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when they were expected ; how seven hundred peo-
ple sat up all night, in and about a Yorkshire inn,
to see the Duchess of Hamilton get into her post-
chaise in the morning; while a Worcester shoe-
maker made money by showing the shoe he was
making for the Countess of Coventry.”

The latter, the elder and lovelier, died seven
years after her marriage, from consumption. The
Duchess of Hamilton, Reynolds painted again five
years later, and a third time in a red dress and hat,
on horseback, the Duke standing near her.

“The evident desire which Reynolds had,” writes
Northcote, his pupil and biographer, “to render
his pictures perfect to the utmost of his ability,
and in each succeeding instance to surpass the
former, occasioned his frequently making them
inferior to what they bad been in the course of
the process; and when it was observed to him
that probably he had never sent out to the world
any one of his paintings in as perfect a state as it
had been, he answered ‘that he believed the re-
mark was very just; but that, notwithstanding, he
certainly gained ground by it on the whole, and
improved himself by the experiment;’ adding, ¢if
you are not bold enough to run the risk of losing,
you can never hope to gain.’

“With the same wish of advancing himself in
the art, T have heard him say that whenever a new
sitter came to him for a portrait, he always began
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allow it to be an excuse for his failure to say ‘the
subject was a bad one fora picture ; ° bhe‘re was
always nature, he would observe, which, if well
treated, was fully sufficient for the purpose.”

The portrait of his friend Admiral Keppel,
standing on a sandy beach, and back of him a
tempestuous sea, did much to establish the repu-
tation of Reynolds. He painted eight other pie-
tures of this brave man, who entered the navy at
ten and at eighteen had been round the world?

«Keppel was the first of many heroes painted
by Reynolds,” writes Leslie, “who was never ex-
celled, even by Velasquez, in the expression of
heroism. So anxious was he to do all possible
justice to his gallant friend, and so difficult (l!.d he
find it to please himself, that after several sﬂ_;tmgs
he effaced all he had done, and began the picture
again. . . .

«From an early period Reynolds adopted what
he strongly recommended in his Discourses, the
practice of drawing with the hair pencil instead of
the port-crayon; and this constant use of th.e
brush gave him a command of the instrument, if
ever equalled, certainly never exceeded, for there
are marvels of delicacy and of finish in his execu-
tion, combined with a facility and a spirit u.nlike
anything upon the canvases of any other painter.
1 am far from meaning that in the works of other
great masters there are not, many excellences which
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works of other artists, he could not, and it was
fortunate that he could not, escape from his own
manner into theirs.”

Reynolds once said to Northeote, “There is not
a man on earth who has the least notion of color-
ing ; we all of us have it equally to seek for and
find out, as at present it is totally lost to the art.

. I had not an opportunity of being early
initiated in the principles of coloring; no man,
indeed, could teach me. If I have never been
settled with respect to coloring, let it at the same
time be remembered that my unsteadiness in this
respect proceeded from an inordinate desire to
possess every kind of excellence that T saw in the
works of others, without eonsidering that there are
in coloring, as in style, excellences which are in-
compatible with each other; however, this pursuit,
or, indeed, any similar pursuit, prevents the artist
from being tired of his art. . . . I tried every
effect of color; and, leaving out every color in
its turn, showed every color that I could do with-
out it. As I alternately left out every color,
I tried every new color, and often, it is well
known, failed. . . .

“J considered myself as playing a great game;
and, instead of beginning to save money, I laid it
out faster than I got it, in purchasing the best
examples of art that could be produced, for I even
borrowed money for this purpose. The possession
of pictures by Titian, Vandyck, Rembrandt, ete., I
considered as the best kind of wealth.” He said,
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in order to obtain one of Titian’s best works he
“would be content to ruin himself.”

Reynolds was probably never surpassed in the
drawing of the face, but was not always correct in
the human form, because of insufficient knowledge
of anatomy.

During Reynolds’s second year in London, he
had one hundred and twenty sitters, dukes and
duchesses, members of Parliament, and reigning
beauties. That of Mrs. Bonfoy, daughter of the
first Lord Eliot, is, says Leslie, “ one of his most
beauntiful female portraits, and in perfect preser-
vation. The lady is painted as a half-length, in a
creen dress, with one hand on her hip, and the
head turned, with that inimitable grace of which
Reynolds was master beyond all the painters who
ever painted women.”

Already Reynolds had become the friend of the
great-hearted, great-minded Dr. Samuel Johnson,
who came and went at all hours to the artist’s
home, and who, when about to be arrested for
trivial debts, was again and again befriended by
the artist’s purse. In 1756, Reynolds painted for
himself a half-length of Johnson, with a pen in
his hand, sitting at a table. This picture is used in
Boswell’s Life.

For Johnson’s “Idler” Reynolds wrote three
papers, sitting up one whole night to complete
them, and by so doing was made ill for a time.

He also painted a young lad, the son of Dr.
Mudge, who was very anxious to visit his father
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on his sixteenth birthday, but was prevented
through illness. “Never mind, I will send you
to your father,” said Reynolds, and he sent a
speaking likeness, which was of course a gift. He
seldom, however, made presents of his pictures,
for he said they were usually not valued unless
paid for.

About this time, Sir William Lowther, a young
millionnaire, died, leaving twenty-five thousand
dollars to each of thirteen companions. Each
companion very properly commissioned Reynolds
to paint for him the portrait of so considerate and
generous a friend.

Tn 1758 and 1759, the artist was overwhelmed
with work. In one year there were one hundred
and fifty sitters, among them the Prince of Wales,
afterwards George ITL; Lady Mary Coke, after-
wards believed to have been secretly married to
the Duke of York, brother of George ITL.; and the
fair and frail Kitty Fisher, very agreeable and
vivacious, speaking French with great fluency,
who died five years after her marriage, “a victim
of cosmeties,” it is said. Sir Joshuma painted
seven beautiful portraits of her. The most in-
teresting represents her holding a dove in her
lap, while its mate is about to descend to it
from a sofa on which she is reclining. There are
three of these, one being in the Lenox collection
in New York.

Reynolds also painted the famous Garrick this
year, and thirteen years later Garrick and his wife.
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Leslie writes: “Reynolds had to light the eyes
with that meteoric sensibility, and to kindle the
features with that fire of life which would deepen
into the passion of Lear, sparkle in the vivacity of
Mercutio, or tremble in the fatuousness of Abel
Drugger. He had to paint the man who, of all
men that ever lived, presents the most perfect
type of the actor; quick in sympathy, vivid in
observation, with a body and mind so plastic that
they eonld take every mould, and give back the
very form and pressure of every passion, fashion,
action; delighted to give delight, and spurred to
ever higher effort by the reflection of the effect
produced on others, no matter whether his audi-
ence were the crowd of an applauding theatre, a
table full of noblemen and wits, a nursery group
of children, or a solitary black boy in an area;
of inordinate vanity, at once the most courteous,
genial, sore, and sensitive of men; full of kindli-
ness, yet always quarrelling ; scheming for applause
even in the society of his most intimate friends; a
clever writer, a wit and the friend of wits.

«Mrs. Garrick, though always the delight and
charm of Garrick’s house, was now no longer the
lovely, light-limbed, laughing Eva Maria Violette,
for love of whom Garrick, twenty-five years before,
had dressed in woman’s clothes that he might slip
a letter into her chair, without compromising her,
or offending her watchful protectress, Lady Bur-
lington, and who had witched the world as a dancer,
while she won friends among the titled and the
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great by her grace, good-humor, and modest sweet-
ness of disposition. In Lord Normanton’s gallery
is a most fascinating sketch of her, which must
have been painted in the first years of Sir Joshua’s
acquaintance with her. Slight as it is, those who
have seen will not easily forget it. In the picture
of her sitting with her husband, painted this year,
she appears of matronly character, with a hand-
some, sensitive, kindly face; the dress is painted
with singular force and freedom.”

In 1759, Reynolds painted his first Venus, reelin-
ing in a wooded landscape, while Cupid looks in
through the boughs. Mason, the poet, writes:
«When he was painting his first Venus, I was fre-
quently near his easel ; and although before I came
to town his picture was in some forwardness, and
the attitude entirely decided, yet I happened to
visit him when he was finishing the head from a
beantiful girl of sixteen, who, as he told me, was
his man Ralph’s daughter, and whose flaxen hair,
in fine natural curls, flowed behind her neck very
gracefully.

«But a second casual visit presented me with a
very different object; he was then painting the
body, and in his sitting chair a very squalid
beggar-woman was placed, with a child, not above
a year old, quite naked, upon her lap. As may be
imagined, T could not help testifying my surprise
at seeing him paint the carnation of the goddess
of beauty from that of a little child, which seemed
to have been nourished rather with gin than with
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milk, and saying that ‘I wondered he had not
taken some more healthy-looking model;” but he
answered, with his usual naiveté, that, ¢ whatever I
might think, the child’s flesh assisted him in giving
a certain morbidezza to his own coloring, which he
thought he should hardly arrive at had he not such
an object, when it was extreme (as it certainly
was), before his eyes.”

Among the many famous portraits of this year
and the next was that of the Countess Walde-
grave, Horace Walpole’s beautiful niece Maria,
afterwards Duchess of Gloucester. The earl was
the most trusted friend of George 1I1., and, for a
short time, prime minister. Walpole mentions the
countess being mobbed in the park one Sunday
when in company with Lady Coventry, so that
several sergeants of the guards marched before
and behind them to keep off the admiring erowd.
Also that of the beauntiful Elizabeth Gunning,
afterward Duchess of Argyle, and the sister of
Admiral Keppel, afterwards Marchioness of Tavi-
stock. “This is one of the painter’s loveliest and
best preserved female portraits. The dress is
white, with a rose in the bosom, and the expres-
sion inimitably maidenly and gentle.”

This year, Reynolds removed to a fine home in
Leicester Square, where he remained as long as
he lived, having a suburban home at Richmond
Villa. His own painting-room was octagonal,
“about twenty feet long and sixteen in breadth.
The window which gave the light to the room was
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square, and not much larger than one-half the size
of a common window in a private house; whilst
the lower part of this window was nine feet four
inches from the floor. The chair for his sitters
was raised eighteen inches from the floor, and
turned on casters. His palettes were those which
are held by a handle, not those held on the thumb.
The stoeks of his pencils were long, measuring
about nineteen inches. He painted in that part
of the room nearest to the window, and never sat
down when he worked.”

He had now raised his prices to twenty-five,
fifty, and one hundred guineas for the three classes
of portraits,— head, halflength, and full-length,
and his income from his work was thirty thousand
dollars a year. He purchased, says Northeote,
¢ g, chariot on the panels of which were curiously
painted the four seasons of the year in allegorical
fignres. The wheels were ornamented with carved
foliage and gilding; the liveries also of his ser-
vants were laced with silver. But, having no spare
time himself to make a display of this splendor,
he insisted on it that his sister Frances should go
out with it as much as possible, and let it be seen
in the public streets to make a show, which she
was mueh averse to, being a person of great shy-
ness of disposition, as it always attracted the gaze
of the populace, and made her quite ashamed to be
seen in it. This aneedote, which I heard from this
very sister’s own mouth, serves to show that Sir
Joshua Reynolds knew the use of quackery in the
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world. He knew that it would be inquired whose
grand chariot this was, and that, when it was told,
it would give a strong indication of his great suc-
cess, and, by that means, tend to increase it.”

The next year, Reynolds painted, among others,
the Rev. Laurence Sterne, “at this moment the
lion of the town, engaged fourteen deep to dinner,
¢his head topsy-turvy with his success and fame,’
consequent on the appearance of the first instal-
ment of his ‘Tristram Shandy.’” The picture is
now in the gallery of the Marquis of Lansdowne,
by whom it was purchased on the death of Lord
Holland.

«Sterne’s wig,” writes Leslie, “was subject to odd
chances from the humor that was uppermost in ifs
wearer. When by mistake he had thrown a fair
sheet of manuseript into the fire instead of the
foul one, he tells us that he snatched off his wig,
‘and threw it perpendicularly, with all imaginable
violence, up to the top of the room.” While he
was sitting to Reynolds, this same wig had con-
trived to get itself a little on one side; and the
painter, with that readiness in taking advantage of
accident, to which we owe so many of the delight-
ful novelties in his works, painted it so, for he
must have known that a mitre would not sit long
bishop-fashion on the head before him, and it is
surprising what a Shandean air this venial impro-
priety of the wig gives to its owner. . . .

«In 1768, Sterne lay dying at the “Silk bag shop
in Old Bond Street, without a friend to close his
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eyes. No one but a hired nurse was in the room,
when a footman, sent from a dinner table where
was gathered a gay and brilliant party — the Dukes
of Roxburgh and Grafton, the Earls of March and
Ossory, David Garrick and David Hume —to in-
quire how Dr. Sterne did, was bid to go upstairs
by the woman of the shop. He found Sterne just
a-dying. In ten minutes, ‘Now it is come,’ he said,
put up his hand as if to stop a blow, and died in a
minute.

“ His laurels —such as they were — were still
green. The town was ringing with the success of
the ¢Sentimental Journey,” just published. . . .
Sterne’s funeral was as friendless as his death-bed.
Becket, his publisher, was the only one who fol-
lowed the body to its undistinguished grave, in the
parish burial-ground of Marylebone, near Tyburn
gallows-stand. . . . His grave was marked down
by the body-snatchers, the corpse dug up, and sold
to the professor of anatomy at Cambridge. A stu-
dent present at the dissection recognized under
the scalpel the face of the brilliant wit and Lon-
don lion of a few seasons before.”

In 1761, the year of the marriage and coronation
of George III., Reynolds painted three of the most
beautiful of the ten bridesmaids, — Lady Hlizabeth
Keppel; Lady Caroline Russell, “in half-length,
sitting on a garden-seat, in- a blue ermine-em-
broidered robe over a close white-satin vest. She
is lovely, with a frank, joyous, innocent expres-
sion, and has a pet Blenheim spaniel in her lap —
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a love-gift, I presume, from the Duke of Marl-
borough, whom she married next year;” and Lady
Sarah Lenox, whom George III. had loved, and
would have married had not his council prevented.
She married, six years later, Sir Joshua’s friend,
Sir Charles Bunbury, was divorced, married Gen-
eral Napier, and became the mother of two illus-
trious sons, Sir William and Sir Charles. Four
years later, Reynolds painted another exquisite
picture of her “kneeling at a footstool before a
flaming tripod, over which the triad of the Graces
look down upon her as she makes a libation in
their honor. . . . Lady Sarah was still in the full
glow of that singular loveliness which, it was whis-
pered, had four years ago won the heart of the
king, and all but placed an English queen upon
the throne. Though the coloring has lost much of
its tichness, the lakes having faded from Lady
Sarah’s robes, and left what was once warm rose-
color a cold, faint purple, the picture takes a high
place among the works of its class —the full-
length allegorical.”

Five years after this, Lord Tavistock, a young
man of rare promise, who had married Lady
Keppel, was killed by falling from his horse.
His beautiful wife never recovered from this be-
reavement, and died in a few months at Lisbon, of
a broken heart.

All these years were extremely busy ones for
the distinguished artist. He disliked idle visitors,
saying : “ These persons do not consider that my
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time is worth, to me, five guineas an hour.”? He
belonged to several literary and social clubs, and
was a lifelong and devoted friend to such men as
Edmund Burke, Johnson. and Goldsmith.

When he was ill, Johnson wrote him: “Tf the

amusement of my company can exhilarate the lan-
guor of a slow recovery, I will not delay a day to
come to you, for T know not how I can so effec-
tually promote my own pleasure as by pleasing
you, in whom, if T should lose you, I should lose
almost the only man whom I call a friend.”
- Reynolds had now raised his prices to thirty
guineas for a head, seventy for a half-length, and
one hundred and fifty for a fulllength, one half to
be paid at the first sitting.

In 1766, when he was forty-three, a frequent
visitor to the studio was Angelica Kauffman, the
pretty Swiss artist, whom he usually enters in his
notebooks as “Miss Angel,” and whom it is be-
lieved he loved and wished to marry. She was, at
this time, twenty-five years old, very attractive,
and admired by everybody for her genius and
loveliness.

Mrs. Ellet, in her « Women Artists,” says: ¢« At
the age of nine, this child of genius was much no-
ticed on aceount of her wonderful pastel pictures.
When her father left Morbegno, in Lombardy, in
1752, to reside in Como, she found greater scope
for her ingenious talent, and better instruction in
that city ; and, in addition to her practice with the
brush and pencil, she devoted herself to studies in

ANGELICA KAUFFMAN.

Painted by herself. Munich, Pinakotheke.
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general literature and in music. Her proficiency
in the latter was so rapid, and the talent evinced so
decided, besides the possession of a voice unusunally
fine, that her friends, a few years afterward, urged
that her life should be devoted to music. She was
herself undecided for some time to which vocation
she should consecrate her powers.”

In the native city of her father, Schwarzenberg,
Angelica painted in fresco the figures of the Twelve
Apostles atter copper engravings from Piazetta, an
unusual work for a woman. After some years in
Milan and Florence, Angelica went to Rome in
1763, where she painted the portrait of Winkel-
mann, then sixty years old, and other famous peo-
ple, and was taken to London by the accomplished
Lady Wentworth, wife of the British resident.

Here, says Mrs. Ellet, “she found open to her
a career of brilliant success, productive of much
pecuniary gain. Her talents and winning manners
raised her up patrons and friends among the aris-
tocracy. Persons attached to the court engaged
her professional services, and the most renowned
painter in England, Sir Joshua Reynolds, was of
the circle of her friends. . . . She was numbered
among the painters of the Royal Society, and re-
ceived the rare honor, for a woman, of an appoint-
ment to a professorship in the Academy of Arts in
London, being, meanwhile, universally acknowl-
edged to occupy a brilliant position in the best
circles of fashionable society.”

Reynolds painted her portrait twice, and she




