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vill VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

had peculiarly bright and glowing eyes. We
certainly must not hence infer that the power
of observation depends upon the brilliancy of
the eyes; nevertheless, in the three instances
last mentioned, such power is very perceptible
in exquisitely truthful descriptions of local
scenery and of character that abound in their
works. Laman Blanchard had eyes of a very
similar kind, while the eyes of Douglas Jerrold
had a gleaming, lion-like, straightforward
look, highly characteristic of his undaunted
character and writings. All these persons were
short in stature, but this was not observed
directly they began to speak to you. It was
well said by somebody, that “a man is as tall
as his eyes.” We may also instance Edmund
Kean, Madame Pasta, and the first Napoleon.
Those who beheld the tragic passion of the
two former faces, and the inscrutable beauty
of the latter, had something else to do than
to measure their bones.

The rapidity of vision that can take in an






X VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN,

equal. The men, however, who live on the
sea, and the men who live in a crowded city,
have different sorts of vision. The sailor who
can distinguish a minute speck on the remote
horizon (quite invisible to a landsman), and
determine that it is a ship of two or three
masts, and with certain sails set, might.easily
be run over at a noisy street-crossing. A
constable, in my hearing, once reproached a
cabman, the last on the stand, for not attend-
ing to his business. “ Oh, you're mistaken,”
replied the cabman, “I’'m attentive on all
sides. 1've one eye on my horse's head, and
one eye for passengers. I could see a man
eating oysters on one side of the street, and a
woman pick up a pin on the other, and still
never lose sight o’ the horse's ears.”

Actual observation and practical experience
is one thing, and speculative philosophy and
hypothesis, is something else; each has its
value, but when the two perfectly agree, we may
almost always assume that the truth has been












X1V VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

lashes of unusual Jength and fineness.
Long black eyelashes generally give this
effect to all eyes, the more so if the eye-
brows and hair are also dark. Sometimes
the power of expression in the eye is mainly
due to the eyelids;* or to the eyebrow,
as recorded of the celebrated Lord Thur-
low, and also of Dr. Krate, of Eton, who
used his eyebrows in “pointing” to anything
he required. Then, as to the brilliancy
of eyes, it by no means denotes great powers
of vision. Some men, whose eyes are simply
bright and very clear, but without any bril-
liant or sparkling beauty, are able to look
directly up at the sun at midday, amidst all
his blinding beams, without winking or shed-
ding a tear. I haveknown three who could do
this. It will always be found that such eyes
have the overhanging eyelid, with the peculiar
outline that characterizes the eye of the eagle
and the falcon species. Yet the same eyes
will shed a profusion of tears in looking down

* See R. T. Stothard’s ¢‘ Psychoneurology,” &e.






XVl VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

main desideratum is proved by the fact that
some men can hit a mark with precision
without looking along the barrel, and merely
by a rapid look at the object. Different,
again, is the billiard-player's eye-sight. The
ordinary eye sees only a round ball, and
considers, not at all accurately, its centre, and
its two sides fronting the view ; while, to the
scientific player’'s eye, that ball is divided into
seventeen parts, viz. the central point and
eight divisions on each side, not to speak of
the various parts of the ball his cue can
strike. There is another class of eye of a very
powerful and peculiar kind, which perhaps has
never been mentioned as a special class, but a
special one it certainly is—viz., an eye that is
capable of expressing a concentrated passion
with a force that either deals death, or defies
it. This, in the latter case, or that of pas-
sive power and fixed defiance of death, is
aptly illustrated by the infantry formed into
squares to resist a charge of cavalry. It was
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bayonet shall no¢ take the man directly in
front of him in the enemy’s ranks, but the
next man to the left. A systematic mutuality
of reliance was thus provided for, and the
effect of the enemy’s eye superseded. It was
a horribly clever idea. DBut in vain; the eye
of the weaker i/l only shimmers and wavers
between the two—trembles for the midriff—
and no doubt gives the “ preference” to the
man whose bayonet-point is within a few
inches of the juste milieu. Between the two
he generally falls, or takes to flight. The
single-minded glare of the devil of war
reflects the prefulgent horror of the cold-
steel-point.

It is remarkable, on examining the dead
bodies on a field of battle after there has been
a successful charge of bayonets, how few have
been killed by the point in charging thrusts.
The men have died from thrusts during flight,
or from the clubbed (i.e., butt-end) blows,
or pierced when on the ground, or have
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Xxviii VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

very interesting to ask various friends how
they see things in their thoughts, and particu-
larly children and young persons, from whom
we are more likely to obtain a true, unhesi-
tating, and spontaneous answer. Those who

do not see mental pictures in clearly-defined

colours, are certainly not intended by nature

to be painters. But you cannot easily get
the truth out of people on this question. For
some reason or other, they generally hesitate or
prevaricate, often perhaps because they really
don't know; and in this latter case we may
usually set it down that they do nof see the
pictures or objects of thought in their natural
colours. They see them vaguely only, while
outline, light and shade, and the language of
thought, make up the rest, perhaps, in some
cases, with a proportionately greater precision.
On the other hand, how wonderful must have
been the colouring in the thoughts of some of
the old Masters of Painting, and of Turner's
thoughts in our own day!

Mr. Hugh Miller, in his ingenious and

TR S —
























XXXVl VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

almost invariably been retarded at the out-
set by the incompetency, the adverse interests,
or the prejudices of those who could at once
introduce them. A remarkable instance of
this is recorded in a paragraph from Nature,
Deec. 22, 1870 :—*“ A recent number of the
American Journal of Chemistry contained the
following story of the first introduction of
the stereoscope to the savants of France.
“The Abbé Moigno took the instrument to
Arago, and tried to interest him in it; but
Arago, unluckily, had a defect of vision
which made him see double, so that on look-
ing into the stereoscope he saw only a medley
of four pictures. The abbé then went to
Savart, but he was quite incapable of appre-
ciating the thing, as he had but one eye.
Becquerel was next visited, but he was nearly
blind. The abbé, not discouraged, called next
upon Puillet. He was a good deal interested in
the description of the apparatus, but unfortu-
nately he squinted, and therefore could see
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x1 VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

onterra-firma,with the greyhound for distance
and objects; nor with the robin, the swallow,
and other soft-billed birds, in the rupid vision
of minute objects ; nor with the horse or the
bullock, who will find their way home though
taken hundreds of miles away. The power of the
night-vision, or sight in darkness, possessed by
the lion, lynx, and all the feline genus, is of
course quite'beyond us ; in fact, one may almost
fancy they see by the light shed from the hor-
ridly beautiful gleam of their own eyes. Many
horses also have a peculiar vision by night as
to real dangers; and some horses see ghosts,
t. e., they vividly 1magine preternatural phan-
toms, just as some men and women do, and
have done, from the earliest ages. Dogs also
are sometimes sensitive of preternatural ap-
pearances or influences (see the wonderful
story in a bygone number of Blackwood's
Magazine, entitled “The House and the
Brain ), but far more rarely than horses.*

* We really know very little of the kind and degree
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xlvi VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN,

and speculations have been advanced, and at
times, with a positive air, the Reader, it is hoped,
will pardon them for their earnestness; and
also from the fact, that these and other specu-
lations upon the wonderful phenomena of
vision, have often occupied the thoughts of
the writer, almost from boyhood. Hence many
observations of facts, and reflections upon
them, have been jotted down at various inter-
vals, and in various parts of the globe, two of
which—Dbelieved to be the best and most
pregnant—shall bring this Introduction to its

close.

A VISION FOR THE METAPHYSICIANS.

Seated one evening, during the brief twilight

of the antipodes, in the first floor of an inn on
the stormy western coast of Australia, I contem-

plated the fading blue sky through an open
window. The sea was, at this time, perfectly
calm and colourless, and presented a faint yet
clear, dark line of the horizon at an apparent
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xlvill VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

my eyes being still towards tiie sea. Suddenly
a most enormous bird—the 7oc of the ““ Arabian
Nights” could have beennothing to it—alighted
directly upon the distant horizontal line, which
dipped with its weight! T started, breathless,
and, for an instant, quite confounded. I sprang
up, and ran across the room to the window.
There was no sea at all. What I had been
contemplating so intently in the twilight was
the level sky, with the telegraphic line extend-
ing across the window at a distance of some
twenty yards! The monster bird was an
imported London sparrow, who had suddenly
alighted on the line, and caused it to make a
little dip down !

Now, Anti-Berkeleyans, and metaphysicians
in general—excepting all those who take a
common-sensical view of the mind—here is a
field for examination. It is here propounded
that, until I started from my seat, and running
to the window discovered the visual mistake,

there was no essential difference, to me,






] VARIETIES OF VISION IN MAN.

clouds, a long sloping vista of forest scenery
18 reflected in the clear mirror of the sap-
drop, besides all the scenery and objects be-
neath and around, which are not hidden by
intervening boughs or foilage, together with
the moon herself, as well as those stars that
at the same time shine forth. A soft breeze
gently sways the green shoot, and the bird
opens one eye. Looking downward at the
sap-drop hanging a little below its feet, all
that is there reflected, visibly in minute com-
pleteness, is again reflected in the eye of the
bird.

The sap-drop falls: the bird again closes
its eye in sleep. No eye but the bird’s, and
the spirit of the poet’s vision, has seen that
minute yet surpassing panorama of earth’s
silent beauty and heaven's majestic glories.

O, infinite Space of Stars! O, infinite
little world below! could we bhut change
places with one of you above, probably we
should know no more than we do here—per-
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2 THE POOR ARTIST.

portion of our seemingly short life, may
endure long after the hand that called
them out of darkness into the light, has
crumbled into dust; and in that con-
sciousness an artist’s life is lengthened by
his sense of immortality. But paint and
canvas, paper and print, food, clothing,
and shelter, are meanwhile necessary, since
no work can be done without them;
and these are our greatest difficulty. These
are the things that constantly try to pull
us down. Yes; these small matters are
serious considerations to all poor artists.
We must have the materials for art-life,
and for mortal life. Of all such I shall
soon be exhausted ; and then I must leave
these bright green woods and mossy banks,
and away to the busy town to sell my
pictures, and succeed in my love, if good

fortune will so far bless me!”






4 THE POOR ARTIST.

salary had been somewhat increased of
late, still our Poor Artist began to feel
that it was not good for man to live by
bread alone, and that since his paintings
were sufficiently well executed to pass as
the work of a recognised artist, it was
evident that he was now qualified to gain
an independent living for himself, and also
to earn reputation for his own name.
Once possessed by this feeling, the con-
sequences were natural. He soon left his

instructor, and commenced landscape-painter

on his own account. But his astonishment
was very great when he found that nobody
would purchase his pictures. He even
offered some to the same patrons and pic-
ture-dealers who had bought landscapes
fresh from his own easel, which had passed
as the work of his master., But they
would scarcely look at them. On begging
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6 THE POOR ARTIST.

‘“ Ah, that’s it,” said the other, with a
shrewd look. ¢ His name sold them.”

It very soon became evident to the Poor
Artist that to gain a respectable iiving and
position in the world, something more was
requisite than to do a thing well. You
must also have a mame. Some sort of a
living, it is true, sufficient to keep the
body and soul together in their ordinary
relations of existence on the earth—not
one here, and the other up there—can al-
ways be obtained in a civilized community
by any one who has a real talent of a kind
that is in general request. He might daub
ale-house signs ; 1mitate Pomona oak for the
church-warden’s door ; paint the three pop-
lars in front of the village lawyer’s house,
with his wife and two dogs sitting beneath
them; just as a poet might write love-

songs and valentines for farmer’s daughters

i | i —
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3 THE POOR ARTIST.

ment for these, and turn them to pro-
fitable account. But in order to do this
our young friend found to his dismay!
that in the absence of all connexion or
patronage, it was first requisite to make
a name.

How to effect this, our Poor Artist
had no idea. However, he worked early
and late; and as he now and then ma-
naged to sell a picture at about a
twentieth part of the price it would
have produced had it been thought to
proceed from his master’s pencil, he was
able to live and continue his efforts. Still,
no prospect of any better condition
opened upon him, and he was be-
ginning to despond, when one day he
chanced to read an article in a local
paper, written by a young gentleman

of seventeen, the nephew of the pro-
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10 THE POOR ARTIST.

genius. Sooner or later I shall gain a
name, and have a right position in the
world. The onl{y thing I fear, rests in
the word ¢later;’—sooner, or later. How-
ever, I am young now, and have plenty
of time before me.”

So our Poor Artist fell to work with
renewed vigour, and a hopeful heart.
He exceeded his own expectations for a
few weeks, and was actually on one occa-
sion within a shade of getting a commis-
sion to paint a large landscape of a park,
with deer in the foreground—a waterfall
amidst fir-trees, for the half-distance—a
gothic bridge, with a waggon going over
it, for the distance—and permission, if
it did not increase the expense, to put
a sky-distance beyond that. As it was
found, however, that he could not afford

so large a canvas and stretcher without
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14 THE POOR ARTIST.

He had just been enabled, through the
kindness of a brother artist, who had a
considerable trade in the flattering-like-
ness line of business, to make up a travel-
ling pack with painting-materials; so he
set forth as an itinerant painter, to
try if the winds of heaven would help
him.

He painted landscapes on the panels of
summer-houses and billiard-rooms in the
houses of rich county families; Italian
scenery and Swiss mountains for tea-
gardens and dancing-rooms; and gothic
arches, with a lady followed by an Ita-
lian greyhound, passing underneath; or
other things of the kind, for the fair
dames of various rural mansions. Some-
times his necessities compelled him to
paint far inferior scenes to these; and

on one occasion, an old lady required







16 THE POOR ARTIST.

“ Madam,” said the Artist, with a re-
spectful bow, and not without some trepi-
dation, ‘“I shall have the greatest pleasure
in painting the green-house.”

- The old lady returned; the matter was
quickly arranged, and to work went the
Artist.

Presuming that the old lady had some
taste in painting, not to speak of the
taste of her sweet grand-daughter, the
great aim of our poor friend was to
make a sightly picture of a very unsightly
subject. He accordingly threw a large
portion of the green-house into a warm
deep shade,—placed a picturesque cloud
just behind the ugly red chimney, so as to
modify its colour, and destroy the effect
of its outline,—while a gleam of sunshine
turned a portion of the glass to fiery gold,
—and right in front, he placed the old







18 THE POOR ARTIST.

““A reality-picture, Madam. Oh yes,
I perfectly understand.”

Again the Artist went to work. He
assiduously painted three or four differ-
ent pictures of the green-house, the
young lady continually inspecting the
work; but in his copy of the reality there
was always some one thing not quite
right, or omitted altogether. As he did
not, however, mind painting more pic-
tures, the young lady became much
amused with this difficulty.  Already
the seventh sketch was upon his easel.
Meantime the private portfolio, where
the Artist kept all his choice sketches,
made to please himself, and not to sell,
was opened for Aurelia’s inspection.

“(Qh, how beautiful!” exclaimed she.
«“Jt 1is impossible to say, or indeed

to know, which one most admires, all
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20 THE POOR ARTIST.

was only natural that the Artist should
beg of her—he could hardly do other-
wise—to accept them from him. And as
for the young lady, she received them
with the prettiest blush imaginable; and
soon afterwards he saw her coming to-
wards him with a little book in her hand,
most elegantly bound. It was a copy of
La Fontaine’'s Fables, which she requested
he would keep for her sake. The Artist
bowed over the little book, almost pres-
sing it to his heart. He had an impulse
to press it to his lips; however, he did
not venture to do that.

Three days more passed, during which,
as the weather was rainy, the old lady
requested the Artist to give Aurelia a
few lessons in landscape-drawing. When
her hand grew tired, they read La Fon-
taine's Fables together.
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24 THE POOR ARTIST.

mischief you have done? My niece con-
fesses that you have had the wickedness
to make her an offer of marriage. But
she has no fortune, unless she marries
with my consent. And I should be mad
to give that to a Poor Artist like you.
No, sir. Good morning, sir.”

The disconsolate Artist went his way.
It was a heavy day for him.

He had not walked above a mile before
the Uncle came riding after him.

1 have spoken once more with my
niece,” said he. ‘She is a very foolish
young girl. Ahem! I do not wish to be
a tyrant; no, 1 only wish to act rationally.
I am a philosopher of The World as it
is, and must remain. 1 exact accordingly,
and can also make allowances. If, in-
stead of wandering about the country

in this way, you will go to some town
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26 THE POOR ARTIST.

““Then perhaps nobody would under-
stand 1t,” said the Artist, innocently.

“Pooh! what has understanding to do
with the matter, so that people are as-
tonished ? Mankind are not led by their
understandings, but by what they do not
understand. The world will run after any
ignis fatuus; but no man will ran after a
wax taper, though it be carried by a pro-
phet. I say you must astonish—astound—
confound ! Understanding is the destruc-
tion of astonishment. When people know
all about things, wonder ceases. Yes,
yes. Go and paint something perfectly
wonderful — incredible ; something, I say,
which the eye of man has never yet seen,
—and that will galn you a name.”

So saying the Uncle slipped a sealed
packet into his hand, and rode away. En-

closed were twenty guineas, enveloped in
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28 THE POOR ARTIST.

fifty miles’ distance, he straightway betook
himself there, and having fixed his resi-
dence at a little farm-house, fell to work
with the utmost zeal.

He had been at this place upwards
of seven months at the time the story
commences, and had finished five most
lovely landscape pictures, besides a great
number of sketches. We have heard the
soliloquy he made in the wood at the
opening of this little narrative. His state
of mind may be pretty well collected
from that, and the few words he now
uttered as he rose from the bank, and
began to pace slowly homeward.

“My large picture must surely prove
attractive. The Willow-tree at sunrise in
the fore-ground, with the water seen glit-
tering underneath and between its long

drooping boughs, was a happy thought.
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30 THE POOR ARTIST.

These five pictures, on which all his
future hopes rested, were finished, except
a little varnishing ; and as all his money
was now expended, he had fixed his de-
parture for the beginning of the week.
He had only reserved just enough to pay
for his lodgings, and the expenses of his
journey to the great town, where he ex-
pected to re-appear like a star from a
suddenly opening cloud. Money then would
come in fast enough. He should soon
invite Aurelia, with her uncle and grand-
mamma, to drive across the country to
see his pictures before they were all
sold !

But where is the little farm-house ?
Alas for human speculations and human
hopes! What is all this smoke and smo-
ther! this heap of black ashes, and fallen

rafters, and smutty tiles and bricks? And
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34 THE POOR ARTIST.

rived at the large town. And then! oh,
it was too shocking, too heart-breaking
to think of! All his five finished pic-
tures—and all his exquisite little sketches
too—*“all his little ones”—mnothing left

of all his art-family!
- But life is life, and the world-struggles

must be gone through. So he took leave
of the burnt-out farmer, and his wife
and children, all of them shedding tears,
and hoping to meet again some day,
here or in Heaven.

When he got into the wood he sat
down. He unpacked his sketching-box—
aid a piece of canvas before him—looked at
his colours and palette—then at his brushes
—then at the peeps of landscape in front of
him. But he gave it up with a deep sigh,
and two or three scalding tears trickled

down his cheek. He could not work.
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38 THE POOR ARTIST.

and almost holding his breath, but still
without opening his eyes. And the voice
sald in a low sonorous murmur,—

“ Busy—busy—buzzing brain,

Use your hands, or nothing gain.”

The Artist lay quiet a few seconds,
listening intently with his eyes still closed.
All was silent. He then softly raised
himself, and looked round on all sides.
Presently he saw a leaf tremble—then
another—then the cup of a flower shake
very much—and notwithstanding a great
bustling and buzzing inside, he was yet
able to distinguish words amidst the low
humming monotony of the undersong.

The words were the same as before,—

“ Busy—busy—buzzing brain,
Use your hands, or nothing gain.”

It came from the inside of that flower-

cup that was shaking so! Yes—there
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4.0 THE POOR ARTIST.

“Wuz—wuz—wu-u-u-zz!” buzzed the
Bee. She ceased abruptly. A silence
ensued, in which they both continued
looking at each other.

““Most wonderful!” at length -ejacu-
lated the Artist. It must have been you
who sang those words. Why do you
sing no more? Speak again! Why do
you continue lounging on your elbows
over the white parapet of that convol-
vulus, and staring down at me, holding
your antennz bolt upright in the air?
No answer! Well—here I will remain
as long as you. Obstinate as you may
be, you shall find I am a man of inex-
haustible patience.”

«“Uz!—uz!” hummed the Bee, and
gave her antennae a twirl.

““ No,” said the Artist, humbly, “I am

not the man of Uz.”
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44 THE POOR ARTIST.

for painting them,” answered the Artist;
““no name.”

“But if you can paint them well,”
said the Bee, ““then you are sure of the
reputation and the name.”

“Yes, if I can live upon nothing for
a good many years; but there’s the bitter
difficulty. And one gets neither younger
nor merrier, under hard work and no
honey.”

“In our communities,” said the Bee,
“we have little experience of these vex-
atious trials. 'We are creatures, you know,
of more reason and fewer words than
your species. We are far more practi-
cal. You deceive yourselves and each
other by fine sayings. However, to cut
short this talk, which is waste of time,
answer me this,—do you want work ?”

“That I do !” exclaimed 'the Artist,
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““ Here,” replied the Bee pointing to
her eyes. ‘I saw it, and shall now de-
scribe what I saw, and still see here.”

The Artist, with an amused yet in-
terested expression, got out his sketch-
ing-materials; arranged his colours and
brushes; and placed a piece of canvas,
ready stretched, before him.

The Bee now proceeded with a de-
scription of . a most extraordinary and
incoherent kind. So, at least, it appear-
ed to the Artist. There was an account
of a large flat hexagonal figure, the lines
of each angle being set with bright lights
of reddish brown and gold. There was
a transparent honey-coloured drop, of the
size commonly met with upon the leaves
of opening flowers in the early morning;
and beyond this, and seen through it,

there was a shape, which the Bee de-
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them with one of her antenna as before,
thus, I” A.

“What !” ejaculated the Artist, to him-
self, ““is she now going to write Greek!
will she ask me to paint some old decayed
half-obliterated inscription stone, like one
of those in the British Museum! Oh
this will never do. The public will never
understand it.” He threw down his brush
in despair.

“Why do you not go on?” droned
the Bee, in a deep angry tone.

 Because the thing you ask me to
paiut, is unintelligible,—something which
the eye of man never saw!”

As the Artist uttered these words he
suddenly bethought himself of the exhor-
tation of Awurelia’s uncle; so he added,
in a deprecatory voice, ‘If you would

only try to accommodate yourself a little
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52 THE POOR ARTIST.

Thus admonished and exhorted —and
with especial effect, were it only for the
words, which were a ‘‘remarkable coinci-
dence ” in their application to the coun-
sel so brusquely administered by Aurelia’s
uncle,—our Artist again took up his brush,
and begging the industrious philosopher
to do all she possibly could to make her
description intelligible to ordinary human
senses, he again fell to work.

After many efforts at a mutual under-
standing, something like the following
description was educed.

A broken and irregular line of gold
formed a large disk, from which hung,
on the inside, a row of golden lamps,
with flame lamps between each, or con-
jointly. This was on one half of the
disk,—on the other, the outline was beset
with umber-shaded golden holes, pits, or
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o8 THE POOR ARTIST.

a stretcher, which the Artist had mecha-
nically taken in his hand—and there he
remained with his little hard jaws open
—waiting a reply.

The Artist, notwithstanding all that had
just passed between himself and the Bee,
was almost as much taken by surprise
in the present instance, as though no
previous experience had proved him to
be one of those few favoured individuals
who inherit the honours of ZLa Fontaine.
Recovering himself, however, he entered
upon the subject; and, all preliminaries
being adjusted after the dashing off-hand
manner of the little individual in the
_brown armour, the Artist prepared to
make his sketch.

But he soon threw down his brush.
Partly from the small warrior’s rapidity

of utterance, accompanied with all sorts
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66 THE POOR ARTIST.

hearing, which is most likely, you may
come and sit upon the corner of my web
while I describe the object.”

“ Thank you,” said the Ant. ¢ Who
killed her seventh husband yesterday
morning ?”

“ Don’t be spiteful!” interposed the
Bee. ‘¢ Perhaps there was a reason for it.”

““So there is for everything,” said the
Ant ; ¢“ but that does not alter a black fact.”

“Will you paint for that lady?”
said the Bee, turning to the Axrtist.

Our Artist looked first at one speaker,
then at the other, thinking he had got
into strange company, and had found very
curious and novel patrons. The subjects
for pictures which they gave him were
certainly of a kind that * the eye of man

|

had never yet seen,” and, so far, quite in

accordance with the advice of Aurelia’s






68 THE POOR ARTIST.

of her nine eyes, in every possible change
of combination, amounting to—

“ Kighty-one!” said the Ant, briskly.

‘““ Five hundred and eleven different vi-
sions, without including all the powers of
my diphthong eyes, as you call them,”
said the Spider drily.

““ Pray,” said the Ant, ‘“do each of your
diphthong eyes see double, or do you see
three things between the two? Or do
each of them possess a squinting power
of three?”

The Bee here made a loop with one of
her antenna, and then thrust the other
through it, at an angle of 45°.

Captain Mandible bowed, and retired a
few paces.

The Artist folded his arms. “ 1 can
make nothing of all this,” said he. “If

you wish me to paint a picture of any



. & 5 4 - -
iTal + - - E













| I
- ~ - -
E 1




74 THE POOR ARTIST.

the web in holes, and so got loose! The
spider would not let go her hold round
him ; so the fly flew away with the spider;
Ha! ha! ha!”

The Artist joined heartily in the laugh.
It seemed as if he were destined to hear
new things as well as see them.*

“Why do you insult the Spider ?” said
the Bee to the Ant, in a grave reproving
tone. ¢ Anecdotes of this kind are more
provoking than direct attack, and are very
unbecoming from one artist to another.”

¢ She has strangled many of my com-
rades,” said the Ant; ““many heroic war-
riors. 1 have found their empty suits of
armour on the ground underneath her web.”

]t was a near relation of yours,” said

the Spider; “and now I look again, I

* This amusing fact was related to me by the well-known
Naturalist, Thomas Bell, S.R.S., who witnessed it.
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76 THE POOR ARTIST.

points of which I drew out acutely by
lines passing over the top of the pool,
and fastened to heads of flowering grass
on three sides.”

““ Well 2” said the Ant, *“ and what then 2”

““I then went away,” replied the Spider,
““having no stratagem in my mind, but
saying to myself,— /o knows 2"

““ So,” said the Bee, thoughtfully.

“ Mr. Artist!” cried the Ant; ‘ you
are now required to paint ¢ Who knows’!”

““ No more of this!” said the Bee.

““ Oh, thief of webs!” ejaculated the
Spider, dropping down a few inches by
her line,—then suddenly checking herself,—
““but let him prate. I'll just drop down
upon the picture, and take a scramble
over it, that I may judge of its likeness
to what I have described.”

¢ Pardon me!” exclaimed the Artist;
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a0 THE POOR ARTIST.

natural misfortunes,” said the Bee in a
hushing tone. “1I disapprove of it, Cap-
tain Mandible.”

It was a matter of curious speculation
in the mind of the Axrtist as to what
the Fish wanted of him, and how he
could possibly feel any interest in what
had been transpiring. Our friend was
eventually, however, relieved from this,
by the Ant abruptly asking the Fish if
he wanted to have his portrait painted;
when, to the Artist’s great amusement,
the Fish replied that he did not, because
he saw it every day in his own native
mirror, sometimes as a single fish, some-
times as a twin fish, sometimes as one
real fish with two shadow-fishes; and he
had moreover seen his portrait in all
sizes, shades, and colours. But what he

actually wished was the picture of an
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82 THE POOR ARTIRST.

However, out of his confused, gleaming,
vague-outlined and no-outlined, dreamy
descriptions, the Artist at length con-
trived to deduce that the Fish had that
morning seen upon the green: grass a flat
face, like that of the moon in colour,
only less; and like also the thing (mean-
ing also a face, no doubt) which some-
times looked over the parapet of a bridge
down into the water upon him, which
caused him to waggle away—dari away
too, sometimes. That, on going mnearer
to it, so as to examine it with a poke
or two of his nose, and by touching it
nearly with his eyes, he, the Fish, had
discovered a ribbed surface of bright
golden sands, delightful to behold! All
this he was ready to go before any ma-
gistrate and make oath that he had

seen, and therefore he desired a drawing



1 L ’ -
.
i .
& - g 7 =y -+ . = T )







L w0 e ] ¥ . o
1 | ] 1 I
3 O = ST O ] ] ] L I
¥ T i
- 4 . . . o O i . =
¥ ¥ ¥ il 1] [ SicL UL L L
. 1 1 & a 1 7 . %




- F ¢
» — -
f i — = x
[ —_
|
an -
b e
e o
.. 3 .
-. . —
2 L
. -
- e
» — r———
. , e
— 4 h ox
= 13



















92 THE POOR ARTIST.

and blessed morning, of things well-known
to me before, but never seen before in
so lovely a brightness—in such various
and changing colours—in so compact a
form—as large altogether as my left eye,
which was quite filled with the scene!
Now, in presence of all these trees and
woodland flowers, and of all this good
company, not excepting the Cat, I wish
to warble out in a style sufficiently clear,
soft, and sweet, and in tones which need
not be quicker in succession than may
be intelligible to the meanest capacity, a
description of a scene more delightful
than was ever before presented to the
eye of bird, or man, or fish,—of cat, or
other creeping thing. There was a dark
archway of leaves made by the meeting

boughs of two purple beech-trees. Ri-
fol de riddle-ol de ray! And through







94 THE POOR ARTIST.

that looked like red golden fire, and the
windows of the house were of crimson
light, and the thatch on the roof was of
deep orange flame with no smoke to it.
Ri riddle leetle fiddle dee! On a soft
sloping hill as grey as old beech-bark,
above the farm-house thatch there stood a
great house hid in trees; but behind a
long wall rose the arched roof of a palace
made of rainbows cut in diamonds, and
squares, and slices, which gleamed, and
glanced, and shot on all sides of the
heavens.”

““Is the sketch nearly done, sir?” in-
quired the Ant, looking up at the Artist
with humorous impertinence.

““ Not exactly, sir,” replied our friend:
““it will need rather more time than has
been given me in the description. I have

only just settled on a sort of rough fly-
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98 THE POOR ARTIST,

Aurelia, softly floating through a vista of
the woodland scenery! It was not real
—it was her spirit! But is not #hat also
a reality? Is not the moving power of
life a reality? The highest? He saw her
if ever he saw anything. Were his eyes
made ‘the fools o’ the other senses?”
or were they not rather ° worth all the
rest 2"

Hitherto he had been endeavouring to
see with the eyes of others (how hard the
task!) existing and tangible objects which
had been distinetly visible to them; now
he beheld distinctly an object which was
not tangible, neither did it exist. Yet
there it was, beyond all doubt—as beyond
all proof! It smiled; and the smile grew
fainter and fainter, till all had faded away!
He had seen a spirit,—in his ‘“ mind’s eye”

of course; but also, if he could believe
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100 THE POOR ARTIST.

time—so, you know, you must now paint
another picture on the other side of that
one—my left eye at the same time was
looking across a bright rivulet with white
water-lilies in the middle, and bulrushes
on the banks, and over on the opposite
bank this eye was watching a dry brown
leaf that was moving to and fro in a
way that did not seem like the action of
the wind; and I thought that probably
underneath it was something good to eat.
However, I did not hop off to see after
it; I could not bear to leave the spot
where I had alighted. My heart was too
full of my 7ight eye.”

The Artist smiled closely down upon
his canvas, bending so as not to be seen,
lest he should offend the Robin by laugh-
ing at the figure of speech he had used

in his idiomatic way. But in vain. The
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see hers! And the Ant shall see his!
Won’t you, 'Dibble ? And the Spider shall
see hers; and,—though he don’t deserve
it for his indifference (here Bob gave a
double bow, at the same time striking
his bill on the easel) the Fish shall see
his, or my name is not Robin.”

‘“ Bravo!” cried the Ant. ‘¢ Bravo, cho-
leric Bob !”

The Artist laid down his canvas and
his palette, and his implements, and
looked amazed at the little gentleman who
spoke and bowed so hotly, and smote his
bill with so self-willed and impatient an
emphasis.

¢ Sir,” said he, ‘I really have not time
to show these pictures.”

¢ Two seconds! two seconds!” cried the
Robin. ““Oh! what a dog you are!”

¢ Pardon me,” remonstrated the Artist;
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104 THE POOR ARTIST.

a better reason for his not displaying
them than he has thought it prudent
to give us. The real reason is, that he
knows very well they are not at all like
the Object we have each described.”

““That assertion requires proof,” inter-
posed the Spider, peeping over from her
hiding-place; “and as we have been at
the trouble of giving these descriptions to
the Artist, I think he 1s bound to let us
make some comparison of his sketches by
the side of the Objects.”

““I don’t know that he is bound to do
this at a minute’s notice,” said the Bee;
—*“but what do you say, sir? It would
much oblige us, you are aware.”

“1 should much rather not have done
so as yet,” replied the Artist; ‘but as
I may not have the pleasure of meeting

you all again in the same convenient
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108 THE POOR ARTIST.

by fair work, instead of the wuseless
grinding of the imperfect social scheme
which surrounds you!

Reflections like the above passed sadly
through our friend’s mind as he moved
silently onward ;—mow glancing at his
strange companions—and mnow at his
sketches, the outrageous novelty of which
made him feel by no means sanguine ;
now pondering with bitter grief on the
loss of his finished pictures of legitimate
Art—now thinking of Awurelia, and be-
moaning his bad prospects; now reflecting
on the base and provoking fact that to
get to the town with the present sketches
and implements needed no less a sum
than fifteen shillings! Here was he in
a wood at fifty miles distance—in com-
pany with a Bee, a Spider, a Robin, an

Ant, and a Cat,—and without so much as
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appeared arduous and unprofitable; but
after I had seen actual service, and had
been in two or three general engage-
ments, then matters became much easier.
I had taken several negro slaves in battle,
and they turned out excellent servants,
bringing me constant supplies of food—
raw, or cooked by mastication,—and both
game and vegetables. I also had a very
intelligent milch cow. She was of a
beautiful light green colour, and her body
SO transparént you could see her heart
beating inside. None of my other green
cows were comparable to her. I also
had a number of purple-black cows,
which I farmed out in a bean-field when
the beans were in flower.”

“ Who asked you for any account of
your small private life?” inquired the

Spider, with sarcastic composure.
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time, and to have laid up no store; neither
has he any servants or cows. Just now
he ate three berries from the hedge, and
then gave a sigh because he wanted more
and could not find them. Is this like a
creature who has right senses?—one who
must gain a living, or else die?”

“ What should you know of senses?”
asked the Spider bitterly;—“or of life
and death?” added she with solemn
SCOTTL.

“Do spiders ever die?"” retorted the
Ant briskly. ¢ Who ever saw a dead one?
You cast your skins and leave them about
to make believe that you have died, like
natural creatures; but that does not de-
ceive me. Other poor dead spider-cases
may also be found—but these are of your
murdered husbands. No, wretch! you

cannot die, except you be slain outright.
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travel fifty miles with his artist’s bag-
gage, when the coach-fare alone would
amount to the dreadful sum of fifteen
shillings. ‘Independent of this, he would
be without the means of life while he
made the journey on foot.

‘“ But meantime, the Robin does not
display right senses,” interposed the Spi-
der; ‘““for he has already led us in no
straight lines, but all in half-circles and
zig-zags, so that at best he must be taking
you the very longest possible way to his
Object.”

At this reproof the Robin settled upon
a point, and sang a sweet and merry song.

““ This is mere insolence!” said the Bee.

“Just like him!” said the Cat.

“Why does pussy speak?” inquired
the Ant. ‘She has no object to describe,

or lead us to.”
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tures often have good sight. Dogs, for
instance, are great observers; nothing es-
capes the eye of a monkey;* and you
never meet a horse in a lane or road,
without his giving a quiet look at you
as he passes.”

““ Really,” exclaimed the Artist, * this
is all very true; and as regards the Cat
it is very surprising. A pair of eyes so
wonderful and beautiful, not to say alarm-
ing, one would have expected to be the
most observant of visual organs.”

“Not so;” interrupted the Spider.
¢ But what can be expected of one pair
of eyes?”

¢“ Ah!” said the Bee, ‘“there is more
than the question of numbers in this. It
is the thing bekind the eye that makes the

* Not, properly, a quadruped, nor a biped ; but a guad-
rumane ; or, as the Germans call him, vier-hiindig.
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120 THE POOR ARTIST.

“Yes,” continued the Ant, drily, ¢ I
there read it under the head of ¢ Melan-
choly Accident.” A cat had caught a
mouse on a lawn, and let it go again in
her cruel way, in order to play with it;
when the mouse, inspired by despair,
and seeing only one hole possible to es-
cape into,—namely, the round, red throat
of the cat, very visible through her open
mouth—took a bold spring into her jaws,
just escaping between her teeth,—and into
her throat he struggled and stuffed him-
self—and so the cat was suﬂb::ated!”‘*

The Cat smiled contemptuously, and
walked on. The Robin laughed immo-

derately, and flew off in a circle above

* A paragraph did appear in the newspapers some
months since, from which the above ingenious imperti-
nence of Captain Mandible was taken. The heroic act
of Marcus Curtius Mouse was declared to have occurred
at Kingsdown, Bristol.
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122 THE POOR ARTIST.

‘““ lies close at hand. If I were upon
yonder overhanging branch, and only ran
to the extreme leaf at the end, I could
drop down in a perpendicular line within
half a fathom of the level of its base.”

“]1 have said nothing all this time,”
simpered the Cat; ‘ but the thing I saw
lies just below us. It is the very same
object that little familiar Bob stood star-
ing at this morning with his right eye.”

“Why, then,” exclaimed the Artist,
‘““you are all going the same way! How
can this be?”

¢« Here it is!” cried the Robin, as he
made a rapid bow to the company behind,
and instantly dropped down through the
foliage.

He was quickly followed by the Bee,

who gave out a loud deep tone of some

alarm.
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126 THE POOR ARTIST,

own excellence or incapacity he estimates
the qualities of others. The far sight
miscalculates the near sight; the near
sight miscalculates the far; the simple
sight, which only sees unity, cannot judge
of the double sight, which takes in two
different objects, one with each eye; nor
can it judge of the compound sight,
which sees only a complication of parts—
perhaps only one part distinctly at a
time, and the rest as in a dim kaleidoscope
—mnot to speak of many wonders, such
as the learning of man has never yet
fathomed or conceived. But each of
these owners of eyes (and at this mo-
ment, and indeed throughout this little
book, all eyes are equally respected by
the author, and no favour shown), each
of these owners of eyes, let us repeat,

very naturally, and of necessity, considers
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““Here’s a pretty incomprehensible af-
fair!” cried he, flustering out his feathers.
“It appears that we have all seen the
same thing! Some of you must have in-
dulged in embellishment to no small ex-
tent—mot to speak of lies. And now,
here comes Stupid-head to swear the same,

‘“

I dare say
The Fish, who had come down the

rivulet, had just emerged from the stream
and begun to creep up the bank, above
which his head appeared, when he was
stopped by the abrupt compliment of the
Robin, who was the first to espy him
amidst the grass that rose like a stiff- |
green ruff round his pale face.

“Well, Stupid-head ?” pursued the
Robin.

““Yes,” said the Fish, answering at once

to the mame, and opening . his eyes and
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bring about a general war. Never, in
this world, did a Bee relinquish her
rights,—what is life in comparison !”

“ Nothing,” cried the Robin, with a
quick bow.

““Nothing!” echoed the Ant; *nor
death, either! Come on—charge!”

At this moment, while the Artist stood
with a mind confused by the surrounding
scene, the Cat made a sudden rush be-
tween his legs. He started,—reeled side-

ways,—and, being unable to recover him-

self, fell at his length upon the grass,
while, with the jerk, all his painting ap-
paratus flew from his hands, and all the
sketches were scattered upon the green
slope.

Now, it seemed palpable to the valiant
leaders of the onslaught that the Cat had
only obeyed Captain Mandible’s order to
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Whether his assailants, having been
accustomed to see him always in an up-
right position, had believed he had vanish-
ed, or been transformed,— or that he was
struck dead by their first onset, and |
therefore they had retreated, either in
consternation, or satisfied with the fi-
nality of the blow they had inflicted:
whether, in his fall, he had pressed some
of them deep into the grass; or whether,
having seen his sketches, and no one
being able to recognise his own, they had
all retired in utter scorn of himself and
‘his art, one thing was manifest—they
were gone !

He rose slowly to his feet. Chancing
to look down the stream, he saw the long
back of the Cat, as she clawed herself up
a bank on the opposite side, having been

carried some way down by the current.
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ties. Our Artist hastened to her assist-
ance; picked her up; and was about to
clear off the paint with his handkerchief,
but the Bee was so lost to all her habi-
tual reason and philosophy, and so tumul-
tuous in her struggles with the incom-
prehensible injury she had received on
her horizontal regulators, that mnothing
could be done for her. So, after darting
her sting into the handkerchief several
times, she fumbled and elbowed herself
out of the Artist’s fingers and rose into
the air. She ascended perpendicularly.
Still up,—and up,—and upward she went.
She looked like a tiny lark. It was a
very bright and very clear sky, so that
her little body was quite visible. She
continued to ascend perpendicularly, hum-
ming and buzzing her ‘complaint. The

sound got fainter. Her body became
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138 THE POOR ARTIST.

road to reputation and success. He soon
reached a village where he procured a con-
veyance sufficiently incommodious, but for-
tune had for once smiled upon him, and
nothing now seemed an obstacle. Into this
jolting machine he contrived to squeeze
himself by the side of the driver, after
having packed all his precious commodi-
ties safely in the body of the little cart,
amidst hay-bands and green leaves, to
prevent their chafing, or other injury.
As they thus trundled and jerked along
the roads and lanes, our friend soon lost
himself in a delightful reverie. In the
course of these rovings of thought he
constantly reverted to the wonderful dis-
crepancy which existed between Seven
different Eye-sights, in contemplating One
and the same Object. He endeavoured

to recall what had been said by the

o LI T ™,
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that the same numerals inverted, as he
had erroneously supposed, were in fact
the two last letters (I A) of the same
royal designation; the Greek accents
(after 1) being in all probability some
slight scratches or marks mnot visible to
the human eye, unless through a micro-
Scope.: As for' the! resty'of ' the ‘Bees
description, the Artist attributed it to
a similar cause, and, he also admitted to
himself that he had taken a few liberties
in the general treatment, according to
his own imagination, whereof came his
sketch, entitled “Outskirts of the Gardens
of the Hesperides.”

Of the description of the Ant he could
trace no resemblance on the sovereign,
beyond the golden ground of the battle-
field, and he could therefore only suppose

that numerous jots, and scratches, and
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146 THE POOR ARTIST,

nection with the lower animals, whose
forms we indeed see around us, but the

secrets of whose being, whose motives

of action, and whose final destiny, remain
unfathomable mysteries. ¢ We are,” says
he, ‘in a world of spirits, as well as in
a world of sense, and we hold commu-
nion with it, and take part in it, though
we are not conscious of doing so. If this
seems strange to any one, let him reflect
that we are undeniably taking part in a
third world, which we do indeed see,
but about which we do not know more
than about the angelic host,—the world
of dumb animals. Can anything be more
marvellous or startling, wnless we were
used to i, than that we should have a
race of beings about us, whom we do
but see, and as little know of their state,

or can describe their interests, or their
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148 THE POOR ARTIST.

we eat their flesh. This, however, re-
lates to such of them as come near us.
Cast your thoughts abroad on the whole
number of them, large and small, in vast
forests, or in the water, or in the air,
and then say whether the presence of
such countless multitudes, so various in
their natures, so strange and wild in their
shapes, living on the earth without ascer-
tainable object, is not as mysterious as
anything which Scripture says about the
angels? Is it not plain to us that there
is a world inferior to us in the scale of
beings, with which we are connected,
without understanding what it 1s? And
is it difficult to faith to admit the word
of Scripture concerning our connection
with a world superior to us?’”

If illustrations and instances of the truth

of all this be needed, how many start up
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152 THE POOR ARTIST.

How do we appear to these our dumb
companions in the world? Some of them,
our domestics, regard us with familiar eyes
of mutual understanding, to a considerable
extent, such as the dog, and the horse.
So, in a less and lower degree, does the
cow ; but the bull always looks at you
with uplifted inquiry and defiance : * Man
delights not him.” The sight of a wo-
man in a red cloak (to invert the story of
the blind man, who, being asked what
idea he had of scarlet, replied that it
seemed to him like the sound of a trumpet)
often appears to excite the imagination of
the bull to a warlike mood. But while vari-
ous domestic animals, and birds too, regard
us with a sort of ‘“knowing” look, others
stare at us with a vague wonder, hopeless
of understanding our strange conformation

and behaviour. Again, another set of them
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156 THE POOR ARTIST.

point to point of objects which he has
marked ; but this is only our conjecture.
The fierce dragon-fly, with twelve thousand
lenses in his eyes, darts from angle to
angle with the rapidity of a flashing sword,
and as rapidly darts back—not turning
in the air, but with a clash reversing the
action of his four wings—the only known
creature that possesses this faculty. His
sight then, both forwards and backwards,
must be proportionately rapid with his
wings, and instantaneously calculating the
distance of objects, or he would dash him-
self to pieces. But in what conformation
of his eye does this consist? No one
can answer. A cloud of ten thousand
gnats dances up and down in the sun,
the gnats being so close together that you
can scarce see the minutest interval be-

tween them, yet no one knocks another

il b

L -

A W

eryL






158 THE POOR ARTIST.

woodpecker, when he descends his tree
and goes to drink,—stop several times on
his way,—listen, and look round—before
he takes his draught? No one knows.
How is it that the species of ant, which
1s taken in battle by other ants to be
made slaves, should be the black, or
negro-ant? No one knows. A large
species of the star-fish (Luidia fragilis-
sima) possesses the power of breaking it-
self into fragments, under the influence
of terror, rage, or despair.  As it does
not generally break up,” says Professor
Forbes, ¢ before it is raised above the
surface of the <sea, cautiously and anxiously
I sunk my bucket, and proceeded in the
most gentle manner to introduce ZLuwidia :
to the purer element. Whether the cold
air was too much for him, or the sight
of the bucket too terrific, I know not;
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162 THE POOR ARTIST.

up the stairs, and entered the exhibition-
room.

“ Now, young gentleman,” said he,
brusquely, as the Artist advanced to meet
him, “ don’t run away with the notion
that extravagance and eccentricity are the
same thing as original genius. No, sir,
they are wide asunder as the poles. I
fear, by the note you have sent me,
that so far from following my counsel
you have totally mistaken my meaning.
You know I said to you, follow Nature—
avoid everything like caricature or whimsi-
cality—be simple ;—think ™ (here he raised
his emerald-headed cane between a thumb
and finger, and continued to drop the
ferule perpendicularly upon the floor, thus
giving a dotted emphasis to each remi-
niscence)—** think of the awverage intellect

of the public; do not paint for intellec-






164 THE POOR ARTIST.

The Artist continued to sit without
word or motion, having given himself up
for lost.

The Uncle gradually seemed to become
uncomfortable, as though he did not know
in what way he could decently leave the
room. At last he muttered something
more about simplicity and natural objects,

arid began to quote from Wordsworth’s
‘“ Evening Walk.”

“ How pleasant, as the sun declines, to view
The spacious landscape change in form and hue !
Here, vanish, as in mist, before a flood
Of bright obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood ;
There, objects 34

«“Sir!” exclaimed the Artist,—suddenly
jumping up, as though human nature’s
powers of endurance had passed their
limit,—¢ Sir!” cried he, “I am ashamed
of your mental shuffling! I care nothing

for your objects, nor your simplicity—nor
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dows, as soon as he had cooled down a little,
arranged his last bit of canvas, and almost
without design commenced a bold land-
scape sketch. He dashed in a bright sky,
and vigorous landscape for the background
of a picture which he felt would be ex-
ecuted with a master’s hand. What should
he place in the foreground? Something,
strong, massive, solid. He suddenly be-
thought him of the prize-ox and the
brick-kiln, and smiled to himself at the
exactness with which they presented them-
selves to his memory. No less truthfully
did they appear on his canvas. He only
left his work to send out the announce-
ments of his exhibition, which he had
previously written, and then returned to
his ox-picture.

Gradually, however, the sense of the

consequences attached to his recent vio-
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correctly. And after the Uncle’s be-
haviour to him—and his to the Uncle!
What did it all mean ?

“Well ?”” pursued the Old Lady. “Why
don’t you answer? But you accept my
offer, no doubt, and I desire the collec-
tion to be packed up and sent off to
my solicitor—to a friend of mine, I should
say-—-tn-mml'rnw morning.”’

“To-morrow!” exclaimed the Artist,
waking up. “ But I have announced to-
morrow as the first day of my exhibi-
tion: and, you see, my dear madam”—
here he began to brush up his faculties
a little—* you see, it is very unusual in
the purchaser of a picture, when it is just
about to be exhibited, to take it away
on the instant. This, you know, is hardly
fair towards the artist.”

“Those are my terms, sir,” said the
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174 THE POOR ARTIST.

it appeared to him if he could obtain
the sum offered, he might afterwards
do anything he pleased. He thus con-
tinued to walk up and down, till the
clock struck nine. He took his breath
gladly,. He was now relieved from fur-
ther consideration. It was too late to
accept the proposal; so, mow for the
public!

At a quarter past nine, who should
walk into the room but the formidable
Uncle. He carried his emerald-headed
cane with a rather imposing, almost
threatening air, on his shoulder.

“Young gentleman,” said he, “I am
not come to punish or reprove you for
your mad behaviour yesterday. I know
how to make excuses for inexperience
and folly. I am a philosopher of ‘The

world as it is, and must remain’—and I
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in general, are bad hands at business.
I shall make you a far better and more
conclusive offer.”

“ Give me leave, sir, to ask one ques-
tion,” said the Artist. “ Does your niece
approve or know of this proposal?”

““1 do not come here to answer ques-
tions,” ejaculated the Uncle, but to
make you a proposal—one which no man
in his senses would dream of refusing
under your circumstances. It is this.
Pack up your collection of sketches
immediately. Affix a placard with the
word fSold,” to your outer door. Leave
this town directly, and never return to
it, or write to any soul in this place,
and here is a cheque for £500.”

¢ And Aurelia?” stammered the Artist.

“You will at once and for ever re-

nounce all further thoughts of her,” ex-
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It happened to be election-time in the
county, and the town was thronged with
visitors, all seeking amusement, as the
contest had just been decided. A great
many people came to see the exhibition.
They could make very little out of it,
so far as the *‘ theory” was concerned,
but they laughed at the whimsicality of
some of the sketches, and others they
thought would have made very pretty
landscapes if they had not been spoiled
by the “Bee,” which they said the Artist
““had got in his bonnet.” When he en-
deavoured to explain, some of the visitors
even went so far as to nudge each other’s
elbows, touch their foreheads, and move
away, suppressing a laugh, while some, it
must be confessed, laughed outright. One
hot-looking old gentleman, in bear-skin

gloves, and a bird’s-eye waistcoat, said
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and left her murmuring after him her
expectations and bewilderments, our ill-
starred Artist returned to his exhibition-
room in a state bordering on despair.
He saw nothing but utter ruin before
him, where he had so recently anticipated
the highest success. Fortune, fame, love—
all were lost! He clasped his hands over
his forehead, then raised them in the air,
and stood fixed in this attitude of mental
anguish. A looking-glass chanced to be
near him, in which he presently observed
his own despairing figure. He gazed at
it with a self-pitying emotion, but, never-
theless, with an * artist’s eye,”—for we
cannot help these speculations on our-
selves. He moved with a desponding air
to his easel, and found a melancholy plea-
sure in making a sketch of the wretched

object he had just seen.
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184 THE POOR ARTIST.

““Which do you mean, sir?” inquired
the Artist.

““ That one in the corner,” replied the
New Member, pointing to the sketch of
the prize ox and the brick-field. ¢ That
is a very pretty piece of real nature. I
shall be happy to give fifty guineas for
it, if you will accept them.”

The Artist, in amazement, bowed con-
fusedly.

“Why!” exclaimed one of the gentle-
men present, who was a great -cattle-
breeder ; ““it’s my Stall-burster, that won
the prize at the cattle-show last week!
Yes; that it is! And wonderfully like!”

Everybody crowded—Iladies and all—
squeezing and jigging round about, to
have a look at Sir Charles’s  Stall-

1

burster;”’ and very much delighted every-

body seemed to be, and no doubt really
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pack them up, and prepare to follow his
fortune in the country, forthwith. Such
were his thoughts one night.

As he sat at breakfast next morning,
having risen late, and his mind being full
of aérial castles and Aurelia, he heard a
loud hum and buzz of voices below, and
was speedily informed that a crowd had
arrived to visit his exhibition. The affair
of last night had got wind over the
town, and a number of visitors thronged
his rooms throughout the day. His pic-
ture of ‘¢ Stall-burster” did him 1m-
mortal honour. That was the general
opinion. As for the other pictures, they
were whimsical enough, and the theory
the Artist entertained about eye-sights was
extremely amusing, so far as it was at
all intelligible. The curiosity, however,

seemed to increase, or at least so the
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his final outline in a rough draught, and
then went to work at a great cartoon.

The picture he meditated was one which
should embody the most practical part of
his recent novel experiences, and bring
them to bear on the general understand-
ing in a far more definite form than
could be reasonably expected from any
of the pictures derived from the descrip-
tions of his friends in the wood.

As the principal object of the fore-
ground, he took the sketch he had made
from himself, when in a state of despair,
at the apparent ruin of all his hopes;
and this figure he placed on the brink
of a precipice. Beneath it rolled a dark
sea, occupying the whole of the lower
fore-ground, or base of the picture. DBe-
hind the figure were seen orchards with

fruit-trees heavily laden, and of deep
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gard to a “heaven upon earth,” associated
with his thoughts of Aurelia. The clouds
above and the sky, together with a bril-
liant effect of the sun’s rays, he sketched
in chiefly from the deseription of the
Robin. He considered for some time as
to what he could introduce which should
represent the subtle speculations of the
Spider ; but finally abandoned all idea
of attempting things intensely interwoven
with the most complex phenomena of life
and perception. Without intending it,
however, he unavoidably did this, in the
very design he was thus projecting. As
for the Cat, he left her influence to be
represented by the amount of utter in-
difference to his picture which was cer-
tain to be displayed by a sufficient
number of the visitors.

At this cartoon he worked night and
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quite irresistible, if possible. He even
passed a sleepless night in a struggle
with himself as to whether he should
Iadnpt a small degree of ‘““humbug.” He
had endured so many disappointments that
he was in a nervous apprehension lest he
might lose all his present advantages.
The genuine thing always succeeded in
the very long run; but it appeared to
him that those who, besides doing a
genuine thing added a little * humbug,”
considerably shortened the preliminary
period. So, our perplexed friend lay in
a most restless state, turning over in his
mind the indefinite degree of charla-
tanry which it might be wise to adopt;
till, being perfectly unable to determine
upon what amount would be sufficient,
and at the same time reconcilable to

his conscience, which was clear up to
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upon the beautiful world—he no longer
cares for anything it contains—he is glad
to leave it behind him, and leap into
the dark flood for ever.”

““ Look, Master Townsend!” said a school-
master to one of his favourite boarders,
““there is an example of proud ambition:
it climbs up to a precipice only to fall.
Proud ambition leads to suicide. A moral

lesson, you observe, and a good copy for

small hand.”

A farmer lamented the great waste of
fields in grass, which would grow corn so
well on one side, and be just the thing
for turnips lower down. A market gar-
dener, close behind him, made objections
to the same effect:—*‘ Peas, beans, early
cabbages, and lettuces, for the spring;

summer vegetables, in course; and celery,

beet-root, endive, and salsify, for winter
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200 THE POOR ARTIST.

Prodigal Son,” said another. “It is
Fugene Aram;”—“It is Sir Walter
Raleigh ;7 —¢ It is Rubens, before he
could paint;” — these, and other such
things, were said.

A short, portly, poppy-nosed inn-keeper
was there, with his still shorter and fatter
wife; and they were accompanied by a
large-limbed smiling butcher, who wore a
satin waistcoat with an egg-plum pattern,
embroidered with silver sprigs between
each plum. The inn-keeper joked about
a ‘““marquee in them fields:” his wife
said she wished the poor gentleman (mean-
ing the principal figure) had something
better to do than to make faces up at
the clouds; ske'd soon teach him different,
she knew. The butcher merely noticed
what nice meadows there were for feed-

ing cattle, or to play the flute in among
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they presently departed with a resentful
glance around the room, and in dogged
silence, with the exception of a japanner,
who addressed a brassfounder and a fire-
brick maker on the shameful want of
varnish, or other polishing, on all the pic-
tures. They were nothing but a take-in,
that was /Xis opinion, and he ought to
know something of the arts of design,
after having been a japanner and tin-plate
worker these last eighteen years, and
more.

Two artists stood before the picture a
cnnsidera.bie time, discoursing on its design,
composition, drawing, colouring—a doubt-
ful light here —a wrong shade there—
an awkward foreshortening in this place
—an illegitimate perspective in that place
—a pretty bit here —an. effective bit
there—a bold sort of thing altogether.
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strate that the vitreous hunour can en-
dure a rent or an incision without injury
—that the sclerotica, ciliary zone, choroid,
or the retina itself, may as safely be
punctured as the cornea, I must persist
in regarding the anterior operation for the
solution of cataract as the triumph of oph-
thalmic surgery. As for the ‘modus ope-
randi,” you will softly, but firmly, plant the
thumb of your left hand under the pa-
tient’s eye,—displace the upper and lower
lids by an elegant movement of the tips
of the fore and middle fingers,—and then

exhibit your needle in the other hand!”
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this town, and comprising already two
members and an honorary secretary. The
young man in the stiff black stock, with
the neat waist, is his nephew, a lieu-
tenant of infantry. The rosy-cheeked
schoolboy with the bright double row
of silver sugar-loaf buttons on his jacket,
1s his grandson. The short stout figure
in the brown surtout, with black bushy
eye-brows and dark tortoise-shell specta-
cles, is the editor and principal proprietor

of the chief provincial newspaper; he is

also the founder of several Industrial
Schools. The tall, thin gentleman in the
long Oxford-mixture frock coat, with
brown rappee trowsers, and lundyfoot
waistcoat, is a wealthy lawyer in great
practice. The youthful sailor by his side
is his youngest son. All the party are to

dine at the lawyer’s house to-day, as he
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At the same time he has sought to make
his picture harmonious as a whole, by
means of form and colour, so that Art
and Nature, though held distinet intel-
lectually, should not clash in their pic-
torial manifestations. The Artist, I have
no doubt, has intended this for a visible
solution of an aesthetical problem on the
involuntary antagonism which exists in
society between the creative faculty and
those who enjoy its fruits.”

Our Artist pressed his forehead with
a somewhat troubled air. Had he in-
tended anything so profound? so subtle?
He began to think he was once more
listening to the complex reasonings of the
Spider.

¢ It rather appears to me,” said the
Editor, ¢ like the effort of a man of

genius to embody certain original ideas,
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you. But there is one part of it that
takes my fancy. The fight up there.
It is done,” (proceeded he, half in jest,)
““in right excellent style. Carts and car-
riages are smashed — horses upset, and
lying on their backs, kicking—men knocked
down and trampled under foot in a way
to make one’s blood leap again—and all
the ground red with the blood” (it was
only red gravel) ‘‘ of the combatants, some
of whom I see rolling on the ground
and tugging and tearing each other by
the hair and ears. Zhat’s something like
an interesting picture! I only wish the
painter would let me cut that small slice
out of his canvas.”

““ What a man!” murmured the Artist
to himself. He could not help thinking of
Captain Mandible, and his cry of ““charge !

““ A most immoral and soldierly wish,”






2411 THE POOR ARTIST.

ley, with white bind-weed flowers, to go
round our hats, and pink ragged-robin
for the button-holes! Oh, my eye! do
you see those apples in the gardens there,
all with scarlet and crimson cheeks?—and
do you see, besides, all the great golden
pippins !—that long green meadow there!
the heaps of clouds all of grey and silver
fire and fancy above it,—and the rainbow
above the clouds,—and the rays of light
above the rainbow,—and the wide, wide
clear blue sky above all that, going away
to heaven somewhere? What a place to
fly a kite in! Oh, my eye!”

This burst of schoolboy ecstasy pro-
duced considerable merriment in the group,
and among all the other visitors within
hearing ; but the Editor could not forbear

remarking, with a restrained smile, that

the picture contained suggestions to an






214 THE POOR ARTIST.

its peculiar tone of colour in some of the
shady places denoted that it was impreg-
nated with metals or minerals, whether
it had an under-current,—whether on a
hot day it would be as pleasant to swim
in as it looked to be,—whether, if you
drank a good di*aughtl of it you would be
poisoned, or only physicked, or sent to
sleep; and whether, if you went to sleep
in a boat there, you would not float away
somewhere, so that when you awoke you
would be likely to find yourself very
much out of your latitude! He smiled to
himself as he said this, adding, with a sort
of careless motion, like the yawing and
rolling of a ship in a calm, with a swell
at intervals, that sailors cannot choose,
but must take all chances.

“ Come,” said the Lawyer, who had long

been showing signs of impatience; ““let
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your balance at your bauker’s but an
idea ?”

“Until I draw a cheque,” rejoined the
other with a decisive air.

““ But you are not doing this all day,”
said the Logician: “nor half the day,—
nor during one hour in the twelve;—so
that the ideal has the-advantage over the
real, as eleven is to a fraction.”

The Editor took the arm of the Philo-
sopher with a pleased look, and they fol-
lowed the Lawyer mechanically as he
strutted out; the expression of his back
(to a learned eye) denoting that he was
pluming himself inwardly on the conscious-
ness that he had a very large balance at
his banker’s.

¢« Well !” said our Artist to himself,
taking a long breath; ‘it is certainly

very plain that there is almost as much
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dition of ““spangly gloom” (which he
watched °“ dancing up and down,” as Keats
describes 1it,) to his previous experience
and speculations. But when he arose and
entered his breakfast-room, debating with
himself how much longer he should keep
his exhibition open, he descried some-
thing lying upon the table, which gave
a rapid turn to the cross currents of his
thoughts, and sent them all off in a direct
line to the green lawns and woods of his
patrona,—but not so much “ on business,”
as on something better.

On his breakfast-table lay a lovely bou-
quet of white roses:— the Tea-rose, the
Blush-hip, the Celestial, the Angelique, the
Queen of Denmark, la Jeune Bergére,
the Maiden’s Blush, and the White Moss-
rose. On a folded paper band that held

them together, was written ¢ Bower’s






209 THE POOR ARTIST.,

horses, ponies, and dogs of the nobility
and gentry for twenty miles round; be-
sides parks with deer, lawns with pea-
cocks, lakes with swans, uplands with
sheep, oxen (of course) at plough, or look-
ing at you with honest old faces,—and
forests with hunters of the fox and the
stag, and all their delightful ‘ musical”
packs of yelling hounds. He became quite
famous; he had “made a name!”

But among all these invitations to the
seats of the rich county families around,
was there none from Bower’s Court, whose
sweet recesses, of all places in the world,
he wished to penetrate. No, he could
not manage that; he had soon ascertained
that Aurelia and her Grandmamma were
there; but the old lady had no desire to
see him. No more painting of * green-

houses.” The New Member, however,
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The Artist begged pardon with a erim-
son cheek. But if his heart had thumped
at his side on meeting the object of his
love, how much more rapidly did it beat,
and with far less joyous emotions when
he saw the new M. P. advance and take
her by the hand, and pay her compli-
ments and attentions, while the old lady
smiled, and seconded him in all sorts of
old ways.

This was occasionally repeated till danc-
ing began, when the Artist, unable to
endure his suspense any longer, took his
patron aside, and, in a hurried voice,
began to tell him his whole story.

The New Member interrupted him.
He knew it all. Awurelia had told him,
on observing the design of her Uncle.
He was their friend. Oh joy! yes, he

had been managing matters for them,
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of a few months was married to Aurelia.
Yes, how should he fail— a fortunate
Artist of his name and connexions? As
for her loss of fortune from her Uncle by
marrying him,—pooh!

They passed the honey-moon at a pretty
farm-house in the neighbourhood of the
lovely wood where our first acquaintance
was made with the Poor Artist. The
house belonged to the farmer who had
been burnt out of his former home, and
was a present from the Artist a few
weeks before his marriage.

Aurelia’s Uncle had returned into Wales
some time since. IHe had never re-
covered the vexation of having failed in
his project of effecting a union between
his niece and the New Member. Besides
which, he was enraged with Aurelia for

having declared that she preferred the
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demonstrate, that with each individual
species, ‘the thing behind the eye,’” as a
celebrated Eastern philosopher expresses
it,—or the mind,—causes each individual
of that species really to see the self-same
object differently, and sometimes with
a very extraordinary difference; or per-
haps not to see it at all, though it lies
palpable to view. I do mot care for
being laughed at,—it is not the first
time,—but I know I am right. And I
beg of you to hear the rest.”

““ Oh! go on,—go on, by all means,” cried
several voices in a state of great merri-
ment.

¢« While the difference that exists,” pur-
sued the Artist, ‘“between ocular percep-
tions among those of the same species, is
undeniable by reason (though constantly

denied in practice, because each person
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wine, I thank you,—who talk as if they
scorned to have so flimsy a thing as a soul
within them! Why, the solid earth is not
more palpable to reason, though it may
be more palpable to everyday feet and
horses’ hoofs.”

“Yes, we do call it a dream!” boldly
shouted two or three voices.

““A poetical craze!—a vision!” cried
others, with taunting jocularity.

““ Tally-ho!” shouted one of the fox-
hunters.

“To those,” exclaimed our excited
friend, with a grave look, ‘who can eat
beef-steaks heartily, and seek to know no
more, the obvious facts of Nature as they
seem and serve, are enough ; but to those
who have any anxiety to advance as far
as ‘permitted to us’ in the study of the

miraculous world that surrounds ws, the





















