
        
            

            George Clausen

            The Mind of the Artist

        

        
    



                
                
UUID: 9ded5666-05df-11e5-9236-4fc950d1ab4a

This ebook was created with BackTypo (http://backtypo.com)
by Simplicissimus Book Farm







        
            

                
                    
                        PREFACE
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    

                    
                        
                            [image: decoration]
                        

                    

                


                
                    
                It
is always interesting and profitable to get the views of workmen on
their work, and on the principles which guide them in it; and in
bringing together these sayings of artists Mrs. Binyon has done a
very useful thing. A great number of opinions are presented, which,
in their points of agreement and disagreement, bring before us in the
most charming way the wide range of the artist's thought, and enable
us to realise that the work of the great ones is not founded on vague
caprice or so-called inspiration, but on sure intuitions which lead
to definite knowledge; not merely the necessary knowledge of the
craftsman, which many have possessed whose work has failed to hold
the attention of the world, but also a knowledge of nature's laws.

"The
Mind of the Artist" speaks for itself, and really requires no
word of introduction. These opinions as a whole, seem to me to have a
harmony and consistency, and to announce clearly that the directing
impulse must be a desire for expression, that art is a language, and
that the thing to be said is of more importance than the manner of
saying it. This desire for expression is the driving-force of the
artist; it informs, controls, and animates his method of working; it
governs the hand and eye. That figures should give the impression of
life and spontaneity, that the sun should shine, trees move in the
wind, and nature be felt and represented as a living thing—this is
the firm ground in art; and in those who have this feeling every
effort will, consciously or unconsciously, lead towards its
realisation. It should be the starting-point of the student. It does
not absolve him from the need of taking the utmost pains, from making
the most searching study of his model; rather it impels him, in the
examination of whatever he feels called on to represent, to look for
the vital and necessary things: and the artist will carry his work to
the utmost degree of completion possible to him, in the desire to get
at the heart of his theme.

"Truth
to nature," like a wide mantle, shelters us all, and covers not
only the outward aspect of things, but their inner meanings and the
emotions felt through them, differently by each individual. And the
inevitable differences of point of view, which one encounters in this
book, are but small matters compared with the agreement one finds on
essential things; I may instance particularly the stress laid on the
observation of nature. Whether the artist chooses to depict the
present, the past, or to express an abstract ideal, he must, if his
work is to live, found it on his own experience of nature. But he
must at every step also refer to the past. He must find the road that
the great ones have made, remembering that the problems they solved
were the same that he has before him, and that now, no less than in
Dürer's time, "art is hidden in nature: it is for the artist to
drag her forth."
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                This
little volume, it need hardly be said, does not aim at being
complete, in the sense of representing all the artists who have
written on art. It is hoped, however, that the sayings chosen will be
found fairly representative of what painters and sculptors, typical
of their race and time, have said about the various aspects of their
work. In making the collection, I have had recourse less to famous
comprehensive treatises and expositions of theory like those of
Leonardo and of Reynolds, than to the more intimate avowals and
working notes contained in letters and diaries, or recorded in
memoirs. The selection of these has entailed considerable research;
and in tracing what was often by no means easy to find, I wish to
acknowledge the kind assistance, especially, of M. Raphael Petrucci,
M. Louis Dimier, and Mr. Tancred Borenius. I have also to thank Lady
Burne-Jones, Miss Birnie Philip, Mrs. Watts, Mrs. C. W. Furse, Mr. W.
M. Rossetti, Mr. J. G. Millais, Mr. Samuel Calvert, and Mr. Sydney
Cockerell, for permission to make quotations from Burne-Jones,
Whistler, Watts, Furse, D. G. Rossetti, Madox Brown, Millais, Edward
Calvert, and William Morris; also Sir Martin Conway, Sir Charles
Holroyd, Mrs. Herringham, Mr. E. McCurdy, and Mr. Everard Meynell,
for allowing me to use their translations from Dürer, Francisco
d'Ollanda (conversations with Michael Angelo), Cennino Cennini,
Leonardo, and Corot, respectively.

Thankful
acknowledgment is also made to the authors of any other quotations
whose names may inadvertently have been omitted.

Above
all, I thank my husband for his advice and help.
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  I


An
able painter by his power of penetration into the mysteries of his
art is usually an able critic.



  
    
      Alfred
Stevens.
    
    
      
        
          
            
              [1]
            
          
        
      
    
  



  
    
      
        
          
            [1]
          
        
      
    
  

  
The Belgian painter, not the English sculptor.



  II


Art,
like love, excludes all competition, and absorbs the man.


  Fuseli.



  III


A
good painter has two chief objects to paint, namely, man, and the
intention of his soul. The first is easy, the second difficult,
because he has to represent it through the attitudes and movements of
the limbs. This should be learnt from the dumb, who do it better than
any other sort of person.


  Leonardo
da Vinci.



  IV


In
my judgment that is the excellent and divine painting which is most
like and best imitates any work of immortal God, whether a human
figure, or a wild and strange animal, or a simple and easy fish, or a
bird of the air, or any other creature. And this neither with gold
nor silver nor with very fine tints, but drawn only with a pen or a
pencil, or with a brush in black and white. To imitate perfectly each
of these things in its species seems to me to be nothing else but to
desire to imitate the work of immortal God. And yet that thing will
be the most noble and perfect in the works of painting which in
itself reproduced the thing which is most noble and of the greatest
delicacy and knowledge.


  Michael
Angelo.



  V


The
art of painting is employed in the service of the Church, and by it
the sufferings of Christ and many other profitable examples are set
forth. It preserveth also the likeness of men after their death. By
aid of delineations the measurements of the earth, the waters, and
the stars are better to be understood; and many things likewise
become known unto men by them. The attainment of true, artistic, and
lovely execution in painting is hard to come unto; it needeth long
time and a hand practised to almost perfect freedom. Whosoever,
therefore, falleth short of this cannot attain a right understanding
(in matters of painting) for it cometh alone by inspiration from
above. The art of painting cannot be truly judged save by such as are
themselves good painters; from others verily is it hidden even as a
strange tongue. It were a noble occupation for ingenious youths
without employment to exercise themselves in this art.


  Dürer.
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      VI
    
  



  
    Give
thou to God no more than he asketh of thee; but to man also, that
which is man's. In all that thou doest, work from thine own heart,
simply; for his heart is as thine, when thine is wise and humble; and
he shall have understanding of thee. One drop of rain is as another,
and the sun's prism in all: and shalt not thou be as he, whose lives
are the breath of One? Only by making thyself his equal can he learn
to hold communion with thee, and at last own thee above him. Not till
thou lean over the water shalt thou see thine image therein: stand
erect, and it shall slope from thy feet and be lost. Know that there
is but this means whereby thou mayst serve God with man.... Set thine
hand and thy soul to serve man with God....
  



  
    Chiaro,
servant of God, take now thine Art unto thee, and paint me thus, as I
am, to know me; weak, as I am, and in the weeds of this time; only
with eyes which seek out labour, and with a faith, not learned, yet
jealous of prayer. Do this; so shall thy soul stand before thee
always, and perplex thee no more.
  



  
    
      Rossetti.
    
  



  
    
      VII
    
  



  
    I
know that this world is a world of imagination and vision. I see
everything I paint in this world, but everybody does not see alike.
To the eyes of a miser a guinea is far more beautiful than the sun,
and a bag worn with the use of money has more beautiful proportions
than a vine filled with grapes. The tree which moves some to tears of
joy, is in the eyes of others only a green thing which stands in the
way.... To the eye of the man of imagination, Nature is Imagination
itself.
  



  
    
      Blake.
    
  



  
    
      VIII
    
  



  
    Painting
is nothing but the art of expressing the invisible by the visible.
  



  
    
      Fromentin.
    
  



  
    
      IX
    
  



  
    The
picture I speak of is a small one, and represents merely the figure
of a woman, clad to the hands and feet with a green and grey raiment,
chaste and early in its fashion, but exceedingly simple.
  



  
    She
is standing: her hands are held together lightly, and her eyes set
earnestly open.
  



  
    The
face and hands in this picture, though wrought with great delicacy,
have the appearance of being painted at once, in a single sitting:
the drapery is unfinished. As soon as I saw the figure, it drew an
awe upon me, like water in shadow. I shall not attempt to describe it
more than I have already done, for the most absorbing wonder of it
was its literality. You knew that figure, when painted, had been
seen; yet it was not a thing to be seen of men.
  



  
    
      Rossetti.
    
  



  
    
      X
    
  



  
    A
great work of high art is a noble theme treated in a noble manner,
awakening our best and most reverential feelings, touching our
generosity, our tenderness, or disposing us generally to
seriousness—a subject of human endurance, of human justice, of
human aspiration and hope, depicted worthily by the special means art
has in her power to use. In Michael Angelo and Raphael we have high
art; in Titian we have high art; in Turner we have high art. The
first appeals to our highest sensibilities by majesty of line, the
second mainly by dignified serenity, the third by splendour
especially, the Englishman by a combination of these qualities, but,
lacking the directly human appeal to human sympathies, his work must
be put on a lower level.
  



  
    
      Watts.
    
  



  
    
      XI
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    Rhythmic
vitality, anatomical structure, conformity with nature, suitability
of colouring, artistic composition, and finish.
  



Hsieh
Ho
(Chinese, sixth century A.D.).


  
    
      XII
    
  



  
    In
painting, the most troublesome subject is man, then landscape, then
dogs and horses, then buildings, which being fixed objects are easy
to manage up to a certain point, but of which it is difficult to get
finished pictures.
  



Ku
K'ai-Chih
(Chinese, fourth century A.D.).


  
    
      XIII
    
  



  
    First
it is necessary to know what this sort of imitation is, and to define
it.
  



  
    Definition:
  



  
    It
is an imitation made with lines and with colours on some plane
surface of everything that can be seen under the sun. Its object is
to give delight.
  



  
    Principles
which may be learnt by all men of reason:
  



  
    No
visible object can be presented without light.
  



  
    No
visible object can be presented without a transparent medium.
  



  
    No
visible object can be presented without a boundary.
  



  
    No
visible object can be presented without colour.
  



  
    No
visible object can be presented without distance.
  



  
    No
visible object can be presented without an instrument.
  



  
    What
follows cannot be learnt, it is born with the painter.
  



  
    
      Nicholas
Poussin.
    
  



  
    
      XIV
    
  



  
    "In
painting, and above all in portraiture," says Madame Cavé in
her charming essay, "it is soul which speaks to soul: and not
knowledge which speaks to knowledge."
  



  
    This
observation, more profound perhaps than she herself was aware, is an
arraignment of pedantry in execution. A hundred times I have said to
myself, "Painting, speaking materially, is nothing but a bridge
between the soul of the artist and that of the spectator."
  



  
    
      Delacroix.
    
  



  
    
      XV
    
  



  
    The
art of painting is perhaps the most indiscreet of all the arts. It is
an unimpeachable witness to the moral state of the painter at the
moment when he held the brush. The thing he willed to do he did: that
which he only half-heartedly willed can be seen in his indecisions:
that which he did not will at all is not to be found in his work,
whatever he may say and whatever others may say. A distraction, a
moment's forgetfulness, a glow of warmer feeling, a diminution of
insight, relaxation of attention, a dulling of his love for what he
is studying, the tediousness of painting and the passion for
painting, all the shades of his nature, even to the lapses of his
sensibility, all this is told by the painter's work as clearly as if
he were telling it in our ears.
  



  
    
      Fromentin.
    
  



  
    
      XVI
    
  



  
    The
first merit of a picture is to feast the eyes. I don't mean that the
intellectual element is not also necessary; it is as with fine poetry
... all the intellect in the world won't prevent it from being bad if
it grates harshly on the ear. We talk of having an ear; so it is not
every eye which is fitted to enjoy the subtleties of painting. Many
people have a false eye or an indolent eye; they can see objects
literally, but the exquisite is beyond them.
  



  
    
      Delacroix.
    
  



  
    
      XVII
    
  



  
    I
would like my work to appeal to the eye and mind as music appeals to
the ear and heart. I have something that I want to say which may be
useful to and touch mankind, and to say it as well as I can in form
and colour is my endeavour; more than that I cannot do.
  



  
    
      Watts.
    
  



  
    
      XVIII
    
  



  
    Give
me leave to say, that to paint a very beautiful Woman, I ought to
have before me those that are the most so; with this Condition, that
your Lordship might assist me in choosing out the greatest Beauty.
But as I am under a double Want, both of good Judgment and fine
Women, I am forced to go by a certain Idea which I form in my own
Mind. Whether this hath any Excellence of Art in it, I cannot
determine; but 'tis what I labour at.
  



  
    
      Raphael.
    
  



  
    
      XIX
    
  



  
    I
mean by a picture a beautiful romantic dream of something that never
was, never will be—in a light better than any light that ever
shone—in a land no one can define or remember, only desire—and
the forms divinely beautiful—and then I wake up with the waking of
Brynhild.
  



  
    
      Burne-Jones.
    
  



  
    
      XX
    
  



  
    I
love everything for what it is.
  



  
    
      Courbet.
    
  



  
    
      XXI
    
  



  
    I
look for my tones; it is quite simple.
  



  
    
      Courbet.
    
  



  
    
      XXII
    
  



  
    Many
people imagine that art is capable of an indefinite progress toward
perfection. This is a mistake. There is a limit where it must stop.
And for this reason: the conditions which govern the imitation of
nature are fixed. The object is to produce a picture, that is to say,
a plane surface either with or without a border, and on this surface
the representation of something produced by the sole means of
different colouring substances. Since it is obliged to remain thus
circumscribed, it is easy to foresee the limit of perfectibility.
When the picture has succeeded in satisfying our minds in all the
conditions imposed on its production, it will cease to interest. Such
is the fate of everything which has attained its end: we grow
indifferent and abandon it.
  



  
    In
the conditions governing the production of the picture, every means
has been explored. The most difficult problem was that of complete
relief, depth of perspective carried to the point of perfect
illusion. The stereoscope has solved the problem. It only remains now
to combine this perfection with the other kinds of perfection already
found. Let no man imagine that art, bound by these conditions of the
plane surface, can ever free itself from the circle which limits it.
It is easy to foresee that its last word will soon have been said.
  



  
    
      Wiertz.
    
  



  
    
      XXIII
    
  



  
    In
his admirable book on Shakespeare, Victor Hugo has shown that there
is no progress in the arts. Nature, their model, is unchangeable; and
the arts cannot transcend her limits. They attain completeness of
expression in the work of a master, on whom other masters are formed.
Then comes development, and then a lapse, an interval. By-and-by, art
is born anew under the stimulus of a man who catches from Light a new
convention.
  



  
    
      Bracquemond.
    
  



  
    
      XXIV
    
  



  
    The
painter ... does not set his palette with the real hues of the
rainbow. When he pictures to us the character of a hero, or paints
some scene of nature, he does not present us with a living man in the
character of the hero (for this is the business of dramatic art); nor
does he make up his landscape of real rocks, or trees, or water, but
with fictitious resemblances of these. Yet in these figments he is as
truly bound by the laws of the appearance of those realities, of
which they are the copy (and very much to the same extent), as the
musician is by the natural laws and properties of sound.
  



  
    In
short, the whole object of physical science, or, in other words, the
whole of sensible nature, is included in the domain of imitative art,
either as the subjects, the objects, or the materials of imitation:
every fine art, therefore, has certain physical sciences collateral
to it, on the abstractions of which it builds, more or less,
according to its nature and purpose. But the drift of the art itself
is something totally distinct from that of the physical science to
which it is related; and it is not more absurd to say that physiology
or anatomy constitute the science of poetry or dramatic art than that
acoustics and harmonics are the science of music; optics, of
painting; mechanics, or other branches of physical science, that of
architecture.
  



  
    
      Dyce.
    
  



  
    
      XXV
    
  



  
    After
all I have seen of Art, with nothing am I more impressed than with
the necessity, in all great work, for suppressing the workman and all
the mean dexterity of practice. The result itself, in quiet dignity,
is the only worthy attainment. Wood-engraving, of all things most
ready for dexterity, reads us a good lesson.
  



  
    
      Edward
Calvert.
    
  



  
    
      XXVI
    
  



  
    Shall
Painting be confined to the sordid drudgery of facsimile
representations of merely mortal and perishing substances, and not be
as poetry and music are, elevated into its own proper sphere of
invention and visionary conception? No, it shall not be so! Painting,
as well as poetry and music, exists and exults in immortal thoughts.
  



  
    
      Blake.
    
  



  
    
      XXVII
    
  



  
    If
any man has any poetry in him, he should paint, for it has all been
said and written, and they have scarcely begun to paint it.
  



  
    
      William
Morris.
    
  



  
    
      XXVIII
    
  



  
    Long
live conscience and simplicity! there lies the only way to the true
and the sublime.
  



  
    
      Corot.
    
  



  
    
      XXIX
    
  



  
    
      
        All
the young men of this school of Ingres have something of the pedant
about them; they seem to think that merely to be enrolled among the
party of serious painters is a merit in itself. Serious painting is
their party cry. I told Demay that a crowd of people of talent had
done nothing worth speaking of because of all these factious dogmas
that they get enslaved to, or that the prejudice of the moment
imposes on them. So, for example, with this famous cry of
      
      
        
          
Beauty
        
      
      
        ,
which is, according to the world's opinion, the goal of the arts: if
it is the one and only goal, what becomes of men who, like Rubens,
Rembrandt, and northern natures in general, prefer other qualities?
Demand of Puget purity, beauty in fact, and it is good-bye to his
verve. Speaking generally, men of the North are less attracted to
beauty; the Italian prefers decoration; this applies to music too.
      
    
  



  
    
      Delacroix.
    
  



  
    
      XXX
    
  



  
    At
the present time the task is easier. It is a question of allowing to
everything its own interest, of putting man back in his place, and,
if need be, of doing without him. The moment has come to think less,
to aim less high, to look more closely, to observe better, to paint
as well but differently. This is the painting of the crowd, of the
townsman, the workman, the parvenu, the man in the street; done
wholly for him, done from him. It is a question of becoming humble
before humble things, small before small things, subtle before subtle
things; of gathering them all together without omission and without
disdain, of entering familiarly into their intimacy, affectionately
into their way of being; it is a matter of sympathy, attentive
curiosity, patience. Henceforth, genius will consist in having no
prejudice, in not being conscious of one's knowledge, in allowing
oneself to be taken by surprise by one's model, in asking only from
him how he shall be represented. As for beautifying—never!
ennobling—never! correcting—never! These are lies and useless
trouble. Is there not in every artist worthy of the name a something
which sees to this naturally and without effort?
  



  
    
      Fromentin.
    
  



  
    
      XXXI
    
  



  
    
      
        I
send you also some etchings and a "Woman drinking Absinthe,"
drawn this winter from life in Paris. It is a girl called Marie
Joliet, who used every evening to come drunk to the Bal Bullier, and
who had a look in her eyes of death galvanised into life. I made her
sit to me and tried to render what I saw. This is my principle in the
task I have set before me. I am determined to make no
book-illustration but it shall be a means of contributing towards an
      
      
        
          
effect of life
        
      
      
        
and nothing more. A patch of colour and it is sufficient; we must
leave these childish thoughts behind us. Life! we must try to render
life, and it is hard enough.
      
    
  



  
    
      Félicien
Rops.
    
  



  
    
      XXXII
    
  



  
    
      
        So
this damned Realism made an instinctive appeal to my painter's
vanity, and deriding all traditions, cried aloud with the confidence
of ignorance, "Back to Nature!"
      
      
        
          
Nature!
        
      
      
        
ah, my friend, what mischief that cry has done me. Where was there an
apostle apter to receive this doctrine, so convenient for me as it
was—beautiful Nature, and all that humbug? It is nothing but that.
Well, the world was watching; and it saw "The Piano," the
"White Girl," the Thames subjects, the marines ... canvases
produced by a fellow who was puffed up with the conceit of being able
to prove to his comrades his magnificent gifts, qualities which only
needed a rigorous training to make their possessor to-day a master,
instead of a dissipated student. Ah, why was I not a pupil of Ingres?
I don't say that out of enthusiasm for his pictures; I have only a
moderate liking for them. Several of his canvases, which we have
looked at together, seem to me of a very questionable style, not at
all Greek, as people want to call it, but French, and viciously
French. I feel that we must go far beyond this, that there are far
more beautiful things to be done. Yet, I repeat, why was I not his
pupil? What a master he would have been for us! How salutary would
have been his guidance!
      
    
  



  
    
      Whistler.
    
  



  
    
      XXXIII
    
  



  
    It
has been said, "Who will deliver us from the Greeks and Romans?"
Soon we shall be saying, "Who will deliver us from realism?"
Nothing is so tiring as a constant close imitation of life. One comes
back inevitably to imaginative work. Homer's fictions will always be
preferred to historical truth, Rubens' fabulous magnificence to all
the frippery copied exactly from the lay figure.
  



  
    The
painter who is a machine will pass away, the painter who is a mind
will remain; the spirit for ever triumphs over matter.
  



  
    
      Wiertz.
    
  



  
    
      XXXIV
    
  



  
    A
little book by the Russian soldier and artist Verestchagin is
interesting to the student. As a realist, he condemns all art founded
on the principles of picture-makers, and depends only on exact
imitation, and the conditions of accident. In our seeking after
truth, and endeavour never to be unreal or affected, it must not be
forgotten that this endeavour after truth is to be made with
materials altogether unreal and different from the object to be
imitated. Nothing in a picture is real; indeed, the painter's art is
the most unreal thing in the whole range of our efforts. Though art
must be founded on nature, art and nature are distinctly different
things; in a certain class of subjects probability may, indeed must,
be violated, provided the violation is not disagreeable.
  



  
    Everything
in a work of art must accord. Though gloom and desolation would
deepen the effects of a distressing incident in real life, such
accompaniments are not necessary to make us feel a thrill of horror
or awaken the keenest sympathy. The most awful circumstances may take
place under the purest sky, and amid the most lovely surroundings.
The human sensibilities will be too much affected by the human
sympathies to heed the external conditions; but to awaken in a
picture similar impressions, certain artificial aids must be used;
the general aspect must be troubled or sad.
  



  
    
      Watts.
    
  



  
    
      XXXV
    
  



  
    The
remarks made on my "Man with the Hoe" seem always very
strange to me, and I am obliged to you for repeating them to me, for
once more it sets me marvelling at the ideas they impute to me. In
what club have my critics ever encountered me? A Socialist, they cry!
Well, really, I might answer the charge as the commissary from
Auvergne did when he wrote home: "They have been saying that I
am a Saint-Simonian: it's not true; I don't know what a
Saint-Simonian is."
  



  
    Can't
they then simply admit such ideas as may occur to the mind in looking
at a man doomed to gain his living by the sweat of his brow? There
are some who tell me that I deny the charm of the country. I find in
the country much more than charm; I find infinite splendour; I look
on everything as they do on the little powers of which Christ said,
"I say unto you, that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed
like one of these." I see and note the aureole on the dandelion,
and the sun which, far away, beyond the stretching country, spends
his glory on the clouds. I see just as much in the flat plain; in the
horses steaming as they toil; and then in a stony place I see a man
quite exhausted, whose gasps have been audible since morning, who
tries to draw himself up for a moment to take breath. The drama is
surrounded by splendours. This is no invention of mine; and it is
long since that expression "the cry of the earth" was
discovered. My critics are men of learning and taste, I imagine; but
I cannot put myself into their skins, and since I have never in my
life seen anything but the fields, I try to tell, as best I can, what
I have seen and experienced as I worked.
  



  
    
      Millet.
    
  



  
    
      XXXVI
    
  



  
    One
of the hardest things in the world is to determine how much realism
is allowable in any particular picture. It is of so many different
kinds too. For instance, I want a shield or a crown or a pair of
wings or what not, to look real. Well, I make what I want, or a model
of it, and then make studies from that. So that what eventually gets
on to the canvas is a reflection of a reflection of something purely
imaginary. The three Magi never had crowns like that, supposing them
to have had crowns at all, but the effect is realistic because the
crown from which the studies were made is real—and so on.
  



  
    
      Burne-Jones.
    
  



  
    
      XXXVII
    
  



  
    Do
you understand now that all my intelligence rejects is in immediate
relation to all my heart aspires to, and that the spectacle of human
blunders and human vileness is an equally powerful motive for action
in the exercise of art with springs of tranquil contemplation that I
have felt within me since I was a child?
  



  
    We
have come far, I hope, from the shadowy foliage crowning the humble
roof of the primitive human dwelling, far from the warbling of the
birds that brood among the branches; far from all these tender
things. We left them, notwithstanding, the other day; and even if we
had stayed, do you think we should have continued to enjoy them?
  



  
    Believe
me, everything comes from the universal; we must embrace to give
life.
  



  
    Whatever
interest one may get from material offered by a period, religion,
manners, history, &c., in representing a particular type, it will
avail nothing without an understanding of the universal agency of
atmosphere, that modelling of infinity; it shall come to pass that a
stone fence, about which the air seems to move and breathe, shall be,
in a museum, a grander conception than any ambitious work which lacks
this universal element and expresses only something personal. All the
personal and particular majesty of a portrait of Louis XIV. by Lebrun
or by Rigaud shall be as nothing beside the simplicity of a tuft of
grass shining clear in a gleam of sunlight.
  



  
    
      Rousseau.
    
  



  
    
      XXXVIII
    
  



  
    Of
all the things that is likely to give us back popular art in England,
the cleaning of England is the first and the most necessary. Those
who are to make beautiful things must live in a beautiful place.
  



  
    
      William
Morris.
    
  



  
    
      XXXIX
    
  



  
    On
the whole, one must suppose that beauty is a marketable quality, and
that the better the work is all round, both as a work of art and in
its technique, the more likely it is to find favour with the public.
  



  
    
      William
Morris.
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