result identical to Nature would be the absolute of art.”
A revengeful Cod has given ear to tho prayers of this mul-
titude. Daguerre was his Messiah. And now the faithiul
says to himself: ‘Since photography gives us every guaran-
tee of exactitude that we could desire (they really believe
that, the mad fools!), then photography and Ast are the
same thing,” From that moment our squalid socisty rushed,
Narcissus to a man, to gaze at its trivial on & scrap
of metal. A madness, an extraordinary fanaticism tock pos-
session of all these new sun-worshippers. Strange abomina-
‘ * Quoted from Poe, Morella.
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female clowns, got up like butchers and laundry-maids in

a carnival, and by begging these heroes to be so kind as to

hiold their chance grimaces for the time necessary for the

performance, the operator flattered himself that he was

tragic or elegant scenes from ancient history.

Some democratic writer ought to have seen here a cheap

method of disseminating a loathing for history and for

among the pcqﬁo. thus committing a double sacri-

and insulting at one and the same time the divine art

of painting and the noble art of the actor, A little later &

thousand bungry eyes were bending over the peep-holes

stereoscope, as though they were the attic-windows

infinite. The love of pornography, which is no less

in the natural heart of man than the love of

himself, was not to let slip so fine an opportunity of self-

satisfaction. And do not imagine that it was only children

on their way back from school who took pleasure in these

the world was infatuated with them. I was once

some friends were discreetly concealing some

pictures from a beantiful woman, a woman of high

. not of mine—they were taking upon themselves

some feeling of delicacy in her presence; but ‘No', she

replied. 'Give to me! Nothing is too strong for me.”

I swear that | heard that; but who will believe me? “You

can see that are great ladies,” said Alexandre Dumas.
“There are some still greater],” said Cazotte?

As the photographic i was the refuge of every

would-be painter, every painter too ill-endowed or too lazy

his studies, this universal infatuation bore not

ouly the mark of a blindness, an imbecility, but had also

the air of a vengeance, I do not believe, or at least I do not

wish to believe, jn the absolute success of such a brutish

v In which, as fn all others, ove finds both fools

sod knaves; but I am convinced that the ill-applied devel-

' The fiest remark (s taken from Duomos’ La Tour de Nesle
socand from G%gdl:li:menl‘l preface to

E L se. §); the : ;
axotte’s Lo Diable amoureus, somewhat complicated
the m i explatned by
P

2.2
gn

in his pote on thix
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artistic genius, w
already so scarce. Inwlnmyourmodanl’ndrymr.

belch forth all the rumbling wind of its mtnndm.ch.

haobvmthuthﬁmdustrybyhndhg ten-iladec
of art, has become art's most mortal enemy, and that the

confusion of their severul functions prevents any of them
from being properly fulfilled. Poetry and progress are like
two ambitions men who hate one another with an instine-

tive hatred, and when they meet upon the same road, one
of them has to give place. If photography is allowed to
mpplememmmsmncofitshnwhms.umllmhnve
supplanted or corupted it altog,

ory may lack; et it adorn the naturalist’s library, and
enlarge microscopic animals; let it even provide informa-
tion to corroborate the astronomer’s hypotheses; in short, let
it be the secretary and clerk of whoever needs an absolute
factual exactitude in his

blingmhu.thmebooks,pﬁnuundm-lpu
hdovoming.pnﬂmnthlngswbmfambtl-ohhglnd
which demand a place in the archives of our
willbe!hnhdandnpplnucbd.ﬂntl!lbenﬂmndlo
encroach upon the domain-of the and the
imaginary, wpon anything whose value depends :
the addition of something of a man's soul, then it will be
so much the worse for us!

I know very well that some people will retort, “The

disease which you have just been is a disease
of imbeciles. What man worthy of the name of artist, and
what true conpofsseur, has ever confused art with industry?

* Tknow:it; and yet I will ask them in my
in the contagion of good and evil, in the action of the mass
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turn if they believe

on individuals, and in the mvoluntary, forced obedience of
the individual to the mass. It is an incontestable, an irresist-
ible law that the artist should act upon the public, and that

what one dreamt. But | ask you! does the painter still know
an

. by imagination
' , had the reply: ‘I consider it useless
:lih wmmmm
M“NMUdy.ndl?*ﬂhm

of my fancy to what is positively trivial.’ And yot it would
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have been more philosophical to ask the doctrinaires in
question fest of all whether they were quite cortain of the
existence of external nature, or (if this question might seem
too well calculated to pander to their sarcusm) whether
they were quite certain of knowing all nature, that is, all
that is contained in nature. A ‘ves’ would have been the
most boastful and extravagant of answess, So far as I have
been able to understand its singular and humiliating inco-
herences, the doctrine meant—at least I do it the honour
of believing that it meant: The artist, the true artist, the
true poet, should only paint in sccordance with what he
soos and with what he feels. He must be really faithful to
his own nature. He must avoid like the plague borrowing
the eyes and the feclings of another man, however great
that man may be; for then his ns would be lies
in relation to himself, and not realities. But if these pedants
of whom I am speaking (for there is 2 pedantry even among
the mean-spirited) and who have representatives every-
where (for their theory flatters impotence no less than
luziness )—if these pedants, 1 say, did not wish the matter
to be understood in this way, let us simply beliove that
they meunt to say, ‘We have no imagination, and we de-
cree that no ooe else is to have any.

How mysterious is Imagination, that Queen of the Facul-
ties! It touches all the others; it rouses them and sends
them into combat. At times it resembles them to the point
of confusion, and yet it is always itself, and those men
who are not quickened thereby are easily recognizable by
some strange curse which withers their productions like
the fig-tree in the

It is both analysls and synthesis; and yet men who are
clever at analysis and sufficiently quick at summing up,
can be devold of imagination. It & that, and it Is not en.
tirely that. It is sensitivity, and yet there are people who
are very sensitive, too sensitive perhaps, who have none
of it. 1t is Imagination that frst taught man the moral
meaning of colour, of contour, of sound and of scent. In
the beginning of the world it created analogy and meta-
phor. it decompases all creation, and with the raw ma-
terlals sccumulated and disposed in accordance with rules
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whose origins one cannot find save in the furthest depths
of the soul, it creates a new world, it produces the sensa-
tion of newness. As it has created the world (so much can
be said, I think, even in a religious sense), it is proper that
it should govern it. What would be said of a warrior with-
out ima ? that he might muke an excellent soldier,
but that if bhe is put in command of an army, he will make
no conguests. The case could be compared to that of a poet
or ‘a novelist who took away the command of his faculties
from the fmagination to give it, for example, to his knowl-
edge of language or to his observation of facts, What
would b said of a diplomat without imagination? that he
may have an excellont knowledge of the history of treaties
und alliances in the past, but that he will never guess the
troaties and alliances held in store by the future, Of a
scholar without imagination? that he has learnt everything
that, having been taught, could be learnt, but that he will
never discover any laws that have not yet been guessed at.

is the queen of truth, and the possible is one
of the provinces of truth. It has a positive relationship with
the infinite.

Without imagination, all the faculties, lww;vcr sound
or sherpened may be, are as though they did not exist,
whemsaweaﬂ:gessiisomoo“hesecondmy fnculties, so
long as they are excited by a vigorous imagination, is a

misfortune. None of them can do without it, but
the lack of some of them can be made up by it, Often when
our other faculties only find what they are seeking after
successive trials of several different methods which are ill-
to the nature of thinga.ﬁnnginnﬁonm:tnepcin.p;nd
protudly and ly guesses the answer. Finally, it plays
[ ' wmgrn cthical matters; for—allow me to
$0 far and to ask, What is virtue without imagination?
%oou might as well speak of virtue without pity, virtue with-
out Heaven—it is a hard, cruel, sterilizing thing, which in
some countries has become bigotry and in others protes-
tantism.

In of ull the magnificent privileges that 1 attribute

o lm.;:;glmuau. I will not pay your readers the insult

of expliining to them that the more it is belpod In its work,
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the more powerful it is, and that there is nothing more
formidable in our battles with the ideal than a fine imagi-
nation disposing of an fmmense armoury of observed fact,
Nevestheless, to return to what 1 was saying a moment ago
concerning the prerogative of making up deficiencies, which
the imagination owes to its divine origin, 1 should like to
quote you an example, a tiny example, which I hope you
will not scom. Do you think that the author of Antony,
of Count Hermann, and of Monte Cristo, is a scholar? 1
imagine not. Do you suppose that he has steeped himself
in the practice of the arts and has made a patient study of
them? Of course not. I should even imagine that to do so
would be antipathetic to his nature. Very well then, he is
an example to prove that the imagination, although unas-
sistod by practice or by acquaintance with technical terms,
is nevertheless incapable of producing heretical nonsense
in a matter which is, for the most important part, within
its province. Not long ago | was in 2 train and I was pon-
dering over the article which I am now writing: 1 was
considering above all that singular reversal of values which
has permitted (in a century, | grant you, in which, for
man’s chastening, everything has been him) a
disclain of the most honourable and the most useful of the
maoral faculties. And then 1 saw lying on a nearby cushion
a forgotten copy of the Indépendance Belge. Alexandre
Dumas had taken over this year’s account of the works in
the Salon.! This circumstance aroused my curlosity. You
can guess my delight when 1 discovered my reflections
amply verifed by an example thrown in my way by
chance. What a fine subject for surprisel, you will say—
that this man, who seems to universal vitality,
should pronounce a magnificent culogy on a period when
life overflowed; that the creator of the romantic drama
should raise his voice, which 1 assure you did not lack
grandeur, and should sing the praises of that happy time
when at the side of the new school of litersture there flour-
ished a mew school of painting—Delacroix, the Devéria
brothers, Boulanger, Poterlet, Bonington, etc.—that is ex-
' Dumas” asticles on this Salon were collected and as
L'urt et les artistes contemporaing au Salon de |

actly what you would expect! Laudator temporis acti! But
that he should pay a witty tribute to Delacroix, that he
should succinetly explain the nature of his opponents’ mad-
ness, and that he should go even further and point out the
sins of the best of the most celebrated painters;
that he, Alexandre Dumas, so reckless and fluent a writer,
should demonstrate so well, for example, that Troyon has
no genlus, and should even analyse what he lacks in order
to simulate tell me, my friend, do you find that so
simple? All this, of course, was written in that loose dra-
matic style which be has gradually adopted in talking to
his fnmumerable sudience; and yet, what grace, what
swiftness in the expression of truth! You will already have
finishod my t for me: If Alexandre Dumas, who
is no scholar, had not been lucky enough to possesy a rich
imagination, he would only have spoken nonsense; as it is,
he has spoken sound sense, and he has spoken it well, be-
cause imagination, one must conclude, thanks to its supple-
menting nature, embraces also the critical spirit.

There remains yet one device for my adversary; it is to
declare that Alexandre Dumas is not the author of his
Salon. But this insult is such an old one, and this device
so stale, that it should be thrown to the old-clothes-fanciers,
to journalistic hacks and penny-a-liners. If they have not
already picked it up, they will do so.

We shall shortly be embarking upon a2 more intimate
examination of the functions of this cardinal faculty (does
not jts richness put you in mind of ecclesiastical crimson?).
I shall simply tell you what I Jeamt from the lips of &
master;? and just as at that time I used to verify his simple
precepts by reference to every picture that came under my
eyes—with all the delight of a man who is educating him-
self—so we, in our tum, shall be able to apply them in
succession, like touch-stones, to several of our painters,

* Le. Delacroix.
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THE COVERNANCE OF THE IMACINATION

YesTeEnoaY evening | sent you the last pages of my letter,
in which I wrote, not without a certain diffdence, “Since
Imagination created the world, it is Imagination that goe-
erns it.” Afterwards, as | was turning the pages of The
Night Side of Nature,' 1 came across this passage, which
I quote stmply because it is a paraphrase and justification
of the kine which was wornrying me: "By imagination, 1 do
not simply mean to convey the commeon notion by
that much sbused word, which is caly fancy, but the con-
structive imagination, which &5 a much higher )
and which, in as much as man is made in the likeness
God, bears a distant relation to that sublime
which the Creator projects, creates, and upholds
verse.” | feel no shame—~on the contrary, [ am
to have coincided with the cxcellent Mis,
point; I have always admired and envied her
belief, which is as fully developed as is that of
others.

I said that a Jong time ago | had heard a man wheo
a true scholar and deeply Jearned in his art,
most spacious and yet the simplest of ideas on this
When I met him for the first time, 1 possessed no
experience but that which results from a consuming
nor any other power of reasoning but instinct. It is
that this Jove and this instinct were passably
even in my extreme youth my eyes had never
to drink their &1 of
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'On Mrs. Crowe's The Night Side of Nature (London 1548)
see Gilman, pp. 128 . and notes.

THE COVERNANCE OF

nature, for example: Nature is but a dictionary,” he kept
on repe to undesstand the extent of mean-

in their dictionary for the clements which suit with their
in adjusting those elements, however, with
more or Jess of art, they confer upon them a totally new
.wthuowbohnvcnolmag:-m:‘mwpy
the dictionary. The result is a great vice, the vice of banal.
ity, to which those painters are particularly prone whose
specialty brings them closer to external nature—landscape-
painters, for example, who generally consider it a triumph
if they contrive not to show their personalities. By dint of
contemplating, they forget to feel and to think.

For this great painter, however, no element of art, of
which one man takes this and another that as the most
mw—ldnmldu!herny.b—anythhgbm&c
bumblest servant of a unique and superior .

1f & very neat execution is called for, that is so that the

of the dream may be translated as neatly as pos-
sible; i it should be very rapid, that is lest anything may

hﬂmhbﬂhmmmwm
its livery, so to speak. Just as a dream inhabits its own

proper atmosphere, which has become
uﬁhununun;n:xuuuuuwgﬁd:




knows that yellow, orange
and red inspize and express the ideas of joy, richness, glory
and love: but there are thousands of different yellow or

aspects
colourist has an evident affinity with mathematics and
music. And yet fts most delicate operations are performed
by means of a seatiment or perception to which long prac-
tice has given an sureness. We can see that
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subordinated to the imagination, which puts them in requi-
sition all at once. Just as a good knowledge of the dictionary
&u-n@unmﬁhﬂyawdmemdm

the desire to acquire them.
As a result of the ideas which 1 have just been making as
clear as 1 have been able (but there are still so many things

' concosdant aspects of all the arts, and their similaritios i
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method), it is clear that the vast
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BELIGION, HISTORY, FANTASY

AT evEny fresh exhibition, the critics observe that
painting is more and more deficient. I do not know i they

make to those who hold to the theory of faith a5 the
unique source of religious inspiration, is that =t the moment
of his work, the poet, the actor and the srtist must
believe in the reality of what he & fired as be
hby'ucuiy.l‘hsi’sﬁntmt&euﬂyfpm
in which man can say, ‘T shall believe if ] wish, snd # 1 do
not ‘wish, 1 shall not believe.” The cruel and humilisting

i

.hblllnoh:. o
Eugioe Delacrotx are calling us and demanding
tion, 1 have novertheless thought it right, my

1o start off with two names but little, if st all, known. To
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is twisting his csp in the temple of God made
adoxical scent of its own obscusity, and its me think of Sterne’s donkey and the macaroons, The don-

dis- s comic appearance while eating a cake does nothing
W&Pahplmmmgmhmlywmd :fm&. of that we feel when
M. Legros, but | will admit that I had never before seen we see the miserable slave of the farm receiving a few
auvingned\lﬂhl?ismm'rheht-e&almﬁud dainties at the haod of a . In the same way

of a good conncisseur, wore a little disconcerted by fis are in harmoay with the eternally character of
rustic aspect—by this little community clothed in corduroy,  devotion. Monsieur C— out to me that the back-
cotton and which the evening Angelus' as. does not recede and that the figures

simple great seem t0 be stuck somewhat fiatly on to the decoration which

' and um-

brellas, all bowed with work, wrinkled with age and their bumning nefiveté of the primitives, was for me but an added
was

of the city. It repre-
o e b e 4 Sl g rensmluhonie O PR L bt cahag 5 8o ghlkaonts
artist :
has realized and for us =3 o o

54 ' . and copied from
hhryhb.mlwhw.bd“n&m,u dWﬁnﬂym
myhh.mhgfamd:dyad:d-u mlaﬁfhmﬁqun
man of vigorous  Goutary Orgnttation PO,
uMByamamdiﬂmd;lmMaﬂh because what is positively and universally exact is never
mﬂwhwm&-&b O‘qum.m%p.ﬂi

: owner of Lhe
'Mhh&m&&hlﬁp&hﬂ.l&’ 8 of -t&h:d s0 that
'hohbzwuee 323 below), though Crépet. in “F annoyance of
w ’ ‘~'
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admirable. This year M. Amand Gautier has exhibited &
single work which bears the simple titlo, Les Saurs
Charité.* It requires a true

facade which is simple to a degree of poverty, those up-
right attitudes, lacking all feminine coquetry, that whole
sex subdued to discipline like a soldier, its face
sadly with the rosy pallor of consecrated virginity—all these
things give us a sensation of the eternal, of the invariable,
of duty plessurable in all its . While studying this
canvas, which is painted with a touch as broad and simple
as its subject, I felt that curious on which is pro-
duced by certain paintings of Lesueur and by the best of
Fhilippe de Champaigne—those, I mean, which represent
the monastic life. If any of my readers wants to seek these
pictures out, I should warn him that they are to be found
at the far end of the gallery, in the Jeft of the building,
intbodepthsohgwotthnnwh?unmhnm&
multitude of canvases have been confined—so-called re-
ligious paintings, for the most part. The general effect of
this gallery is so chilly that few people find their way to it,
as if it were 2 corner of 2 unvisited by the sun. It is
wtlésgby-bohof&kemtnthisimmmmﬂky
way of chalky ineptitudes that these two modest canvases
But the imagination of Delacroix! Never has it finched
before the arduous of religion! The beavens
to it, no less than hell, war, Olympus and love! In him you
have the model of the painter- He is indeed one of
the rare elect, and the scope of his mind embraces religion
in its domain. His imagination blazes with every flame and
every shade of crimson, like the banks of glowing candles
before a shrine. All that theve is of anguish in the Passion
impassions him; all that there is of splendour in the Church
mtywynmhmmhbhghdmmhpm
* Now in the Lille Museurn; see plL17. '

blood, light and darkness in turn. I believe that he would

willingly bestow his own natural magnificence upon the

mafesties of the Cospel itself, out of superabundance. 1

remember seeing a little Annuncistion® by Delacroix in
angel

g‘&
E

M&:mmdy%ambmhhﬁnﬂsn&h
& young journalist® whose ministry had so far confined itself
to giving an account of the dress of Madame So-and-so at
the latest ball at the Hatel de Ville. Oh! those pink horses,
those lilaccoloured peasants, and that red smoke (red
smokel what a daring touch!)! In whata
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why speak of #t?), and it generally ends with some acri-
monions remark which is equivalent to a glance of envy
directed towards those fortunate people who comprehend
the incomprehensible.

But what does stupidity matter, you may say, so0 long as
genius triumphs? Nevertheless, my friend, it is by no means
time wasted to measure the of resistance aguinst
whichgminsispéned;thewholehnpmhnmddisymg
journalist amounts to the fact that he represents the general
level of the bourgeois mind—and that is quite enough for
our purpose. Please remember that this comedy has been
played against Delacroix since 1822, and that ever since
that time our painter, always punctual for his engagements,
huatcvuyuhlbmangtvnausmalpidmunmpt
which there has always been at least one masterpiece, show-
ing untiringly (to use M. Thiers' polite and indulgent
expression) ‘that spurt of superiority which revives hopes
which have already been a trifle dashed by the too moderate
merit of all the others” And a little later he added, ‘Some
strange recollection of the great masters seized hold of me
ut the sight of this picture (Dante and Virgil). Once mare
1 found that power—wild, ardent yet natural-which yiclds
without effort to its own impulse . , . I do not think that
1 am mistaken when I say that M. Delacroix has been gicen
genius; let him advance with assurance, Jet him devote
himself to immense tasks, an indispensable condition of
talent . . * I do pot know how many times during his
life M. Thiers has been a prophet, but he was so on that
day. Delacroix has hurled himself into immense tasks—and
he has not disarmed opinion. To see this majestic, inex-
haustible of painting, it wonld be easy to guess
the name of the man whom 1 heard one evening saying:
‘Like all men of my ago, | havo known many passions; but
it is only in work that 1 have felt myself perfectly happy.'
Pascal said that togas, purple and plumes were very happy
inventions to impress the vulgar, to mark with a label what
is truly to be respected: and yet the official distinctions of
* Baodelaire had a from Thiers’
Salin de 1823 (Imchullog, Bt senkins s Ty e
own Salon de 1846 (see pp. 51-2 above),
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and Veronese being lauded to the
skies, with the manifest intention of diminishing the merit

of those who came after them, then, although I am quite
pon these great shades

infinitely more meritorious, since it has triumphantly
and a territory which are hostile
to it. The noble artists of the Renaissance would have been
positively to blame if they had not been great, prolific and
sublime, mdwndudwyw:bl;yd:nxq:;
trious company of princes and prelates—bat

here? by the masses themselves. I should say, who were
artists to a man in that age! But what are we to
say of the modern artist who has risen to the heights in spite
of his century. unless it be things which this age will not
accept, and which we must leave to future ages to utter?

But to return to painting, tell me if you have
ever seen the essential of the Entombment® better
expressed? Do you honestly believe that Titian would have

MM&\V&BMM!&J:IM&
did conceive it, differently; but 1 prefer it way.
setting is the vault itself, an emblem of the subterranean life

which the new religion was to lead for many years. Qutside,

a spial of light and i ghiding upwards. The Holy Mother

is about to faint, she can scarcely support herself. We
* Repeo. Escholier, vol. 111, facieg p. 240.
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should note in passing that, instead of turning the
Holy Mother into a little woman from an Easter
Eugéne Delacroix always bestows upon her a tragie
of gesture which fs perfectly sppropriate to this
of Mothers. It is impossible for an amateur who is
of a poet not to feel his imagination struck, not by
historical impression, but by =n impression of poetry,
ligion and universality, as he gazes at that little group
men who are tenderly carrying the body of their God
the depths of a crypt, into that sepulchre which the
will adore, ‘the only sepulchee’, as René superbly
‘which will have nothing to give up at tho end of time.’

The Saint Sebastian'® is vot only & marvel of painting,
but is also an exquisite thrill of sacness. The Ascent to
Caloery** is a complicated, passionate and Jearned com-
posiﬁon.’hwastolmvebcmwricdmdonahrgcmb
at St. Sulpice’, we are told by the artist who knows his
world, ‘in the baptismal chapel, whose purpose has now
been altered.” Although he has taken every precaution, and
has clearly said to the public, T want to show you
small-scale projoct of a large work with which I had been
commissionod’, the critics have not fafled, as usual, to
rebuke him for only being able to paint sketohes!

Look next upon the famous poet who taught the Ast of
Love; there he is, lying on the wild grass, with a soft ssd-
ness which is almost that of a2 woman2 Will his noble
friends in Rome be able to overcome the emperor’s spite?
Will he one day know again the komrious pleasures of that
prodigious city? No: from this inglorious land the long
and melancholy river of the Tristia will flow in vain; bere
he is to live and to die. ‘One day, aftor crossing the Ister
near its mouth and separatod from my band of
buntsmen, I found myself within sight of the waves of the
Euxine Sea. | came upon a tomb of stone, o'er which a
laurel was growing, I tore away the grasses which covered
*Robant 1353: . Gazette des Beaux-Arts; 1858, vol. 11,
facing p. 138,

" Now in the Metz Musenm; see pl. 60, |

'mmhmkwuwmhw
(Hobaut 1376); see pl. 59,

aaéfgil
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several words of Latin, and soon I succeeded in reading
this first line of the elegies of an ill-fated poet;
“You will go to Rome, my book, and you will go to
Rome without me.

‘T could not depict to you my feelings on finding the
tomb of Ovid in the heart of this desert. You can
the sadness of my reflections upon the pains of exile, which
wero also my own, and upon the uselessness of talents in
securing huppiness] Rome today delights in the pictures
painted by the moxt ingenious of her poets; but for
yoars Rome could watch the flowing tears of Ovid
dry eyes, But less ungrateful than the peoples of Ausonia,
mmmmmud'm-mamur&m:’
the s who appeared in their forests come
mmmdmthvemqu
of his languago, so sweet to them is the memory of that
Roman who sccused himself of being a barbarian because
his voloe was not heard from the Sarmatic shore!™?

It is not without reason that, on the subject of Ovid, I
have quoted these reflections of Endorus. The melancholy
tone of the poet of Lex Martyrs suits this picture, and the
languishing sadoess of the Christian is faithfully
reflected in it You will find therein the broadoess of touch
nd feeling which characterized the pen which wrote Les
Natchez; and in Eugéne Delscroix’s rough idyll 1 recog-
nized a ‘tale of perfect beauty’, because he has put into it
‘the desert's flower, the grace of the primitive and
a simplicity in telling a tale of sorrow which I do not flatter
myself have preserved’.1* I shall certainly not try to translate
verdant exile distils, Perhaps it is better just to quote the

i
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graces, to the charm of this rustic hospitality. All the deli-
cacy and fertility of talent that Ovid possessed have passed
into Delacroixs pleture. And just as exile gave the brilliant
poet that quality of sadness which he had hitherto lucked,
so melancholy has clothed the painter’s superabundant
landscape with its own magical glaze. I find it impossible
to say thst any one of Delacroix’s pi is his best, for
thcwinemesalwnysfmmthamcuhhmdy,e:-
quisite, sui generis; but it can be said of Ovid among the
Scythians that it is ope of those wonderful works such as
Delacroix alone can conceive and The artist who has
piinted this can count himself a happy man, and he who
is able to feast his eyes upon it every day may also call
bimself happy, The mind sinks into #t with & slow and
appreciative rapture, as it would sink into the heavens, or
into the sea’s horizon—into eyes brimming with thought,
or a rich and fertile drift of reverie. I am convinced that
ﬁﬁspichnebmnchnnna]lilsownfwmhlespiﬂ!s;l
would almost be prepared to swear that, more than others
perhaps, it must have plessed highlystrang and
temperaments—M. Fromentin, for example, of whom 1 shall
have the pleasure of talking to you prosently,

I am cudgelling my brain in order to extract some
formula which may properly express Eugéne Delscroly’s
speciality.** He is an excellent draughtsman, a prodigious

give us which is more than the past has given us? He is as

t as the great, as clever ax the clever, but why does
e please us more? Ove might perhaps say that, gifted
with a richer imagination, he expresses for us above all the
Inmost secret of the brain, the wonderful aspect of things,
so faithfully does his work retain the stamp and temper of
its conception. It is the infinite within the fnite! It has
the guality of a dream! and by this word I do not
those rictous Bedlams of the night, but rather the vision
which comes from intense meditation, or, with minds less
naturally fertile, from artificial stimulants,
* See n, on p. 807,
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Eugéne Delacroix is above all the painter of the soul in its
golden hours. Believe me, this man sometimes makes me
crave to live as as a patriarch, or, in spite of all the
courage that it need for a dead man to consent to
come alive aguin (Send me back to Helll', as the poor soul
cried when the Thessalian witch restored him to life),
nevertholess to be revived in time to take part in the
raptures and the which he will e in a future
agel But what is the good? For even if 1 should be granted
this childish and should see my prophecy fulfilled,
mmmlgun.hymdﬁwshmufhamglo
sdmit that I was a feeble spirit, possessed by the need of
secing ity convictions ratified?

Vi
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(continued)

Coyming the epigrammatic wit of France with an element
of pedantry, o a¢ to lend a little weight to its natural

, and you will have the fons et origo of a school
’ Gautier, in his benevolence, politely calls
the ‘Neo-Creek’, but which L if you will allow me, propose
to dob the ‘school of the poinfus’! In this school the object
of erudition is to disguise a lack of imagination. For most
of the time it has simply been a matter of transporting

;

will allow the to
mumm%m?uaeymwmm-
pile of bric-d-brac (the serious element), und on the other

& transposition of the trivialities of life into antique cir-

e oo, <k w10 Qece pedantle St
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cumstances (the clement of surprise and success), and
these between them will henceforth take the place of all
the conditions required for good painting. S0 we shall sce
antique urchins playing st satique ball and with antique
hoops, amusing themselves with antique dolls and antique

Morgue, where an abundant traffic in more natural birds is
carried on. Love, inovitable Love, the immortal Cupid of
the confectioners, plays a dominant and universal role in
this school. He is the president of this courtly and simpering
republic. He is a fish which sccommodates itself to every
sauce, And yet are we not very weary of seeing paint and
like an insect or like a duck, whom Thomas Hood has shown
us squstting like a cripple and squashing flat his clond-
pillow with his 8abby obesity? In his left hand he holds his
bow propped against his thigh, like a sabee; with his
arrow in his right hand he executes the order ‘Shoulder
wrms!; bis hair is thickly curied like a coscluman’s wig; his
fat wobbling checks press against his nostrils and his eyes;
it is doubliess the elegiac sighs of the universe which dis-
tend his Sesh, or perhaps | should rather call it his meat, for
it is stuffed, tubular and blown out like a bag of lasd
banging on a butcher’s hook; on his mountainous back is
attached a pair of butterfly’s wings.

In sober verity,~does such an incubus oppress the fo-
male bosom? , | |, Is this ge the disproportionate
partner for whom Pastorella sigheth —in the smallest of
cots?—Does the platonic Amanda (who is all soul), refer,
in ber discourses on Love, to this palpable being, who
is all body? Or does Belinds, indeod, beliove that such

s . L. Hamon (Salon, 1853); bought by the Emperor,
z;-ibddﬂ(ebunlqd)t:e"‘lﬂldetb‘;’m

* Probably the four Seasons described in the catalogue
as ‘panncsux décoratifs d'n:,-t'dnw. e
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a substantial Sagittarius lies ambush'd in ber perilous
bilue eye?

“It is the legend, that a girl of Provence was smitten
once, and died, by the marble Apollo; but did impas-
of this effigy? or, rather, is not un-

preposterous e dw
verbial reluctance of maidens to the of Love?

A'lunbdbveblb alone in the heart—

lodging in Belinda's eye, my whole faith is heretic—for
she hath necer ¢ sty in #7

This makes sweet reading, does it nofP—and it gives us 2
Mnevengemthat?::nbby,rw;hwh
represents the popular i Love. For my Ve
asked to represent Love, I think I should paint him in the
ﬁn&iwmm&w.wpahp



should be inclined to call countercaricatures. If they want
to become even more kmitating, 1 fancy that 1 am doing
them a great service by suggesting M. Edouard Fournier's
little book” as an inexhaustible source of subjects. To clothe
all modem history and all the modern professions and in-
dustries in the costumes of the past would be, 1 think, an

nor will he be, any more than the first of the pointus—at
least this is much to be feared. 1 have no doubt st all that
be has exactly portrayed those Roman games,*® nor that
* CL. L'Amocur ot le Temps, & soog by the comte de Ségur.

' Le Vieus neuf, published in 1850,

* Gézdome's Combat de
and is now in the Louvre. See pl.32.

* Formerly in the Amiens Moseam:; destroyed by enemy sction.,

;&umw,m—umumu&v.
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Coge was exhibited st the 1847 Selen, |

His King Condoules is once a snare and a distrac-
tion. people go into ecstasies in front of the furnish-
ings and the decoration of its royal bed. Just look, an Asiatic

equal distance between the tragic
and the comic. If an Asiatic anccdote is not treated in a way
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frivolities of the Baudouins and Biards of the 15th century, :‘“-:m:m&mom
in which a balf-open door allows two wide-open eyes to o ne it arm ';:
observe the play of a syringe between the exaggerated M. BM'd muﬁhbhu
adoruments of a Gérdme white 2

Julius Caesar!** What a sunset splendour this name sheds light, and that is not to be believed. And so I am forced

Pocy and every eleguace! He whass grestnsss shways St || Do SEESUL sy 5 'the 0 sve ciasliaty
whose breast, transfized by the blade, could find utterance for great quantities of military pictures. 1 do not know,

caly for a cry of a father's love! he to whom the my dear M—, what you think of military considered
seemed Jess cruel than the wound of ngratitude! a3 a professional speciality. For my part 1 do not believe
M. Cérdme’s imagination has been camied away this that patriotism 3 tasto for the false or the insig-
G Cbass nificant. But #f you think about i carefully, this kind of
time; it was indeed a happy moment when he coaceived . ) e
his Csessr alone, stretched out in front of his overturned | positively exacts either falseness or pullity. A

throne—when he imagined the corpse of this Roman who is not a picture; for, in order to be and

was pontiff, warrior, orator, historian and master of the mym-saw.ﬂmmlybem

peat.

This terrible summary is encugh. We all of us know suffi- portant than the men. But in such conditions there is no
cient Roman history to imagine all that is implied, both the  Picture left, or at least there i only 3 picture of tactios and
i ; topography. M. Horace Vernet believed ooce, or even
We can guess at Rome behind this wall, and we can hear  5eVeral times, that he was solving the difficulty by sccumu-
the i Roman people, stunned ir deliverance, Jating and juxtaposing a series of episodes. From that mo-

et i ; - ment his picture Jost all unity, and began to be kke one
and assassin: ‘Let Brutus be Caesar! About the picture ~©f those bad plays in which an excess of parasitic incidents

gg
f
;
5
;
i




monotony the spectator’s eye has often had to
1 own that what distresses me most of all in this of
spectacie & not the abundance of wounds, the hideous pro-
fusion of slashed limbs, but rather the within
the viclence, the dreadful cold grimace of a motioniess

costumes, as M. P
Trente. Next, there cxists in the bewst of man a

Jove of victory which is not cenfined by truth, and this often
gives to such canvases the false 2ir of an advocate's speech.
This is not a little apt to chill 20 enthusiasm in & rational
mind, which is otherwise quite ready to burst into Same.
When Alexandre Dumas recently recalled the fable, AR/
si lez oma sevaient peindrel™ m this context be drew
upon himself a sharp rebuke from one of his colleagues. It
is only fair to mention that the moment was not very

¥ La Fontsine, Book 111, No. 10, Le Lion chattu per Thomme.
* Becanse of the Austrian war.

1]
:
]

i
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tent ourselves with drawing this moral: namely, that it is
possible to lack modesty even in the expression of the most
noble and the most magnificent of sentiments.

There is coe military picture, however, which we must
praise, and with all our fervour; it is not a battle-piece; on

the contrary, it is almost & pastoral. You will already bave

task. It is an idyll shot through by war. The sheaves are
stacked, the needful harvest is done and the day’s work is
doubtless finished, for the bugle’s recall is echoing through
the air. The soldiers are returning in groups, following the
undulations of the landscape up and down with an ease of
movement which s at once nonchalant and regular. It
would be difficult to turn so simple a subject to better ac-
count; all is poetic here—both nature and man; all is true
down to the piece of twine or the single

depicts as always so prepared for anything,
truly Roman-although, in fact, this scene is set in the
Crimea.

Do not be surprised to find an apparent confusion inter-
ruptiog the methodical gait of my report for several pages.
In the triple title of this chapter it was not without some
reason that I chose the word Fantasy. im-
plies a certain prosaic quality, and F. M which
answerod my idea rather better, excludes the idea of the

“ Peinture romanesque.
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fontastic. In this type of painting one’s jedgement must | finger of water into his wine; but he always paints with
be more than wsually strict; for fantasy is all the more  energy and There is a fotal quality in the
dangerous as it is the more casy and uncomstrained; as | children of that school: Romanticism is a grace,
dangerous as the prose-poem or the novel, # has much in dﬁlcla-ﬂnmcuh“wmduml
common with the love inspired by a which mxm-v-mu—hddﬂyud
quickly falls into idiocy or tises with which Nanteuil illustrated the works

is
first comer; and if be has no soul to throw a magic and
supernatural light uwpon the natural of

horror, it is the fint thing that
comes defied by the first comer. Here then you must expect

il
i

uommlogia. by chance; on the contrary, you
must for disorder and contrast—s feld
ebqnaadtymahunceo( cuitivation.

adding incessantly to the present-day album
great in everything,

dhﬁu&.&eu&ux without feeling a little shiver
of the memory, as though caused by a gust of cool afr. And
in M. Baron have we not also a man of rare gifts? without

exaggerating his merit beyond all measure, is it not delight-
ful 10 see 30 many faculties employed in such modest and

fanciful works?* He composes admirably, he groups his
figures with ingenuity and colours with ardour, and into all
his Mttle dramas he casts an amusing flame; | call them
dramas because his composition is dramatic, and he pos-
sesses something like the genius of opera. I should be really
ungrateful i 1 forgot him; for I owe him a delightful sen-
sation. When 3 man comes cot of a dirty and ill-lit hovel,
and finds himself suddenly transported into an apartment
which is clean, adorned with well-contrived furniture and
clothed with caressing colours, he feels his mind light up
Such is the physical which the Hétellerie de saint
Luc caused me. 1 bad just been sadly contemplating a
whole chaos of horror and vulgarity, constructed as it were
d#&nﬂaﬂhnﬂwﬁslwmdmdﬁmmband
luminons I feit my heart ory cut: At last, we are
back again in Sive society! How cool they are, these waters
which bear those parties of guests beneath
& portico streaming with ivy snd roses! How splendid they
are, these women, and their escorts, these master-pai
who are past-masters in besuty, all plunging into this haunt
of joy, to do honour to their saint! This
which is so rich, so gay, and at the same time so noble and

elegant In attitude, is one of the most perfect dreams of

which painting has ever attempted to translate.
of her poble proportions, M. Clésinger’s Ece
" Hene! Baron's Entrée d'sn cobaret oénitien od les maltres

~ peintres sllatent lewr patron scind Luc repro. [llustr.,
‘ 'nl.mxu).;":a. g
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forms & matural antithesis to all these charming. tiny cres-
tures of whom we have just been speaking. Before the
Salon opened, | had heard much gossip about this pro-
digious Eve, and when at last I saw her, 1 had been 50
forewarned against her that my first reaction was a feeling
that people had mocked far too much. It was quite a natural
reaction, and cne, furthermore, which was favoured bv my
incorrigible passion for the large. For I must make an
admission, my friend, which will perhaps cause you to
smile; both in nature and art, supposing an equality of
mecit, | prefer large things above all others—large ani-
mals, large landscapes, large ships, large men, large
women, large churches; and transforming my tastes into
principles, like 5o many others, | have come to believe that
size &5 no unimportant consideration in the eves of the
Muse. However, to return to M. Clésinger’s Eve, she pos-
sesses other merits too; a happy movement, s tortured ele-
gance in the Florentine taste, and impeccable modelling,
particularly in the lower parts of the body, in the knees,
the thighs and the stomach—such, in short, as one might
expect from a sculptor; it is a very good work, which de-
served better than it recefved.

Do you remember the finst appearance l“ha'.
that happy, almost riotous occasion?” His second picture
claimed particular attention; if I am not mistaken it was

the portrait of a woman, sinnous and than
that, she was blessed almost with transparence—and writh-
ing (mannered, but exquisite) in an atmosphere of en-
chantment.’* the success was a deserved one, and
M. Hébert, like a man of full distinction, announced him-
self with a Bourish, as though he would always be a wel-
come guest. Unfortunately the very thing that caused his
just celebrity will one day perhaps cause his decline. For
his kind of distinction limits itself too readily to the charms
of morbidity and to the monotonous languors of the slbum
or the keepsake. It is undeniable that he paints very well
indeed, but even so he does it without suficient authority
* His first picture, Le Tasse en prison (1839), was bought

the state, aod is now in the Grenoble Musvum, a4

“ Probably his Alméde (Salon 1849).
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to hide a weakness of 1 have tried
l'utd g beneath all the engaging qualities which 1 see

hh.mdwhatlhanfannd&nﬂngmndcgroed
worldly ambition, an explicit intention to please by means
accepted in advance by the public, und finally a certain
fault which it is horribly difficult to define and which, for
want of a better term, I shall call the fault of all the li-
tératisants. I am eager that an artist should be literate, but
it distresses me to see him attempting to woo imagination
by means of devices which are situated at the extreme limits
of his art, if they be not positively beyond them.'*

M. Baudry is more of a natural artist, although his paint-
ing s not always sufficiently solid. His warks betray a
serfous and loving study of the Italian masters, and his
figure of a little girl, who 1 believe {5 called Guillemette,
has had the honour of causing more than one critic to think

5,

of the dashing and lively ‘poml.lt:ofVchsqucz.Mllnnn.
howewr,lcanmthelp earing that M. Baudry remains

no mare than a ‘distinguished’ artist. His Madeleine péni-
mn" pst-lltﬂafﬁvolmsmd&dlclypmd.md

is
the whole I prefer his ambitious, complicated and cou-
geous picture of the Vestal®! to his canvases of this year.
lLthkamiousexmplooEmeasyI::machicved
a ue faculty. 'I’heﬁmeisnotyet g past when
btl{ue‘::l. craze for him, The of his colour,
which was scintillating rather than rich, called to mind the
motley of oriental fabrics. The eye was so honestly
entertained that it readily forgot to look for contour and
modelling. Like a true prodigal, M. Diaz used up this

which na myﬂy endowed

felt a
ﬁlhhhhm‘l‘lueﬂntlmpnha themselvain
stze than those in which

. But it was an

(1

" Of Ernest Hébert's this , Lex Cercarolles is now
In the Louvre (see . , and lehfomium
repro, lustr., vol. 33 ( ).p.ﬁa.

* Now (o the Nantes Museam; soe pl. 80,

= Exhibited 1857, and now In the Lille Museum,



rapidly diminished M. Diaz’s lively persomality; but perhaps
we may be allowed to suppose that these landable desires
have come to him too Jate. Some reforms are impossible
after a certain age, and nothing ls more dangerous in the
practice of the arts than to be always putting off indispen-
sable studies until the next day. For long yeass you rely on
an instinct which is generally happy, and when at last you
want to correct 2 haphazard education and to acquire prin-
ciples until then neglected, it is already too lste. The brain
has adopted incorrigible habits, and the rebellious and un-
settled hand can no more express what it once
so well than it can give form to the new ideas with which it
has now been entrusted. It is truly disagrecable to have to
say things like this about a man of such renowned worth
as M. Diaz. But | am only an echo; what 1 am writing
today, everyove has already said for himself, either aloud
or in a whisper, with malice or with sorrow.
h!squitcdiﬁeremwid:M.Bida;he.ontbemtmry.
seems $o have stoically repudiated colour and all its pomps
in order to give more value and light to the buman char-
acters which his pencil undertakes to express. And be
expresses them with a remarkable intensity and depth.
Sometimes he agreeably heightens his drawing by the
application of a delicate and transparent tint in a luminous
passage—but this, however, without its severs
unity. One thing that distinguishes M. Bida's works above
all is the intimate of his faces. It is impaossible to
atiribute them indifferently to one or another race, or to
suppose that these individuals profess a religion which is
not theirs. Even without the catalogoe’s explanations
(Prédication maronite dans le Liban, Corps de garde

d'Arnautes au Caire), any experienced eye would easily
guess the differences™

M. Chifflart won the grand prix de Rome, and, what a
j in the eternal

to prove one : namely, that they
M%mmﬂmm.mdthﬂh'whool’
only humiliates those who are dedicated to humility. Every-
otio fustly rebukes M. Chifflart’s two drawings (Faust au
combat and Faust au sabbat™) for their excess of darkness

E
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Among the younger reputations, one of the most solidly
established is that of M. Fromentin. He s neither precisely

a landscape nor a genre painter; these two territories are
too restricted to contain his free and supple fancy. If I

" Bida's La Pridre was repro. Illustr, vol. 84 (1859), p. 21,
where it s described 21 ¢ drawing,

* Both Nthographed by Al¥red Babuet, See pl. 20,

* He had died the previous year.



suid of him that he is a teller of travellers’ tales, 1 should
not be saying enough, for there are many truvellers with
neither poetry nor soul, and his soul {s one of the rarest
and most pootic that 1 keow. His painting, which is
properly so called, judicious, powerful, and well-controlled,
ovidently derives from Engéne Delacroix. With him too
we find that expert and innate understanding of colour,
which i so rare among us. But light and heat, which cast
a kind of tropical madness into certain brains,

them with an unappeasable frenzy and driving them to
unknown dances, only pour the sweetness and repose of
contemplation into his soul. It is ecstasy rather than fanati-
cism. It is to be presumed that 1 myself am suffering to
some extent from a nostalgia which drags me towards
the sun; for I find an intoxicating mist arising from these
luminous canvases, which soon condenses into desires and
regrets. I catch myself envying the lot of those men who
ml}‘ingoutm\:tl;hedaxmdtheiramoshades.md"hme
eyes, neither waking nor sleeping, , if any at
all, only Jove of repose and the fwmn bﬂnfnlmhlpﬁ-
ness inspired by an immensity of light. M, Fromentin’s
mind has something of the feminine about it—just enough
to add a grace to his strength. But a faculty which s ces-
tainly not feminine, and which be possesses to an eminent
degree, is that of snatching up the particles of beauty which
lksmneredovertbefaceofthecuth,anddumg
out beauty wherever it may have slipped in between the
trivialities of a degenerate nature. Therefore it is not difi-
cult to understand the passion with which he loves the
grandeurs of the patriarchal life, nor the interest with which
be observes those men among whom some trace of an
antique heroism still remains. It is not only with gorgeous
fabrics or with curlously-wrought arms that his eyes are
in love, but above all with that patrician gravity and dandy-
fsm which mark the chiefs of powerful tribes. We had the
same sensation some fourtesn years ago when the painter
Catlin®* brought us his North American Indians, who, even
in their state of decadence, made us dream of the art of
Pheidias and of Homeric grandeurs. But what is the object
* In Apeil, 1845. See pp. 72-3 sbove.
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tin tells his teavellers' tales twice
them, in a
le which is his alone. The old masters also love to have
a foot in both camps und to use twin tools to express their
thought. M, Fromentin has succeeded both as writer and
as artist, and both his written and his painted works have
such charm thut if one were given permission to prune and
to cut back some of the shoots of the one o order to give
more solidity, more vigour to the other, it would be really
very difficult to choose. For in order to achieve a possible
gain, we should have to resign ourselves to a great Joss,
We remember seeing, at the 1855 Exhibition, some ex-
collent little pictures of a rich and intense colour but of a
meticulous finish, whose costumes and figures reflected a
curfous love of the past; these charming canvases were
signod with the name ‘Lids’. Not far from them were
some other exquisite pictures, no less
wrought, and marked with the same qualities and the same
retrospective passion; these bore the name “Leys’. Practi-
ly the same painter; practically the same name, This
change of a letter is like one of those intelligent sports of
i btlety of wit which
is almost buman. One is the pupil of the other; it is said
that a warm unites them. But have they for that
reason been raised to the dignity of the Dioscures? In order
to enjoy one of them, must we be of the other?
M. Lids has taken his bow this year without his Pollux;
will M. Leys pay us a visit next without his Castor? The
umhm&emlegiumteh&nhl.u;;um
I the teacher of his friend, and it was Pollux too
who wanted to cede one half of his immortality to his
brother, Les Maux de la Guerre/® what a title! Think of
the conquered prisoner with his brutal conqueror lunging
The flest of these was published in 1857, the second In 1850,
Of Fromentin's exhibits this year, Une rue 4 El-Aghouat was
repro, In the Cazette des Beoux-Arts, 1859, vol. 11, p. 208.
* Now in the Brussels Museum. See pl. 26,

&




after him; think of the disordered bundles of loot, the rav-
Ished maidens, that whole world of blood, misery and dejoc-
tion; the sturdy cavalryman with his shaggy red hair; the
camp-follower, who, I belleve, is not present, but might
casily be-that painted fade of the middle ages, who had
the authority of the Prince and of the Church to nccom-
pany the army, just like the Canadian courtesan who
a those other warriors in their beaver-skins—
and finally the waggons, harshly and i buf.
feting the young, the weak and the infirm: all this was
boundo(necesdtytoproduoaaﬂnﬂhng,uu-nly pootio
picture. At first the mind harks back towards Callot; but
I do not think that I have soen anything in all the lon
serios of his works which is more dramatically com

I have nevertheless two criticisms to make to M. Lids. Fi
hknghumogmnyspradm—an&usqmndmd;
his colour, monotonously bright, seems to quiver. In the
sacond;ﬂaoe.thcﬁnmedixteimpmshndnttheeyeis
fated to receive as it falls upon this pictare is the

able, uneasy impression of a plece of trellis-work: M. Lids
has put a black line not only around the general contour
of his figures, but also around every detail of their accoutro-
ment, and he has done it in such a way that each of these

of the colours.
M. Penguilly is also in love with the past. His i
ingenious, enquiring, assiduous mind. Add, if you will,
ﬂwmoubmutbbmdconnmcphhehw&bun
to poetry of the second rank—to poetry
fails of being nakedly great and simple. He has
ness, the patience and the neatoess of
4 aro wrought like the weapons
fumiture of ancient times. His has the
metal and the cutting-edge of a razor. As for his
tion, 1 shall not say that it-is
singularly active,

3
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to the toste of this age; ‘to such an tsstu'_.he
should have added, if be had wished to conform entirely
to the taste of the said age.

Le mauvais godt du sidcle en cela me fait peur.?®
Theye is publication™ in which every contributor

Mb' in his knowledge as the citizens of ancient Rome,
ndmhﬁndmmandm.hm;thpoliﬁcs,”nm
economics, the fine arts, philosophy and literature. In this
monument of fatuity, which leans towards the future

tower of which nothing less than the
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in his work. Surely

Muydmr&{-,mdthmtaﬂmi!youdﬂnk&t)l.
Penguilly’s mind is devoid of poetry.
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Vi
FPORTRAITURE

I vo xor imagine that the birds of the air would ever make
it their business to provide for the expenses of my table,
nor that a lion would do me the honour of serving me as

me today, that wretched Soul
who is no hallucination: ‘In truth, our poets are singularly
mad to claim that imagination is necessary in all the func-
tions of art. What need is there of imagination in painting
a portrait, for example? in painting my soul—my soul which
is so visible, so clear, so well-known? I pose, and in reality

of the heavens, would be able to lighten! The more positive
and solid the thing to be, the more subtie and
ol i the et of the A portrait] what
could be and more more obvious and
oo P If La Bruyére had bad po imagination,

be have been able to compose his Caractdres, whose

raw-material was pevertheless so obvious, and
itself 50 ebligingly to him? And however

one may
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suppose some histarical subject or other, what historian can
fiatter himself that he can paint and Quminate it—without
imagi y

The portrait, that type of painting which appears %0
m«&!mmhmmmmﬂo&ubtdn
artist’s submissiveness must be great, but his power of
divination must be equally so. Whenever 1 see a good
postrait, 1 can guess at all the artist’s efforts, just as he
must not only have seen at once all that lay on the surface,
but must also have guessed at what lay hidden. I compared
hhanbthHﬂuhn.md!ﬁﬂn-bmpm
him to the actor, whoso duty it is to adopt any character
wduymlfywwﬂlmnhntbmebe!y.
nothing in & portrait is o matter of indifference. Gesture,
grimace, clothing, décor even—all must combine to realize

= peinters,
example (both when he was just an 15th-century artist,
and after e had become a chef décole), or Holbein, in

intensity. Others have soug
ently. Reynolds and Cérard added an element of romance,
but always in accord with the natural of the
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applied to the portrait in particalar. Not all his pupils have
' and bumbly followed their master’s precepts.
Whereas M. courageously pushes the asceti-
dhﬁhnhdbmu.lmbyuhl:a‘;’me

to excuse the origin of his pictures by t x-
ture of alien On the whole one might say that

his teaching has been despotic, and that it has left a pain-
ful scar on French painting. A very stubborn man, gifted

i

fair to decrease the dificultics of an art by suppressing
m.&hphl&kﬁntkﬁmsmdhmm
geous and more frank. He has simply repudiated as
perilous display, as 3 reprehensible, emotional element,
and has put his trust in the simple pencil to express all the
import of his idea. M. Chenavard is
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their portraits are not true likenesses. Just because | never
cease to call for the employment of the imagination and
the introduction of into all the functions of ast,
surely 5o cne will suppose that I desire a conscientions
alterstion of the model, in the portrait above all? Holbein
knew Erssmus; be knew him and studied him so well that
he created him afresh and evoked him visibly, i

and supesiatively. M. Ingres finds 2 model that is fine,
d and attractive. ‘Here we bave a curious type,
to be sure,” he says to himself. ‘Besuty or I shall
express it with care; I shall leave nothing out, but | shall
add to & something which i indispensable: that is, style.’
And we know what he means by ‘style’. It is not the

I

|
'
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buman grimoce in a whole cavalcade of sketches. I presume

- that you will not take this word in a disagreeable sense.
- Tam allading to the natural and professional grimace which

to each one of us.
M. and M. Besson both know how to paint
portraits. The first has not shown us anything of the kind
this year; but enthusiasts who follow the exhibitions atten-

its own Image, knows no half-measures in its Jove for the
artist to whom it most willingly entrusts the task of depict-
it. Amongst all those who have managed to smatch

history of his art and a critical
great finesse; there is not a single work of his in
which we do not find evidence of all these qualities.
M%&M&Mmm;ndy«
I ought to add that in the portraits of which I am

this particular fault may have been demanded by his model
Nevertheless the virile and noble part of his mind was
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quick to prevail He truly has an undesstanding which is
always ready to grasp and depict the soul which poses in
front of him. Take that portrait of an old lady, in which
there is no cowardly disguising of ber age; it immediately
reveals a reposeful character, s sweetness sad & charity
which command conidence. The simplicity of ber gaze and

eye with its grest velvet starl The contour of the face, the
curves of this broad, brow with its helmet of heavy
tresses, the richness of these lips and the daxzling grain of
the skin—all is carefully expressed; and then—the most
charming thing of all, and the most difficult to

touch of shymess which is always mingled with innocence,
and that strange, nobly ecstatic sir which in buman beings,
0o Jess than in snimals, gives such 3 mysterious appeal to
the countenances of the young. The number of portraits
tﬁsmekagvodamy,and&aacﬁviydﬁm
able mind, which is always on the alert and in pursuit,

what be as the idecl, in of each
z‘ may be regarded respect

LAXDISCAPE

gence 1o inspire, this quality would be as though it did
not exist at all. Those artists who want to express nature
minus the feclings which she inspires are submitting to an
odd sort of operation which consists in kifling the reflective
and sentient man within them: and believe me, the disaster
is that for the majority of them this operation has nothing
odd nor painful about it at alll Such is the school which
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them forget that a natural view has no value beyond the
immediate feeling that an artist can put into it. Most of
them fall into the error to which I drew attention at the
beginning of this study. They take the dictionary of art for
art itself; they copy a word from the dictionary, believing
that they are copying a poem. But a poem can never be
copied; it has to be composed. Thus, they open 3 window,
and the whole space contained in the rectangle of that
window—trees, sky and house—assumes for them the value
of a ready-made poem. Some of them go even further. In
their eyes a study ix a picture. M. Franguis* shows us a
trec—an enormous, ancient tree, it is true—and be says to
us, ‘Behold, a landscape.” The technical superiority shown
by MM. Anastasi,? Leroux,® Breton,* Belly, Chintreuil, ete.,
only serves to make the universal lacuna more visible and
more distressing, | know that M. Daubigny® wishes, and
is able, to do more. His landscapes have a grace and a fresh-
ness which fascinate the eye at once. They immediately
convey to the spectator’s soul the in which
they are steeped. But it seems that M. Daubigny has only
been able to obtain this quality at the expense of nish and
of perfection in dotail. Maoy a of his, otherwise

It is style, especially, that M. Millet* socks; he makes no
secrot, rather ho makes a show and glory of it. But part of

' His Solet! couchant repro, Hllustr., vol. 34 (1850), p. 20,

* His Un lac en Tyrol repro, Hliustr,, vol. 33 (1850), p. 888,

* His Roppel des glaneuses is mow in the Louvre.

* Of Daubigoy’s five exhibits, Les Graves au bord de le mer, &
Véllerville is in the Marseilles Museum and Les Bords de I'Oise
in the Bordeanx Museum. See pl. 33

* Millet's sole exkibit, his Pemme foisant paitre sa cache & sow

in the Bourg Museumn. See pl 37,
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fertilel We are accomplishing a mission, we are exercising
function!’ Instead of simply distilling the natural
poetsy of his subject, M. Millet wants to add something
to it at price. In thelr monotonous ugliness, all these
little have a pretentiousness which is philosophic,
melanchaly and Raphaelesquo. This disastrous element in
M. Millet’s painting spoils all the fine qualities by which
one’s glance is fiest of all sttracted towards him.

M. Troyon is the finest example of skill without soul,
And so, look at his popularityl With a soul-less public, he
deserved it. While still & young man, M. Troyon painted
with the same assurance, the same skill and the same in-
sensitivity, Long years ago he had already amazed us by
the soundness of his craftsmanship, by the ‘directness of his
pleying’, as one says of an actor, and by his
moderate and continual merit, He has a soul-I grant that—
but it is a soul too much within the reach of all other souls.
The encroachment of these second-class talents cannot take
place without injustices being created. When any other
beast but the lion takes the lion's share for itself, there

fail to be some modest creatures who find their
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such eminence one must be full of reserve and respect.
M. Rousseau’s manner of working & complicated, full of
tricks and second thoughts. Few men have had a sincere
love for light, or have rendered it better. But the general
silhovette of his forms is often difficult to grasp. His
luminous haze, which sparkles as it is tossed about, is
upsetting to the physical anatomy of objects. M. Rousseau
has always dazzled, but he has sometimes exhausted me

* Roussean exhibited five landscapes this year. See pl. 33,
*Among Corot’s seven exhibits were the Dante and
(Boston Museum ), the Macheth ( Wallace Collection) and
Idylle {Lille Museum ). See pl. 40,
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bones and what dimensions to give them. You feel, you
guess that M. Corot draws ina and broad manner,
which is the only way of making a rapid accumulation of
a great quantity of precious raw-materials. If it had been

school in its impertinent and tedious love of detail, cer-
tainly be would have been that man. We have heard this

light is almost crepuscular. It might be said
which floods the earth Is every-

where dimmed by one or more degrees. His eye, which s
keen is more concerned with what establishes
harmony than with what emphasizes contrast. But even
this criticiun is not too unjust, it is well to
remark that our exhibitions of painting are not favourable
to the effect of good pictures—above all of those which are
conceived and executed soundly and with moderation. The
sound of a clear voice, but one which is both modest and
harmonious, gets Jost amid an uproar of deafening or rau-
cous shouts, and even the most luminous Veroneses would
often appear pale and grey if they were surrounded by
certain modern paintings which are more garish than
peasants’ scarves.
Among M. Corot’s merits one must not forget the ex-

the foys of winter. In the sadoess of this landscape, which

‘wears the sombrely pink and white livery of the fine days
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of winter as they draw towards their close, there is an

irresistible and elogiac thrill of pleasure which is known

to all lovers of solitary walks.

Allow me, my friend, to return once more to my obsession
~I mean to my fecling of regret when [ see the imagina-
tion’s part in landscape being more and more diminished.
Here and there, at long intervals, there appears the trace
of & protest, a great and free talent which is no longer in
the taste of the age. There is M. Paul Huet, for example;
in him we have & ceteran of the old guard! (1 can apply
this familiar and grandiloquent expression to the débris of
a fighting glory like Romantictem, which is already so far
behind us.) M. Paul Huet remains faithful to the tastes of
his youth. His eight paintings of marine or rustic subjects,
which sre to serve for the decoration of a salon, are veritable
poems of lightness, splendour and freshness. It seems
superfiuous to detail the talents of so exalted an artist, who
has produced so much; but what scems to me to be all
the more remarkable and praiseworthy in him is that all
the time that the taste for minuteness has been
goindng ground step by step, he has remained constant in
his nature and his method, and has continved to give to
all his compositions a character which is lovingly poetic.

Nevertheless this year a little consolation has come my
way, from two artists of whom I should not have expected
it. M. Jadin, who up to the present has too modestly con-
fined his glory to the hovel and the stable (this is now
obvious), has sent a splendid view of Rome, taken from
the Arco di Parma. It contains first of all this artist’s usual
qualities, which are those of energy and solidity, but in
addition it reveals the perfect capturing and realization of

Mc R
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native and austere melancholy. Their waters are heavier
and more solemn than elsewhere, their solitude maore silent,
their very trees more monumental. M. Clésinger’s rhetoric
has often ruised a laugh; but he will never lay himself
open to mockery on the score of littleness. Vice for vice,
I agree with him that excess in everything is better than
meanness.

Yes, imagination certainly avoids landscape! I can under-
stand how a mind which ix absorbed in taking notes has
no time to abandon itself to the prodigious reverfes con-
tained in the natural sights which confront it; but why does
imagination avold the landscape-painter’s studio? Perhaps
the artists who cultivate this genre are far too mistrustful
of their , and adopt a method of fmmediate copy-
ing because it perfectly suits their laziness of mind, If
they had been with me recently in the studio of M. Boudin

(who, by the way, has exhibited a good and careful picture:
Le de sginte Anng Palud®), they would have seen
several hundred pastel-studies, improvised in front of

the sea and sky, and would then have understood what
they do not yet seem to understand—the gulf which sep-
arates a study from a picture!® But M, Boudin, who might
plome himself on this devotion to his art, evinces the
modesty in showing his curious collection. He
_ well that all this will have to be turned into
picture, by means of the poetic impression recalled at
and he lays no claim to be offering his notes as pic-
Later, no doubt, these prodigious enchantments of
1d water will be displayed for us in finished paintings.
e margin of each of these studies, so rapidly and so
sketched from the waves and the clouds (which

of all things the most inconstant and difficult to grasp,
both in form and in colour), he has inscribed the date, the
time and the wind: thus for example, 8th October, midday,

* Now in the Musewm ot Le Havre,

" Baudelaire had mot Boudin at Honfleur, See John
History of 1 (New York, Museum of

Axt, 1940, p. 88). Rewald nmﬁdﬂoudlw:;:

nocessury to point out parallel

s activities in the early 1820x See pl, 86,

.
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North-West wind. 1f you have ever had the time to be- |

come acquainted with these beauties, you
will be able 1o verify by memory the accuracy of M.
Boudin's observations, Cover the with your
hand, and you could guess the season, the time and the
wind. I am not exaggerating. 1 have seen it. In the end,
all these clouds, with their fantastic and luminous forms;
these ferments of gloom; these immensities of green and
pink, suspended and added one upon another; these gaping
furnaces; these Brmaments of black or purple satin,
crumpled, rolled or torn; these horizons in or
with molten motal—in short, all these
and all these splendours rose to my brain ke a heady
drink or like the eloquence of opium. It is rather an odd
thing, but never once, while examining these lquid or
aedalcnchmtments,didlthinktocmnphlnoﬂbeabwnce
of man. Bat I must take care not to allow the abundance of
my pleasure to dictate a piece of advice to the world at
large, any more than to M. Boudin himself. It would really
be too dan . Let him remember that man is never
loth to see his fellow (as was observed by '
who was well versed in the humanities); and if ho wants
to win a little popularity, let him take care not to imagine
that the public has arrived at an equal enthusiasm for
solitude.

There is a Iack not only of a peetic
genre, moreover; though I do not count as seascapes those
military dramas which are played at sea—but also of a
geare which I can only call the of great cities,
by which I mean that collection of grandeurs and beauties
which results from a of men and
monuments—the profound and charm of a capital
city which has old and aged in the glories and
tribulations of life,

l

Some years ago a strunge and stalwart man—a Naval |

Officer, I am told—began a series of etched studies of the
most picturesque views in Paris. By the sharpoess, the ro-
finement and the assurance of his drawing, M. Méryon™
;m'lhue“ltmﬁmll rofe mdm&ww
texts to a oction
M.hnwym{!wubmum

elements which go to make vp the

and décor of civilization. If Victor Hugo

soen these excellent prints, he must have boen ploased;
again he will have found worthily depicted his—

Mome Isis, couverte d'un voilel
Arzignée & l'immense toile,

On se prennent les nations!
Fontaine d'urnes obsédée!

“ The “cdlochers montront du doigt le ciel’ (italicized by
Dld:).m » sote. Baudelaire probably had it from
it (Fontusisies, I11), with additon of
the line of Wordsworth that
Wordsworth's The Excurxion ( Book
of that poem, Wordsworth has a

the phrase ‘point as with

Coleridge.
IV,'ATArc de T ’.Crxl.lnhl!
qu an ap-

Curiosités enthétiques (p. W07-8
an':m.a the exiled
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consoling news of this singular naval officer who in one
short day turned into » mighty artist, and who bade fare-
well to the ocean's solemn adventures in order to paint the
gloomy majesty of this most disquieting of capitals,

In still regretting the landscape of Romanticism, and
even the landscape of Romance (which already existed in
the 18¢h century), I am perhaps being unconsciously obe-
dient to the customs of my youth. But surely our landscape-
painters are far tos herbivorous in their diet? They never
willingly take their nourishment from mins, and spart from
a small number of men such as Fromentin, the sky and the
desert terrify them. 1 foel & longing for those great lakes,
representing immobility in despair; for immense moun-
talns, staircases from our planet to the skies, from which
everything which formerly scemed great now seems small;
for castle keeps (yes, I do mot even stop at thatl); for
crenellated abbeys, reflected in gloomy pools; for gigantic
bridges, towering Ninevite constructions, haunts of dizzi-
ness—for ey in short, which would have to be in-
vented if &t did not already exist!

I must confess in passing that, although he is not en-
dowed with a very decided of manner, M. Hilde-
brandt has given me a keen pleasure with his enormous
display of water-colours. As | run through these amusing
travel-albums, it always seems to me that | am seeing ogain,
that I am recognizing what in fact | have never seen. Stimu-
eight™* romantic from the ramparts
of Scandinavia to the Juminous countries of the ibis and
the stork, from the Fiord of to the paint of
Teneriffe. The moon and the sun taken it in tums
to fllumine these scenes, the one pouring forth his explosive
light, the other her patient enchantments,

You see, my friend, that 1 can never regard choice of
subject as a matter of indifference, and that, in spite of the
necessary love which needs must fertilize the bumblest
fragment 1 hold that subjoct-matter plays a part in the
artist’s gemius, just as it plays a part in my own pleasare—

barbarian as I am! On the whole my examination of the |
* Two of these were oil-paintings; the remainder, water-colours.
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the rosy sheen of life. But you are hardly kkely to find these
delightful surprises elsewhere but in the gardens of the
past; for of the three excellent substances—bronze, terra-
cotta and marble—which are svailable to the imagination
for the fuliilment of its sculptural dream, the last alone
enjoys an almost exclusive popularity in our sge—and very
tm';mlyn.houro;inbn.

ou are passing through a which has grown old
hd‘ﬂnﬁmmdmx?ﬁm&cw
important srchives of the universal ife—and your eyes are
drawn upwards, sursum, ad sidera; for in the public
squares, st the corners of the crossways, stand motionless
figures, larger than those who pass at their feet, repeating
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art, departing by that much from the pure idea of sculpture.
You will remember that, because he did not understand
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way monkeys have been known to be deceived by some
magical painting of nature and to go round behind the
picture in order to find the other side. It is a result of the
barbarous conditions which restrict sculpture that, as well
as & very perfect execution, it demands a very elevated
spirituality. Otherwise it will cnly produce the kind of
savage. Ancther result is that even the eve of the true
amateur is sometimes so wearied by the monotonous white-
ness of all these great dolls, exact in all their

of beight and thickness, that it abdicates its authority. The
mediocre does not always sppear contemptible to &, and
short of a statue’s being sggresmsively wretched, it i
capable of taking it for 2 good one; but a sublime for 1 bad
one, never! In sculpture, more than in any other mediom,
besuty imprints itself indelibly on the memory, With what
a peodigious power have Egypt, Greece, Michelangelo,
Coustou® and a few others invested these motionless phan-
toms! with what a glance these pupilless eves! Just as
lyric poetry makes everything noble—even passion; so sculp-
ture, true sculpture, makes everything solemn—even move-
ment. Upon everything which & human it bestows
something of eternity, which partakes of the hardness of
the substance used. Anger becomes calm, tenderness
severe, and the Hickering and faceted dream of painting is
transformed into 2 solid and stubborn meditation. But if
you will stop to think bow many different types of perfec-

tion must be brought together in order t© achieve this
surprised at the exhaustion

austere magic, you will not be
and which often take of our
minds a3 we hasten through these galleries of modem
sculpture, where the divine aim is nearly always misunder.
stood and a trifling prettiness is indulgently substituted for
grandeur.

But cur taste is a tolerant one, snd our dilettantiss can
accommodate itself in tum €0 every sort of grandeur or
frivolity. We are capable of loving the mysterious and
sacerdotal art of Egypt and Nineveh; the art of Creete—

'NM#WM! (167T7—
1T46), the sculptor of the de Marly'.

~ at once 30 charming and so rational; the art of Michelangelo
- —as precise as 3 scicnce, as prodigious 25 2 dresm; and the
cleverness of the century, which is bravura
within Truth: but in all these different manifestations of
and a richness of
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What an extraordinary man is this M. Clésinger! Perhaps
the finest thing that you can ssy of him is that, to see such
- an easy production of works so varied, you imagine an
 intelligence, or rather a which is always on
- the alert, a man who has the love of sculpture in his very
- bowels. You admire a marvellously well-esecuted fragment;
7 ' completely the statue.
. How is the slender thrust of this figure! but Jook
| at those dmperies, which, with the intention of

E!an.uhmmﬁlllp“
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: eve is distressed by
method of ebbreciation, whereby the human face and
human limbs all have the banal finish and polish of wax cast
in a mould ¥ Canova was sometimes charming, it was
certainly not thanks to this defect. His Toureau Romain has
received well-deserved praise from everybody; it is really

a very fine work: but i | were M. Clésinger, T should not
Eke to be praised so magnificently for created the
image of 2n gnimal, however noble and that animal
may have been. A sculptor of his calibre to have
other ambitions and to set his hand to the creation of other
images than those of bulls.¢

‘ll-.:?;ﬁs(plﬂ) was- represented by Clésinger a5 a

‘Mddﬁ*’sdﬁh&hﬂgmd&?nﬂ

SCULFTURE

by
dhqm(hi;hdumhn

205

disease and a continunous

of the
sellers’

which may be seen in
: shops. 1 find &t unpleasant
“in which imagination and ingenuity are otherwise to
‘be found; and ¥ I speak of them, it is only because they
tWh&mWMmhpﬂ
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could imagine without horror a painting in relief, a piece spirits, who are all more or less tainted with disobedience
of sculpture mechanically activated, a rhymeless ode, a to the idea of pure art, there were nevertheless one or two
novel in verse, and 0 ou? When the natural sim of an art of some interest. In soulpture too we find the same mis-
is misunderstood, it is natural to call 10 ity ald all the devices fortunes. Undoubtedly M. Fremiet is a good sculptor; he

dzmpanddnngnrwﬂni:ntThetwode.m.ugc,ormyoduv:nlmlwhbhbhbb
uous—mdtyofimpnuimmdhohlltyofeﬁncl-cnpbv-hug..mpwwummmlaemmn
mdy\'iohlodtlmoby.lndnomtuthongmlb'ﬁpuumqnuuonofuun&bu:olnpc!Nowlb(hc
dlmcux-.-uhnl.mnm’smdwmhw.ﬂ‘mm,dnmmup,.tooammdkﬂthnl
wﬂsmtmdumgﬁkhnnmhdnmwhndm&rmhgmmmcoway.hmnppe&nbt
impression from Curtius’s® waxwosks. The vast and mag- woman, So there, he has found his means of
niﬁccntgmupswhichadomﬁugaxdcnsofVanﬁ;-muru.h.mgbaoﬁ;denbe.bhmM?w
not 2 complete refutation of my opinion; fo"w&“‘bMMvhﬁﬁﬂmpgehmmhpum
thefaxthattheymnmﬂapmﬁymmednlmdMAmmdmplahdbgmpaedwdydtumt
some of them, by their chaotic structure, would only serve, and ~of priapic curiosity, will sweep it to success.
on the contrary, to confirm the said opinion (I refer par- N seeing that M. Fremict is an excellent work-
ticulaly to those in which almost all the figures #2¢ man, both the animal and the woman will be equally well
vertical), I would like to point out that there you have an imitated and modelled. Bot to tell the truth, such subjects
mdytpcddﬂnddnmlpnn,wbmimwﬂcim-mmmhyofwdpaam:ndthiuxyhasacﬁed
sometimes quite deliberate, vanish altogether beneath & well in refusing this wretched melodrama.

liquid frework display, beneath & luminous rain; in a word, If M. Fremiet tells me that I have no right to scrutinize
itismutwhichismpletedhyhydmnhm,nhhiaﬁam-wm”wk_dwwlhummlwm
ait cu the whole. Yet even the most perfect among these: hymbly fall back upon his Cheoal de ssltimbangus* Taken

’ facing
* The dmbnhmdﬂshhummm;}.m-mmm-amm
of the Mm‘ﬁummmw”ﬁ'wmhmhhmumdu
h—.ﬂ_:rdeu-qu'dlbmkoydud for
48
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be placed upon Neptunes creation. Then I notice
which are booked to his saddle; the ideu of -

by the owl leads me to deduce that
puppets embody the frivolities of the world. It remains
explain the function of the horse, who, in the language
spocalypse, may well symbolize Intelligence, Will or

it

3.8?

Life. In the end I positively and patiently worked it out
that M. Fremiet’s work represents human car-

i ywhere with it the idea of wisdom and the taste
for folly. So bere we have the immortal ic an-
tithesis, the essentially human contradiction upon which,
from the beginning of time, all philosophy and all litera-
ture bave tumed, from the tumultuous reigns of Ormuzd |
and Abriman to the Reverend Maturin, from Manes to

Shakespeare! . . . But & bystander whom I pestered with |

:

: by
ﬂwmyadﬁndﬂmmﬂhd&mhw}u
It is

an evident sympathy with the living sculpture of the 17th |
and 1Sth centuries, and to this they devote their more or

SCULPTURE 299
himself. Like his favourite masters, he possesses energy and
spirit, though a slight excess of disorder and disarray in the
costume may be held to contrast unhappily wi
the vigorous and patient finish of his faces. | am not claim-
ing that it is a fault to crumple a shirt or a cravat, or

submitting to the kiss of an immense skeleton.

know it. or knew it but little, that the skeleton should be
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flesh serves as clothing, and which s itself a kind of
of the human poem. And so this sentimental,
almost scientific kind of Grace, cleansed and purified
soil's defilement, took its stand in its turn among
numerable other Graces which Art had already
from ignorant Nature. M. Hébert's skeleton is not,
spesking, a skeleton at all Nevertheless 1 am not
ing that the artist has tried to sidestep the di -
they say. If this redoubtsble personage has bere assumed
the vagoe character of a a spectre or & lamia;
if in some parts it is still clothed with a -like skin
which adberes to its joints like the membranes of a
ped; and if it fs half enfolded and draped in an immense
shroud which s raised bere and there by its projecting
articulations, all this is doubtless because the artist wanted
above all to give expression to the vast and Soating idea
of total negation. He has succeeded, and his phantom is
full of nothingness.

The pleasant occurrence of this macabre subject has
made me regret that M. Christophe has not exhibited two
pleces of his composition, the one of an a
gous nature, the other more gracefully allegorical. This
rqwmnt:ambdmn.qumwhtho

grandeur and vigour of her frame (for M. Christophe is
not one of those feeble artists whose bas been

i

ik

k

b

knotted, serves to join this pretty, conventional head to the
robust bosom on which it seems to be resting. But if you
take a further stop to the right or the left, you will discover
the secrot of the allegory, the moral of the fable~her real
head, 1 mean, twisted out of position and in & swoon of

agony and tears, What at first had enchanted your eyes
mbutnmuk-thaunimnlmuk.ymumnk.myna&.;

the pretty fan which a clever hand uses to conceal its pain
or remorse from the eyes of the world. This work is

SCULPTURE J01

charm and solidity. The robust charscter of the body is in
picturesque contrast to the mystical expression of an en-
tirely worldly idea, and surprise does not play a more
fmportant part than is If ever the artist should
to let the dealers have this child of his brain, in the
form of a small-scale bronze, I can confidently predict it an
immense success,

As for the other idea, believe me, for all its charm I
would not answer for it; so much the less because, in order

3

the skeleton), the other dark and

the clothing), and this would naturally
increuse the horror of the idea, and its unpopularity.’

Les charmes de I'horreur n'enivrent gue Jos forts!?

Ima a great female skeloton all ready to set out for a
With her flattened, negress’s face, her lipless and
smile, and her gaze, which is no more than a pit

of shadows, this horrible thing, which once was a beautiful
woman, seems to be vaguely searching in space for the deli-
cious moment of her rendezvous, or for the solemn moment
of the sabbath which is recorded on the invisible clock of
the centuries, Her bust, which Time has eaten away, leaps
coquettishly from ber corsage, like a withered bouquet from

its cone, and this whole funereal conception takes its stand

upon the pedestal of & sumptucus crinoline. To cut matters
short, may I be allowed to quote a of verse in
which I have tried, not to illusirate, but to explain the
subtle pleasure distilled by this in the man-
ner that a careful reader scribbles with his pencil in the
margin of his book?

Fidre, autant qu'un vivant, de sa noble stature,

Avec son bouquet, son mouchoir et ses gants,
Elle a la nonchalance et la désinvolture

D'une coquette maigre aux alrs extravagants.

* A later version of this statve is now in the Tufleries. It is the " See pl 58,
ax.’x‘,s.ddmahue'-muuaqu (MM‘-M{'MMNM (Les Fleurs du Mal, XCVII). See Ap-
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Voit-on jamais au bal une taille plas mince? '
Sa robe, exagérée en sa royale ampleur, :
§'écroule abondamment sur un pied sec que pince
Un soulier pomponné joli comme une feur,

La ruche qui se joue au bord des clavicules,
Comme un ruisseau lascif qui se frotte su rocher,
Défend pudiquement des lazzi ridicules

Les funébres appas qu'elle tient & cacher.

Ses yeux profonds sont faits de vide et de ténébres,
Et som crine, de fleurs artistement coiffé,

Oscille mollement sur ses fréles vertébres.

O charnme du néant folloment attifél

Aucuns Uappelleront une caricature,
Qui ne pas, amants ivres de chair,
L'élé sans nom de 'humaine armature!

Tu réponds, grand squelette, 3 mon godt le plus cherl

Viens-tu troubler, avec ta puissante grimace,
Lafite do la vie . , . 710 |

I think, my friend, that we can bere; I might
duce muZw specimens, but I :)zlonly upg tm

as superfluous proofs in support of the
which from the beginning has controlled my work-namely,

of those who
tho skill that is annually displayed by our
tholess, since

soulptors, never-
the death of David,** I Jook around me in |
vain for the ethereal

which I have so often had

ENVOL

x
ENVOL
At vast the moment bas come to utter that frrepressible
ouf! of relief which is breathed with such joy by overy

| of spleen and has been
condemnod to a forced march, when at last he can throw
of

E
£
5
1

that among
of expressing #, there are at the most only two or three
excellent ones (in this 1 am less strict than La Bruydre)
—those artists, I mean, who are always restless and unsatis-
fied, like souls confined. will not take amiss certain mocking
thrusts and peevish quirks which they have to suffer as
often as the critic does himself. They know as well as 1 do
that nothing is more wearisome than to have to explain
what everyone cught to know already. If bmg:;hand
contempt can be regarded as emotions, they too ave
boredom the most difficalt of emo-
the most ready to hand. 1
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unusual enough, either for good or for ill, to serve as
theme for criticism, | sot wyself the task of

m!xmlh:mg}umldw&hn.lndh\bgwhbd
dom, 1 have only had to spesk of a small number of men,
As for the involuntary omissions or ervors which 1 may have
committed, the Muse of Painting will surely forgive me, as
being 2 man who, without having made extended studies,
nevertheless has the love of Painting in every Sbre of his
being. Besides, anyone who may have some reason for com-
pldm-m&:dmnmbkamstnnmgendm
him, without counting that one of us to whom you will
entrust the task of analysing next year's exhibition, and
whom you will grant the same libertios as you have been
kind enough to accord to me. | hope with all my beart
that he may find more subjects for wonder and amazement
than ! have conscientiously found. The noble and excellent
artists whom | was invoking 2 moment ago will say, as [
do: “To sum up, aglwdealaftadlmquoamlsiﬂ,bnt
precious little genius!” That s what everyone says. Alas
then, I agree with everyone! You see, my dear M—, it was
quite unnecessary to explain what they all of them agree
with us ia thinking. My only consolation is that, by parad-

ing theso commonplaces, I may perhaps have boen able to
please two or three people who will guess that | am think-

ing of them, and in whose number [ beg you to be so kind “Tell me, my heart, con this be Love?”
as to incude yourself,
Your very devoted collshorator and friend.

1!

- |




THE LIFE AND WORK
OF EUGENE DELACROIX!

To the Editor of the Opinion Nationsle

Sm,

Once more and for the last fime I wish to pay bomage
to the genius of Eugéne Delacroix, and 1 beg you to be
so kind as to extend the hospitality of your journal to the
following fow pages in which I shall attempt to bring to-
gether, as briefly as possible, the history of his talent, the
reasoms for his pre-eminence (which in my opinion s still
not sufficiently recogaized) and finally a few anecdotes and

I had the good fortune to be associsted st a very early
age with the {llustrious deceased (from the year 1845, as

far as | can remember); and this association, from which |

to form the most accurate notions not only upon his method,
but also upon the most intimate qualities of his great soul.

You would not expect me, Sir, to carry out here a de-
tailed analysis of the warks of Delacroix. Quite zpart from
the fact that each of us bas skeady performed the task in
the great painter revealed to the public the successive

labours of his brain, the list is such a Jong one that even
if only a few lines cach were to be allotted to his chief}

EUCENE DELACEOIX

“Salon du Roi™ and the library® at the Chambre des
tés; in the libsary at the Palais du ‘m

catalogue;* but my patience always
mh-&::mmymlddnm:mdhny.m&.
» quiet, it up. I M.

Mhﬂmzm"ﬂoﬂyhm
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dence had charged Eugéne Delacrois in the historical de-
velopment of painting,

Wizar is Delacroix? What role did he come into this wexld
to play, and what duty to perform? That is the Srst ques-
tion that we must examine. 1 shall be brief, and I Jook for
immediate conclusions. Flanders bas Rubens, Italy Raphael
and Vercoese; France bas Lebrun, David and Delacroix.

A mind may well be shocked, at first glance,
by the coupling of these names which such differ-
ing qualities and methods. But a keener mental eye will
see at once that they are united by 2 common kinship, a
kind of brotheshood or cousinage which derives from their
love of the great. the nationsl the immense and the uni-
of painting which is called ‘decorative’, or in what are
known as great machines.

Many others, no doubt, have painted great machines;
those that I have mentioned, however, painted them in the
way most suited to leave an eternal trace upon the memocy
of mankind Which is the greatest of these great men who
differ so much from one another? Each must decide as he
pleases, according as whether his temperament wges him
to prefer the prolific, radiant. simest jovial sbundance of
Rubens; the mild dignity and earhythmic order of Raphael;
the paradisal-one
of Veronese: the austero and strained severity of David;
or the dramatic and almost thetoric of Lebrun.

None of these men s ; aiming, all of them, at

might almost say the afterncon colour |

& ke goal, they yet used different means, drawn from their

individual natures. Delacroix, the last 1o come upon the
SCEne, with an admirshle vehemence and fervour

what the others had transisted but incompletely. To the

detriment of something else, perhaps, a5 they too had done?
It may be; but that is not the question that we have to
cxamine.

cian. It s, moreover, one of the characteristic symptoms
of the ‘condition of our age that the arts aspize if
not to take another’s place, at least reciprocally to lend one
ancther new powers.

Delacroix is the most suggestice of 2ll painters; he is the
painter whose works, even when chosen from amoog his
secondary and inferior productions, set one thinking the
most and summon to the memory the grestest number of
poetic thoughts and sentiments which, zithough once
known, one bad believed to be for ever buried in the dark
night of the past.

The achievement of Delacroin sometimes to me

of the human drama, or the state of the creator’s
merit has always earned him the
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Axp what is so very surprising in that, after all? Do we not
know that the age of the Raphaels, the Michelsngelos and
the Leonardos—not 1o speak of the Reynoldses—is already
kngpnﬂ,nndthatthemlmﬂemﬂk\ddm
has dropped? It would doubtless be unfair to
Jook for poets and scholars among the artists
of the day; but it would seem Jegitimate to demand from
them a lttle more interest in religion, poetry and science
than in fact they show.

Outside of their studios, what do they know? what do
they love? what ideas have they to express? Eugéne Dela-
croix, however, at the same time 25 being a painter in Jove
with his craft, was a man of general education; as opposed
to the other artists of today. who for the most part are little
more than illustrious or obscure daubers, sad specialists,
old or young—mere artisans, possessing some the ability
wmmmmmmum

Delacroix loved and had the ability to paint

MMMMMMWMM

lhsmdlnmmdsthemodqmwemymdl&-

partial of
A grest reader, it is hardly necessary to mestion. The
reading of the poets left him full of sublime, swiftly-defined
-made pictures, 5o to However much

images—ready
he difiered from his master Guérin both in method and in  of

colour, he inherited from the great Republican and Imperial
school a love of the poets and a strangely impulsive spirit
of rivalry with the written word. David Guérin and Girodet
kindled their minds at the brazier of Homer, Virgil, Racine
znd Ossian. Delacroix was the ing transhator of
Shakespeare, Dante, Byron and Ariosto. The resemblance
is impertant; the difference but slight.

But let us enter a little further, if you please, into what

one might call the teaching of the master—a teaching which,
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It is this never<ceasing preoccupation that seems to ex-
plain his endless investigations into colour and the quality
of colours, his lively interest in matters of , and
his conversations with manufacturers of colours. In that
be comes close to Leonardo da Vincl, who was no

respect.
less a victim of the same obsessions.

In spite of his admiration for the fiery phenomena of life,

-mﬂhﬁo&hﬂhwmﬂm

! See pp. 210-9 above,
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herd of vulgar artists and scribblers whose myopic intelli-
gence takes sheiter behind the vague and obscure word
‘realism’. The first time that 1 saw M. Delacrols—it was in
1845, I think (how the years slip by, swift and greedy!)—
we chatted much about commonplaces—that is to say, about
the vastest and yet the simplest questions; about Nature,
for example. Here, Sir, I must ask your permission to quote
myse¥f, for 2 paraphrase would not be the same thing as
the words which I wrote on a former occasion, almast at the
dictation of the master:!

Nature is but a dictionary, he kept on repeating. Prop-
erly to understand the extent of measing implied in this
sentence, you should consider the swmerous crdinary
usages of & dictionary. In it you Jock for the meaning
of words, their genealogy and their etymology—in brief,
yeu extract from it all the elements that compese & sen-
tence or 2 namative; but no one has ever thought of his
dictionary as & composition, in the poetic sense of the
word. Painters who are obedient to the imagination seck
in their dictionary the elements which suit with their
conception; in adjusting those elements, however, with
more or Jess of art, they confer upon them a totally new
physiognomy. But those who have no Emagination just
copy the dictionary. The result is a great vice, the vice
of banality, to which those painters ase pasticolarly
prone whose specialty brings them closer to what is
ple, who gemenally consider it & triumph i they can
contrive not to show their personalities. By dint of con-
templating and copying, they forget to feel and think.
"For this great painter, however, no element of art, of
which one man takes this and another that as the most
fmportant, was—I should rather say, is—anything but the
humblest servant of 2 unique and superior faculty. If a
very peat exscution is called for, that is so that the
language of the dream may be transiated 2s neatly as
possible; if it should be very rapid, that is lest anything
*The M two passages are w from Baudelaire's
Salom de 1859; they contain a few minor verbal discrepancies.

panied its if the artist’s attention should even
be directad to so lmmble as the material
cleanliness of kis tools, that is easily seeing

delicately
crot. It was lke an expertly matched bouquet of flowers.

‘With such & method, which is essentially logical, all
um&-mmmwu
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law of sympathy which has brought them together.
Colour will thus achiove a greater energy and freshoess.
‘A good picture, which &s & faithful equivalent of the
dresmn which has begotten it, should be brought into
being like a world. Just as the creation, as we see it, is
the result of several creations, in which the
ones are always completed by the following, so a har-
moniously-conducted picture consists of a series of pic-
tures superimposed on one another, each new layer con-
ferring greater reality upon the dream and raising it
by one degree towards perfection. On the other hand,
I remember having seen in the studios of Paul Delaroche
and Horace Vernet huge pictures, not sketched but actu-
ally begun—that is to say, with certain passages com-
pletely finishod, while others were only indicated with
a black or a white outline. You might compare this kind
of work to a piece of purely manual labour—so much
space to be covered in & given time—or to a long road
divided into a great number of stages. As soon as each
stage is reached, it is finished with; and when the
whole road has been run, the artist is delivered of his

‘It is clear that all these rules ave more or less modi-
fiable in accordance with the varying temperaments of
artists. Nevertheless I um convinced that what I have
deseribed is the surest method for men of rich imagi-
nation. Consequently, if an artist’s from the
method in question are too great, there is evidence that
an aboormal and undue importance is being set upon
some secondary element of art.

‘I have no fear that anyone may consider it absurd
to suppose a single method to be applicable by a crowd
of different individuals. For it is obvious that systems of
rheteric or prosody are no arbitrarily invented
they are collections of rules demanded by the

very constitution of the spiritual being, And systems of

prosody and rhetoric have never yet prevented original-

ity from clearly emerging: the contrary—namely, that
they have assisted the birth of originality—would be
infinitely more true,

laries resulting from my

EUGENE DELACROIX a15

“To be brief, I must pass over a whole cxowd of corol-
principal formula in which is
contained, so to speak, the entire formulary of the true
pesthetic, and which may be expressed thus: The whole
visible universe is but a store-house of images and signs
to which the imagination will give a relative place and
value; it is a sort of pasture which the imagination must
and transform. All the faculties of the human soul
must be subordinated to the imagination, which puts
them in requisition ull at once. Just as a good knowledge
of the dictionary does not necessarily imply a knowledge
of the art of composition, and just ax the art of compo-
sition does not {tself imply & universal imagination, in
the same way & good painter need not be a great r.
But u great painter is perforce a good painter,
the universal imagination embraces the understanding
of all means of expression and the desire to acquire
them.

‘As a result of the ideas which 1 have just been making
us clear as 1 have been able (but there are still so many
things that 1 should have mentioned, particularly con-
cerning the concordant aspects of all the arts, sad their
similarities in method!), it is clear that the vast family
of artists—that is to say, of men who have devoted them-
selves to the expression of beauty—can be divided into

most modest landscape, nevertheless the man of
nation hus generally tonded to himself in
glous painting and In fantasy, while landscape and the
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type of painting called "genre” would appear to offer
enormous to those whose minds are lazy
and excitable only with difficulty . . .2
“The imagination of Delacroix! Never has it finched
before the arduous peaks of religion! The beavens
to it, no less than hell, war, Olympus and love. In him
you have the model of the painter-poet. He i indeed
one of the rare elect, and the scope of his mind embraces
religion in its domain. His imagination blazes with every
flume and every shade of crimson, like the banks of
glowing candles before a shrine, All that there is of
anguish in the Passion impassions him; all that there is
o(lpbodogrlnthachmchmt:mghynponhm
On his inspired canvases he pours blood, light and dark-
ness in turn. 1 believe that he would willingly bestow
his own natural i upon the majesties of the
Gospel itself, out of
’ImbaseeingnlitﬂeAnnmdaﬁonvaahudx
in which the angel visiting Mary was not alone, but was
‘escorted in ceremony by two other angels, and the effect
of this celestial retinue was and One
* of his youthful pictures, the Christ in the Garden of
Olives ("O my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass
from me”) positively melts with feminine and
poetic unction. Anguish and Splendour, which ring forth
mmb.gmlybmﬁgion,mmwi&ounuhohhh

Andmommﬂystﬂ!,wbmwﬁ&ngm!bembpctdth
;:haf:l ::i ﬂ;. H:iy.g Angelsd at Saint-Sulpice (Hdindonum;
Jae ). his last labour, and

stupidly criticized, T said:¢ 3 =t

‘Never, not even in the Justice of Trajan, or in the
- Entry of the Crusaders, has Delucroix displayed a palette
' See pp. 23542 shove.
* See pp. 246-7 sbove. :
* The following © article
Revus Fontaistse, 15th e 1oL Toe
;-lhﬂenu-&nn

: fa the
of the article
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more splendidly or more scientifically supernatural; never
a dranghtsmanship more deliberately epic. 1 know
well that some no doubt, or possibly

architects—have uttered the word “decadence”™ in con-
nection with this last work. This is the moment to recall
that the great masters, whether poets or painters, Hugo
or Delacroix, are always several years shead of their
timid admirers.

‘In relation to genius, the public is like a slow-running
clock. Who among the ranks of the discerning does not
understand that the master’s very first contained
all his others in embryo? Bat that he should be cease-

and diligently his natural

be should extract new effocts from them and

should himself drive his naturo to its utmost limits—that
is inevitable, foredoomed and worthy of praise. The prin-
cipal characteristic of Delacroix’s genius Is precisely the
fact that he knows not decadence; he only displays prog-
ress, The cnly thing is that his original qualities were so
forceful and so rich, and they have left such a powerful
impression upon even the most of minds,
that day-to-day progress is imperceptible for the major-
ity; it is only the dialecticians of art that can discern it

‘I spoke a moment ago of the remarks of certain brick-
layers5 By this word | wish to characterize that class of
heavy and boorish spirits (their oumber is legion) who

ise ¢ solely by their contour, or worse still, by
their three dimepsions, length, breadth and height—for
all the world like savages and rustics. I have often heard
people of that kind laying down a hierarchy of qualities
which to me was unintelligible; I have heard
them declare, for example, that the faculty that enables
one man to an exact contour, or another a con-
tour of a supernatural beauty, s superior to the faculty
whose skill it is to make an enchanting assemblage of
colours.* According to those people, colour has no power
* The French word magon is regularly used in such a figurative
sense, to denote crass stupidity of vne kind or acother.
* Although the text as oniginally printed (o the Revue Fantaisiste
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to dream, to think, or to speak. It would seem that when
I contemplate the warks of one of those men who are
spedﬁmnyuned”wbmw'.lmyvingmywnpb
4 ploasure whose nature is far from a noble one; they
would be delighted to call me a “materialist”,
far"lhamclvutheuimncmlcof“lpidmw.'

! seems not to have occurred to those superficial
mmdsthnthetwfaaddaanmbomdysep-
arated, and that they are both of them the result of an
original seed that has been carefully cultivated. External
nmmdmthndgmudnnprmidethem'ﬂha
constantly-renewed opportunity of cultivating that seed;
it is nothing but an incoberent heap of raw materials
which the artist s fnvited to group togother and put in
order—a stimulant, a kind of alarum for the
faculties. Strictly speaking there is neither line nor colour
innatum.‘i;!smantbnmlinoandcolaxr.'rhq
are twin abstractions which derive their aqual status
o v g |

ughtsman (I am thinking of him ar a

chﬂd)obscrmlnnnhun,wbctbcratregtm’lnmothn.
certain undulations from which ho derives a certain
dniﬂcfplmuro.andwhlehlmmhlmodfhlﬂng
bymmcll!mcanpup«,mggmﬁngor
their inflexions at his will. He Jearns thus to achieve
stylls!men.elegnnoemdehnmlndnwing.ﬂutnow
let us imagine a child who is destined to excel in that
d_epmtmentofartwhicbisedbdoohu;ilistheoom-

}

*A picture by Delacroix will already have quickened
you with a thrill of supernatural pleasure even if it be
situated too far away for you to be able to judge of its
linear graces or the more or less dramatic quality of its

You feel as though a magical atmosphere has
advanced towards you and already envelops you. This
which combines gloom with sweetness, light

with tranquillity—this impression, which has taken its
once and for all in your memory, {s certain proof

of the true, the perfect colourist. And when you come
closer and analyse the subject, nothing will be deducted
from, or added to, thut original pleasure, for its source
lies elsewhere and far away from any materlal thought.

‘Let me reverse my example, A well-drawn fgure fills
you with a pleasure which is absolutely divorced from
its subject. Whother voluptuous or awe-inspiring, this
figure will owe its entive chaxm to the arabesque which
it cuts in space. So long as it is skilfully drawn, there
is nothing—from the limbs of a martyr who is being
flayed alive, to the body of a swooning nymph—that does
not admit of a kind of pleasure in whose elements the

subject-matter plays no part. If it is otherwise with you,
1 shall be forced to believe that you are either a butcher
or a rake.

‘But alas! what is the good of continually repeating
these idle truths?

But perhaps, Sir, your readers will set much less store
upon all this rhetoric than upon the details which T myself
am fmpatient to give them concerning the person and the
habits of our late-lamented genius.

w

Iris Delacroix’s writings! above all that reveal that
duality of nature which 1 have mentioved. 1 noed hardly

'The articles mentioned bolow by Baudelalre are incladed in
the two volumes of Qeuvres Littéraires d'Kugéne Delacroix

(Party 1029).
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remind you, Sir, that many people were astonished at the
sagacity of his written opinions and at the moderation of
his style, some finding this a matter for regret, and othery
for approval. The Variations du Beou, the studies on Pous-
sin, Prudhon and Charlet, and other pieces published
either in L'Astiste (whose proprietor at that time was M.
Ricourt) or in the Recue des Deux Mondes, only go to
tc;:uﬁnn that two-sidedness of great artists which drives

em, as critics, to praise and to analyse more zestfully
those qualities which, in their

. position and the magic of
his o?lom-dm would indeed have been a mtt:-‘c for

and more difficult to acquire? You will always observe the
same phenomenon occurring with creative geniuses, be
tbeypﬁnm:wwrﬂmwhcmoemth-yappiythw
fmlduwmﬁdnn.mdwtimoo“hwm“hbo-
twoen the two schools, the Classic and the Romantic, simple
souls were amazed to hear Eugéne Delacroix ceaselessly
extolling Racine, La Fontaine and Beilear. I could name
4 poet, by nature always stormy and restless, whom 2 line
ofMdherbe,withinbahnoedandsymeuimlmebdy
will throw into Jong ecstasies, :

Nevertheless. however judicious, however sound, how-
evucu.mpodofelpuulonnndlnmnwbdtboymt
painter’s literary fragments, it would be absurd to suppose
that they were written easily or with the bold assurance
of his brush. His foeling of confidence that ho was writing
what he really thought about a canvas was always balanced
bybhoummuth.thewasnotahhtoydﬂhﬁthmglm
uponthep-pa.'l‘hepen.'bemedoﬁubny,’ilmtmy
toal I am conscious of the justness of my thought, but the
necdfawds,towhich.lamobugcdbﬁdm&lhdqm
len'ifyhg.Wotuwbdievell;buuheMofwdﬁng
& page gives me o sick headachel’ It is this awkwardness,

i
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plain certain y threadbare forms of words—outworn
clichés, even—which too often escaped this naturally dis-
tinguished pen.

The most manifest characteristic of Delacroix’s style is its
concision and a kind of unobtrusive intensity—the cus-
tomary result of a concentration of the entire montal powers
a given point. The hero is he who is immovably
centred’, says the transatlantic moralist, Emerson,* who, in
spite of his reputation as the leader of the wearisome Bos-
tonian school, has nevertheless a certain flavour of Seneca
him, which effectively stimulates meditation. "The
is be who is immovably centred’. But this maxim,
which the leader of American Transcendentallsm applies to
the conduct of life and the sphere of business, can equally
well be applied to the sphere of poetry and art. You might
equally well say, “The literary hero, Le. the true writer, is
Is immovably centred’. It will therefore hardly scem
surprising to you, Sir, whea I tell you that Delacroix had
a very marked for concise and concentrated
writers—for writers whose unadorned prose seems
to imitate the swift movements of thought, and whose sen-

i

i
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mirable and M. Paul de Saint-Victor
on the ceiling of the Galerie d° It in La
Presse® The various diferent of the flood, the
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essay with the following few lines which, in my opinion,
are much more foroeful and much better .'hul-

jure up a picture, even assuming that the picture
ﬂ:qmdwmwudyu&lmdqiyx

Mounted upon his chariot, the has already shot a
paﬁondhﬁmm;hhﬁwm;‘:‘;isﬂyingd&h&
M%;qusuaﬂbhwyhﬂndlv
thedultsaltbcgodolumlhwdlﬁc.dhﬂoody
monster writhes as it breathes forth the last remnants
dbﬁ!emdhnpotcntngblﬂunhgdwim
waters of the food are beginning to run dry, leaving the
bodies of men and animals upon the or
swesping them away with it The gods are wrathfal
see the earth abandoned to misshapen monsters, foul

repeople the solitude of the universe. Hercules is crush-
ing them with his club; Vulcan, the god of fire, Is driving
the night and the fou! mists before him, while Boreas
and the Zephyrs dry up the waters with their breath and
the streams have regained their reedy bed and their um,
still soiled by filth and débris. A few of the more timid
are standing aside and watching this combat
the gods and the clements, Meanwhile from

1 know that the reader will be obliged to use his i

tion a great deal-to collaborate, so to : :?:
mhd&emndbywnﬂyw.&,u-y
admiration for the painter is making me see visions in this

- — s y—y—
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father to that mace of men of whom we
knew the last in our childhood—half of them fervent aposties
v all collaborated with an equal zeal

Jucobins or Cordeliers, all rallied with = perfect integrity
(it is important to note) to the aims of Bonaparte.
Delicroix never lost the traces of his revolu-
tionary origin. It may be said of him, as of Stendhal, that
Be had a great dread of being made 2 fool of* Scepticsl
and aristocratic, be only knew passion and the
his forced intimacy with the world of dreams. A
hater of the masses, he really only thought of them as icono-
clasts, and the acts of violence perpetrated upon several of
his works in 1548° were ill-suited to convert him 1o the
sentimentalism of our times. There was even some-

thing of Victor Jaoquemont® about him, as regards style;
! See p. 244 above,

*His Richeliew disant la Messe was destroyed in the Palas.
Royal, and his Corps de garde marocetn was somewhat damaged

st the
*The botanist and traveller, who visited America and India. He
was well known the two volumes of his

in 1834, two years after his Soe

which were
David Stacton, A Ride on @ Tiger (London 1054).
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umﬂdnevexhﬂimomehvnlgarmnym
only relstes therefore to the sense of prudence and the
mbrietyvhichcbandcrimdlhcmboth.ln&emmy,
thehut&nymkswhbchdml&h«n&mybdl‘tnpm
his nature seemed to have boen borrowed above all from
MdehMuhrrmuibmthntMu
bmntbehudu—lumlrmnthcdudtbepo&hed
sceptics, the victors and the survivors, wha, speak-
ing.MmedmeixoznVohniutbmhm]m—jacqna.
Andnuimghmiugamwﬁn:plypw&e
impression of an enlightened man, in the honorable ac-
ceptance of the word—of a perfect gentlemen, ¢ with neither
peﬁndicammltmonlybyndﬁg&my
more assiduoudy that one could penetrate beneath the
varnish, and guess at the hidden comers of his soul. A man
towhmuucuuldmp;mhlmm’n&ly.ba&hhb
outward sppearance and in his manners, would be M.
M&imée.“l'haaweﬁndthamm
feded,eddneqthenmeicymmhwﬁehchnhdubuh-
ful sensitivity and a burning passion for the good and the
the same hypocritical pretence of ego-
tism, we find the same devotion to his private friends and
his pet ideas.

There was much of the savege in Eagéne Delacrolx—this
was in fact the most precious part of his soul, the part which
was entirely dedicated to the painting of his dreams and
to the worship of his art. There was also much of the man
o!du'uld;:htputmdaﬁaedmm-dm
hﬁakml&ﬁ.@&hmmd&
kfe 1o conceal the rages of his heart and not to have the
seeming of 2 maa of genius. His spirit of dominance, which
* This word is msed in the original.

* Baudelaire’s admiration for Mérinée was nct reciprocated.

‘une vicité de ls Palisse’ means & stale trufsm,

SN Bmes and edi-
e Sy i

~ Parls In 1500,
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of his graces. This zest of in-

seems but ome more reason for praise—that Eugéne Dels-
croix, for all that he was a man of genius, or because he was
a man of complete genius, had much of the dandy about
him. He bimself used to admit that in his youth be had
thrown himself with delight into the most material vanities
of dandyism, and be used to tell with a smile, but not
without a certain touch of conceit, how, with the collsbora-
tion of his friend Bonington, he had laboured energetically
to introduce 2 taste for English cut in clothes and shoes
among the youth of fashion. I take it that this will not seem
to you za idle detail, for there is no such thing 25 a super-
fluous memory when one has the nature of certain men to

I have told you that what most struck the attentive
observer was the natural part of Delacroix's soul, in spite
of the softening veil of a civilized refinement. He was all
energy, but energy which sprang from the nerves and from
the will-for physically be was frail and delicate. The tiger
intent upon his prey has eyes less and muscles less
impatiently a-quiver than could be observed when the
whole spiritual being of our great painter was hurled upon
an ides or was struggling to possess itself of a dream. Even
the physical character of his countenance, his Peruvian or

¥

to which an unceasing tension of will gave an expression of
n'blebeing.hsboﬂ,mggcﬁadlbeidadn
exotic origin. More than once, when looking at him, I have

lands by a sensitive eye; I mean that there, in
effect which is almost

warks, 1 say, is like a terrible hymn composed in honour
dm.:ﬂhnuhhlemguhh.omﬂylnw
l'p‘b»dsm&bmhm:hob n:uda
and voluptnous feelings—for certainly he was lacking
in tenderness; but even into these works an incurable bitter-
pess was infused in strong measure, and carelessness and
joy—the usual companions of simple pleasure—were absent
from them. Once only, | believe, did he make an

in the role of clown or comedian, and as though he had
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guessed that this was both beyond and below his nature,
he never more returned to it.*

i

I xxow several people who have a right to say “Odi pro-
add‘am?Toomnchhmd-cthghnkbdlupn
the character. But if ever 2 man had an icory tower, well
protected by locks and bolts, that man was Eugéne Dela-
croix. And who has ever had a greater Jove for his ivory
tower—that s, for his privacy? He would even, I believe,
hn:med&wﬁhu&lkzyundbmhdkbo&ym
a forest or to the top of an inaccessible rock! Who
a greater love for the home'—both sanctuary and
others seck privacy for their debanches, be sought
for inspiration, and once he had gained it, he would
himself up to veritable drunken orgies of work. “The
prudence in life is concentration; the one evil is

among poet

tells how he loved to fall into deep reverie st the strains of
that tenuous and masic which is like a brilliant
bird fluttering above the horrars of an abyss.

:nml&l pablished s few lithographic caricatures in Le Miroir
 This word s wsed fa tho original.

‘In the Conduct of Life, Power' (p. 353).
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‘That is how it came about that, thanks to the sincerity

. of our admirstion, we were able, though still very young, to

the fortifications of that sindio where, in spite
ture

There were no rusty panoplies to be seen there, not a

Malayan ancient Cothic scrap-iron, no
my.uammm.mmawm

indicts its owner of a taste for toys and the desultory wan-
A marvellous portrait by

light that

not seen these miracles may well be incredulous. Such, for
ample, are the copies which he made after two heads
Raphael in the Louvre—copies in which expression,
Zhﬁ;mmwwﬁméapddb

*In fact it took place lo February, 1564,
* Now in the Brumeh Museum.
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After a luncheon lighter than an Arab's, and with his
palette arranged with the meticulous caro of a florist or a
cloth-merchant, Delacroix would set himself to

Sk

hbstumyhskheoftalapedmdtboscbe&:gd '

languor, fear and prostration which make one think of the
Pythoomﬁeeingthegod,mwhichwmﬁ:dmed]m-

Ozne day, when we happened to be talking about that
question which always has such an interest for artists and
writers—1 mean, about the hygienics of work and the con-
duct of Efe—he said to me:

Formerly, in my youth, I was unable to get down to
work unless I bad the promise of some pleasure for the
evening—some music, dancing, or any other conceivable
diversion. But today I have ceased to be like a
and I can work without stopping and without

5

of our former conversation leapt immediately

EUVCGENE DELACHOIX

g3+
, hﬁomymhd.&n
truth is that his latter years
alkdmgplcumhadvmhhed_ from his life,
replaced by a single harsh, exacting, ter-
rible pleasure, namely which by that time was not
merely & passion but might properly have been called a

having dedicated the houss of the day to painting,

b&mt&cwﬁvoh:&nm%%
strength remaining in his love of art, an w
hnhdpd’.}thudnym-ﬁﬂodﬂdwcvcnmghwnhndmt
been employed st the fire-side, by lamp-light, in drawing,
covering paper with dreams, ideas, or Bgures half-
glimpsed amid the random accidents of life, and sometimes
in copying drawings by other artists whose tem
as fur as possible removed from his own; for he had a
passian for notes, for sketches, and he gave himself up to
it wherever be happened to be. For quite a long time he
made & habit of drawing at the house of friends to whom
he went to spend his evenings. That is how it comes about
that M. Villot' possesses a considerable quantity of draw-
from that fertile
h‘l;omddwayommnofmyaoqmimam:'uym
have not sufficient skill to make a sketch of & man throwing
himself out of 2 window, in the time that it takes him to
fall from the fourth floor to the ground, you will never be
capable of producing great machines.' This enormous hy-
wole seems to me to contain the major concern of his
whole life, which was, as is well known, to achieve an

E.

E
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T think perhaps that we had better not talk this morning,
don’t you? or only a very, very little."

And then ho would chatter away for three hours! His
talk was brilliant and subtle, but full of facts, memories
anecdotes—in short, ‘the word that fo

When he was roused by contradiction, he drew back
momentarily, and instead of a frontal zssault upon his ad-
versary (= thing which runs the risk of introducing the
brutalities of the hustings into the skirmishes of the draw-
ingroom), he played for some time with him, and then
returned to the attack with unexpected arguments or facts.
It was indeed the conversation of a man who loved a tussle,
but was the slave of courtesy, shrewd, giving way on pur-
pose, and full of sudden feints and attacks.

In the intimacy of his studio he freely relaxed so far us
to deliver his opinions upon his contemporary painters, and
it was on these occasions that we often had to admire that
special forbearance of genius which derives perhaps from
a particular kind of simplicity or of readiness to appreciate.

He had an i weakness for Decamps, who today
has fallen very low, but who doubtless was still enthroned
in his mind through the power of memory. And the same
for Charlet. He once sent for me to come and see him on
purpose to rap me sharply over the knuckles about a dis-
respectful article® that I had perpetrated on the subject of
that spoiled child of chavvinism. In vain did I try to explain
to him that it was not the Charlet of the early days that
I was but the Charlet of the decadence—not the
noble historian of the old campaigners, but the tavern-wit.
But I never managed to win my pardon.

He admired Ingres in certain of his aspects, and assuredly
he must have had great critioal stamina to adméire by reason
what he can only have rejocted by He even
carefully copied some photographs which had been made
of a fow of those meticulous pencil-portraits in which we
sce the relentless and talent of M. Ingres at its
best, for he is all the more resourceful as be is the more
cramped for space.

Horace Vernet's detestable colour did not prevent him
* See pp. 156-80 sbove.

used to say, as :
After all, he is the most certain of us all to livel’ Is it not

strange to sec the author of such great works showing some-
thing very like jealousy of the man who ouly excels in small
ones?

The only man whose name bad the power to wring an
abusive word or two from those asistocratic lips was Paul

;
:
E
%-ﬂ

rid himself of the memory of the distress which had been
 caused him by all that sour and muddy painting, executed
with ‘ink and boot-polish’, as Théophile Gautier once ob-

'lllﬁuﬁtuhidau,hkmﬁahleopyadepole—_nm
- who has not yet received all the justice which is his due,
and whose brain. aithough as fog-ridden as the fuliginous

thhp.lmdmﬂngu.hnl(:hannud.
' abstruse theories of the painter-philosopher of Lyons
mada Delacroix smile; and that doctrinaire held

the sensuous pleasures of pure painting to be frivolous, if
not blameworthy things. But bowever remote they may
" have been from one another, or because of that
. remoteness, they loved to set course for one another, until,
 like two vessels secured by they could no

.hpptm.m&wmw.wm
educsted and endowed with a remarkable sense of socia-
bility, met togetber on the common ground of erudition.
* Now In the Louvre; we pl. 47.
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It is well known that generally speaking this is not the
qtuﬂtyforwhicburdmgm "

Chenavard wus thus a precious resource for Delscroix. It
was a real pleasure to watch them set to in {nnocent
struggle, the words of the ooe marching ponderously like
an elephant in full panoply of war, and those of the other
quivering like a fencing-foil, equally keen and Bexible,
Dmingtbelasthoursofhisﬁconrgmatpainﬂuapwed

thedsiretoshakelbehmdof&fﬁendlyspmﬁng—m
once mare. But he was far from Paris at that time.

i

SenTouesTAL and affected women will perhaps be shocked
to learn that, like Michelangelo (may I remind you that
one of his sonnets ends with the words *Scul divine
Su_:lpturel!mtbmaxtmy only love!’), Delacroix had made
painting his unique muse, his exclusive mistress, his sole
and sufficient pleasure.

No doabt be had loved woman greatly in the troubled
bours of his youth, Who among us has not sscrified too
much to that formidable idol? And who does not know that
it is precisely those that have served her the best that
complain of her the most? But a long time before his death
he had already excluded woman from his life. Had he been
& Mohammedan, he would not perhaps have gone so far
25 to drive her out of his mosques, but he would have been
amazed to see her entering them, not being quite able to
thtmﬁmmmdhvoﬂ&hm

question, as in many others, the oriental idea
dominated him koenly and . He
woman as an object of art, delightful and well suited to

excite the mind, but disobedient and once one
mmmdmdm'shtmm
devouring of time and strength.

1 remember that once we were in 2 public place, when
I pointed cut to him the face of 2 woman marked with

an original beauty and a melancholy character; he was
mdommbonpprodnﬂ\*e,btmd.mbonﬂm.‘-’
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e asked with his little laugh, “How on earth could a woman

be melancholy?, doubtless insinuating thereby that, when

it comes to understanding the sentiment of melancholia,
woman i lacking in some essential ingredient.

This, unfortunately, is a highly insulting theory, and I

would not want to advocate defamatory opinions

upon a sex which has often exhibited glowing virtues. But

m“mlyn&mtha!ithapmdm“dlhm;md

, that talent could not be too well urmed with

in 0 world that is full of ambushes, and that the

man of genlus s privileged to hold certain doctrines (so

Joog ax they are not aﬁwvcndvc of order) which would

rightly scandalize us fn n mere citizen or a simple family

man.

At the risk of casting o shadow upon his memory in the
estimation of elegiac souls, perhaps I ought to add that
neither did he show any affectionate partiality for child-
hood. He never thought of children except with fam-
smeared hands (a thing that dirties canvas and paper),
or beating & drum (a thing that interrupts meditation), or
as incendiaries and animally dangerous creatures like

‘I remember very well (he used to say sometimes) that
when I was a child, I was a monster. The understanding of
duty is only acquired very slowly, and it is by nothing Jess
than by pain, chastisement and the ve exercise of
-mn‘nthtmanmguduanydiminishhisnatmﬂwicbd-

by the road of simple good sense he reverted
the Catholic idea, For it is true to say that, gen-
speaking, the child, in relation to the man, is much
to original sin.

H;

]

v
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use of the divine faculty for great occasions. if he had no
love of being bothered over trifles, the famous man about
whom 1 am now talking to you with so
know how to be a couragoous and zealous ally
portant matters were in question, Those who

well have had many an opportunity of appreciating his
pasitively English loyalty, punctiliousness and stability in
social relations. If he was exacting to others, he was no
less severe upon himself,
It is sad and distressing to me to have 1o say & few words
about cestain accusations that have been brought against
Eugéoe Delacroix. 1 have heard people taxing him with
egotism and oven with avarice. I would ask you to observe,
Sir, that this reproach is always directed by the countless
tribe of commonplace souls against those that endeavour
:i;mthci:gwodtywithasmnchmuthdr&iend-
Dahudxdmmvayecononﬂcal;hhimitwu&wmly
WaY ing, om occasion, very gemerous. I could prove
this with several examples, but 1 would hesitate to do so
without having been authorized by him, any more than
byptt::wbohnwb-dgowmwwhim.
observe too that for many a year his paintin
loldwybndlyudthnhudw::gwwmhmug;
almost the whole of his salary, when he did not actually
have to dip into his own purse. He gave innumerable
proofs of his scorn for money when needy artists revealed
a desire to possess one of his works. Then, like those liberal
and generous-minded doctors who sometimes expect to be
paid for their professional services, and sometimes give
them free, be would give away his pictures, or part with
them at a nominal price.
Finally, Siz, we must remomber that the superior man,
more than any other, is obliged to have an eye to his per-
sonal defences. It might be said that the whale of society
is at war with him. We have had more than one opportunity
of confirming this. His courtesy is called coldness; his
irony, however much he may have softened it, is interpreted
as spitefulness; and his economy, as avarice. But if, on the
other hand, the poor creature turns out to be improvident,
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society will say, ‘Quite right too! His penury is & punish-
ment for his prodigality.”

I am sble to assert that, so far as money and economy

*The sensible man," said Stendhal, ‘must devote himself

to noquiring what is strictly necessary to him in order not
to

be dependent upon anyone (in Stendhal’s time, this
income of 6,000 francs);' but if, once he has

nchieved this security, he wastes his time increasing his
scoundrel.”
Pursuit of the essential, and scorn of the superfluous—
that fs the conduct of a wise man and a Stoic.
our painter’s greatest concemns during his last
the judgment of posterity and the uncertain
works, One moment his ever-sensitive
fire at the idea of an immortal
glory, and he would speak with bitterness of the
fragility of canvases and colours. At other times he would
enviously cite the old masters who almost all of them had
to be translated by skilful engravers
burin had leamnt to itself to the
nature of their talent, and be keenly regretted that he had
pot found his own translator. This of the painted
work, a5 compared with the stzbility of the printed work,
was one of his hebitnal themes of conversation.
When this man, who was so frail and so stubborn, so
and so courageous; this man, who was unique
in the history of Earopean art; the sickly and sensitive
artist who never ceased to dream of walls with his

:

L
i

grandiose this man, I say, was carried
off by one of those inflammations of the lung, of which, it

seems, he bad a comvulsive we all of us felt
something to that depression of soul, that
sensation of solitude which the death of Chateau-

briand and that of Balzac bad already made familiar to us
=& sensation which was quite recently renewed by the

- ' See Stendhal De FAmour (Lévy edition) p. 193,
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Vigny.* A
general

TRANSLATIONS OF LINES AND PASSAGES

OF VEKSE IN THE TEXT

of the commusity, it is only graduslly that they most of
them leamn to realize the full extent of their country’s loss
in losing its great man, and to sppreciate what an empty

space be has left behind him. And yet it is ouly right to

Pages 211-2. Noble creatures are sometimes born under the

mw&lycplm.dan&atm&md—bo&n

l-mo.;laiauwu.codmb

Sir, with all my heart for having been %0

mma ﬁhﬂwu

1850, and Vigny

* Chatesubriand had died in 184S Balme in

or six at the most, in prosperous ages, ever-living sym-

o/e5e Ofaachmuchmﬁanmmuntﬁvaanx,ﬁn
bols of which legends are made.

Page 214. And once left, the picture torments and follows

Page 271. The bad taste of the age in this matter frightens




Page 301. The charms of horror only theill the strong!

Pages 301-2. As proud of her noble stature as if she were
alive, with her huge bouquet, ber handkerchief and her
gloves, she has the nonchalance and the unconcern of 2

i with extravagant airs. Did you ever seea

i

ton brook foaming against a rock, chastely shields those
funereal charms which she is so anxious to hide from

NOTES ON THE ILLUSTRATIONS




NOTES ON THE ILLUSTRATIONS

The IMustrations have been armanged according to the
over-all design: 1. Illustrations to the Introduc-
tion (Nos. 1-11); 2 A series of identified works from the
Salons of 1845, 1846, and 1859 (excluding Delscroix)
(Nos. 12-41); 8. A few works from other Salons which
are mentioned by Baudelaire; typical works by artists
Mbﬂmhﬂ-bdouﬁgnh&nhm
prints and sculptures (Nosx. 42-55); 4. Works by Ingres
::om (Noe. 55-71); and 5 Caricatures (Nos
)
Unless otherwise stated, the medium is oil.

L Cuances Bavorramz (1521-67): Sers-Pomtnare,
¢.1860 Pen and red chalk
Lousanne, M. Armend Codoy
One of a series of self-portrait drawings which may
bhave been intended (but were not used) for the
second edition of the Fleurs du mal (1561). Accord-
ing to Baudelire's friend and publisher, Poulet-
Malassis, this was the best of the group. See Dessing
de Baudelaire (Paris, 1827).

2 Bavperams's Savron px 18467: Title-pege
London, British Museum
Baudelzire's mother was born Caroline Archimbault-
Dufays, and his Sest works were published under the

composite name Baudelsire Dufayy’.

8. Cavansy (1504-66): Tax amtist axp mm Cunc
ph, from Le Charicari. See p. 41
London, Victoria end Albert Muscum

4. Ocrave Tassaznr (18500-74): Dox'tr rtay ™=
meanTLESS Oonel’
from the series "Les Amants et les Epoux’.
See p. 71,

Paris, Bibliothéque Nationale




5. Ermxxe Canpar (1825-1008) : Puorocaarn or Bav-
perame, ¢ 1563

6. Evovamn Maxer (15323-53): Porrnarr or Bavom.
tame 1562

Etching (Cuoérin 31).

London, Private Collection

Taken from the fSgure of Baudelsire in Manet’s Lg

Musigue cux Tuileries, and in Charles
Asselinean’s Charles Baudelatre et son cesore (1569).

7. Evctxx Lasa (18500-90): Posmarr or Drracaorx

Water-colour, after a pastel by Eugine Girand.
France, Private Collection

8. Tax Iscess Carrsny AT TR Exvosrmonw Usaven-

your Ettle things well above those of Meissonier!

10. Bavneras=e: Poatrarr oy Damasa, 1856

Pen and wash.
Lousenne, M. Armand Godoy
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Il Costave Couvmeer (1S19-77): Porrmarr oF Bavpe-

LAIRE
Montpellier, Musée Fabre

This painting was Jot 107 at Christies, 17 Dec. 1837,
It is dated 1543, and measures 51 by 72 in. Its inter-
mediate history is uninown.

13. Haussovrires: Tax Foustams or Yours (detail)
14. Avmeex Coxcowr (1816-54): Joserm INTERPRETING

15. Homace Venxer (1789-1863): Tux Carrvnr or Tie

Saeara (detail)
Salon of 1845 (La prise deo ls smalah d"Abd-el-Kader),
See pp. 7-5.
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Versailles, Musée

The capture of the smalsh—or encampment—of the
Emir Abd-el-Kader by the French forces under the
dned'Amnnlolookphcethmdwumlﬂ(h
most picturesque episodes in the North African cam-
paign. This was Horace Vernet's largest composition,
the present detail representing only about a quarter of
the complete picture,

16. Lovws Jasmor (1814-82): Frowsns or max Fixid

17.

Salon of 1845 (Fleurs des champs). See p. 20,
Lyon, Muade des Beaux-Arta

Tsfooone Caasstmav (1819-56): Tue Carrrn oF
CONSTANTINE WITH 15 BODYGUARD

Salon of 1845 (Le Kalifat de Constantine suivi de son
escorte). See p. 16,

Versilles, Musée

Ali-ben-Hamet, Caliph of Constantine, had recently
paid a lengthy visit to Paris,

18, Lotss pe Praxer (1814-75): Tnx Vision oF Sant

19.

Tenssa

Salon of 1845 (La Vision de sainte Thérése). See pp.
17-8.

France, Private Collection

See also Louis de Planet, Souvenirs de trovaux de
peinture avec M. Eugéne Delscroix (Paris, 1820},
pp- 804,

Costave LassaLe-Bompes
Deatn or CLEOPATRA
Salon of 1846 (La Mort de Cléopitre). See pp. 65-9.
Autun, Musée Municipal
Like Louis de Planet and
Bordes was one of Delacroix’s assistants in his decorsa-
tive works,

(1814-<.1568): Tu=

Léger Chérelle, Lassale-
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20. Jeax-Barmste-Camnre Cosor (1796-1875):

HoMER AND THE SuErHEnns
Salon of 15845 (Homeére et les bergers). See p. 20,
Saint-L4, Musde =

21. Conor: Lasoscars—Tie Fommst or FosramNenteay

Salon of 1846 (Vue prise dans la forét de Fontaine-
bleau).

See pp. 1154,

Boston, Museum of Fine Arts

22, Pavy Cuxxavanp (1807-85): Daxre’s Invenxo

Salon of 1846 (L'Enfer de Dante). See p. 109,
Montpellier, Musée Fabre
On Baudelaire’s opinion of Chenavard, see also Joseph
C. Sloane’s article ‘Baudelaire, Chenavard, and “Philo-
Art"’, in the Journal of Aesthetics and Art
Critioism, vol. XII1, No, 8, March 1955, Prof. Sloane’s
identification of a portrait-drawing of Baudelaire by
Chenavard does not however seem to be entirely con-
vincing,

23. Any Scuerrer (1795-1858): Sr. AUGUSTINE AND

St. Moxtca

Salon of 1846 (Saint Augustin et sainte Monique).
See p. 105,

London, Tate Gallery

This is in fact a replica of the Salon picture, which
was formerly in the collection of Queen Marie Amélie,

24, Avexanore-Gasner. Decasees (1803-60): Souvenm

oF Tunkey IN Asia

&l;;dxm (Soovu*d.h'lhqdod’“) See
P

Chantilly, Musée Condé

It is of this picture that Baudelaire ob-
mﬂntthoduehhnhnyv-n‘lhbdm
to swim on’,



25, Drecasers: Tunxisn Lanpscare
Salon of 1846 (Paysage turc). See p. 78,
Amaterdam, Fodor Museum

26. Josern Lits (1821-65): Tue Eviis or Wan
Salon of 1859 (Les Maux de la guemre). See pp.
269-70.

Brussels, Musée d'Art Moderne

27, Avrmoxsz Lecnos (1837-1011): Tax Axcrrvs
Salon of 1859 (L'Angélus). See pp. 243-5.
Cheltenham, Mr. Asa Lingard

28. Amaxp-Dismmé Cavrien (1825-04): Swrens o
Mency
Salon of 1858 (Les Soeurs de charité). See pp. 245-6.
Lille, Musée des Beaux-Arts

29, Nicovas-Fraxcoss Currrranr (1525-1901): Favsr
AT TE Sanparn (detail)
Salon of 1856 (Faust au sabbat). See p. 267.
London, Victorla and Albert Museum
The reproduction is taken from A. Bahuet's lithograph
after Chifflart’s drawing, whose present wheresbouts is
not known.

80, Parr Bavosy (1828-86): Tas Pexrrext MACDALEN
Salon of 1559 (La Madeleine pénitente). See p. 265,
Nantes, Muade des Beaux-Arts

81. Pavy Fraxomx (1811-1902): Laxoscars

Salon of 15858 (Paysage).

Montauban, Musée Ingres

Although Baudelaire did not write sbout Paul Flandrin
at the Salon of 1859, he gave him a pamgraph in
1845 (p. 81), and in 1846 devoted two pages to an
attack on "Historical Landscape’, of which this pic-
ture is a good example (pp. 113-8).
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82. Exxest Himgar (1817-1908): Prasanxt WoMmEN oF
Camvano
Salon of 1859 (Les Cervarolles). See p. 264,
Paris, Musée du Louvre

33, Crantes Davmicyy (1817-78): LANDSCAFE BY THE
Rivea Owsz
Salon of 1850 (Les Bords de I'Oise). See p. 280.
Bordeaux, Musée de Pemnture

84. Coanrxs tx Roux (1514-85): Waren-MeApows AT
Conserr, on Tix Mours or Tax Loms
Salon of 1859 (Prairies et marais de Corsept, & I'em-
bouchure de Ix Loire, au mois d'soit). See p. 280.
Paris, Musée du Lowvre

85. Tukopone Rousszau (1812-67): Tux Conces
DArnEsmont, FONTAISEBLEAU
Salon of 1550 (Les Corges d’Apremont). See pp.
251-2
Princeton, Mrs F. J. Mather, Jr.

368, Rousseau: Tue Fomest oF FonTAmNEaLEAU—MORNING
Salon of 1850-1 (Lisiére de forét—effet de matin).
London, Wailace Collection.

A larger picture representing the same scene at sunset
(now in the Louvre), and eshibited at the same Salon,
had been commissioned in 1848 by the State. This
marked the beginning of Rousseau’s official recog-

87, Jran-Fraxgors Muisr (1814-75): Tum Cowame
Sulon of 1859 (Femme faisant paitre sa vache). See
Pp. 280-1.
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painted in 1858-9, at about the same time
as the Cowgirl, this picture
the Exposition Universelle of 1867,

350

89. Evcixe Boumn (1824-88): Skx-Srupy
Pastel. See pp. 285-86.
London, O'Hana Gallery
'l'hispastal,whichisnotbmmimmﬂnd.kﬂnﬂc
in style to others which have been referred to Baude-
laire’s description in the Selon of 1859,

. Comor: Macnrrmn axo e Wrrcnes
Salon of 1850 (Macbeth, paysage). See pp. 281-8,
London, Wallace Collection
In the original sketch for this picture, Macbeth was
alone and unmounted. The Shakespearian subject
shows Corot’s orthodox Romantic sympathies.
41. Cosstant Trovos (1810-65): Tue RrrTumx 10 THE
Fanwm
Salon of 1859 (Le Retour A la forme). See p. 281
Paris, Musée du Louvre

42 Cmanmres Greyne (1806-74): Evenine
Salon of 1843 (Le Sair). See pp. 15-9,
Paris, Musée du Lotore

This picture achieved 2 great

engraved ¢

(Gleyre, 1888 edition, p. 98) gives a long quotation
from Cloyre’s Joumal, in which he
‘vision' he had in March 1835 beside the Nile, which

43. Jeax-Léon Géndme (1824-1904): Tre Cocx-Ficer
Salon of 1847 (Jeunes Grecs faisant battre des cogs).
See p. 256.

Paris, Musée du Louvre

was not exhibited until

I
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This was Gérdme’s first exhibit at the Salon; it earned
him the title of the Master of the Neo-Greeks' (see
Pp- 253 K.).

44, Frangos-Manrs Craxer (1775-1849): Tux
INTERROGATION OF SAVONAROLA

present version, which had already
entered the Lyon Museum in the previous year. On
Granet’s colour, soe pp. 97 and 101,

45. Hirrovyre Frasomx (1800-64): Powrnarr o
My, Viner
Dated 1840,
Paris, Musée du Louvre

A characteristic example of the Ingres-school portrait,
on which see pp. 93-5 and 275-8.

46. Custave Ricann (1823-73): Pomvramr oF A Cow
Lyon, Musée des Beaux-Arts
On Ricard, see pp. 277-8.

47, Erxest Mussonizs (1815-91): Tae Bammicaoe
8@1;;30!1850—1 {Souvenir de guerre civile). See
P- 893,

48, Mumsonnen: A Parvten Snowixe ms Drawnecs
Salon of 1850-1 (Un peintre montrant ses dessing).
Among the pictures on the wall in the background is a

son 8 M.Pm‘:“ .
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49. Narcmsg Diaz (1807-76): Love's Orrsrminc

Dated 15847
London, Tate Gallery
On Diaz, see particularly pp. 80-1 and 265-8.

, Dtaz: Stooy oF Thres
New York, Metropolitan Museum of Art

Tubopose Casverrz p'Auoxy (1798-1571): Tas
Acnororss, ATHENS

Salon of 1846. Etching, Sce pp. 113-4.

London, Victoria and Albert Museum

No. 5 in Aligny’s Vues dey sites les plus célébros de la
Gréce Antigue, Paris, 1845,

Czeonce Carras (1796-1872): BUurFALO-HUNT UNDER
e Worr-Szix Masx

Washington, Smithsonian Institution

Probably painted in 1832, on the plains of the Upper
Missouri

On Catlin, see particularly pp. 72-S.

Cronce Catiix: Man-To-ne-stA, i Orn Bean
Washington, Smithsonlan Institution

Painted in 1832, among the Mandan farmers of the
Upper Missouri river, The sitter was described by
Catlin as ‘A very distinguished brave; but here repre-
sented in the character of 2 Medicine Man or Doctor,
with his medicine or mystery in his bands, and
foxes” tails tied to his heels, to make his last
visit to his patient, to cure him, i possible, by bocus
pocus and magic’,

, Caamrys Minyox (1821-68): Tme Crocx Towss,
Pawms

1852 -
Etching, s =
No. 28 in Delteil and Wright,
the etchings of Charles Méryon, 1824. On Méryon, see
pp- 286-8.

rafsonné of
g 2 u.k:nmummnmmm
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55. P-J. Davio p'Axcess (1788-1858): Cmnp wite A

Buxcnt or Caarss
&hdM(Lmlhme).Mubb.Soe
p. 85.

Paris, Musée du Loucre

56. Jamzs Praomen (1702-1852): Tnxe Fruvorovs Muss

Salon of 1846 (La Poésie légire). Marble. See p. 122,
Nimes, Musée des Beoux-Arts

. Avcusre Crfsoveen (1814-83): Busr or Mapame

SavaTiER

Marble, 1847,

Parls, Musée du Louvre

Baudeluire’s “Vénus blanche’, and called by Gautier
‘Ia Présidente’, Apollonic Sabutier became a cele-
brated kterary and astistic hostess in the 1850s.
Whether she was Baodeluire’s mistress in the strict
sense of the word is still uncertain, but he is known
to have addressed anonymous love-letters to her, and
a group of poems in the Fleurs du mal refers to her,

On Clésinger’s scalptures, see pp. 2034,

. Enxest Cumwstorss (1827-22): ‘Danse MACABRE

Terracotta (7), 1859. See pp. 300-2.

Present whereabouts unknown

This maquette, which was the source of Baudelaire’s
poem of the same name, was in 1917 in the collection
of Comte Robert de when it was repro-
duced as frontispiece to Le
Boudelsire (Paris, Maison du Livre). In the course
of the publication of Baudelaire's articles on the Salon
of 1859, Christophe wrote to him hoping that he
would not be when it came to the section on

married Bébé, the sister
e




Dated 1842 (La Muse de Cherubini). See p. S7.
Paris, Musée du Louvre
The composer Cherubini died in Paris in 1842

80. Ixcuss: Tur CoMresss D HACSSONVILLE
Dated 1845, See p. 88
New York, Frick Collection

61. Ivcass: Asoruzosis or Hosen
Duated 1827, See pp. 61 and 87
Faris, Musée du Louvee

62 Ixcaxs: Tux ‘Craxos Ovavsoor’
Dated 1514, See pp. 70 note, and 88,
Paris, Musée du Louore

83. Evcéxs Drracnorx (1788-1883): Dante Axp Vo
Salon of 1822 (Dante e« Virgile conduits par
Phlégias). See pp. 51-2 and 212
Perts, Musée du Louvre

64. Deracwors: Wones or Avciess
Salon of 1834 (Femmes d'Alger dans lour appaste.
ment ).
See pp. 54 and 66.
Paris, Musée du Louvre
Among Baudelzire’s pictures was a copy of the
Femmes d Alger by Emile Deroy.

65. Drraceorx: Hameer axo T CraveEmocen
Salon of 15839 (Hamlet ot Horatio au cimetidre), See
pp- 65-6 and 214,

Paris, Musée du Louore

68. Dezacsomx: Rosmeo axv Juimr
Salon of 1846 (Les Adicux de Roméo et Juliette). See
pp. 64-5 and 214.
Formerly with Messrs. Bernheim-joune, Poria

| 98¢ 93  NOTRS ON-SER- PEANES: - — = T e e e e |
67. Dmracsorx: Tee Svitax or Mosocoo WITH HIS

Booycuanp
Salon of 1845 (Muley Abd-erm-Rashman, sultan de
Maroe, sortant de son paluis de Mequinez). See

P
Toulouse, Musée des Augusting
A later version is reproduced Journal, pl. 67.

68. Drracnoix: Tue Last Wonps or Mancos Avmersvs
Salon of 1845 (Dernidres paroles de l'empereur Marc-
Aurdle). See pp. 4-6.

Lyon, Musée des Beaus-Arts

69. Dracnorx: Twe Sy wime Tax Cowoms Bovaw
Salon of 1545 (Une Sibylle qui montre le ramesn
d'or). See p. 7.

Formerly in the collection of M. Bessonnocu

The reference is to the sixth book of the Aeneid, in
which Aeneas consults the Camaean Sibyl and is told
that be must find the golden bough before be can
speak with his father, Anchises, in Hades.

70. Detacsorx: Ovip ¥ Exms AMOSG THE SCYTHIANS
Salon of 1859 (Ovide en exil chez les Scythes). See
Pp- 250-and 252.

Private Collection

71. Devacsomx: Tas Ascest 10 Carvasy
Salon of 1859 (La Montée au Calvaire). See p. 250.
Metz, Musée Central

XIXe sidcle, vol. XII (1592), p. 151, No. 4
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78, Cavanxy (1504-006): Arten Tum Bart

Pare, Bibichique Netionce

A posthumous work, No. 2681 in Armelhaut and
Bocher's Oeuore de Gavarni, 1573. The two gitls sre
dressed in the costume of ‘déberdewrs’. On Cavarni,
see pp. 1734,

74. Eonet-Jeax Picar (1798-1572): Tz ormen woor,
s, yrsasel
Lithograph (L'aut’ pied, not’ maitre’)
London, Victoria and Albert Museum
No. 7 of the series, "Mirolr de Paris’, published in Le
Charicari. On Pigal, see pp. 155-8,

75. Hososg Davaaez (1805-79): Rossar Macams—
Bamss=ten
Lithograph (Delteil 362). See p. 168,
Private Collection
No. 9 of the series, ‘Caricaturana’. The following is a
translation of the caption:—
My dear Bertrand, give me a hundred crowns and I'll
bave you scquitted on the spot!—T haven't got a
shilling "—Very well, a hundred france—T haven’t got
a penny.—Haven't you got fen francs?-—"Net a far-
thing"—Then give me your shoes, and I'l plead ex-
tenusting ciroumstances” On Daumier, see pastice-
ladly pp. 160-70.

76. Damaren: Do AxD Amxeas

Lithograph (Delteil 939). See pp. 168-9,
Private Collection
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77. Witaan Hocasrs (1697-1764): Tux Rewaro of

CaveLty L
mmmdwum

No. 4 of the series, “The Four Stages of Cruelty’
(m’o

78. Fraxcmsco Cora (1746-1838): Weo wourn HAVE

R,anhmyuﬂ) See p. 184
Aquatint ( . P

London, Victoria and Albert Museum

No. 02 of Los Ceprichos. On Coya, see pp. 182-6.

79. Baxvorosamo Poerrir (1751-1835): Roseax Canve-
VAL
Watercolour, dated 1808,
London, Victoria and Albert Museum

On Pinelli, see pp. 187-8.



NOTES ON THE VIGNETTES
The vignettes in the text are as follows—

p- 183 Daumier, ‘Cholers’, from La Némdsis Médicale
(Paris, 1540); sce pp. 168-7.

pl&Tﬁmoht."lhdadpkhﬂf.&undnrh,d-
ologie de Thomme de lol (Paris, 18417).

p- 191 Seymour, ‘Oh! the deep, deep seal’” See p. 151

p- 195 Ingres v. Delacroix, with the Institut in the back-
ground; from a contemporary caricature. For de-
vices Ingres has ‘La couleur est une utopiel Vive la
llgmr.aodDehadxhipedmmkwf

p. 805 Hood, “The populsr Cupid, from Whims and
Odditics (1826). See pp. 254-5.
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Baudelaire was one of the greatest poets of the nine- Y
teenth century, and at the same time one of its major

art-critics — “the first aesthetiolan of his age.” His e

most important writings on art, many of them trans- i

lated into English for the first time in The Mirror of {

Art, have been selocted by Jonathan Muayne from \

Curlosités Esthétigues and L'Art Romantigue. )

Baudeluire studies in precise detall the artists of mid- |

nincteenth century — among them Corot, Daumier,

Delacroix, Ingres, und Millet — whose works appeared

m the Salons of 1845, 15846 and 1559 and in the

Exposition Universelle of 1553, Yet these brilliant and

poetic eskays form o coberent body of criticism and

arttheory. The discussion centers around several es-

semtial questions which prompted in Baudelaire soufe

of his profoundest insights into life and art: the nature

of Romauticism; color; caricature; the heroism of

modern life; the ossence of liughter. “The Life and

Work of Eugene Delacrols,” which appears complete

in this volume, gathers many of these themes together -

in a penetrating discussion of the painter between

whose wotk and Baudelaire's there is & close affinity,

Thexo studies are not only a major work i urt criticlem

© and the philosophy of art, but they are essentisd toa

- hull understanding of Baudeluire the poet and the man.
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