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-does not please me much, though I should suppose the
execution remarkably good. It is not in repose nor in
harmony, nor is it rich in suggestion, like the others. It
aims to speak, but says little, and is not beautiful enough
to fill the heart with its present moment.

	

To me it makes
a break in the chain of thought the other pictures had
woven.

Scene from Gil Blas -also unlike the others in being
perfectly objective, and telling all its thought at once. It
is a fine painting.

Mother and Child .

	

A lovely little picture .

	

But there
is to niy taste an air of got up naivete and delicacy in it.
It seems selected, arranged by "an intellectual effort."

	

It
did not flow into the artist's mind like the others .

	

But
persons of better taste than I like it better than I do!

Jews-full of character. Isaac is too dignified and
sad ; gold never rusted the soul of the man that owned
that face .
The Landscapes .

	

At these I look with such unalloyed
delight, that I have been at moments tempted to wish that
the artist had concentrated his powers on this department
of art, in so high a degree does he exhibit the attributes of
the master.

	

A power of sympathy, which gives each land-
scape a perfectly individual character.

	

Here the painter
is merged in his theme, and these pictures affect us as
parts of nature, so absorbed are we in contemplating them,
so difficult is it to remember them as pictures .

	

How the
clouds float! how the trees live and breathe out their mys-
terious souls in the peculiar attitude of every leaf.

	

Dear
companions of my life, whom yearly I know better, yet
into whose heart I can no more penetrate than see your
roots, while you live and grow .

	

I feel what you have said
to this painter ; I can in some degree appreciate the power
he has shown in repeating here the gentle oracle.
The soul of the painter is in these landscapes, but not

his character. Is not that the highest art? Nature and
the soul combined ; the former freed from slight crudities
or blemishes, the latter from its merely human aspect.

These landscapes are too truly works of art, their lan-
guage is too direct, too lyrically perfect to be translated
into this of words, without doing them an injury.
To those, who confound praise with indiscriminate eulo-
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gium, and who cannot understand the mind of one, whose
highest expression of admiration is a close scrutiny, per-
haps the following lines will convey a truer impression, than
the foregoing remarks, of the feelings of the writer. They
were suggested by a picture painted by Mr. Allston for a
gentleman of Boston, which has never yet been publicly
exhibited.

	

It is of the same class with his Rosalie and
Evening Hymn, pictures which were not particularized in
the above record, because they inspired no thought except
of their excelling beauty, which draws the heart into it-
self.
These two sonnets may be interesting, as showing how

similar trains of thought were opened in the minds of two
observers .

°` To-day I have been to see Mr. Allston's new picture
of The Bride, and am more convinced than ever of the
depth and value of his genius, and of how much food for
thought his works contain.

	

The face disappointed me at
first by its want of beauty .

	

Then I observed the peculiar
expression of the eyes, and that of the lids, which tells such
a tale, as well as the strange complexion, all heightened by
the color of the background, till the impression became
very strong.

	

It is the story of the lamp of love, lighted,
even burning with full force in a being that cannot yet
comprehend it . The character is domestic, far more so
than that of the ideal and suffering Rosalie, of which,
nevertheless, it reminds you.

"PTO W. ALLSTON, ON SEEING HIS 'BRIDE .'
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Weary and slow and faint with heavy tail,
The fainting traveller pursues his way,
O'er dry Arabian sands the long, long day,
Where at each step floats up the dusty soil ;
And when he finds a green and gladsome isle,
And flowing water in that plain of care,
And in the midst a marble fountain fair,
To tell that others suffered too erewhile,
And then appeased their thirst, and made this fount
To them a sad remembrance, but a joy
To all who follow-his tired spirits mount
At such dim-visioned company-so I
Drink of thy marble source, and do not count
Weary the way in which thou hast gone by."

J .

Source: The Dial (July 1840) pp. 83




