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          The result of the Artist's experiment to discover the methods by
 which

     Titian produced his splendid colouring.—He returns to

     Rome.—Reflections suggested by inspecting the Egyptian

     Obelisk.—Considerations of the Author on the same subject; an

     anecdote of a Mohawk Indian who became an Actor at New
 York.—Anecdote

     of a Scottish Fanatic who arrived in Rome, to convert the

     Pope.—Sequel of the Adventure.—The Artist prepares to visit

     England.—Having completed his St. Jerome, after Corregio's
 famous

     picture, he is elected an Honorary Member of the Academy of
 Parma, and

     invited to Court.—He proceeds by the way of Genoa towards
 France.—

     Reflections on the State of Italy.—Adventure on reaching the
 French

     frontiers.—State of Taste in France.

      From Florence the Artist proceeded to Bologna, and having staid some
 time there, carefully inspecting every work of celebrity to which he
 could obtain access, he went on to Venice, visiting in his route all
 the objects which Mengs had recommended to his attention. The style of
 Titian, which in breadth and clearness of colouring so much excels that
 of almost every other painter, was the peculiar characteristic of the
 Venetian school which interested him the most, and seemed to him, at
 first, involved in inexplicable mystery. He was never satisfied with
 the explanations which the Italian amateurs attempted to give him of
 what they called the internal light of that master's productions.
 Repeated experiments, however, enabled him, at last, to make the
 discovery himself. Indeed, he was from the first persuaded that it was
 chiefly owing to the peculiar genius of the Artist himself,—to an
 exquisite delicacy of sight which enabled him to perceive the most
 approximate tints,—and not to any particular dexterity of pencilling,
 nor to any superiority in the materials of his colours. This notion led
 Mr. West to try the effect of painting in the first place with the pure
 primary colours, and softening them afterwards with the semi tints; and
 the result confirmed him in the notion that such was probably the
 peculiar method of Titian. But although this idea was suggested by his
 visits to the collections of Venice, he was not perfectly satisfied
 with its soundness as a rule, till many years after his arrival in
 London, and many unsuccessful experiments.

      Having completed his tour to the most celebrated repositories of art
 in Italy, and enriched his mind, and improved his taste, by the perusal
 rather than the imitation of their best pieces, he returned to Rome,
 and applied himself to a minute and assiduous study of the great
 ornaments of that capital, directing his principal attention to the
 works of Raphael, and improving his knowledge of the antient costume by
 the study of Cameos, in which he was assisted by Mr. Wilcox, the author
 of the Roman Conversations,—to whom he had been introduced by Mr.
 Robinson, at Mr. Crespigne's, on the occasion of the exhibition of the
 Portrait,—a man of singular attainments in learning, and of a serene
 and composed dignity of mind and manners that rendered him more
 remarkable to strangers than even his great classical knowledge.

      Of all the monuments of antient art in Rome, the Obelisk brought
 from Egypt, in the reign of Augustus, interested his curiosity the
 most, and even for a time affected him as much as those which so
 agitated him by their beauty. The hieroglyphics appeared to resemble so
 exactly the figures in the Wampum belts of the Indians, that it
 occurred to him, if ever the mysteries of Egypt were to be interpreted,
 it might be by the aborigines of America. This singular notion was not,
 however, the mere suggestion of fancy, but the effect of an opinion
 which his early friend and tutor Provost Smith conceived, in
 consequence of attending the grand meeting of the Indian chiefs, with
 the Governors of the British colonies, held at East town, in
 Pennsylvania, in the year following the disastrous fate of Bradock's
 army. The chiefs had requested this interview, in order to state to the
 officers the wrongs and injuries of which they complained; and at the
 meeting they evidently read the reports and circumstances of their
 grievances from the hieroglyphical chronicle of the Wampum belts, which
 they held in their hands, and by which, from the date of their grand
 alliance with William Penn, the man from the ocean, as they called him,
 they minutely related all the circumstances in which they conceived the
 terms and spirit of the treaty had been infringed by the British,
 defying the officers to show any one point in which the Indians had
 swerved from their engagements. It seemed to Dr. Smith that such a
 minute traditionary detail of facts could not have been preserved
 without some contemporary record; and he, therefore, imagined, that the
 constant reference made to the figures on the belts was a proof that
 they were chronicles. This notion was countenanced by another
 circumstance which Mr. West had himself often noticed. The course of
 some of the high roads through Pennsylvania lies along what were
 formerly the war tracks of the Indians; and he had frequently seen
 hieroglyphics engraved on the trees and rocks. He was told that they
 were inscriptions left by some of the tribes who had passed that way in
 order to apprize their friends of the route which they had taken, and
 of any other matter which it concerned them to know. He had also
 noticed among the Indians who annually visited Philadelphia, that there
 were certain old chiefs who occasionally instructed the young warriors
 to draw red and black figures, similar to those which are made on the
 belts, and who explained their signification with great emphasis, while
 the students listened to the recital with profound silence and
 attention. It was not, therefore, extraordinary, that, on seeing
 similar figures on the Egyptian trophy, he should have thought that
 they were intended to transmit the record of transactions like the
 Wampum belts.—A language of signs derived from natural objects, must
 have something universal in its very nature; for the qualities
 represented by the emblematic figure, would, doubtless, be those for
 which the original of the figure was most remarkable: and, therefore,
 if there be any resemblance between the Egyptian hieroglyphics and
 those used by the American Indians, the probability is, that there is
 also some similar intrinsic meaning in their signification. But the
 Wampum belts are probably not all chronicles; there is reason to
 believe that some of them partake of the nature of calendars, by which
 the Indians are regulated in proceedings dependant on the seasons; and
 that, in this respect, they answer to the household Gods of the
 patriarchal times, which are supposed to have been calendars, and the
 figure of each an emblem of some portion of the year, or sign of the
 Zodiac. It would be foreign to the nature of this work to investigate
 the evidence which may be adduced on this subject, or to collect those
 various and scattered hints which have given rise to the opinion, and
 with a faint, but not fallacious ray, have penetrated that obscure
 region of antient history, between the period when the devotion of
 mankind, withdrawn from the worship of the Deity, was transferred to
 the adoration of the stars, and prior to the still greater degradation
 of the human faculties when altars were raised to idols.

      The idea of the Indians being in possession of hieroglyphical
 writings, is calculated to lead us to form a very different opinion of
 them to that which is usually entertained by the world. Except in the
 mere enjoyments of sense, they do not appear to be inferior to the rest
 of mankind; and their notions of moral dignity are exactly those which
 are recommended to our imitation by the literature of all antiquity.
 But they have a systematic contempt for whatever either tends to
 increase their troubles, to encumber the freedom of their motions, or
 to fix them to settled habitations. In their unsheltered nakedness,
 they have a prouder consciousness of their importance in the scale of
 beings, than the philosophers of Europe, with all their multiplicity of
 sensual and intellectual gratifications, to supply which so many of the
 human race are degraded from their natural equality. The Indian,
 however, is not deficient in mental enjoyments, or a stranger to the
 exercise of the dignified faculties of our common nature. He delivers
 himself on suitable occasions with a majesty of eloquence that would
 beggar the oratory of the parliaments, and the pulpits of Christendom;
 and his poetry unfolds the loftiest imagery and sentiment of the epic
 and the hymn. He considers himself as the lord of the creation, and
 regards the starry heaven as his canopy, and the everlasting mountain
 as his throne. It would be absurd, however, to assert with Rousseau,
 that he is, therefore, better or happier than civilized man; but it
 would be equally so to deny him the same sense of dignity, the same
 feeling of dishonour, the same love of renown, or ascribe to his
 actions in war, and his recreations in peace, baser motives than to the
 luxurious warriors and statesmen of Europe. Before Mr. West left
 America, an attempt was made to educate three young Indians at New
 York; and their progress, notwithstanding that they still retained
 something of their original wildness of character, exceeded the utmost
 expectations of those who were interested in the experiment. Two of
 them, however, in the end, returned to their tribe, but they were
 rendered miserable by the contempt with which they were received; and
 the brother of the one who remained behind, was so affected with their
 degradation, that he came to the city determined to redeem his brother
 from the thraldom of civilization. On his arrival he found he had
 become an actor, and was fast rising into celebrity on the stage. On
 learning this circumstance, the resolute Indian went to the theatre,
 and seated himself in the pit. The moment that his brother appeared, he
 leapt upon the stage, and drawing his knife, threatened to sacrifice
 him on the spot unless he would immediately strip himself naked, and
 return with him to their home in the woods. He upbraided him with the
 meanness of his disposition, in consenting to make himself a slave. He
 demanded if he had forgotten that the Great Spirit had planted the
 Indian corn for their use, and filled the forests with game, the air
 with birds, and the waters with fish, that they might be free. He
 represented the institutions of civilized society as calculated to make
 him dependant on the labour of others, and subject to every chance that
 might interrupt their disposition to supply his wants. The actor obeyed
 his brother, and returning to the woods, was never seen again in the
 town. [A]

      It may, perhaps, not be an impertinent digression to contrast this
 singular occurrence in the theatre of New York with another truly
 European, to which Mr. West was a witness, in the Cathedral of St.
 Peter. Among other intelligent acquaintances which he formed in Rome
 was the Abate Grant, one of the adherents of that unfortunate family,
 whom the baseness of their confidential servants, and the factions of
 ambitious demagogues, deprived, collectively, of their birthright. This
 priest, though a firm Jacobite in principle, was, like many others of
 the same political sentiments, liberal and enlightened, refuting, by
 his conduct, the false and fraudulent calumnies which have been so long
 alleged against the gallant men who supported the cause of the
 ill-fated Stuarts. On St. Peter's day, when the Pope in person performs
 high mass in the cathedral, the Abate offered to take Mr. West to the
 church, as he could place him among the ecclesiastics, in an
 advantageous situation to witness the ceremony. Glad of such an offer,
 Mr. West willingly accompanied him. The vast edifice; the immense
 multitude of spectators; the sublimity of the music; and the effect of
 the pomp addressed to the sight, produced on the mind of the Painter
 feelings scarcely less enthusiastic than those which the devoutest of
 the worshippers experienced, or the craftiest inhabitant of the Vatican
 affected to feel. At the elevation of the host, and as he was kneeling
 beside the Abate, to their equal astonishment he heard a voice,
 exclaiming behind them in a broad Scottish accent, “O Lord, cast not
 the church down on them for this abomination!” The surrounding Italian
 priests, not understanding what the enthusiast was saying, listened
 with great comfort to such a lively manifestation of a zeal, which they
 attributed to the blessed effects of the performance. The Abate,
 however, with genuine Scottish partiality, was alarmed for his
 countryman, and endeavoured to persuade him to hold his tongue during
 the ceremony, as he ran the risk of being torn to pieces by the mob.

      It appeared that this zealous Presbyterian, without understanding a
 word of any civilized language, but only a dialect of his own, had come
 to Rome for the express purpose of attempting to convert the Pope, as
 the shortest way, in his opinion, of putting an end to the reign of
 Antichrist. When mass was over, the Abate, anxious to avert from him
 the consequences which his extravagance would undoubtedly entail, if he
 continued to persevere in it, entered into conversation with him. It
 appeared he had only that morning arrived in Babylon, and being unable
 to rest until he had seen a glimpse of the gorgeous harlot, he had not
 then provided himself with lodgings. The Abate conducted him to a house
 where he knew he would be carefully attended; and he also endeavoured
 to reason with him on the absurdity of his self-assumed mission,
 assuring him that unless he desisted, and behaved with circumspection,
 he would inevitably be seized by the Inquisition. But the prospect of
 Martyrdom augmented his zeal; and the representations of the benevolent
 Catholic only stimulated his enterprise; so that in the course of a few
 days, much to his own exceeding great joy, and with many comfortable
 salutations of the spirit, he was seized by the Inquisition, and lodged
 in a dungeon, On hearing this, the Abate applied to King James in his
 behalf, and by his Majesty's influence he was released, and sent to the
 British Consul at Leghorn, on condition of being immediately conveyed
 to his friends in Scotland. It happened, however, that no vessel was
 then ready to sail, and the taste of persecution partaking more of the
 relish of adventure than the pungency of suffering, the missionary was
 not to be so easily frustrated in his meritorious design; and,
 therefore, he took the first opportunity of stealing silently back to
 Rome, where he was again arrested and confined. By this time the affair
 had made some noise, and it was universally thought by all the English
 travellers, that the best way of treating the ridiculous madman was to
 allow him to remain some time in solitary confinement in the dungeons
 of the Inquisition. When he had been imprisoned about three months, he
 was again liberated, sent to Leghorn, and embarked for England,
 radically cured of his inclination to convert the Pope, but still
 believing that the punishment which he had suffered for his folly would
 be recorded as a trial which he had endured in the service of the
 faith.

      In the mean time West was carefully furnishing his mind by an
 attentive study of the costume of antiquity, and the beauties of the
 great works of modern genius. In doing this, he regarded Rome only as
 an university, in which he should graduate; and, as a thesis
 preparatory to taking his degree among the students, he painted a
 picture of Cimon and Iphigenia, and, subsequently, another of Angelica
 and Madoro. The applause which they received justified the opinion
 which Mengs had so early expressed of his talent, and certainly
 answered every object for which they were composed. He was honoured, in
 consequence, with the marks of academical approbation, usually bestowed
 on fortunate Artists. He then proposed to return to America, with a
 view to cultivate in his native country that profession in which he had
 already acquired so much celebrity. At this juncture he received a
 letter from his father, advising him, as peace had been concluded
 between France and England, to go home for a short time before coming
 to America; for the mother country was at that period still regarded as
 the home of her American offspring. The advice of his father was in
 unison with his own wishes, and he mentioned his intention to Mr.
 Wilcox. That gentleman, conceiving that he spoke of America as his
 home, expressed himself with grief and surprise at a determination so
 different from what he had expected; but, upon being informed of the
 ambiguity in the phrase, he exclaimed that he could hardly have
 resolved, on quitting Italy, more opportunely, for Dr. Patoune, a
 Scotish gentleman, of considerable learning, and some taste in
 painting, was then returning homeward, and waiting at that time in
 Rome, until he should be able to meet with a companion. It was
 therefore agreed that West should be introduced to him; and it was soon
 after arranged that the Doctor should proceed to Florence, while the
 Artist went to take leave of his friends at Leghorn, to express to them
 his gratitude for the advantages he had derived from their constant and
 extraordinary kindness, which he estimated so highly, that he could not
 think of leaving Italy without performing this pleasing and honourable
 pilgrimage. It was also agreed between him and his companion, that the
 Doctor should stop a short time at Parma, until West should have
 completed a copy of the St. Jerome of Corregio, which he had begun
 during his visit to that city with Mr. Matthews.

      During their stay at Parma, the Academy elected Mr. West a member,
 an honour which the Academies of Florence and Bologna had previously
 conferred on him; and it was mentioned to the Prince that a young
 American had made a copy of the St. Jerome of Corregio in a style of
 excellence such as the oldest Academicians had not witnessed. The
 Prince expressed a wish to see this extraordinary Artist, particularly
 when be heard that he was from Pennsylvania, and a Quaker. Mr. West
 was, in consequence, informed that a visit from him would be acceptable
 at Court: and it was arranged that he should be introduced to His
 Highness by the chief Minister. Mr. West thought that, in a matter of
 this kind, he should regulate his behaviour by what he understood to be
 the practice in the court of London; and, accordingly, to the
 astonishment of the whole of the courtiers, he kept his hat on during
 the audience. This, however, instead of offending the Prince, was
 observed with evident pleasure, and made his reception more particular
 and distinguished; for His Highness had heard of the peculiar
 simplicity of the Quakers, and of the singularly Christian conduct of
 William Penn.

      From Parma he proceeded to Genoa, and thence to Turin. Considering
 this City as the last stage of his professional observations in Italy,
 his mind unconsciously took a retrospective view of the different
 objects he had seen, and the knowledge which he had acquired since his
 departure from America. Although his art was always uppermost in his
 thoughts, and although he could not reflect on the course of his
 observations without pleasure and hope, he was often led to advert to
 the lamentable state into which every thing, as well as Art, had fallen
 in Italy, in consequence of the general theocratical despotism which
 over-spread the whole country, like an unwholesome vapour, and of those
 minute subdivisions of territory, in which political tyranny exercised
 its baleful influence even where the ecclesiastical oppression seemed
 disposed to spare. He saw, in the infamous establishment of the
 cicisbeo, the settled effect of that general disposition to palliate
 vice, which is the first symptom of decay in nations; and he was
 convinced that, before vice could be thus exalted into custom, there
 must exist in the community which would tolerate such an institution, a
 disregard of all those obligations which it is the pride of virtue to
 incur, and the object of law to preserve. It seemed to him that every
 thing in Italy was in a state of disease; and that the moral energy was
 subsiding, as the vital flame diminishes with the progress of old age.
 For although the forms and graces of the human character were often
 seen in all their genuine dignity among the common people, still even
 the general population seemed to be defective in that detestation of
 vice found in all countries in a healthful state of morals, and which
 is often strongest among the lowest of the vulgar, especially in what
 respects the conduct of the great. He thought that the commonalty of
 Italy had lost the tact by which the good and evil of actions are
 discriminated; and that, whatever was good in their disposition, was
 constitutional, and unconnected with any principle of religion, or
 sense of right. In the Papal states, this appeared to be particularly
 the case. All the creative powers of the mind seemed there to be
 extinct. The country was covered with ruins, and the human character
 was in ashes. Sometimes, indeed, a few embers of intellect were seen
 among the clergy; but the brightness of their scintillation was owing
 to the blackness of death with which they were contrasted. The
 splendour of the nobility struck him only as a more conspicuous poverty
 than the beggary of the common people; and the perfect contempt with
 which they treated the feelings of their dependants, seemed to him
 scarcely less despicable than the apathy with which it was endured. The
 innumerable examples of the effects of this moral paralysis to which he
 was a witness on his arrival in Rome, filled him for some time with
 indescribable anxiety, and all his veneration for the Roman majesty was
 lost in reflections on the offences which mankind may be brought to
 commit on one another. But at Genoa, Leghorn, and Venice, the Italians
 were seen to less disadvantage. Commerce, by diffusring opulence, and
 interweaving the interests of all classes, preserved in those cities
 some community of feeling, which was manifested in an interchange of
 respect and consideration between the higher and the lower orders; and
 Lucca he thought afforded a perfect exception to the general degeneracy
 of the country. The inhabitants of that little republic presented the
 finest view of human nature that he had ever witnessed. With the
 manliness of the British character they appeared to blend the suavity
 of the Italian manners; and their private morals were not inferior to
 the celebrity of their public virtues. So true it is, that man, under
 the police and vigilance of despotism, becomes more and more vicious;
 while, in proportion to the extension of his freedom, is the vigour of
 his private virtue. When deprived of the right of exercising his own
 judgment, he feels, as it were, his moral responsibility at an end, and
 naturally blames the system by which he is oppressed, for the crimes
 which his own unresisted passions instigate him to commit. To an
 Englishman the remembrance of a journey in Italy is however often more
 delightful than that of any other country, for no where else is his
 arrogance more patiently endured, his eccentricities more humourously
 indulged, nor the generosity of his character more publicly
 acknowledged.

      In coming from Italy into France, Mr. West was particularly struck
 with the picturesque difference in the character of the peasantry of
 the two countries; and while he thought, as an Artist, that to give
 appropriate effect to a national landscape it would not only be
 necessary to introduce figures in the costume of the country, but in
 employments and recreations no less national, he was sensible of the
 truth of a remark which occurs to almost every traveller, that there
 are different races of the human species, and that the nature of the
 dog and horse do not vary more in different climates than man himself.
 In making the observation, he was not, however, disposed to agree with
 the continental philosophers, that this difference, arising from
 climate, at all narrowed the powers of the mind, though it influenced
 the choice of objects of taste. For whatever tends to make the mind
 more familiar with one class of agreeable sensations than another,
 will, undoubtedly, contribute to form the cause of that preference for
 particular qualities in objects by which the characteristics of the
 taste of different nations is discriminated. Although, of all the
 general circumstances which modify the opinions of mankind, climate is,
 perhaps, the most permanent, it does not, therefore, follow that,
 because the climate of France or Italy induces the inhabitants to
 prefer, in works of art, certain qualities of the excellence of which
 the people of England are not so sensible, the climate of Great Britain
 does not, in like manner, lead the inhabitants to discover other
 qualities equally valuable as sources of enjoyment. Thus, in sculpture
 for example, it would seem that in naked figures the inhabitants of a
 cold climate can never hope to attain that degree of eminence which we
 see exemplified in the productions of the Grecian and Italian
 sculptors; not that the Artists may not execute as well, but because
 they will not so readily find models; or, what is perhaps more to the
 point, they will not find a taste so capable of appreciating the merits
 of their performances. In Italy the eye is familiar with the human form
 in a state of almost complete nudity; and the beauty of muscular
 expression, and of the osteological proportions of man, is there as
 well known as that of the features and complexion of his countenance;
 but the same degree of nakedness could not be endured in the climate of
 England, for it is associated with sentiments of modesty and shame,
 which render even the accidental innocent exposure of so much of the
 body offensive to the feelings of decorum. It is not, therefore, just
 to allege, that, because the Italians are a calm, persuasive, and
 pensive people, and the French all stir, talk, and inconstancy, they
 are respectively actuated by different moral causes. It will not be
 asserted that, though the sources of their taste in art spring from
 different qualities in the same common objects, any innate incapacity
 for excellence in the fine arts is induced by the English climate,
 merely because that climate has the effect of producing a different
 moral temperament among the inhabitants.

      On the morning after arriving at the first frontier town, in coming
 from Savoy into France, and while breakfast was preparing, Mr. West and
 his companion heard the noise of a crowd assembled in the yard of the
 inn. The Doctor rose and went to the window to inquire the occasion:
 immediately on his appearance the mob became turbulent, and seemed to
 menace him with some outrage.—The Peace of 1763 had been but lately
 concluded, and without having any other cause for the thought, it
 occurred to the travellers that the turbulence must have originated in
 some political occurrence, and they hastily summoned the landlord, who
 informed them, “That the people had, indeed, assembled in a tumultuous
 manner round the inn on hearing that two Englishmen were in the house,
 but that they might make themselves easy, as he had sent to inform the
 magistrates of the riot.” Soon after, one of the magistrates arrived,
 and on being introduced by the landlord to the travellers, expressed
 himself to the following effect: “I am sorry that this occurrence
 should have happened, because had I known in time, I should, on hearing
 that you were Englishmen, have come with the other magistrates to
 express to you the sentiments of respect which we feel towards your
 illustrious nation; but, since it has not been in our power to give you
 that testimony of our esteem; on the contrary, since we are
 necessitated by our duty to protect you, I assure you that I feel
 exceedingly mortified. I trust, however, that you will suffer no
 inconvenience, for the people are dispersing, and you will be able to
 leave the town in safety!” “This place,” he continued, “is a
 manufacturing town, which has been almost ruined by the war. Our goods
 went to the ocean from Marseilles and Toulon; but the vigilance of your
 fleets ruined our trade, and these poor people, who have felt the
 consequence, consider not the real cause of their distress. However,
 although the populace do not look beyond the effects which immediately
 press upon themselves, there are many among us well acquainted with the
 fountain-head of the misfortunes which afflict France, and who know
 that it is less to you than to ourselves that we ought to ascribe the
 disgraces of the late war. You had a man at the head of your government
 (alluding to the first Lord Chatham), and your counsellors are men. But
 it is the curse of France that she is ruled by one who is, in fact, but
 the agent and organ of valets and strumpets. The Court of France is no
 longer the focus of the great men of the country, but a band of
 profligates that have driven away the great. This state of things,
 however, cannot last long, the reign of the Pompadours must draw to an
 end, and Frenchmen will one day take a terrible revenge for the insults
 which they suffer in being regarded only as the materials of those who
 pander to the prodigality of the Court.” This singular address, made in
 the year 1763, requires no comment; but it is a curious historical
 instance of the commencement of that, moral re-action to oppression
 which subsequently has so fully realized the prediction of the
 magistrate, and which, in its violence, has done so much mischief, and
 occasioned so many misfortunes to Europe.

      The travellers remained no longer in Paris than was necessary to
 inspect the principal works of the French Artists, and the royal
 collections. Mr. West, however, continued long enough to be satisfied
 that the true feeling for the fine arts did not exist among the French
 to that degree which he had observed in Italy. On the contrary, it
 seemed to him that there was an inherent affectation in the general
 style of art among them, which demonstrated, not only a deficiency of
 native sensibility, but an anxious endeavour to conceal that defect.
 The characteristics of the French School, and they have not yet been
 redeemed by the introduction of any better manner, might, to a cursory
 observer, appear to have arisen from a corrupted taste, while, in fact,
 they are the consequences only of that inordinate national vanity which
 in so many different ways has retarded the prosperity of the world. In
 the opinion of a Frenchman, there is a quality of excellence in every
 thing belonging to France, merely because it is French, which gives at
 all times a certain degree of superiority to the actions and
 productions of his countrymen; and this delusive notion has infested
 not only the literature and the politicks of the nation, but also the
 principles of Art, to such a deep and inveterate extent, that the
 morality of painting is not yet either felt or understood in that
 country. In the mechanical execution, in drawing, and in the
 arrangement of parts, the great French painters are probably equal to
 the Italians; but in producing any other sentiment in the spectator
 than that of admiration at their mechanical skill, they are greatly
 behind the English. Painting has much of a common character with
 dramatic literature, and the very best pictures of the French Artists
 have the same kind of resemblance to the probability of Nature, that
 the tragedies of their great dramatic authors have to the characters
 and actions of men. But in rejecting the pretensions of the French to
 superiority either in the one species of art or in the other, the
 rejection ought not to be extended too far. They are wrong in their
 theory; but their practice so admirably accords with it, that it must
 be allowed, were it possible f