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PREFACE

this book mainly consists of matter

now published for the first time, it also

contains reprints of the author’s articles from

Harper’s Magazine, The Century, Scribner’s, The
Outlook, and other periodicals.

I desire to give my hearty thanks to the propri-
etors of these magazines for the kind permission
which enables me to reprint articles which are
their property and no longer mine.

A book which contains the collected writings of
a lifetime —and nearly all on one subject —
must of necessity comprise some repetitions. In
defense of such repetitions I may justify myself
by quoting a line from the veracious author of
“Alice in Wonderland”’:

“What I tell you three times — ia truel”
F. K.
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INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER
CHierFLY PERSONAL

HAT sturdy old British dogmatist, Dr. Samuel

Johnson, used to maintain stoutly that no

man in his senses ever read a book through from

beginning to end. His own method was to glance

rapidly through the pages, read only the parts
that interested him, and “skip”’ all the rest.

Dr. Johnson’s plan might be wisely followed in
the case of this introductory chapter of mine,
for it contains very little about Engravings and
Etchings, and, I fear, far too much about the
present writer.

But at the age of sixty-five an old campaigner
like myself may be pardoned if he is, at times, a
little garrulous, seeing that he began his cam-
paigning at the age of thirteen; and so I feel some-
what like Oliver Goldsmith’s old soldier, who
“shouldered his crutch and showed how Fields
were won,” although I shall pass very gently over
the occasions when some of my own “fields” were
lost.
A kindly English cynic has said that before an
old man actually falls into his dotage there inter-
venes a sort of mellow Indian Summer which may
be called his anec-dotage, and this I take to be

x



xx THE GOLDEN AGE OF ENGRAVING

my own position now. But having fairly warned
the reader that this first chapter is of a rambling
and scattered character, I add the promise that
throughout the remainder of the book I shall
stick closely to my subject.

As in the case of so many other men, the career
which I had planned for myself proved to be very
unlike that which my actual life-work has been.
From early boyhood I had resolved to be a farmer.
I loved the country and everything pertaining to
it, — the domestic animals and birds, the wild
creatures, the vegetation in all its forms. In the
year 1862 my father and mother, with their eight
children, were residing in Liverpool, England, and
although he had a comfortable competence, my
father deliberately came to the conclusion that
North America was a better country than England
for the future career of his boys and girls, and to
America the whole family came. But my father,
being a stanch British Tory, had a very poor
opinion of these United States, and so we settled
in Canada. There I worked very contentedly on
a farm for about two years, and I would probably
have remained a Canadian farmer to the present
hour were it not that I sustained a hurt which
nearly killed me and which put an end to every
species of work which required physical strength
and endurance. .

It was haying time on the farm. My own work
was to drive a team of horses to the meadow, where
the hay was ready for housing in the barn, to build
the .load on the wagon and to drive the horses

— S
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home. The men who pitched the hay up to me were
too lazy or too careless to carry their pitchforks
to the barn, so they threw them up on the top of
the high load. I started my horses, but an axle
broke, the load toppled over, and I fell heavily
on the prongs of a fork which pierced my lungs
deeply. When the doctor saw me his opinion
amounted to just this: “If he lives he’ll live, and
if he dies he’ll die.” Well, I lived —but my
farming days were forever at an end.

Next after farming I think I loved books best,
and so I made my way to New York and engaged
in that most interesting business, a bookseller’s.

To finish this brief account of my family in
Canada, I will mention that when each one of
my brothers attained the age when he could
safely disobey parental authority he quit Canada
and settled in the United States, and not long
afterward the old couple joined us in New York,
where they lived happily to the ages of seventy-
six and eighty-four respectively. My old father
soon became an enthusiastic American. He was
especially proud of a letter which he received
from the President of the United States, Gen-
eral Grant; and I well remember his pronounce-
ment after he had read every word of the famous
Beecher trial. He flung down his newspaper,
and exclaimed (in allusion to the old British cus-
tom of starving a jury so as to compel them to
agree on a verdict) “Well, if I were on that jury
I'd eat my shoes before I'd convict that man!”

But how did I become a printseller, forty years
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ago? I never sought such a career, and I had no
knowledge of fine prints; but I was pitchforked
into it (pitchforks again!) by a quaint and curi-
ous occurrence. Among my New York acquaint-
ances was an elderly London printseller who
had set up a shop in New York. During his
frequent visits to me he wasted my time sadly
by his incessant grumbling. Everything in New
York was wrong. Day and night, summer and
winter, were all wrong. The people of New York
got on his nerves because some of them talked with
a nasal twang, and it afflicted him that vehicles
took the right side of the street instead of driving
to the left “as they very properly do in London.”

At length he could endure his annoyances no
longer, so he clapped his entire stock into Leavitt’s
Rooms and had it sold at auction. The result
of this sale was (this was forty years ago) that
the inferior prints all sold at good prices, but in
the course of the sale our old pessimist found it
necessary to bid in some sixty-two of his finest
prints so as not to have them sacrificed at the
auction. Then he came to me, with the portfolio
of his prints under his arm, and said: “These
prints are the last tie that binds me to this
hateful place, and there is a steamer sailing
for England on Saturday. I believe I shall go
mad if I have to stay in this abominable town for
another week, and so I want you to make me an
offer for these prints which I saved from slaughter
at the auction. I assure you that they cost me,
in London, well over a hundred pounds sterling.”
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For my part, I had no more use for his old prints
than I would have had for the collection of echoes
which Mark Twain’s hero spent a fortune in
purchasing, and so to “let him down easy” I said
I would not pay more than a hundred dollars
for them. But, to my dismay, he accepted my
offer, and I found myself in a similar predica-
ment to that of the old lady who had won an
elephant at a raffle! However, the prints were
mine, and I soon learned to hate the sight of
them. ,
This brings me to mention a Philadelphia
man who had, in several ways, a strong influence
in making my life what it has been. He was
George Gebbie, a Scotchman by birth, and one
of the finest among the admirable men whom it
has been my privilege to know. He had his
faults, however, including a very irritable and
pugnacious temper; but apart from that I have
never known a more thoroughly manly man.
Mr. Gebbie had a passionate love for fine litera-
ture, and, indeed, he himself could write very
well both in prose and verse. It was he who
first indoctrinated me into the love of the writings
of Shakespeare and of Thackeray. I remember
that when he recommended me to read Thackeray
I asked him what was the main characteristic
of that author’s writings. His answer was so
good that it ought to be preserved in print: “ Well,
#’'s a kindly sneer at poor humanity.” 1 do not
think that Thackeray could be better character-
ized in one short phrase.
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Mr. Gebbie was, at that time, a publisher and
bookseller in Philadelphia and for years I had so
much business to transact with him that I often
went there. On one occasion I had to remain in
Philadelphia for an entire week. Before leaving
New York I wrote to my friend Gebbie, announ-
cing my visit, and in my letter I made mention
of the portfolio of prints which I had so foolishly
bought from the grim old Londoner. I said in
the letter: “You remember the story in the Vicar
of Wakefield of Moses, the vicar’s guileless son,
who took a horse to sell at the fair, and instead
of bringing back the much-needed money he
brought home, in payment for the horse, a gross
of green spectacles, which had been palmed off
on him by a knave.” I added that I myself,
no wiser than young Moses, had bought a gross
of green spectacles in the shape of a portfolio of
ancient and dingy looking prints. My friend,
in answering my letter, told me to bring my
“gross of green spectacles” along with me when
I came to Philadelphia, and he added, “You may
not know it, but there are people who collect
these smoky, poky old prints.”

Arriving in Philadelphia with my hated port-
folio, Mr. Gebbie gave me a letter of introduc-
tion to the late John S. Phillips, a wealthy old
Philadelphian who had spent most of his life
in collecting fine old engravings, and whose col-
lection is now one of the chief treasures of the
Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Arts. I showed
him my sixty-two prints and told him how they
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came into my possession. Mr. Phillips looked
them over and asked me what was their price.
I answered that, like a fool, I had paid a hundred
dollars for them and that all I asked was to get
my money back if I could. The gracious old
gentleman answered, “ You say you know nothing
as to the value of these prints. That being so,
it would be a dishonest act on my part to buy
the lot from you for a hundred dollars. I find
six among them which are well worth that sum
to me, and I will buy them from you.”

Old Mr. Phillips, being full of his hobby and
learning that I was to remain in Philadelphia
for a week, undertook my first education in print-
lore. He put some questions to me: “Can you
translate from the French?” 1 answered “Yes.”
“Can you translate German?” “No.” “Can
you translate Italian?” ‘““With the aid of what
Latin I know, yes.” Then he showed me rows
and rows of books in his library and said to me:
“These are all books of reference describing
the works of various great engravers. They are
mainly in the French language. You shall come
here every day, take some of your prints, and
identify them in my books.” This was my first
lesson in my specialty.

Mr. Phillips also marked the approximate
value on each one of my prints and gave me letters
of introduction to other Philadelphia collectors.
Among these were the late John Huneker, father
of Mr. James G. Huneker, of New York, the
distinguished writer on art and on music. I was
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also introduced to the greatest print-collector of
his time, James L. Claghorn. During my long
life it has been my privilege to have known many
notable men and women, but a finer specimen
of humanity, mentally and morally, than Mr.
Claghorn I have never known. He was of a type
which is very rare except in America; a strong,
forceful man who would have been a master under
nearly any circumstances, a great financier, a
powerful man of affairs, but yet a genuine lover
and collector of works of art. He was a huge
man, weighing more than three hundred pounds,
but he had a heart nearly as big as his own girth!
The poorest and obscurest art student in Phila-
delphia was as welcome to examine and study
his art treasures as was the greatest person in
the community. Mr. Claghorn, at the sugges-
tion of Mr. Phillips, bought a number of prints
from my ‘“gross of green spectacles,” and I re-
turned to New York with money enough to make
me decide to become a printseller. To do this
it was necessary for me to go to Europe to pro-
cure my stock, and to Europe I went. It did
not take long for me to expend my little store of
money, so I packed up my stock and engaged
my passage to New York on a steamer which
was to sail in a few days. The day following I
learned that the greatest printseller in all Europe
could be found at number 109, The Strand. I
went there and read on the signboard the name
of Noseda. I entered, inquired for Mr. Noseda,
and learned that the head of the house was Mrs.




JAMES L. CLAGHORN
The eminent print collector of Philadelphia




MR. CLAGHORN'S PRINT ROOM, PHILADELPHIA

THE PRINT ROOM OF THE BRITISH MUSEUM, LONDON




CHIEFLY PERSONAL xxvii

Noseda, an elderly widow. I was introduced to
her and found that in spite of her Italian name
she was a good cockney who had been born to
the prosy name of Jane Smith, and I perceived
that when she spoke, the letter 2 was very uncer-
tain in her vocabulary. I stated my business
and said that I had spent all my money before
I knew of her and her magnificent stock of
rare prints. ‘It might be arranged,” said Mrs.
Noseda, “if you ’ave good London references.”
Well, I had, and next day I took to her three
letters of which I was quite proud. ‘“What are
these?”” said she. I answered that they were
three letters from prominent London merchants,
and that these letters spoke of me as being an
honest and industrious young man. Mrs. No-
seda tore up the three letters unopened, dropped
them into the fire, and said to me: “Now you
may take anything and everything you like of
my stock, and when you return from New York
next year you shall pay me for them.”

This remarkable woman’s confidence in a
struggling “nobody” gave me my first real start
as a printseller; and I may add that for long years
afterwards I had the pleasure of paying her a
good many thousands of pounds sterling.

Some competent person should have written
Mrs. Noseda’s biography. If ever there was a
genuine ‘“character’” she was one. She was
upright and downright, very aggressive and posi-
tive, she was endowed with “a fine, furious tem-

”»

per,” and afraid of nothing in heaven above, or
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on earth beneath. Like nearly all of the Lon-
don shopkeepers (strange to say) she was a
stanch Tory, and she was recognized throughout
Europe as the authority on her difficult specialty.
After her shop was shut in the evening I often
joined her at supper, and this supper always
consisted of bread and cheese and a glass of
bitter ale. On these occasions it was sometimes
my humor to set her to abusing Mr. Gladstone.
She would willingly have pulled the rope which
should hang him! At supper one evening we
had the company of Mr. Addington, a gentleman
who had made a notable collection of prints.
In expounding her theories to him I remember
that she brought down her fist on the table and
shouted out: “Women are the henemies of my
business.” It was true enough then, but (at
least in America) all that is changed now, and
to-day women are among the most enlightened
and enthusiastic collectors of fine prints. After
her death her son and successor very truly said
to me: “My mother should have been a man.”
If she had been she would have been an excep-
tionally manly man. Her habitual epithet in
speaking of a certain rival, a man who had
nothing like her own knowledge and taste in
works of art, was “that old woman in Garrick
Street.”

Although she was a genuinely womanly woman
she had, superadded to that, the heart of a hero.
I shall relate one of the most “manly” acts I
ever knew of her: Her landlord was the late Mar-
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quis of Salisbury, who was afterward the Brit-
ish prime minister. Any London shopkeeper is
highly flattered if a nobleman takes the slightest
notice of him, but in this incident his lordship
found that in patronizing Mrs. Noseda he had
got (as a patriotic Englishman said to Queen
Elizabeth after her victory over the “invincible”
Spanish Armada) ‘“the wrong sow by the ear”!
Lord Salisbury, who had long been a man of let-
ters, was making a historical study of the speakers
of the House of Commons during the reign of
Charles the Second. Mrs. Noseda, knowing of
this, selected from her great stock of prints a
large number of portraits bearing on the subject,
and along with them she sent memoranda about
the chief British painters and engravers of that
epoch. About this time the first co-operative
stores had been established in London and, in
consequence, all the retail shopkeepers were
greatly alarmed for their own future. I was in
the valiant old woman’s shop when a grand car-
riage stopped at the door, a footman carried in
a portfolio of prints, and the Marquis of Salis-
bury entered, carrying in his hand a large official
looking card, which was signed, countersigned,
and sealed. This was a certificate of life-member-
ship in the Army and Navy co-operative stores,
and was made out in the name of Mrs. Jane
Noseda. His lordship said to her: “In lending -
me all these rare portraits, and sending me your
memoranda about them, you have done me a
service greater than you may suppose. I will
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not offend you by offering to pay you for this,
but I have brought you a little present which
you will find useful.” With that he handed her
the card. She read it and then said to him:
“What is this, my lord?”” He told her what it
was, but she laid it down before him on a table,
and said: “I thank you, my lord, but I cawn’t go
against my own class.” “Why, Mrs. Noseda,”
said he, “you will save ten or fifteen per cent in
the purchasing of all your household supplies.”
“Let the shopkeepers make their profit out of
me!” she shouted (by this time she was angry).
“My lord,” she went on, “you and the other great
property owners are starving your own tenants,
and if this goes on you will have whole rows of
shops standing empty and idle. I won’t accept
your card!” The Marquis of Salisbury was
little used to having such “faithful”’ talk addressed
to him by one of his own tenants, so he stared at
the angry old woman, put the offending card in
his pocket, and exclaiming “God bless my soul!”
strode away to his carriage.

In attending the many important auction sales
in Paris, she had no mercy on her own health.
She would quit London in the evening, travel all
night to Paris (a wearisome journey), next morn-
ing she would examine the prints, then spend the
whole afternoon in the auction room, and that
same evening she would set out on her return to
London.

In Paris “Madame” Noseda was almost as well
known as were the two great towers of the cathe-
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dral of Notre Dame. Indeed, any one seeing her in
her street attire (which was the same at all seasons
and for long years) was not likely to forget her.
She generally wore a yellow gown; her hat was of
the most outlandish and flamboyant British style,
but it was her outer street garment which made
her unforgetable. It was a satin shawl of scarlet
and yellow, in broad alternate stripes, and it could
be seen in the street as far as human eyesight could
reach. Whenever some great collection of prints
came to be sold at auction she was pretty sure to
be the largest buyer; and yet her knowledge of
the French language was of the slightest. She
could say “ou:” and “non’’ and “bon jour,” but
beyond that she knew little more except the
numerals 1, 2, 8, etc., which were indispensable
for her buying and selling; but, all the same, and
by some “rule of thumb” of her own, she gener-
ally managed to puzzle out the meaning of auction
catalogues and books of reference in the French
and German languages. Once, I remember, she
missed buying an important old Dutch print at
a Paris auction. She had consulted the standard
French authority on the prints by that master,
and had read that in the middle distance, to the
left, there stood a “meule.” After she had missed
getting possession of the coveted print, she said to
me: “It’s not the right one. The book describes
a mule standing in the landscape. I could see no
quadruped there, all I saw was a hayrick.” She
did not know that the French word “meule” was
a hayrick!
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How often it happens, in this “vale of tears,”
that a human life ends sadly enough. It was so
in Mrs. Noseda’s case. When she was nearly
eighty I noticed, during my visits to London, that
her strenuous day’s work tired her greatly, and I
used to exhort her to take a long and complete
rest. Her answer generally was: “I cawn’t. Who
could take my place ’ere?”” When I returned to
London one year, my first visit was to the print-
seller whom she used to call “that old woman.”
I said to him that I did not quite feel that I was
in London because I had not yet seen Mrs.
Noseda. This man, rubbing his hands gleefully,
said to me: “We shall have no more trouble
with ker. She’s in Bedlam™ (Bedlam, the Beth-
lehem Hospital for the insane, was what he meant).
I was shocked and grieved at the news he gave
me, but I said to him: “I see that your most
formidable rival has been disabled; but let me
tell you that Mrs. Noseda had more brains than
you and I and any other half dozen of us put
together.”

The valiant old woman lingered on in the asylum
for about three years, and then she died.

Another, though a minor character, among the
old-time London printsellers was Mr. Benoni
White, of Brownlow Street, High Holborn. It
was known that he was an expert who had accu-
mulated a fine stock of good prints. But his wife
inherited a legacy which was sufficient to main-
tain the old couple in comfort to the end of their
lives, and the true spirit of the old man wasable
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to assert itself. Then it was found that he loved
his prints far too well to think of parting with any
of them. During the nine or ten years when I
knew him he used to keep regular business hours.
He would arrive in the morning, open his shop,
carefully locking the front door from the inside,
and then settle down to be happy until the even-
ing hour for closing. Many a time have I stared
through the windows at prints which I would
have been very glad to buy; and having tried the
locked door I would knock, the old man would
look up, pleasantly enough, but would give me a
decided shake of his head and then go on contem-
plating some of his particular pets, and leave me
fretting and fuming on the sidewalk. After the
legacy he never parted with a print to the day of
his death.

When famous collections of old prints have come
to be dispersed at public auction in Europe the
operation of buying what one wants has its own
adventures. One such I shall relate. At the sale
in Berlin of a great collection, I bought, for 1400
marks, Rembrandt’s large etching called “The
Great Ecce Homo” representing Pontius Pilate
presenting Christ to the people. After the print
had been “knocked down” to me, a well-dressed
but somehow suspicious looking man came and
spoke to me in German, but quickly perceiving
that I did not understand that language he at
once dropped into excellent French. At the theater
I have sometimes paid my money to witness an
actor playing a part which was not so well acted
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as this comedy which my interlocutor then pro-
ceeded to play for me.

He said, very politely, “Sir, I see that you
are a stranger in Berlin. I myself was born here
and I have some civic pride in my native city.
I am sorry to tell you that you have been de-
frauded in paying the price which you did for that
Rembrandt etching. There is an unfair combi-
nation here to compel strangers to pay an exces-
sive price at auctions of works of art. I have
often remonstrated with my fellow citizens and
have told them that they were driving away such
sales to the Paris and London auction houses.”
After he had ascertained that I was willing to buy
a duplicate proof of the Ecce Homo, he said:
“As a loyal citizen of Berlin, it is in my power to
make restitution to you for the excessive price
which they have made you pay just now” (I
knew that I had not paid an excessive price). He
went on: “I have in my own collection a much
better proof of this same etching. If yours is
worth fourteen hundred marks mine is certainly
worth two thousand; but, so as to make restitu-
tion to you, I would sell it for one thousand.”
He conducted me to a handsome and well-fur-
nished house and, producing his print, he laid it
before me with the care which was due to so pre-
cious an object. I again asked him its price, and he
answered: “Under the circumstances, and for you
only, the price is one thousand marks.” I looked
him straight in the eye and told him that I would
give him five marks for it! He gave me a quick,
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sharp glance, saw that his imposture was de-
tected and said to me, cheerfully enough, “Take
it!” I bought it for five marks, so as to put it along
with my original Rembrandt. This very deceiv-
ing counterfeit is the work of a pupil of Rem-
brandt’s, Solomon Savry, and it is practically as
fine a picture as the original. The only way to
distinguish them is that Savry had slightly cor-
rected the drawing of the extended hand of a
pharisee, which hand, Rembrandt, in his creative
haste, had drawn a little carelessly.

I am bound to add that this man who had elab-
orated a comedy to cheat me was friendly and
useful to me during the remaining days of the
auction sale. He had doubtless realized what Sir
Walter Scott calls

““That stern joy which warriors feel,
At foeman worthy of their steel.”

I have already said that I would pass very ten-
derly over the failures and mistakes of my career
as a printseller; but I will relate an incident in
which I was fortunate beyond my deserts. The
first — the indispensable authority on the old en-
gravers and etchers is Le Peintre-Graveur, a work
in twenty-one volumes, compiled more than a
century ago by Adam Bartsch, the curator of
the great collection of engravings at Vienna. He
wrote this monumental work in the French lan-
guage, and his diction, if quaint, is very good.

One summer, when I was in London, I had
money enough to buy a set of “Bartsch.” The
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evening of the day upon which I received the
work I dined at the house of a wealthy Londoner.
After dinner the footman served the guests with
large cups of very strong coffee. All the guests,
including the ladies, partook of this stimulant,
and, not to be singular, so did I. Arrived at my
lodging about midnight I found that the coffee
was far too potent to allow me to sleep. So I left
my bed, lit my candle, and sought some stupid
book the reading of which might induce som-
nolence. I took up, at random, volume 14 of
Bartsch’s work, returned to bed, and by the light
of my candle I read nearly all of the four hundred
and fifty pages. This volume treats of the works
engraved by Marcantonio Ramondi, who worked
under the direction of Raphael. Toward morning
I got sleepy. The last print which I had read about
was a Madonna in the Clouds, a print which is mi-
nutely described by Bartsch, but which I had never
seen. It is a print measuring about 6} by 5} inches.
Then I fell asleep. Next morning I went to keep
an appointment in the Brompton Road, and as
I rode by on the top of an omnibus I caught a
glimpse, down a narrow side street, of a shop
which had a bunch of old prints hanging at the
door. They were labeled “Your choice for six-
pence” (twelve cents). I was always blessed with
very keen eyesight, but naturally I could only see
the print which hung on the outside. I rode on
to my destination and then came back on foot to
the little street where I could have “my choice
for sixpence.” Most of the prints were not worth
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even this modest price, but the one I had had a
glimpse of, two hundred feet away, was obviously
a fine old Italian engraving, and in the manner of
Marcantonio. So I bought the print for sixpence
and took it to the Print Room of the British
Museum. One of the curators told me that it
was the genuine print, although it had been count-
erfeited more than once, and that my acquisition
was a fine original impression. Then I took it to
Mr. Holloway, a very learned printseller. I told
him that I had found it in a very unlikely place,
that I had bought it at a very low price, and that
I would sell it to him at any price which he would
name himself. Mr. Holloway, who knew the
famous print right well, said to me, “Well, Mr.
Keppel, this is a print for which I might not find
a buyer in ten years. I would take it from you at
thirty guineas (about $153), but it is worth more.”
I said I would accept the money, and he paid it
to me. So much for the combination of a big cup
of strong coffee, a man with long and strong eye-
sight, and perhaps, also, a good memory for what
he had read for the sole purpose of putting him-
self to sleep!

Besides Mr. Claghorn, two of the most notable
print-collectors of my time were the late Henry
F. Sewall and the late Samuel P. Avery, both
New Yorkers. Mr. Sewall’s specialty was the older
engravings, while Mr. Avery confined himself to
the nineteenth-century etchings.

Mr. Sewall’s knowledge of old prints was quite
phenomenal. In the course of my own affairs I
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have often been called upon to identify and authen-
ticate some rare old print. Sometimes I knew
it at sight, sometimes I found it described in the
books of reference, but on several occasions I had
to resort to my court of final appeal: I simply
took the print to Mr. Sewall and on every such
occasion he was at once able to identify it. The
citizens of Boston did a wise thing when, after Mr.
Sewall’s death, they bought his grest collection
for their city.

Samuel P. Avery was a dealer in paintings, and
was perhaps the most eminent expert of his time.
His judginent on a painting was almost like “the
oracle of the Lord” and many times since his
death some painting, bought on his recommenda-
tion, has been resold at a great advance on Mr.
Avery’s original price for it. It is very unusual
for a man who has made a competence in retail
business to become a generous public benefactor,
but Samuel P. Avery was a notable exception.
In his later years he was one of the most liberal
and public-spirited citizens of New York. The
Avery Library of architectural books at Columbia
University is one of the permanent monuments
to his memory. Another is the superb collection
of oriental porcelains which is now in the Metro-
politan Museum. But Mr. Avery’s chief memorial
is the great collection of nineteenth-century etch-
ings which is soon to be housed in the new Public
Library of New York. It is a collection of prints -
which it would now be quite impossible to dupli-
cate. A very curious circumstance was that
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although Mr. Avery lived and grew rich by his
signal ability as a dealer in paintings, yet when
he bought a picture for himself it was pretty sure
to be a modest etching in black-and-white. His
collection of French nineteenth-century etchings
is, I believe, the finest in the world, and yet he
did not speak the French language.

With regard to the Avery collection of Whist-
ler’s etchings, I may relate that when the eminent
London critic, Mr. Frederick Wedmore, under-
took to make a catalogue of these etchings, his
first move was naturally, to state his purpose to
Whistler. The great man then said to him: “My
dear boy, I have kept little or nothing of my own
etchings, but if you wish to make an adequate
catalogue of them, you must go to New York and
see them in Mr. Samuel P. Avery’s collection.”
Mr. Wedmore came to New York, and I had the
pleasure of introducing him to Mr. Avery. Wed-
more’s catalogue of Whistler’s etchings was first
published in 1886 and for about twenty years it
remained the standard authority. But two later
books on this much-studied subject must, in the
main, supersede the earlier work. These two
books are the very carefully prepared catalogues
of Mr. Howard Mansfield, published in 1909,
and that of Mr. Edward G. Kennedy, published
in 1910. It is a source of pride to me that these
two monumental works were written by New York
experts.

An interesting interview which I had in Paris
with the great composer, Charles Gounod, may be
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worth recording. Every one knows his operas, such
as Faust and Romeo and Juliet, and his orchestral
pieces, such as the charming Funeral March of a
Marionnette, but his sacred music (which I think
is his finest) is less known.

After I had left the choir of Old Trinity Church,
New York, our much-loved director, A. H. Messiter,
was about to celebrate his twenty-fifth year as
organist and choirmaster of Trinity, and to mark
the occasion a hundred men, tenors, baritones, and
bassos, who, as boys, had sung in his choir, resolved
to celebrate the anniversary. Having obtained
the consent of the rector, Dr. Morgan Dix, they
chose a Mass by Gounod, written for adult male
voices, and they had it arranged for the communion
service of the Episcopal church. I was one of the
hundred singers invited to participate, but I could
not do so for two reasons which I may classify
under the headings a and b; a, I had to be in Paris
on that date, and b, my voice was gone and I
couldn’t sing anyhow! But I resolved to do what
I could for our choirmaster. Arrived in Paris I
learned that Gounod was “visible” at two o’clock
in the afternoon, but only by previous appoint-
ment. I was warned to write to him in French
and that it had become usual to address him as
Maitre. So I wrote to the great man and stated
my case: I said that I applied to him for a few
lines written by his own hand, congratulating the
organist and choirmaster of Old Trinity on the
occasion of his thirtieth anniversary of director-
ship of the famous choir; I said that Dr. Messiter
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was the first man in America who had made Gou-
nod’s sacred music known to all the churches out-
side the Catholic, and that I could assure hiin that
in music Messiter was an artist and that, per-
sonally, he was a gentleman. I added that I
would call at his house the following day in the
hope of receiving a favorable response to my re-
quest. When I arrived there I was told that the
master would receive me and that I would find
him in his music room. I was ushered into a
room as big as a chapel and I saw that the whole
end of it, from floor to ceiling and from wall to
wall, was filled with a great organ. At the organ
the master was seated, and I remember that he
was dressed in a suit of dark brown velvet and wore
on his head a fogque or cap of the same material. He
did not quit his seat, but he said to me in French:
“You are the gentleman from New York,” and
pointing to a table he added, “There is your letter.”
Gounod contmued, “But I do not like the Ameri-
cans; they steal my music.” I answered that this
was true, but I assured him that the choir of Old
Trinity never stole his music, because they always
sang it from his own copyright edition. “A4h,
c’est bien,” said Gounod, and then, looking at his
watch, he told me that in four minutes he expected
the visit of a friend who was to take him in his
carriage for a drive in the Bois de Boulogne. He
added: “For four minutes I am at your service;
what shall I play for you?” Reflecting for a
moment, I answered: “Four minutes, master; then
play me that instrumental introduction, before the
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voices come in, to the Credo of your Saint Cecilia
Mass.” Then, for the first time, the old gentle-
man shuffled off his seat, came and gripped me by
the hand, and said: “Vous aimez ce morceau la; je
Paime moi-méme!” (You like that piece? I like
it myself!) Then he went back to his organ and
played what I had asked for, superbly, and just
as he had finished, his friend arrived and took
him away. I never saw Gounod again.

Having strayed so far away from my subject in
this chapter, I shall end it by straying still farther,
for I shall bring on the scene a famous heavy-
weight prize-fighter. We must not think that the
ancient days of knight-errantry are dead, when a
knight became the champion of any helpless
person, man or woman. The Irish have a
phrase, “a whole man” and a great pugilist
must be just that, at least on the physical side.
In the summer of 1909 I took a steamer from
England, on my seventy-ninth passage across the
Atlantic. Our first meal on the steamer was the
one o’clock lunch. Seats had been assigned to
the passengers, but the printed list of their names
was not yet ready and in consequence nobody
knew anybody. I was placed near the end of
a long table, the seat to my left being vacant.
At the end of the table, quite near me, there
sat a big, broad-shouldered, sandy-haired man,
whose nose (like that of Michael Angelo and of
Thackeray) had been damaged. At my right
hand sat a young lady, and opposite me sat a
very angry-eyed man of about sixty. While I
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was chatting, quietly enough, with the young
lady, the man opposite shouted out, “Oh, hold
your tongue!” and to the young lady he said,
“Don’t listen to that old fool!”

I was puzzled by such an unwarranted aggres-
sion by a total stranger, but I decided to “make
haste slowly” in preventing its repetition; so I
did nothing at that time. At the seven o’clock
dinner, just as I had taken my place at the table,
the big sandy-haired man came to me and said
that as there was a vacant chair to my left he would
like to occupy it during our voyage if I did not
object. Of course I answered that I would be very
glad to have his company, and down he sat beside
me. My enemy opposite had evidently taken a
strong dislike to me, I know not why, but he
was again gratuitously rude. After the dinner
an incident occurred which resulted in insuring to
me the peace and quiet which an inoffensive pas-
senger is entitled to while traveling on a steamer.
The Big Fellow strode up to my enemy and said
to him: “See here! You have been very rude, at
the table, to my friend Mr. Keppel, and I cannot
see that he has given you any offense. Now, if
this should happen again I warn you that you
will have to reckon with me.” “You,” said the
other, “who are youf” My champion went close
to my enemy and said with quiet significance,
““My name is Bob Fitzsimmons.”
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LTHOUGH the engraving of ornamental
designs upon metal can be traced back to
remote antiquity, yet the valuable discovery that
impressions from engraved plates could be taken
upon paper was, like many valuable discoveries,
accidental. This was the epoch as important to
art as the discovery of printing was to knowledge,
and both for the same reason, for now impressions
from plates, like impressions from type, could be
multiplied and diffused without limit. This im-
portant invention of printing from engraved
plates is claimed for Tommaso Finiguerra, a
Florentine goldsmith. Finiguerra practised the
decoration of gold and silver plates by filling
engraved lines with a black enamel, which was
allowed to harden, and to obtain the effect of the
design, it was his custom to rub soot and oil into
the incisions before permanently filling them with
enamel, or niello. One of his plates thus filled
was by chance laid face downward upon a sheet
of paper, and when it was taken up — behold!
the first impression from an engraved plate was
seen upon the white surface.
1
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The hint thus given was quickly improved by
the artists of that age; engraving upon metal
plates'began to take rank as a fine art, and the
golden age of engraving dawned upon the world.
To-day, four centuries after, the ray of light
which prints its image upon the sensitive plate
of the camera falls aslant upon the fading glory
of the art. Raphael Morghen, one of the last of
the great engravers, died in 1833, and in 1839
Daguerre announced to the world the discovery
of photography.

The engraving, according to Charles Sumner,
is not a copy or imitation of the original repre-
sented, but a translation into another language,
where light and shade supply the place of color.
It does not reproduce the original picture except
in drawing and expression; but as Bryant’s
“Homer”’ and Longfellow’s “Dante’’ are presenta-
tions of the great originals in another language,
so the engraving is a presentation of the painting
in another material, which is another language. -
And it is here, as the translator and multiplier
of the masterpieces of painting, that engraving
finds its true sphere; so that we may define its
excellence thus: a great painting reproduced by

a great engraver.
+  'The latter part of the fifteenth century was
prolific in artistic genius. Truly, “there were
giants in those days.” Albrecht Diirer, the father
of the German school, was born in 1471; that
sublime genius Michael Angelo in 1474; Titian,
the great Venetian colorist, in 1477; Raphael,
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THE ANGEL OF THE ANNUNCIATION
Size of the original print, 65 by 4} inches.
Designed and engraved by Martin Schongauer (14457-1499?)

/4

I S VIS




THE NATIVITY
Size of the original print. 6} by 6} inches.
Designed and engraved by Martin Schongauer (14452-14992)
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“the prince of painters,” in 1483. Rubens was
born more than three hundred years ago; and
Rembrandt “the inspired Dutchman,” in 1606.
Those great masters fully understood the value
of that art which could multiply their designs.
And so we find Raphael employing Marcantonio
Raimondi to engrave for him; Titian had Cor-
nelius Cort working in his own house; Rubens
formed and educated a notable school of engravers,
while Diirer and Rembrandt engrgved their own
designs in such a masterly manner that, though so
unlike, they are the two greatest names in engra-
ving. —
A fine engraving is, perhaps more than any
other work of fine art, a triumph. What the
painter achieves by the use of a thousand tints,
and the sculptor or architect by projecting his
thought with the substantial attribute of form,
the engraver presents with equal effect upon \\
the plain surface of the paper with printer’s-ink
alone, nor can the reason persuade the sight that
the scene before it is only a white plane lined and
dotted with black. -7
These two methods of printing, however, so
far from being identical, are the opposite of each
other. Typography, wood-cuts, and lithographs
are printed from the inked surface, while line
engravings, mezzotints, and etchings print from
the cut away parts of the plate; so that what comes
out black in typography comes out white from
engraved plates, and vice versa. And while the
printing-press actually runs by steam, the printing
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of each impression from an engraved or etched
plate is a slow and difficult process. No printer
can get a good proof from a bad or inartistic
plate; but, on the other hand, a maladroit pnnter
would ruin the effect of the ﬁnest plate in the
world.

At the present day no one thinks of inquiring
who was the engraver of a plate after Landseer,
or Turner, or Meissonier; often these modern
prints are no better than composite pieces of
manufacture, combining machine-work with line,
etching, and mezzotint; but the old engravers
were themselves consummate artists, who ranked
as to skill with the great painters whose works
they translated, and some of them even improved
on their archetypes, emphasizing merits and sup-
pressing defects. Such engravings are designated
not so much from the painter as from the engraver,
so that we speak of Miiller’s ““Sistine Madonna,”
and not Raphael’s, and Morghen’s “Last Supper,”
and not Leonardo da Vinci’s.

A recent French writer has well said that an
engraving fills a place midway between a paint-
ing and a book: while it lacks color, it compen-
sates for this by its more > familiar character; it
"is ‘more portable, it is more companionable, it
does not require to be hung in a certain light, and,
more than all, it is attainable, and may be pos-
“sessed by almost any one. Thus the sublime
compositions of the old masters, once confined
to the galleries of the great, or only known to
the world by inadequate copies, are, thanks to




THE NATIVITY
Size of the original print, 7 by 5 inches.
Designed and engraved by Albrecht Durer in the year 1504
During the past four centuries Diirer has remained the supreme master of the
German school, both as painter and as engraver on copper and on wood.



THE KNIGHT, DEATH, AND THE DEVIL
Size of the original print, 91% by 74 inches.
Designed and engraved by Albrecht Diirer in 1518.

In the Uffizi Gallery, Florence, there is Diirer’s original drawing of the magnificent
horse on which the knight is mounted. In every possible direction there are
straight lines drawn through the figure of the horse, and the measurements
are carefully written down by Diirer. This shows us that masterpieces are
not made at random, but are the result of serious and hard study.
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the old engravers, left as an inheritance to all

lovers of beauty; the engraving goes where the‘

painting cannot g0, and where the painting is
silent the engraving speaks with the familiarity
of a printed book. These translations of the
painters’ masterpieces, coming down through the
loving hands of generation after generation of art-
collectors, must be to us in America one of the
chief sources of our art knowledge, as they are in
some instances the only records of originals which
have long since perished.

It is the fault of some writers on the subject,
as it is the infirmity of some zealous. collectors,
to_attach importance to.mere rarity rather than
to artistic excellence. An intelligent amateur,
in speaking on this subject, has said that it was
sometimes this very inferiority that caused their
rarity, because when .they were first produced
they did not please the purchasers, and so only
a few were printed; and-he emphasized his point
with & pun by adding: “They are raré because
they are not well done.”

But apart from its higher merit as a picture,
a good engravmg is a marvel of beautiful mechan-
ism. It requires an amount of painstaking skill
and labor that seems almost incredible. Fried-
rich Miiller devoted six years of constant work
to his great plate of the “Sistine Madonna,” and
many important plates have occupied their en-
gravers from three to five years. For this reason,
if for no other, fine line engraving may be almost
numbered among the lost arts; for when a paint-
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ing can be photographed in three minutes, or
copied in chromo-lithography or machine-work at
a very small expense, no engraver could afford
to spend years in study and preparation, and then
years working upon a single plate. Owing to
these causes, two of our nineteenth-century
painters, Durand and Casilear, abandoned line
engraving, though they were both engravers of
marked ability. Thus the masterpieces of the
engraver’s art must be the masterpieces always.

In line engraving, which was long esteemed as
the highest style of the art, the effect is produced
by incisions on a copper or steel plate, cut by
the graver or burin, and the various effects of
light and shade, distance and perspective, the
textures of draperies and accessories, flesh-tints,
and the expression of features, are all produced
by a corresponding variety of lines engraved
into the plate. To take an impression from this
plate its surface is covered with a thick oily ink
so that all the lines are effectually filled. As this
smears the entire plate, the printer next rubs off
the superfluous ink, first with a cloth, and then
with the palms of his hands. The surface is
now clean, but the ink still remains in all the lines
or incisions. The sheet of paper which is to
receive the impression is then damped, and laid
upon the plate, and both are passed under a
roller press, the result being that the ink is trans-
ferred from the incisions in the plate to the sheet
of paper.

Next in importance to line engraving comes




MELANCHOLIA
Size of the original print, 9y% by 7} inches.
Designed and engraved by Albrecht Diirer in the year 1514.
Many unavailing attempts have been made to explain the meaning of this beauti-
ul print. Durer was a mystic, and we may question if he himself knew what
it meant!



ADAM AND EVE
Size of the original print, 9} by 7 inches.
Designed and engraved by Albrecht Diirer ir. 1504.

Diirer was so proud of this print that, for the only time, he records in the tablet
which hangs from the tree, that it was done in Nuremberg. He must have
seen some drawing of the ancient Greek statue of the Apollo Belvidere before
he engraved this picture of Adam.
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etching, and many authorities give this process
the first place. In etching the plate is first cov-
ered with a coat of wax or resin, which is dis-
solved by heat, and allowed to harden. The
tool used is the point, or etching-needle. With
this the lines and dots of the design are traced
through the wax on to the surface of the copper
plate. Aquafortis is then poured on, and this
powerful acid eats into the copper wherever a
line has been made, the wax meanwhile protect-
ing the other parts. After repeated bitings by
aquafortis, according to the effect desired, the
plate is cleaned from the acid and wax, and is
then ready to be printed from in the same manner
as a line engraving.

From the difference of the two processes it
will be seen that the characteristics of line engra-
ving are beautiful precision and symmetry of
form, while etching excels in freedom and sketchi-
ness; and while long years of practice are essen-
tial to the former, the latter can be produced,
after a little technical study, by any one who can
draw. Hence when a painter undertakes to
engrave one of his own designs, he naturally
resorts to etching; on the other hand, when a pro-
fessional engraver undertakes to make an elaborate
reproduction of an important painting, line engra-
ving is employed.

The mezzotint process was carried to great per-
fection more than a century ago in England. The
plate is first roughened uniformly all over, so
that if it were then inked and printed from, it
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would print a solid black; the rough surface is
then scraped away according to the effect required,
those parts most smoothed taking up the least
ink, and so producing the highest lights, while
the parts least scraped away produce the deepest
shadows.

In stipple engraving the effect is produced
entirely by dots or holes punched into the plate;
it has been much used for the flesh parts in por-
traits, but very few of the prints in stipple-work
have a reputation in art, except the graceful and
dainty prints engraved by Bartolozzi and his
school towards the end of the eighteenth century.

Bank-note engraving has reached its highest
perfection in America. The plates and dies are
engraved on steel in the line manner; in addition
to this, beautiful mechanical effects are produced
by the complicated geometrical lathe. Except
with regard to bank-note work, the phrase “a
steel engraving” is only a figure of speech; what
are so called are really engraved on copper, which
is a much mellower material to work in than steel.
All the great prints of former ages were done on
‘copper plates, and not on steel, as is sometimes
supposed.

In briefly reviewing the most famous engravers
we may divide them for convenience into two
general classes — those who flourished before the
middle of the seventeenth century, and those who
appeared in the succeeding centuries. The works
of the former class, representing as they do the
birth, infancy, and youth of the art, are peculiarly




THE HOLY FAMILY
Size of the original print, 7} by 4 inches.
Designed and engraved by Lucas van Leyden (1494-1533).
Lucas van Leyden, contemporary of Diirer, engraved his plates with such deli-
cate lines that they yielded very few good proofs. In the one detail of per-
spective, he was Diirer’s superior.



THE EMPEROR CHARLES V
Size of the original print, 8} by 54 inches.
Designed and engraved by Barthel Beham in 1581.
The extremely rare First State, before the monogram. Sir Seymour Haden, who
was hostile to line-engraving, declared that this portrait is a masterpiece.
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interesting to the studious connoisseur; they in-
clude nearly all the famous “painter-engravers”
— those who engraved their own designs. Among
the critical books of reference on this class of
artists one work is pre-eminent; it is Le Peinire-
Graveur, in twenty-one volumes, by Adam Bartsch,
who was the curator of the great collection at
Vienna. Bartsch’s work, which is written in
French, is indispensable to every collector of
the older engravings; it is a marvel of critical
research, giving a minute description of all the
works of each engraver, and describing the earlier
and later “states” of each plate, as well as desig-
nating the numerous counterfeits that have been
made upon the most admired old prints; but as
the work only treats of the artists who engraved
their own designs, it has no information upon
the great line engravers who have reproduced the
masterpieces of painting. As a general book of
reference upon the famous engravers as well as
upon the great painters, Bryan’s Dictionary of
Painters and Engravers is considered the best.

To commence with the earliest engravers of
whom we have any record, Finiguerra, who has
been already mentioned as the discoverer of the
art of printing from engraved plates, took im-
pressions on paper about the year 1440. One
very beautiful print of his is preserved in the
great public collection in Paris; it is a small com-
position representing the Nativity, and is crowded
with figures. His immediate followers in Italy
were Andrea Mantegna, who was born at Padua
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in 1481, and Baccio Baldini, who was his con-
temporary. Fifty years later appeared the great-
est of the old Italian engravers in Marcantonio
Raimondi, who was born at Bologna in 1487, and
died in 1536. Among collectors of the oldest
engravings, Marcantonio is a great name, ranking
almost with Albrecht Diirer and Rembrandt. Early
in his career he attracted the attention of Raphael,
and that master, recognizing the value of engra-
ving as a vehicle for multiplying his own designs,
gave Marcantonio employment under his own
supervision. So exquisitely correct is the drawing
of his figures that connoisseurs profess to see the
magic hand of Raphael himself in these faultless
outlines. A fine impression of the engraver’s
portrait of the poet Aretino, the friend of Titian,
has been recently sold at auction in London for
£780 sterling. Marcantonio was the founder of
a renowned school.

Of contemporary German engravers, Martin
Schongauer comes earliest. His prmts, which
are very scarce and high-priced, show force and
originality, as well as great technical skill in the
use of the graver; but the work of all these
early German masters is a little stiff and Gothic
in style, though indicating an admirable sincerity
and directness of purpose.

But the greatest name in this connection is
that of Albrecht Diirer, who was born in the quaint
old city of Nuremberg in 1471. Diirer found the
art of engraving in its infancy, and carried the
technical fineness of it to a perfection that has



PORTRAIT OF REMBRANDT LEANING UPON A SABRE
Size of the original print, 7§ by 6} inches.

From the original etching by Rembrandt, etched in 1634. First state of the
plate, before the copper was cut to an oval. In this state of the plate, four
proofs only are known. This illustration was photographed from the proof
in the old royal collection of the kings of France. At the auction sale in Lon-
don of the Holford collection another proof of this etching sold for the enor-
mous price of £2000, or about $10,000. The buyer was Lord Rothschild.
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CLEMENT DE JONGHE
Size of the original print, 8} by 61 inches.

From the original etching by Rembrandt, etched in 1651. Clement de Jonghe
was one of the most celebrated publishers of his time in Holland. Many of
the best plates of the best etchers — Cornelis and Jan Visscher, Rogman,
Zeeman and Paul Potter — bear his name as publisher. The beauty of effect
and felicity of pose of this portrait are very remarkable. Rembrandt, by his
art, has given to the portrait of this unpretending print-seller an air of
melancholy and reverie that would not ill become a philosopher in meditation.
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never been surpassed. His journals and the
records of his life show him to have been a devout,
sincere, and true-hearted man. It has been
recorded by his friend Pirkheimer that Diirer’s
life was embittered and shortened by that dread-
ful ill, a “nagging” wife; and much ink has been
shed to prove, on the one hand, that Agnes did,
and, on the other, that she did not, lead our
artist a terrible life. In some of Diirer’s best
prints, such as the “Knight of Death” and the
“Melancholia,” there is a mystical obscurity
that has piqued and baffled the curiosity of his
most earnest students.

Lucas van Leyden was the friend of Diirer.
His prints, while retaining their individuality,
are of the same general character.

It was not till the early part of the seventeenth
century that stars of the first magnitude again
appeared. And in that bright galaxy the bright-
est name is that of Rembrandt. This wonderful
genius was born in Holland in 1606. Discarding
the slow and laborious practice of the burin, he
had recourse to etching, which process he carried
to a height which places him alone as the great
representative etcher for all time.

Rembrandt’s etchings exhibit the same quali-
ties and defects as his paintings. He despised
grace and beauty of form as we now understand
them. His figures are uncouth and clumsy. An
ugly old woman was to him a far more attractive
model than a fair young girl; but he saw and
expressed the dignity of old age and wrinkles as
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no artist before or since has done; and the magic
effect of his light and shade, the sincerity and
truthfulness of his composition, and the felici-
tous effect of his apparently random lines, all
bear the stamp of a great master.

As an example of his genius, the etching of
Christ presented by Pilate to the people, known
as the “Great Ecce Homo,” may be cited. It
is a grand composition: the surging mass of the
populace in the foreground; the cruel priests and
Pharisees importuning Pilate; Pilate himself,
false, vacillating, and temporizing; and, above
all, the Man of Sorrows, crowned with thorns, and
looking upward with a wearied and hunted expres-
sion that goes straight to the heart.

Contemporary with Rembrandt was another
Dutch artist, Cornelis Visscher, who combined
in his prints the graver and etching-point in an
original and very effective manner. His best
engravings are those from his own designs. Of
these the “Pancake Woman” and the “Rat-
Catcher” are the most admired. But we turn
with a peculiar liking to his less pretentious
print of an old cat taking her noonday nap, while
a gray old veteran of the rat-hole steals out behind
her. This quaint little print has the effect of a
familiar family portrait. Visscher’s cat is our
cat, with the very tricks of ear, eye, paw, and
whisker proper to our own particular Tabby in
her philosophic moods.

At this period the genius of Rubens began to
assert itself, and no artist has had his paintings
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so well rendered by contemporary engravers as
he. The best engraver of the Rubens school was
Schelte 4 Bolswert; but Paul Pontius, Vorstermans,
and de Jode have also done excellent work.

Leaving the Dutch and German schools, and
turning to the France of two hundred and fifty
years ago, we find Louis XIV on the throne, and
Corneille, Racine, La Fontaine, and Molitre
adorning literature with their splendid works, and
we also find a school of engravers who may well
claim fellowship in genius with those immortal
names.

These eminent artists chiefly excelled in the
delineation of the human face; never before nor
since have such portraits been produced. They
are embellished with all the resources of the art.
Many of those prints represent personages who
then filled a large place in the eyes of the world,
but whose names are now only remembered in
connection with their portraits; but we have also
preserved to us the lineaments of men such as
La Fontaine, Colbert, and Bossuet, whose places
in the Temple of Fame are assured. Art at this
period was elaborate and florid, as were literature,
manners, and dress, and those engravers, to
whom no technical difficulty was an obstacle,
reveled in the reproduction of costumes and
accessories. The personage represented is usually
resplendent with all the bravery of fur, lace,
brocade, and velvet, while all the surroundings
are rich and gorgeous.

Of these engravers, Gérard Edelinck deserves
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a high place. Born at Antwerp in 1627, he
was, while yet & young man, invited to Paris by
Colbert, the great minister, who did so much to
encourage art, and during the remainder of a life
prolonged to eighty years he was identified with
the French school. Edelinck was taken into the
King’s service, had a pension settled on him, and
later he received a patent of nobility. Of his
numerous portraits, that of Philippe de Cham-
paigne is allowed to be the finest; but there are
others of great merit, such as that of his patron
Colbert, Van den Baugart the sculptor, the
architect Mansard, Pierre de Montarsis, and Dil-
gerus. Edelinck did not confine himself, how-
ever, to portraits. His print of the “Fight for
the Standard,” after the celebrated cartoon of
Leonardo da Vinci, may be taken as a model of
bold and vigorous work, while his “Moses,”
after Philippe de Champaigne, is full of serene
beauty. This latter was engraved in conjunc-
tion with Nanteuil, an engraver who well deserves
to rank with the best.

During the forty-eight years of Nanteuil’s
life he executed as many as 280 plates, nearly
all portraits, and most of them from his own
drawings from life. Nanteuil’s abilities were
refined by a classical education, and his correct
taste restrained him from running into the prevail-
ing fashion of meretricious ornamentation. He
usually represented his personages within a neat
oval of about seven by nine inches. His works
illustrate the reign of Louis XIV, and are all,



BEGGARS AT THE DOOR OF A HOUSE
Size of the original print, 61s by 5¢5 inches.

From the original etching by Rembrandt, etched in 1648. In the opinion of con-
noisseurs this is one of the most perfect of Rembrandt’s masterly scenes from
the life of the r. When Professor Legros of the London University re-
marked to me t he considered this to be Rembrandt’s very finest etching,
I answered: “That is because it is so like one of your own.” To this he made
answer: “You pay me an immense compliment.” F. K.



POMPONE DE BELLIEVRE
Size of the original print, 12} by 9% inches.
From the line-engraving by Robert Nanteuil (1630-1678), after the painting by
Charles le Brun.
In the opinion of connoisseurs this is the most beautiful portrait in all line-engraving.
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without exception, fine. His print of Pompone
de Bellitvre is considered by some authorities
to be the most beautiful engraved portrait that
exists. In this it contests the palm with
Edelinck’s Philippe de Champaigne, Masson’s
“‘Gray-haired Man,” and Drevet’s Bossuet. This
portrait of Pompone de Belli¢vre, on account of its
rarity, is dear and difficult to procure; but there
are others by Nanteuil more easily found that
may well serve as specimens of his beautiful and
artistic work. Among these may be mentioned
the Duc de Nemours, Le Tellier, René de Lon-
geuil, the Marquis de Maisons, Pierre Lallemant,
and Louis XIV.

Antoine Masson was born in 1636, six years
later than Nanteuil. For brilliant hardihood of
line, Masson is conspicuous, but, in his larger
portraits especially, his very ability defeated its
object, for he made the accessories so brilliant as
sometimes to call the eye away from the features
themselves. One of his smaller portraits, how-
ever — that of Brisacier, known as the “Gray-
haired Man” — ranks as a masterpiece; while it
is a marvel of technical skill, it is at the same
time free from the bizarre effect of some of his
life-size heads.

Soon after the death of Edelinck the family
of Drevet appeared. The elder Drevet produced
some fine works, notably the large full-length
portrait of Le Grand Monarque, Louis XIV.
That much-flattered potentate is represented
standing in all the glory of ermine, lace, and wig,
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his face indicating the unbounded conceit and
selfishness which were so characteristic of him. It
is with this portrait that Thackeray made such a
felicitous hit in his Pars Skeich-book, where he
represents, side by side, first Louis le Grand in
all his glory; then a miserable little old man; and
thirdly, the same gorgeous habiliments, wig, and
high-heeled shoes, but with the man left out of
them.

The younger Drevet even improved on the
splendid technics of his predecessors — gilding their
refined gold. In the representation of such mate-
rials as fur and lace he is unequaled, though he
duly subordinated all to the features of his sub-
jects. All this engraver’s works are so fine that
it is not easy to designate the best; but his full-
length portrait of the eloquent Bishop Bossuet is
a masterpiece; while still more interesting is that
of the beautiful and ill-fated tragédienne Adrienne
Lecouvreur, whose love for Maréchal Saxe, and
untimely death, are themselves a tragedy more
affecting than any she simulated on the stage.
The younger Drevet died at Paris in 1739, at the
early age of forty-two, and with him closed the
golden age of French engraving.

But Paris soon again became the center of the
art, which was quickened into new life by an
engraver of original genius, who attracted to
him pupils from all parts of Europe, so that he
became the father of the great school of engravers
that flourished in France, Germany, and Italy
about the end of the eighteenth century. This




HENRI-AUGUSTE DE LOMENIE DE BRIENNE
Size of the original print, 14} by 10§ inches.
From the original line-engraving by Robert Nanteuil. Engraved in 1660. Nan-
teuil is now almost universally admitted to be the greatest portrait-engraver
in the history of art. This portrait was drawn from life by Nanteuil.



GUILLAUME DE BRISACIER (“THE GRAY-HAIRED MAN")
Size of the original print, 131 by 10} inches.

From the line-engraving by Antoine Masson (1636-1700), after the painting by
Nicolas Mignard. Engraved in 1664. This portrait is known as **The Gray-
Haired Man,” on account of the beautiful engraving of the hair. It is ac-
counted the masterpiece of Masson, and one of the four finest portraits in

engraving.
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eminent master was Johann Georg Wille, who was
born at Konigsberg in 1717, but establishing him-
self in Paris, he devoted his long life of ninety-one
years to the art in which he so greatly excelled.
His neat and careful style was adapted to pictures
of the school of Gerard Dow, as well as to elab-
orate portraits, and there are few engravers whose
works have been more eagerly sought and more
universally admired. A complete mention of the
favorite prints by this artist would exhaust the
entire catalogue of his works. His “Satin Gown”
and the “Travelling Musicians” are his acknowl-
edged masterpieces, but not less worthy of praise
are the “Death of Marc Antony,” “La Liseuse,”
and “La Dévideuse” (two studies of the mother
of Gerard Dow), “The Family Concert,” and
the small pair entitled “The Good Woman of
Normandy” and her “Sister” —two ‘“magnifi-
cently ugly old women” — from the designs of
P. A. Wille, the engraver’s son.

The subsequent history of line engraving on
the continent of Europe may be almost traced
in the history of the pupils of Wille. Clément
Charles Bervic added boldness to the painstaking
style of his master. His pair of “The Education
of Achilles,” after Regnault,and “The carrying off
of Dejanira,” after Guido Reni, are superb, as is
also the large full-length portrait of Louis XVI.
This portrait was finished shortly before the exe-
cution of that unhappy monarch. After he had
suffered on the guillotine, poor Bervic was seized
by the Paris mob and charged with the crime of
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having engraved the tyrant’s portrait, and to
save his life he was obliged to take the precious
plate, into which he had put years of work, ham-
mer it double, and fling it into the river Seine.
Here it lay till order was restored, when it was
taken out and put into shape again; but all the
subsequent impressions taken from it bear a
faint streak across the middle —a significant
record of the terrible French Revolution.

Auguste Boucher Desnoyers strayed further
than Bervic from the traditions of Wille, and
yet he is an engraver of the first order; no other
has rendered the works of Raphael so well as he.
His full-length portrait of Napoleon in his coro-
nation robes is a magnificent engraving and a
worthy pendant to Bervic’s Louis XVI, while
his print of blind Belisarius, after Gérard, may be
taken as a typical example of line engraving at
its best.

Another of Wille’s pupils was John Gotthard
Miiller, whose abilities were overshadowed by
those of his own son and pupil, Friedrich Mtuller,
This wonderful engraver was born at Stuttgart
in 1783. His short life is identified with his
great work of engraving Raphael’s “Sistine Ma-
donna,” which places him at the head of all
modern engravers. Six years before his death
he was commissioned by Rittner, of Dresden, to
engrave that inspired picture, which is the pride
of the Dresden Gallery. His very existence
seemed wrapped up in the execution of this plate;
he worked upon it day and night with the same



PHILIPPE DE CHAMPAIGNE
Size of the original print, 16§ by 12{ inches.
From the line-engraving by Gérard Edelinck (1640-1707), after the painting by
himself. This engraving was done in the year 1676, and ranks as one of the
four finest portraits ever engraved.



NATHANAEL DILGERUS

Size of the original print, 12} by 8} inches.
From the line-engraving by Gérard Edelinck, dated 1683. The eminent engraver
Giuseppe Longhi calls Edelinck *“the prince of engraving”' ranking him even
above Nanteuil.
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self-consuming zeal that Mozart expended on
the “Requiem,” which proved to be his own.
When the plate was finished he took it to Ritt-
ner; but the man of business refused it, on the
ground that the lines were so delicately cut that
it would not print a sufficient number of impres-
sions. Every line had to be deepened; and this
thankless toil broke the heart of poor Miiller.
He bore up till his task was finished, and then he
sank into the gloom of hopeless msanity, and
died the very day that the first proof of his plate
was printed. It was hung over his bier as he
lay dead.

But it was in Italy, towards the end of the
last century, that engravers arose who, from our
point of view, have given the world the most
- beautiful examples of great paintings reproduced
by great engravers. Without losing sight of the
precious work of old Diirer and his contempo-
raries, or of the unsurpassed technique of Ede-
linck, Drevet, and Wille, yet it must be said that
among the best examples of beautiful pictures
beautifully engraved are to be found the works
of the Italian engravers from Raphael Morghen
to Toschi. They may not be such curiosities as
the earlier prints, but to all who love a work of
art for its beauty rather than for its rarity they
are very fine, being better adapted for framing
and decorative purposes than most others.

Probably no engraver has had so large a following
of admirers as Raphael Morghen, who was born
at Florence in 1758. This is partly due to his
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soft and captivating style, and partly to his excel-
lent judgment in the choice of subjects. Morghen
has preserved to the world the almost extinct
glories of Leonardo da Vinci’s “Last Supper”
in a plate which alone would have made the repu-
tation of any engraver. Other fine examples of
his work are the “Aurora’ of Guido, and the pair,
after Poussin, of the “Repose in Egypt” and the
“Dance of the Hours.” Of his numerous por-
traits, that of Leonardo da Vinci is the most
admired, In contemplating this serene and noble
countenance we can well believe that this grand
old man was great as painter, philosopher, and
poet. A monument in the Church of Santa
Croce — the Westminster Abbey of Florence —
places Raphael Morghen among the mighty dead
of Italy. He had numerous imitators and scholars,
of whom Folo and Bettelini are perhaps the best.

But a contemporary Milanese engraver was
much more successful as the founder of a school.
This was Giuseppe Longhi — “the unsurpassed
Longhi,” as a recent writer calls him. He and
his followers, Garavaglia, the brothers Anderloni,
Rosaspina, and Gandolfi, have given to the world
some of the very best reproductions of the beauti-
ful Italian paintings. From their grace and love-
liness, they are specially adapted for making the
home beautiful. As examples of this Milanese
school may be mentioned Longhi’s “Sposalizio,”
after Raphael, and the “Reclining Magdalen,”
after Correggio; Pietro Anderloni’s ‘““Adoring
Angels,” after Titian, and his “Judgment of



PHILIP V KING OF SPAIN
Size of the original print, 21 by 14} inches.

From the line-engraving by Pierre Drevet (1663-1738), after the painting by
Hyacinthe Rigaud. Engraved in 1702. Drevet excelled in rendering the
accessories, costume, draperies, lace, etc. His portraits are less severe than
those of Edelinck and less clear and simple than those of Nanteuil, but he
gave to the face individuality of character, and made his works conspicuous
among those of the great engravers.



JACQUES BENIGNE BOSSUET, BISHOP OF MEAUX
Size of the original print, 2 by 13} inches.

From the line-engraving by Pierre Imbert Drevet (1697-1789). Engraved in 1728.
Drevet’s masterpiece, and one of the four finest portrait engravings. “The
portrait of Bossuet has everything to attract and charm.” Senator Charles
Sumner in ‘ The Best Portraits in Engraving.”
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Solomon,” after Raphael; Garavaglia’s “Meeting
of Jacob and Rachel,” after Appiani; Rosaspina’s
“Dance of the Cupids,” after Albani; and Gan-
dolfi’s ““Sleeping Cupid,” from his own design.

The last of the great Italian engravers was
Paolo Toschi, pupil of Bervic, who was himself
a pupil of Wille. It remained for Toschi to
discover in the lovely frescos of Correggio, at
Parma, a mine of the richest ore, which his pre-
decessors for more than three centuries had scarcely
touched. The “Madonna della Scala,” the “In-
coronata,” and the pair of groups of cherubs may
be cited as examples of what Toschi has done
for Correggio — and for Art.

Before leaving Italy we must go back two cen-
turies to consider an artist who was a “law unto
himself,” in that his prints are very different in
manner and effect from all others. His country-
men, from Morghen to Toschi, loved to present
the soft and sensuous beauty of the human face
and forin, but Piranesi devoted his life to etching
the magnificent ruins and edifices of his native
country. His plates are of large size, and are
etched with so much picturesque boldness and
ruggedness that he well deserves the sobriquet
of the Rembrandt of architecture.

Nothing has yet been said of the British school.
It has, however, produced at least two line engra-
vers of the first rank — Sir Robert Strange and
William Sharp — and in the two departments of
mezzotint and landscape it far excels the conti-
nental prints of the same period.
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Strange had a style of his own — rich, soft, and
peculiarly adapted to the rendering of flesh-tints.
He has engraved more than fifty important plates,
chiefly after the great Italian masters. All of his
works have been highly esteemed by connoisseurs.

William Sharp, who was born in London in
1746, may be called the greatest English line
engraver. In his excellent essay on “The Best -
Portraits in Engraving,” the late Charles Sum-
ner says of Sharp: “He ascended to the heights
of art, showing a power rarely equaled; his works
are constant in character and expression, with
every possible excellence of execution: face, form,
and drapery — all are as in nature.” And then
he goes on to eulogize Sharp’s famous portrait
of John Hunter, the eminent surgeon, calling it
““unquestionably the foremost portrait in British
art, and the coequal companion of the great por-
traits of the past.” Among other masterpieces
by Sharp may be mentioned “The Doctors of
the Church,” after Guido, and the very striking
print, after Salvator Rosa, of Diogenes looking
for an honest man. In this we see the grim old
cynic, lantern in hand, making his way through
the market-place of Athens, apparently regard-
less of the sneers of the by-standers.

In London, more than a century ago, under the
judicious management of John Boydell, the pub-
lisher, both mezzotint and landscape engraving
reached their zenith. Of landscape engravers,
William Woollett is facile princeps; his works have
always been held in the highest estimation. His



ABEL FRANCOIS POISSON DE VANDIERES, MARQUIS DE MARIGNY
Size of the original print, 193 by 18} inches.
From the line-engraving by Johann Georg Wille (1715-1808), after the painting
by Jean Louis Tocqué. Engraved in 1761. He was a brother of Madame de
Pompadour.



LOUIS XVI
Size of the original print, 27§ by 201 inches.
From the line-engraving by Charles Clément Bervic (1756-1822), after the painting
by A. F. Callet. This masterpiece is described on pages 17 and 18.
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print of “Roman Edifices in Ruins,” after Claude,
is perhaps the finest landscape in engraving.
Contemporary with Woollett were John Brown,
Mason, Peake, and Vivares, who have all left
us excellent landscapes.

Americans of a former generation made a great
mistake in disparaging all mezzotint engraving
as something very inferior. This general opinion
was probably occasioned by the wretched mezzo-
tints which were produced in this country;
but in England the finest prints in this style are,
and have always been, highly esteemed, and a
fine engraving by Earlom, Green, or Pether would
convince any one that a good mezzotint is in no
respect a second-rate production.

While in our day high-class line engraving has
become almost a lost art, a school of artist-etchers
has arisen in France which has done great things.
These etchings come directly from the hand that -
designs them while the art idea is yet warm and
fresh, and such eminent painters as Millet, Meis-
sonier, and Daubigny have not disdained to resort
to the etching-needle. In no other way can so
much really good art be owned at so small an
outlay as in a portfolio of well-chosen modern
etchings. Hamerton’s admirable book Etching
and Etchers has done much to advance the taste
for these beautiful works.

A word of suggestion as to the selection of
engravings. It is not essential that they must
be “proofs,” though proofs, being the very earli-
est impressions taken from the plate, are naturally
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the finest. But a bad or worn impression should
not be tolerated, no matter how cheap it is. Such
a print is known by its general effect of weakness
and paleness; the figures have lost their rotundity,
and the perspective is almost gone. Especially
among old engravings are bad impressions to be
avoided.

Modern impressions taken from such old plates
as still exist are also worthless. A print, to be as
it should be, must have been printed at the time
it was engraved. Modern impressions are readily
known by the paper on which they are printed.

Another necessary warning is against “re-
touched” impressions; many plates have been
thus ruined, when, after they have begun to wear
‘out from use, they have been recut in the worn
parts by incompetent hands. The effect of a
retouched impression is dull, heavy, and disagree-
able; all the harmony and beauty of the plate
are gone. It is only fine original impressions in
good condition that worthily represent the great
engravers.

What is to-day the situation of line engraving,
considered as a fine art? There is perhaps only
one man of recent years who deserves to rank with
those who have preceded him, and he — the Ger-
man Mandel — said, “When I die there will be
no more.” A century ago, Morghen, Longhi,
Bartolozzi, and Sharp were still living. But the
glory has departed from the graver, and who is
he who will take it up where the Masters laid it
down?



THE CARRYING-OFF OF DEJANEIRA BY THE CENTAUR NESSUS
Size of the original print, 22} by 16 inches.

From the line-engraving by Charles Clément Bervic, after the painting by Guido
Reni, now in the Louvre, Paris. This fine engraving won the decennial prize
awarded by the French Institute for the best engraving executed between
1800 and 1810.




NAPOLEON THE GREAT
Size of the original print, 27 by 20 inches.

From the line-engraving by Auguste Boucher Desnoyers (1779-1857), after the
painting by Gérard. ‘““His next important work was the full-length portrait
of the Emperor Napoleon in his coronation robes. This engraving was exhib-
ited at the Salon of 1810, and for it Desnoyers received no less than fifty
thousand francs. Napoleon also created Desnoyers a baron.” — Bryan’s
Dictionary of Painters and Engravers.



SOME MASTERPIECES OF THE OLD
ENGRAVERS

A Lecture delivered at Y ale University

N last I had the honor of addressing
the Graduates’ Club my subject was
“Personal Sketches of some famous Etchers.”
On that occasion I endeavored to interest my
audience as much in the personality of etchers
whom I have known, as in their works. Legiti-
mate personal gossip of eminent persons is always
interesting; and gossip, when it does not degen-
erate into scandal, is nothing more and nothing
worse than the interest which we take in each
other. But on the present occasion my subject is
entirely shut off from this direct avenue to your
attention and sympathy. To many of us, the
great engravers of the past are only blank names.
I may say of them, as the poet Montgomery
writes of the forgotten generations:

“They suffered; but their pains are o’er —
Enjoyed; but their delights are fled — -
Had friends; their friends are now no more —
And foes; their foes are dead.”

And so, of necessity, if I can succeed in inter-
esting you at all, it must be through the eye
rather than through the ear. For this reason I
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shall put in evidence some magnified reproductions
of acknowledged masterpieces of the art of line
engraving.

The engravings we shall examine cover a period
of more than four hundred years, but, by a sort
of paradox, our first illustration will not be a line
engraving at all—but an etching, and an essen-
tially modern etching at that; as unlike a line
engraving as it well can be. We all know that
the burin is the graving tool with which all line
engraving is done. And this etching, done by
Félix Buhot of Paris, represents The Burial of
the Burin.

To the left we will see the dead burin borne
away in a hearse to its grave, and followed by the
mourners; above will be seen its soul carried by
Angels to Paradise; while to the right Modern
Illustration comes thundering on in the form of
an express train, overwhelining and crushing out
all opposition.

With regard to this lively Frenchman’s allegory,
I am compelled to say in the pithy words of old
Polonius:

“’Tis true ’tis pity; pity ’tis, ’tis true!”

The Burin is buried. Line engraving is dead.
A very few of the famous engravers have sur-
vived till quite recently. Two years ago, in
Paris, I saw Henriquel-Dupont, and he was still
erect and handsome at the great age of ninety-
four years, but he has since died. Jacquet of



SAINT JOHN THE EVANGELIST
Size of the original print, 184 by 11 inches.
From the line-engraving by Friedrich Miiller (1782-1816), after the painting by
Domenichino. Engraved in 1808.



THE RECLINING MAGDALEN
Size of the original print, 18} by 16 inches.
From the line-engraving by Giuseppe Longhi (1766-1831), after the painting by Correggio.
Engraved in 1809. The engraving is of thc same dimensions as the original painting,
which is one of the treasures of the Dresden Gallery.
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Paris, so far from being dead or disabled, won the
medal for line engraving, at the Paris salon of
1890. A few have lingered on in Germany: such
as Burger of Munich, Professor Trossin of Konigs-
berg, and Professor Rudolph Stang of Dussel-
dorf; and Charles Burt, the artist, who has
produced the most important line engraving ever
executed in America, “The Last Supper,” has died
only recently.

But the great schools of line engraving which
had existed for centuries in Paris, London, and
elsewhere are now deserted, and not one pupil is
learning this beautiful art, to take the -places of
the masters who have passed away. What is the
cause of this? Is it that line engraving, which
for centuries has been the faithful exponent of
painting as well as the prime embellisher of fine
books, is now found to be inartistic and worthless?
Is it that those engravings which have so long
been treasured in the best museums of Europe,
because they were believed to be beautiful works
of art, are beautiful works of art no longer? No.
Good engravings are now as beautiful as they
ever were, and they always will remain so.

But in this utilitarian age when “time is money”
no line engraver could spend long years in learn-
ing his profession, and then devote four, five, or
six years to the engraving of a single plate after
some famous picture, when that picture could be
photographed in the fraction of one second. And
just as the express train has superseded the stage-
coach, and the telegraph and telephone have dis-



28 THE GOLDEN AGE OF ENGRAVING

placed the mounted courier, so photography and
reproductive methods founded on photography,
as well as the etcher’s rapid method, have forever
killed line engraving as the only art whereby the
masterpieces of painting can be reproduced and
multiplied, and the engraver will no longer go
hand in hand with the creative painter as he had
done for nearly four centuries.

But, happily for art, though the engravers
“rest from their labors” yet “their works do
follow them.” Engraving is dead — but the en-
gravings themselves are not dead — and what is
more, they will not die. I grant that just now
they are “out of fashion’; but just as I hope we
shall live to see the day when every new dwell-
ing need not be a “Queen Anne” house, twisted
and tormented into a jumble of unmeaning gables
and balconies and corners; just as I hope the
time is near when it will no longer be fashionable
to rack our brains in trying to understand the
obscure and contorted poetry of Swinburne and
his school — and if I dare say so — of Browning;
while Tennyson and Walter Scott and Goldsmith
and old Shakespeare, as well as Longfellow and
Rudyard XKipling, have given us their clear
thought in plain language: so I am convinced that
those neglected old engravings will soon resume
their legitimate rank as being the best reproduc-
tions of the great paintings of the past.

Perhaps no event of the last five hundred
years, not even the discovery of America, has
wrought such universal good as the invention of



THE DANCE OF THE CUPIDS AND THE CARRYING AWAY OF PROSERPINE
Size of the original print, 25} by 304 inches.
From the line-engraving by Francesco Rosaspina (1762-1842), after the painting by Francesco
Albani, now in the Brera Gallery at Milan.



MADONNA DELLA SCALA
Size of the original print, 14 by 10 inches.

From the line-engraving by Paolo Toschi (1788-1854), after the fresco by Correg-
gio, now in the gallery of the Academy at Parma. This is admitted to be the
most beautiful of all Toschi’s engravings, and is one of the few which he en-
gra\:fd entirely with his own hand, and without the assistance of any of his
pupils.
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printing. Thereafter the world could never go
backward; any valuable thing once printed could
never be lost and forgotten. Similarly, although
the art of engraving designs on metal can be traced
back to remote antiquity, yet the great event was
the discovery that impressions could be printed
with ink from engraved plates. After this dis-
covery the compositions of the great masters of
painting could be engraved, and the essential
design of them multiplied at will.

The Master’s painting was a solitary aristocrat;
inaccessible to the eyes of the many. It was like
the precious and jealously guarded manuscript,
but the art of printing rendered the engraving
as available and accessible as it rendered the
printed book.

The eminent Italian engraver, Longhi, has well
said that engravings are not so much copies as
they are translations of the original painting into
another language, where black and white supply
the place of color, and these translations are actu-
ally better presentations of the originals than
most copies painted in colors would be; for no
painter of ability will devote his life to copying
the works of other men (in the same medium).

Line engravings, being printed, not from steel
but from comparatively soft copper plates, very
soon show signs of wear in the plate. This is
why “proofs” are the best; because they are the
earliest impressions, taken from a fresh and un-
worn copper. But it is a fallacy to suppose that
no engraving can be good unless it is a “proof.”
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For example, suppose a hundred proofs are
printed from a plate and the lettered inscription
is then added, so that all subsequent impressions
taken from that plate must of necessity show
this lettered inscription, what can be the great
difference in quality between proof number 100,
and lettered print number 1, which comes next
after it?

It is the quality of each individual impression
which should be considered, and a correct judg-
ment as to this quality is soon acquired by any
one who will take the trouble to compare good
with bad.

The comparative quality of an unlettered proof
and a lettered print may be compared to the saying
respecting the duration of human life: “The young
may go, but the old must go.” Similarly a let-
tered print may be good, but a proof must be
good.

But this is only true of the older engravings;
for the old engravers seem to have been thoroughly
honest in this respect and seldom or never printed
an undue number of alleged proofs from their
plates.

It is obviously impossible to present a system-
atic and thorough classification of so wide a
subject within the limits of one hour, but in seeing
some specimens of line engraving, arranged chron-
ologically from the birth of the art to the present
day, we may be able to trace its growth, maturity
and comparative decay.

The accompanying illustration will show us the



CHARLES THE FIRST, KING OF ENGLAND

Size of the original print, 21 by 14 inches.

From the engravinf) by Sir Robert Strange (1721-179%), after the painting by Sir
Anthony Van Dyck. Engraved in 1770. This is an excellent example of
Strange's style, rich. soft, and especially charming in the translation of color
into black and white.



THE BURIAL OF THE BURIN
Size of the original print, 13} by 103 inches.
Designed and engraved by Félix Buhot in 1877.

In this lively allegory the artist, intimating that line-engraving is dead, repre-
sents the dead body of the burin (the engraver’s implement) borne away in a
hearse and its soul carried up to heaven, while modern Etching comes thunder-
ing on in the form of an express train.
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funeral of the graving tool or burin (a modern
etching that sings a requiem); and then, in obedi-
ence to the kindly old Latin maxim, we shall say
all the good we can concerning the dead.



FOUR CENTURIES OF LINE ENGRAVINGS

Introduction to the Catalogue of an Exhibition made
by the Grolier Club

R nearly four centuries the line engraver

has gone hand in hand with the creative
painter — not actually making copies or replicas
of his work, but translating it from the language
of color into the language of black and white;
and it is mainly because he is the reproducer and
multiplier of the essential qualities of great paint-
ings that we owe the engraver such a debt of
recognition.

The great masterpiece of painting is a solitary
aristocrat. Happy is the individual or the com-
munity that possess such a picture; meanwhile it
is unavailable to the rest of mankind — but the
engraving done from it is as available, familiar,
. and companionable as a printed book. Although
but a frail sheet of paper it is more durable
than any painting, and prevailing by its numbers
it is in many cases the only remaining record
of some precious original which has long since
perished.

A very few of the great painters possessed the
technical skill and the patience to engrave or
etch their own designs; thus the line engravings
of Albrecht Diirer and the etchings of Rembrandt

82



THE DOCTORS OF THE CHURCH
Size of the orifinal print, 24 by 154 inches.

From the line-engraving by William Sharp (1749-1824), after the painting by
Guido Reni. Engraved in 1785. The original painting, at the time of the
engraving, was in the Houghton Gallery, but is now in the Imperial Gallery of
St. Petersburg.
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are incomparably finer than any reproductive work
done by another hand could be; but in the great
majority of cases the creative artist employed and
directed the skilled engraver and fully understood
the value of that subordinate art which multiplied
and perpetuated his own original design. |

Thus Raphael found and made a great engraver
of Marcantonio Raimondi; Cornelis Cort worked
in Titian’s own house; Rubens formed and trained
a notable band of engravers, and so did both Sir
Joshua Reynolds and Turner. And these engra-
vers (themselves consummate artists) soon learned
to comprehend and to interpret, with special
insight and skill, the style of the master who
guided them. a

Under these circumstances the common objec-
tion that such engravings are not “original” is
quite out of place. When Marcantonio or Des-
noyers engraves a picture by Raphael, no one
wants originality on his part; Raphael supplies
that; but what we do demand is absolute fidelity
to his original. What would be thought of a
literary man who, in rendering an ode of Horace
or the Dies Ire into English, would proceed to
infuse some of his own “originality” into the
translation?

If such institutions as the British Museum and
the Paris Bibliothtque have zealously collected
and preserved tens of thousands of line engravings,
believing them to be veritable works of art, and
worthy of the care that is devoted to them, it
is evident that the limits of space in this gallery
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render it impossible to do full justice to so wide
a field. The intelligent specialist will certainly
miss some of his favorite prints, and he may won-
der at the absence from the catalogue of some of
the famous names in engraving; but until the
physical problem is solved whereby a pint vessel
may be made to contain a quart or a gallon of
liquid, he will doubtless make due allowance for
such enforced omissions.

Raphael Morghen, one of the last of the great
line engravers, died in 1833 — and in the same
decade Daguerre announced to the world the
discovery of photography. Thereafter chemistry
and sunlight have put an end to what Ruskin
calls “the noble human labour of the engraver.”
He is no longer indispensable, as for centuries
he was. Like Scott’s superseded and forlorn
Last Minstrel,

““He tunes to please a peasant’s ear
The harp a king had loved to hear.”

He “rests from his labors,” yet “his works do
follow him.” The great engravers are dead, but
the great engravings will never die.

All the charm which belongs to an object which
is rare as well as beautiful inheres in the fine
impressions of the best of the old line engravings.
“Steel-facing” of copper plates was then unknown,
and in the process of printing from the unpro-
tected copper it very soon wore out. Hence really
good impressions of these old engravings are of



DT L Lt L e Ao - .. ..l

ROMAN EDIFICES IN RUINS

Size of the original print, 23} by 18 inches.

The upper picture is from the etching by William Woollett, after the painting by
Claude Lorraine. The lower picture is from the plate after it was finished in
line-engraving in 1772. It is interesting to note how far forward Woollett
carried his plates in etching. This gave to his work a freedom and richness
which ranks him foremost of all engravers of landscape. There is a monument
to Woollett in Westminster Abbey.
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necessity very few in number—and, to the edu-
cated eye, worn impressions are worthless.

Even the masterpieces of the great engravers,
which for centuries had been cherished as veri-
table works of art, have suffered a temporary
eclipse owing to the sudden (and deserved) popu-
larity of the best contemporary painter-etching;
but intelligent connoisseurs are now beginning
to realize that our forefathers were in no respect
mistaken in the high estimate which they put
upon the best line engravings, and to-day these

works have an added claim on us because of their -

increasing rarity through the lapse of long years
and because no new reproductive process can ever
compete with them.

It is strange how hard a wide-spread error dies
—if it ever dies at all. Thus, both here and in
England, thousands of educated people still use
the term “a steel engraving.” This term is
nearly always a misnomer, for it is a fact that
hardly a single one of the engravings which rank
as works of art was done on a steel plate; copper
is obviously a far mellower metal for the engraver
to work upon. Indeed, almost the only veritable
““steel engravings” which enjoy a universal and
unchanging popularity are the greenbacks issued
by the Treasury at Washington!




DRAWINGS BY OLD MASTERS

WITH regard to the delightful hobby of
collecting works of art, or even the fac-
ulty of admiring them if one cannot possess them,
I confess that my own first choice would be the
collecting of painters’ drawings.

Even the finest and most elaborate painting
is often no better than a compromise between the
artist’s own feeling and his thought of what
would please the public — and the buyer; but in
these drawings we have the artist himself, pure
and simple. Such drawings were personal memo-
randa, never destined for sale or for exhibition,
and in consequence they are the most personal
of all pictures. For this reason they are seldom
signed, any more than a man would sign a memo-
randum written for his own use.

At the present day, unless an art-lover has a
very long purse, he cannot possess a painting by
an artist of the first rank. Most of such pic-
tures —like a nun entering a convent— have
“taken the veil.” They have gone into galleries
whence they can never come out. We may look
at them, perhaps, but we never can possess them.
But an intimate and well authenticated draw-
ing, the work of some great artist, is still avail-
able occasionally.
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STUDY OF A BOY’S HEAD

Size of the original drawing, 5§ by 4} inches.
Drawn by Cornelis Visscher, who was born in Holland about the
year 1620, and died about the year 1670.
“If I had the means to be a collector of fine prints and drawings
I would commence by collecting the works of Cornelis lYis.«scher."
. K



THE BEHEADING OF JOHN THE BAPTIST

Size of the original drawing, 8 by 103 inches.
From the original sketch by Rembrandt. To the right is seen the daughter of
Herodias, holding a ‘‘charger,” or dish, which is to contain the head of John
the Baptist.
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The masters of painting may be divided into
those who knew how to etch or engrave their own
compositions, and those who did not. Dtrer,
Rembrandt, Claude Lorrain, and Canaletto have
left prints, done by their own hands, which are
procurable by almost any one, but the great major-
ity of painters were dependent on some other
engraver or etcher for the duplication of the
design of their picture.

Meanwhile, every one of the painters has left
intimate drawings and studies which, as I have
said, were memoranda for himself alone, and such
drawings are as carefully preserved in the museums
of Europe as are the paintings themselves. Sev-
eral of the great painters had almost a passion
for making drawings; just as some writer, endowed
with great mental activity, keeps a “common-
place book” in which he jots down every literary
idea as it occurs to him. Rembrandt had such
a passion and so had the Frenchman Millet,
whose son has told me that when his father sat
down to dinner he used to take a few sheets of
paper and a pencil to the table, and that seated
there he would often jot down some artistic idea
which had just occurred to him.



SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS
Reprinted, by permission from * Scribner’s Magazine”

AD Sir Joshua Reynolds never painted a

picture, he would still remain a most inter-

esting personality, solely for what he was and for
the friends he made.

Most subjects — especially from the journalistic
point of view — very soon become stale and unac-
ceptable; yet there are a few that never grow old,
but, like some fairy-tale told and retold to a child,
never lose their charm. The lives as well as the
works of great artists are subjects of this sort;
and when, as in the case of Reynolds, the great
artist was also a man thoroughly respected and
cordially liked, and moreover, when his intellec-
tual endowments caused his society to be sought
by the finest minds of his age — there is some
warrant in retelling a story, much but not all of
which has often been told before.

It speaks well for any man to have been the
intimate personal friend of the very best people
of his own day and generation. And what super-
latively good company was that which Sir Joshua
kept! The famous Literary Club, established at
the artist’s own suggestion in 1764, and of which
he was the president, contained perhaps a higher
average of intellect, and even of genius, than any

38
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other similar association. At least four of the
most famous men of that historic circle lived and
died in comparative poverty, but now that a
century has passed away, what matters poverty
to such men as Samuel Johnson, or Edmund Burke,
or Richard Brinsley Sheridan, or Oliver Gold-
smith?

The familiar engraving “A Literary Party at
the House of Reynolds,” brings them all before
us. A number of gentlemen are seen seated round
‘the hospitable artist’s table; the burly and master-
ful Dr. Johnson, in a huge wig, is thundering at
Edmund Burke, while behind the doctor’s chair
is Boswell, taking notes; Sir Joshua himself (who
was very deaf) sits quietly listening through his
ear-trumpet; Garrick is there, bright, alert, and
Oliver Goldsmith looks as if he would much
rather be talking himself than merely listening.

Goldsmith was generally the butt of that bril-
liant company, — undersized, ill-favored, bald,
scarred with smallpox, improvident and impe-
cunious, vain, dressy, and talkative as a magpie,
but to-day perhaps the brightest star of that
brilliant constellation. Success and adulation
made Garrick vain; but Goldsmith’s vanity did
not require these aids. And yet we sympathize
with him still on such occasions as that when
his amour-propre was so ruthlessly crushed and
trampled upon at a meeting of the Club, where
he was delivering himself of some intellectual
harangue — doubtless to his own entire satis-
faction — and a certain German Herr Professor
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(who had been casually admitted), on seeing Dr.
Johnson begin to puff and roll in his chair as his
manner was when an idea struck him — suddenly
broke in upon the luckless Goldsmith with —
““Ach! blease be silendt; Toctor Chonson iss going
to zay zomezing!”

When his landlady had Goldsmith arrested for
debt, the only possible asset through which his
friend Johnson could hope to extricate him was
the manuscript of a tale which Goldsmith had
written, but had never attempted to publish.
This Johnson took to a publisher and advised
him to buy it for sixty pounds. What would have
been poor Goldsmith’s emotion could he have
looked into the future and witnessed a recent
event which took place in Germany: the editor
of a widely circulated journal there took the votes
of his subscribers as to their favorite book, and
this same tale of Goldsmith’s — “The Vicar of
Wakefield” — came in at the top of the poll!

This was the man whom Reynolds chose as
his most intimate companion, though after Gold-
smith’s death, in 1774, the historian Gibbon
seems to have gradually taken his place. Gold-
smith’s affection is touchingly expressed in his
pathetic dedication of his “Deserted Village” to
Reynolds: “The only dedication I ever made was
to my brother, because I loved him better than
most other men. He is since dead. Permit me
to inscribe this poem to you.”

There was indeed only one inferior man among
this company of friends; but they little thought,



SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS
Size of the original print, 18} by 18 inches.
From the mezzotint by James Watson (1740-1790), after the painting by Sir Joshua
Reynolds. Engraved in 1770.



THE HONORABLE AUGUSTUS KEPPEL
Size of the original print, 15 by 12} inches.

From the mezzotint engraving by William Doughty, after the painting by
Sir Joshua Reynolds. Engraved in 1779.  Admiral Keppel was one of the first
patrons of Sir Joshua Reynolds and was instrumental in starting him on his
carcer as a portrait-painter.
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when they tolerated James Boswell as a sort of
harmless hanger-on of Dr. Johnson, that they
themselves (as well as Boswell’s particular hero)
would go down to remote posterity, alive and
human, in the pages of that book of which Macau-
lay declares it can only perish with the English
language.

Joshua Reynolds was one of a large family of
children, and was born in 1723 in the little town
of Plympton, Devonshire, where his father, the
Rev. Samuel Reynolds, was master of the gram-
mar school. His father, not believing that paint-
ing should be considered as a serious profession
at all, desired to make a physician of his son, and
it is recorded that when the good clergyman
found a drawing which had been perpetrated
during school-hours, he wrote upon it: “Done by
Joshua out of pure idleness.” But when he was
convinced of his son’s overpowering bent toward
art he had the intelligence not to oppose it fur-
ther; and he lived to see the beginnings of Joshua’s
success.

The young student was bound as apprentice
to Hudson, then the fashionable portrait painter
of London — but more a mere manufacturer of
likenesses than an artist. Indeed, until Rey-
nolds himself turned the tide, the English acted
on the belief that only a foreigner could paint a
good portrait. This was well so long as they
employed such masters as Holbein and Van
Dyck; but at later periods foreign painters of
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lower rank, such as Sir Peter Lely and Sir Godfrey
Kneller, continued the tradition, to the great
discouragement of the home school.

Hudson, soon becoming jealous of his clever
apprentice, dismissed him, and shortly afterward
Reynolds had the good fortune to be taken to the
Mediterranean by his life-long friend Admiral
Keppel, in the war-ship Centurion, and the first
portrait which he painted of the admiral was the
picture which laid the foundation of his fortune.
From the British war-ship he landed in Italy,
where he remained for nearly three years, and from
Rome he wrote to his family, “I am now at the
height of my wishes.” And if an art-student
ever made the most of his opportunities for study,
Reynolds certainly did. His journals during that
period are full of careful notes on the great Ital-
ian pictures, and besides written observations he
made many sketches of these pictures or of parts
of them. He did little direct copying, but sought
rather to penetrate the principle of their technic
and style.

Although France still sends her own brightest
young painters to complete their studies at the
Italian capital, yet in our day Paris, and not
Rome, is the Mecca of art-students—especially of
Americans. Of these, some are earnest, modest,
and hard-working, and will not disappoint the
hopes of their friends in the future. But among
many others of this Paris colony it is greatly to
be feared that a student like young Reynolds
would be voted a dull, spiritless, plodding fellow;
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depending very little on his inborn and untaught
genius, but, on the contrary, taking infinite pains
to learn what he did not know. He certainly
was not up to the modern standard of knowing
all about art without having taken the trouble
to learn, nor did he look down with an amiable
contempt upon the men who have produced the
great pictures of the world; and though his jour-
nals are full of records of close and earnest study
of great pictures, he never loftily dismissed the
claims of some recognized masterpiece on the
ground that it was “not Art” or not “amusing,”
or of another because it was “ghastly,” or of a
third, which had won the enthusiastic admira-
tion of the best judges, because it was ‘“merely
popular.” Indeed, so far was Reynolds lacking
in this ultra modern superiority, that when he
had won recognition throughout Europe as being
one of the great masters of painting, he was not
ashamed to express himself in the following plain
words: “Those who are determined to excel in
art must go to their work whether willing or unwill-
ing; morning, noon, and night. And they will
find it no play, but, on the contrary, very hard
labor.” And again he writes: “Nothing is denied
to well-directed labor; nothing is to be attained
without it.”

It was while studying Raphael’s frescos in the
Vatican that Reynolds caught the cold which
resulted in his deafness; and thereafter the ear-
trumpet of Sir Joshua was as characteristic a
part of himself as was the wooden leg a part of
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the redoubtable Governor Peter Stuyvesant. He
even painted his own portrait with this trumpet
held to his ear; though, when about the same time
he painted Dr. Johnson holding a book very close
to his eyes, the great man did not relish this vivid
evidence of his extreme near-sightedness, but
said to Boswell: “Sir, he may paint himself as
deaf as he chooses, but I will not go down to pos-
terity as ‘Blinking Sam.’”

Returning to London in 1752, Reynolds soon
entered upon that wonderful career of success
and prosperity which lasted continuously for
nearly forty years; and although in ideal composi-
tions, which depend on the artist’s imaginative
power, he has certainly been excelled by some other
masters, yet in portrait painting he became
supreme. To read the mere list of his sitters one
would imagine that not only the British peerage,
but also every celebrity and beauty of the time,
had gone in a long procession through Sir Joshua’s
studio. He used to consider a hundred and fifty
finished portraits a fair year’s work, and, incred-
ible as it seems, he was able to finish a head in
four hours. His main desire was to paint the
countenance of his sitter at its best. “His men
are all nobleness, his women all loveliness, and
his children all simplicity”; yet they are all like
the living originals. Having caught not only
the features, but also the expression and the soul
of his subject, he loved to idealize the costume and
surroundings — especially of his ladies — and in
the charm and variety of his poses and accessories



DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON

Size of the original print, 18 by 18 inches.

From the mezzotint by William Doughty, after the painting by Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds. Engraved in 1779. In this magnificent portrait the painter and the
engraver have combined to give us the best portrait of ‘“‘the Colossus of
English Literature.”



OLIVER GOLDSMITH

Size of the original print, 18 by 18 inches.
From the mezzotint by Giuseppe Marchi. Engraved in 1770. Reynolds, with
his wonderful art, has given both dignity and mental power to these plain
and homely features.
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he has perhaps never been equaled by any other
portrait painter.

His prices were at first very moderate, but he
continued to advance them without diminishing
the number of his patrons. Both he and Garrick
were said to have had a keen eye to their own
pecuniary interests; but what sensible man does
not get all that he lawfully and honorably can?
The fortune which he left to his niece (besides
large bequests to other relations) amounted to
about a hundred thousand pounds sterling, but
he was liberal as well as prudent, and when making
his will not only did he cancel a debt of two thou-
sand pounds which he had lent to Edmund Burke,
but he bequeathed him an additional sum of the
same amount.

When, in the year 1760, Reynolds removed to
the spacious house, number 47 Leicester Square,
where he passed the remainder of his life, he
was at the height of his fame and success. A
tablet over the door still records his occupancy
of thirty-two years, and the present tenants,
Messrs. Puttick & Simpson, the auctioneers of
artistic and literary property, are most obliging
in pointing out to visitors the wvarious relics
of the master —even to the banisters of the
stone staircase, which were made with an outward
curve so that the fine ladies wearing enormous
hoops could pass up and down unimpeded.
What a procession of notable personages did this
staircase accommodate; what guests assembled
around that table; and had the dumb walls been
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phonographs, how precious would their records
be now!

Few men have ever led a fuller or happier life
than Reynolds. One of the most sympathetic of his
biographers — his pupil Northcote — says of him:
“He most heartily enjoyed his profession, and I
agree with Mr. Malone (another biographer),
who says he appeared to him to be the happiest
man he ever knew.” Dr. Johnson, who seldom
paid compliments, said of him that if they should
quarrel Reynolds would have him at a great dis-
advantage, because he could not say one word
to his detriment. His literary powers were of a
high order; but he never could have written such
a book as that strange production of a great
artist of a later century “The Gentle Art of Mak-
ing Enemies”; for his whole life was an unceasing
practise of the still gentler and more difficult art
of making friends. One secret of his success may
be found among the code of rules which he had
composed for himself: “The great secret of being
happy in this world is, not to mind or be affected
by small things.”

In politics he belonged to the small minority,
so splendidly led by Burke and Chatham, who
steadfastly believed in. the ultimate success of
those rebels in America who were giving King
George the Third so much trouble; and he even
won several wagers on the result.

The Royal Academy of Arts was founded in
1768, when Reynolds was elected president by
acclamation and was knighted by the King. His
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majesty was probably as blind to the real merits
of the artist as he was to those of most other
great men of his time (though, by the way, George
the Third believed in Handel when that
great musician was neglected by the fashionable
world of London). Notwithstanding Sir Joshua’s
many occupations, he was tireless in advancing
the interests of the Royal Academy, and contin-
ued to labor for it to the end of his life. It was
he who inaugurated the annual Academy dinner,
which in our day is attended by the greatest
personages of the land, including royalty; and
the yearly discourses which he delivered as presi-
dent have taken rank as unquestioned classics in
the art lore of the world. They were soon trans-
lated into several continental languages, and the
Empress Catherine the Great of Russia sent their
author her portrait set with diamonds, and an
autograph letter thanking him for the pleasure
and instruction which their perusal had afforded
her. The great success of these discourses was
too much for Sir Joshua’s detractors, and though
they could not deny their merit, they were fain to
declare that their high literary quality was due to
the pen of Edmund Burke or Dr. Johnson. Burke
simply denied the report, and Johnson declared
that he would as little think of presuming to write
for Reynolds as he would to paint for him. Charles
Blanc, the French Academician, while bestowing
unstinted praise on Reynolds as a painter, declares
that these Academy discourses are still his great-
est work; but the eminent critic goes on to say
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that the artist’s practise did not always accord
with his precepts; as when he ranks drawing above
color, while his pictures really are stronger in
color than in drawing; or when he declares that
Michael Angelo was the king of all artists, while
he (Reynolds) imitated Rembrandt in his pic-
tures. It is hard to understand what so acute a
critic as Charles Blanc can mean when he re-
proaches Reynolds with imparting “an altogether
British aspect” to his portraits. What else would
he have them?

Ruskin calls Sir Joshua the “prince of portrait
painters” and ‘““one of the seven colorists of the
world,” ranking him in this respect with Turner and
five of the great Italian masters. Reynolds did not
attain this mastery of color without working for
it. He even went to the extreme of purchasing
pictures by Titian and Rubens and decom-
posing their pigments, thereby hoping to “pluck
out the heart of their mystery.” Sir Joshua’s
zeal for improvement was insatiable. He never
began a picture without resolving that he would
make it a better one than he had ever painted
before. One result of this ambition was, that, in
general, the quality of his work became better
and better to the end of his life. But in one par-
ticular he certainly exercised a “zeal, but not
according to knowledge”; for having inherited
from his father a taste for making experiments
in chemistry, he applied it to the composition of
his colors — sometimes with disastrous results.
Thus, I remember that twenty-five years ago his



THAIS

Size of the original print, 19 by 10} inches.
From the stipple engraving by Francesco Bartolozzi (1725-1815), after the painting
by Sir Joshua Reynolds. Engraved in 1792.
Thais, the protégée of Alexander the Great, bearing the torch to fire the Persian
palace at Persepolis. This is a good example of the stipple or dotted manrer
of engraving.



LADY COCKBURN AND HER CHILDREN
Size of the original print, 20 by 15} inches.

From the stipple engraving by Charles Wilkin (1750-1814), after the painting b
Sir Joshua Reynolds. Engraved in 1791. This beautiful picture, althougﬁ
painted in 1773, is, unlike many of Sir Joshua’s works, as fresh and glowing
as it could have been when it first left the painter’s easel.
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large “Holy Family,” in the British National Gal-
lery, was in fairly good condition; but on revisit-
ing it yearly it was easy to see that the cracks on
its surface were growing more apparent, and that
the picture was going to destruction. The last
time I saw it,it was worse than ever — and recently
the picture has been removed from the walls alto-
gether. On the other hand, the beautiful portrait
of Lady Cockburn and her three children, painted
in 1773, is now as fresh and glowing as it could
have been when it first left the painter’s easel.

Some of his methods were peculiar. He usu-
ally painted his sitters from their reflection in a
mirror, and not from a direct view. He always
remained standing while at work, and he rarely
signed a portrait. One notable exception, how-
ever, was made in the case of his magnificent por-
trait of Mrs. Siddons as the Tragic Muse, which
was painted when the master was sixty years old
and when Mrs. Siddons was twenty-eight. The
great actress, failing at first to recognize a sort of
embroidery which the artist had added to the
edge of her robe, soon perceived that it contained
the words “Joshua Reynolds pinxit, 1784”;
whereupon Sir Joshua assured her that he would
be proud to have his name go down to posterity
on the hem of her garment! Before commencing
this picture, the artist, instead of posing the sitter
himself, requested Mrs. Siddons to give him her
own idea of the Tragic Muse, and she immedi-
ately assumed the pose in which the picture was
painted.
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Sir Joshua Reynolds never married; but like
most of the sons of Adam his life had its romance,
and the gossips of the time (if not he himself)
were determined that he should marry Angelica
Kauffmann.

This interesting artist was the daughter of
an obscure painter, and was born in Switzerland.
She came to England in 1776, where she met with
a very flattering reception. She profited greatly
by the instruction and the friendship of Reynolds,
and was even elected one of the thirty-six original
members of the Royal Academy. Her style is
attractive from a certain dainty elegance which
sometimes borders on affectation, and many of
her designs have been beautifully engraved by
Bartolozzi, Thomas Burke, and others. Although
at one time Angelica imagined herself to be deeply
in love with Sir Joshua, yet she was a sad flirt,
and after having more or less seriously broken
the hearts of several adorers, she finished by marry-
ing an impostor — the valet of Count de Horn,
a Swedish nobleman. This man imposed upon her
by assuming not only the title but even the clothes
of his master.

A curious thing is the passionate love for chil-
dren which is so often seen in persons who have
deliberately chosen a single life. One of the cyn-
ical rules which Dean Swift laid down for himself
when he had grown old was to take care not to
allow his fondness for children to be seen. Pos-
sibly, if such people as the Dean and Sir Joshua
had brought up families of their own, their exalted
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idea of the angelic attributes of children might
have been somewhat lowered; but be this as it
may, it is safe to say that the very loveliest por-
traits of children that ever were painted are the
work of this childless man. His familiar group
known as ‘““Angels’ Heads” is nothing but the
portrait of little Isabel Gordon, taken from five
different points of view. The original, in the
National Gallery, happily retains all its beauty
of color. It recalls the famous pun of Pope
Gregory the Great, “ Non Angli sed Angeli.”” The
quaint picture of ‘“Mercury as a Pickpocket” is
another example of the master’s intimate sym-
pathy with children.

It is recorded that Reynolds always believed
his portraits of women to be his finest works, and
it is certain that at the present day such a por-
trait, or even a fine engraving from it, would sell
for a much higher price than could be obtained
for any other class of his work. For example,
a proof of Watson’s mezzotint of Lady Bampfylde
was recently sold at auction in London for three
hundred and sixty pounds — a much larger sum
than Sir Joshua received for the original painting.
The portrait of the Hon. Miss Bingham shows
much of the innocence and charm that characterize
the master’s portraits of children. This beautiful
girl lived till 1840, and never married.

Perhaps no famous beauty has ever been the
subject of so many notable pictures as the cele-
brated Emma Hart, afterward Lady Hamilton.
In early life she was a nursemaid at Hawarden
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(where Mr. Gladstone lived), but later she seems
to have driven the artists wild with admiration
for her beauty and grace. Romney has painted
several admirable portraits of her; and Sir Joshua
represents her in the character of a bacchante.
The fine picture of Mrs. Billington as Saint Cecilia
is one of the few representative examples of Rey-
nolds that are accessible to the American public.
It is in the gallery of the Lenox Library, New
York. There are also a few in private collections,
but notwithstanding the master’s industry and
facility of production, fine “Sir Joshuas” are
to-day almost unprocurable.

Just at present there exists in Paris a great
enthusiasm for the works of Reynolds; and the
Salon of the present year contained a consider-
able number of etchings and engravings after
them. But not one of them is satisfactory, and it
is evident that the French, with all their clever-
ness, cannot do him justice. These engravers
seemed determined to “improve” the originals
by adding a coquettish Parisian smirk to the
faces; and the result is deplorable. I remember
in particular one of these reproductions, in
which the sweet and simple little Penelope
Boothby is made to look like an artful young
schemer — full of craft and arrére pensée.
Indeed, it is rare to find an engraver of one
nationality who can do justice to the picture of
another.

While such masters as Titian, Raphael, Rubens,
and Turner employed and directed their own



LADY ELIZABETH KEPPEL, AI*"I%%!E‘VIV('ARDS MARCHIONESS OF TAVIS-

Size of the original Erint, 231 by 144 inches.
From the mezzotint engraving by Richard Fisher (1730-1785), after the painting
by Sir Joshua Reynolds. Engraved in 1761.
Lady Elizabeth Keppel was one of the bridesmaids to Queen Charlotte in 1761,
in which character Reynolds painted her. This and the companion portrait
of Lady Sarah Bunbury are accounted the masterpieces of the engraver.



LADY ELIZABETH FOSTER
Size of the original print, 104 by 81 inches.
From the stipple engraving by Francesco Bartolozzi (1725-1815), after the paint-
ing by Sir Joshua Reynolds. Bartolozzi was a master in line-engraving as
well as in the stipple method.
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engravers — fully understanding the value of that
subordinate art which multiplied and perpetuated
their own original designs — yet it is probable
that Reynolds was better served than any other
master through what Ruskin calls “the noble
human labor of the engraver.” His rich color-
ing and broad style lent themselves especially to
the mezzotint process, and, largely through his
encouragement and patronage, the contemporary
British school of mezzotint engravers produced
works which must always rank as masterpieces.
Within two years from his death as many as seven
hundred plates had been engraved after his de-
signs, and during the nineteenth century this
large number was greatly increased. Upon seeing
one of the plates which MacArdell engraved,
Sir Joshua had the generosity to exclaim: “By
this man I shall be immortalized!” Indeed, he
little suspected that this was true in a double
sense, in view of the fact that he often made use
of perishable colors; and while the decay of any
painting in oils is only a question of time, there is
practically no limit to the lasting powers of those
frail sheets of paper. Reynolds himself, in com-
mon with many artists — including Rembrandt,
Sir Peter Lely, and Bonnat —had a life-long
passion for collecting prints and drawings; and
his well-known stamp on the back of some fine
old print or sketch is still an endorsement and
guarantee of its quality.

I have never seen mention made of the curious
circumstance that many portrait painters seem
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to have unconsciously given to their sitters a
shade of resemblance to their own features. Van
Dyck’s portraits nearly all bear a trace of the
master’s own elegance of face and figure, the works
of Holbein and Rubens give countenance to the
same theory, and Rembrandt’s magnificent por-
traits, though showing such a wonderful variety,
yet all bear a more or less remote resemblance to
Rembrandt himself. The same is true of Sir
Joshua’s. This may be partly, but not entirely,
accounted for by the fact that not only do the
individuals of any one nation bear a certain
resemblance to each other, and that the same is
true of the whole people of any given epoch; but
the main reason seems to be that the artist un-
consciously imitates his own face. We need not
always recognize this resemblance by means of
a portrait of the artist painted by himself; for
instance, such a portrait as that of Reynolds
painted by the American, Gilbert Stuart, shows
us practically the same face as those painted by
Reynolds himself. This theory has been con-
firmed by a distinguished American artist whom I
have consulted. He states further that, in his
experience, if two students are drawing from the
same model, the one of whom is tall and slender,
and the other short and robust, each will be sure
to impart to his drawing a good deal of his own
physical proportions.

In 1784 Reynolds lost his old friend, Dr. John-
son. A short time previously Johnson had writ-
ten to him: “We are now old acquaintance, and
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perhaps few people have lived so much and so
long together with less cause of complaint on
either side.” The day before he died he sent for
Sir Joshua and told him he had three requests
to make of him. The first was to forgive him a
debt of thirty pounds (that was easily granted);
the second was to read his Bible regularly, and
the third was to refrain from painting on the
Sabbath day. Sir Joshua, in the fulness of his
heart, promised everything; but he afterward
found the third promise so irksome that, after
having consulted his friends, he came to the con-
clusion that his old friend had no right to bind
him to such a promise, and so he resumed his
brush on the Sabbath.

Reynolds himself was now growing old; but in
1785 he painted the admirable portrait of John
Hunter which has been so finely engraved by
William Sharp, and the same year he spent a
thousand pounds on pictures for his own collec-
tion. His enthusiasm for fine things was as strong
as ever, and it was by his advice that the Duke
of Portland purchased the famous antique Port-
land Vase which is now the pride of the British
Museum. He continued to go into society as
before, and he was present at some of the great
speeches delivered by Burke and Sheridan at
the trial of Warren Hastings. In 1789, while
painting, he was stricken with a disease of the
eyes — the same malady which caused the blind-
ness of Milton, and thereafter he could paint
very little. But he bore his affliction with great
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serenity, comforted by the loving attentions of
his “troops of friends,” or in their absence amus-
ing himself with his pet birds. He also made an
exhibition of his valuable collection of old paintings
and handed the proceeds to his servant. In 1792
he was found to be incurably ill from a disease
of the liver, and on February 238 he died.

He was buried in St. Paul’s Cathedral, close by
the tomb of his fellow townsman Sir Christopher
Wren, the architect of the great church, where his
statue by Flaxman now occupies a conspicuous
place. “Never was a funeral of ceremony at-
tended with so much sincere concern by all sorts
of people,” writes Edmund Burke; and he adds:
“Sir Joshua Reynolds was, on many 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 facility, in happy
invention, and in the richness and harmony of
coloring, he was the equal of the greatest masters
of the renowned ages. In portraits he went beyond
them. In these he appeared not to be raised
upon that platform, but to descend upon it from
a higher sphere.”

This is lofty praise; but notwithstanding the
stately periods of Burke the best summary of
Sir Joshua’s character and genius seems to be
the facetious mock-epitaph which in a merry
hour, years before the death of either, his dear
friend Goldsmith wrote upon him:
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Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind,

He has not left a wiser or better behind,

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand;

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland;

Still born to improve us in every part;

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart:

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering,

When they judged without skill, he was still hard of hearing:

When they talked of their Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff,
He shifted his trumpet and only took snuff!

As the train recedes from such cities as Cologne
or Strassburg or Amiens, the observant passenger
will have noticed that while the ordinary build-
ings of the city gradually sink down to a dim and
inconspicuous level, the great cathedral looms
up vaster and grander, until at last it seems to
stand alone im its dignity and glory. It is so with
some human lives; and it is so with the memory
of Sir Joshua Reynolds.
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MEZZOTINT ENGRAVER

HE mezzotint process is, in one respect,
radically different from all other methods
of engraving on metal plates. In line engraving,
stipple or dotted work, aquatint, etching and dry-
point, it is by the laying in of the black line or
tone that the engraver produces his picture; but
in mezzotint he begins with a solid black and
makes his picture by supplying the white or the
intermediate tones between black and white.

The invention of this art, for nearly two
centuries, had been claimed for Prince Rupert, the
military hero who was born at Prague in 1619,
but recent research demonstrates that the real
inventor of the process was Ludwig Von Siegen, a
soldier friend of Prince Rupert’s. In the year
1839 an ingenious Frenchman discovered Von
Siegen’s original letter to the prince, describing
to him the new method of engraving which he
had invented. This letter was dated August,
1642.

In any case it was Prince Rupert who intro-
duced the new process into England, and so thor-
oughly did the English adopt and develop it that
mezzotint engraving is still called by the French
la maniére anglaise; and from the middle of the

58
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eighteenth century to the early part of the nine-
teenth, plates were produced in England which,
for beauty, richness, and genuine artistic value
have never since been equaled — except by Sam-
uel Cousins himself. Of these eighteenth century
mezzotinters some of the greatest names are Mac-
Ardell, Earlom, and Pether. It was of the Irish
engraver, MacArdell, that Sir Joshua Reynolds
made the generous declaration: “By this man I
shall be immortalized!”

Other mezzotinters who worked in the method
of MacArdell and his contemporaries were William
Ward, Doughty, Fisher, John Jones, and John
Raphael Smith. This great tradition of the eight-
eenth century school of mezzotinting was most
worthily carried on by Samuel W. Reynolds, who
was born in 1778. An exhibition of this engraver’s
works would be a delight to all lovers of fine
prints; and one of his chief claims to an assured
place in the Temple of Fame is that he was the
teacher of at least two veritable masters of mezzo-
tint engraving —David Lucas and Samuel Cousins.
The English painter, Constable (predecessor of
the French landscape school of Corot, Théodore
Rousseau, and Daubigny) soon appropriated David
Lucas to his sevice, while Sir Thomas Lawrence
— the most eminent portrait painter after the
death of Sir Joshua Reynolds — most gladly
availed himself of the subordinate genius of Samn-
uel Cousins.

Of this happy collaboration of a great portrait
painter with a great engraver, we read in that
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standard book, Les Merveilles de la Gravure, by
Duplessis, late curator of the great Paris collec-
tion of engravings: “Sir Thomas Lawrence met
with one engraver, Samuel Cousins, who pro-
duced some masterpieces after his paintings.
We may specially mention the portrait of Pope
Pius VII — the best mezzotint of modern times.
Thoroughly well instructed in his art, Cousins
has in this portrait preserved all the life and gran-
deur of the original. He has managed the light
with the greatest tact and has drawn the pon-
tiff’s head with a power unknown to most of his
contemporaries.”

It must be remembered that in those good old
days photography and modern ‘“process” work
were unknown; and if an eminent painter wished
to have the essential part of his picture reproduced
and multiplied he was obliged to employ the ser-
vices of an expert engraver. Thus the painter
and the engraver worked toward the same end,
and the result is the existence of many master-
pieces. We shall never again have any more of
them, for photography, and mechanical proc-
esses founded on photography, have killed repro-
ductive engraving. This sad circumstance has
already greatly enhanced the value of the best
of the old engravings — so much so that several
of the eighteenth century mezzotints have re-
cently sold at auction in London at from £300 to
£1200 sterling each; such prices for single prints
being in many cases greater than the painter of
the original received for the picture itself. And
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Size of the original print, 174 by 13} inches.
From the etching by Charles Waltner, after the painting by Frank Holl,



MASTER LAMBTON
Size of the original print, 15} by 11} inches.
From the mezzotint engraving by Samuel Cousins (1801-1887), after the painting by Sir
Thomas Lawrence. Engraved in 1827. The son of J. G. Lambton, Lord Durham.
The original paiating was exhibited at the Royal Academy in 1825.
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for this there is a very good reason. If to-day
one wishes to know what some of the existing
pictures by, say, Sir Joshua Reynolds, were orig-
inally like, he must ‘consult —not the painting
— which often has changed and faded, but some
contemporary mezzotint a.fter it, which is now as
fresh as ever.

One curious circumstance connected with the
old masterpieces of portrait engraving is, — that
although each portrait was originally produced
for the sake of the man or woman whose likeness
was therein depicted, yet, as most human beings
very soon ‘“‘outlive their own immortality,”
it has come to pass that to-day many a man
would be totally forgotten were it not for some
beautiful portrait of him which is still known
and valued. The lost souls in Dante’s Inferno
had a pathetic longing to be still remembered on
the earth. It is an instinct of humanity; and
so, happy is he whose portrait has been engraved
by a master!

Samuel Cousins, although a very able draughts-
man, and endowed with the power to make admi-
rable likenesses from life, yet devoted his talents
to reproducing the work of other men. Many
print-lovers of our day condemn every engraving
which is not “original’> — that is, which is not
the design of the engraver himself. If this theory
had been adopted in former times it would have
deprived the world of many of the finest engravings
in existence. The reason is that, in nearly every
case, the original creative designer did not know
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how to etch or engrave, and therefore he was
glad to avail himself of the technical skill of the
expert engraver. Are Wagner’s compositions,
for example, never to be performed by trained
instrumentalists because that great creative
musician has admitted that he himself had not
the technical skill to worthily play — even on
the piano — the music which his genius had
created?

Samuel Cousins was born in the city of Exeter
in the year 1801. At the age of eleven he won a
prize for drawing, and at the age of twelve a medal
from the London Society of Arts. When thirteen
years old he was bound apprentice for seven
years to the eminent mezzotint-engraver, Samuel
W. Reynolds, and, after the completion of his
apprenticeship, he worked with Reynolds for
three years more. During this latter period
about eighty beautiful plates which were signed
by Reynolds were really engraved by Cousins.
Sir Seymour Haden tells us that as early as the
time of Rembrandt it was the custom of a master
to publish as his own the best work of clever
apprentices.

After his ten years of service with Reynolds,
Cousins wished to establish himself as a painter
of portraits in miniature. But the painters, the
publishers, and the public would not allow him
to carry out his personal choice, and these cir-
cumstances forced him to remain a mezzotint-
engraver — reproducing the work of other men to
the end of his long and laborious life.
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In 1835 he was elected to membership in the
Royal Academy, a circumstance in which he took
great pleasure, and of which he was very proud.
It is all very well for disappointed outsiders to
affect to make light of the magic letters, “R. A.,”
after a British artist’s name, yet in our own day
American artists of such power as John S. Sargent
and Edwin A. Abbey did not reject the coveted
“R. A.,” when it was offered to them.

Although it is probable that Cousins has left
us a greater number of really first-class mezzo-
tints than any other engraver, yet his work was
unequal. This was caused (as it is in the case of
some very popular writers) by the importunities
of the publishers. They wanted from him far
more than he could produce; and although his
second best plates were apt to be finer than an-
other man’s best, yet it was only when he was not
pushed and hurried that we see Samuel Cousins
at his best.

When he had attained the age of seventy-four
years, Cousins resolved to retire from the prac-
tise of his profession. ‘Hitherto,” he said, “I
have only suffered existence —now I want to
live.” He had often complained of the solitude
which his work imposed upon him. “Solitary
confinement with hard labor,” he used to call
it. He was rich, he was famous, he was still in
excellent health, and he wanted to amuse him-
self. But this was not to be. He thought that
he could rid himself of commissions by putting a
prohibitive price on his work, and with this view,
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in response to the proposition of a publisher, he
demanded the unheard-of price of 1,500 guiness
for a plate after Gainsborough — and to his amaze-
ment the publisher at once agreed to his terms.
Similar offers of the most liberal character in-
duced Cousins, from time to time, to undertake
“just one more plate”; and it was during these
last years of his life that he produced some of
his very best work. His last plate was engraved
in his eighty-third year. Very appropriately it
was his own portrait, done after the painting by
Edwin Long, R. A. In looking at this firm and
strong piece of work we are reminded of the text
which describes Moses of old in extreme age:
“His eye was not dim nor his natural strength
abated,” and yet the engraver had been workmg
at his art for seventy-one years.

Notwithstanding all this occupation, Cousins
found time to “set his house in order,” and in
making his will he manifested not only his kindly
nature, but also his respect for art and artists.
He bequeathed £15,000 sterling to the Royal
Academy — the interest to be devoted to the aid-
ing of artists of merit in their declining years.
No one beneficiary was to receive an annuity of
more than £80. At the present time this endow-
ment yields nine annuities of £80 each. He also
left £1,000 to the Artist’s Benevolent Fund and
£5,000 to the Artist’s Orphan Fund. He never
- married, but besides the public benefactions already
mentioned he left liberal bequests to members of
his own family.
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Samuel Cousins died on the 7th of May, 1887.
Personally he was a reserved, quiet man, and in
no respect a wild, erratic, self-proclaimed *gen-
ius.” He modestly chose to make his work his
monument; allowing his fame to take care of
itself — as it has done!



THE MODERN DISCIPLES OF
REMBRANDT

Reprinted, by permission, from the “Art Review”

EMBRANDT, who was born in Holland in
1606 and died there in 1665, may be re-
garded as the great representative etcher for all
time. He did not originate the process; but,
having found it in a crude and undeveloped state,
he carried it to a height of perfection which, as a
 whole, has never since been equaled.

Notwithstanding all the achievements of the
modern school in the various details of etching,
dry-point, management of the aqua-fortis, methods
of printing, and so forth, it is probably true that
every one of these refinements of the art was known
and practised by Rembrandt himself. He knew
well how to vary effects by different styles of
printing, was well acquainted with the virtues of
Japanese and vergé papers, and on rare occasions
he even printed proofs on satin.

From the etcher’s point of view all that this
great master produced was so 7ight, that now, after
the lapse of two centuries, there is probably no
etcher living who would not be proud to call
himself a “Disciple of Rembrandt.” Etching is
such a many-sided process that it seems to yield
an inexhaustible variety of effects; but to illus-

68



THE RISING MOON
Size of the original print, 4§ by 7} inches.
Samuel Palmer, the English painter and etcher, was, by nature, a poet. His
translation from the Latin, into English verse, of the Eclogues of Virgil, is a
standard authority.

THE EARLY PLOUGHMAN
Size of the original print, 5} by 7] inches.
Philip Gilbert Hamerton considers thatlthis is, on the whole, the finest of Palmer’s
plates.



AUTUMN IN THE MORVAN
Size of the original print, 4§ by 73 inches.

COWS IN A POOL

Size of the original print. 5 by 8} inches.
From the original etchings by the French master, Charles Daubigny (1815-1878). Some of
Daubigny’s paintings were elaborated from his earlier etchings of the same subject.
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trate how truly Rembrandt “being dead, yet
speaketh,” a remarkable experience of the pres-
ent writer may be related. Years ago, when
traveling through continental Europe, it was his
habit to carry with him a selection of the etch-
ings of Seymour Haden. When these were shown,
for the first time, to some artist or amateur, the
comment usually was: “School of Rembrandt.”
And in later years, after our own American etchers
began to produce such fine work, the general
remark of these same experts, on seeing some speci-
mens of it, was: “School of Seymour Haden.”

After the death of Rembrandt, etching seems,
In a great measure, to have declined from its
legitimate uses, until it became a mere adjunct
to line engraving, the engraver using it for the
coarser preliminary work of his plate before finish-
ing with the burin. Many plates were also pro-
duced entirely by the etching process; but, as the
etched line was made to imitate as closely as
possible the formal and rigid appearance of the
engraved line, the result was a coarse and inferior
substitute for line-engraving. Etching could
never, however, achieve the mathematical preci-
sion of the burin any more than the burin could
give the free and spirited touch of the etching-
needle; and it seems to have been forgotten that
this seeming defect was in reality its greatest
charm.

A curious instance of this blindness to the artis-
tic charm of the free and frank work of the
painter-etcher is seen in the Iconography of Van
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Dyck. This great master etched a series of por-
traits of contemporary artists. He did his work
with the greatest economy of labor, but in a superb
style. These plates were then (presumably with
the consent of Van Dyck) handed over to such
excellent engravers as Bolswert, Suyderhoef, and
Vorsterman, who finished them with the burin.
But before they were thus finished, a few proofs
of the pure etchings were taken. And now, after
the lapse of two centuries, it has happened to the
writer to purchase one of these portraits in both
states — namely, the unfinished etching as Van
Dyck left it, and the same with the engraver’s
work superadded; but he paid just fourteen hun-
dred times as much for the “unfinished” as for
the “finished” print!

This, of course, is an extreme case, and does
not demonstrate that all etching is precious and
all engraving worthless. Such attempts have
been made; but no amount of argument can dis-
prove the fact that all art lovers owe a debt of
gratitude to the engravers in line and mezzotint,
who have done noble work in the past and who
have preserved to the world many masterpieces
of which the originals have perished. The likeli-
hood is that in the future the etching-needle will
supersede the burin; but this cannot invalidate
the value of the old engravings, and the two
sister arts should be regarded as being friends,
not enemies.

While Rembrandt, Van Dyck, and some others
were working in the Netherlands, their great



CROWS PERCHING IN A TREE
Size of the original print, 7} by 11 inches.

THE MARSH WITH STORKS

Size of the original print, 5} by 8 inches.
From the original etchings by Daubigny.
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contemporary, Claude Lorrain, was painting or
etching his beautiful classical landscapes in France
and Italy. As an etcher, he was somewhat
unequal, but a few of his best plates have never
been surpassed for tenderness and beauty.

Perhaps the most important event in the his-
tory of etching is the wonderful revival of the art
which took place toward the middle of the nine-
teenth century. Etching had degenerated from
its true principles as exemplified by Rembrandt,
until it sunk into a coarse and easy substitute for
line engraving, instead of being as free and untram-
meled as the clouds in a summer sky, when a few
thoughtful artists in France and England awoke
to the conviction that it was an art apart, and with
a language of its own. For this revival we are
chiefly indebted to the French school, although,
before the general movement had commenced in
France, at least one British artist, Sir David
Wilkie, had, as early as 1825, produced both etch-
ing and dry-point work of the right sort.

Charles Jacque began to etch in the year 1830,
and although few artists are better known through
their paintings, yet this veteran found time
during his long life to produce nearly five hundred
plates, and of these his latest are perhaps his
best. One of the few surviving pioneers is Léopold
Flameng. It is related of him that he never
failed to execute a plate but once. When his son
Frangois won the great medal of honor of the
Paris Salon with his painting of the “Prisoners
of Carcassone,” the father was so much overcome
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with emotion that he could not etch the picture!
Léon Gaucherel died in 1886. He once said,
and with as much truth as modesty, “My best
works are my pupils.” He was especially emi-
nent as a teacher: Rajon, Courtry, Lalauze,
LeRat, and Félix Buhot all learned their art from
him. Of these distinguished artists, Félix Buhot
is perhaps the best known to the American public;
and he is, in his way, the most remarkable of
them all. Until Buhot had demonstrated the
contrary, it was supposed that all the resources
of etching had been developed and employed;
but it remained for him to achieve something
absolutely new in this much-tried field.

To return to the pioneers of the modern revival,
we come to the great names of Jean-Francois
Millet and Charles Meryon. Millet painted and
etched in poverty which amounted to absolute
want. Meryon’s case was even worse, for he
actually went insane from hunger and neglect,
and so died. And now, all too late, the etchings
of these two masters are eagerly purchased at
prices that to them would have seemed wildly
incredible.

Other notable French etchers who took part
in the movement were Bracquemond, Lalanne,
Appian, Martial, and Jacquemart. Also such
famous painters as Corot, Fortuny, Meissonier,
and Detaille. Valuable aid of another sort was
given by the eminent writer Philippe Burty.
He was the first to call public attention to the
etched work of such masters as Seymour Haden,



UNE MARE
Size of the original print, 9} by 67 inches.
From the etching by Adolphe Appian. Appian, who was born in 1819, was a pupil
of Corot, and of Daubigny, and his paintings and etchings are held in high
estimation by collectors.
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Meryon, and Millet; and being a critic whose
opinion carried with it great authority, his timely
recognition of the art was a powerful factor in
its material success. Important assistance of still
another kind was given by the plate-printer Au-
guste Deldtre. And it is a fortunate circumstance
that the etchers of the past thirty years had in
Delétre a printer of consummate ability. He was an
artist by nature and instinct if not by profession.

It was said of the French by Bulwer Lytton,
that they are “great in all the arts, but supreme
in none.” Be this as it may, it is probable that
the two greatest names in modern etching are
those of an Englishman, and an American domi-
ciled in England, — namely, Francis Seymour
Haden and James McNeill Whistler.

By general consent Seymour Haden ranks as
the greatest of modern etchers. How this busy
and successful London surgeon took up etching
as a pastime, and how with it he has beaten the
professional artists on their own ground, is a story
too well known to be repeated here. It seems
almost a pity that Seymour Haden, in his jealous
care for the quality of his work, has seen fit to
destroy many of his plates, so as to prevent the
possibility of inferior impressions being printed
from them in the future. One result is that the
proofs have become excessively rare, and those
amateurs who have the good fortune to possess
some may have the satisfaction of knowing that
their value has fully quadrupled since they were
first published.
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The Shere Mill-pond is usually accounted his
masterpiece, but a smaller and less known plate
entitled the Water Meadow deserves special men-
tion. It represents a level English landscape, with
trees in the distance. In this etching the wise
“labor of omission” is everywhere apparent, and
yet none of the essentials of the scene are lacking.
The eminent London critic Frederick Wedmore
writes of it as “‘that unsurpassed masterpiece,”” and
the artist’s severest critic—namely, himself —has
privately written of it in this characteristic way:
“I like this plate, which is saying a great deal.”

Seymour Haden! now declares that his work as
an etcher is finished and that he will etch no more.
He surely has won laurels to rest on. He quit
London years ago and retired to his beautiful old
mansion in Hampshire, where the writer once
found him at work, felling, with his own hands,
some of the superfluous timber on the estate, and
wielding the axe with a vigor that would have
compelled the admiration of Mr. Gladstone himself.

Whistler may be called the etchers’ etcher.
So competent a judge as Storm van’s Gravesande
said of him, “He is the master of us all.”
Whistler, though a decided non-conformist in
social matters, was, nevertheless, a lion in London
society. He loved to befog and mystify the good
people of that most conventional capital with his
bright and original wit, and it was not easy to
know when he was to be taken seriously and
when he was only “poking fun.”

1Sir Seymour Haden died June 1, 1910.
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ON THE VECHT, HOLLAND
Size of the original print, 11} by 19 inches.

LANDING OF THE HERRING FLEET
Size of the original print, 14 by 18 inches.
From the dry-points by Charles Storm van’s Gravesande. The treatment of
the sky and of the sea in these two plates is a fine example of the artist’s ** econ-
omy of means.”

‘l
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Germany and Italy have contributed compar-
atively very little to the modern renaissance of
etching. Holland (of old the land of etchers
par excellence) has, in our day, produced in the
person of Storm van’s Gravesande one veritable
master. His etchings and dry-points deserve
the great reputation which they have won, and
he is to-day a favorite with American amateurs.
A remarkable feature in his work is the apparent
ease and simplicity with which the most beauti-
ful effects are realized. One of our best critics
writes, “I find Storm van’s Gravesande the ideal
painter-etcher, whose lines are so fused and lost
in the perfect whole that we feel and see what
is done, with never a thought for the means
whereby it got itself done. It is a comfort to
sit down before the work of such an artist as this.”
One of his later works — the very large dry-point
plate of the Cathedral of Dordrecht —is, in
itself, a refutation of the too sweeping assertion
of some critics that any plate of large size must,
of necessity, be bad as art.

In activity and success the American school
of to-day comes next after the French. The
practical directness of the American mind is
favorable both to the production and to the pop-
ularity of etching, and it is an encouraging fact
that the American public manifests a distinct
liking for the etchings of our own artists. The
limits and scope of the present article have cur-
tailed it in many points, and have rendered it
impossible to make detailed mention of the home
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school; but the subject has been excellently treated
in two publications, which are here cordially
recommended, — namely, American Eichers, by
Mrs. Schuyler van Rensselaer, and “Etching in
America,” by Mr. Ripley Hitchcock.

To those who possess Philip Gilbert Hamerton’s
book, Etching and Etchers, no word need be said;
but to all others who are capable of paying five
dollars for a handsome and finely illustrated
octavo volume of 450 pages, we would venture
to say that if they will buy this book and read
it, they will not be sorry. It would be poor praise
to call it “as interesting as a novel.” It seems
impossible that a better book could be written
on the subject, both as to matter and style; and
it is a veritable treasure-house of sound and
tangible ideas on art in general. Having said so
much in its praise, it may be noted as singular
that Mr. Hamerton’s work omits all mention of
two of the great modern etchers — Fortuny and
J. F. Millet.

In etching to toil over and elaborate an idea
which is already broadly indicated is fatal to
the vividness of the effect, and may be compared
to the disheartening operation of explaining a
joke after the hearer has failed to “see the point.”

An etching should appeal to the imagination
and should be far more than a mere effigy of the
object or scene represented. The personality
and the feeling of the artist are its highest qual-
ities, and, if these are lacking, it is not a work of
art. Speaking of this slavish imitation of the
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THE BANKS OF THE THAMES
Size of the original print, 3§ by 53 inches.

THE CANAL AT PONT-SAINTE-MAXENCE
Size of the original print, 63 by 9} inches.
From the etchings by Maxime Lalanne. The drawing of tree-forms, as they are
outlined against the sky, is especially beautiful. In this respect such a plate
as *“The Banks of the Thames™ is worthy of Seymour Haden himself.
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mere externals, Mr. Whistler once uttered the
startling paradox that “nature is seldom right”
— and he was right as he meant it.

Should we, then, have no elaborate and pains-
taking works of art? Certainly we should; but,
if the artist possesses that cast of mind, let him
sculpture a marble, build an edifice, or write a
novel — but let him not etch. Etching, then, is
not the species of art to appeal either to the artist
or the spectator possessing a lazy mentality.
It is essentially an intellectual art, and to intel-
lectual people, etching, like mercy, “blesseth him
that gives and him that takes.”

We have not been considering etching as the
means of copying or translating the paintings of
other men, but original “painter-etching,” in
which the work is done by the creator of the art
idea, who in a sense may be called both the father
and the mother of the picture. But reproduc-
tive etching and engraving, which render the paint-
ings of other men, have their place also, and a
very important place too. Extreme purists con-
demn all etching which is not original, but surely
this is being too strict. It happens, with very
few exceptions, that the greatest painters have
also been the greatest etchers; and as painting is
vastly more profitable to an artist than etching, it
follows that such men cannot really afford to etch,
for in doing so they must make a serious sacrifice.
Such old masters as Claude and Van Dyck, or
such moderns as Millet, Meissonier, or Charles
Jacque, could doubtless have embodied their
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finest creations in etchings (for they were all
etchers), but for the reason just stated they could
not afford to do so. Are we, then, to be deprived
of the fine prints which have been etched by other
hands after their pictures, simply because such
etchings are not “original”? Surely not. “Re-
form” is not a more taking catch-word in poli-
tics than is “originality” in art. Both are often
sadly misused.

It is true that the best painter-etchings possess
higher qualities than any reproductive work can;
but originality alone will not suffice, for there is,
alas, no scarcity of mediocre, inferior, and even
downright bad “original” etched work. Take,
for instance, the case of Léopold Flameng (an
artist who has been a great power in modern etch-
ing). It is certain that his original plates are
distinctly inferior to those in which he has copied
the designs of other men. Paul Rajon also,
although he devoted his great abilities to repro-
ductive work, was nevertheless equally strong
as an original painter and designer.

The uncompromising advocates of originality
would probably insist that such a plate as Walt-
ner’s Angelus should not be called an etching at
all — simply because it is not original. But in
this case we do not want originality from Walt-
ner; Millet gives us that in his painting, and all
we should require of Waltner is that he give us a
faithful and artistic copy or translation of Mil-
let’s design. No doubt Millet himself could have
etched it better than any one else; but he never



OCTOBER
Size of the original print, 213 by 10 inches.
From the dry-point by Jacques Joseph Tissot. The full possibilities of
dry-point, as a means of artistic expression, are seen in this beautiful
plate, one of the masterpicces of the artist.



MAVOURNEEN
Size of the original print, 14} by 8 inches.
From the dry-point by Jacques Joseph Tissot. This is one of Tissot’s finest
plates and, like the October, an admirable example of dry-point at its best.
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did — and meanwhile we are thankful for Walt-
ner’s rendition of that most lovely picture. Now,
if the door is to be shut against all reproductive
etching, good and bad alike, none but the owner
of such a great painting as the Angelus can enjoy
it; the walls of our homes cannot be adorned with
the etched reproductions of the best paintings;
and etching, now so generally admired, will dwin-
dle down to the contents of the portfolios of a few
wealthy amateurs and dilettanti (since so many
of the best painter-etchers are really unsuitable
for framing by reason of their small size and slight
effect when seen from a distance). By all means
let the bad and inartistic reproductive etchings
go, but let the good remain and multiply. Let
not those veritable works of art become like the
impossible orchid, a costly thing to amuse half
a dozen people out of a million; but rather let
them be like the geranium or morning-glory,
which give wholesome pleasure to all who can
enjoy their beauty.

What are the future prospects of etching con-
sidered as a fine art?

The winter of obscurity and neglect is over, and
the “glorious summer” of prosperity has come;
but herein lies a real danger. With popularity
its true artistic side may be ignored; quantity
may be considered rather than quality; the art
may be “boomed” and exploited for sordid
commercial ends, and men who are incapable
of it as an art may ply the making of etchings
as a trade.
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Against this danger there is, however, one sure
remedy. Let the public cultivate their judg-
ment and their taste, so that they can choose
the good and refuse the bad. No species of art,
whether good or bad, can long exist unless sup-
ported by those who buy. At no time have there
been so many good etchers living and working
as there are now — and we cannot have too many
good etchings, any more than we can have too
many good books.

There is no hidden and mysterious quality in a
good etching; what to a cultivated eye and mind
appears to be right and good 7s good, and what
appears to be wrong and bad 7s bad. And if the
public will only do its part, the inferior and inar-
tistic will die of neglect, and none but the fittest
will survive.

No doubt the years to come will bring with
them new tastes and new opinions. Some repu-
tations that now stand high may yet go down, and
it may be that the child is now living whose
future glory as an etcher will eclipse that of our
great men of to-day; but yet we may feel certain
that the best works of our modern etchers will
go down to posterity as masterpieces — as surely
as the works of the great Rembrandt have come
down to us.



BUTTERMILK CHANNEL
Size of the original print, 6§ by 103 inches.

WILLIAMSBURGH
Size of the original print, 6} by 9 inches.

From the etchings by Charles A. Platt of New York. “In the foremost group of
American painter-etchers stands the work of Charles A. Platt. Distinguished
alike for vigorous brilliancy and richness of effect, it shows that he has every
variety of technical means at his disposal and is a master of each in some spe-
cial way.” — Will Jenkins, ‘*Modern Etching and Engraving in America.”
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LOW TIDE, BAY OF FUNDY
Size of the original print, 12 by 19 inches.

FISHERMEN'S HOUSES, CAPE ANN
Size of the original print, 12 by 19 inches.
From the etchings by Stephen Parrish of Philadelphia.

Besides the incomparakle etchings of Whistler (who worked almost entirely in
Europe) other American painters have done genuinely good work in etching.
Among these men the name of Stephen Parrish ranks deservedly high. His
etchings are all of American scenes.



PERSONAL SKETCHES OF SOME
FAMOUS ETCHERS

An Unpublished Lecture delivered before the Grolier
Club of New York, and afterward repeated at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art, Yale Uni-
versity, Johns Hopkins University, etc.

T has been said of a well-known book — John
Forster’s Life of Dickens — that it was less a
biography of the novelist than a glorification of
the biographer himself, and Forster’s case is not
the only one which warns me of a similar danger
to myself in that which I have undertaken this
evening.

In addressing you on the subject selected, I
am, perforce, somewhat in the position of the
old narrator of whom Tennyson writes that he
“was himself a part of what he told,” and for this
reason I cannot avoid the occasional use of that
obnoxious personal pronoun “I.” But still, I shall
try to remember that while legitimate personal
sketches of these famous artists form a subject of
general interest, the personality of the mere nar-
rator does not.

It is true that a less personal and more abstract
view of the artists and their work might have
been chosen; but those who are competent to

79
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treat of these etchings from a high critical stand-
point may not have gone in and out among the
etchers themselves, for years, as I have done.
It is also evident that an adequate critical review
of the works of these famous etchers cannot be
presented in an address of one hour’s duration.
But these cursory sketches will not prejudice
the subject hereafter, nor prevent the work of
any of these artists from being taken up separately
and treated more exhaustively and critically by
abler hands than mine.

No man is so sure of undying fame as the true
and great artist. He who produces a master-
piece in poetry, music, architecture, sculpture,
or painting, or even in the art of etching, will be
remembered and revered when the political great
ones of the earth, now “dressed in a little brief
authority,” are supplanted and forgotten.

Two and a half centuries ago Holland was a
powerful nation, and the Burgomaster of Amster-
dam was a personage of the highest distinction.
It happened that the Burgomaster of that period
was a man who had the discrimination to see
something good in the paintings and etchings of
a certain obscure young artist, who had left his
father’s windmill, in the country, and had come
to the great city to seek his fortune. Not only
did the Burgomaster buy the artist’s pictures,
but he invited him to his house and made him his
friend. No doubt many excellent people of that
day were both puzzled and scandalized at this
absurd condescension on the part of their chief



THE PASSING STORM .
Size of the original print, 12 by 18 inches.

AN AUGUST DAY
Size of the original print, 15} by 23} inches.
From the etchings by Peter Moran, of Philadelphia.

The renowned French painter, Jules Breton, on seeing Peter Moran’s etchings in
Paris, asked in surprise whose works they were. The answer given him was,
“An American.” ‘“Why, they are admirable,” said he. ‘‘The man who etched
those plates is a master!”” Later, Jules Breton sent to America and procured
them f(l): his own collection, writing a most complimentary letter to the artist
about them.



THE LOCUST GROVE
Size of the original print, 93 by 84 inches.
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NOVEMBER

Size of the original print, 8% by 12 inches.
From the dry-point and the etching by Thomas R. Manley of New York. This
artist’s work is highly =stecmed by American collectors.
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citizen. But what unlikely changes Time some-
times brings about! Both men are long dead,
but neither is forgotten. That artist is to-day an
object of almost adoration throughout the whole
world of art, and Burgomaster Jan Six is still
held in affectionate remembrance — not because
he was a burgomaster, for his civic brethren are
now forgotten, but solely and entirely because he
was the patron and friend of Rembrandt.

Painting is the supreme art for depicting nature.
Nature abounds in color, and painting alone can
express this color by direct imitation; moreover,
we see nature in masses rather than in lines.
And yet etching, with its simple black lines on a
white ground, can suggest all that painting can —
and in art suggestion is often more effective than
complete realization. To prove this, let us imag-
ine — if we can — the statue of the Venus of
Milo with the lips painted red, the eyes painted
blue or gray, and the hair brown or golden. Would
it, in this condition, be the magnificent work of
art that it now is in the noble dignity of pure
white marble?

In art, then, suggestion is more powerful than
mere blank imitation; and etching is essentially
the suggestive art. Even color itself is effectively
suggested by a good etching. In the expression
of form, painting has no advantage, for color
cannot suggest form; while the suggestion of
atmosphere, perspective, expression, and the
general sentiment and feeling of a picture are
all within the scope of etching. Painter-etching,
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then, may be called the shorthand of art. It is
the concentrated essence of a picture. The
etcher catches and jots down the art idea while
it is fresh and living — and he is wise if he stops
at that. That is why the “first state” of an
etching is so often the best; though it may be
crude and faulty, yet it is a direct inspiration.
But the artist cannot leave it so. He takes up
his plate a second time in the spirit of a critic
and not of a creator, and proceeds to “improve”
it here and there — often with deplorable results.

Art, being the fine flower of civilization, it is
not surprising that these exceptionally endowed
beings—the artists—should interest us. As the
world is constituted, what is rare and fine is
valued, while what is merely good, but common,
is not. An iron nail is actually a more useful
article than a diamond; but nails are homely and
common, while diamonds are beautiful and scarce.
True, there are imitation diamonds, which glitter
bravely, and there are imitation artists too; but
these latter do not concern us now. Among
artists the true etcher is the rarest of all. Nearly
every great etcher has excelled in painting as well;
but, on the other hand, very few of the famous
painters could etch. For instance, the etchings
of Alma-Tadema, Josef Israels, and Sir Frederick
Leighton are not what we might expect from these
masters of the brush and palette.

I have not said that etchings are rare. Alas,
they are too common. Men who are incapable
of it as an art have plied the making of etchings



LA SORTIE

Size of the original print, 25} by 203 inches.

From the etching by Achille Gilbert after the painting by Charles Jacque. Jacque
took great interest in this plate — retouching the etcher’s work throughout.
He w[;w :io well pleased with the result that he supplies the remarque with his
own hand.



UNDER THE OLD OAKS

Size of the original print, 17 by 23} inches.
From the etching by Paul Lafond after the painting by Charles Jacque, who was
greatly pleased with such an excellent translation of his picture.

“

LE RETOUR
Size of the original print, 18} by 24 inches.

From the etching by Frédéric Jacque, after the painting by his father. Charles
Jacque. The painter was so much pleased with his son’s rendering of it that
he ctched the beautiful little “remarque” which appears on the earliest Proofs.
This “remarque” bears a date fifty-eight years later than the master's first
etching.
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as a trade, and there is a real danger that the true
jewels may become discredited by the quantities
of paste imitations. A saying of the late Paul
Rajon on this subject deserves to be long remem-
bered: “It is so easy, so very easy, to make an
etching; and so hard, so very hard, to make a
good one!”

From the point of view of the average practi-
cal man of the world, the artists are strange and
incomprehensible creatures. To him they seem
visionary, emotional, and almost like spoiled
children. Certainly their ways are not his ways.
On the other hand, ask the artist what he thinks
of the everyday commonplace citizen! Ask
Whistler’s disciples what they think of common
humanity! You might as well ask the high-
caste Brahmin what he thinks of the despised
Pariah! Thus, to the London artist, the well-
dressed, eminently respectable outsider is a “Phil-
istine”’; to the Paris artist he is a “Bourgeois.”
As for New York, I think we may give ourselves
credit for being more tolerant toward those whose
ideals in life differ from our own.

But, from the “Bourgeois” and Philistine”
point of view, one of the most marked character-
istics of the artist is his frank and unqualified
conviction of his own transcendent genius. Ordi-
nary outsiders who may be endowed with this
pleasant sentiment have at least the craft to con-
ceal it, so as to avoid ridicule; but the artist sees
nothing to conceal. His conviction is as naive
as that of a little boy of my acquaintance who,
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on returning from his first day at school, was
questioned by his mother as to who was the smart-
est boy in the whole school. The little fellow
seemed surprised that such a question should be
asked, but his answer was straight to the point:
“Why, I am!”

It may be that this sentiment is inseparable
from marked ability confined to one direction, and
that it is inherent in the artistic nature. I remem-
ber once having scraped acquaintance with a
professional baritone singer on board a steamer,
and after we had talked of the great singers in his
line he summed up the case in these exact words:
“Yes, Santley once had a good voice, and so had
De Reszke; but the most wonderful voice at pres-
ent existing in the world is my own.”

Sometimes this egotism does not pass unre-
buked, as in the case of the late Matthew Arnold,
perhaps the most colossal egotist of our time
(Whistler always excepted). After his return to
London from his first lecturing tour in this country,
he visited old Mrs. Procter, widow of the poet,
‘“Barry Cornwall,” and mother of Adelaide Proc-
ter, whose beautiful poem of the “Lost Chord”
is familiar to us all. Mrs. Procter, who was
then eighty years old, in giving Mr. Arnold a
motherly cup of tea, asked him, “And what did
they say about you in America?” “Well,” said
the literary aristocrat, “they said I was con-
ceited, and they said my clothes didn’t fit me.”
“Well, now,” said the old lady, “I think they were
mistaken — as to the clothes!”



CARDINAL MANNING
Size of the original print, 204 by 13 inches.
From the dry-point by Alphonse Legros. This superb portrait is a characteristic
example of the qualities which have won for Legros the place in art which he
holds. It is at once noble and dignified, and full of ' style.”
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Another marked characteristic of European art-
ists is the seemingly undue and exaggerated im-
portance which they attach to the recompenses of
the Paris Salon. Even a third-class medal, and
much more so a second, or a first, will mark the
artist as an aristocrat among his fellows, while the
great medal of honor, is, in his eyes, as extreme
a distinction as election to the presidency of the
United States would be in the estimation of a patri-
otic American citizen. One would suppose that an
artist could produce nothing good until he had
had his medal — and nothing bad afterwards.

I need not enlarge upon the lavish generosity
of artists when they have money, nor upon their
peculiar ideas regarding money matters in general.
An extreme case was that of Thomas Worlidge,
a London etcher of the eighteenth century. One
day, finding himself without a penny in his purse,
and his larder being equally empty, he and his
wife proceeded to search the pockets of all the
garments in the house, and by good fortune they
found a stray half-guinea. Then they sallied out
to buy provisions, and passing through Covent
Garden Market, Worlidge stopped before a single
pint of green peas, the very first of the season,
which were held at the enormous price of ten
and sixpence. In vain the prudent wife urged
that the half-guinea would keep them in provi-
sions for many days; Worlidge paid it for the pint
of peas! It all goes to show that artists are excep-
tional people; and if they were not exceptional
people it is probable they would not be artists.
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Of the nine etchers whom we will briefly con-
sider, the first place, by right of seniority, belongs
to Charles Jacque. Jacque was one of the earli-
est, if not the earliest, pioneer in the great nine-
teenth century revival of etching, and did more
than any other one man to bring it about. A
famous painter, as well as the creator of nearly
five hundred notable etchings, he was the comrade
and friend of such great men as Millet, Troyon,
Corot, Théodore Rousseau, and Daubigny, and
he outlived them all. His etched work embraces
a period of sixty-one years, and his later plates
are considered his best, because in them he en-
tirely emancipated himself from the laborious
and painstaking traditions of the line engravers.
In Jacque’s work there is sweet rusticity every-
where — the very titles of his prints are poetic.
He draws domestic animals — including swine —
with a loving fidelity, and no artist has ever drawn
poultry so well, nor, I may add, written about
them so well.

If we were to judge the man from the character
of his works, he should have been one of the most
angelic and dove-like of human creatures; but
truth compels me to say that a more pugna-
cious, harsh, and domineering old gentleman than
Charles Jacque was it would not be easy to find.
In Paris he had a valuable property in the Boule-
vard de Clichy, where he resided and worked.
It is a large and handsome house, built round a
court, and accommodating a number of families.
He was called the strictest landlord in Paris, and



THE DEATH OF THE VAGABOND
Size of the original print, 21 by 14 inches.

From the etching by Alphonse Legros. “ The Death of the Vagabond is not a
whit less suggestive in its contrast between the feebleness of the worn-out
beggar now stretched out lonely on the pathside — his head raised, gasping,
and his hat knocked away — and the force and fury of the storm that beats
over dead tree and desolate common. The uniting of tragic expression in
homely life, preserved in this plate, will give it a permanent value among the
great things of art.” — Frederic Wedmore.



THE TOWN OF MAASLINS.
Size of the original print, 8 by 12} inches.

THE PORT OF ANTWERP
Size of the original print, 6 by 9} inches.
From the etchings by Johann Barthold Jongkind.
““Jongkind is invaluable to the student of etching as an example of simple line-work
pushed to its utmost extreme.” — Philip Gilbert Hamerton.
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yet I am told that his property never lacked
good tenants.

Some of his rules for his tenants were peculiar.
They must have no musical instruments of any
kind; no growing plants; no singing birds; no
cats; no dogs — and no children! I do not take
an undue liberty in mentioning these things, for
this vigorous old man was very proud of his aus-
terity and sternness.

Jacque also possessed a large property at Pau,
where he carried on the manufacture of fine house-
hold furniture, all of which he designed himself,
and such pieces of it as I have seen seem to be
both beautiful and thoroughly original.

Félix Bracquemond is a veritable master in
etching; but in this country he has not yet enjoyed
the reputation which he deserves. I think this
is owing to the fact that he despises mere pretti-
ness, — and prettiness is the quality that first
attracts the general public everywhere. They
have a right to their preferences — and it must
not be forgotten that it is the general public that
mainly supports the artist. A few of the more
enlightened, however, have always valued Bracque-
mond at his true worth; and one of the very best
collections of his works in existence was gradually
accumulated by a New York amateur, the late
S. P. Avery, who bequeathed it to the New York
Public Library.

Bracquemond was born at Paris in 1888, and
while quite young was apprenticed to a lithog-
rapher; but he devoted his spare time to the study
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of drawing and painting. As an etcher he was
entirely self-taught. At the age of sixteen, he
borrowed a volume of an encyclopsedia to learn
the technical details of the etching process, and
then at once proceeded to practise what he had
learned. How well he succeeded may be judged
from the famous example of his work, the “Birds
Nailed on a Barn.” In it we see, ignominiously
nailed against a barn door, a hawk, a crow, and
some other thieving birds (also a bat, which is
not a bird!). This fine plate, etched in 1852, is
the work of a boy of nineteen. Bracquemond
sold the copper plate of this, along with three
other capital plates, to Cadart, the Paris pub-
lisher, for the sum of —how much? — twenty-four
francs! And this money was never paid to him.
He told me this himself. And to-day a fine,
early proof of this etching would sell in Paris
for about thirty times the price for which he sold
the original copper plate.

One very noticeable feature of Bracquemond’s
work is its apparently limitless variety. Some
etchers have won a great name for landscape
only, — others for portraits only; but Bracque-
mond can seemingly do anything and everything,
and notwithstanding his abounding resources as
an original designer, he is not above producing
reproductive plates of the finest quality from the
paintings of Millet, Meissonier, and other mas-
ters. His large plate of King David, after Gus-
tave Moreau, won for him the medal of honor
at the Paris Salon of 1884; and besides all this he



THE COMING STORM
Size of the original print, 93 by 18} inches.

TEAL

Size of the original print, 8] by 11} inches.
From the original etchings by Félix Bracquemond.
The etchings of Bracquemond are very like the man who made them. He is a
great, strong, virile man, and his forceful personality is reflected in every pic-
ture that he has made.
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has done some very remarkable work in the deco-
ration of art-porcelain for the American-French
firm of Haviland & Co.

One of his etchings, “Sketches of Birds and
Fishes,” is an outline for the decoration of porce-
lain. The ink or color, from a freshly printed
proof, is transferred to the unfinished porcelain,
which is then finished in colors, and afterwards
glazed. In this work Bracquemond may have
taken a hint from Turner’s plates of the Liber
Studiorum: Turner having etched what may be
called the bones and sinews of the composition,
he then handed it over to the mezzotint engraver
to be finished.

His “Margot le Critique” is a satire on the critic,
whom Bracquemond represents as a magpie.
His power in delineating birds — especially birds
in action —is really marvelous. I should not
have known how remarkably true to nature this
etching is, did I not happen to own a magpie
myself. The artist’s insight into the very nature
— as well as the form — of this meddling, chatter-
ing, mischievous, and amusing bird is quite wonder-
ful. But Bracquemond’s sympathetic insight is
not confined to birds. Pope tells us that “the
- proper study of mankind is man” — and why may
not this include the features of a man, as well
as his moral nature? Bracquemond’s portrait of
Monsieur Edmond de Goncourt is one drawn and
etched from life, which I think must always rank
as a masterpiece. The original drawing in black
and white, of the same size as this etching, is in
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the Luxembourg Gallery of Paris, and it well
deserves the honor. Unlike Charles Jacque,
Bracquemond, personally, is like his work. He
is a great, strong, manly man: upright and down-
right in his character as in his art.

To illustrate his physical powers I may relate
that when recently a guest at his table, I took
occasion to congratulate him on his fine, vigorous
appetite, to which he replied: “Oh, no; that is
over with me long ago; but I assure you that up
to the age of thirty years I seldom ate less for
my dinner than either a leg of mutton, a turkey,
or a pair of fowls!”” — and I can quite believe it.

In strong contrast with the vigorous and mascu-
line Bracquemond is the graceful and elegant
Maxime Lalanne. A glance at his portrait might
satisfy any one of the innate delicacy and refine-
ment of the man. Born at Bordeaux in 1827, he
died at Paris in 1886. Not only his etchings,
but his drawings in charcoal, are in great request,
especially in Paris. In addition to his own works,
so full of refinement and grace, Lalanne exerted
vast influence through his book on the technical
methods of the etcher. It was published in Paris
in 1866, just two years before Mr. Hamerton
issued his famous book — which was not addressed
to the artists, but to the public. Lalanne’s
treatise still remains the standard text-book on
the making of etchings. It was translated into
English in 1886 by Mr. S. R. Koehler, late of
the Boston Museum of Fine Arts.

Personally Lalanne was greatly liked by all



A JETTY IN ENGLAND
Size of the original print, 113 by 7] inches.
From the dry-point by Félix Buhot. A very characteristic plate. The plate
underwent many changes before the artist was completely satisfied with it.
The scene is on the pier at Folkstone.



THE GEESE
Size of the original print, 6 hy 10 inches.

THE COUNTRY NEIGHBORS

Size of the original print, 5} by 7 inches.

From the original etchings by Félix Buhot. Buhot employed nearly every pro-
cess known to the etcher, and combined them so perfectly that the effect is
always harmonious. In these two etchings much of their beauty is dependent
on the aquatint which gives tone and atmosphere. Sir Seymour Haden
considered “The Country Neighbors" one of the best of modern etchings.
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who knew him. Monsieur de Chagnolles con-
cludes his biography in these words: “Our artist
was the center of a brilliant and charming circle.
He was a delightful talker, and a bright, witty
man. He was greatly sought after and greatly
beloved. In the world of art we may envy his
triumphs, but they made him no enemies; and we
know of no one who knew him that was not his
friend.”

While Lalanne was eminently sober and con-
servative in his methods, confining himself within
the safe limits of the frank, open, etched line, our
next subject, Félix Buhot, was quite the contrary.
To him all methods were permissible so long as
they gave him the effect he desired. Besides
etching, dry point, and aquatint, the burin and
the roulette were all impressed into his service.
His originality of methods was not all —for it
was dominated by his originality as a creative
artist. No innovator can hope to please every-
body; but all must admit that Buhot was never
commonplace and never dull. He may have had
a wild and fantastic imagination; but so had such
men of genius as Victor Hugo and Edgar Poe.

No one could know Monsieur Buhot without
being impressed with the thought, what a gentle-
man he is! Thoroughly well-bred, highly edu-
cated, honorable, and kindly, and yet an ideal
embodiment of the Gallic spirit in its brightness
and its unrest, — one m whom the candle of life
burned with an intensity unknown to the more
lymphatic nature of the Anglo-Saxon race. He
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was also an influential writer on subjects connected
with art; but though both artist and author he
was not a “Bohemian,’’ but spent his time at
his home in the society of his charming English
wife.

I once asked Monsieur Buhot his opinion as to
who was the greatest French etcher. His answer
was “Bracquemond, decidedly.” Later, when I
went to England I repeated this to Sir Seymour
Haden, who rejoined, “And I say it is Félix
Buhot himself. There is a little plate of his,
representing two old people trudging home in
the rain, that in my opinion is painter-etching
of the very best sort.” We will all admit that
Sir Seymour Haden knows what is good in etch-
ing; indeed, Monsieur Dutuit in his sumptuous
work on the etchings of Rembrandt gives it as
his opinion that Sir Seymour is the judge par
excellence.

How well in his etching, “The Clock Tower,
Westminster,” Buhot has realized the multitudi-
nous jumble of a London street. We have just
seen how glittering and fanciful art may be and
yet be good art. Buhot is the champagne which
foams and sparkles; but all good wine is not
champagne.

From Buhot we turn to Alphonse Legros, an
artist so serious, so profound, so sincere, and so
devoid of all that is theatrical and flippant that
we almost wonder he was not born in the earnest
and solemn times of Dante, or Luther, or Savon-
arola, — instead of being & modern Frenchman.
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PORTRAIT OF SHAKESPEARE (IN LIFE SIZE)
Size of the original print, 22 by 17 inches.

Etched by Léopold Flameng of Paris, from the original painting by Richard Bur-
bage, which is now in the National Portrait Gallery, London. Burbage was
the “Leading Man” in Shakespeare’s own company of actors. He was the
first to play such parts as Hamlet and Richard III. Sir Joshua Reynolds
admired Burbage’s painting so much that he made a copy of it.
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Born at Dijon in 1887, Legros came to Paris in
1851, but established himself in London in 1863,
where he has become naturalized as a British
subject, and where for twenty-two years he filled
the dignified post of Slade Professor of Painting
at University College.

In a word, Legros is a great etcher and a great
artist. But before we proceed to further consider
his works, I am tempted to quote an adverse
criticism, which goes to illustrate the fact that
minds of a certain cast are incapable of under-
standing minds of larger or more serious caliber.
This criticism on Legros is from an important
work in twelve volumes, published in Paris in
1885-1892. It is The Engravers of the 19th
Century by Henri Beraldi. Monsieur Beraldi
has a method of his own, which is a great
innovation upon the style of all former books
of reference. He discards dry statistics, such
as the measurement of prints and minute rec-
ords of their various states; but he speaks his
own mind freely as to the merits of the artists
and of their several works, and though we cannot
always agree with him, yet his volumes are full
of real and original ideas.

Here, then, is what Beraldi writes of this seri-
ous and earnest master: ‘“Legros is invariably
severe, austere, gloomy; simple and rude in his
execution beyond degree. We feel an affectation
of archaism, and in modern subjects a sort of
premeditated awkwardness. Legros is a hypo-
chondriac, and his true place is in that gloomy
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country where the English have taken to him so
kindly.’’ Evidently Beraldi is angry with Legros
for having become a naturalized Englishman.
His French friends were indignant when Legros
became a British subject, and when he was
visiting some artist friends in Paris one of them
put the question to him: “But what have you
gained in renouncing your country?” “D’abord,”
answered Legros, “j’at gagné la Bataille de Waler-
bo’ ”

Thus far we have confined ourselves to original
painter-etching, but reproductive etching, which
copies — or rather translates — the most famous
pictures of the great painters into the language
of black and white, is an important branch of
the etcher’s art. Civilized people, the world
over, will have engraved or etched reproductions
of famous pictures to decorate their walls. How
important it is then that these reproductions
should be thoroughly good. Line engraving, which
so long performed this function, is dead; — killed
by the discovery of more expeditious methods.
And reproductive etching remains master of this
particular field, still more than photography. It
seems appropriate, then, that the most distin-
guished pioneer of the contemporary reproductive
etchers should have begun his career as a line
engraver, — and it is not without warrant that
this school is called the “School of Léopold
Flameng.”

Born of French parents, at Brussels, in 1831,
Flameng became an expert line engraver under



ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON
Size of the original print, 15} by 12 inches.

Etched from life by Paul Rajon of Paris, in Tennyson’s seventieth year. It is a
very faithful likeness of the poet. Rajon’s biographer, F. G. Stephens, in
his biography of Rajon, writes of this portralt “It is simply one of the finest
specimens of modern draughtsmanship.”



THE PHILOSOPHER
Size of the original print, 203 by 16§ inches.
From the etching by Charles Waltner, after the painting by Rembrandt. No
etcher has translated so well the richness of Rembrandt’s paintings into terms
of black and white.
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the instruction of Calamatta; but from the first
he seems to have practised original etching also
— even before he began to etch the paintings of
other artists.

Prosperity and fame make some natures hard
and proud and exclusive; but they have had the
opposite effect on Léopold Flameng. The world
has gone well with him and he is in good humor
with all the world. All the rewards that artists
covet have come to him —even to the great
Medal of Honor of the Paris Salon; but his heart
is as light and his laugh as ringing as if he had
never struggled and conquered.

He has told me the story of his first arrival in
Paris more than fifty years ago. All his earthly be-
longings were his wife, his little son Frangois, twenty
francs in money, and nine plates which he had
etched. Having learned the address of a man on
the Quai who bought such things as etched plates,
he went direct to him before seeking a lodging
for his little family, and having shown his nine
plates he was delighted to hear this enlightened
publisher say that he would take them all. Fla-
meng says that he never felt keener triumph than
at that moment. The man put all the copper
plates into a scale together; weighed them; did
some figuring; and announced that the total
sum coming to the artist was — ninety francs!
Flameng was furious, but the other blandly
handed him the scrap of paper on which he had
calculated the amount, and explained that these
were so many pounds and ounces of copper
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at so many francs per pound. “But my work
on these plates — does that count for nothing?”
“Oh, I never pay for that,” said the man.
“Surely,” said I to the artist, “you never sold
him your new plates for the price of old copper.”
“What else could I do?” he answered. “I had
not the means to support my wife and child for
more than one day. I did sell them for ninety
francs.”

Immediately afterward Flameng got employ-
ment on the illustrated papers; and when, later,
his friend on the Quai sent him a commission for
some more etched plates, and augmented his price
from ten to twenty-five francs each, the artist
was in a position to decline the offer.

I may add that the same little boy, Frangois
Flameng, has become a painter of the first rank,
and that his picture of ““The Printer Aldus, show-
ing a Volume to Grolier,” is probably the most
precious possession of the Grolier Club, and occu-
pies the place of honor in their hall. Moreover,
Léopold Flameng has made a fine etching after
this painting of his son’s.

Not the least noteworthy of Léopold Flameng’s
achievements is his success as a teacher of etch-
ing. Of his many famous pupils we have time
to consider only one,—Paul Rajon, an artist who
ranks as the very best etcher of portraits — save
Rembrandt only.

Those of us who visited the fine collection of
Rajon’s works exhibited at the Grolier Club do
not need to be told what a master of portrait-
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etching he was. And those of us who met him
during his visits to New York in 1886 and 1887
found him a charming, kindly, lovable man.
Before leaving New York he made arrangements
for his return, but after his arrival in France,
while attending the funeral of a friend, he caught
cold, and died at his beautiful home near Paris,
in June, 1888.

To have seen Rajon at his best was to see him
at that home which he had planned and built
at Auvers, on the river Oise, and where he de-
lighted to receive his friends. Rajon, like Legros,
was born at Dijon, in the midst of the wine-
growing region of France. His father was not
a successful man and was continually moving
from place to place. Thus the family drifted to
Strasburg and afterward to Metz, and in -these
two border cities he became (as I am told by
those who speak it) fairly proficient in the Ger-
man language. At Metz his first employment,
at the age of fourteen, was the retouching of
photographic negatives, and this humble work no
doubt contributed to develop his great powers
of drawing the human face. Later he found his
way to Paris and studied etching with Léopold
Flameng.

Rajon possessed more energy and enterprise
than most of his confréres. It takes a great deal
of both to induce a Frenchman to learn English
— and also to quit Paris if he can possibly remain
there. But Rajon learned English and went to
London, where he soon won fame and fortune.
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It is a most difficult thing for any artist to over-
step the limit of his own nationality; usually if a
French artist makes a portrait of an Englishman
~ or of an American he makes Frenchmen of them.
Not so Rajon. His superb portraits of Darwin,
of John Stuart Mill, and of Mrs. Susanna Rose
are thoroughly English.

I cannot forget an incident which took place
the very last time I ever saw him. It was on a
Sunday. Rajon had seated himself at the dinner-
table, and his two cats had just mounted on his
shoulders, as they always did, when I heard the
clatter of a pair of wooden shoes outside, and
a very old peasant woman, clad in homespun,
appeared at the door. Rajon introduced her in
courtly style as his excellent friend Madame
Panne¢aye, who did him the honor and pleasure
to dine with him every Sunday.

I learned afterward that this poor woman had
owned a small farm up to the age of eighty, that
she then made it over to her two sons — who
promptly turned their mother out of doors. The
good priest of the parish had given her the use
of a little room, but otherwise she was utterly
dependent upon charity. When I saw her she
was eighty-four years old. I thought no more
about the incident for a year, but after Rajon’s
death, when attending the sale of his collections
at Christie’s auction-rooms in London, I was
startled by the vivid appearance of the same old
woman in the form of a portrait drawn by Rajon.
It is a wonderfully true likeness of that poor old



THE ROSE WINDOW, NOTRE DAME, PARIS
Size of the original print, 274 by 17} inches.
From the etching by Hedley Fitton. This superb etching is entirely worthy of
its subject and places the artist in the very front rank as an etcher of architec-
ture.



INTERIOR OF ST. MARK'S, VENICE
Size of the original print, 25} by 16 inches.

From the etching by Otto H. Bacher of New York. All who have visited this
magnificent old edifice will recognize the fidelity with which the artist has
rendered the vast Byzantine interior, with its great pillars of precious marble,
its uneven, tesselated pavements, and the golden glow of its quaint mosaics.
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creature who had suffered all the sorrows of King
Lear himself. Another portrait of her, an original
lithograph done by her kind friend Robert J.
Wickenden, is a very fine print.

Most of Rajon’s famous plates were done from
paintings by other hands. He was also a very
able original draughtsman. His portrait of Tenny-
son will attest this. Of this portrait, his biog-
rapher, Stephens, writes, that it is “simply one
of the finest specimens of modern draughtsman-
ship with the etching-needle.”

Having gone to London with Rajon, let us
remain there, and conclude these brief sketches
by glancing at the two most renowned of nine-
teenth century etchers Sir Seymour Haden, an
Englishman, and James McNeill Whistler, an
American established in England.

Of Sir Seymour Haden I need say but little,
because he is by far the best known of all the
nineteenth-century painter-etchers. How this
busy and successful London surgeon took up land-
scape-etching as a pastime, and how with it he
has beaten the professional artists on their own
ground, is a story too well known to be repeated
here. In Paris especially, Sir Seymour Haden
has the reputation of being the greatest of all
landscape-etchers, and though the French do
not love English art, they awarded him at the
Paris Exposition one of the two medals of honor
decreed for original etching; the other medal being
awarded to Charles Jacque.

Seymour Haden is now ninety-three years old.
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He has quit London and has retired to the beau-
tiful and historic old mansion of Woodcote Manor
in Hampshire, where several of his American
friends have enjoyed his charming hospitality.
Personally, Sir Seymour Haden is an exception-
ally able man, who would have risen to eminence
in almost any career. A strong, emphatic,
aggressive man, a good fighter, and (as Dr. John-
son said of somebody) “a good hater” of all that
he believes to be wrong; in fact, an ideal Tory
aristocrat in all his tastes and sentiments. His
powerful writings have done more, I think, to
vindicate etching and to win for it its legitimate
rank than any other single influence. .

What shall I say of Whistler in the few moments
that are left me? A whole course of lectures,
devoted to him alone, could not say all that is
to be said of this great original artist and most
remarkable man. There never has been a man
like Whistler before and I do not see how there
ever can be again.

As to his art, it would be presumptuous on
my part to attempt to characterize it now. No
artist has ever been so unmercifully ridiculed, and
yet I was told by an influential English painter
in Paris last summer that it is now conceded
that Whistler has influenced the artists of Europe
to a greater degree than any other man of his
century. This is what it is to be a Master. The
artists learn from him and adopt his methods
in spite of themselves. As to Whistler, the man,
were. I to characterize him with a Scriptural



NOTRE DAME DES ANDELYS

Size of the original print, 11 by 7 inches.

From the etching by Herman A. Webster.

“Notre Dame des Andelys, though not the most instantly engagmg. is perhaps

the most accomplished etching which the artist has produced.” — Martin
Hardie.



COUR NORMANDE
Size of the original print, 5} by 7} inches.

BUTTER MARKET, BRUGES
Size of the original print, 6} by 53 inches.

From the etchings by Herman A. Webster. These two plates are excellent
examples of the artist’s broad and balanced disposition of light and
shitde to give not merely chiaroscuro, but the suggestion of actual
color.
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quotation, it should be that prophecy concerning
Ishinael of old — “His hand shall be against
every man and every man’s hand against him.”
Or did I seek a motto from Shakespeare it should
be adapted from a description of Cleopatra:

““Age cannot wither him nor custom stale
His infinite variety.”

His abnormal and unparalleled egotism, his
sovereign contempt for all other artists, the delight
which his own works afforded him, his keen men-
tal alertness and piercing wit, and his irreverence
toward all recognized authority, are only a few
features of his unique personality.

I must refrain from relating many anecdotes
about Whistler; for were I to commence I should
not know where to stop; but a true picture of
the man as drawn by his own hand can be found
in his published book, which bears the quaint
and felicitous title of “The Gentle Art of Making
Enemies.” Most of us would much prefer to
study and practise the still gentler art of making
friends, but that is not what Whistler has written
about. Quite the contrary.

James Abbott Whistler — who changed his
name to James McNeill Whistler — was born
at Lowell, Massachusetts, in 1834. He entered
the West Point Military Academy as a cadet,
but was dismissed for general refractoriness. In
1855 he drifted to Paris, and although he always
retained his American citizenship, he never re-
turned to his native land. He died in London
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in 1903. When urged to revisit America he used
to say that he was sorry to go on disappointing
a whole continent, but that he could not really
go. He retained all his intellectual brightness to
the end.

About six months before he died he made his
last journey to his beloved Paris and while there
he visited a princess of the Orleans family. Dur-
ing their conversation her Royal Highness said to
Whistler: “You are acquainted with his Majesty
King Edward of England?” “Well, no,” said
Whistler, “not personally.” “Well, that is
strange,” said the great lady, “I was in London
a month ago, I visited Buckingham Palace and
had an audience with the King, and he told me
that he knew you well.” “Oh,’’ said Whistler,
““that was only his brag!/” .

Among the best painter-etchers now living and
working I may cite the names of Storm van’s
Gravesande, the Dutch nobleman and amateur
etcher; D. Y. Cameron, the Scottish painter;
Anders L. Zorn, the great Swedish painter; Paul
Helleu, the Parisian dry-pointer; Herman A.
Webster, the Chicago artist now working in
Europe, and Thomas R. Manley of New York,
whose original landscapes in dry-point are supple-
mented by two very fine ones which he did from
drawings by our lamented American comedian,
Joseph Jefferson.

On two great American etchers separabe chap-
ters are printed in this book; they are Whistler
and Joseph Pennell. Mr. and Mrs. Pennell are



THE CYPRESS GROVE
Size of the original print, 11 by 8} inches.
From the etching by D. Shaw MacLaughlan.

“In Italy we love above all his Tivoli, his Certosa, Pavia, his Porte Vecchio of Flor-
ence, and that admirable plate, The Cypress Grove, which is as seriously estab-
lished, executed, and rendered bit by bit to the last delicate detail of the
foliage, as one of those etchings of the heroic epoch of the Sixteenth Century,
when the patience of the engravers was a virtue equal to their passion for the
finished work.” — Octave Uzanne.



PONTE TICINO
Size of the original print, 5} by 7} inches.

THE CERTOSA, PAVIA
Size of the original print, 7] by 8} inches.
From the etchings by D. Shaw MacLaughlan. These two etchings of the Italian
series are noteworthy for their excellence of drawing and clearly defined values,
recalling in a sense the mastery of Meryon.
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the joint authors of an admirable biography of
Whistler. They were loyal and close friends of
Whistler’s to the end of his stormy life.

The old Methodists used to say that “Heaven
is a prepared place for a prepared people.” Simi-
larly fine painter-etching may be called a pre-
pared art for a prepared public. Twenty years
ago people used to accept anything that could
be called “an etching”; but, happily, all this is
now changed, and to-day the incompetent or
the half-competent etcher has no chance when
competing with those who may justly rank as
masters in this most interesting, but difficult,
art.



ORIGINAL ETCHINGS BY QUEEN
VICTORIA

OW that so many millions of people through-

out the civilized world are bearing affection-

ate testimony to the memory of Queen Victoria,

the following little story may be of interest as

showing an unexpected broad-mindedness on the

part of a monarch who had been accustomed to
flattery all her life. ’

A few years ago I got possession of a collection
of thirty-four etchings done by the Queen’s own
hand. I made an exhibition of this collection
in my gallery, but knowing that, while interest-
ing, they were in no respect great works of art,
I said as much in the short introduction which I
wrote for the catalogue of the exhibition.

When in London, a month later, I met the
official keeper of the Queen’s pictures, Sir Charles
Robinson. After greeting me, he asked if the
report could possibly be true that I had made a
public exhibition in New York of her Majesty’s
etchings. He explained that very few proofs
had ever been given away, and that these had
only been given to distinguished persons, who
would never dream of parting with them. “Where
had I found them? From whom had I bought
them?” My answer was: “Sir Charles, I will
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PORTRAIT OF QUEEN VICTORIA
Size of the original print, 8 by 6} inches.
Etched by Queen Victoria and signed in the plate, “V. R.” (Victoria Regina),
and dated November 18, 1840.
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RETURNING FROM THE DEER HUNT

Size of the original print, 6 by 8} inches.
Etched by Queen Victoria, after Sir Edwin Landseer
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PORTRAIT OF HENRY VIII AND OTHER SKETCHES
Size of the original print, 4] by 6} inches.
Etched by Queen Victoria at Windsor Castle, after the drawing by the Prince
Consort. Dated September 1, 1840.
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-

tell you all I can. The Queen’s etchings were
bought here in England, and I came by them
honestly. That is all I will tell you.” He then
asked me to send him a copy of the catalogue,
which I promised to do. In leaving me he added,
“I shall lay the catalogue before her Majesty.”
I detained him to say that I was very glad he had
mentioned this, because the introduction which I
had written was not meant for the eyes of roy-
alty, and that it would never do to have the Queen
see such a thing. Sir Charles said that he would
use his own discretion in the matter, and so we
parted, I assuring him that after reading it he
would never show it to her Majesty. Here is
what I had printed:

The name of Queen Victoria is about as certain to remain
a great name in history as that of any individual of the
nineteenth century; but it is not through her work as an
original etcher that she will be immortalized. And yet these
etchings of hers come distinctly nearer to being works of
art then do those of some more pretentious amateurs.
They are not very far from being as good as the etchings
of Thackeray — although that great man of letters was at -
one time in treaty with Charles Dickens to illustrate the
works of the latter with etchings such as those of Vanity
Fair.

These etchings by Queen Victoria and others by her
husband are intimate souvenirs of her happy young wife-
hood and motherhood. The dates run from 1836 to 1846.
The Queen took lessons from Sir Edwin Landseer, whose
father, John Landseer, was a good etcher. These etchings
were, of course, never published; she sometimes gave proofs
of them to her near friends, and these are the only ones in
existence — so that at least this exhibition shows prints
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of extreme rarity. While many of the plates are both de-
signed and etched by the Queen, others are done by her from
drawings by her husband. Prince Albert is represented
by etchings after his wife’s drawings as well as by some
which were designed by himself.

On this occasion we cannot invite the public to view a
collection of masterpieces; but if Martha Washington had
etched some plates we would all have been curious to see
them. We know that the latter lady had some taste, be-
cause a letter of hers expresses strong disapproval of the
practice of some of the “Whiggs” who had the reprehensible
habit of leaning their heads back against the immaculate
walls of her parlors!

A circumstance may illustrate the kind feeling of Ameri-
cans toward her Majesty Queen Victoria. It is our custom
to speak of the Emperor of Germany, or the Queen of
Holland, or the King of Italy — but when it comes to the
mention of Victoria we simply call her “the Queen.”

Shortly afterward I was astonished to receive
the following letter from Sir Fleetwood Edwards,
one of Queen Victoria’s private secretaries:

“DEAR Sir: I am commanded by the Queen to thank
you for a copy of the catalogue of the exhibition, made in
New York, of her etchings. Her Majesty has perused this

catalogue with much interest.”



CHARLES JACQUE

“ F all the rustic artists Charles Jacque has

the simplest and purest feeling, and we
enjoy a rusticity which is genuine and sincere.”
So writes Hamerton of this master, whose paint-
ings, as well as his etchings, are about as well
known as those of any artist of the nineteenth
century; and while no general collection, either
of paintings or of etchings, by other men, is too
good to exclude him from an honored place, yet
his work is so sane and so simple that in no case
is this liking for it “an acquired taste.” While
there is no lack of artistic invention or of technical
mastery in his pictures, yet there is no ‘“queer-
ness” and no mysterious and hidden quality in
them, so that one enjoys them from the first and
enjoys them always.

Charles Jacque was born in Paris in 1813 and
died there in 1893. At the age of seventeen he
was apprenticed to an engraver of maps, but
even at that early age he had aspirations toward
higher things, for it was then that he made his
first etching, and he made a good beginning, for
his first plate was a copy of Rembrandt’s “Head
of a Woman,” which the Dutch master had etched
in 1637. Jacque very soon tired of the drudgery
of map-engraving, and in 1830 he enlisted in the
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French army. He served for seven years, taking
part in the siege of Antwerp, and retiring with
the modest rank of corporal.

Most well-constituted boys begin by making
pictures of soldiers. Whistler did it, and so did
Jacque. Monsieur Jules Claretie, in his mono-
graph on Jacque, tells us that he made a number
of “not drawings but sketches” of this character,
and they are still preserved in two little books of
a convenient size to be carried about in a sol-
dier’s pocket. The sketches they contain were
done between the eighteenth and the twenty-
fourth year of the artist’s life. In his twenty-
fiftth year Jacque went to England, remaining
there for two years and working as an illustrator
of books. His work at this period gave good
promise of his future fame.

Returning to Paris, his first essay there was the
publication of a series of military sketches. He
sold the original drawings to a publisher named
Henriot at the price of one franc each, but as
Monsieur Henriot never paid him for them it
was not an auspicious beginning; but it may have
taught Jacque a lesson, for he died a very rich
man.

I may, perhaps, be allowed to repeat here a
part of what I said of him in a lecture delivered
before the Grolier Club shortly before his death:

“Jacque was one of the earliest, if not the
earliest, pioneer in the great nineteenth century
revival of etching, and he did more than any
other one man to bring it about. A famous



LA BERGERIE BEARNAISE
Size of the original print, 18 by 144 inches.

From the original etching by Charles Jacque. This fine plate won for M. Jacque
the Medal of Honor at the Paris Exposition of 1889. In his book Les Grao-
eurs du XI1X€ Siecle, M. Henri Beraldi calls this etching a * superbe piece” —
and so it is.
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painter, as well as the creator of nearly five hun-
dred notable etchings, he was the comrade and
friend of such great men as Millet, Troyon, Corot,
Théodore Rousseau, and Daubigny, and he out-
lived them all. His etched work embraces a
period of more than sixty years, and his later
plates are considered his best, because in them he
entirely emancipated himself from the laborious
and painstaking traditions of the line engravers.
“In Jacque’s work there is sweet rusticity every-
where. He draws domestic animals, including
swine, with a loving fidelity, and no artist has ever
sketched poultry so well —nor, I mnay add, written
about them so well.”

To come back to a later time, I may say that I
knew Jacque well, and, indeed, have had many a
squabble with him, as well as many a pleasant
and peaceable hour. These little quarrels troubled
him not at all (however they may have troubled
me), and so there was no difficulty in renewing
our good relations whenever our mutual interests
rendered a reconciliation desirable.

Jacque suffered more than most artists through
the misdirected enterprise of the counterfeiters.
His etchings are so clever in technic that they are
out of the reach of imitators, but his paintings
have been counterfeited unmercifully. A story
related to me by his next-door neighbor, Mon-
sieur Félix Buhot, shows that Jacque could on
occasion be humorous as well as grim. A wealthy
lady took a sudden notion that it would be the
correct thing for her to collect works of art, and
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hearing of a signed ““Charles Jacque” which was
for sale in a little shop on the outer Boulevard at
the price of thirty francs, she went and bought
it. Having hung it in her gallery she showed it
with great satisfaction to her friends. One among
them, who had “eyes to see,” told her that she
ought to show her picture to the artist himself,
so as to have him to authenticate it. Jacque
consented, but when he saw the frightful daub
which bore his name he almost fainted. Mas-
tering his emotion he said to the lady, “Madaine,
what is your own opinion of this picture?” “Oh,
Monsieur Jacque,” she replied, “it is the pride
of my collection and I consider it an absolute
masterpiece.” ‘“Well, then,” said the artist, “I
did paint it. Yes, it is my own work, madame!”
The lady went away delighted, and Jacque vented
his fury on the next man he met!

At one prolific period of his career as an etcher
and lithographer — about the years 1864 and
1865 — Jacque had a hankering after minute
prettiness of execution, and although he never
etched a plate that is so minutely finished in all
its parts as is Rembrandt’s magnificent portrait
of the “Burgomaster Six,’’ yet during the same
period he produced some of his boldest and
strongest work.

Like some other famous artists, Jacque received
scant recognition at the Paris Salon, so that he
ceased exhibiting there during the last, and best,
thirty years of his life. Up to the year 1864 he
had won seven medals at the Salon, but they were



LES PETITES MAISONS KERCASSIER
Size of the original print, 5} by 81 inches.

LE BUISSON KERCASSIER
Size of the original print, 43 by 51 inches.
From the etchings by Charles Jacque.

“Of all the rustic artists Charles Jacque has the simplest and purest feeling. . . .
His deep and sincere love of simple country-life gives a great charm to many of
l}llis etchings, and is entirely conveyed to the spectator.” — Philip Gilbert

amerton.
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CHARLES JACQUE 111

all third-class; while second medals, first medals,
and even the great Medal of Honor, had been
- awarded to artists who, in comparison to Jacque,
were ephemeral nobodies. However, the Paris
Exposition of 1889 gave him a tardy vindication
by awarding him the Medal of Honor for his
etching, “La Bergerie Béarnaise.” This plate, the
work of the artist’s old age, is called by Beraldi
in his work, “The Engravers of the Nineteenth
Century,” une piéce superbe — and so it is.

Such a thing as a complete collection of Jacque’s
etchings and lithographs does not exist in any one
place. The master himself has told me that the
fullest collection existing is that of Mr. Samuel
P. Avery, who bequeathed it to the New York
Public Library.



JEAN-FRANCOIS MILLET
SKETCH OF HIS LIFE

EAN-FRANCOIS MILLET was born in the
little village of Gruchy, on the Norman
coast, on the 4th of October, 1814. There for
generations his family had cultivated their small
piece of ground, and there the future artist was
brought up in the laborious thrift of the poorer
French peasantry.

As his mother could not be spared from her
daily labor in the fields, the care of the child
fell to the grandmother. Of this devout and
excellent woman Millet always cherished the
most affectionate remembrance, and to her train-
ing he was chiefly indebted for those strong
principles of right and morality which he always
maintained.

In the intervals of his labor in the fields, the
boy received some instruction from the Curé of
Gréville. This worthy man encouraged him to
study Latin, telling him that through it he could
become a doctor or a priest. Millet did learn
Latin, but declared that he would be neither
priest nor doctor, but would help his father on
the farm.

The elder Millet appears to have been an en-
lightened man. From the first he encouraged
his son’s propensity to make sketches of the scenes
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and persons about him; and when, at the age of
eighteen, Millet proposed to adopt the career
of an artist, the father replied: “My poor Fran-
cois, I cannot well spare you while your brothers
are so young; but we will go together to Cher-
bourg and show some of your drawings to an
artist there, and if he considers that you have
real talent, I will consent.”

At Cherbourg they showed two drawings to
Mouchel, who was a pupil of the school of David.
This artist at first refused to believe that the
drawings which were shown him could be the
unaided work of a peasant-boy; and when at
last convinced that they were, he declared that
the boy had in him the making of a great artist.

Millet then commenced his art studies at
Cherbourg, and while there he also read with
avidity all the books he could procure. Be-
sides the French authors he was passionately
fond of Shakespeare, Walter Scott, Goethe, and
the American, Fenimore Cooper. He removed
to Paris at the age of twenty-three, and although
he was then a simple peasant, he was far from
being an ignorant one. His letters show that
Millet was a man of intellect and refinement, and
in after life it was his habit to read his Bible and
his Virgil in the Latin.
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