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held sacred. From the violation of truth, he said,
in great things your character or your interest was
affected, in lesser things your pleasure is equally
destroyed. I remember, on his relating some inci-
dent, T added something to his relation, which I
supposed might likewise have happened: ‘It would
have been a better story,” says he, ¢if it had been
so; but it was not” Our friend, Dr. Goldsmith,
was not so scrupulous; but he said he only in-
dulged himself in white lies, light as feathers,
which he threw up in the air, and, on whomever
they fell, nobody was hurt. ¢I wish,’ says Dr.
Johnson, ‘you would take the trouble of moulting
your feathers.

“As in his writings not a line can be found
which a saint would wish to blot, so in his life he
would never suffer the least immorality or inde-
cency of conversation, or anything confrary to
virtue or piety, to proceed without a severe check,
which no elevation of rank exempted them from.

“The Christian religion was with him such a
certain and established truth that he considered it
as a kind of profanation to hold any argument
about its truth.”

At sixty-three years of age, Reynolds was as busy
as ever. Miss Palmer wrote to her cousin in Cal-
cutta: “My uncle seems more bewitched than ever
with his palette and pencils. He is painting from
morning till night, and the truth is that every pic-
ture he does seems better than the former. He is
just going to begin a picture for the Empress of
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Russia, who has sent to desire he will paint her an
historical one. The subject is left to his own
choice, and at present he is undetermined what
to choose.”

He chose “The Infant. Hercules strangling the
Serpents.” Rogers says: “Reynolds, who was
always thinking of his art, was one day walking
with Dr. Lawrence, near Beaconsfield, when they
met a fine rosy little peasant boy —a son of
Burke’s bailiff. Reynolds patted him on the head,
and, after looking earnestly in his face, said: ‘I
must give more color to my Infant Hercules.”” He
took such great pains with this work that he used
to say of the picture: “There are ten under it,
some better, some worse.” The Empress sent him
as pay for this a gold box, with her cipher in dia-
monds, and seven thousand five hundred dollars.

In his “Gleaners,” painted in 1788, the centre
figure, with a sheaf of corn on her head, was the
portrait of a beautiful girl, Miss Potts, who after-
wards became the mother of Sir Edwin Landseer.

In 1789, he lost the sight of his left eye, through
overwork, but he still preserved the sweet serenity
of his nature, and was not depressed. He amused
himself with his canary bird, which was so tame
that it would sit upon his hand ; but one morning
it flew out of the window, and never returned.

On December 10, 1790, Reynolds gave his fif-
teenth and last Discourse to the Academy. In
closing, he said to the crowded audience: “T re-
flect, not without vanity, that these Discourses




Wi i g SRS, f S ey St e

362 SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS.

bear testimony of my admiration of that truly
divine man; and I should desire that the last
words I should pronounce in this Academy and
from this place might be the name of MicHAEL
AxGELo.”

As Reynolds descended from the chair, Edmund
Burke stepped forward, and, taking his hand, ad-
dressed him in the words of Milton, —

“ The angel ended, and in Adam’s ear
So charming left his voice, that he awhile
Thought him still speaking, still stood fixed to hear.”

This year, he allowed Sheridan to buy the pic-
ture of his wife, “ St. Cecilia,” at half-price. Rey-
nolds said it was “the best picture he ever
painted,” and added, in the letter to Sheridan:
«“ However, there is now an end of the pursuit;
the race is over, whether it is won or lost.”

The next year, in May, 1791, Sir Joshua sat for
his picture for the last time to the Swedish artist,
Beda, at the request of the Royal Academy of
Sweden. He had sent his picture to Florence, on
being elected an honorary member of that famous
Academy. In October of this year he became
almost totally blind.

Burke wrote to his son Richard in January,
1792 : “Qur poor friend, Sir Joshua, declines
daily. For some time past he has kept his bed. . . .
At times he has pain; but for the most part is
tolerably easy. Nothing can equal the tranguillity
with which he views his end. He congratulates
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himself on it as a happy conclusion of a happy
life. He spoke of you in a style that was affect-
ing. I don’t believe there are any persons
he values more sincerely than you and your
mother.”

Reynolds died tranquilly between eight and nine
on Thursday evening, February 23, 1792. He was
buried in St. Paul’s, on Saturday, March 3, ninety-
one carriages following the body to the grave.
There were ten pall-bearers, the Duke of Dorset,
Duke of Leeds, Duke of Portland, Marquis
Townshend, Marquis of Abercorn, Earl of Car-
lisle, Earl of Inchiquin, Earl of Upper Ossory,
Lord Viscount Palmerston, and Lord Eliot.

By will he left to his niece Offy, who had mar-
ried, in 1781, a wealthy Cornish gentleman, Mr.
Gwatkin, fifty thousand dollars; to his sister
Frances the use, for life, of twelve thousand five
hundred dollars; to Burke, ten thousand dollars,
and cancelled a bond for the same amount of
money borrowed ; a thousand dollars to each of
his executors; five thousand dollars to a servant
who had lived with him more than thirty years;
all the remainder of his property, about five hun-
dred thousand dollars, to his niece, Miss Palmer,
Such an amount of money earned by an artist,
making his own way in life from poverty, was
indeed wonderful. The number of his pictures is
estimated at three thousand.

Burke wrote of him, the pages blurred with his
tears: “ Sir Joshua Reynolds was, on very many
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accounts, one of the most memorable men of his
time. He was the first Englishman who added the
praise of the elegant arts to the other glories of
his country. In taste, in grace, in faeility, in
happy invention, and in the richness and harmony
of coloring, he was equal to the great masters of
the renowned ages. In portrait he went beyond
them ; for he communicated to that deseription of
the art, in which English artists are the most en-
gaged, a variety, a fancy, and a dighity derived
from the higher branches, which even those who
professed them in a superior manner did not
always preserve when they delineated individual
nature. His portraits remind the spectator of the
invention of history and the amenity of land-
scape. He possessed the theory as perfectly as the
practice of his art. To be such a painter, he was
a profound and penetrating philosopher.

«TIn full affluence of foreign and domestic fame,
admired by the expert in art and by the learned
in science, courted by the great, caressed by sov-
ercign powers, and celebrated by distinguished
poets, his native humility, modesty, and candor
never forsook him, even on surprise or provoca-
tion; nor was the least degree of arrogance or
assumption visible to the most scrutinizing eye in
any part of his conduct or diseourse.

« His talents of every kind, powerful from
nature, and not meanly cultivated by letters, his
social virtues in all the relations and all the habi-
tudes of life, rendered him the centre of a very
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great and unparalleled variety of agreeable societies,
which will be dissipated by his death. He had too
much merit not to excite some jealousy, too much
innocence to provoke any enmity. The loss of no
man of his time can be felt with more sincere,
general, and unmixed sorrow.”

Mrs. Jameson says: “The pictures of Reynolds
are, to the eye, what delicious melodies are to the
ear, — Italian music set to English words ; for the
color, with ~its Iuxurious, melting harmony, is
Venetian, and the faces and the associations are
English. . . . More and more we learn to sympa-
thize with that which is his highest characteristie,
and which alone has enabled him to compete with
the old masters of Italy; the amount of mind, of
sensibility, he threw into every production of his
peneil, the genial, living soul he infused into forms,
giving to them a deathless vitality.”

One secret of Reynolds’s popularity, outside his
genius, was the fact that he never spoke ill of the
work of other painters. Northcote says he once
asked Sir Joshua what he thought of two pictures
by Madame Le Brun, who at that time was the
most popular artist in France in portraiture.

«¢They are very fine,” he answered.

« < How fine ?’ I said.

«¢As fine as those of any painter.

“¢Do you mean living or dead ?’

«¢Wither living or dead,” he answered briskly.

“¢As fine as Van Dyke ?’

“ He answered tartly, ¢ Yes, and finer.
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«T said no more, perceiving he was displeased at
my questioning him.”

Leslie says of him: “He felt deeply and almost
impatiently the gulf between the technical merits
of his pictures and those of the great Venetians
or Rembrandt, whom at different epochs he wor-
shipped with equal reverence. I have no doubt
his inferiority to these men in power, in mastery
of materials, and in certainty of method was
just as apparent to Sir Joshua as it is to any un-
biassed judge who now compares his pletures with
those of Titian, Rembrandt, or Velasquez. . . .

«Estimating Reynolds at his best, he stands
high among the great portrait painters of the
world, and has achieved as distinet a place for him-
self in their ranks as Titian or Tintoret, Velasquez
or Rembrandt.”

SIR EDWIN LANDSEER.

IR EDWIN LANDSEER, born in 1802, in

London, on or about March 7, was the fifth
child in a family of seven children. The father,
John Landseer, a most skilful engraver, was the
author of some books on the art of engraving and
archzology. He once gave a course of lectures
before the Royal Institution. The mother, whose
maiden name was Miss Potts, was a gifted and
beautiful woman, whose portrait was painted by
Sir Joshua Reynolds.

The boy Edwin began to draw very early in life.
Miss Meteyard quotes these words from dJohn
Landseer: “These two fields were Edwin’s first
studio. Many a time have I liffed him over
this very stile. I then lived in Foley Street, and
nearly all the way between Marylebone and Hamp-
stead was open fields. It was a favorite walk
with my boys; and one day when I had accom-
panied them, Edwin stopped by this stile to ad-
mire some sheep and cows which were quietly
grazing. At his request I lifted him over, and,
finding a scrap of paper and a pencil in my pocket,
1 made him sketch a cow. He was very young




