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4 Life of James Holmes

Court, the intimate friend of the greatest poet of his
time, and the chosen companion of many others who
played important parts in the social and political life
of their day.

It is the miliew in which his life was cast that
makes the reminiscences of James Holmes chiefly
valuable to-day. By saying this, I do not wish
in any sense to depreciate the subject of my
biography, nor by any means to belittle his work.
But the story of a man the incidents of whose life
relate chiefly to the beginning, finish, and sale (if
he have such luck) of his pictures, does not
present much of interest to the biographer or the
public, beyond the brief record of his struggle and
his achievement. It is different, however, when his
studio is, as it were, an ante-chamber to the saloons
of the great, and we behold pass through it—and as
they move across the stage get a glimpse of—the
figures of men and women whose every action is of
interest to us to-day. And even in the case of those
who may not in the highest sense be regarded as
historical personages, we cannot be altogether indif-
ferent, for they too had their respective places and
parts, and lent colour and life to the passing show.

It is these considerations that have induced me
to put together this life and these reminiscences.
They enable us in a way to realise the life of our



Introduction 5

fathers’ and grandfathers’ days, and show us in what
our times are different from theirs, and in what
respects we have improved, and in what perhaps
retrograded. Sometimes it will seem hard to bring
ourselves to believe that little more than half a
century divides us from scenes which are herein
described, while in other instances hardly so many
as fifty years have elapsed since the occurrence of
events that would have seemed more in place
amongst the records of the Dark Ages.

I ought, perhaps, to say that in the compilation
of the following pages I have been greatly indebted
to the artist’s two- surviving sons, Edward® and
George A. Holmes, but particularly to the latter,
who, when letters and other documents did not
serve, had recourse to a very long and retentive
memory, which recalled persons and scenes with a
vividness and point that seemed to suggest some-
thing of yesterday’s occurrence rather than of years
and years ago.

1 Since writing the above Mr. Edward Holmes has passed away. He was
one of the most modest and retiring of men, and gifted beyond common as a
portrait and landscape painter. His delight was in landscape ; and some of
his works won the admiration of those best able to judge of the quality of such
art. But he was one of those who ‘“‘never had a chance,” as he complained
shortly before his death. The chance did not come to him, and he was not
able to take it sword in hand. But it does not matter now : those who knew

him best will ever remember him as the kindly soul who loved the quiet
chimney corner and a wet day.
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stead of learning the lessons that were set him.
He was often taken to task for neglecting his
proper studies; but finally the good-natured and
—as we must account him-—wise schoolmaster,
perceiving that a gift for drawing was his ruling
passion, gave him a book of Zsop's Fables, and
set him to making careful drawings after the wood-
cuts. Many of these he copied with great spirit,
and they were admiringly preserved by the school-
master, who once at least encouraged the young
artist with some trifling present. This may be said
to have been his first commission.

His mother, noting this talent for drawing, and
following the advice of friends who were anxiously
consulted on the subject, decided to make an
engraver of him. Accordingly he was apprenticed
to Meadows, the well-known engraver, and with
him he remained until he was twenty-one.

Meanwhile many influences were being brought
to bear to develop the boy’s genius and mould his
character. First and foremost amongst these must
be reckoned the example, and to some extent the
training, of an educated Frenchman.

Shortly after the father's death occurred the
outbreak of the French Revolution, followed by the
gruesome years of the Reign of Terror, which
compelled so many to flee to this country for safety.
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Among these was a certain Abbé de la Touzé, who—
probably through the recommendation of some one
connected with the church Mrs. Holmes attended,
she being a Catholic—became an inmate of her
house, and so remained during a considerable portion
of young Holmes’s boyhood.

From the venerable Abbé he learned French, a
language which he always spoke and read with great
ease and fluency. One imagines also that he may
have imbibed from him some of the gaiety of heart
and suavity and courtliness of manners for which in
after years he was distinguished, and which served
him to such good purpose all through life. In later
days he always spoke of the Abbé as being of a
most kindly and considerate disposition, never
speaking crossly to him or chiding him, even though
he had been rude or played some impish trick upon
him, but always addressing him gently, and, if in
reproof for any naughtiness, with a winning kindli-
ness of disposition. The influence of such a nature
upon a mind like Holmes’s can hardly be over-
estimated ; it was a liberal education in itself.

The youth’s progress as an engraver was so
rapid under Meadows’ excellent tuition that the
entire management of the plates was ere long placed
in his hands ; and it is worthy of note that Richard
Westall’s “Storm in Harvest” and Sir Thomas
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Lawrence’s portrait of the Duke of Leeds were
almost wholly engraved by him. In 1800, that is,
when about twenty-three years, of age, he engraved
in stipple the portrait of Thomas Clio Rickman, after
Haclitt, which proved to be a work of great merit.

Heaphy, the figure painter, and one of the
early members of the Old Water Colour Society,
was a fellow-apprentice under Meadows, and he
and Holmes in consequence became fast friends.
Woolnoth, the painter, was also a fellow-apprentice.

Another man with whom the young engraver
became intimately acquainted during these years
was William Westall, who, together with his
brother Richard above mentioned, became his life-
long friend.

Encouraged probably by these men, Holmes had
during his apprenticeship devoted much time to
drawing in water colours, with the result that, by the
time he was twenty-one, he had become so proficient
that he decided henceforth to relinquish engraving
for the pursuit of the more entrancing art. The
decision was no doubt quickened by the encourage-
ment he received and the stimulus he obtained at
the Academy Schools, in which he studied for some
time under Hinton, who, on seeing his drawing,
passed him at once into the life class. Meadows
was so annoyed at his abandoning engraving that
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‘“should never do anything but paint.” The dictum,
however, was one which Linnell disregarded in after
years, giving himself much to the writing of poetry
and other literary pursuits.

Whilst speaking of Holmes’s devotion to music,
reference may as well be made to a man with whom
he was brought a great deal in contact, and from
whom he learned much in regard to the flute. This
was Mr. Rudall, a person of considerable means and
an admirable flautist, afterwards the leading partner
in the firm of Rudall and Rose (now Rudall, Rose,
and Carte). This gentleman was fond of making
experiments with the flute, gradually enlarging the

holes of the instrument in order to improve its tone.
The flute as we now know it owes much to his taste
and ingenuity.

One reason for the artist’s rejecting Novello’s
suggestion was that the sale of several small water-
colour studies had led to an introduction to two
maiden ladies named Jeffrey, of Worcester, by
whom he was invited to go to that city and give
lessons in art. He accepted the invitation and
remained at Worcester for several months, making
the acquaintance there of the Lechmeres, the well-
known bankers of Worcester, which resulted in an
almost lifelong friendship and many portrait com-
missions.
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On his return to London he soon became one
of the most popular instructors in water-colour
painting ; but he was now gaining so much atten-
tion through his portraits in miniature that he
resolved to give up teaching. With this end in
view he increased his fee from one to two guineas
an hour. But even with this charge he received so
many requests to continue his instructions that he
used to say he felt ashamed to take the money.

Meanwhile he had become one of the ‘ Associ-
ated Artists,” a society composed of a number of
men who clubbed together to rent a room in Bond
Street in‘which to exhibit their works. He ex-
hibited with that body first in 1808 ; he became a
member in 1809, and continued to exhibit as one
until the dissolution of the society in 1812. In all
he had twenty-two works hung in the society’s
gallery, six of which were portraits.

Among his works in the last exhibition of the
Associated Artists was the picture which first
brought his name into prominence, namely, “The
Doubtful Shilling.” It shows the interior of a
butcher’s shop, the dramatis persone being a
woman with a child in her arms and a boy
clinging to her skirts with a piece of bread in his
hand, which the dog is watching. The butcher
is testing the coin which constitutes the motive of
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the story. The picture was at that time remarkable
for its realism. All the accessories, the joints of
meat, the weights, the scales, and so forth, were
carefully studied in detail, and separate drawings
made of them before the subject as a whole was
commenced. But for all that it was lacking in what
we now understand as realism. Not only are all
the figures disproportionately tall, but the artist
has still found it impossible to free himself from
the desire to get something of a classic fold in his
draperies—in short, to escape from the classic con-
vention of the period, of which we see so much
in the pseudo-classiéists of the time, like Cristall,
Heaphy, and to some extent Glover and others.
But, these faults notwithstanding, the picture
made its mark. Its fine drawing, its harmonious
colouring, and perhaps more than all, the slight
element of pathos suggested by the poor woman,
whose dinner maybe, and that of her children,
depends upon his decision, anxiously awaiting the
result of the tradesman’s investigation, caused it to
be greatly admired. The Duchess of York, on be-
holding it, is said to have shed a tear ; and, what was
then more to the purpose, commissioned its purchase.
The intermediary in the affair was the famous Beau
Brummell, between whom and Holmes the acquaint-
ance thus formed soon ripened into an intimacy
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During the earlier years of his artistic career, as
already stated, Holmes was brought much in contact
with the Westalls, and doubtless learned much from
them ; but an artist who exercised more influence
over' him in regard to his art was Henry Richter;
at least there was more in common between the aims
of these two than betwixt himself and any other of
his contemporaries. He, in all probability, became
acquainted with Richter during the time of his con-
nection with the Associated Artists, in whose gallery
in Bond Street Richter was a prolific exhibitor.
Richter was one of the first “to go to nature”; he
carefully took pattern of nature in everything; and
if by so doing he did not become a famous painter,
it was not the fault of his great exemplar.

Holmes was indebted to Richter for many useful
hints—possibly, amongst others, for hints in regard
to colour; for Richter, likewise, was noted for the
advances his drawings showed on his predecessors
in regard to colouring.

But the point on which Holmes was chiefly
indebted to Richter was the careful study he was
led by him to make of each part of his subject
separately. When painting his ““ Doubtful Shilling”
he, as we have seen, prepared careful drawings of
the butcher’s shop, and of the joints of meat, and what
not, to be depicted in it, also of the draperies to be
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by artists in those days. An incident which hap-
pened during this period of what might now be
called “ghost” work greatly impressed Holmes,
and he used often to narrate it in after years.
Westall had one evening given him a five-pound
note in payment for some work, and he had slipped
it into his pocket, and gone some distance on his
way home, when it suddenly occurred to him to see
if he had got it safe. He felt in his pockets, and to
his dismay discovered that he had lost it. Retracing
his steps, and carefully examining every foot he had
traversed, he had almost reached Westall's door
when he espied a bit of paper on the ground, and
picking it up, found it was his lost note.

The young artist was at this time living at
Camden Town, then quite a country region, and of
nights, in the cheerless season, not particularly safe
to go to alone, the region of Tottenham Court Road
and Hampstead Road in especial being infested
with foot-pads. On this account he and a brother-
artist, whose studio was near Fitzroy Square, but
whose residence was also at Camden Town, used to
accompany each other home for the sake of safety.
The brother-artist in question was George Dawe,
afterwards the Academician, but then a struggling
beginner like himself. Like Holmes, Dawe had
been brought up to the engraver’s art, and like him
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was Professor Inman, astronomer to the expedi-
tion, whose acquaintance led indirectly to one with
the Rev. Richard Sedgwick, whose daughter Ann
Westall subsequently married.

The Westalls were altogether a remarkable
family. Besides Richard and William, there were
several sisters, two of whom married brothers of the
same profession as their own brothers. These were
William Daniell, R.A., and Samuel Daniell, both
of whom, like William Westall, were great travellers.
William accompanied his uncle, Thomas Daniell,
R.A., to India, where they remained many years,
helping him with drawings and sketches for his
grand work on ¢ Oriental Scenery.” He saw a
great deal of the India of that time, and went through
many hairbreadth escapes. On one occasion, on
ascending a hill, he was met face to face by a hyana.
Both he and the wild beast were greatly surprised,
and appeared equally at a loss for a moment or two
to know what to do. Daniell saw the creature’s
glistening white teeth and terrible jaws, and naturally
thought he was to be the beast’s predestined dinner.
Trembling with fear, for he was without weapon of
any kind, he yet had presence of mind enough to
debate for an instant whether to go down on his
knees and say his prayers or to run. As it would

seem, the hyana was in a similar dilemma, and for-




































56 Life of James Holmes

bandying of words there soon came threats, and
before the smart gentleman well knew where he
was, he found himself confronted by a big broad-
shouldered fellow, squaring up to him in lusty
anticipation of soon putting him /ors de combat.
“I knew,” said Davies, “that a blow from his big
fist would do for me, and took my precautions
accordingly. He made a lunge at me, which I
warded, and then let him have one with all my
might in the wind. He instantly fell all in a heap.
His friends crowded round him, thinking he was
~ dead, and I, while their attention was thus occupied,
took to my heels and ran for my life.”

Holmes was at Lady Richmond’s when the first
news of Byron’s death came to hand, and he used to
cite an incident which then occurred as an instance
of the blind unreasoning hatred with which the poet
had come to be regarded by the very society which
had at one time almost prostrated itself at his feet.
The intelligence caused a profound sensation. For
a moment or two a deep silence fell upon the
company, but it was presently broken by the
imbecile voice of a youthful “My Lord,” saying,
“ There is one who has gone to hell.”

“What did you say when you heard that?”
Holmes was once asked.

“What could one say or do, except to set the
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The Leigh Family 83

hope to set out for London, or in a month after this time, when
I expect I shall have returned home. But, if you have formed
an idea of me from Mrs. Leigh’s partiality, and what you have
seen of my own letters, you will be disappointed. I owe much
of Mrs. Leigh’s partiality to the kindness of her own disposition,
and much to my admiration of Lord Byron. As a poet, there
can be but one opinion of him, except another may be formed
by prejudice or envy; but, as a man, I think no one was ever
so ill understood, so misrepresented, so persecuted, so unfor-
tunate in every connexion but that with his sister. There was
much good in Lord Byron that never was elicited ; many of
his errors were forced upon him by circumstances, and others
were the consequences of the temperament which constituted
the poet. I envy you for having studied his countenance.
The engraving is beautiful, and I doubt not that the miniature
is more so. I rejoice that it is in your custody.

As regards myself, you have to lower your imagination as
much as possible before you meet an infirm old woman of four-
score, who during the last year and a half has been a martyr
to ill-health. A little of my former spirit may, and I believe
does, remain in my letters," but in conversation it has been
subdued by time and suffering. I live alone, I admit nobody,
though Sir Arthur de Capell Brooke,! the North Cape traveller,
has been an exception, and I hope you will prove another. I
never dine. My nearest approach to dinner is a smal/l tray,
with two small slices of meat (hot or cold, as it may happen), a
small pudding, or tart, or a Zi#t/e preserved fruit, and oze glass
of wine. This I sit down to at two o’clock, and fifteen or
twenty minutes take it all away. I am out from eleven to
twelve o’clock every day that winds and storms permit. If you

1 Sir Arthur de Capell Brooke, of Oakley Hall, Northamptonshire, was
the author of several books of travel, one of them being Zravels througk
Sweden, Norway, and Finmark to the North Pole, in the Summer of 1820.
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for the miniature, painted by Mr. Holmes, which is now at Good-
wood, and as soon as she receives it, will send it to Mr. Holmes.

The Duchess is very much obliged to Mr. Holmes for the
offer of the print of the Princess Esterhazy, which she will be
happy to accept.

It was through the influence of Princess Ester-
hazy that the artist received his first invitation to
Court. The earliest intimation he had that he was
to be thus honoured was as follows. One morning
Lady Aylmer said to him, “ Mr. Holmes, you will
shortly have a chance to try your fortunes at Court,
or I am much mistaken. I heard the Princess
Esterhazy yesterday evening speaking of you in the
most flattering terms to the Prince Regent, and His
Royal Highness appeared greatly interested.”

A few days later he was sent for by the Prince,
the immediate outcome being a commission to paint
a portrait of His Royal Highness.

In all, Holmes painted four portraits of George
IV, one of them being taken for the purpose of
reproduction by engraving. For this the King
kindly consented to sit, and it is still in the possession
of the artist’s sons.

He also painted a portrait of His Royal Highness
the Duke of Clarence, in his uniform of Lord High
Admiral ; and miniature portraits of the Princess
Sophia, then residing at Kensington Palace. During
his visits to the palace for this purpose the artist
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frequently had the pleasure of meeting Madame
d’Arblay, of whom he always spoke in the highest
terms of praise. Her conversation, he used to say,
was exceedingly interesting. Sometimes she read
while he painted, and these exercises he found
hardly less interesting than her talk.

The following letter refers to one of these minia-
tures :—

Madame d’Arblay has just been honoured with the com-
mands of Her Royal Highness the Princess Sophia to beg of Mr.
Holmes that he will be so good as to trust Her Royal Highness
with the loan of her picture for this evening : she engages willingly
to assure him that it shall not go out of her hands, and that it
shall be returned to him to-morrow morning at an early hour.

Her R. H. begs it may be sent sealed up. The bearer
is to carry it to Kensington Palace immediately.

Madame d’Arblay is to have the pleasure of witnessing the
last sitting for this charming composition on Wednesday.

Monday, 1s¢ October 1821.

One of his portraits of George IV Holmes was
working on at the time of the King's accession to
the throne, and His Majesty invited him to be
present at the coronation. A ticket was accordingly
sent him for the ceremony at the Abbey. It ad-
mitted him, however, only to an inferior place, where
he would see but little of the ceremony. He accord-
ingly told the Marquis of Conyngham that the King
had said he was to have one of the best places.

































































































































132 Life of James Holmes

in the representation of Westminster, Sir Francis
Burdett, saying that he would stand with him if that
part of the sentence were enforced.

The electors of Westminster immediately sub-
scribed the money to pay his fine and re-elected
him, but he had to remain in prison till the expiration
of his sentence.

In June 1815 Lord Cochrane (as he then was)
was told that, his term of imprisonment having
expired, he would be set at liberty on payment of’
the fine of £1000. At first he refused to be set free
on this condition, but finally, on the 13th of July,
he accepted his liberty, paying the fine with a
banknote on the back of which he wrote: “ My
health having suffered during my long and close
confinement, and my pursuers having resolved to
deprive me of property or life, I submit to robbery
to protect myself from murder, in the hope that I
shall live to bring the delinquents to justice.” This
note is still preserved amongst the archives of the
Bank of England.

He was subsequently tried and again imprisoned
because he would not pay a fine of £10o. The
people were so strongly roused by the injustice and
persecution to which he was subjected that the
4100 was raised by a penny subscription. Then,
so popular was the movement, that the subscription
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(93}

worthy. This schooling was combined with certain
duties paid to twelve goblets that stood on the
mantle-shelf of a little tavern frequented by the
students, and known as the Twelve Apostles. Each
one was of different material, glass, pewter, and so
forth up to gold, and each was supposed to represent
in a measure the character of the apostle for whom
it stood. From each likewise was imbibed a
different liquor, which was reputed to inspire the
devotee with the qualities of the respective saints
whose names the goblets bore. The simple fresh-
man, eager to enter upon his divinity course, drank
in the teaching of the friendly and insinuating Hans,
with the avidity of one whose whole nature is athirst
for knowledge, and speedily went from the glass and
pewter to the gold, with the result that he presently
felt a fervour swelling his breast combined of the
qualities of all the apostles. In due course he came
before the professor of divinity, and answered his
questions relative to the apostles with such readiness
and discrimination—not to say elevation—that the
worthy professor, taking his pipe from his mouth,
murmured his approval in the words, “You are a
most ready student, and of a certainty either the
devil or Hans Schrecke has been your instructor!”
“Ah, not the former, dear Professor,” replied the
student, “but the learned and genial Herr Hans
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and, as almost everyone now knows, it contained
prints after paintings by Reynolds, Stothard, Romney,
Northcote, Smirke, Fuseli, Opie, Barry, West,
Richard Westall, Hamilton, Wright (of Derby),
Angelica Kaufmann, and others. But by this time
the French Revolution had put a stop to his con-
tinental trade, and placed him in such difficulties
that in 1804 he was obliged to apply to Parliament
for permission to dispose of his property by lottery.
The result enabled him to pay off his liabilities, but
he did not live long enough to see Tassie carry off
the prize.

As already said, the Gallery was purchased by
the British Institution, which held its exhibitions
therein for upwards of half a century. The British
Gallery did a great deal of good in its time, and was
the resort of artists who were not in favour with the
Royal Academy. On this account, perhaps, it was
not greatly admired by Academicians, and one in
partiéular, noted for his rancour, was never so
delighted as when he could deal a blow against it.
Possibly these ungenerous attacks were the chief
reason of its having finally to close its doors. Had
the artists as a body rallied to its support, this
catastrophe might have been averted; but they
seem to be the only set of craftsmen left who have
no trade organisation, and who are destitute of any
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his hat on the back of his head. He took a fancy
to a pretty girl who sat to the artist for “Trulla” in
Hudibras, and for female characters in several
other of his subject pictures painted for Mr. Taylor
of Strensham. The girl's mother was as ugly as
she herself was pretty, and when Templeton one day
dropped in while both were in the studio, Holmes,
seeing his lordship glance once or twice at the elder,
and always ready to help along a little fun,
introduced her as the mother of his model
“What! what!” exclaimed Templeton, looking first
at one and then at the other, the mother making
absurd “bobs” the while. “What! You the
mother of that pretty girl, and you so—you so

Impossible!” He finished up with a loud laugh,
the artist joining in.

“It was very rude,” remarked Holmes drily,
describing the scene; “but it was impossible to
help it, the old woman looked so absurd bobbing
up and down and grinning. And then the Witch of
Endor was a beauty in comparison with her.”

The girl afterwards married — well, it was
thought, and she was lost sight of for a time.
Then one of Holmes’s sons met her aunt and asked
after her. ““Oh, she is married,” the woman replied.
“Indeed! who has she married?” ““An #tinerary
surgeon ; I forget his other name,” was the reply.
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portrait of him, the present whereabouts of which it
would be pleasing to know.

Owen was not a popular man with society. His
religious views, and more particularly his advanced
ideas in regard to matrimony and divorce (divorce
at that time being almost impossible, even to the
richest), put him outside “the dining and being
dined” class of society. Holmes, though a warm
friend of reform and in some respects an idealist,
found little in Owen’s schemes to commend itself to
his sober common-sense. ~The man’s enthusiasm
for humanity he admired, and believed many of his
ideas, if properly carried out, would greatly benefit
society ; but, strangely enough, it was not the
idealistic tendency of Owen’s general schemes so
much as their dry utilitarianism that was most
repugnant to him, as well as to Hurlstone. In
many respects his ideas were very crude. His
views of life had been gathered from the lower
walks of life, and were of the simplest. They did
not extend much beyond the physical wants, and
how best to supply them. Believing that four
hours’ work a day was sufficient to provide for a
man’s animal needs, he would have had every man
labour for that length of time, and devote the
remainder of the day to recreation and study.

But his opinions changed somewhat after this
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I am sending this by a box going up, and I seize the oppor-
tunity to enclose some hints for Ze petit Peintre au sujet de mon
Portrait. 1 am si reconnaissant for what you tell me, and shall
be further obliged if you will see to the finishing. I wish the
little man would scrawl in pencil on any scrap of paper the
outline and how he has put the figure together, as neither the
hands nor the arrangement of the flower-vase was at all defined
when I last saw it.

I beg by all means the point lace may be dabbled a point
higher on the shoulder. Pray see to this propriety, je fen prie,
dear aunt. Then the rose; I would wish white (House of York).
I did not wish the blue lining; my conceit was to have been a
sable bordure along the edge of the mantilla about the width of a
boa. He will say the contrast would not be enough with the
Jeuille morte. To set against this, show him a sketch of the most
perfect picture in the world as to colouring, subject, “ La Maitresse
de Titian,” the original in the Studio Gallery at Naples! and the
colour of the squirrel, which would be nearly that of the fur. I
wish not quite so red brown, and it harmonizes perfectly with the
JSeutlle-morte garb. 1 trouble your patience still further with two
prints, the one of Lady Radstock, to show him the sort of
balustrade and creeping plants about it, and the Duchess of
Bedford, to show him the size and description of vase, which
should be filled with roses, white and red. But pray tell him the
red roses ought to be a tender pink, or else they make the picture
look dauby and bad, and jessamine besides, if he pleases.

If he attends to these suggestions, he has our free permission
to hang me (I hope the simile ends there) in the exhibition if he
wishes it so much. I do not write to him, as I have troubled you
with these observations, which perhaps you will at your leisure
read to him. If the blue lining to my mantilla is persevered in, I
beg it may be distinctly turquoise blue, or a very bright royal blue.
This,colour, and not a gray or Marie Louise blue for the world !
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could not have attained all at once. It is more
than probable that Richard was originally of the
same profession as his brother, and that he gave it
up for the more intellectual, and very likely at the
same time more lucrative, one of tutor. At all
events John Varley appears always to have asserted
that his father was tutor to the son of Earl Stanhope,
father of the celebrated Lady Hester Stanhope, who
acted for some time as secretary to her uncle Pitt,
but after his death went to Syria, where she assumed
the male dress of a native of that country, and
devoted herself to the study of astrology.

It is not a matter of merely recent observation
how deeply the opinions of a man of original mind
may pervade and influence his surroundings, and
there is no telling but the character of Earl Stanhope
may, through his father, have had its effect upon the
subject of this biography. Charles Stanhope (who
succeeded his father in the peerage in 1786) distin-
guished himself by espousing the principles of the
French Revolution, which he carried out to the
extent of setting aside the titles and privileges of a
peer. He was elected a member of the Royal
Society in 1772, and devoted a large portion of his
income to experiments in science and philosophy,
which resulted in a number of valuable inventions.
Amongst others were a method of securing buildings
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stronger. But in accordance with the almost in-
variable rule in such cases, the disposition was
discouraged—at least by his father, who would not
hear of his son’s becoming an artist. Painting, said
the elder Varley, was a poor trade, and none of his
children should become artists. But while man
proposes, God disposes. At the age of thirteen
John was placed with a silversmith, with the view
of his serving an apprenticeship to that craft. But
his father dying (November 1791) before he had
reached his fourteenth year, the intention was not
proceeded« with.  Friends urged his mother to
apprentice him to a mechanical trade, but either
from inability to pay the premium required in those
days, or for some other equally cogent reason, this
course was not taken. Possibly it may be, as has
been said, that she did not wish to go counter to her
son’s desire, his heart being firmly set upon becoming
an artist.

There is a story, and not by any means an
unlikely one, to the effect that while still a boy
Varley was in the employ of a stockbroker named
Trower, his duty being to sweep out the office and
run errands. This gentleman, to while away the
time, was in the habit of making sketches on scraps
of paper, which in the end were generally thrown
upon the floor. These young Varley used to collect,
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consisted of three prints—of horses, cows, and an
ass.

Neale gives the following graphic description of
one of his sketching excursions with Varley in the
same year. It was on a fine Sunday morning in
spring, and John Varley and he sallied forth in
search of the picturesque. ‘“About seven A.m.,”
he writes, “we reached the private madhouse at
Hoxton, and as the foliage was beautiful round its
banks, we sat down to copy their beauties. We had
been seated but a short period when we began to
frighten each other by tales regarding the unhappy
persons confined within this sad abode. Suddenly
a terrible rush was heard among the trees and
bushes. Having previously raised our fears to the
highest pitch, we stayed not to inquire the cause ;
but scrambling up, made a precipitate retreat to the
middle of the field, where we stopped to watch the
supposed maniacs that were making their escape.
We then discovered our mistake, the noise being
made by some men who were robbing the garden
falling from a tree, and who were equally surprised
with ourselves, supposing us there to watch their
movements. Having been thus satisfied, we re-
sumed our seats, finished our sketches, and proceeded
to Tottenham, where we commenced sketching the

church. . . . To give my friends some idea of our
14
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his house here was shared for a time by William
Mulready, who had just married his sister.

In the year 1799 he was again an exhibitor at
the Royal Academy, his subject this year being
“A View on the Thames.” He continued to
exhibit under the same auspices until 1804, when,
in conjunction with others, including his brother
Cornelius, who, like him, was devoted to landscape
art, he helped to found the Water Colour Society.

In the “Notice” of Cornelius Varley above
referred to, the latter claims to have originated the
idea of founding the Water Colour Society. He
says the notion occurred to him at St. Albans, and
that “on his return to town his brother John called
a meeting at the Stafford Coffee House, Oxford
Street, to arrange the preliminaries and fix the time
and place of meeting.” After the foundation of the
Society John Varley identified himself almost
exclusively therewith.

Many of his subjects during these early years of
endeavour were from the banks of the Thames,
always a favourite resort of his, as it has been to many
a landscape artist since. They bear undoubted
evidence of having been painted on the spot, and
are marked by great individuality and truth to
nature—characteristics which are likewise stamped
upon the drawings executed during three visits
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made at this period to North Wales, in whose wild
mountain scenery he found the subjects best suited
to his brush.

The first of these visits to the Principality took
place in the summer of 1799; it was followed by
others in 1800 and 1802. He made many studies
during these tours, and these supplied him with the
material for numberless pictures, with which, when
the Water Colour Society was founded, he almost
deluged its exhibitions, sending to the first no fewer
than forty-two subjects (nearly all Welsh), and
during the first eight years contributing in all 344
drawings. He also made a journey to the Northern
counties for the purpose of study, but he did not
there find so congenial a field for his art as in Wales,
amongst the solitude of whose hills and vales he
received impressions that powerfully influenced the
whole course of his art.

On one of these visits to Wales the artist came
near losing his life by being attacked by a bull. As
he was seated sketching a bit of delightful scenery,
altogether oblivious of any threatening danger, he
was charged by an infuriated animal and tossed,
together with his paraphernalia, several yards in the
air, which, seeing that he weighed seventeen stone,
was not a bad hoist for the bull.

This was only one of his ‘hairbreadth ” escapes
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from serious injury or death by the horns of bulls.
Once during the Old Street period he was attacked
and tossed by a bull in Old Broad Street Road and
much hurt. Somewhat later he was in still more
imminent peril of his life from a similar cause. He
was crossing one of the London bridges—West-
minster, I believe—when an infuriated animal, which
was being driven to the slaughter-house by a butcher,
ran at him and threw him on to the parapet, over
which he was slipping when the man in charge of
the creature caught hold of the skirt of his coat, and
thus saved him from a watery grave.

When in after life Varley turned his attention to
astrology, he declared that, by reason of the con-
junction of certain stars, he had from his infancy
been liable to casualties from the attacks of animals.
Whatever one may think of the prediction—if, being
after the event, it may be called one—certain it is
that he seemed destined by some untoward fate to be
subject to the onsets of infuriated animals, For at
another time, much later in life, he came very near
losing his life from a furious onslaught by hounds.
He was sketching at the Earl of Blessington’s
country-seat when he got in the way of the hunt,
and the hounds set upon him with the utmost fury.
Every stitch of clothing was torn off his back, and
the maddened brutes would doubtless have done
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him further hurt if the huntsmen had not just
then ridden up and beaten them off. As it was,
they found him without a rag upon his back.
Either the Earl of Blessington or one of the
gentlemen of the hunt lent him a cloak in his
extremity, or he would have had to get back to his
lodging as best he could without so much as
Adam’s primal covering to hide his nakedness.

A somewhat similar story is narrated of
Cornelius Varley, although in his case the incident
occurred in Ireland, whither, after a third visit to
Wales (in 1805), he journeyed and made a number
of sketches. Cornelius, who was of a genial and
companionable disposition, like his brother, was
greatly delighted with the Irish people, whom he
found both warm-hearted and generous, though his
enjoyment of the country was considerably dashed
by an adventure he had one day while busy
sketching. It was in the hunting season, and quite
unknown to him a fox, slinking away from the
hounds, took refuge under the camp-stool (or what-
ever it was) upon which he was seated, and over
which he had thrown his greatcoat. In the course
of a few minutes he became painfully aware of
Reynard’s malodorous presence, and rose, sniffing,
to discover the cause; whereupon the fox quickly
levanted. The artist, with a quiet chuckle at the
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has done fuller justice to the sunlit slopes of Welsh
mountains, or to the quiet vales and peaceful lakes
of that delightful land. In this respect he opened
out a new realm to the landscape painter, and
showed to the art-loving world possibilities in water
colours that had hardly been dreamed of before.
But in estimating his influence it must be borne
in mind that he was the great art teacher of his time,
and that his enthusiasm for painting in water colours
amounted almost to a cult, and infected nearly all
who came under his influence.r It was a saying of
his that while painting in oil might be compared to
philosophy, the practice of landscape in water colours
must assimilate to wit ; and, considering the wonder-
ful things that were done in his time, and the cleverer
and more daring ones that have been effected since
in that medium, the saying seems abundantly justi-

fied.

1 As an instance of the way in which his enthusiasm infected others, the
following anecdote may be given. One day when he called at the Earl of
Blessington’s to give a lesson to a member of the family, he noticed the lackey
who opened the door for him slip something that looked suspiciously like a
drawing-board behind a chair. ‘What is that you have put away?” cried
Varley. The man blushed and said that he had been trying his hand at a
drawing while seated in the hall. He had, he confessed, been so much
interested by hearing Varley expatiate at his lordship’s table on the glories
and delight of water-colour painting, that he had expended a month’s wages
on drawing materials, and had gone to work in his spare time. ‘‘Let me see
what you have done !”’ exclaimed Varley ; and some time later he was discovered
by the Countess giving an impromptu lesson to the lackey, having completely
forgotten that someone else was patiently waiting for his coming.
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as he could well remember his father taking him
to see the impression his head had made in the
ground.

His father died when he was ten years of age,
and he continued his studies at home until he was
twelve, occupying his leisure time by going out with
his elder brother to sketch. At that age he went to
live with his uncle Samuel Varley, the watchmaker
and jeweller, who was doing a thriving business.
Like his brother, Samuel Varley seems to have
been a man of considerable attainments in science,
and something of a genius to boot, and under him
his nephew Cornelius obtained an insight into
many cognate arts, besides being initiated into the
mysteries of watchmaking. He first learned the
art of working jewels, and on one occasion when
soldering a diamond in the steel mount with a
blowpipe, he saw it catch fire and burn with a blue
flame. This phenomenon, which is now well known,
was at that time new, and was not fully confirmed
until some years after Cornelius Varley’s observation.
Diamonds are now frequently burned in oxygen, and
the exhibition of the experiment constitutes one of
the most instructive chemical experiments of the
present day.

Samuel Varley possessed air-pumps, electrical
machines, telescopes, microscopes, and generally an















Cornelins Varley 227

contented disposition, and became almost at once a
universal favourite in all societies with which he
mixed. The period of these excursions and visits
to various country seats was one of thorough,
earnest, and truly healthy enjoyment. The pure
air, the sense of liberty in roaming about and
exploring the works of creation, and the certainty of
receiving a hearty reception whenever he returned
indoors, there to be surrounded by the most culti-
vated and amiable kindness that removed all care
and brightened hope, “left with him” (to use his
own words) ‘“an impression upon his mind that
nothing could efface.”

From Norfolk he went into Suffolk, making
numerous sketches. He remained there till mid-
winter, sketching out of doors all day long, often
amid frost and snow.

During this tour of mingled sketching and
' lesson-giving the artist became painfully aware of
his deficiencies in respect to perspective, and he
returned to London in the early days of 1802 in
order to lessen his ignorance. In the course of a
few months he made himself thoroughly acquainted
with the laws of perspective, and from that time was
able to give his pupils instruction in what was then a
greatly neglected department of study, and one which
artists had for the most part entirely overlooked.
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In the month of June he travelled into North
Wales, where he was joined by his brother John
and Mr. Thomas Webster, the architect of the
theatre of the Royal Institution. While there he
made drawings of Snowdon, the Pass of Llanberis,
Dolgelly, Beddgelert, Carnarvon Castle, Harlech,
Cader Idris, etc., after which he returned to Chester,
going thence to Chepstow. In 1803 he made
another tour in Wales, being accompanied on this
occasion by John Cristall and William Havel.

In 1804 occurred the visit to St. Albans, where,
as he says, he conceived the idea of the Water
Colour Society. He went there to make some
drawings to illustrate a work by G. Lewis. At
the first exhibition of the newly-formed Society
he exhibited what he calls “coloured sketches and
views " of St. Albans and of the Market Place, Ross,
Hereford, and other places. Truly at this time
water-colour drawings were little more than coloured
sketches, and the colours indeed were very watery,
not to say washy; but the art gradually improved
under the influence of the men who constituted the
early members of the Water Colour Society, together
with colourists like Holmés, Richter, and others.
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During these years John Varley had not confined
his attention solely to art, but, like his brother
Cornelius, had given much time and attention to
the study of science. But the “science” to which
he more particularly devoted himself was that of
astrology, in which he became one of the greatest
adepts of his day. Among fashionable people he
was better known as a “ruler of the planets” than
as an artist, and many persons, while ostensibly
calling upon him to see his works, were in reality
more attracted by his fame as an astrologer. Nor,
seeing that he was never loth to be drawn out
upon his favourite subject, did they often go away
without being given an opportunity of testing his
powers in that respect. Had he been living at the
present time instead of fifty years ago, he would
undoubtedly have run the risk of being sent to jail
as a rogue and vagabond—if, that is, as is said, he
was always ready to take his fee for casting a horo-
scope. ‘There is considerable doubt, however, as to
whether he ever did take money for such services.
It was always a hobby of his to draw the nativity of
persons he met, and to amuse them by his predic-
tions. He would hardly have done this if he had

the Gradus ad Parnassum. He represented perhaps the highest point of
technique of his day, and his influence upon modern execution led to his being
characterized as  the father of pianoforte playing.”
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his fist, he would indulge him, and asked him where
he proposed the contest should take place. The
answer of the Somers Town champion was to the
effect that he had already been to the landlord of the
Rose and Crown opposite, and that that gentleman
had consented to let them have a room and see
fair play.. The proposal was agreed to; and the
story goes that the worthies fought all night, and in
the end finished with a drawn battle, so well were
they matched. But Mulready gave his antagonist
such a dressing that he never fought again, while he
himself was confined to his bed for several days
after the event.

Albert Varley, John Varley's eldest son, was
Paul Mulready’s executor and the guardian of his
son. When Paul was on his death-bed Varley went
to see him. He found his old friend greatly affected
at the prospect of his approaching dissolution.
“Good-bye, Albert,” he sobbed at length, “I shall
never see you again. You have always been a
good friend to me, and I don’t know anyone that
I have thought so much of. But, my dear boy,” he
added, “you ought to have fought the barber.”
Varley thought his friend was surely wandering, and
replied that he did not understand him. “Don't
you remember,” Paul asked, “how when we were
boys together, you and I and Michael once threw
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stones at a barber’s apprentice, and he challenged
you to fight, and you would not; the result being
that Michael, who had to take your place, got a
tremendous hiding? He will never forgive you to
his dying day. He has told me so often—he told
me so again the last time I saw him. I have always
taken your part; but I think you ought to have
fought the barber.”

When it was thus recalled to his mind, Varley
recollected the circumstance, and could only be
surprised at the way in which the ruling passion
still showed itself strong in death.

Another anecdote of the family’s boxing propen-
sities is equally well worth recording. The sons
never got on well with their father, any more than
he did with his wife. Referring to these causes of
difference one day when with Albert Varley, Paul
said, “ Well, I can forgive my father for all that he
has done wrong towards us except one thing, and
that I will never forgive him for as long as I live.”
“ And what is that?” asked Varley. Paul then
explained to him that one of the first principles of
the pugilistic art was in fighting not to keep the
fist tightly clenched all the time. By doing so
the muscles and ligaments of the forearm become
strained and too soon tired, whereby the boxer is
unable to continue to deliver his blows with all the
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force that he otherwise would. The proper way,
he explained, was to keep the hand flexed but not
tightly closed until actually about to deliver the
blow, when it should be strongly clenched. “ Now,”
said Paul, with vehement indignation, ‘“my father
knew that secret for years, and never told me! It
was a mean thing to do, and I will never forgive
him—never!”

After Paul's death, amongst other documents
was found a letter from his mother. It was a recent
one, and was to the following effect: My dear
son, bear in mind that you are now nearly sixty
years of age, and remember what your uncle, John
Varley, predicted about this year. Do not box or
play at cricket, for you may receive an injury to
your knee or leg which may prove fatal.”

The prediction referred to was contained in
the horoscope cast by John Varley at Paul’s birth
sixty years before, and was remembered by his
mother, who knew how apt her brother’s prophecies
were to turn out true.

It happened, however, that one day in the
summer of this year Paul went to Kennington Oval
to see a cricket match, when a ball, driven from a
long distance, struck him on the knee. White-
swelling was produced ; he was ill for a long time,
and finally the leg had to be amputated. It was
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puzzle to astrologists, because its astrological powers
were not yet well understood. He had an engage-
ment that morning, but he was so anxious about the
threatened danger that he would not go out. His
reading of the aspect of the heavens was to the
effect that the peril would be sudden and serious.
Thinking therefore that he might be run over or
get a tile on his head, or suffer some such accident,
he thought it would be prudent to risk nothing, and
so remained at home.

As the hour of twelve approached he became
greatly agitated, and walked up and down his studio
unable to settle to anything. A few minutes before
the hour he said to his son, “I am feeling all right ; I
do not think anything is going to happen to me per-
sonally ; it must be my property that is threatened.”

Just then there was a cry of fire outside. He
ran out to see what was the matter, and found that
it was his own house that was in flames. “He was
so delighted,” said his son Albert, describing the
occurrence—‘“he was so delighted at having dis-
covered what the astrological effect of Uranus was,
that he sat down while his house was burning,
knowing though he did that he was not insured for
a penny, to write an account of his discovery. He
had timed the catastrophe to within a few minutes.
He knew the square or opposition of Uranus would
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some horrible accident before we get back.” In the
course of their walk they came to a river over which
a railway bridge was being built. Workmen were
busy driving piles for the foundations, and as they
stood and watched the operations, a man, who was
leaning over one of the piles to do something,
was crushed to death by the falling hammer, the
trigger of which had been accidentally pulled. When
they got back to their inn one of the men said,
“Well, you said we should see a horrible accident,
and we have seen one—a horrible one indeed!”

On another occasion he sent his son Albert to
deliver a drawing to a gentleman who had given a
commission for it. When he got to the house he found
that it was not in the portfolio. In consequence of
being insecurely tied, it had doubtless slipped out at
the end while the boy was going carelessly along.
When he reached home he was afraid to tell his
father of his mishap, anticipating a jacketing for his
negligence. Varley, however, looked at him steadily
and said, ““ Did you deliver that picture?” The boy,
trembling, answered that he had not, explaining
the accident. “I did not think you could have
delivered it,” replied Varley very quietly, to the boy’s
great relief. “I foresaw from the aspect of the
stars that I should have an accident with a drawing
to-day.”
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Physiognomy.* It is a curious work—what there is
of it, for it was never completed, only one of the
four projected parts appearing; but the theories
enunciated in it are clear enough. He holds (with
Ptolemy and other ancient writers) that persons
born under certain signs have certain well-defined
lineaments of face, and that for this reason not only
their characters and dispositions, but to some extent
their fortunes also, can be read in their countenances.
In his preface he says: ¢ The apparent power of the
various signs of the zodiac in securing a diversity in
the features and complexions of the human race” is
‘““as well established among inquiring people as the
operation of the moon on the tides, and may be
properly termed a branch of natural philosophy.”
But, though he goes on to affirm that “it is a
subject capable of much more ample and ready proof
than the astronomical fact relating to the tides,” he
unfortunately fails to make it clear to the unenlight-
ened reader. Indeed, he does not seem to try; he
gives us such statements as that, though “Lord Byron
was born under Scorpio,” he ‘“received enough of
the Taurus principle to prevent his nose from being
1 Its full title is “A Treatise on Zodiacal Physiognomy, illustrated with
Engravings of Heads and Features, accompanied by Tables of the Rising of

the Twelve Signs of the Zodiac ; and containing also New and Astrological

Explanations of some of the Remarkable Persons of Ancient Mythological
History.”
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aquiline, and to give to his character a degree of
perverseness or eccentricity ;”’ but he does not show
us by what subtle chains or gradations of influence
the zodiacal sign of the Bull militates against the
enjoyment of a straight nose.

Among the ‘“heads and features ” illustrating the
text (which are from the drawings of his friend
Linnell) there appears Blake's portrait of the
“Ghost of a Flea,” of which he says that “it agrees
in countenance with a certain class of persons under
Gemini, which sign is the significator of the Flea,
whose brewn colour is appropriate to the colour of
the eyes of some full-toned Gemini persons.” In
this sentence we have a slight indication of the way
in which we come by the colour of our eyes, but it
still leaves us in the dark as to the exact astral
influences that make or mar a perfect nose.

In this amusing little work the author hazards
several vaticinations, of one of which Lord Rosebery
would do well to take note. So far as one can
gather from the somewhat vague phraseology, it
predicts that Ireland will not make much headway
in the line of her present political aspirations until
the year 2001. At that time, however, she will
experience “the regard of a great monarch, and
probably of a great continental nation, and of the
people signified by Virgo,” whoever they may be.
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‘“ Englishmen wijll then make choice of many Irish
ladies for their wives, and the country may, under
the auspices of this star (Regulus), become eminent
for the education of females!”’—which of course
signifies the very best sort of Home Rule.

In his day Varley’s fame as an astrologer made
him almost better known among a certain class of
people than his celebrity as an artist. One who
knew him well says he has seen him the centre of a
group, consisting of ladies of aristocratic position,
well-known authoresses, and others, who hung upon
his words while he told their fortunes, in which he
became so absorbed as to forget the lessons he
should at the time have been giving. It was a
common thing for him to question people whom he
met casually as to the date of their birth. Having
obtained the desired information, he would proceed
to draw their horoscopes and tell them their future.
In this way he would frequently be able to tell a
person that he was in error as to the time of his
birth, explaining that as Jupiter (or it might be
some other planet) was at the time in such and such
a conjunction, his countenance must necessarily
have been quite different from what it was if he had
been born under the aspect of the heavens prevail-
ing at the reputed time of his birth. On the same

principle he was able, it is said, from a person’s
17
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physiognomy to name the star, or conjunction of
stars, under whose influence he was born.

In addition to his Zodzacal Physiognomy, Varley
was the author of two other works, both of them on
the art upon which rests his more permanent title to
fame. One is entitled Observations on Colouring
and Sketching from Nature, and the other A
Practical Treatise on Perspective. The former was
to have been completed in twelve numbers, but four
only were issued. They were published by the
author himself, who, on the cover of the work, gives
his address as 44 Conduit Street. Each. part
contains a couple of landscapes in monochrome, and
these serve as texts for the author’s remarks.
Although without any approach to style, often even
without grammar, they are ably put together from
the artist’s point of view. What he has to say is
clearly and concisely stated, and his views on light
and shade, colouring, and composition are so well
stated that the merest novice cannot rise from the
reading of them without bringing away very definite
notions as to the scope and methods of the art of
which Varley was a master; while to the young
beginner in water-colour painting they would be
invaluable. =~ The wonder is that this treatise,
together with that on Perspective, has not been
republished with annotations bringing it up to date.
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correct investigation in my power of the truth of
these visions, on hearing of this spiritual apparition
of a Flea, I asked him if he could draw for me
the resemblance of what he saw. He instantly
said, ‘I see him now befor¢ me.” I therefore gave
him paper and a pencil, with which he drew the
portrait of which a facsimile is given in this number.
I felt convinced, by his mode of proceeding, that he
had a real image before him; for he left off, and
began on another part of the paper to make a
separate drawing of the mouth of the Flea, which
the spirit having opened, he was prevented from
proceeding with the first sketch till he had closed it.
During the time occupied in completing the drawing
the Flea told him that all fleas were inhabited by the
souls of such men as were by nature bloodthirsty
to excess, and were therefore providentially confined
to the size and form of insects; otherwise, were he
himself, for instance, the size of a horse, he would
depopulate a great portion of the country.”

The Zreatise on Zodiacal Plysiognomy contains
also an engraved outline of another of the Spectre
Heads—that of the Constellation Cancer. Coloured
copies of three of the Visionary Heads — those,
namely, of William Wallace, Edward I., and the
Ghost of a Flea—were made for Varley by Linnell.

It is worthy of note before closing this chapter
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the truth of Gall's doctrine of the plurality of faculties
than these three men presented—Varley, Blake, and
Linnell? Here was a trio devoted heart and soul
to art, full of genius, full of enthusiasm, and yet in
all other respects how different! In Blake we see
the calm, confident transcendentalist, a man who
with the inward eye looked sheer into the spiritual
world, the full and complete circle, so to speak, of
which this nether and outer world is but a broken
and imperfect segment; neglecting this world, and
in turn neglected of it; a mere child, in fact, so far
as earthly things go, but spiritually a man of such
stature as the world seldom sees. Varley was the
converse of all this. Worldly to the last degree, all
his schemes, ideas, and feelings were stamped as of
the earth earthy. Though extremely credulous, and
ready to believe on the least, or even on no evidence,
yet when it came to the supernal wonders, the divine
attributes, manifested on every hand, there was no
sentient tablet to receive impressions ; his mind was
there a blank.

In Linnell we see again a different type. In
him we have a more fully rounded and filled out
man, and yet he too had his frailties. With genius
perhaps greater than either, greater even than Blake
in respect to art, more normal and manageable;
with the same fine spiritual turn, though wedded to
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Here is an instance in point. Speaking of Varley’s
astrological leanings, he says he was “not learned
or deeply grounded, or even very original in his
astrology, which he had picked up at second-hand.”
This is the reverse of fact. There may not be much
to be said in favour of a “science” the principles of
which appear to be based on a wild and untenable
theory ; yet what there is of it, that Varley seems
to have known well and thoroughly. In fact he was
such an enthusiast on the subject that he would
often devote hours to it that would have been better
perhaps and more profitably spent in painting or
teaching. There is probably a considerable amount
of truth in Linnell’s criticism upon him when he says
that, though he was always calculating nativities, he
could never calculate probabilities. Or, did he place
too much reliance on the ‘“ promise ” of the stars, and
find them fail him at the last moment? This would
be quite like him, with his immense faith, his easy
good-nature, and his unquenchable friendliness.
“He was a most sincere and kind -hearted
friend,” says Mr. Vokins—too often to his own hurt
and undoing, as would appear. .- “It was extra-
ordinary,” says Linnell, “ how easily Varley acquired
a large and valuable professional connection among
the nobility and others, and how ready he was to

recommend to their notice and employment his
18
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a terrible assertor, bearing down all before him by
mere force of loquacity. . . . But there was stuff in
him. His conversation was powerful, and by it
he exerted a strong influence on ingenuous minds.”
Then we have this further touch, again with a slight
leaning towards caricature: ‘ Varley was a genial,
kind-hearted man; a disposition the grand dimen-
sions of his person — which, when in a stooping
posture, suggested to beholders the rear-view of an
elephant—well accorded with.” Truly he was of a
broad, solid build, heavy in mould, and not much
like an artist to casual lookers ; indeed, more like a
farmer in appearance; generally somewhat untidy
in his dress, wearing at all times and in all seasons
a tail-coat with great salt-box pockets—a not un-
common habit in those days.

These pockets were apt to be stuffed full with
all kinds of indiscriminate odds and ends calculated
to be of use some time or other. But, whatever else
happened to be there, one article was never wanting,
namely, a plenteous supply of pills. These were
not of his own invention and manufacture, as it has
been the habit of some to represent, but were made
on the prescription of a well-known doctor of that
day, and, like many others, were held to be good for
most of the ills that flesh is heir to. At least, Varley
had faith in them; and used to carry them about
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inflammation to such an extent that his death speedily
ensued. ;

During his stay with Mr. Vokins he was visited
by many distinguished persons. Hearing that Mr.
Varley was staying with him, they would beg to be
introduced, “ not more,” says Mr. Vokins, ‘“for his
artistic celebrity than for his astrological knowledge,
and for the interest there was in the man himself,
for his was a most genial spirit.”

He was visited too, as a matter of course, by his
friends, his son Albert being frequently with him.
To the latter he said one day, as he sat by his bedside,
“1 shall not get better, my boy. All the aspects are
too strong against me for me to recover.” He had,
as usual, been consulting his astrological books,
which were at the time lying on the bed beside him.

Thus did this extraordinary man pass away,
mourned and lamented by all who knew him—
grieved over even by men like the poor lawyer’s
clerk, who had only come in contact with him casu-
ally and as an embarrassed debtor ; but even to such
as he Varley could not help showing his true nature
and disposition, kindly and good-natured to the core.

There appears to have been something as extra-
ordinary about his sudden demise as about his life.
The doctor who had attended him could not make it

out, and in order to resolve his doubts, he asked per-
19
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confirmatory of the science of phrenology. A discus-
sion followed, in which much was said pro and con.,
~ although nothing derogatory to the high character of
the deceased. But finally a man rose from the body of
the hall who took quite an opposite view to all that
had been advanced. He said that he had known
Varley personally, and that so far from his develop-
ments being in favour of phrenology, they were quite
the reverse; for, instead of being the generous,
liberal-minded man he had been described to be, he
held him to be little better than an impostor.

Considerable excitement was caused by this
address, which was delivered by John Lewis senior,
the engraver, who, it afterwards turned out, had been
under no small obligation to the man whose memory
he traduced. Such is gratitude !

However, there was one present who was both
able and ready to speak in favour of the deceased
artist. This was Mr. Vokins, who happened to be
in the gallery. He was observed by someone who
knew him and his connection with Varley, and Dr.
Elliotson, who occupied the chair, was asked to call
upon him to speak. Invoked thus by name, he rose
and spoke at some length in vindication of his friend’s
character for unselfishness and liberality. He was
himself indebted to him for numberless acts of kind-
ness, and he knew many others who were equally his
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debtors. Referring to these, he concluded by say-
ing that if Varley did err—and undoubtedly he did
—it was in consequence of the inherent and un-
quenchable generosity of his spirit, and from the fact
of his being unable to say ““ No.”

Mr. Vokins spoke warmly and with enthusiasm,
and carried the meeting with him almost to a man.

Mr. Vokins concludes his story by saying that on
the following morning a gentleman holding a high
position in the Civil Service left his card at his busi-
ness place, and said how much he should like to see
him. On their subsequently meeting, the gentleman
thanked him very warmly for his vindication of
Varley, and remained on the most friendly terms with
him to the day of his death.

The Edinburgh Phrenological Journal for 1843
contains a report of the proceedings at the meeting
here referred to. It was Mr. Atkinson, F.S.A.,
who read the paper “On the late John Varley, the
eminent painter.” He described him as having been
a man of wonderful genius and intellect, original in
all his conceptions, grand in all his designs, and
an ardent admirer of Nature and Nature’s works.
“He loved the sublime and beautiful, the cloud-capt
mountains, the lovely valley, the placid lake, the
umbrageous wood impervious to the sun. These
were his delights to view, and these he was enabled to
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transfer to canvas. In landscape painting he stands
pre-eminent; none have excelled him; few can
equal him. He was the founder of this species of art
in water colours. In manners he was lively, affable,
benevolent, and communicative ; his charity was as
large as his expansive heart. He knew no definite
God or creed. He bowed to no sect, he took no
private road, but looked up through Nature to
Nature’s God. As our memory has its dark side, so
has human nature its frailties. Varley’s may have
been quite amiable—it was credulity. He believed
nearly all he heard—all he read. He was an astro-
nomer and was deeply impressed with the occult
science of astrology. He imagined the starry hosts
to possess an influence over the actions and feelings
of men, and that there are more things in heaven and
earth than are dreamed of in our philosophy. Varley
was wholly devoted to worldly pursuits, and was
consequently always in difficulty. A cast of his
head was exhibited. The coronal region was large,
the social faculties fully developed, and the intellectual
of a high degree. Ideality, his predominant senti-
ment, was strikingly large, also benevolence and
constructiveness.”
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invented what he called the Graphic Telescope and
Portable Table, by which, in an artist’s hands,
portraits from life and views from nature can be
taken with greater facility and accuracy, of any size,
and in correct perspective. With this instrument,
which he turned to much use, Cornelius Varley
made many sketches of country scenery, drawings
of machinery, as well as pencil drawings from life.
He subsequently improved the telescope, and had it
patented in 1811. Hereupon a difficulty arose ; the
opticians of that day were not sufficiently advanced
in the science of their trade to manufacture these
instruments. This made it necessary for the
inventor to turn manufacturer, which he did with
some regret, his desire being to devote all his time
to art and scientific research.

The Colosseum, the institution in Regent’s Park
so well known in former years, built for the reception
of the panorama of London, had its origin in the in-
vention of the Graphic Telescope. Mr. T. Horner,
the originator of the panorama, after having satisfied
himself of its capabilities, erected an observatory in
the dome of St. Paul’s, fitted up one of these instru-
ments, and so traced his gigantic picture.

From this time forth Cornelius Varley’s time
was divided between mechanical pursuits and the
arts. He made many improvements in the micro-
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not the courage to follow his convictions to their
logical or legitimate conclusion, as he himself did.
Where Cornelius had the advantage over his
brother was in the methodical habits in which he
had been trained by his uncle Samuel, and which
served him to good purpose all through his life.
Hence he was enabled to make the most of his
smaller abilities, and to keep clear of financial
difficulties which his brother, with a far greater
income, was doomed to struggle with all his days,
and finally had to succumb to. Treatises have been
written to establish the truth of the thesis that
genius is near allied to madness. But it would
be just as easy to prove that the eccentricities of
genius are often to be accounted for by partial
idiocy—that is, the lack, or rather inadequacy, of
one or more faculty, and the preternatural size or
activity of others. In Varley we see the almost
total extinction of the power that values money and
watches over the pocket, whilst his sense of the
beautiful and the faculty that makes a man the per-
fection of good-nature and geniality were present in
the highest degree. Nor does he appear to have
had the slightest sense of order or method in his
mental equipment, or any idea of foresight or
circumspection. His son Albert used to say that
when his father was living in Conduit Street, and
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