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A WANDERER IN LONDON

CHAPTER I
NO. 1 LONDON AND PICCADILLY

A Beginning—No. 1 London—Charing Cross in Retirement—A Walk
down Piccadilly—Apsley House—The Iron Duke’s Statues—An Old
Print—Rothschild Terrace—The Motor 'Bus—The Safest Place in
London—Changes—The March of Utilitarianism—The Plague of
New Buildings—London Architecture—The Glory of Disorder—A
City of Homes—House-collecting—The Elusive Directory—Kings-
ley’s Dictum—The House Opposite—Desirable Homes—London’s
Riches—The Smallest House in London—Women—Clubmen—A
Monument to Pretty Thoughtfulness—The Piccadilly Goat—Old Q
—Rogers the Poet.

LONDON, whichever way we turn, is so vast and

varied, so rich in what is interesting, that to one
who would wander with a plastic mind irresponsibly day
after day in its streets and among its treasures there is not
a little difficulty in deciding where to begin, and there is
even greater difficulty in knowing where to end. Indeed,
to a book on London—to a thousand books on London—
there is no end.

But a beginning one can always make, whether it is
appropriate or otherwise, and since I chance to live in
Kensington and thus enter London by Kensington Gore
and Knightsbridge, there is some fitness in beginning at

1
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Hyde Park Corner, by that square, taciturn, grey house
just to the east of it which we call Apsley House, but
which I have always been told is really No. 1 London—
if any No. 1 London there be. Let us then begin
at No. 1 London—just as a Frenchman bent upon dis-
covering the English capital would begin at Charing Cross :
Charing Cross, one of the meeting places of East and
West, whose platform William the Conqueror would surely
have kissed had he waited for the Channel steam-boat
service,

To take a walk down Fleet Street—the cure for ennui
invented by the most dogmatic of Londoners—is no longer
an amusing recreation, the bustle is too great ; but to take
a walk down Piccadilly on a fine day remains one of the
pleasures of life: another reason for beginning with No. 1
London. Piccadilly between Hyde Park corner and Devon-
shire House is still eminently a promenade. But only as
far as Devonshire House. Once Berkeley Street is crossed
and the shops begin, the saunterer is jostled ; while the
Green Park having vanished behind the new Ritz Hotel
(which sprang up almost in a night), the sun and the fresh-
ness are lost too. DBut between those two ducal houses on
a smiling day one may enjoy as fair a walk as in any city
in the world.

No. 1 London enjoys its priority only I think in verbal
tradition. To the postman such an address might mean
nothing, although the London postman bas a reputation
for tracking any trail, however elusive. The official ad-
dress of Apsley House is, I fancy, 149 Piccadilly. Be that
as it may, it is No. 1 to us, and a gloomy abode to boot,
still wearing a dark frown of resentment for those broken
windows, although the famous iron shutters have gome.
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The London rough rarely mobilises now, and when he does
he breaks no windows; but those were stormier days.
Opposite is the Duke himself, in bronze, on his charger,
looking steadfastly for ever at his old home, where the
Waterloo survivors’ dinner used to be held every year, with
lessening numbers and lessening, until the victor himself
was called away.

An earlier equestrian statue of Wellington once domin-
ated the triumphal arch now at the head of Constitution
Hill, but this, I know not why, was taken down and set up
afresh at Aldershot. I wish it had remained, for there is
no culmination to a triumphal arch so fitting as a horse
and rider. A third Wellington trophy is the Achilles
statue, at the back of Apsley House, in the Park, just
across the roadway. This giant figure was cast from cannon
taken at Salamanca and Vittoria, Toulouse and Waterloo,
and was set up here by the women of England in honour of
the great and invincible soldier. There is a coloured print
which one may now and then see in the old shops (the last
time I saw it was in the parlour of a Duke of Wellington
inn at a little village in Wiltshire), of the hero of Waterloo
riding beneath the Achilles on his little white horse, with
his hand to the salute: one of the pleasantest pictures of
the stern old man that I know, with the undulations of
Hyde Park rolling away like a Surrey common in the
distance.

We have no Iron Duke in these days, and Apsley House
is desolate, almost sinister. Albeit within its walls are
four of Jan Steen’s pictures, to say nothing of one of the
finest Correggios in England and Velasquez’ portrait of
himself.

And so we leave No. 1 London frowning behind us, and
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come instantly to smiling wealth, for (unless ’bus drivers
have deceived me) the little terrace of mansions between
Apsley House and Hamilton Place is a stronghold of that
powerful family which moved Heinrich Heine to sarcasm
and Hans Christian Andersen to sentiment, and is still the
greatest force in European finance ; and this is a point on
which ’bus drivers are not likely to be wrong, because every
Christmas a brace of Rothschild pheasants become theirs,
and for a week the blue and yellow racing colours of the
donor are sported on all the whips on these routes.

Whips do I'say ? Alas, there will not long be whips on
which to tie any ribbons, be they blue and yellow or black ;
for the doom of the omnibus horse has sounded, blown in
unmistakable notes upon the motor horn, and already the
monstrous Vanguards and Arrows are upon the town, every
day in increasing numbers. The crossings of London were
never anything but a peril, especially at the very point at
which we are now standing, waiting to get across Hamilton
Place (where the converging lines of traffic—going east from
Knightsbridge, west from Piccadilly, south from Park Lane,
and north from Grosvenor Place—reduce the rule of the
road to chaos); but they are daily becoming more and
more difficult and dangerous as chauffeur is added to
chauffeur, and one’s nerves snap beneath the shattering
racket of their engines.

It was John Bright, I think, who said that the safest
place in the world was the centre compartment of an ex-

press train. One might adapt this remark and say that
the safest place in London will soon be the inside of a

motor omnibus, for these vehicles are so massive that they
would of necessity come out victorious in any collision with
anything but each other, while if you are riding in one you
cannot well be run over.
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But petrol in place of the patient and friendly horse is
only a minor matter. Never in the recent history of Lon-

don have so many changes come so rapidly as in the year or
two preceding 1906 : to which belong not only this rise of
the motor but the elimination of hundreds of landmarks
and the sweeping away of whole streets drenched with
human associations. Such is the ruthless march of utili-
tarianism and luxury (some of the most conspicuous new
buildings being expensive hotels) that one has come to
entertain the uneasy feeling that nothing is safe. ~Certainly
nothing is sacred. A garage being required for the motor
cars of the Stock Exchange, what, one asks oneself, is there
to prevent the demolition of the Charterhouse? Since
Christ’s Hospital could be moved bodily to Sussex in order
that more offices might rise in Newgate Street, why should
not the Brothers be sent to Bournemouth? The demand
for another vast caravanserai for American visitors on the
banks of the Thames may become acute any day: why
should not the Temple site be utilised? One lives in fear.
I never look at the Adelphi Terrace without a misgiv-
ing that when next I pass it will have vanished. Nothing
but its comparative distance from the main stream of
commerce can have saved Gray’s Inn. There is an architect
round the corner ready with a florid terra-cotta tombstone
for every beautiful, quiet, old-world building in London.
Bedford Row is undoubtedly doomed : Queen Anne’s Gate
trembles: Barton Street knows no repose. Even Earl’s
Terrace and Edwardes Square, in remote Kensington, have
but a few years to live. He who would see London before
London becomes unrecognisable must hasten his steps.
The modern spirit can forgive everything except age.
The modern London architect dislikes large, restful,
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unworried spaces and long unbroken lines: hence many
of our new buildings have been for the most part fussy and
ornamental—and not at all, I think, representative of the
national character. Somerset House (save for its fiddling
little cupola) is perhaps London architecture at its simplest ;
the Law Courts, with all their amazing intricacy and elabora-
tion, London’s public architecture at its most complex and
unsuitable. One of the most satisfying buildings in London
is the Adelphi Terrace; one of the most charming the
little row of dependencies to the north of Kensington
Palace. St. James’s Palace is beautiful, but Buckingham
Palace could hardly be more commonplace. Nothing can
save it but a coat of white paint every spring, and this it
never gets.

To Somerset House, the Adelphi, St. James’s Palace and
the Tower Bridge, different though they are, the epithet
English can be confidently applied ; but Buckingham Palace
is French, and it would be difficult to use the word English
of many of the great structures now rising in London.
We seem to have no national school of urban architecture
any longer, no steady ideals. The new London that is
emerging so rapidly lacks any governing principle. The
Ritz Hotel, for example, is Parisian, the new Savoy is
German, the Carlton and His Majesty’s Theatre are
Parisian.

But if London’s completed new buildings are not satis-
factory, their preparations are. There is nothing out of
Méryon’s etchings more impressive than our contractors’
giant cranes can be—fixed high above the houses on their
scaffolding, with sixty vertical yards of chain hanging from
their great arms. Against an evening sky, with a little
smoke from the engine purpling in the dying sun’s rays,
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and the mist beginning to blur or submerge the surround-
ing houses, these cranes and scaffoldings have an effect of
curious unreality, a hint even of Babylon or Nineveh, a
suggestion at any rate of all majestic building and builders
in history. London has no more interesting or picturesque
~ sight than this,

Among the best public buildings of recent days are the
National Portrait Gallery, seen as one walks down the
Charing Cross Road, and the Institute of Painters in Water
Colours in Piccadilly, and the Record Office in Chancery
Lane. The South Kensington School of Science is good, so
square and solid and grave is it, albeit perhaps a little too
foreign with its long and (in London) quite useless but
superbly decorative and beautiful loggia; but what can
we say of the Imperial Institute and the Natural History
Museum close by, except that they are ambitious and sym-
metrical—the ideal of the Kindergarten box of bricks carried
out to its highest power?

It is as though London had been to a feast of architec-
ture and stolen the scraps. She has everything. She has
Queen Anne’s Mansions, that hideous barracks, and she has
Standen’s in Jermyn Street, which is a Florentine palazzo ;
she has St. John’s, Westminster, with its four unsightly
bell-towers, and St. Dunstan’s-in-the-East with its indes-
cribably graceful spire; she has Charing’s Eleanor Cross
and the Albert Memorial ; she has Westminster Hall and
the new Roman Catholic Cathedral ; she has Cannon Street
Station and the Heralds’ College; she has the terra cotta
Prudential Office in Holborn and within a few yards of it
the medieval facade of Staple Inn ; she has Euston Station
and the new Ecclesiastical Commissioners’ offices at West-
minster ; she has Park Lane and Bedford Row; she has
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the Astor Estate Office and Frascati’s; she has Chel-
sea. Hospital and Whitehall Court; she has the Gaiety
Theatre and Spence’s in St. Paul’s Churchyard with
its plain stone gables; she has the white severity of
the Athenzum Club and Waring’s premises in Oxford
Street, a gay enough building, but one that requires
the spectator to be a hundred yards away—which he
cannot be.

London has learnt nothing from Philadelphia or Paris of
the value of regularity, and if she can help it she never
will. I suppose that Regent Street and Park Crescent
were her last efforts on a large scale to get unity into
herself, and now she has allowed the Regent Street curve
to be broken by the Piccadilly Hotel. But since the glory
of London is her disorder, it does not matter. Nothing
will change that.

The narrowness and awkwardness of London streets are
a perpetual reminder of the Englishman’s incapacity or
unwillingness to look ahead. In no other city in the world
would it have been permitted to build two theatres and the
Coliseum in a street so narrow as St. Martin’s Lane, as
happened only the other day. Nowhere else is traffic al-
lowed to be so continuously and expensively congested at
the whim of private companies. In the city itself, in the
busy lanes off Cheapside for instance, where waggons are
sometimes kept eight hours before they can be extricated,
this narrowness means the daily loss of thousands of pounds,
London’s chance to become a civilised city was probably
lost for ever at Waterloo. Had Wellington been defeated,
carriages might now be running four abreast down Fleet
Street. Yet as neither Napoleon nor Baron Haussman
ever came our way, we must act accordingly; and the



LONDON HOMES 9

railway companies are still building on their branch lines
arches wide enough to carry only a single pair of rails.

But in spite of architectural whimsies, there are in no
city of the world so many houses in which one would like
to live as in London. In spite of our studious efforts to
arrange that every room shall have one or more draughts
in it: in spite of our hostility to hot water pipes and our
affection for dark and dreary basements; it is generally
agreed that the English house can come nearer to the idea
of home than that of any other people, and there can be
no doubt that the English home is to be found in its per-
fection in London. Even as I write the memory of friendly
houses, modern and Georgian and of even earlier date, in
various parts of England, rises before me: houses over
which the spirit of welcome broods, and within which are
abundant fires, and lavender-scented sheets, and radiant
almost laughing cleanliness, and that sense of quiet effi-
cient order that is perhaps not the least charming char-.
acteristic of an English country house. Yet it is without
treachery to these homes that one commends the comfort-
able London house as the most attractive habitation in the
world ; for a house, I take it, should be in the midst of
men, and in spite of so many blemishes which no one feels so
much as the mistress of a country house—and the greatest
of which is dirt—the London home is the homeliest of all,
Perhaps a touch of grime is not unmecessary. Perhaps
houses can be too clean for the truest human dailiness.

While walking about London I have noticed so many
houses in which I could live happily; and indeed to look
for these is not a bad device to make walking in London
tolerable—to take the place of the thousand and one dis-
tractions and allurements of the walk in the country. One
becomes a house-collector : marking down those houses
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which possibly by some unexpected turn of Fortune’s wheel
one might take, or which one wants to enter on friendly
terms, or which one ought once to have lived in when needs
were simpler.

Holland House is, of course, too splendid: one could
never live there; but there is, for example, at 16, South
Audley Street, a corner house where one would be quite
happy, with double windows very prettily placed and paned,
and a front door with glass panels quite as if it were in the
country and within its own grounds, through which may be
seen the hall and a few paintings and some old black oak.
I expect that Mr. Beit’s house in Park Lane is fairly com-
fortable, although that also is too large; and the low
white house standing back in Curzon Street is probably
too ambitious too; but there is a house at the corner of
Cheyne Walk and Beaufort Street, in whose top windows
over-fooking the grey and pearl river one could be very
serene. Other Cheyne Walk houses are very appealing
too: No. 15, with a sundial, and No. 6, square and grave,
and No. 2, with its little loggia, and Old Swan House, that
riparian palace. If however I was to overlook the Thames
I think I would choose one of the venerable residences on
the walls of the Tower, from which one could observe not
only the river but, at only one remove, the sea itself.

I have sometimes amused myself by jotting down the ad-
dresses of the houses I have liked, intending to find out who
lived in them ; but the London Directory seems to be hope-
lessly beyond the reach of anyone not in an office or a public-
house. But I do happen to know who it is that owns some
of the most desirable houses in my bag. I know, for example,
that Aubrey House, Kensington, belongs to Mr. W. C.
Alexander; I know that the little low house facing St.
James’s Park by Queen Anne’s Gate once belonged to
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the late Sir James Knowles; and there is Kingston House—
a beautiful white house on the south side of Hyde Park, in
Kensington Gore, an old house within its own gates, with
a garden behind it, which I have discovered to belong to a
certain Lord—everyone that I know seems to want that.

If ever I were found in these houses it would not be
for theft, but to see if their Chippendale was really worthy
of them, and how blue their china was, and if they had
any good pictures. Perhaps many a burglar has begun
purely as an amateur in furniture and decoration.

I rather think it is Charles Kingsley who says, in one
of the grown-up digressions in Water Babies, that the
beauty of the house opposite is of more consequence than
that of the house one lives in: because one rarely sees the
house one is in, but is always conscious of the other.
Kingsley (if it was Kingsley) was good at that kind of
hard practical remark; but I fancy that this one means
nothing, because the kind of person who would like to
live in an ugly house would not care whether the house
opposite was beautiful or not. I, who always want too
much, would choose above all things to live in a beautiful
house with no house opposite; yet since that is hardly
likely to be, I would choose to live in a beautiful house
with long white blinds that shut out the house opposite
(beautiful or ugly) and yet did not exclude what it
amuses us in London to call light.

Not that the house opposite would really bother me
very much. In fact, the usual charge that is brought
against it in this city—that it encourages organ-grinders—
is to my mind a virtue. London without organ-grinders
would not be London; and one likes a city to be true
to its character, good or bad. Also there is hardly any
tune except our National Anthem of which I can honestly
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say I am tired; and as often as one comes to the conclu-
sion that one can endure even that no longer, it justifies
itself and recovers its popularity by bringing some tiresome
evening to an end.

In naming desirable houses I am thinking chiefly of
the houses with individual charm: old houses, for the
most part, which have been made modern in their acces-
sories by their owners, but which retain externally their
ancient gravity or beauty—such as you see in Queen
Anne’s Gate, or the Master of the Temple’s house, or
Aubrey House on Campden Hill. T am thinking chiefly
of these old comely houses, and of the very few new
houses by architects of taste, such as Mr. Astor’s exquisite
offices on the Embankment—one of the most satisfying
of London’s recent edifices, with thought and care and
patience and beauty in every inch of it, whether in the
stone or the wood or the iron: possessing indeed not a
little of the thoroughness and single-mindedness that
Ruskin looked for in the ‘cathedrals of France.

But a few desirable houses of the middle or early-nine-
teenth century one has marked approvingly too—such as
Thackeray’s house in Kensington Palace Gardens, that
discreet and almost private avenue of vast mansions, each
large enough and imposing enough to stand in its own
park in the country: but here packed close together—
not quite in the Park Lane huddle, but very nearly so—
and therefore conveying only an impaired impression of
their true amplitude, (It is of course the houses of a city
that give one the most rapid impression of its prosperity
or poverty. To walk in the richer residential quarters
of London—in Mayfair and Belgravia, South Kensington
and Bayswater and Regent’s Park, is to receive an over-
whelming proof of the gigantic wealth of this people,
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Take Queen’s Gate alone: the houses in it mount to the
skies and every one represents an income of five figures.
The only one of them, however, that I covet is at the
corner of Imperial Institute Road—a modern Queen Anne
mansion of the best type.)

Thackeray’s old house in Young Street spreads its bow
windows even more alluringly than the new one; but there
is a little house next to that, hiding shyly behind ever-
greens, where I am sure I could be comfortable. This
house—it is only a cottage, really—has one of London’s
few wet, bird-haunted lawns. It is so retiring and whisper-
ing that the speculative builder has utterly overlooked it
all these years. Another retiring house that I should like
to have is that barred and deserted house in Upper Cheyne
Row, Chelsea, and I could be happy in Swan Walk, Chelsea,
too, and at No. 14 or 15 Great College Street, Westminster.

Of the exceedingly little houses which one could really
inhabit there are several on Campden Hill. There is one
in Aubrey Walk which once I could have been very happy
in: I am afraid it is too small now. It could be moved
bodily one night anywhere: a wheelbarrow would be enough
—a wheelbarrow and a pair of strong arms. It is so small
and compact that it might be transferred to the stage of
Peter Pan as a present for Wendy. I go that way con-
tinually just to look at it. And there is the White House
with a verandah at Kensington Gate which has been so
built in by new mansions as to be almost invisible; and,
best of all perhaps—certainly so in spring—there is the
secluded keeper’s lodge in Kensington Gardens overlooking
the Serpentine, and the more spacious Ranger’s home in
Hyde Park.

The most outrageously unreal new miniature house in
London is not on the outskirts at all but in the city itself
—in Fetter Lane in fact. I mean the lodge in the garden
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of the Record Office. 'This little architectural whimsy
might be the abode of an urban fairy or gnome, some
minute relation of Gog or Magog, or even a cousin of the
Griffin at Temple Bar. It is charming enough to have
such a tenant ; and whoever lives there believes nobly in
heat, for the chimney is immense. And the quaintest of
the old miniature London houses is that residence for the
sexton which is built against the wall of St. Bartholomew
the Great in Smithfield—a very Elizabethan doll’s house.

But this architectural digression has taken us far from
Piccadilly and the crossing at Hamilton Place where we
were standing when my pen ran away. After Hamilton
Place the clubs begin, one of the first being the largest of
those for women of which London now has so many, with
their smoking rooms all complete. One would like to
hear the Iron Duke on this development of modern life.
“Smoke and be ” would he say ?

To me a more interesting structure than any Piccadilly
club, whether it be for men or women, is the curious raised
platform on the Green Park side of the road at this point,
which was set there by a kindly observer some years ago,
who noticed that porters walking west with parcels were a
good deal distressed after the hill, and so provided them
with a resting place for their burdens while they recovered
breath. The time has gone by for its use, no one in these
parts now bearing anything on the shoulder, omnibuses
being so many and so cheap: but the platform remains as
a monument to pretty thoughtfulness.

When [ first came to London, Piccadilly still had its
goat. I remember meeting it on the pavement one day in
1892, opposite Hamilton Terrace, and wondering how it
got there and why the people, usually so curious about the
unusual, were taking so little notice of such a phenomenon,
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as it seemed to me. It must have been soon after that it
died and, with true London carelessness, was not replaced.
London never replaces anything.

Were it not for the traffic—omnibuses and cabs all day
and until long after midnight, and in the small hours
traction engines rumbling into Covent Garden with
waggon loads of cabbages and vegetables from the Thames
valley—Piccadilly opposite the Green Park would be the
perfect place for a house. But it is too noisy. None the
less residences there are, between the clubs, many of them
either having interesting associations of their own, or
standing upon historic sites: such as Gloucester House,
at the east corner of Hamilton Place, where the Elgin
marbles, which are now in the British Museum, first dwelt
after their ravishment from the Acropolis; and Nos. 138
and 189, next it, which stand upon the site of the abode
of the disreputable “ Old Q ” who posed to three genera-
tions as the model debauchee, and by dint of receiving
9,340 visits of two hours each from his doctor during the
last seven years of his life, and a bath of milk every morn-
ing, contrived to keep alive and in fairly good condition until
he was eighty-six. It was in the half of Old Q’s house
which afterwards was called No. 139, and was pulled down
in 1839 and rebuilt, that Byron was living in 1816 when
his wife left him for ever. Lord Palmerston for some years
occupied what is now the Naval and Military (or “In and
Out”) club ; and Miss Mellon the actress, who married Mr.
Coutts the banker, lived at No. 1 Stratton Street, which
was for so long the residence of the Baroness Turdett-
Coutts. For the rest, I give way to the communicalive
and perhaps imagiuative ’bus driver, who in his turn is
giving way to the chauffeur, who cannot tell any one any-
thing, partly because he is the man at the wheel, and partly
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because he is not within speaking distance of any of his
fares, and partly because he is an engineer and a modern,
and therefore not interested in the interesting. The iron
law of utilitarianism which called him into being is the
foe of so many of the little amenities of life.

And so, passing Devonshire House’s rampart, we come
to Berkeley Street, and the strolling part of the walk is
over. Any one who is run over at this corner—and that
is no difficult matter—will have the satisfaction of knowing
that he shares his fate with the author of The Pleasures
of Memory. Being only a little past eighty at the time,
Rogers survived the shock many years.

This reminds me that the infrequency with which Lon-
doners are run over is one of the most amazing things in
this city. To ride in a hansom or a motor car in any busy
street, is, after a short time, to be convinced that the vehicle
has some such power of attraction over human beings as
a magnet has over needles. Men rise up from nowhere
apparently with no other purpose but to court death, and
yet all seem to view the advancing danger with something
of the same air of astonishment as they would be entitled
to assume were they to meet a railway train in Kensington
Gardens, It seems to be a perpetual surprise to the
Londoner that horses and carriages are making any use of
his roadways.
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HE more I wander about London the less wanderable
in, for a stranger, does it seem to be. We who
live in it and necessarily must pass through one street in
order to get to another are not troubled by squalor and
monotony ; but what can the traveller make of it who
comes to London bent upon seeing interesting things ?
What can he make of the wealthy deserts of Bayswater ?
of the grimy Vauxhall Bridge Road? of the respectable
aridity of the Cromwell Road, which goes on for ever? of
the grey monotony of Gower Street? What can he make
of the hundreds of square miles of the East End? And
what, most of all, of the interminable districts of small
houses which his train will bi-sect on every line by which he
can re-enter London after one of his excursions to the
country ? Nothing. He will not try twice.
2 17
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And yet these poorer districts are London in the fullest
sense of the word, although for the most part when we say
London we mean the Strand and Piccadilly. But the
Strand and Piccadilly might go and it would not really
matter: few persons would suffer extremely ; whereas were
Poplar or Bermondsey, Kentish Town or Homerton, to fall
in ruins or be burnt, thousands and thousands of Lon-
doners would have lost all and be utterly destitute.

It perhaps comes to this, that there is no one London at
all. London is a country containing many towns, of which
a little central area of theatres and music halls, restaurants
and shops, historic buildings and hotels, is the capital ; and
it is this capital that strangers come to see. For the most
part it is this capital with which the present pages are
concerned. London for our purposes dwindles down to a
very small area where most of her visitors spend all their
time—the Embankment, Trafalgar Square, and Piccadilly,
Regent Street and the British Museum, the Strand and
Ludgate Hill, the Bank and the Tower. That is London
to the ordinary inquisitive traveller. Almost everything
that English provincials, Americans and other foreigners
come to London to see, is there.

It is not as if leaving the beaten paths were likely to lead
to the discovery of any profusion of curious or picturesque
corners. A few years ago this might have been so, but as I
have said, a tidal wave of utilitarianism has lately rolled
over the city and done irreparable mischief. London no
longer offers much harvest for the gleaner of odds and ends
of old architecture, quaint gateways, unexpected gables.
Such treasures as she still retains in the teeth of the re-
builder are well known: such as Staple Inn and the York
Water Gate, Melhuish’s shop in Fetter Lane, a house or
two in Chelsea (mostly doomed), the city churches, a corner
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or two near Smithfield, and so forth. She has nothing, for
example, comparable with the Faubourg St. Antoine in
Paris, where one may be rewarded every minute by some
beautiful relic of the past; and where suddenly last year I
came, in the Rue Montorgeuil, on a stable yard, all dark-
ness and sombre mystery, beneath a gable of gigantic beams,
all ready for Rembrandt to set the Holy Family in its
midst, or for Méryon to make terrible with a few strokes of
his sinister needle. I have had no such fortune here. Lon-
don, one would say, should be first among cities where
symbols of the past are held sacred ; but in reality it is the
last,

Hence I am only too conscious as we walk up Park Lane
(having returned to No. 1 London to begin again), that we
shall be wandering in streets that present little or no
attraction to the stranger from the shires or the pilgrim
from over seas. For beyond some mildly interesting archi-
tecture Mayfair streets can offer nothing to any one that is
not interested in their past inhabitants. Better to have
stuck to Piccadilly or Oxford Street, with their busy pave-
ments : much better, perhaps, and at the same time to have
accepted the fact that London is before all things a city of
living men and women.

That is what the traveller must come to see—London’s
men and women, her millions of men and women. If he
would eat, drink and be merry, he must go elsewhere ; if he
would move in beautiful and spacious thoroughfares, he
must go elsewhere ; if he would see crumbling architecture
or stately palaces, he must go elsewhere ; but if he has any
interest in the human hive, this is the place. He can study
it here day and night for a year, and there will still be vast
tracts unknown to him.

For a great city of great age and a history of extraordin-
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ary picturesqueness and importance, London is nearly desti-
tute of the external properties of romance. But although,
except here and there—and those in the more placid and
law-abiding quarters, such as the Inns of Court—the dark
gateway and the medieval gable are no more, I suppose
that no city has so appealed to the imagination of the
romantic novelist. The very contrast between the dull
prosaic exterior of a London street and the passions that
may be at work within is part of the allurement.

It was undoubtedly Dickens who first introduced Eng-
lishmen to London as a capital of mystery and fun, tragedy
and eccentricity : it was Dickens who discovered London’s
melodramatic wealth. But Dickens did not invent any-
thing. It was Stevenson in his New Arabian Nights who
may be said to have invented the romantic possibilities of
new streets. Dickens needed an odd corner before he set
an odd figure in it; the Wilderness, for instance, came
before Quilp, the Barbican before Sim Tappertit; but
Stevenson, by simply transferring the Baghdad formula to
JLondon, in an instant transformed, say, Campden Hill and
Hampstead, even Bedford Park and Sydenham Hill, into
regions of daring and delightful possibilities. ~After read-
ing the New Arabian Nights the tamest residence holds
potentialities ; and not a tobacconist but may be a prince
in disguise, not a hansom cabman but may bear a roving
commission to inveigle you to an adventure.

In ordinary life to-day, even in London among her
millions, adventures are, I must admit, singularly few, and
such as occur mostly follow rather familiar lines; but since
the New Arabian Nights there has always been hope, and
that is not a little in this world.

Even without Stevenson I should, I trust, have realised
something of the London hansom driver’s romantic quality.
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He is the true Wandering Knight of this city. He does
not in the old way exactly hang the reins over his horse’s
neck, but he is as vacant of personal impulse as if he did.
His promptings come all from without—not from the
horse, but from the fare. There he sits, careless, motion-
less (save for quick eyes), apathetic. He may sit thus for
an hour, for two, for three, unnoticed; he may be hailed
the next moment. A distant whistle, an umbrella raised
a hundred yards away, and he is transformed into life.
He may be wanted to drive only to a near station—or to
a distant suburb. One minute he has no purpose in his
brain: the next he is informed by one and one only—
to get to St. Pancras or Notting Hill, the theatre or the
Bank, the Houses of Parliament or Scotland Yard, in the
shortest space of time. And this romantic is the servant
of every one who has a shilling—Dbishop or coiner, actress
or M.P.

So, it may be said, is the cab-driver of Paris and Berlin,
of New York and Glasgow. But these have not the
hansom. It is the hansom that makes the romance: the
odd shape of it, the height of the driver above the crowd,
the deft celerity of it, together with that dashing adven-
turous air which so many hansom drivers possess and no
driver of a four-wheeler ever aspired to. Good hansom
drivers when they die go I know not where ; but bad ones
undoubtedly are condemned to the box seats of four-
wheelers.

Disraeli’s picturesque simile of the hansom—the gondola
of London—is now I fear obsolete ; for the true gondola
of London is the electric brougham, which steals past in
the night, so black and silent and secret, on its muffled
wheels. On a wet night, when the asphalt streams gold,
only a mandolin is needed to complete the illusion,
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In my experience cabmen are not only the true romanties
but are also the pleasantest of London’s public servants.
Now and then one meets a pessimist or a capitalist, but for
the most part they are genial and honest: considering the
uncomfortable and even dangerous conditions of their ex-
posed life, in London weather, nobly so. The only com-
plaint I have against them is that they have ceased to know
the way. Very rarely does a cabman now take the shortest
or best route, and once, I fancy, they always did. Against
their loyal little horses I have no complaint whatever, the
brave little creatures, so much of whose dull life is waiting,
waiting. The trot of the London cabhorse is said to be
the shortest sharpest trot in the world—an adaptation of
its natural movement to our slippery pavements. My
experience is that after the first five minutes all cabhorses
are equally good, although some certainly start badly.

The secret of successful dealing with cabmen was whispered
to me years ago by a wise man, and I have never had trouble
since. “In addition to the legal fare,” said he, “give
them twopence. Itis not enough to corrupt them or make
them harshly exorbitant with others; it is so small that
you will not feel it ; it shows the cabman that you wish him
well, while it may, if you like, flatter you into a good opinion
of yourself as a man who has generous impulses. If you
give a cabman sixpence above his fare he knows you to be
a fool and will probably demand a shilling; if you give
him his just fare and twopence extra he recognises a
gentleman.” :

The cabman has still another claim upon one’s gratitude
when all has been said for his romantic calling and his
signal usefulness in driving one hither and thither. After
half past twelve, the hour at which the law decrees that
no ordinary Londoner shall be fed in any licensed house
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except a club, the cabman can become a friend indeed.
Some of the best bacon and eggs and hot tea that ever I
tasted have been placed before me in a Cabmen’s Shelter
at three in the morning. One meal in particular I re-
member—in Pont Street, last summer. As we ate at the
little narrow table (sardines first, and then bacon and eggs)
I enlarged to the cabman on the merits of the taximeter
system in Paris, while the light grew stronger and stronger
without, and the sparrows chirped on the roof. But unless
one goes in with a cabman, as his friend, these shelters are
barred and there is only the coffee stall. There, however,
the hard boiled eggs are always good, whatever the company
or weather may be.!

But this talk of cabmen has taken us far from romance,
and I want to say one other word about romantic London
before we really enter Park Lane. Beneath one of her
mists or light fogs London can become the most mysterious
and beautiful city in the world. I know of nothing more
bewitchingly lovely than the Serpentine on a still misty
evening—when it is an unruffled lake of dim pearl-grey
liquid, such stuff as sleep is made of. St. James’s Park at
dusk on a winter’s afternoon, seen from the suspension
bridge, with all the lights of the Government offices re-
flected in its water, has less mystery but more romance. It
might be the lake before an enchanted castle. And while
speaking of evening effects I must not forget the steam
which escapes in fairy clouds from the huge chimney oft
Davies Street, just behind the Bond Street Tube Station.
On the evening of a clear day this vapour can be the most
exquisite violet and purple, transfiguring Oxford Street.

11 have let this discursion stand; but it is less and less timely every
minute. The taxi-driver reigns now.—E. V. L., 1g90g.
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To artists the fog is London’s best friend. Not the black
fog, but the other. For there are two distinct London
fogs—the fog that chokes and blinds, and the fog that
shrouds. The fog that enters into every corner of the
house and coats all the metal work with a dark slime, and
sets us coughing and rubbing our eyes—for that there is
nothing to say. It brings with it too much dirt, too much
unhealthiness, for any kind of welcome to be possible. ¢ Hell
is a city much like London” I quoted to myself in one of
the last of such fogs, as I groped by the railings of the
Park in the Bayswater Road. The traffic, which I could
not see, was rumbling past, and every now and then a man,
close by but invisible, would call out a word of warning, or
some one would ask in startled tones where he was. The
hellishness of it consisted in being of life and yet not in it
—a stranger in a muffled land. It is bad enough for
ordinary wayfarers in such a fog as that ; but one has only
to imagine what it is to be in charge of a horse and cart,
to see how much worse one’s lot might be.

But the other fog—the fog that wveils but does not
obliterate, the fog that softens but does not soil, the fog
whose beautifying properties Whistler may be said to have
discovered—that can be a delight and a joy. Seen through
this gentle mist London becomes a city of romance. All
that is ugly and hard in her architecture, all that is dingy
and repellent in her colour, disappears. “Poor buildings,”
wrote Whistler, who watched their transformation so often
from his Chelsea home, “lose themselves in the dim sky,
and the tall chimmeys become campanili, and the ware-
houses are palaces in the night, and the whole city hangs
in the heavens.”

I have said that it was Dickens who discovered the
London of eccentricity, London as the abode of the



NOILLOFTIOD FOVTIIVM FHL NI 1G¥VND Ad HFYALON AHI HALAV
FOINTA “dYOIDOVIN OIDYOID NVS







WHISTLER’S DISCOVERY 25

odd and the quaint, and Stevenson who discovered London
as a home of romance. It was Whistler who discovered

London as a city of fugitive, mysterious beauty. For
decades the Londcn fog had been a theme for vituperation
and sarcasm: it needed this sensitive American-Parisian
to show us that what to the commonplace man was a foe
and a matter for rage, to the artist was a friend. Every
one knows about it now,

Fogs have never been quite the same to me since I was
shown a huge chimney on the south side of the Thames,
and was told that it belonged to the furnaces that supply
London offices with electric light; and that whenever
the weather seems to suggest a fog, a man is sent to the
top of this chimney to look down the river and give notice
of the first signs of the enemy rolling up. 'Then, as his
news is communicated, the furnaces are re-stoked, and
extra pressure is obtained that the coming darkness may
be fought and the work of counting-houses not interrupted.
All sentinels, all men on the look-out, belong to romance ;
and from his great height this man peering over the river
shipping and the myriad roofs for a thickening of the
horizon has touched even a black London fog with romance
for me. I think of his straining eyes, his call of warning,
those roaring fires. . . .

Park Lane is the Mecca of the successful financier. A
house in Park Lane is a London audience’s symbol for
ostentatious wealth, just as supper with an actress is its
symbol for gilt-edged depravity ; yet it is just as possible
to live in Park Lane without being either a plutocrat or
a vulgarian, as it is to be dull and virtuous in the few
minutes after the play that are allowed for supper at a
restaurant before the light is switched off—to plunge his



26 A WANDERER IN LONDON

guests in darkness being the London restaurateur’s tactful
reminder that closing time has arrived.

Park Lane is interesting in that every house in it has
personal character; while a few are beautiful. Of the
late Mr. Beit’s I have already spoken. It might have been
built to stand among trees in its own deer park: a remark
that applies with even more propriety to Dorchester House
(now the home of the American Embassy, with a spread
eagle over the door), and to Londonderry House, and to
Grosvenor House, all of which quietly take their place
in this street almost as submissively as the component
parts of a suburban terrace. Such natural meetings
of architectural incompatibles is one of London’s most
curious characteristics. There are, I believe, in Park
Lane no two houses alike; but now and then one comes
upon one more unlike the others than one would have
thought possible—as for example that richly carved stone
facade at the end of Tilney Street, a gem in its way, but
very, very unexpected here.

Before it was Park Lane and wealthy this pleasant
thoroughfare—half-town and half-country, catching all
the sun that London can offer in summer and winter—was
known as Tyburn Lane, Tyburn Tree, where highwaymen
and other malefactors danced upon air, being at the north
end of it, at the south end of Edgware Road, as a triangle
let into the roadway now indicates, with particulars on a
tablet on the adjacent Capital and Counties Bank. The
last hanging at Tyburn was in 1783, after which the -
scene was moved to the front of Newgate (now also no
more). We have the grace to do such deeds in secret to-
day; but nothing in our social history is more astonish-
ing than the deliberateness with which such grace came
upon us.

Tyburn was the end of a few brave fellows, and many
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others. Perkin Warbeck, who claimed the throne, died
here, and Fenton, who killed Buckingham ; Jack Sheppard
very properly had a crowd numbering 200,000, but
Jonathan Wild, who picked the parson’s pocket on the
way to the gallows, had more; Mrs. Brownrigg’s hanging
was very popular. but among the masses through whom
Sixteen-stringed Jack wended his way, with a bouquet
from a lady friend in his hand, were probably more sym-
pathisers than censors. The notorious Dr. Dodd, in 1777,
also drew an immense concourse.

These curious Londoners (Hogarth has drawn them)
once at any rate had more (or less) than they were expect-
ing, when, in 1705, John Smith, a burglar, was reprieved
after he had been hanging for full fifteen minutes, and
being immediately cut down, came to himself “to the great
admiration of the spectators” (although baulked of their
legitimate entertainment), and was quickly removed by his
friends, enraptured or otherwise, to begin a second, if not
a new, life,

And here, having come to Oxford Street before I in-
tended, let us forget malefactors and the gallows in walk-
ing through the Wallace Collection at Hertford House,
which is close by, and gain at the same time some idea of
London’s wealth of great painting: deflecting just for a
moment to look at the very charming raised garden in the
Italian manner which has just been ingeniously built over
a subterranean electric light station in Duke Street. This
is quite one of the happiest of new architectural fancies in
London, with its two domed gateways, its stone terraces
and its cypresses. One might almost be on Isola Bella.

Opinions would necessarily differ as to what is the greatest
picture on the walls of Hertford House, but I suppose that
from the same half dozen or so most of the good critics
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would select that one. It is not in me to support my
choice with professional reasons, but I should be inclined
to name Rembrandt’s “Parable of the Unmerciful Servant ”.
Near it come the same painter’s portraits of Jan Pellicorne
and his wife, and Velasquez’ “ Portrait of a Spanish Lady,”
sometimes called “La Femme a |’ Eventail,” of which I for
one never tire, whether I think of it as a piece of marvel-
lous painting or as a sad and fascinating personality.

But there are also such masterpieces as Andrea del
Sarto’s “Virgin and Child with St. John the Baptist and
two Angels,” notable for the beauty of it and the maternal
sweetness and kindliness of it, and the quiet ease of the
brush. It is not perhaps quite so lovely as a rather similar
picture belonging to Lord Battersea, which was exhibited
in London some ten years ago, and which, after the same
painter’s portrait of the young sculptor in the National
Gallery, is the most exquisite of his paintings that I have
seen in England; but it is very beautiful. And in the
largest of the Wallace rooms may also be seen Frans Hals’
¢ Laughing Cavalier ” who does not really laugh at all but
smiles a faint mischievous smile that I dare swear worked
more havoc than any laughter could. Here also is Murillo’s
“Charity of St. Thomas of Villanueva” (No. 97), with its
suggestion of Andrea del Sarto in the beautiful painting
of the mother and children to the right of it; and two
charming Nicolas Maes’: wistful, delicate, smiling boys
with hawks on their wrists; and several other glorious
Velasquez’; and Vandyck’s superb “Philippe le Roy, Seigneur
de Ravels” (No. 94), with his Lady (No. 79); and one of
Rubens’ spreading landscapes ; and two of Luini’s exquisite
Madonnas; and some feathery Hobbemas; and Gains-
borough’s «“‘Perdita’ Robinson”; and a number of Rey-
nolds at his best, of which I would carry away either
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“Mrs. Hoare with her Infant Son,” or ¢“Mrs. Nesbitt with
a Dove”; and two of the best portraits by Cornelius de
Vos I have seen; and the sweet and subtle Mierevelt that
is reproduced opposite page 4. I name these only, but
there is not one picture in the large room that does not
repay individual study.

Before leaving it, I would say that, without going into
any kind of rapture, I have always been very fond of
Adrian Van der Velde's “ Departure of Jacob into Egypt”
(No. 80), partly for the interesting drama and reality of it
all, and partly for its noble cumulus cloud, since no picture
with a cumulus cloud painted at all like life ever fails to
catch and hold my eye ; and with this picture I associate in
memory the Berchem on the opposite wall, “ Coast Scene
with Figures ” (No. 25), for a kind of relationship which they
bear the one to the other.

In Room XVII, which unites the great gallery with the

‘éte Galante school, I would mention the magnificent
Claude—* Italian Landscape” (No. 114)—and the abso-
lutely lovely Cuyp on the opposite wall (No. 138) “ River
Scene with View of Dort,” only more beautiful than the
“River Scene” (No. 54) of the same master in the large
room, The Dort picture has an evening quietude ap-
proached only by William Van der.Velde the younger, in
his “Ships in a Calm,” in Room XIV, and by Berchem, in
his “ Landscape with Figures” (No. 183), all misty gold and
glamour, in the same room.

Among the pictures in Room XV that I make a point
of returning to again and again, one of the first is “ A
Fountain at Constantinople ” (No. 812) by Narcisse Virgile
Diaz de la Péna, commonly called Diaz, who lived at
Barbizon, and was the dear friend of Theodore Rousseau,
the painter of No. 283, and of Jean Francois Millet. who is
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not represented either here or at the National Gallery.
Exactly what the fascination of this Turkish scene is I
cannot define, but it affects me curiously and deeply, and
always in the same way. This room is given up to French
painters, Decamps being represented here better, I believe,
than in any collection, if not so numerously as in the
Thomy-Thierry gallery at the Louvre. Personally I could
wish for more of Corot and Rousseau and Diaz, and less of
Decamps, although his “Villa Doria Pamfili” (No. 267)
always draws me to it and keeps me there. Meissonier too
I could exchange for something more romantic. One Corot
there is, and one Rousseau, both very fine, both inhabited
by their own light; but there is no Millet. Having seen
the Féte Galante School in all its luxuriance in Rooms
XVIII, XIX and XX and on the staircase, one can per-
haps understand why the peasants of Barbizon’s greatest
and simplest son have been excluded.

As to the Féte Galante school, there is a word to be
said. If one has any feeling but one of intense satisfaction
in connection with the Wallace treasure house, it is a hint
of regret that the collectors were so catholic. I would
have had them display a narrower sympathy. I resent
this interest in the art of Boucher and Lancret, Pater and,
although not to the same extent, Watteau and Greuze.
After Rembrandt and Velasquez, Andrea del Sarto and
Reynolds, such artificialities almost hurt one. Each to
his taste, of course, and I am merely recording mine; but
as a general proposition it may be remarked that great art
should not be too closely companioned by great artfulness.
On the other hand there is much to be said for catholicity ;
and I would include one Fragonard in every gallery if only
for the sound of his exquisite name.

Rooms XIV and XIII belong to the Dutch, and are
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hung with small pictures by great craftsmen—Rembrandt,
with a curiously fascinating yellow landscape (No. 229);
Terburg, who is at his happiest in the “ Lady Reading a
Letter ” (No. 236), reproduced opposite page 36; William
Van der Velde ; Gerard Dou; Van der Heyden, with “The
Margin of a Canal” (No. 225), so clear and solemn; Paul
Potter, at his best in a small canvas; Caspar Netscher,
with a “Lace Maker” (No. 237), one of the simplest and
most attractive works of this artificer that I have seen, and
notable for the absence of that satin which he seems to
have lived to reproduce in paint; and Gabriel Metsu, re-
presented by several little masterpieces, all faithful to that
womanly figure whom he painted so often,and who, I imagine,
in return did so much for the painter’s material well-being :
for she is always busy in such pleasant domestic offices as
bringing enough wine, or preparing enough dinner, or
playing an air upon the harpsichord ; and is always smiling,
and always the same (as the clever wife notoriously has to
be), with her light hair smoothed back from her shining
brow, and her fair nose with the dip where one looks for
the bridge, and her red jacket and white cap. One seems
to know few women in real life better than this kindly
Dutch friend of Gabriel Metsu. Lastly I would name
Jan Steen, who in this collection is not at his greatest,
although, as always with him, he gives a sign of it some-
where in every picture., In the “Merry Making in a
Tavern ” (No. 158), for example, the mother and child in
the foreground are set down perfectly, as only his touch
could have contrived ; and in the « Harpsichord Lesson”
(No. 154), the girl’s hands on the keys are unmistakably
the hands of a learner.

In Room XII are the Guardis for which the Wallace
Collection is famous—soft and benign scenes in Venice,
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gondolas that are really moving, oars from which you can
hear the silver drops splashing into the water, beautiful
fairy architecture: Venice, in fact, floating on her Adriatic
like a swan. The best Guardis ever brought together are
here, hung side by side with the more severe and archi-
tectural Canaletto, to show how much more human and
southern and romantic Venice may be made by pupil than
by master. For the water colours you seek Rooms XXI
and XXII, notable above all for their examples of Richard
Parkes Bonington, that great and sensitive colourist, who,
like Keats, had done his work and was dead before ordinary
men have made up their minds as to what they will attempt.
In two or three of these tiny drawings Bonington is at his
best—particularly in No. 700, “ Fishing Boats”; No. 714,
“The Church of Sant’ Ambrogio, Milan,” and, above all,
No. 708, “Sunset in the Pays de Caux” which might be
placed beside Turner’s greatest effects of light and lose
nothing, although it is only seven and a half inches by ten.

On the ground floor ‘are a few more pictures, among
them two or three which one would like to see in the great
gallery, properly lighted, such as Bramantino’s charming
fresco of “The Youthful Gian Galeazzo Sforza reading
Cicero,” which should be reproduced for all boys’ schools ;
Pieter Pourbus’ very interesting ‘ Allegorical Love Feast”
—this painter’s work being rare in England ; and Bronzino’s
portrait of Eleanora de Toledo. In the room where these
pictures hang are the cases devoted to coloured wax reliefs,
a very amusing collection. In the great hall at the back
is the armour, and elsewhere are statuary, furniture and
a priceless company of miniatures, many of them very
naked, but all dainty and smiling. I am no judge of such
confectionery, but I recall one or two that seem to
stand out as peculiarly dexterous or charming : I remember
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in particular a portrait wrongfully described as “ The Two
Miss Gunnings,” by Adolphe-Hall, and Samuel Cooper’s
Charles II. I have said nothing of the Sévres porcelain
and enamelled snuff boxes, the bronzes and ecclesiastical
jewels. I may indeed almost be said to have said nothing
of the collection at all ; for it defies description. Amazing
however you consider it, when you realise that it was all
the work of two connoisseurs it becomes incredible. Cer-
tainly its acquisition is the best thing that has happened
to London in my time.



CHAPTER III
MAYFAIR AND THE GEORGIANS

The Stately Homes of London—Shepherd’s Market and the Past—Gay’s
Trivia—Memorial Tablets—May Fair—Keith’s Chapel—Marriage
on Easy Terms—Curzon Street—Shelley and the Lark—Literary
Associations—Berkeley Square—The Beaux—Dover Street—John
Murray’s—Grosvenor Square—South Audley Street and Chesterfield
House.

F the vast tracts of wealthy residential streets in
Bayswater and Belgravia and South Kensington
there is nothing to say, because they are not interesting.
They are too new to have a history (I find myself instinct-
ively refusing to loiter in any streets built since Georgian
days), and for the most part too regular to compel atten-
tion as architecture. But Mayfair is different : Mayfair’s
bricks and stones are eloquent.

Mayfair, whose oldest houses date from the early years
of the eighteenth century, is strictly speaking only a very
small district; but we have come to consider its boundaries
Piccadilly on the south, on the north Oxford Street, on the
east Bond Street, and on the west Park Lane. Since
most of the people who live there have one or more other
houses, in England or Scotland, Mayfair out of the season
is a very desolate land ; but that is all to the good from
the point of view of the wanderer. It is still one of the
most difficult districts to learn, and so many are its culs de sac
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—often a mews, for from almost every Mayfair house may be
heard a horse stamping—and so capricious its streets, that
one may lose one’s way in Mayfair very easily. I can still
do so, and still make a discovery every time; whether, as
on my last visit, the little very green oasis between South
Street and Mount Street with the children in an upper
voom of a school singing a grave hymn, or, on the visit
before, an old ramifying stable-yard in Shepherd Street, ab-
solutely untouched since the coaching days,

In Shepherd’s Market, just here, which is one of the
least modernised parts of London, it is still possible to feel
in the eighteenth century. It lies just to the south of
Curzon Street, in the democratic way in which in Lon-
don poor neighbourhoods jostle wealthy ones, and it is
a narrow street or two filled with bustling little shops
and busy shopkeepers. Many of the houses have hardly
been touched since they were built two hundred years ago,
nor have the manners of the place altered to any serious
degree.  Gentlemen’s gentlemen, such as one meets
about here, remain very much the same: the coachmen
and butlers and footmen who to-day emerge from the
ancient Sun inn, wiping their mouths, are not, save for
costume, very different from those that emerged wiping
their mouths from the same inn in the days of Walpole
and Charles James Fox. Edward Shepherd, the architect
who built Shepherd’s Market, lived in Wharncliff House, the
low white house in its own grounds with a little lodge, oppo-
site the Duke of Marlborough’s square white palace, and it
still looks to be one of the pleasantest houses in London.

A thought that is continually coming to mind as one
walks about older London and meditates on its past is how
modern that past is—how recently civilization as we under-
stand it came upon the town. Superficially much is
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changed, but materially nothing. Half an hour spent on
the old Spectator or Tatler, or with Walpole’s Letters or
Boswell’s Johnson, shows you that. The London of Gay’s
Trivia, that pleasant guide to the art of walking in the
streets of this city, is at heart our own London—with tri-
fling modifications. The Bully has gone, the Nicker (the
gentleman who broke windows with halfpence) has gone,
the fop is no longer offensive with scent, wigs have become
approximately a matter of secrecy, and the conditions of
life are less simple; but Londoners are the same, and
always will be, I suppose, and the precincts of St. James still
have their milkmaids. It is too late in the day to quote
from the poem (which some artist with a genial backward
look, like Mr. Hugh Thomson, ought to illustrate), but my
little edition has an index, and I might quote a little from
that, partly because it is interesting in itself, and partly
because it transforms the reader into his own poet. Here
are some entries :—

Alley, the pleasure of walking in one

Bookseller skilled in the weather

Barber, by whom to be shunned

Butchers, to be avoided

Cane, the convenience of one

Coat, how to chuse one for the winter

Countryman perplexed to find the way

Coachman, his whip dangerous

Crowd parted by a coach

Cellar, the misfortunes of falling into one

Dustman, to whom offensive

Fop, the ill consequence of passing too near one

Father, the happiness of a child who knows his own

Ladies dress neither by reason nor instinct

Milkman of the city unlike a rural one
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Overton the print seller

Oyster, the courage of him that first ate one

Prentices not to be relied on

Perriwigs, how stolen off the head

Playhouse, a caution when you lead a lady out of it

Shoes, what most proper for walkers

Stockings, how to prevent their being spattered

Schoolboys mischievous in frosty weather

Umbrella, its use

Wig, what to be worn in a mist

Way, of whom to be inquired

Wall, when to keep it
From these heads one ought—given a knack of rhyme—to
be able to make a 7T'rivia for oneself; and they show that
the London life of Gay’s day—7'rivia was published in
1712—was very much what it is now. There were no
Music Halls, no cricket matches, no railway stations; but I
doubt if they lacked much else that we have.

From No. 1 London the best way to Shepherd’s Market
is by Hamilton Place and Hertford Street, or it may be
gained from Piccadilly by the narrow White Horse Street.
Hertford Street is a street of grave houses where many
interesting men and women have lived, only one of whom,
however—Dr. Jenner, the vaccinator, at No. 14—has a
tablet. The erection of tablets in historic London—a duty
shared by the County Council and the Society of Arts—is
very capriciously managed, owing to a great extent to the
reluctance of owners or occupiers to have their walls thus
distinguished for gapers. Mayfair, so rich in residents of
eminence, has hardly any tablets. Upon Hertford Street’s
roll of fame is also Capability Brown, who invented the
shrubbery, or at any rate made it his ambition to make
shrubberies grow where none had grown before, and was
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employed on this task, and on the laying out of gardens,
by gentlemen all over England. Sheridan lived at No. 10
during four of his more prosperous years, in the house where
General Burgoyne (who was also a playwright) died.
Bulwer Lytton was at No. 86 in the eighteen-thirties.

Mayfair proper, which takes its name from the fair
which was held there every May until the middle of the
eighteenth century, on ground covered now by a part of
Curzon Street and Hertford Street, has changed its character
as completely as any London district. In those days it
was notorious. Not only was the fair something of a
scandal, but the Rev. Alexander Keith, in a little chapel
of his own, with a church porch, close to Curzon Chapel,
was in the habit of joining in matrimony more convenient
than holy as many as six thousand couples a year, on the
easiest terms then procurable south of Gretna Green.
Among those that took advantage of the simplicities and
incuriousness of Keith’s Chapel was James, fourth Duke of
Hamilton, in his curtain-ring marriage with the younger
of the beautiful Miss Gunnings. Curtain-ring and Keith
notwithstanding, this lady became the mother of two Dukes
of Hamilton, and, in her second marriage, of two Dukes of
Argyle. Keith meanwhile died in the Fleet prison. Not
only is his chapel no more, but Curzon Chapel, its author-
ised neighbour and scandalised rival, is no more ; for a year
or so ago the Duke of Marlborough, wishing a new town
house, used its site.

Curzon Street, of which this mansion is one of the most
striking buildings, might be called the most interesting
street in Mayfair. Although it has new houses and newly-
fronted houses, it retains much of its old character, and it
is still at each end a cul de sac for carriages, and that is
always a preservative condition. Now and then one comes
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to a house which must be as it was from the first—No. 85,
for example—which has the old windows with white frames
almost flush with the fagade (a certain aid to picturesqueness,
as Bedford Row eminently shows), and the old tiled roof.
Like so many houses in this neighbourhood, No. 21 retains
its extinguishers for the torches of the link boys. To give
a list of Curzon Street’s famous inhabitants would not be
easy; but it was at No. 19 that Lord Beaconsfield died,
and at No. 8 died the Miss Berrys, of whom Walpole has
so much that is delightful to say.

Curzon Street’s tributaries have also preserved much of
their early character: Half Moon Street, Clarges Street,
the north part of which has the quaintest little lodgings,
Bolton Street, and so forth. In Half Moon Street, named,
like many other London streets and omnibus destinations,
after a public house, lived for a while such very different
contemporaries as Hazlitt, Shelley and Madame d’Arblay.
I like the picture of Shelley there a hundred years ago:
“There was,” says Hogg in his life of his friend, “a little
projecting window in Half Moon Street in which Shelley
might be seen from the street all day long, book in hand,
with lively gestures and bright eyes; so that Mrs, N. said
he wanted only a pan of clear water and a fresh turf to
look like some young lady’s lark hanging outside for air
and song.” Mus. N. might walk through Half Moon Street
to-day till her legs ached, and see no poet. Our poets are
for the most part at the British Museum or the Board of
Trade, and are not at all like larks.

Clarges Street, which is next Half Moon Street on the
east, has its roll of fame too. Dr. Johnson’s blue-stockinged
friend Mrs. Elizabeth Carter died at a great age at No, 21,
and Nelson’s warm-hearted friend Lady Hamilton occupied
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No. 11, from 1804 to 1806. Edmund Kean lived at No.
12 for eight years, and Macaulay lodged at No. 3 on his
return from India. No. 82, in Mr. Kinnaird the banker’s
days, was one of Byron’s haunts. Bolton Street, near by,
which just two hundred years ago was the most westerly
street in London, was the home of Pope’s friend Martha
Blount, who inspired some of his most exquisite compli-
ments; and it was there that Madame d’Arblay moved in
1818 and was visited by Sir Walter Scott and Samuel Rogers,

At its east end Curzon Street narrows to a passage be-
tween the gardens of Devonshire House and Lansdowne
House, which takes the foot passenger into Berkeley Street.
Once, however, a horseman made the journey too: a high-
wayman, who after a successful coup in Piccadilly, evaded
his pursuers by dashing down the steps and along this
passage—a feat which led to. the vertical iron bars now
to be seen at either end.

Berkeley Square is smaller than Grosvenor Square but it
has more character. Many of the wealthy inhabitants of
Grosvenor Square are willing to take houses as they find
them ; but in Berkeley Square they make them peculiarly
their own. At No. 11 Horace Walpole lived for eighteen
years (with alternations at Strawberry Hill), and here he
died in 1797. At No. 45 Clive committed suicide. “Auld
Robin Gray ” was written at No. 21.

To the task of tracing the past of this fashionable
quarter there would of course be no end, and indeed one
could not have a much more interesting occupation ; but
this is not that kind of book, and I have perhaps said
enough to send readers independently to Wheatley and
Cunningham,! who have been so useful to me and to whom

1 London Past and Present. Its Histories, Associations and Traditions,

by H. B. Wheatley, based upon Peter Cunningham’s Handbook of Lon-
don. Three volumes. Murray.
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old London is more familiar than new. For any one bent
on this pleasant enterprise of re-peopling Mayfair, Berkeley
Square is a very good starting point. Charles Street,
Bruton Street, and Mount Street all lead from it, of which
Charles Street perhaps retains most of its ancient peace and
opulent gravity. One of its new houses, with three dormer
windows, has some of the best wrought-iron in London.
At No. 42 lived, in 1792, Beau Brummell ; while another
Charles Street dandy — but only half a one, since he
smirched his escutcheon by writing books and legislating
—was the first Lord Lytton. Here also Mr. Burke flirted
with Fanny Burney, before Mrs. Burke’s face too. Later,
Beau Brummell moved to 4 Chesterfield Street, where he
had for neighbour George Selwyn, who made the best
jokes of his day and dearly loved a hanging. In Bruton
Street—at No. 24—Iived in 1809 another George who was
also a wit, but of deeper quality, George Canning.
Through Bruton Street we gain Bond Street, London’s
Rue de la Paix, which only a golden key can unlock ; but
into Bond Street we will not now stray, but return to
Berkeley Square and climb Hay Hill,—where the Prince of
Wales, afterwards George IV, with a party, was once way-
laid by footpads ; but to little profit, for they could muster
only half a crown between them—and so come to Dover
Street, where once lived statesmen and now are modistes.
Among its old inhabitants were John Evelyn, who died
in the ninth house on the east side from Piccadilly, and
Harley, Farl of Oxford, in whose house, the second from
Piccadilly on the west side, Pope and Swift and Arbuthnot
used to meet in what Arbuthnot called Martin’s office—
Martin being Scriblerus, master of the art of sinking. In
another Dover Street house lived Sir Joshua Reynolds’
sister, whose guests often included Johnson and his satellite.
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Albemarle Street, which also is no longer residential and
has been given up to business, also has great traditions.
Lord Bute lived here, and here Zoffany painted the portrait
of John Wilkes; Charles James Fox lived here for a little
while, and Robert Adam and James Adam, who with their
brothers built the Adelphi, both died here. Louis XVIII
stayed at Grillion’s Hotel when in exile in 1814. But the
most famous house is John Murray’s, at No. 50, where the
Quarterly Review, so savage and tartarly, was founded,
and whence so much that is best in literature emerged,
whose walls are a portrait gallery of English men of letters.
Byron’s is of course the greatest name in this house, but
Borrow’s belongs to it also. Scott and Byron first met
beneath this roof.

It was at the Mount Coffee House in Mount Street,
which takes one from Berkeley Square to Grosvenor Square,
that Shelley’s first wife Harriet Westbrook, about whom
there has been too much chatter, lived, her father being
the landlord ; but Mount Street bears few if any traces of
that time, for the rebuilder has been very busy there.
And so leaving on the left Farm Street, where Mayfair’s
Roman Catholics worship, we turn into Grosvenor Square,
Grosvenor Square is two hundred years old and has had
many famous residents. It was in an ante-room of the
Earl of Chesterfield’s house here that Johnson cooled his
heels and warmed his temper. Mr. Thrale died in Gros-
venor Square, and so did John Wilkes, at No. 80. At No.
22 lived Sir William and Lady Hamilton, with ¢ Vathek ”
Beckford, and thither went Nelson after the battle of the
Nile. When gas came in as the new illuminant, Grosvenor
Square was sceptical and contemptuous, and it clung to oil
and candles for some years longer than its neighbours.

The two Grosvenor Streets, Upper and Lower, have rich
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associations too. Mrs. Oldfield died at No. 60 Upper
Grosvenor Street in 1730 ; at No. 13 Scott and Coleridge
had a memorable meeting in 1809. The two Brook
Streets, and indeed all the Grosvenor Square tributaries,
are also worth studying by the light of Wheatley and
Cunningham; while South Audley Street, although it
is now principally shops, is rich in sites that have historic
interest. At 77, for instance, lived Alderman Wood,
the champion of Caroline of Brunswick, who was his guest
there on her return from Italy in 1820. Many notable
persons were buried in Grosvenor Chapel, among them
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu and John Wilkes.

The house within its own walls and gates at the south«
east corner of South Audley Street is Chesterfield House,
built in the middle of the eighteenth century for the
famous fourth Earl of Chesterfield, who wrote the Letters,
and who by his want of generosity (but that was in Gros-
venor Square) stimulated Dr. Johnson to a better letter
than any of his own. And at this point we enter Curzon
Street again.



CHAPTER IV
ST. JAMES'S AND PICCADILLY EAST

The other Park Lane—High Politics—Samuel Rogers—St. James’s Place
—Male streets—Hoby the Bootmaker—Carlyle’s feet—St. James's
Street—St. James’s Palace—Bliicher in London—Pall Mall and Nell
Gwynn—The Clubs—St. James’s Square—Dr. Johnson’s Night
Walk—Jermyn Street—St. James’s Church—Piccadilly again— To
a Lost Girl with a Sweet Face ”—The Albany—Burlington House—
The Diploma Gallery—A Leonardo—Christy Minstrels and Maske-
Iyne and Cook—Georgian London once more—Bond Street and
Socrates—Shopping—Tobacconists—Chemists—The Demon Dis-
tributor—Bond Street’s Past—Regent Street—The Flower Girls.

ROM Mayfair it is a pleasant walk for one still in-
terested in the very core of aristocratic life to that

other Park Lane, Queen’s Walk, lined also with its palaces
looking westward over grass and trees—these, however,
being the grass and trees of Green Park. Some of London’s
most distinguished houses are here—among them Hamilton
House and Stafford House, where are pictures beyond
price. Arlington Street, where the upper Queen’s Walk
houses have their doors, has long been dedicated to high
politics. Every brick in it has some political association :
from Sir Robert Walpole to the late Lord Salisbury.
Horace Walpole lived long at No. 5, and was born opposite.
At No. 4 lived Charles James Fox ; and it was at lodgings
in Arlington Street in 1801 that Lady Nelson parted
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for ever from her husband, being “sick of hearing of ¢ Dear
Lady Hamilton’”.

St. James’s Place also has political associations, but is
more tinged with literature than Arlington Street.
Addison lived here, and here lived Pope’s fair Lepel. Fox,
who seems to have lodged or lived everywhere, was here in
1783. ¢ Perdita” Robinson was at No. 13 ; Mrs. Delany
died here; and Byron was lodging at No. 8 when English
Bards and Scotch Reviewers burst on the town. But the
king of St. James’s Place was Samuel Rogers, who lived
at No. 22 from 1808 until 1855, when he died aged ninety-
five, and in that time entertained every one who was
already distinguished and distinguished the others by
entertaining them.

St. James’s Place is the quietest part of aristocratic Lon-
don. I have been there even in mid afternoon in the
season and literally have seen no sign of life in any of its
odd ramifications. Every house is staid ; every house, one
feels, has had its history and perhaps is making history
now, wealth and birth and breeding and taste are as
evident here as they can be absent elsewhere. One doubts if
any Cockney child, even the most audacious, venturing up
the narrowest of narrow passages from the Green Park into
this Debrettian backwater, ever dared to do more than peep
at its blue-blooded gravity and precipitately withdraw. I
would go to St. James’s Place for a rest cure: it is the
last sanctuary in London which the motor-bus will de-
secrate.

Arlington Street and St. James’s Place have kept their
residential character ; but St. James’s Street and Pall Mall
have lost theirs. They are now the principal male streets
of London. Women are the exception there, and there are
no London streets so given up to women as these to men.
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'The buildings are clubs and a few men’s shops, most famous
of which in the past was Hoby’s, the bootmaker. Hoby
claimed to have won Vittoria, and indeed all Wellington’s
battles, by virtue of the boots he had made for him in St.
James’s Street and the prayers he had offered for him in
Islington, where he was a Methodist preacher. I suppose
there are still characters among London tradesmen; but
one does not hear much about them. Interest in char-
acter seems to have died out, the popular ambition to-day
being for every man to be as much like every other man
as he can. Hoby was splendid. When Ensign Horace
Churchill of the Guards burst into his shop in a fury,
vowing never to employ him again, the bootmaker quietly
called to one of his assistants, “John, put up the shutters.
It’s all over with us. Ensign Churchill has withdrawn his
custom.” Hoby kept all the Iron Duke’s orders for boots ;
I wonder where they are now. I know personally of only
one great man’s letter to his bootmaker, and that is on the
walls of a shop near Charing Cross, and in it Thomas
Carlyle says that there at last, after many years, have his
feet found comfort.

Before St. James’s Street was given up to clubs—White’s
with its famous bow window, Boodle’s, Brooks’s, the
Thatched House, to mention the old rather than the new
—it had its famous inhabitants, among them Edmund
Waller, Gillray the caricaturist, who committed suicide by
throwing himself from a window at No. 29, Campbell the
poet, and James Maclean the gentleman highwayman.

St. James’s Street has the great scenic merit of termina-
ting in the gateway of St. James’s Palace, a beautiful,
grave, Tudor structure of brick. The palace, now the
home of court officials, was the royal abode from the reign
of William III, in whose day Whitehall was burnt, to
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George IV. Queen Mary died there. Charles I was im-
prisoned there before his execution and walked to White-
hall on the fatal morning from this place—to bow his
comely head down as upon a bed. General Monk lived in
the palace for a while, and Verrio, the Italian mural painter,
who covered fair white ceilings with sprawling goddesses and
cupids, had his home here in the reign of James II. In
1814 Bliicher lodged in Ambassadors’ Yard, and, settled in
his window with his pipe, bowed to the admiring crowds—an
agreeable picture to think upon. Ambassadors’ Yard is
still one of the quietest spots in London, and indeed the
Palace is a very pleasant place in which to retire from the
streets, for those who prefer the repose of masonry to the
repose of nature, such as St. James’s Park offers. Levées
are still held at St. James’s ; but the old practice of hearing
the Laureates declaim their state poems has been abandoned
without any particular wrench. Every morning at eleven
the lover of military music may enjoy the Guards’ band.

And so we come to the Park, of whose beauty I have
already said something, and to the splendours of the new
Mall, which is to be London’s Champs Elysées, and to the
monotonous opulence of Carlton House Terrace, the new
home of ambassadors.

Pall Mall is not only more sombre in mien but has more
seriousness than St. James’s Street. The War Office is
here, and here are the Carlton and the Athensum. Marl-
borough House is here too. But it was not always thus,
for at the house which is now No. 79, but has been rebuilt
and rebuilt, once lived Mistress Elinor Gwynn, over whose
garden wall she leaned to exchange badinage with Charles
I1. The impostor Psalmanazar lodged in Pall Mall, and
so did Gibbon, greatest of ironists. Gainsborough painted
there, and Cosway, and there was the house of John Julius
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Angerstein, whose collection of old masters formed the
nucleus of our National Gallery.

Captain Thomas Morris’s pleasant song about the charms
of the sweet shady side of Pall Mall over all the allure-
ments of the country has never found any echo in me. I
find Pall Mall equally forbidding in wet weather or fine.
There is something chilling about these huge, sombre,
material monasteries called clubs, solemn temples of the
best masculine form, compounded of gentlemen and waiters,
dignity and servility. They oppress me. Pall Mall has
no sweet shade; its shade is gloomy.

Turning up between the Army and Navy and the Junior
Carlton clubs one comes to St. James’s Square, once an-
other abode of the rich and powerful, and now a square
of clubs and annexes of the War Office, with a few private
houses only. In 1695, when it was already built round, the
square was a venue for duellists, and in 1773 a mounted
highwayman could still carry on his profession there. At
Norfolk House, No. 81, George III was born. The iron
posts at No. 2 were cannon captured off Finisterre by
Admiral Boscawen. At No. 15 lived Thurlow At the
north corner of King Street was Lord Castlereagh’s, and
here his body was brought after his suicide in 1822. It was
round this square that Johnson and Savage, being out of
money, walked and walked for hours one night, “in high
spirits and brimful of patriotism,” inveighing against the
ministry and vowing to stand by their country. Later
Johnson used often to quote the stanza about the Duchess
of Leeds—

She shall have all that’s fine and fair,

And the best of silk and satin shall wear,
And live in a coach to take the air,

And have a house in St. James’s Square,—
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saying that it “comprised nearly all the advantages that
wealth can give.”

Other streets in this neighbourhood have their pasts:
Bury Street, where Swift had lodgings when he was in
London, and Steele, after his marriage, and Moore and
Crabbe ; Duke Street, where, at No. 67, Burke had rooms;
King Street, where Christie’s is situated, the house where
old masters and old silver change hands with such pathetic
persistence ; and Jermyn Street, home of bachelors whose
clubs are their father and their mother, where in its palmy
residential days lived great men and women, even Marl-
borough himself and Sir Isaac Newton. Gray lodged here
regularly, over Roberts the hosier’s or Frisby the oilman’s;
and in 1832, in a house where the Hammam Turkish Bath
now is, Sir Walter Scott lay very near his end.

To the end of all, in the case of many illustrious persons,
we come at St. James’s Church, between this street and
Piccadilly, one of Wren’s red brick buildings and a very
beautiful one too, with a font and other work by Grinling
Gibbons and a Jacobean organ. Here lie cheerful Master
Cotton, who helped with the Compleat Angler, and Van
der Velde the painter of sea-fights, and the ingenious but
reprehensible Tom d’Utrfey, and Dr. Arbuthnot, friend of
Pope and Swift and Gay and wit. - Mrs. Delany is also
here, and Dodsley the bookseller, and the dissolute Old
Q, and Gillray; and here was baptised the great Earl of
Chatham.

And so we come to Piccadilly again—the business part
of it—with its crowded pavements, its tea rooms and picture
galleries and restaurants. Piccadilly on a fine afternoon
in May must be the busiest rich man’s street in the world :
but it is seldom quiet at any hour of the day or night, or

at any time of the year. At night, indeed, it takes on a
4
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new character, of which there is unhappily only too much
to say, but nothing here, unless perhaps I print some
verses which framed themselves in my mind one summer
night, or early morning, last year, as I walked from Fleet
Street to Kensington, by way of the Strand and this famous
road.

TO A LOST GIRL WITH A SWEET FACE.
Piccadilly, 12.30 a.m., June 23, 1905.

Fre yet your girlish feet had won
Mere standing on Life’s hard highway,
You deemed you had the right to run
At riot speed, and none to stay.

The counsels of the wise and old,

To curb desire, vexed not your breast :
For they, they were by nature cold,

And you were you, and you knew best !

Your sole adviser was your blood.

Poor child, why should you know mistrust ?
Instructed now by London mud,

How unmistakable seems lust !

Too warm your heart, O vanquished,
Your hands too eager for delight:
A cool and calculating head
Were better armour for this fight.

Quick is the Town to profit in
Its weaklings’ generosity :

And kindness, lacking discipline,
Can be one’s hardest enemy.
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And so what should be joy is hell :
Wounded, debased, forlorn you go:
And all because you loved too well,
And man, that should be friend, is foe.

St. James’s Church is Piccadilly’s most beautiful old
building ; the Institute of Water Colour Painters its most
impressive new one ; Burlington House is its principal lion,
and the Albany its quietest tributary. Many famous men
made their home in this mundane cloister, where all is
well-ordered, still and discreet—like a valet in list slippers.
Monk Lewis had his cell at No. 1 A; Canning was at 5
A; Byron at 2 A, in rooms that afterwards passed to
Lytton; Macaulay was at 1 E for fifteen years—in the
eighteen-forties and fifties. Mr. Gladstone also was a
brother of the Albany for a while,

Of Burlington House, since it changes its exhibitions
twice a year, there is little to say in a book of this char-
acter. As a preliminary step for the full enjoyment of the
Bond Street tea shops there is nothing like the summer
Academy, where four thousand pictures wet from the easel
touch each other; but the winter exhibitions of Old
Masters are among the first intellectual pleasures that
London offers, and are a recurring reminder of the fine
taste and generosity of the English collector, and the
country’s wealth of great art.

Few people find their way to the permanent Diploma
Gallery at the top of Burlington House, where hang the
pictures with which in a way every Royal Academician
pays his footing, together with a few greater works. But
to climb the stairs is important, for the Diploma Gallery
contains what might be called without extravagance the
most beautiful drawing in London—a Holy Family by
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Leonardo da Vinci, reproduced on the opposite page.
The picture being in monochrome the reproduction does
it less injustice than usual, preserving much of its benign
sweetness, and the lovely maternity of it. A bas-relief of
Michael Angelo and a figure of Temperance by Giorgione
are other treasures of this gallery. Reynolds’ sitter’s chair
and easel and three or four fine portraits are also here;
Maclise’s vast charcoal cartoon of the meeting of Welling-
ton and Bliicher: sixty-six designs for Homer by Flaxman ;
Watts’ Death of Cain ; and a number of impressionistic oil
sketches by Constable, some of them the most vivid pre-
sentments of English weather that exist. The rest is
strictly diploma work and not too interesting. The
sculpture room, full of diploma casts, yellow with paint
or London grime, is, I think, the most depressing chamber
I ever hurried from; but a few of the pictures stand out
—Reynolds’ portrait of Sir William Chambers, and Rae-
burn’s “Boy and Rabbit,” and Sargent’s “ Venetian In-
terior,” for example. But it is Leonardo and Michael
Angelo and Constable that make the ascent necessary.

A few years ago it was to Piccadilly that every fortunate
child was taken, to hear the Christy Minstrels; but this
form of entertainment having been killed in England,
within doors at any rate, that famous troupe is no more. The
St. James’s Hall has been razed to the ground, and a vast
and imposing hotel has risen on its site; yet twenty years
ago the names of Moore and Burgess were as well known
and as inextricably associated with London’s fun as any
have ever been. But the red ochre of the Music Hall
comedian’s nose now reigns where once burnt cork had
sway: and Brother Bones asks no more conundrums of
Mr. Johnson—¢“Can you tole me ?”—and Mr. Johnson
no more sends the question ricochetting back for Brother
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Bones triumphantly to supply its answer. A thousand
humorous possibilities have been discovered and de-
veloped since then, from tramp cyclism to the farces of
the cinematoscope, and faces are blacked now only on the
sands.

Gone too is the Egyptian Hall, that other Piccadilly
Mecca of happy childhood, where incredible illusions held
the audience a-gape twice daily. Maskelyne still remains,
but there is no Cook any more, and the new Home of
Mystery is elsewhere; while every Music Hall has its
mysteries too. Change! Change! But the Burlington
Arcade remains, through which, half stifled by heat and
patchouli, one may if one likes regain the quietude of
Georgian London : for one comes that way to Cork Street
and Old Burlington Street and Boyle Street and Savile
Row, which have been left pretty much as they were. In
Old Burlington Street lived General Wolfe as a youth;
and here lived and died the poet Akenside. Pope’s friend
Arbuthnot lived in Cork Street. Savile Row being the
headquarters of tailoring is now almost exclusively a mascu-
line street, save for the little messenger girls who run
between the cutters and the sewing rooms; but once it
was a street of family mansions, many of which are not
much altered except in occupants since they were built in
the seventeen-thirties. Poor Sheridan, who once lived at
No. 14, died at No. 17 in great distress—just before assist-
ance came to him from the Regent, who had been post-
poning it for weeks and weeks, a failure of duty which led
to Moore’s most scathing poem. George Tierney, who
fought a duel with Pitt, lived at No. 11, which previously
was tenanted by Cowper’s friend Joseph Hill, to whom he
wrote rhyming epistles.  Grote’s house is marked by a
tablet.
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One of Piccadilly’s claims to notice I must not overlook
—its shops. Though not so wholly given up to shops as
Regent Street or Bond Street, where everything can be
bought, Piccadilly contains certain shops of world-wide
fame, whose windows I for one never tire of studying. One
of these is that condiment house on the south side where,
according to Sydney Smith, the gourmets of England will
make their last stand when their country is under invasion.
It is still as wonderful as in the days of the witty Canon :
the ends of the earth still combine to fill it with exotic
delicacies. Close by is I suppose the best known taxider-
mist and naturalist in the world, where you may see
rhinoceroses’ heads and hartebeests” horns, tiger skin rugs
and coiled boa-constrictors, all ready for the English halls
of great hunters. These shops are unique, and so also is
that on the north side whose window is filled with varnished
chickens and enamelled tongues, all ready for Goodwood or
Henley or Lord’s, where it is the rule that food shall be
decorative and expensive.

Bond Street, which Socrates would find more than filled
with articles that he could do without, is more complete
as a shopping centre. You may buy there anything from
a muff-warmer to a tiara, from caravan-borne tea to an
Albert Cuyp; for old and new picture dealers have made it
their own, and I shall never forget that it was at Lawrie’s
in 1893 that I first saw Corot at his best—in four great
pictures from a Scotch collection. Next to the picture
dealers I like Bond Street’s jewellers, although far behind
the Rue de la Paix’s both in taste and experimental daring.
In the matter of jewels London is still faithful to its old
specialising habit—the best jewellers being still in Bond
Street and close by, and its diamond merchants still con-
gregating almost exclusively in Hatton Garden; but a
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decentralising tendency is steadily coming upon the town.
Not so very long ago, for example, Wardour Street stood
for old furniture, and Holywell Street for old books. But
to-day Holywell Street does not exist, and old furniture
shops have sprung up all over London, particularly perhaps
in the Brompton Road and Church Street, Kensington,
Longacre, once wholly in the hands of carriage-makers, is
now a centre also for motor cars, which may, however, be
bought elsewhere too. The publishers, once faithful to
Paternoster Row, have (following John Murray) now spread
to the west. Departmental London, so far as retail trade
is concerned, is practically no more,

The saddest change in the shops of London is in the
chemists : the greatest, in the tobacconists. There must
now be a tobacconist to every ten men of the population,
or something near it, and many of these already save the
purchaser such a huge percentage that a time must be
coming when they will pay us to buy tobacco at all. The
new tobacconists are in every way unworthy of the old :
they know no repose, as a tobacconist should ; they serve
you with incredible despatch and turn to the next customer.
To loiter in one of their shops is beyond consideration and
no Prince Florizel could be a tobacconist to-day, unless he
was prepared for bankruptcy. Of course there are still a few
old-fashioned firms on secure foundations where a certain
leisure may be observed ; but it is superficial leisure, I
feel convinced that below stairs there is a seething activity.
And even in these shops one cannot really waste time,
although to enable one to do that with grace and a sense
of virtue is of course the principal duty of the leaf. It
will prove our decadence, our want of right feeling, of
reverence, when I say that in all London I know to-day
of only one tobacconist with enough piety to retain the
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wooden Highlander who once was as necessary and import-
ant to the dealer in Returns and Rappee as is the figure
of Buddha to a joss house.

Sadder still is the decay of the chemist. There are
here and there the real old chemist’s windows, with a
row of coloured jars such as poor Rosamund lost an
excursion for; but how rare these are! Our new busi-
ness habits, imported chiefly from America, have in no
respect done so much injury—aesthetically—as in sub-
stituting the new store-druggist’s crowded window for
the old chromatic display. In the modern stress of com-
petition there is no room to spare for pure decoration;
and so the purple jars have gone. And within all is
changed too. An element of bustle has come into the
chemist’s life. Of old he was quiet and sympathetic and
whispering : now his attitude is one best described by the
words “Next please.” I wonder that the sealing wax re-
mains. Surely there is some American device to improve
upon sealing wax? A few of the good old shops may still
be seen, if one is quick. There is one in Norton Folgate
with a row of coloured jars; and, best of all, there is that
wonderful herbalist’s in Aldgate, opposite Butchers’ Row,
which has been there since 1720 and where you may still
buy Dr. Lettsom’s pills and the famous Nine Oils.

Another commercial sign of the times in London is the
increase of news-agents (in addition to the kerb-stone
salesmen), and with them the rise of the demon distributor.
No recent London street type is more noticeable than he:
a large-boned centaur, half-hooligan, half-bicycle, who,
bent double beneath his knapsack of news, dashes on his
wheel between the legs of horses, under wagons and
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through policemen, in the feverish enterprise of spreading
the tidings of winner and starting price. A few years ago
London knew him not; to-day we should not know
London without him.,

But I am forgetting that we are in Bond Street, where
these rough-riding Mercuries do not penetrate. The past
of this thoroughfare has been almost wholly buried be-
neath modern commerce, but it is interesting to recollect
that it was at Long’s Hotel in Old Bond Street in 1815
that Scott saw Byron for the last time; and at No. 41,
which was then a silk-bag shop, on March 18, 1768, that
the creator of Uncle Toby and Corporal Trim died. It
was at No. 141 New Bond Street that in 1797 Lord Nelson
lay for three months after the battle of Cape St. Vincent,
where his arm was shot.

From Bond Street one is quickly in Regent Street, once
more among the shops and in the present day; but
Regent Street is not interesting except as part of a great
but futile scheme to plan out a stately and symmetrical
London in honour of a blackguard prince. Of this, Port-
land Place, Park Crescent and Regent’s Park are the
other portions. The project was noble, as the width of
Portland Place testifies, but it was not in character with
London, and it failed. No second attempt to provide
London with a Parisian thoroughfare—with anything
approaching French width and luxury—occurred until a
year or two ago, when the Mall was taken in hand and
the space in front of Buckingham Palace was made sym-
metrical.

Regent Street in its turn leads to Oxford Street, where
the great drapery shops—I should say, emporiums—are:
paradises ‘of mannequins and super-mannequins. More
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attractive to me is the little, almost Venetian, knot of
flower-sellers who have made the island in Oxford Circus
their own, in summer adding to its southern air by large
red umbrellas. Of such women one should buy one’s
flowers.



CHAPTER V
LEICESTER SQUARE AND THE HALLS

Hogarth and Sir Joshua—The Music Hall—The Lion-Pluralists—The
Strength of the Audience—The Comedians’ Appeal—London Street
Humour—Dan Leno— Cinquevalli the Superb— Perfection—The
Coliseum—Performances at Noon—The Circus and the Hippodrome
~—The 01d Simplicities—Performing Animals—Marceline,

EICESTER Square, once Leicester Fields, took its
name from Leicester House, which stood where
Daly’s Theatre and its companion buildings now stand,
and was originally the home of Robert Sidney, Earl of
Leicester, the father of Algernon Sidney and Waller’s
Sacharissa. The houses, or modern representatives of the
houses, of its two most famous inhabitants, Hogarth and
Sir Joshua Reynolds, may still be seen, each marked by a
tablet : Hogarth’s on the east side, and Sir Joshua’s on the
west. No artists live there now : rather is it a centre for
artistes.

Although neither the Alhambra nor the Empire is a
music hall in the full sense of the term as we now use it,
but rather a variety theatre, we may pause here, near
Shakespeare’s statue, to ponder a little upon London’s
special form of entertainment—the Music Hall. For many
as are her theatres—and during the past few years they
have doubled in number—her Music Halls are more

numerous still, and are more steadily filled, a large number
69
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of them twice on a night. The theatre she shares with all
nations; but the Music Hall proper is still curiously her
own and was, I believe, her invention.

Of London’s many Halls only two or three have pro-
gramme’s peculiar to themselves: the others are supplied
by roving performers who appear sometimes at as many as
four in one evening, rushing from one to another in their
broughams or motor cars, and perhaps changing their
costumes on the journey. The system is an absurd one,
for it not only tends to eliminate personal character, but
introduces into the evening’s progress a mathematical pre-
cision that is contrary to the Bohemian free-and-easiness
that ought to prevail. Encores become impossible, because
the unforeseen delay of five minutes thus produced in one
Hall would upset the time tables of the two or three others
whither the comedian is bound like an arrow immediately
he has acknowledged the applause.

London, however, bows to the pluralising system. Her
audiences, being infinitely stronger than managers, could
stop it instantly if they wished ; but the ordinary London
audience neither uses its strength nor is aware that it has
any. Instead, it grumbles a little, and composes itself for
the next “turn.”

The conservatism of the Hall is an interesting study.
Although this class of entertainment has so grown in-
popularity that it may now be said to draw all classes, the
articulate performers still address one class and one only—
the class to whom the old vulgar jokes alone appeal; the
class for whom every low comedian in pantomimes all over
the country toils every Christmas, and for whom the comic
scenes in melodrama are invariably written. The theatres
have room for illustration of every variety of life, and in
their pits and galleries at even the most intellectual plays
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many representatives of the typical Music Hall audience
may be found; yet in the Halls themselves no effort is
made to depart from such tried and trusted topics as
drunkenness and infidelity, the disillusionments of marriage
and the dark constitution of sausages, the embarrassment
of twins and fleas and mothers-in-law,—the imaginary
scene of trouble being always some such small mean
street as Bermondsey or Kentish Town abounds in.

It is rather odd, this persistence, this unfaltering appeal
to one type of bosom. It means I suppose that a visit to
the Music Hall is looked upon by all as sheer recreation,
and any kind of thought in even so limited a degree as
would be set up by the faintest suspicion of novelty in the
subject matter of even a tuneful song would be resented.
The eye and the ear alone are involved : the mind never.

The contrast between the finish and efficiency of the
jugglers and acrobats and trick cyclists who perform in
these Halls and the slovenly coarseness and stupidity of
many of the favourite singers and sketch-actors is very
noticeable. Our standard of excellence among acrobats is
very high: no mistakes are allowed ; but so long as a man,
no matter how vile his accent, has a voice in which to
bellow his triumphs of dissipation and vulgarity, or a face
so made up as to indicate that what he says should be
received with laughter, he may offend every refined sense
and yet earn a salary equal to a Cabinet Minister’s.

The essential street and tap-room humour of London
may be studied to perfection in a Music Hall. London
humour is essentially cruel: it rejoices never, and is merry
only when some one has met with a reverse, from Death
itself to the theft of a glass of bitter. It is joyless. It
never laughs at nothing, out of a clear sky. It misses no
discomfiture, no calamity, no shyness. It is always suspi-
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cious and incredulous, always instant to reprove and accuse.
Most of our street phrases indeed are invented to express
either contempt or disbelief. If anyone would study the
more alert and destructive street humour reproduced with
something very like genius, George Robey is just now the
man, and Marie Lloyd the woman. For a humaner variety,
cynical to the last degree but gentle too, spoken with the
Londoner’s street accent at its most persuasive, Joe Elvin is
the man, while for a certain happy irresponsibility of the
city you must go to Little Tich, and for its sardonic sceptic.
ism to Gus Elen. Iam of course treating of London’s street
humour only as a superficial artistic aid to life, an amelio-
rative element in this gray and grimy city. It is no more:
it does not reflect inner character. London’s heart can be
only too soft, anything but cruel.

But such Londoners as George Robey and Marie Lloyd,
Little Tich, Joe Elvin and Gus Elen stand alone. And
Harry Lauder, the new darling of the gods, and of the rest
of the audience too, stands alone, head and shoulders (I
think) above all the others. The ordinary low comedian of
the Halls too often has only the machinery of humour and
none of its spirit. It is when one thinks of so many of
them that the greatness and goodness of poor Dan Leno,
for so long the best thing that the Halls could give us,
becomes more than ever to be desired and regretted. In
Dan Leno England lost a man of genius whose untimely
and melancholy end was yet another reminder that great
wits are sure to madness near allied. Not that he was
precisely a great wit: rather a great droll; but great within
his limits he certainly was, and probably no one has ever
caused more laughter or cleaner laughter.

That was, perhaps, Dan Leno’s greatest triumph, that
the grimy sordid material of the Music Hall low comedian,
which, with so many singers, remains grimy and sordid, and
perhaps even becomes more grimy and more sordid, in his
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refining hands became radiant, joyous, a legitimate source
of mirth. In its nakedness it was still drunkenness, quar-
relsomeness, petty poverty; still hunger, even crime; but
such was the native cleanness of this little, eager, sym-
pathetic observer and reader of life, such was his gift of
showing the comic, the unexpected, side, that it emerged
the most delicious, the gayest joke. He might be said to
have been a crucible that transmuted mud to gold.

It was the strangest contrast—the quaint, old-fashioned,
half-pathetic figure, dressed in his outlandish garbs, waving
his battered umbrella, smashing his impossible hat, reveal-
ing the most squalid secrets of the slums; and the resultant
effect of light and happiness, laughter irresistible, and yet
never for a moment cruel, never a¢ anything, but always
with it. The man was immaculate.

In this childlike simplicity of emotion which he mani-
fested we can probably see the secret of his complete failure
in New York. In that sophisticated city his genial elemen-
tal raptures seemed trivial. The Americans looked for
cynicism, or at least a complete destructive philosophy—
such as their own funny men have at their finger-tips—and
he gave them humour not too far removed from tears. He
gave them fun, that rarest of qualities, rarer far than wit
or humour; and, in their own idiom, they had “no use”
for it.

In the deserts of pantomime he was comparatively lost:
his true place was the stage of a small Music Hall, where he
could get on terms with his audience in a moment. Part
of his amazing success was his gift of taking you into his
confidence. 'The soul of sympathy himself, he made you
sympathetic too. He addressed a Hall as though it were
one intimate friend. He told you his farcical troubles as
earnestly as an unquiet soul tells its spiritual ones. You
had to share them. His perplexities became yours—he
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gathered you in with his intimate and impressive “Mark
you”; and you resigned yourself to be played upon as he
would. The radiant security of his look told you that he
trusted you, that you could not fail him. You shared his
ecstasies too; and they were ecstasies!

No matter what Dan did to his face, its-air of wistfulness
always conquered the pigments. It was the face of a
grown-up child rather than a man, with many traces upon
it of early struggles. For he began in the poorest way,
accompanying his parents as a stroller from town to town,
and knowing every vicissitude. ~This face, with its expres-
sion of profound earnestness, pointed his jokes irresistibly.
I recollect one song in the patter to which (and latterly his
songs were mostly patter) he mentioned a firework explo-
sion at home that carried both his parents through the
roof. “I shall always remember it,” he said, gravely, while
his face lit with triumph and satisfaction, “because it was
the only time that father and mother ever went out together.”
That is quite a good specimen of his manner, with its hint
of pathos underlying the gigantic and adorable absurdity.

Irish (of course) by extraction, his real name was George
Galvin: he took Leno from his stepfather, and Dan from an
inspired misprint. His first triumphs were as a clog-dancer,
and he danced superbly to the end, long after his mind was
partially gone. But he will be remembered as the sweetest-
souled comedian that ever swayed an audience with gro-
tesque nonsense based on natural facts.

But not even Dan Leno was to all tastes, except in the
pit and gallery. It is one of the unavoidable blemishes
upon the variety that governs a Music Hall entertainment,
that there must be a certain section of the audience who
have to endure much in order to see a little that they like.
Yet there is always something that is worth seeing, always
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in every Hall, however remote from the centre, one per-
formance of strength or dexterity in which all the supple
beauty of the human figure and its triumphs of patience
and practice shine out. I would sit through an hour of ,
rubbish (since one may talk and smoke, as one may
not in any theatre) for five minutes of such a genius as
Paul Cinquevalli; and him the Londoner may see any
night when he is in town for sixpence or a shilling and
have the honour of applauding the very Shakespeare of
equilibrists.

It is impossible to believe that greater skill and precision
than Cinquevalli’s will ever be attained. For my part I
cannot think that we shall ever see accomplishment so
great; but even if we do, I feel certain that it will lack
the alliance of such charm and distinction. It is not
merely that the incomparable Paul can instantly subjugate
and endow with life every article of furniture that he
touches: that in a moment billiard-balls run over his back
like mice, billiard-cues assume the blind obedience of sheep ;
it is not only this, but take away his juggling genius and
there would still remain a man of compelling, arresting
charm, a man visibly and fascinatingly pre-eminent. ¢ Here
is a power,” one says, immediately his lithe figure enters.
“Here is a power.” As it happens, he goes on to prove
it by neutralising the life-work of Sir Isaac Newton with
exquisite grace and lightheartedness; but were he to do
nothing at all—were he merely to stand there—one would
be conscious of a notable personality none the less.

No one can enjoy watching a good conjuror more than
I do—1I mean a conjuror who produces things from nothing,
not a practitioner with machinery—but a good juggler is
even more interesting. The conjuror’s hands alone are

beautiful, whereas every line and movement of the juggler’s
5
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body has grace. This at least is so with Cinquevalli. As
I watched him last Blake’s lines kept recurring to me :—

¢ What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry ?’
Not that Paul is a tiger, or that the words are wholly
appropriate ; but the law of association is the only one

_which I never break, and I like to put some of its freakish

manifestations on record, especially as fundamentally it
always has reason.

I suppose there has never been such mastery over matter
as Paul Cinquevalli’s. Like the great man and humorous
artist that he is, he has deliberately set himself the most
difficult tasks, one would have said the insuperable tasks,
What, for example, is less tractable than a billiard-ball
—a hard, round, polished, elusive thing, full of independ-
ence and original sin, that scarcely affords foothold for
a fly, and often refuses to obey even John Roberts on a
level table? But Cinquevalli will not only balance a
billiard-ball on a cue, but will balance another ball on

" that, and will even run two together, one resting on the
other, backwards and forwards between two parallel cues.
This feat I am convinced is as much of a miracle as many
of the things in which none of us believe. It is perfectly
ridiculous, after seeing it performed by Cinquevalli, to
come away with petty little doubts as to the unseen world.
Everything has become possible.

With Paul one may use the word “perfection” quite
comfortably, without fear of molestation. And I know I
am right by an infallible test. Anything perfect moves
me in the way that anything pathetic ought to do; and to
watch Cinquevalli performing some of his feats is to be
wrought upon to a curious and, perhaps, quite comic de-
gree. “You beauty! You beauty!” I have caught myself
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saying again and again as he conquered one difficulty after
another with his charming ease. In talking about Cinque-
valli to an artist—and a very level-headed artist, too—after
the performance, he said, before I had mentioned this pecu-
liarity of mine, “Imust go and see him again. But the odd
thing about Cinquevalli is that he always makes me cry.”
Then I confessed too; for after that I could have no shame
in my emotion. Nor, indeed, had I before; for, to quote
Blake again—
¢ A tear is an intellectual thing.

The Music Hall favourite’s period of triumph is so short
that I hesitate to mention other names in a book of this
character ; but I should like to set on paper some tribute
to the merits of a Scotch low comedian named Harry
Lauder, whose peculiar gift it is to render glee as I cannot
conceive of it ever having been rendered before—so in-
fectiously, ecstatically. Lauder has this advantage over all
other comic singers now performing—that he is an actor
too and a very conscientious one. He lives the song. His
humour also is very racy and rich.

Whether London has reached high water mark in
frivolity, or whether new theatres and music halls are to
be added to those already in full bloom, remains to be seen.
The fashion for leaving home in the evening, both to eaf
and to be amused, to the extent now prevailing, is so new
that one cannot judge. It has, indeed, almost all come
about in the past ten years.

Ten years ago had any one said that London was about
to possess a circus which should hold two thousand people
and fill steadily twice a day, he would have been laughed
at; yetsoitis. The Cranbourne Street Hippodrome, hard
by Leicester Square, does this; while near it is the Coli-
seum, which holds three thousand people and once gave three
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performances a day. It began indeed by giving four, the
first being from noon until two o’clock, but the discovery
was made that not even the frivolous Londoner has got
quite so far as that yet. Perhaps had lunch been thrown
in it might have succeeded.

I went to one of these curious midday revels. The after-
noon light which can meet one blindingly as one leaves
the ordinary matinée in summer, is reproach enough; but
it is nothing compared with the light of two o’clock which
smote our eyeballs as we came away from that desolate
auditorium. Desolate indeed, for nothing would take the
London playgoer to the twelve o’clock performance. In
vain Bible stories were presented in dumb show and galvanic
action (to avoid our argus-eyed Censor) to the accompani-
ment of an.explanatory choir; in vain the humours and
excitements of Derby Day were unfolded ; in vain the three
stages revolved like Dervishes;—no one would go But
by half past two London is now ready to go anywhere.

At first I was troubled about the Hippodrome. I re-
sented its complacent disregard of equestrianism and its
tendency to the Music Hall turn. ' I even went so far as
to indite a lament. I mourned for instance over the
smiling young women who thronged the Hippodrome door-
ways masquerading as grooms. At the doorways should
be negroes; and “ What makes you look so pale?” a clown
should ask, ere the evening was over, of the blackest of
them. And tan—what is a circus without tan? That
mingled scent of horse and tan that used to meet one at
the pay-box is inseparably a part of the circus fascination.
But there has never been any tan at the Hippodrome,
nor is it suggested for a moment that it is any more the
domain of horses than of lions. A horse now and then,
it is true, eludes the vigilance of the manager and finds
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its way into the ring; but I have heard more than once
members of the audience exchanging satisfaction upon the
security from horsemanship that the Hippodrome affords,
and I am certain they were expressing the feeling of the
house. For any emphasis that is laid upon horses we
might as well be in Venice. And yet, in spite of this
slight upon the noblest of animals, the management have
so little conscience and sense of right dealing that they
go to the horse for their name, and call the place a Hippo-
drome—the word circus, it seems, having gone out of
fashion. Only in the provinces, those strongholds of
good sense and wise conservatisms, and in Limbo, does
the word circus now cause a thrill. In London we are
too clever.

« Horses bore one,” say the London sightseers; which
means of course that the circus is not for them at all.
The circus is for a class of pure mind that is not bored,
that takes with rapture everything that is offered. The
circus is for the childlike, the undiscriminating, the ac-
ceptive: for the same pure minds that enjoy apple
dumplings. It gives an idea of how lacking in purity of
mind and simplicity the Londoner is, when I say that
his is a city without a ring-master. There is a ring-master
at the Hippodrome, it is true, but he wears a uniform
and is a secondary, almost negligible, personage, although
his name is Otho Twigg. He is a ring-servant, not master.
Think of a circus without a ring-master! They used to
have black hair, parted in the middle and beautifully
smoothed, evening dress (even at matinées) and white
gloves. The ring-master was almost one’s earliest hero:
the butcher perhaps came first, and then the policeman
and railway guard; but the ring-master, when his hour
struck, thrust these Warbecks and Simnels into impene-
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trable darkness. That whip was beyond all steels, all
truncheons, all bull’s-eye lanterns and whistles; one would
not exchange it for a sceptre. 'The ring-master’s effulgence
was superior even to the dimming influences of the clown’s
wit. That immortal dialogue following upon the bet of
a bottle of ‘wine’ (always ‘wine’: what is ‘wine’?
champagne ? claret? sherry? port >—port, I suspect) that
the ring-master could not answer three questions with
plain yes or no: how often have I heard it and how potent
it always is! The first question was anything; the second
question was anything ; but the third, propounded by the
clown after long self-communing, was steeped in guile:
‘Do you still beat your wife?’ There is no way out of
that ; affirmative and negative alike are powerless to rob
that *still’ of its sting; and off goes the clown with his
bottle of wine, crack goes the whip, round ambles the old
white horse with a back like Table Mountain, and the
Signorina resumes her -pretty capers. And to-day the
ring-master is seen only for an instant, and the speaking
clown not at all!

And there is another, a tenderer, loss. With the ring-
master and the clown, the tan and the horses, have passed
the ladies of the ring. It throws more light on the
sophisticated cynical character of the Londoner when I
say that he is perfectly willing to be without a dashing
equestrienne. The bitter shame of it !

My indictment of the new Hippodrome practically con-
sisted in the statement that it was not a circus. It was
too good. A circus can offer poorer fare and yet by pure
provincial minds be considered excellent, unsurpassable.
Take, for example, the band. The Hippodrome has a
band that would bardly be out of place in the Queen’s
Hall; but a circus needs no such refinement. It is con-
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ceivable that there is a Stradivarius in the Hippodrome
orchestra; but a circus bandsman can be sufficiently an
Orpheus on a half-guinea cornet. And there is that pain-
ful matter of the inexpensive tan. In the country circuses
it flies up now and then and dusts the front seats; and
now and then a horse’s hoof beats against the side of the
ring with a heavy thud. All this is gone. There are no
brazen discords now, no heavy thuds, no flying, aromatic
tan. And no stables! It used to be a rapture to go
through the stables in the interval—down the long, sloping
passages, with gas jets in wire cages—and find oneself
between the tails of countless piebald horses extending as
far as the eye could reach. Here and there a glimpse
might be caught of an acrobat or a clown, or, more ex-
quisite sight, an equestrienne. The friendly, warm scent
of those stables I can recall at this moment. Now it is no
more. It used to puff out into the street and act as a
more attractive invitation to the passer-by than any pris-
matic poster. And with it came muffled strains of the
band and the crack of a whip—all combining in the late-
comer to work his anticipation to intensity. These ex-
citements are over. Cranbourn Street knows them not.
And those old, pleasant, innocent frauds are not prac-
tised there: the imposing five-baried gates that, as the
horse approached them, were sloped into insignificant
hurdles ; the rings through which the Signorina purported
to leap, but which in reality were insinuated over her by
compliant attendants. And then there was that venerable
jockey performance, the culmination of which was a leap
from the ring to a standing position—albeit at an angle of
thirty degrees—on the horse’s back. In the old circuses it
was the custom of the horseman to miss the culminating
jump two or three times, in order that a fiercer flame of
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interest might rage in the spectator. Then, when the
feat succeeded, what a crash of brass and outburst of
delight in the building, involving even the staff and ring-
master. Those old simple days—how far from Cranbourn
Street they are!

The Hippodrome, however, steadily made its way, and
one soon found that what it gave was as good as what it
denied. Its standard in feats of physical skill has been
very high : and that alone is much ; it has brought many
beautiful wild animals before our wondering eyes, including
the cormorants that catch fish for the Chinese; and it
introduced Londoners to Marceline (now with the Ameri-
cans). That perhaps is its greatest achievement. For that
I can forgive it its disregard of circus etiquette.

I have been to the Hippodrome for half an hour again
and again just to see Marceline making the children laugh.
I suppose no one has made so many English children laugh
as he has, except, perhaps, Dan Leno; but Dan came into
children’s lives only during the three months of the Drury
Lane pantomime, and was then lost to them, whereas
Marceline, I believe, did not miss a performance at the
Hippodrome, afternoon or evening, every day, for three
years. To hear children laugh is good enough, but to see
them jump about is better. That is the tragic difference
between children and ourselves: we all can laugh, but only
children can jump up in their seats. For us these spon-
taneous, unconscious movements, these abandons, are no
more.

I spoke just now of Dan Leno. It was with poor Dan
that Marceline shared his greatest gift, his radiance.
When all is said in analysis of Dan Leno’s fascination I
believe that his radiance will remain as his chief possession.
He had radiance as a painter has light—Corot, for example.
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Dan Leno used the same words and similes, the same
gestures and material, that any other low comedian might ;
but his radiance was his own. Marceline’s radiance was
his own too. It can never be acquired ! one has it, or has
1t not.

The little man was quintessential drollery. Many funny
men are funny only when they are provided with fun; but
Marceline was made up of it. His appeal was as a great
droll: one of those rare visitants from another planet
where Irresponsibility rules who now and then come to
mock our seriousness (and perhaps emphasise it). One sees
but few great drolls in a lifetime. Poor Dan w»as one,
Marceline another. Some people might include Arthur
Roberts, but not I. Roberts is without simplicity ; and
to be a great droll it is necessary to be simple. Perhaps
William Blakeley was the best natural droll that the legiti-
mate stage has known in our time: certainly not Arthur
Roberts.

Marceline might also be called the sublimation of the
joyous simpleton. He carried on in his own refined, deli-
cate way the traditions of the old zany at the fair—mis-
understanding, suspecting, wondering, wool-gathering ; but
always joyous, always radiant, always a child. The element
of wonder is essential to this kind of fun ; and that is where
Arthur Roberts would be at once disqualified. For him,
one feels, the world has no secrets ; whereas, for the genuine
droll, it is new every morning. You felt that Marceline
had no memory. Perhaps that is partly why he was so
restful.

His movements made for restfulness, too—the quiet
efficiency of them, their sure swiftness. As an acrobat he
had style and grace that became irresistible. At first one
saw only a ridiculous little figure with a red nose, a ginger
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wig, a battered hat, and an astounding dress suit. But
gradually one realised that here was a force, a master of
means, a beautiful piece of human mechanism, combining
with perfect, almost liquid, freedom, perfect restraint.

And then there was of course his silence ; which in this
world, and at this day, cannot but be fascinating and
restful in the highest. Since Carlyle, no one has so elo-
quently advocated the gospel of silence as Marceline, But
whereas Carlyle shouted, Marceline practised what he
preached. He made words ridiculous, Esperanto and
Volapuk a superfluity. We came away from the Hippo-
drome convinced that the universal language of conversa-
tion is the whistle, the universal language of menace the
stamping of the feet.

Variety is not the only spice of life. There is a spice in
sameness too, and when I went to see Marceline it was
sameness that I wanted. I was as offended if he omitted
one familiar gesture or whistle, or substituted one strange
one, as a child is when you tell her again the story of
Cinderella and alter the words. I wanted Marceline never
to do anything new. I wanted him always to call in the
attendants and cover them with ridicule before he jumped
over them ; I wanted him always to discover with rapture
that Mr. Otho Twigg was bald, and to kiss his shining scalp ;
I wanted him always to treat his hat brusquely and ador-
ingly by turns ; I wanted him always to whistle and stamp
his feet. It was one of my prayers that he would never
speak. It was another that he would never change.

He has not been in the Hippodrome for a year. Will
he ever come back ?



CHAPTER VI
TRAFALGAR SQUARE AND GREAT ENGLISHMEN

London’s finest site—Nelson—The French salutes—Trafalgar Day—
The Steeple - jack—St. Martin’s-in-the-Fields—The Gymnast—
s Screevers "—Sentimental Patriotism—Partisan loyalty—A peril of
predominance—London’s statues—The National Portrait Gallery—
A recruiting ground.

OF Trafalgar Square London has every right to be

proud. Here at any rate, one feels, is a genuinely
national attempt at a grandiose effect. The National
Gallery facade is satisfactory in its British plainness and
seriousness ; St. Martin’s Church, with its whiteness emerg-
ing from its grime, is pure London ; the houses on the east
and west sides of the square are commendably rectangular
and sturdy ; the lions (although occupied only in guarding
policemen’s waterproofs) are imposing and very British:
while the Nelson column is as tall and as commanding as
any people, however artistic or passionately patriotic, could
have made it, It is right. I am not sure but it touches
sublimity. ~Apart, I mean, altogether from the crowning
figure and all that he stands for in personal valour, melan-
choly and charm, and all that he symbolises: conquest itself
—more than conquest, deliverance. Indeed with the idea
of Nelson added, there is no question at all of sublimity ; it
is absolute. I like the story of the French sailors who visited
London in 1905 rising to salute it as they were driving

75
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past on their way to the West End. Would they have
saluted Wellington’s statue at Hyde Park Corner, I
wonder? May be; but certainly not with the involuntary
spontaneity that marked the Trafalgar Square demonstra-
tion, (Fortunately, exhaustive as was our hospitality,
they were not taken to the grave of Sir Hudson Lowe at
St. Mark’s in North Audley Street.)

Every now and then the Nelson column is festooned in
honour of Trafalgar Day, and for a while its impressiveness
is lost. Wreaths at the foot were better. Patriotism and
hero-worship, however, do not resent broken lines; and
the ropes of evergreens that twine about the pillar draw
thousands of people to Trafalgar Square every day. I
remember the first time I saw the preparations in progress.
Turning into the square from Spring Gardens, I was aware
of a crowd of upturned faces watching a little black spot
travelling up the pillar. It reached the top, disappeared
and appeared again, waving something. It was a Steeple-
jack, an intrepid gentleman from the north of England,
if I recollect aright, who had the contract for the decora-
tions, and with whom, on his descent, it was the privilege
of several newspaper men to have interviews.

I was tempted after reading one of these to seek him
myself, and either induce him to take me to the top with
him, or hand him a commission to describe the extent of
Nelson’s view from that altitude, which, under the title
“What Nelson Sees,” would, I thought, make a seasonable
and novel Trafalgar Day article. But I dared neither to
converse with the living hero nor climb to the dead one,
and that article is still unwritten. On a clear day Nelson
must have a fine prospect to the south—mnot quite to his
ancient element, of course, but away to the Surrey hills,
and east and west along the winding river.
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St. Martin’s Church—the real name of which is St.
Martin’s-in-the-Fields (how far from fields to-day!) stands
upon its hill as proudly almost as St. Paul’s, and has not a
little of St. Paul’s grave dignity. From its steps many
Londoners get their impression of State pageants: I was
standing there when the Shah drove by some years ago on
a visit to the City fathers. Among those who lie beneath
this church is Nell Gwynn, and Francis Bacon was christened
there.

St. Martin’s spire was once used for a strictly secular pur-
pose, when, in 1727, Violanti, an Italian acrobat, fastened
one end of a rope three hundred yards long to its summit,
and the other to a support in the Royal Mews beyond St.
Martin’s Lane, and descended upon it head foremost with
his arms and legs outstretched, among the crowd being
“the young princesses with several of the nobility.”
The pavement to the north and south used to be the
canvas of two very superior “screevers”—as the men ate
called who make pastel drawings on paving stones. London
has fewer “screevers” than it used, and latterly I have
noticed among such of these artists as remain a growing
tendency to bring oil paintings (which may or may not be
their own work) and lean them against the wall, supplying
themselves only the minimum of scroll work beneath. To
such go no pennies of mine—unless of course the day is
dripping wet. On a dry pavement the “screever” must
show us his pictures in the making: they must, like hot
rolls, be new every day. We will have no scamping in
this art.

Trafalgar Square, with Nelson and the surrounding
figures of stone, notable among them the beautifully easy
presentment of Gordon, brings us to the general considera-
tion of London statues, of which there are many here and
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there, although, since we are not naturally a statue-erecting
or statue-valuing people, as the French are, for the most part
they escape notice. Among the French, indeed, wherever
you go, a livelier love of country and a more personal pride
in it are to be found.

The old gibe against that nation that it has no word for
home, and no true sense of home, might be met by the
reminder that France itself is the home of the French in
a way that England can never be called the home of the
English. An Englishman’s home is the world ; a French-
man’s France ; and he is never wearied in beautifying that
home, and praising it, and keeping it homely. Such pride
has he in it that there is hardly a place in the whole
country without its group of statuary in honour of some
brave or wise enfant of the State, which is decorated at
regular intervals and whose presence is never forgotten. It
is impossible to do anything for France and escape recogni-
tion and tribute. With. the English, patriotism is taken
for granted; but the French nourish it, tend it like a
favourite flower, enjoy every fresh blossom.

It is true that on certain anniversaries we also decorate
some of our statues—Beaconsfield’s, Gordon’s, Nelson’s ;
but we do so, I fear, less as a people than as a party.
Charles the First’s statue facing Whitehall has its wreaths
once a year, but they come from a small body of “ Legiti-
mists” ; the new Gladstone statue in the Strand will no
doubt be decorated too for a few years, but it will not be
a national duty, and none of those who take primroses to
Parliament Square on April 19 will be represented.

It is the manner of an Englishman not to remember—
except as a partisan. Even the unveiling of the Gladstone
statue in 1905, even the unveiling of a memorial to an
Englishman of so commanding a personality and intel-
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lectual power (apart from politics) as he, was unattended
by any member of the Conservative Government, although
he had been dead long enough, one would have said, to
permit them to be present without confusion or loss of
dignity. The incident is significant. We are all for or
against.

To look neither back nor forward, to care nothing for
the past and even less for the future, and to accept all
benefits as one’s due and hardly as a matter for thanks,
is a hard habit of mind that must, I suppose, come to a
dominant pre-eminent race that has for so long known no
hardship or reverse or any dangerous rival. Patriotically
we are like the man in the American story who had a
prayer written out on the wall and made his devotions
every morning by jerking his thumb at it and remarking
“Them’s my sentiments”. Our patriotism for the most
part consists in being British as much as possible, rather
than in individually assisting Britain or glorying in
Britain.

The danger of being at the top is that one gets into the
habit of thinking of it as the only position; and that
thought brings atrophy. A nation that wants to be at
the top must necessarily work harder and think more and
view itself more humbly than one that has long occupied
that dizzy altitude. Also it must be careful to add some
reward to virtue beyond virtue. In the rarefied atmo-
sphere of success one forgets the little things: certainly
one forgets the necessity of celebrating the stages of one’s
painful climb. Hence, I think, much of our British care-
lessness about statues of great men. Given a loss of naval
or military prestige, and relegation to a lower rank among
the powers, and perhaps we should very quickly begin to
be interested in our country again: a new national poetry
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would emerge, new heroes would be discovered, and nothing
fine would be taken for granted. I wonder. I hope so.

I have I think named all of London’s statues that ever
receive any attention. The others are chiefly statesmen,
soldiers and kings, and may be said hardly to exist. I
recall as I write Queen Anne in front of St. Paul’s and
again at her beautiful gate by St. James’s Park ; George I
on the top of the spire in Bloomsbury; George II in
Golden Square; George III in a little scratch wig on a
prancing horse at the east end of Pall Mall; George IV,
riding without stirrups, and visibly uncomfortable, in
Trafalgar Square; James II (looking too much like Mr,
Forbes Robertson the actor) behind the Admiralty; Queen
Elizabeth on the wall of St. Dunstan’s-in-the-West ; Mary
Queen of Scots for some reason or other on a new facade
in Fleet Street; Queen Victoria, by Blackfriars Bridge,
standing, and in Kensington Gardens, seated ; Cromwell in
the shelter of Westminster Hall, very nigh the replaced
bauble ; Richard Cceur-de-Lion, splendidly warlike, on his
horse, by the House of Lords; the Duke of York of dis-
creditable memory on his column in Waterloo Place, doing
all he can by his sheer existence to depreciate the value of
the national tribute to Nelson close by; Wellington at
Hyde Park Corner and again before the Royal Exchange ;
Havelock in Trafalgar Square; Captain Coram by his
Foundling Hospital ; Shakespeare in the middle of Leicester
Square, within hail of the Empire and the Alhambra, and
again, with Chaucer and Milton, in Hamilton Place ; Milton
outside St. Giles’s, Cripplegate ; Robert Burns in the Em-
bankment Gardens; Lord Strathnairn at Knightsbridge ;
Boadicea in her chariot on Westminster Bridge; Darwin,
Huxley, Owen and Banks in the Natural History Museum ;
William Pitt, a gigantic figure, in Hanover Square ; Charles
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James Fox in Bloomsbury Square and at Holland House ;
Carlyle in Chelsea; Sir Hugh Myddelton in Islington
Green ; Canning (who has a sparrow’s nest under his arm
every spring) in Parliament Square; Cobden in Camden
Town ; Sir Robert Peel (in profile very like Lamb) in Cheap-
side ; Lord Herbert of Lea opposite the War Office ; Cardinal
Newman by the Brompton Oratory ; John Wesley opposite
Bunhill Fields; George Stephenson at Euston; Sir John
Franklin in Waterloo Place, near several Crimean heroes ;
Byron, seated, in Hamilton Gardens and in relief in St.
James’s Street and again in Holles Street; and Prince
Albert, unnamed and unrecognised in Holborn Circus, and
again, all gold, in Kensington Gardens, seated beneath a
canopy not without ornamentation. This, though far from
complete, may be called a good list; and I doubt if there
are many Londoners who could have supplied from memory
half of it.

Indoor collections of statues and busts are to be seen
in the Abbey, in St. Paul’s, in the National Portrait
Gallery and the Tate Gallery, in the Houses of Parlia-
ment and the British Museum; while the long facade
of the Institute of Royal Painters in Water Colours in
Piccadilly has a fine row of the masters in that medium—
De Wint and David Cox, Girtin and Turner, for example ;
and the new Birkbeck Bank, off Chancery Lane, has a
rich assortment of reliefs of illustrious intellects, includ-
ing Hazlitt and Bessemer, Leonardo da Vinci and Charles
Lamb. On the roof of Burlington House, again, are
many artists.

To the National Gallery in Trafalgar Square we shall
return later; but after my digression on statues and the
English pride or want of pride in their great men, this

is the time to enter the National Portrait Gallery, hard
6
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by, where pictures of most of the nation’s principal sons
since the days when painters first got to work among us
(less than a poor four hundred years ago, so modern is
our culture,) may be studied. In masterpieces the gallery
is not rich—nor need it be, for the interest is rather in
the sitter than in the artist—yet it has many very fine
portraits (quite a number of Reynolds’, for example), a
few superlatively fine, and not many wholly bad. Taken
as a whole it is a very worthy collection, and one of which
England has every reason to be proud. A composite
photograph of each group of men here would make an
interesting study, and it might have significance to a
Lavater—unless, of course, the painters have lied.

Some of the best and most interesting portraits are in
Room XXV, which is the first room to take seriously as
one climbs the building, where sailors, soldiers and authors
grace the walls. Here is Fiiger’s unfinished head of
Nelson, doomed and sad and lovable ; Danloux’s Viscount
Duncan on the bridge of his vessel ; Sir Joshua’s Admiral
Keppel ; a flaming Lord Heathfield by Copley ; Wolfe as
a youth, and again, with his odd lean face, as a general;
Landseer’s sketch of Walter Scott without a dog, and
Allan’s Walter Scott in his study with his dog asleep;
Laurence’s large full face of Thackeray, above the in-
gratiating bust of the great novelist as a schoolboy;
Romney’s Cowper; and Sargent’s Coventry Patmore, that
astonishingly vital and distinguished work. Here also,
still in Room XXV, are a number of George Frederick
Watts’s great contemporaries painted by himself and pre-
sented by him to the nation ; but these I have never been
able to admire or believe in quite as I should like to.

Among the famous portraits in the first floor rooms—

Nos. XI1V-XXI—are Barry’s unfinished sketch of Dr. John-
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son, so grim and mad ; Reynolds’ Goldsmith and Burke ;
Hickel’s vast and rural Charles James Fox ; Arthur Pond’s
Peg Woffington in bed ; Phillips’ rapt Blake; Stuart’s Wool-
lett the engraver; Romney’s family of Adam Walker, and
Lady Hamilton (one of how many?); Rossetti’s chalk
drawing of his mother and sister; and some magnificent
self-painted portraits of great artists not infetior to many
in the Uffizi—notably Romney, very sad; Sir Joshua,
in the grand manner; Joseph Wright; and that very in-
teresting craftsman, John Hamilton Mortimer, in a picture
that might hang as a pendant to one recently presented to
the Diploma Gallery at Burlington House. Elsewhere is
a fine Van Dyck by himself.

Ascending to the top floor we recede to Augustan,
Stuart and Tudor periods. Here are Hogarth’s Lord
Lovat ; Kneller’s Sarah Jennings, Duchess of Marlborough ;
Van Ceulen’s William III as a boy, very sweet and pensive,
and the same artist’s Earl of Portland ; Gheeraedts’ Queen
Elizabeth and the famous Countess who was Sidney’s
sister, Pembroke’s mother ; Zucchero’s James VI of Scot-
land and I of England, as a child with a hawk; Van Dyck’s
children of Charles I'; Mierevelt’s Queen of Bohemia (“Ye
meaner beauties of the night ”); Sadler’s Bunyan in middle
age, with dangerous little red eyes; Lefebvre’s Isaac
Barrow, that lean divine ; Lely’s Flaxman ; and a putative
but very interesting Mary Queen of Scots. I mention
these because they seem to stand out; because technically
they catch the eye; but the most interesting men often
are the worst painted, as for example the author of
“Hamlet” and *“Love’s Labour’s Lost,” who in his por-
trait here, the “Chandos” as it is called, looks incapable of
writing either work, or indeed of doing anything more
subtle than acquiring wealth as a sober unambitious
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merchant, sitting on the bench among the unpaid, or
propping the Establishment in the capacity of church-
warden.

On the ground floor are some very interesting electro-
types of recumbent figures of Kings and Queens from the
tombs in the Abbey. Here also is Bacon seated in his
chair, from the great chancellor’s tomb at St. Albans, and
a little Darnley kneeling to his ill-fated queen. The two
death masks of Cromwell, more unlike than they ought to
be, should be noticed, and one of Thomas Carlyle, very
different from Boehm’s bust which stands near it.

The pavement between the corner of Trafalgar Square
and the National Portrait Gallery has long been appropri-
ated by the War Office as London’s chief recruiting ground ;
and here you may see the recruiting sergeants peacocking
up and down, flicking their legs with their little canes,
throwing out their fine chests, and personifying with all
their might the allurements of the lordliest life on earth.
One has to watch but a very short time to see a shy youth,
tired of being an errand boy or grocer’s assistant, grab at
the bait; when off they go to the barracks behind the
National Gallery to complete the business. Is it, one
wonders, another Silas Tomkyns Comberbatch ? Not often.



CHAPTER VII

THE NATIONAL GALLERY AND THE ITALIAN MASTERS

I ONCE startled and embarrassed a dinner table of artists
and art critics by asking which was the best picture
in the National Gallery. On my modifying this terrible
question to the more human form, ¢ Which picture would
you choose if you might have but one?” and limiting the
choice to the Italian masters, the most distinguished mind
present named at once Tintoretto’s “ Origin of the Milky
Way”. One could understand the selection, so splendid
in vigour and colouring and large audacity is this wonderful
work; but it would never be my choice to live with.
Another, an artist, also without hesitation, chose Titian’s
“ Bacchus and Ariadne”; and I can understand that too,
but that also would not be my choice. After very long
consideration I have come to the conclusion that mine
would be Francesca’s “ Nativity ”. - Take it for all in all I
am disposed to think that Francesca’s “ Nativity ” appeals
to me as a work of companionable beauty and charm
before any Italian picture in the National Collection.
Piero della Francesca was born about 1415, and died in
1492, and we may assume him to have painted this picture in
the height of his powers—say about 1450. It is thus four
and a half centuries old.  In other words it was in existence,
exercising its sweet spell on those that saw it, while Henry

VI was on our throne, a hundred years before Shakespeare
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was born. The picture is unfinished and in not the best
preservation, but its simplicity and sincerity and beauty
are unharmed. The reproduction (on the opposite page) is
necessarily small and, as in the case of all process blocks of
great works, only a reminder of the original ; but it conveys
the exquisite grace of Mary’s attitude. The little birds
which Francesca’s sweet thoughtfulness painted in must be
looked for in the picture itself.

But all this talk of one’s favourite picture is futile:
because there are so many others that one would not really
do without. Perhaps no picture is steadily one’s favourite
—at any rate in the National Gallery, where there is no
“Monna Lisa”. Better to confess to a favourite in each
room, or a favourite for every mood. There are days, for
example, when I cannot drag myself from Bronzino’s
“ Allegory ”; days when Cosimo’s “ Warrior ” draws me to
it continually ; days when warm colour reigns and Titian’s
“Madonna and Child,” and Perugino’s altar piece, and
Bellini’s “ Agony in the Garden” seem the best; days
when masterly quietude seems best, when Andrea del
Sarto’s “Sculptor” and Veronese’s “ St. Helena ” and Velas-
quez’s “ Admiral ” exercise the strongest sway; days when
drawing seems more than all, when Michael Angelo’s * En-
tombment ” becomes the most wonderful achievement of the
human band.

One feels in the National Gallery, as in all large collec-
tions of pictures, that one would like it to be smaller—to
contain only the best. Not more of its greatest men—
that would perhaps be asking too much—but less of its
lesser men. Or a system of segregation would meet the
case, by which the greatest were kept together and were
no longer, as now, neighboured by the lesser men. Lorenzo
di Credi for example would disappear from Room I, where
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Michael Angelo and Botticelli and Cosimo and Bronzino
and Filippino Lippi and Andrea del Sarto hang ; Beltraffio
and several of his companions would recede from Room IX,
with its Leonardo and its Correggios. Lorenzo di Credi
and Beltraffio were both masters; but they are far from
the highest rank.

The official catalogue is by no means an easy one to
follow. It is in two volumes, one for Foreign Schools and
one for British, and each is alphabetical. For the pur-
poses of quiet study at home it is excellent, a model of its
kind; but in the gallery it is a vexation, especially as it
often happens that the painter is catalogued under his
less-known name. I propose to consider the pictures as
one comes to them in a walk through the Gallery from
room to room in numerical order. !

Entering Room I—dedicated to the Tuscan School—the
first picture on which the eye will probably rest is in some
ways the most remarkable picture in the gallery, Bronzino’s
Allegory, “Venus, Cupid, Time and Folly” (No. 651),
You will seek in vain in the other rooms for anything so
vivid, so exultantly masterly, so brilliant in drawing, as
this. Its preservation is marvellous: it must be just as
alive as it was when three and a half centuries ago Bronzino
painted it. Beautiful in the highest sense it is not: the
bodies are too restless and exaggerated in pose ; its great-
ness lies in the drawing, the sense of power, and the joyous
vitality of it all. For another side of this painter’s genius
—his quiet sympathetic painting of men and women—Ilook
at No. 649, “ Portrait of a Boy,” so grave and gentle and
fine. The painter of “The Death of Procris,” No, 698,
on the left of the Allegory, the picture which probably
next takes the eye and holds it—Piero di Cosimo, may
also, like Bronzino, be studied in two moods in this room,

1 See page 1:8.
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for not only has he this beautiful and haunting work—
Theocritus in colour—all so simple and true and sad, but
on another wall is his “Portrait of a Warrior in Arm-
our,” which I have already referred to as one of the most
satisfying pictures here. We find great drawing again, and
again a pagan inspiration, in the pendant to Piero’s picture
on the other side of Bronzino’s Allegory, the “ Mars and
Venus,” No. 915, of Botticelli: but it is a tenderer hand
than Bronzino’s that traced this Venus; not less sure, but
substituting for the splendour of his vigour an almost
northern melancholy. Of all the Old Masters, as we indis-
criminately call the Italians, none is so modern as this
Sandro Botticelli, whom the catalogue knows as Filipepi.
Him also we can study in this room in another mood, for,
also on the opposite wall, hangs one of the tenderest, most
wistful, of his Madonnas—No. 782-—perhaps the saddest
mother and child ever painted. And with this picture we
come to sacred subjects, which are supposed by the rapid
Zeneraliser to be all that these old masters ever thought
of. It is rather interesting, I think, that the first three
pictures from their hands to catch the eye in this great and
representative collection should have had a mythological
theme,

Botticelli also has in this room, immediately on the right
as one enters, a fascinatingly real “ Portrait of a Young
Man,” which, once seen, is never forgotten. Close by it is a
beautiful angel, in tempera, by this painter’s most impres-
sionable pupil, Filippino Lippi(son of Botticelli’s master, Fra
Lippo Lippi). We come now, next the three mythologi-
cal pictures I have mentioned, to one of the most famous
and exquisite of all our national treasures—Andrea del
Sarto’s « Portrait of a Young Sculptor” (long thought to
be himself), which is almost the last word in quietude and
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distinction. On the other side of the doorway leading
into Room III we find the faultless painter (as he was
called) in a mood for richer colour, for here is one of his
soft and lovely “Holy Families”. Above the “Young
Sculptor” is a Fra Lippo Lippi—No. 589, “The Virgin
Mary Seated, an Angel presenting the Infant Christ to
her,” a very sweet and simple picture, hanging beside the
only work of another great monkish painter that we pos
sess—Fra Bartolommeo’s “ Virgin and Child ”.

After Bronzino’s portraits comes the first of Filippino
Lippi’s adorable Virgins: a slip of a girl he always made
her, with a high innocent forehead, and her hair combed
back from it, and just a hint of perplexity mixed with the
maternal composure which she has managed to assume,
accepting her great fate very naturally. Sweetest of all is
perhaps the Madonna in his “Virgin and Child with St.
Jerome and St. Dominic ”—No. 298 in this room—although
more human is, I think, No. 1412 in Room III. Of the
two Lorenzo di Credis, once each side of the doorway but
now moved, I am doubtful: they seem to me, however
charming in their gladness, too shallow to be quite right;
but one has no doubts as to the grave beauty of Bigio’s
“Knight of Malta”; nor of the magical freshness—all the
youth of the Renaissance in it—of the anonymous picture
of the “ Angel Raphael and Tobias,” No. 781—in which
the angel moves with the lightness of thistledown. The
anonymous “Virgin and Child with two Angels”—No.
296—which hangs next also has great charm—di Credi
carried to a higher power.

And then we come to what is in some ways the most
majestic work of art in the gallery—Michael Angelo’s
“ Entombment of Our Lord,” No. 790, before which one
stands amazed, such power is there in it, such a mastery of
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difficulties—difficulties of foreshortening which the giant
created for himself for sheer joy of overcoming them. 'The
other Michael Angelo, which also is unfinished, “The
Madonns and Infant Christ, St. John the Baptist and
Angels,” No. 809, is less compelling but technically hardly
less wonderful. ~Of neither picture can one ever tire ; while
the Entombment makes almost everything else seem a
little too facile.

On the other side of the door leading into Room II we
find another Filippino Lippi—richer in colour than was
usual with him—the “ Adoration of the Magi,” No. 592,
while close by he treats the same subject again—in No.
1124—which is full of quaint and pretty carefulness and
fancy. And above is his father’s subdued and beautiful
“Vision of St. Bernard”. Between them is a strong and
realistic but not very pleasing “Procession to Calvary”
by Ridolfo del Ghirlandaio. Botticelli’s very quaint and
archaic “Nativity,” No. 10384 ; his mournful “Madonna
and Child,” No. 782, with the beautiful landscape, to which
I have referred and which is reproduced opposite page 218
are all that remain.

Room II is perhaps the sweetest in the whole Gallery—
for here is Fra Angelico, here is a simple piety untouched
by worldliness. Here also Browning’s readers, who stood
before Andrea del Sarto’s work in Room I, will find the
other great painting monologist monk and genius and
lover, Fra Filippo Lippi, teacher of Botticelli, and father
(by Lucrezia Buti, bride of Christ, whom his duty was to
help towards sanctity) of Filippino Lippi, a greater painter
than himself, whose darling Madonnas we have seen. One
recognises the type in the father’s pictures, but Filippino
perfected it. Fra Filippo Lippi’s great pictures in Room
II are No. 666, “ The Annunciation,” and No. 667 “St.
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John the Baptist with Other Saints”. But it is to Fra
Angelico that Room II really belongs—to the painter of
No. 663—¢ Christ and the Heavenly Host,” so simple
and sweet, and filled with such adorable little people.
The other Fra Angelico is quite small—an “ Adoration
of the Magi,” No. 582, but it is very right. Here also
is the “ Virgin and Child Enthroned,” by his pupil Benozzo
Gozzoli. This picture, though not the equal of Francesca’s
“Nativity,” has much sweetness and simplicity; and the
little goldfinches again are not forgotten. Gozzoli is the
painter also of the very artless and quaint “Rape of
Helen” (No. 591), in which we see Helen, the world’s
desire, for whom Trojan and Greek blood was to run like
water, perched, a cheery little innocent romp, on the
shoulders of her captor. The other pictures in this room
which I would mention are No. 1155, Matteo di Giovanni’s
spirited “ Assumption,” a very heartening if rather arti-
ficial work; No. 1331, the “Virgin and Child” of
Bernardino Fungai, with its lovely grave colours; and No.
227, by an unknown painter of the fifteenth century, “St.
Jerome in the Desert”—once an altar piece at Fiesole—
which I always like for the little kneeling girl with the
red cap.

The third room, which is purely Tuscan again, is famous
for its circular Botticelli, No. 275, “The Virgin and Child,
St. John the Baptist and an Angel,” a picture which is
found in reproduction in so many of the houses of one’s
friends to-day. Here also is perhaps the most darling of
Filippino Lippi’s darling Virgins, nursing a little human
Christ busy with a pomegranate, and a little St. John
beside him. ¢ Great destinies may be in store for us,”
the little Christ seems to be saying: “yes; but meanwhile
here is a pomegranate.” Of a very different quality, un-
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like anything else in the collection, is Uccello’s “ Battle of
Sant’ Egidio,” No. 583, a decorative scene of colour and
animation, the curious grave harmony of which 1 suppose
has never been surpassed. Its charm is however quite
incommunicable: it must be seen, and seen again and
again. I visit it, whenever I go to the National Gallery,
both on entering and on leaving. Above it hangs a
famous work by an unknown Tuscan—¢ Venus reclining
with her Cupids,” Botticellian in influence and very
masterly. Opposite is the largest Botticelli in the gallery,
and not altogether a happy one, I think—* The Assump-
tion of the Virgin,” No. 1126—for this was a painter who
ought never to have crowded his canvas or to have painted
small. The lilies springing from the tomb make it
memorable : these and the distant view of Florence the
beautiful. But personally I would rather have his
“ Portrait of a Young Man” just inside Room I. Among
the other minor portraits in the National Gallery one of
the most fascinating is No. 1230, here,—the *Portrait of
a Girl” by Domenico del Ghirlandaio. To .this quiet
Italian face I return again and again. We are weak in
the National Gallery in Ghirlandaio’s work: we own only
this portrait and one other near it, a boy: nothing to
compare with the Louvre’s treasures. One other picture
I would mention, No. 701, by Justus of Padua, a small
triptych which I like for the little woman at a wash tub
in one corner.

With Room IV we journey north for a while and come
to hints of domesticity and a homelier landscape—for Room
IV belongs to the early Flemish masters. The cheerful
piety of Francesca and Fra Angelico, and the sheer love of
innocent beauty of Botticelli and Filippino Lippi, are no
more. A note of sadness has come in, a northern earnest-
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ness, and also the beginning of a realistic interest in
humanity. The full materialism of later Netherlandish
art is not yet: there is still much left of the rapt religious
spirit ; but these early Flemish painters have an eye on
this world too. It isin their minds that living men and
women deserve painting as much as the hierarchy of
heaven. We find realism at its most extreme in No. 944,
the ¢ Two Usurers” of Marinus van Romerswael, a miracle
of minuteness without compensating allurement of any
kind. Joachim Patinir introduces us to domestic landscape
in Nos. 1084 and 1082, both incidents in the life of the
Virgin but more interesting for their backgrounds of fairy
tale scenery, busy with romantic Chaucerian happenings.
Even more remarkable as innovation is No. 1298, from the
same hand, one of the most exquisite pieces of colour in the
whole collection—a river scene frankly, and nothing else,
painted four hundred years ago. This Patinir, whose work
is not often to be seen, was a friend of Diirer, who painted
his portrait and no doubt encouraged him. The three
portraits by Mabuse, or Jan Gossaert—Nos. 656 and 946
and 1689—all show his great and rare power; No. 654,
“The Magdalen Reading,” possibly by a follower of Rogier
Van der Weyden, draws the eye continually by its sweet
gravity. For Van der Weyden himself look at No. 664,
“The Deposition in the Tomb ” (reproduced on the opposite
page), a beautiful work lacking nothing of the true re-
ligious feeling, a feeling that is noticeable again with no
diminution in the “ Virgin and Infant Christ Enthroned
in a Garden,” No. 686, by Hans Memling, one of the
greatest of the Flemings. But the greatest of all, and also
one of the earliest, was the painter of No. 186, that amaz-
ing achievement of human skill, that portrait of Jean and
Jeanne Arnolfini from which sprang half the Dutch school,
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Earliest and best ; for no later painter ever surpassed this
forerunner panel, in precision, in colour or in sincerity.
“Johannes de Eyck fuit hic 14847 is its inscription. I
give a reproduction opposite page 234, but the picture
must be seen if its fascination is really to be felt. Greater
minds than Van Eyck’s may have arisen in the Nether-
lands, but never a more interesting one. I look upon Van
Eyck’s drawing of St. Barbe, in the Antwerp Museum, as
one of the most beautiful of the works of man; and this
picture that we are standing before at this moment, and
the Virgin and Child with a saint, at the Louvre, with its
wonderful river and town scene below the ramparts and
children peeping over, could have been painted only by
one who loved his fellow-men and to whom the world
was new every morning. Room IV when all is said is
Van Eyck’s. Before leaving it I would draw attention
to the “Mystic Marriage of St. Catherine” by Gheerart
David, No. 1482, and to certain of the pictures by un-
known painters, particularly to No. 658, portraits of a
man and his wife, very masterly and living, especially the
wife ; to No. 948, a portrait of a man; to Nos: 1078 and
1079, which are very interesting; and lastly to the
fascinating portrait of a lady, No. 1433..

Room V, belonging to the Ferrarese and Bolognese
schools, interests me very little. It does not seem quite
genuine, and it comes badly after Room IV and before
Room VI. I am left cold by Cosimo Tura, by Grandi,
and for the most part by Tisio, although his “ Madonna
and Child Enthroned,” No. 671, is very sweet; but how
far from the humble spirit of Room II have we travelled!
(We shall however travel farther soon, for we are coming
to the Venetians; yet the Venetians had more to offer in
its place.) Even Francia, before whose “ Virgin and two
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angels weeping over the dead body of Christ,” No. 180,
one of the best known pictures in the National Gallery,
reverent spectators are always to be seen—even Francia I
find myself doubting. I do not seem to see genuine piety
in this picture, nor does its technique touch me. T like his
No. 179 better, but it has a kind of repellent perfection.
The other Francia (or Raibolini, as he is in the catalogue)
No. 638, has a fine colour. The L’Ortolano on the oppo-
site wall is powerful and interesting, with some almost
Dutch detail in it; but the most interesting picture of all
in this room is perhaps No. 1217, the curious little treat-
ment of “The Israelites gathering Manna.”

Room I taken as a whole is to me the most interesting
and beautiful room in the Gallery, but many persons would
place Room VI higher—for its Raphaels. Here however
we should part company, for at the National Gallery
Raphael with all his angelic perfection does not quite seize
me. One of his pictures there indeed I think I dislike
actively—the “St. Catherine”; while the more than beau-
tiful “ Madonna degli Ansidei” does not touch me as say
Filippino Lippi’s similar subject does in Room I—the picture
reproduced opposite page 200. In fact the Raphaels that
I find most pleasing here are the little and wholly capti-
vating “Vision of a Knight,” No. 218, and the small
Madonna and Children, No. 774. The new “Madonna of
the Tower,” though soft and mellow and sweet, seems to
me very doubtful Raphael.

To my mind the most attractive treasures of Room VI
are the Francescas, the Peruginos, and Ridolfo Ghirlan-
daio’s “Portrait of a Gentleman ”—one of our borrowed
treasures. Of Francesca’s “Nativity” I have already
spoken, but would say here that almost chief among the
old masters would it gain by being taken from its gold and



96 A WANDERER IN LONDON

framed in black. The gilt frame convention needs breaking
down mercilessly again and again in this collection, but
most of all, I think, in the case of this picture. Here also
is Francesca’s “ Baptism of Christ in the Jordan,” No. 665
—on the other side of the door leading from Room V—
which is in its way, though not more ingratiating, more
remarkable even than the “Nativity”. Surely never did
dove so brood before: nor—to take a purely technical
point, disregarding the spirit of the work—not even in
modern realistic art has any man ever so divested himself
of his shirt as the figure in the background. And the
sweetness of the whole, and the lovely colouring of it!
Most conspicuous of the Peruginos is the famous Altar
Piece, of which I give a reproduction (but how tame!)
opposite page 222—‘The Virgin Adoring the Infant
Christ”. This picture is notable not only for its beauty
and mastery, but for being the first joyous exultation in
pure colour which we have seen. The picture burns into
the mind: to think of Room VI is to feel its warmth and
content. Incidentally one might say that there are no
more charming boys in any Renaissance work of art than
this Michael and this Tobias. Other pictures by Perugino
(whom the catalogue knows as Vannucci) are his faint and
lovely fresco “The Adoration of the Shepherds,” which
one might say had lent all its own colour to the great
triptych, and No. 181, the very sweet little * Virgin and
Christ with the infant St. John,” who is always a sweet
figure, but here the solidest little boy in Italian art. The
baby Christ plays very prettily with his mother’s finger.
Ridolfo del Ghirlandaio’s portrait on the screen, so quiet
and persuasive and believable-in, is only a loan—one of the
many generous loans of Mr. George Salting, among the
others being a curious portrait of Costanza de’ Medici by
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the greater Ghirlandaio, a terrible head of Salome by Luciani,
a nobleman by Cariani and a girl’s head by Francia.

Among other pictures in this room that I would name are
Bertucci’s “ Glorification of the Virgin,” No. 282, with the
two cherubs beneath, before whom all mothers always pause
and murmur a little; Luca Signorelli’s fascinatingly low-
toned allegory, “The Triumph of Chastity,” No. 910, with
the wonderful moving procession at the back and the spirit
of the Renaissance almost vocal in it ; the curious Griselda
series, so rich in colour and quaint in incident and char-
acter; the extraordinarily interesting and modern Pintu-
ricchio—No, 911, “ The Return of Ulysses to Penelope”;
the “ Annunciation,” No. 1104, by Giannicola Manni—a
picture which by its individual colour scheme and cool
spaces attracts the eye immediately one enters the room,
even although the great Perugino is close by ; Pinturicchio’s
adorable ‘“Madonna and Child”—No. 708—one of the
sweetest pictures in the Gallery; Santo’s “Madonna and
Child,” No 751 ; and Luca Signorelli’s great ‘Nativity,”
No. 1133.

In Room VII we come frankly and completely to the
men of the world—to the Venetians: great masterful
gentlemen who painted for the Doge rather than for
Heaven. Occasionally they took a religious subject, but
they brought little religion to it. Colour came first. Only
in one work here—and that a very little picture on a screen
—do I find more than a little trace of the simple piety
that swrrounded us in Room II: the ¢ Crucifixion” of
the rare and wonderful Antonella di Messina, No. 1166,
One is doubtful even of Bellini, sheer joy though there is
in every touch of his lovely brush.

The greatest names in the Venetian room are Titian

and Tintoretto, Bellini and Moroni, Giorgione and Cima,
7
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Moretto and Paolo Veronese, Sebastian del Piombo and
Catena. I suppose the glories of the room are Tintoretto’s
“Origin of the Milky Way” and Titian’s “ Bacchus and
Ariadne,” although Charles Lamb would, I feel sure, still
remain faithful to No. 1, Piombo’s “ Raising of Lazarus”
in which Michael Angelo was thought to have a hand and
which is the picture that began the National Gallery. The
Tintoretto seems to me the rarest work of art here—the
most amazing, the least copyable; but its appeal is not
simple. Titian’s Bacchus is simpler and more gorgeous;
but I always feel that this Tintoretto transcends it. Com-
parisons are odious: it is better to delight in both. The
National Gallery is strong in Titian: it has his “Holy
Family,” his ¢ Bacchus and Ariadne,” his “ Madonna and
Child” (the blue of the mountains in the distance!), the
new portrait of Aretino. Of Titian, the glorious, the
gorgeous, one cannot have too much ; but I should hesitate
to say the same of Paolo Veronese, who when he is paint-
ing his vast panoramic efforts always suggests the con-
tributor to the Salon carried out to his highest power.
His “Saint Helena” (reproduced opposite page 156) is to
me one of the most beautiful of pictures, but I grudge some
of his square yards.

If one had to name the most charming pictures in this
room I should pick out Giovanni Bellini’s ¢“Infant Christ
and the Virgin,” No. 599, on one of the screens (a repro-
duction of which will be found on the opposite page) and
Giorgione’s “Knight in - Armour,” No. 269, on another
screen. Bellini is always interesting, always the consummate
craftsman, always intelligent and distinguished. His finest
picture here is, I think, “Christ’s Agony in the Garden,”
No. 726, which is indescribably wonderful in colour and
wholly escapes the Venetian worldliness ; his most modern



AYATIVO TIVNOLLVN HHL NI INITIEI A4 HYNLOId HHIL NHLAY

TTIHD ANV NIDJIA







MORONI 99

painting, which might almost have proceeded from a
London or Parisian studio to-day, is his “St. Dominic,”
No. 1440, with its decorative ingenuity; but his most
charming picture is undoubtedly this  Virgin and Child”,
The Virgin’s face is a little commonplace but very human :
the Infant Christ is the sleepiest baby I ever saw: the
landscape and fleeting fine-weather clouds could not be
more smiling and delightful The work is adorably gay
and masterly in every touch. I have however found many
mothers who prefer his No. 280; but they are wrong.
The little Giorgione (or Barbarelli, as the catalogue calls
him) once hung on the wall of Samuel Rogers, the poet, in
St. James’s Place. It is one of the pictures one would
certainly hasten to carry off if London fell into the hands
of an enemy and looting set in. One could carry it easily.

To two other painters I would draw attention in this
room: both portrait painters, Moroni and Moretto. Moroni
is well represented, and I have, I think, chosen his best
picture for reproduction: “The Tailor,” No. 697. I never
tire of this melancholy Italian bending over his cloth, whom
one seems to know better than many of one’s living ac-
quaintance. His “Portrait of an Italian Nobleman ”—No.
1816—1I should put next-—so superb and distinguished is
it, so interesting a harmony of black and grey. (Surely
Velasquez must have seen it.) Comparable with it is the
“Jtalian Nobleman,” No. 1025, by Moretto (whom the
catalogue calls Bonvicino), another of the great portraits.

Among other pictures to which I return again are No.
686, Palma’s “Portrait of a Poet”; No. 1105, Lotto’s
“Portrait of the Protonotary” with its curious Surrey
common vista ; No. 1455, Bellini’s “The Circumcision”
glorious in colour: No. 234, Catena’s “ Warrior adoring
the Infant Christ,” a large rich picture with a lovely
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evening glow and real simplicity in it: Cima’s ¢ Incredulity
of St. Thomas,” No. 816, with a very charming un-Italian
landscape, that Crome might have painted, seen through
the left window; No. 178, Jacopo da Ponte’s “ Portrait of
a Gentleman ” ; No. 1141, a head by Antonella da Messina ;
No. 1160, a very beautiful little Giorgione; No. 1450, a
sombre Piombo ; and Romanino’s very rich triptych.

In Room VIII we find earlier Venctian and Paduan
painters—chief of them the great Andrea Mantegna, for
whose work in England, however, Hampton Court is the
place. He is represented at the National Gallery by a very
beautiful ¢ Virgin and Child with St. John the Baptist and
the Magdalene,” No. 274; by the amazing “ Triumph of
Scipio,” in monochrome, a masterpiece of psychological
painting ; and by the “Agony in the Garden,” curiously
like Bellini’s in the next room, and not inferior though
far less glorious in colour. The painter who is repre-
sented here most fully is Carlo Crivelli, in whom I seem to
see more ingenuity than greatness, but who certainly drew
divinely and made very interesting pictures. All his work
bears careful scrutiny, as he had an engaging fancy ; but
beside Mantegna he is mere confectionery. The painter
here whom one loves best is Vittore Pisano—for the sheer
delight of his “St. Anthony and St. George,” so gay and
pretty, and the gentle simplicity of his “ Vision of St.
Eustace”.

Room IX—Schools of Lombardy and Parma—seems to
me to contain a larger proportion of pictures not of the
first rank than any other; but the fault is atoned for by
its two great masterpieces—Leonardo da Vinci’s ¢ Virgin
of the Rocks” and Correggio’s “Mercury teaching Cupid
in the presence of Venus” reproduced opposite page 206.
Any room with these two pictures in it is in a position to
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laugh at criticism. “The Virgin of the Rocks” is the only
Leonardo in the National Gallery : the Louvre is far richer,
for it has not only a counterpart of this picture, but also
the “ Monna Lisa”; but London has the “Holy Family”
in the Diploma Gallery, which I reproduce opposite page
294, and there is nothing anywhere more lovely than that.
Of the “Virgin of the Rocks” I have nothing to say. It
is—and that is all. Correggio (whom the catalogue calls
Allegri) is represented by three pictures, of which No. 10
is the jewel. I know of no painting of the nude which so
grows on one as this: its power, its soft maturity, its
charm, It becomes daily more and more beautiful; the
little figure of Cupid becomes more and more roguish,
Another neighbouring picture which I would mention
here is No. 1850, an unknown “Virgin and Child,” with
its curiously modern and worldly but very charming Virgin.
Among the other painters in this room, the greatest is
perhaps Borgognone, who made beautiful true things;
and here also are Boccaccino, and Solario and Luini, but
you must go to the Wallace Collection for the last.

The Octagonal Hall, between Rooms IV, VIIL, IX and
XYV, completes the collection of old Italian pictures: for
the later Italians we must wait till the next chapter. The
largest works here are a series of four allegories by Paolo
Veronese, all of which are amazing in their bold drawing,
and one at least, “ Unfaithfulness,” has a fine distinction in
its colouring. The most attractive of the four is the
“8corn,” but none really can be entitled companionable.
They prove, however, the greatness of the man, Here also
is another Bellini-—No. 1285 “ The Blood of the Redeemer”
—with its quaint little kneeling angel; two grave and
richly coloured saints by Girolamo da Santa Croce; a
rather fascinating girl’s head by Bissolo ; and two charming
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scenes in the legend of Trajan and the Widow by an
unknown painter of the Veronese school. But the most
remarkable pictures to my mind are the three scenes in the
life of Christ by Francesco Mantegna, the son of the great
Andrea, especially Nos. 1881 and 639, which are full of
interest and charm. Their light is beautiful. The two
portraits on the same screen are interesting too ; and on the
other screen is a pretty Francesco Moroni.



CHAPTER VIII

THE NATIONAL GALLERY AND THE NORTHERN PAINTERS

T is at the doorway of Room X—our backs to the
Leonardo and the Correggio in Room IX—that divin-
ity leaves us. There will be great art in the remaining
rooms: high seriousness and distinction ; but nothing like
Leonardo. We are about to awake from our dream of
heaven in the warm south and open our eyes in a northemn
world of men and women. Between these two sections of
the National Gallery—the old Italians and the Northerners
—there should be a cooling chamber, as at a Turkish Bath,
or else one should begin at the other end, at Room XXII,
and finish at Room I. Yes, that is what one should do.
It is all wrong to follow art chronologically from its fount
to recent days: the true progress is from recent days to its
fount, from complexity to simplicity, from sophistication to
piety. Or better still, perhaps, one should not combine the
north and the south in one visit at all, but confine each
visit to a single group.

I hope I shall not be misunderstood about Dutch art, for
which I have the greatest admiration. What I mean is
that there is no preparation for a loving appreciation of it
so unsuitable as the contemplation of the old Italian masters,
No emotional student of the Umbrians and the Venetians,
no one whose eyes have just been filled with their colour
and glory, is in a fit state to understand the dexterity and
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homeliness of Gerard Dou and Terburg, De Hooch and Jan
Steen, the austere distinction of Van Dyck, or even the
stupendous power of Rembrandt. Least of all is he able to
be fair to Peter Paul Rubens. A different attitude is
expected by Italian masters and the northern masters : the
Ttalians ask for wonder, delight; the Dutch for curiosity,
almost inquisitiveness. It is the difference between rap-
ture and interest. Always, however, excepting Rembrandt :
he stands alone. :

With Room X we say goodbye to religion. Tuscans,
Unmbrians, Ferrarese, Parmese, Lombardians, Sienese—these
found in the Scriptures their principal sources of inspira-
tion ; these painted the Holy child, the Virgin Mary and
the blessed company of saints, with a persistence which I
for one cannot too much admire and rejoice in. Looking
to Rome and Romish patrons for their livelihood, they had
little choice, more particularly in the earlier days when
simplicity was in their very blood, nor would they have
wished a wider field. We may say, at any rate of the
Tuscans and Umbrians and Sienese, that their colours were
mixed and their panels made smooth for the glory of their
Lady. Butin Room X we are among painters whose art
was the servant of the State rather than the Church. Fare-
well to mild Madonnas and chubby Christs: farewell to
holy families and the company of the aureoled. Art has
descended to earth: become a citizen, almost a housewife.
Heaven is unimportant: what is important is Holland and
the Dutch. Let there be Dutch pictures! A religious
subject may creep in now and then, but (but unless Rem-
brandt holds the brush or the burin) it will not be a reli-
gious picture. Worldliness has set in thoroughly. We
have travelled very far from Fra Angelico and Francesca’s
“ Nativity ”.
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This reminds me that after I had put that question to
the dinner table about one’s favourite Italian picture in
the National Gallery, I followed it by another bearing
upon one’s favourite picture on the northern side, knowing
perfectly well myself which I would take were I limited
only to one. Now here again opinions differed. One
choice was Rembrandt’s landscape with Tobias and the
Angel in the foreground; another was the Rokeby
“Venus”; another Hobbema’s “ Avenue at Middelhar-
nis”; another Gainsborough’s “Mrs. Siddons”; another
“The Fighting Temeraire”: while we were told that a
certain illustrious artist whose taste should be supreme
had once named George Stubbs’ “Landscape with a
Gentleman holding his Horse” as the picture he would
soonest carry off. Then I made my choice—Old Crome’s
“Mousehold Heath”; and I regret to say that, such is
human imitativeness, three or four of the others at once
went back on their own selection and substituted mine.
But I have no doubt whatever that to me this landscape
is the most fascinating picture in the National Gallery
not by an Italian master.

We now come into Room X.

Weak as the National Gallery is, as we shall see, in
German art and French art, no one can deny the thorough-
ness and superlative excellence of its three Netherland
rooms. The English have always appreciated Dutch art.
To have seventeen Rembrandts is alone no small matter ;
but we have also four Halg’, and three De Hoochs, and
three Jan Steens, and three Terburgs, and probably the
best Hobbema that exists, and the best of Van der Helst’s
single figures. I doubt too if Van Dyck ever surpassed
the distinction and power of his Cornelius van der Geest
in the large room which we are now entering.
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We come to Rembrandt instantly, just inside on the
left: where are his fascinating girl’s head, No. 237, with
the amused expression and ruddy tints of health, and his
“0ld Lady” in a ruff, No. 775—one of those wonderful
heads that come right out of the canvas and seem always
to have been our personal acquaintances. I mention the
other Rembrandts here—the sombre ¢ Jew Merchant,” No.
51; the two portraits of himself, as a young man and an
old man—Nos. 672 and 221; the “Old Man” next 672;
the “Burgomaster” next that; the other “Old Lady,”
also in a ruff, No. 1675, a little wizened but immortal ;
and the “Jewish Rabbi”—No. 190. These are the
greatest of them, and these alone make our National
Gallery priceless. There are also “ The Woman Taken in
Adultery ” and “ The Adoration of the Shepherds,” two of
the pictures with which the collection began: both lighted
in that way which added the word Rembrandtesque to the
language ; the masterly “Woman Bathing,” one of his
most brilliant oil sketches-(look at the way the chemise is
painted) ; and lastly the beautiful grave landscape—beyond
Ruisdael or any of the regular Dutch landscape painters:
“Tobias and the Angel,” No. 72—a picture which always
draws me to it. It is stupendous—this man’s mastery of
his means.

I always wonder if No. 757— Christ Blessing the Little
Children,” which is said to be of the School of Rembrandt,
was not painted by Nicolas Maes. The child in the fore-
ground seems straight from his brush, and he was Rem-
brandt’s pupil. We come to him with No. 1247, “The
Card Players,” a very fascinating and powerful work, very
near Rembrandt indeed, which hangs between Van der
Helst’s curious portrait of a lady, No. 1248, and Cuyp’s
great landscape in a golden light, No. 58, with the horse-
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man in the red coat—also one of the original pictures in
the National Gallery and still one of the pleasantest. The
Rubens near it—* The Abduction of the Sabine Women”
—which I for one find tedious and less interesting than
his two landscapes, Nos. 157 and 66, was also an initial
picture ; but of Rubens I find it hard to say anything.
The largest picture in the room is van Dyck’s portrait of
Charles I on horseback, but it is not equal in greatness to
his beautiful head of Cornelius van der Geest (reproduced
opposite page 192) one of the greatest of all portraits.

We come now to smaller works—Jan van Vost’s very
attractive portrait of a girl, No. 1187 ; and Nicolas Maes’
“Idle Servant” and Peter de Hooch’s “Dutch House-
court,” both triumphs of domestic art, and the Peter de
Hooch—as always—a miracle of lighting ; but both men
are better in Room XII. Here also are some fine Ruis-
daels, Van Dyck’s very interesting and beautiful ¢ Miracu-
lous Draught of Fishes,” another Albert Cuyp, a Jan Both
(No. 1917) that might have given hints to Gainsborough
and Linnell ; a very fascinating little Van der Poel—No.
1061, and a Nicholas Berchem one would love to carry
away—No. 1005; and, on the screens, three of Gerard
Dou’s minute but great portraits, Terburg’s minute
but amazing “Congress of Munster,” one of the most
extraordinary of human feats, and Van der Helst’s very
beautiful and serene portrait of a lady, in which black
satin and lace are painted as they perhaps never will be
again,

In Room XI are more masterpieces, chief of which are
the three portraits by Frans Hals, all beggaring one’s store
of adjectives and all making all other painters of the ruddy
human face, even Rembrandt himself, almost fumblers. No
one so perpetuated the life of the eye and the cheek as this
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jovial Haarlemmer. Vermeer also hangs in this room—
in one picture known to be by him, No. 1383, “ A Young
Lady at a Spinet,” which has all his magical skill and dis-
tinction but is artificial and to me not very attractive ; and
also, I think, in the boy in the new picture attributed to
him—No. 1699, “The Lesson ”. Only Vermeer, one feels,
could have painted that boy’s hair and temple. Whoever
the artist was, he was a great genius. Here also hangs Ter-
burg’s “ Portrait of a Gentleman,” in which black cloth is
painted with a distinction that I have never seen elsewhere
—a picture from which Whistler must have learned much.
I would also mention a little Schalcken—a gem—in which
an old woman scours brass.

Immediately inside Room XII is the best of the Peter
de Hoochs—the “Interior of a Dutch House,” No. 834,
reproduced opposite page 66, most marvellously lighted
and alive ; and near it is the best National Gallery Metsu,
No. 8389, “ The Music Lesson,” in which he is again faithful
to the type we observed at the Wallace Collection. Between
them is another Terburg—very dexterous—*The Guitar
Lesson,” but not the equal of the Terburg we have just
seen. Rubens’ “Triumph of Silenus” and his “ Chapeau
de Poil” both hang here, the “Triumph,” one of his most
tremendous orgies in flesh painting and voluptuous brio;
and then we come to the first of the Jan Steens—also a
music lesson, No. 856, where the girl is painted—face,
dress and hands—as this inspired tippler alone could
paint. And the music master is superb. Some exquisite
Adrian van der Veldes and Wouvermans, another Peter
de Hooch, a charming Karel du Jardin and a very fascinat-
ing view of Cologne by Jan van der Heyden bring us to
Hobbema’s great landscape “ The Avenue at Middelharnis ”
(reproduced opposite page 182) which exerts a spell which
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I cannot explain, but which never weakens. Close by is a
vast Koninck which gathers up scores of miles of Holland
—No. 836—and beneath it the most marvellous example
of Dutch minuteness in the collection—*The Poulterer’s
Shop” by Gerard Dou. The blanket, the hare, the hen’s
eye, the two faces—these surely are in their way as remark-
able as any efforts of man’s ingenuity. A fine broad head
by Rembrandt hangs next, by way of contrast. Passing
many minor masterpieces, including another Jan Steen
and No. 820, another golden Berchem, very like a Wilson,
we come to two of the smallest but best pictures here
—Albert Cuyp’s piebald horse, No. 1683, and Nicolas
Maes’ No. 159, a great example of fine painting and sym-
pathy. At the end of the room are several large land-
scapes—a Cuyp, a Koninck, and the grandest of all the
many Ruisdaels—* View over a flat wooded country”.
Close by are smaller and very beautiful landscapes by
Wynants, Both and Everdingen. And so we come to an
end; but such is the perfection of the Dutch painting
that, as in Rooms X and XI, I might have supplied
more of the other pictures with superlatives too.

In Room XIII, which belongs to the late Italians, I
must confess to some weariness. Guido Reni T find too
sentimental, and Canaletto monotonous. Guardi is here,
it is true, but not as he is at the Wallace Collection, except
in No. 1054, and here is Salvator Rosa, tremendous but
not sublime. Canaletto’s “ Landscape with Ruins,” No.
185, is happier than his more architectural work, and
his “Eton College ” could not be better, while a fine blue
burns in No. 1059—“San Pietro di Castello, Venice ”.
His 127 and 163 are undoubtedly fine, but one feels he is
over-represented. Of the Caraccis the two scenes in the
life of Silenus seem to me his most interesting work, and
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Guercino’s “Dead Christ” is in the grand manner even if
it is not grand. A little gay landscape by Zais—No. 1297
—stays in the mind.

Room XIV brings us to Spain and once again to super-
lative greatness and distinction; for here are nine or
perhaps ten Velasquez’—including his “ Admiral Pulido-
Pareja,” his “Boar Hunt,” and his “Betrothal”. It is
no small thing to possess these Velasquez’ and those at
the Wallace Collection (notably “The Lady with a
Fan”); but when the “ Rokeby Venus” was added this year
our prestige rose still higher. Personally I do not derive
so much pleasure from this picture as from those in the
master’s prevailing manner: it seems too much like his
contribution to the Salon: it seems to me to have the
least touch of vulgarity, which, before one saw it, one
would have said was impossible in anything from that
commanding and distinguished brush ; but even feeling like
this, one can realise how rare a possession the “ Venus”
is and be proud that England owns it. When I think
of Velasquez in our two great collections the pictures that
always rise before the inward eye are the “ Admiral” here,
and the “Lady with a Fan” at Hertford House—both
reproduced in this book. The “Admiral” is one of the
world’s great pictures: a gentleman’s picture pre-emi-
nently. Fascinating in another way is the brilliant “ Be-
trothal,” which I always like to remember was once the
property of Sir Edwin Landseer, who, if his own art was
over direct and primitive, could appreciate the masterly
subtlety and alluring half tones of this Spanish grandee.
The “Dead Warrior” below the ¢“Betrothal” is only at-
tributed to Velasquez; but whoever painted it was a great
man. The “Boar Hunt” that hangs next it is immense
and overpowering but it always seems to me to lack air.
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Against the vivid “Sketch of a Duel in the Prado,” close
by, no such charge can be brought. The other Velasquez’
are two Philips, “ Christ at the Column,” with the ex-
quisite kneeling child, and “Christ in the House of
Martha,” with the haunting strong sullen face of the
servant girl :—altogether a marvellous collection.

Murillo is here too, in both his moods—the sweet
pietistic mood in which he painted the “ Holy Family”
and “St. John and the Lamb,” so irresistibly warm and
rich, and the worldly and masterful mood which gave us
his marvellous “Boy Drinking ”—that wonderfully living
head. It remains only to mention Zurbaran—who might
be said to blend Velasquez and Murillo, and who had
one of the surest hands among all painters; Goya’s bril-
liant portrait of “ Dona Isabel Corbo de Porcel” ; and the
charming little “ Virgin and Child” of Morales.

Room XV, which belongs to the German School, contains
but a meagre store; but what it has is good. The most
beautiful picture of all is Holbein’s * Christina, Princess
of Denmark” (the Arundel Holbein), one of the sweetest
and serenest of all portraits, which England so nearly
lost but is now forever ours. The show picture here is
Holbein’s “ Ambassadors,” which is a great work but hard.
Nearer to one’s heart comes Diirer’s portrait of his father,
No. 1938, a little like Ridolfo Ghirlandaio’s * Portrait
of a Gentleman” in Room VI, and very satisfying. As
with the Flemish school in Room IV, so with the German
here, many of the most interesting and beautiful pictures
are by unknown hands: such as No. 658 Death of the
Virgin,” No. 687 “The Santa Veronica,” No. 705 “Three
Saints,” No. 707 “ Two Saints,” No. 722 “Portrait of a
Lady,” No. 1049 “The Crucifixion,” and No. 1087 “The
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Mocking of Christ”. These are remarkable either for sim-
plicity or charm or realism, or a blend of all. One should
notice too No. 291, “The Portrait of a Young Lady,” by
Lucas Cranach, a very striking face.

The two rooms that follow, Nos. XVI and XVII, serve
only to show how poor in great French painting our
National Gallery is. The Wallace Collection and the
Tonides Collection (at South Kensington) help to make up
the deficiency ; but it is to me a matter for regret, almost
shame, that so far as the English nation is concerned the
Barbizon School might never have put brush to palette.
Millet, Corot, Daubigny, Troyon, Rousseau, Courbet, Le-
page—the National Gallery knows none of them.! Nor
does it know Watteau or Ingres. In fact its two French
rooms, were it not for Claude and the Poussins, would be
grotesque. But with such landscapes as the Claudes (some
of which were among the few pictures bought in 1824 from
John Julius Angerstein with which to start this great col-
lection) and the “ Calling of Abraham ” by Gaspard Poussin
(called Dughet in the catalogue, where Claude will be found
under Gellée) our credit, if not saved, is yet not wholly lost.
For the rest, there is the prettiness of Greuze and Madame
le Brun; and an interesting and masterly piece of still life
by Chardin.

It is in Room No. XVI that the two Turners hang, to
show to the world how much better he held himself than
Gellée. Room for both without this comparison: but if
such a competitive plan had been the rule, Wilson might
have hung a picture beside No. 61 and not feared the result.

Among the many Sir Joshuas in Room XVIII, the first
of the British School—all fine, all touched with grandeur
—I have chosen for reproduction the “ Portrait of Two

! A Diaz has just been added.
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Gentlemen ” (No. 754) because it has always fascinated me
most. But I would not call it greater perhaps than one or
two others—the Johnson, for example, or the Keppel, or
the Lord Heathfield, or the very haunting Anne Countess
of Albemarle. In the same room are such famous mothers’
pictures as the “Age of Innocence” and the “ Angels’
Heads”. London is extraordinarily rich in Reynolds:
here, at the Wallace Collection (where they are all beauti-
ful women), at the National Portrait Gallery, and at the
Diploma Gallery. Abundance has always marked the
greatest English artists, whether with the brush or the
pen, the abundance which we find in Reynolds and Turner
and Constable, in Shakespeare and Scott, in Fielding and
Thackeray and Dickens—the large manner.

The other picture in this room that I reproduce is
Romney’s “ Lady with a Child ” (No. 1667), which I have
chosen for its charm and for the amazing vitality of the
little girl, who is as real, as living, as any figure ever
painted, although I do not suggest that the picture is
greater technically than his portrait of Lady Craven, or
“The Parson’s Daughter,” close by, or the famous sketch
of Lady Hamilton as a Bacchante. Its claims are, how-
ever, more urgent—for a mother and child (and such a
child) have ultimately—as the great masters knew—a
deeper appeal than any woman alone, however beautiful,
can have, Another interesting Romney, painted with a
hard brilliance of which he had the secret, hangs in the
next room—Mr. and M. William Lindon—among the
landscapes, and might with advantage change places with
a landscape in Room XVIII. For Raeburn, who was, I
think, more powerful than Romney, but who does not ap-
peal to so many, we must seek the staircase, where are his
very distinguished ¢ Lieut.-Col. McMurdo ” (No. 1435) and

8
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his ¢ Portrait of a Lady” (No. 1146)—both grave and fine
and bearing all the traces of a master’s hand.

But Room XVIII to many persons is less noteworthy
for the portraits I have named, than for No. 683, Gains-
borough’s Mrs. Siddons, in the large black hat and feathers
and the blue and white striped dress. This is the first
picture they look at and the last. Brilliant and masterly
as it is, I must confess to a want of interest in it. I can
stand before it quite impassive : it affects me like a kind of
quintessential Burlington House — the Royal Academy
portrait carried out to its higher power. Sir Thomas
Lawrence’s Mrs. Siddons in Room XX seems to me far
greater. Before that one has a pulse. Nor do I care for
Gainsborough’s landscape, No. 925, in Room XVIII—all
green wool—as much as for those in Room XX to which
we shall come soon.

First, however, Room XIX, which is Hogarth’s: for
here hangs his most exquisite “ Shrimp Girl,” No. 1162,
which to my mind proves him a great painter more con-
vincingly than the « Marriage a la Mode” series or any of
his satirical work or the “Sigismonda mourning over the
heart of Guiscardo”. “The Shrimp Girl,” and the portrait
of Mrs. Salter (No. 1663), and one or two of the heads of
his servants (No. 1874), exhibit a Hogarth whose fine free
vivid way with paint interests me far more than his delinea-
tion of character and drama, where technically he seems to
me to come far below Jan Steen. But Jan Steen could
pot have painted the Mrs. Salter: rather indeed does that,
in its easy cool liquid colouring, suggest Vermeer of Delft.
In Room XIX also are a superb Alexander Nasmyth ; the
two pretty laundry maids by Morland’s father; and one
or two small canvases by the English Canaletto, Samuel
Scott.
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I have not yet named the most exquisite thing of all,
and after the “Shrimp Girl” and Mrs. Salter, the best:
a little formal trifle by the gorgeous Richard Wilson, No.
802, “View in Italy”. 'The further description in the
catalogue is, “ An ancient Roman ruin, a mutilated statue
leaning against a wall: two figures in the foreground ™.
But O the joy of it! It is a picture to light a whole room.
Below it is another, No. 1064, * On the River Wye,” hardly
less irresistible, and in the next room—Room XX —which
we now enter, are several more, notably No. 1290, * Land-
scape with Figures,” filled with the Wilsonic glory and
the glow—the light that never was on sea or shore but
inhabited his paint box.

Room XX is not, however, Wilson’s room, wonderful as
he is, nor should I call it Gainsborough’s, although his
landscapes also glorify its walls. In my mind Room XX
stands as Old Crome’s room—for here hangs “ Mousehold
Heath,” to me the most lovely landscape in English art,
and the rarest. When I enter Room XX it becomes the
abode of “Mousehold Heath” and “Mousehold Heath”
only. It is that, I realise, which I came to see ; and when
I go away it is with the golden light of it, the scented
air of it, in my very system. Not all Turner’s Titanic
miracles, not all Constable’s mighty transcriptions of Eng-
lish weald and weather, not all Wilson’s memories of the
age of gold, affect me as Crome does in this picture and in
“The Windmill”. I do not say that he is greater than
they; but upon me he exerts a greater influence, to me he
is more of a magician. Yet the best that the official cata-
logue can say of him is that “he has often produced an
admirable effect.”

Another picture in Room XX-—which is principally a
landscape room—that I covet, but in a far less degree, is
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Gainsborough’s “ View of Dedham,” No. 1283, which has
a lovely sky and is, I think, the best of this painter’s land-
scapes, although No. 80, “The Market Cart,” is better
known. Thomas Barker’s Somerset landscape, No. 1039,
is fine too. Here also is George Morland, whose work,
however overlaid with peach bloom, is always lovable, and
perhaps in its smiling prosperity and peace the completest
contrast that could be found to the adjacent Copleys—
“The Death of Chatham,” “The Death of Peirson,” and
“The Siege of Gibraltar” (interesting for corroborating
Reynolds’ portrait of Lord Heathfield in the next room)—
illustrations, as one might say, for The Graphic, carried out
with amazing skill and spirit. One of these I recollect
vividly as the first great picture I ever saw—for it used to
be on the staircase, and as a child I wondered before it as
we entered the National Gallery on the way to cooler
things. That was thirty years ago, I suppose; but I re-
member the impression still.

If Room XX is Crome’s room, Room X X1 is Constable’s.
Crome’s and Constable’s—the conjunction is interesting : to
me intensely so because in the “Mousehold Heath” and
more than one of the Constable sketches, but particularly
the “ Stoke-by-Nayland, Suffolk,” No. 1819, *“The Mill
Stream,” No. 1816, “The Country Lane,” No. 1821, and
“The Cornfield,” No. 1065, one seems to sce the germ of
Barbizon landscape. As one so often sees the father in the
son—a hint of the elder generation in a passing expression
on even the infant’s face—so as one looks at these pictures
may one catch glimpses of Troyon and Rousseau, Diaz and
Millet. The gleaner in the foreground of No. 1065 is
sheer Millet. Constable’s larger and more painty land-
scapes, the “Flatford Mill,” “The Hay Wain,” and so
forth, seem to me smaller efforts than some of his more
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impressionistic and rapid sketches here and elsewhere—at
South Kensington and the Diploma Gallery. There is less
of inevitable masterly genius about them than in the little
“Summer Afternoon after a Shower,” No. 1815, which is
terrific, and No. 1817, “The Gleaners,” and No. 1822,
“Dedham Vale”. These are to me among the greatest
works of English art.

Room XXI contains also James Ward’s view of Harlech
Castle, in the grand manner, a vast landscape of much
power and interest; and here are six Turners which have
overflowed from Room XXII, two of them of especial
beauty—the “Bligh Sands,” No. 496, and ‘Abingdon,”
No. 485, in a golden morning mist. It is to this room also
that one must go for Wilkie’s gentle translations of Jan
Steen and Teniers into homely Doric, and for a beautiful
mellow Cotman, “ River Scene,” No. 1111, of which I never
tire.

Of the Turners in Room XXII, I feel myself incapable
adequate speech. One seems to be in the presence of some
great natural force, at times almost a whirlwind. 'To me,
to whom art is never so appealing as when it is still, re-
poseful, shipwrecks and tempests are merely amazing ; and
so I always seek first, and return again and again to, three
pictures of a quietness equal to the quietude of any land-
scape I know, in which perhaps the quietude is the more
noticeable by the absence of any external aid. It is the
essential quietude of the country. I refer to the “Chi-
chester Canal,” No. 560, which is reproduced on the page
opposite 126, to “Petworth Park,” No. 559, painted in
the same year, and to No. 492 on the opposite wall, < A
Frosty Morning : Sunrise,” which conveys a sense of still
cold more completely than any picture I know, however
they may be loaded with corroborative snow flakes or
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figures blowing on their nails. These are my favourites
—these and such fairy scenes as the “The Fighting
Temeraire,” and “ Agrippina landing with the ashes of
Germanicus” (one wonders why Turner troubled to find a
subject at all); and such gorgeous southern day dreams as
the two pictures of Venice, Nos. 534 and 585 ; and “ Cali-
gula’s Palace ” in all its lovely unreality ; and the “Bay of
Baiae ” and “Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage ”; and “Crossing
the Brook,” where he seems, after his competitive wont, to
have set himself the task of going beyond every one in
Rooms XX and XXI and, in sheer might at any rate, to
have succeeded. These I admire most—these and the two
great works which Turner ordered to be hung beside the
Claudes in Room X VI, of which to my mind the “Dido
Building Carthage ” runs Claude very close indeed, while
the other, “The Sun Rising in a Mist,” enters a region
of which Claude knew nothing. Having seen these, there
is still before one the exquisite delight of the Turner water
colours in the basement. ;

And here my rapid and perhaps far too personal and
opinionated survey of the National Gallery ends,

NoTe.—Since these two chapters were written, the pictures in the
Gallery have been re-arranged. And shortly, when the new rooms are
finished, they are to be re-arranged again, finally. I wait till then to
re-write the chapters. Meanwhile, I should like to draw attention to the

new Turner water-colours, to the new Hals, and to the Dutch loans of
Mr. Driicker and the Barbizon loans of Mr. Salting. June, 1g90g.
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CHAPTER IX
THE STRAND AND COVENT GARDEN

The Strand—A Cosmopolitan Street—Waterloo Bridge and white stone
—The Adelphi—The Brothers Adam—Adelphi Terrace and Bucking-
ham Street—Samuel Pepys, a great Londoner—The old Palaces—
The Covent Garden stalwarts—A modern bruiser—New thorough-
fares—Will’s Coffee House—Charles and Mary Lamb—The Lyceum
—Benedick and Beatrice—Dr. Primrose and Olivia—Sotheby’s—
Interesting and not interesting—Essex Street—Simpson’s of the Past
—Chop Houses—London’s love of affront—Modes of Slavery—The
picturesque omnibus—A Piccadilly scene—St. Mary’s Le Strand—
—The Maypole—The Swinge-bucklers—St. Clement Danes — The
Law Courts.

COULD not, I think, explain why, but I have more dis-
taste for the Strand than for any street in London.
I would avoid it as carefully, from pure unreasoning pre-
judice, as Count D’Orsay or Dick Swiveller avoided certain
other districts on financial grounds. This, I fear, proves
me to be only half a Londoner—if that; for the Strand to
many people is London, all else being extraneous. They
endure their daily tasks elsewhere only because such endur-
ance provides them with the means to be in the Strand at
night.

The most Bohemian of London streets, if the Strand
could cross to Paris it would instantly burgeon into a
boulevard. Its prevailing type is of the stage: the blue
chin of Thespis is very apparent there, and the ample
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waistcoat of the manager is prominent too. Except at
night, on the way to the Gaiety, the fashionable youth
avoid the Strand; and indeed the best-dressed men and
women are not seen on its pavements, howsoever they may
use its carriage way. But with these exceptions, all London
may be studied there; and other nations too, for the great
hotels and Charing Cross station tend to cosmopolitanise it.
Probably at no hour of the day or night are more than half
the Strand’s population true Londoners,

If the Strand is too much for one, as it may easily be,
the escape is very simple. You may be on the banks of the
Thames in two minutes from any part of it, or on the
beautiful Adelphi Terrace, or among the flowers and greenery
of Covent Garden, or amid the peace of the Savoy chapel
or the quietude of Essex Street. Standing on the south
end of Waterloo Bridge on a sunny afternoon you get one
of the best views of London that is to be had and learn
something of the possibilities of the city’s white stone.
Somerset House from this. point is superb, St. Paul’s as
beautiful and fragile as any of Guardi’s Venetian domes.
Above the green of the trees and the Temple lawns and
the dull red of the new Embankment buildings, broken
- here and there by a stone block, you see Wren’s spires
pricking the sky, St. Bride’s always the most noticeable;
and now, far back, gleaming with its new whiteness and
the gold of its figure of Justice, is the new Central Crimi-
nal Court, to add an extra touch of light. Culminating
statues gilded or otherwise are beginning to be quite a
feature of London buildings. The New Gaiety Theatre has
one; Telephone House in Temple Avenue has a graceful
Mercury ; over the Savoy portico stands a noble Crusader.
Less ambitious but not less pleasing is the gold galleon
forming a weather vane on Mr. Astor’s embankment office,
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which is as fine in its way as the Flying Dragon on Bow
Church in Cheapside.

The Adelphi, which dates from 1768, consists of the
Terrace, standing high overlooking the river, and its neigh-
bouring streets, John Street, Robert Street, James Street,
William Street and Adam Street, together with the arches
beneath. It was the work of the Scotch architects Robert,
John, James and William Adam, who in its generic title
and in these four streets celebrate for ever their relationship
and their names. The Terrace must be seen from the Em-
bankment or the river if its proportions are to be rightly
esteemed ; and one must go within one of the houses to
appreciate the beauty of the Adam ceilings and fireplaces,
which are the perfect setting for the furniture of Heppel-
white and Sheraton. English taste in decoration and de-
sign has certainly never since reached the height of delicacy
and restraint it then knew.

No house in the Terrace has been replaced or very seri-
ously tampered with, and all have some interesting associa-
tion, chief among them being No. 4, where in 1779 the
gaiety of nations was eclipsed by the death of Garrick.
The other Adelphi streets have historic memories too.
Disraeli always believed that he was born at No. 2 James
Street, in a library, although the facts seem to be against
him ; at No. 18 John Street is the Society of Arts, whence
come London’s tablets of great men, of which I have
already said something ; and at No. 2 Robert Street lived
Thomas Hood, who sang the “Song of the Shirt”.

More ancient is the district between the Adelphi and
the Charing Cross District Railway station. Here we go
back a hundred years before the Adelphi was built, to
associations with the great name of Buckingham—Bucking-
ham Street, Duke Street, and Villiers Street being its chief
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quarters, Of these Buckingham Street retains most signs
of age. Samuel Pepys lived there for many years, in the
south-west corner house overlooking the river, which he
probably came to think his own ; Peter the Great lodged
at the opposite corner; Jean Jacques Rousseau and David
Hume were together in Buckingham Street in 1765, before
they entered upon their great and unphilosophic quarrel;
Etty painted at No. 14 and Clarkson Stanfield’s studio was
below him.

Pepys’ companion diarist John Evelyn resided for a while
in Villiers Street, which is now given up to cheap eating-
houses and meretricious shops, and on Sunday evenings is
packed with rough boys and girls. Steele lived here after
the death of his wife. 'The street is much changed since
then, for Charing Cross station robbed it of its western
side.

I am inclined to think that Pepys when all is said is the
greatest of the Londoners—a fuller, more intensely alive,
Londoner than either Johnson or Lamb. Perhaps he wins
his pre-eminence rather by his littleness, for to be a
Londoner in the highest one must be rather trivial or at
least be interested in trivialities. Johnson was too serious,
Lamb too imaginative, to compete with this busy Secretary.
Neither was such an epicure of life, neither found the world
fresh every morning as he did. It is as the epicure of life
that he is so alluring. His self-revelations are valuable in
some degree, and his picture of the times makes him per-
haps the finest understudy a historian ever had ; but Pepys’
greatness lies in his appreciation of good things. He lived
minute by minute, as wise men do, and he extracted what-
ever honey was possible. Who else has so fused business
and pleasure? Who else has kept his mind so open, so
alert? Whenever Pepys found an odd quarter of an hour
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he sang or strummed it away with a glad heart ; whenever
he walked abroad his eyes were vigilant for pretty women.
No man was more amusable. He drank “incomparable
good claret” as it should be drunk, and loved it; he
laughed at Betterton, he ogled Nelly Gwynn, he in-
trigued with men of affairs, he fondled his books, he ate
his dinner, all with gusto and his utmost energy. Trivial
he certainly was, but his enjoyment is his justification.
Samuel Pepys was a superb artist in living. He was a
man of insatiable inquisitiveness: there was always some-
thing he considered “ pretty tosee” ; and it was this gift of
curiosity that made him the best of Londoners. He had
also the true Londoner’s faculty of bearing with equanimity
the trials of others, for all through the great plague and
the great fire he played his lute with cheerfulness.

Turning into the pleasant Embankment Gardens at the
foot, one comes at once upon the York Water Gate, which was
built by the Duke of Buckingham on the shore of the
river to admit boats to his private staithe, those being the
days when the Thames was a highway of fashion. To-day
it is given up to commerce. But he did not complete his
design of rebuilding the old Palace; the gate is all that
now remains; and the site of York House is covered by
Buckingham Street and its companions—just as the site of
Durham House, where Raleigh lived, is beneath the Adelphi,
and that of Arundel House beneath Arundel Street and its
neighbourhood, and that of old Somerset House beneath
the present building of the same name.

Only two relics of the old Strand palaces remain: the
York Water Gate and the Savoy chapel, one of London’s
perfect buildings, dating from 1505 and offering in its
quietude the completest contrast to the bustle of the
surrounding neighbourhood. The outside walls alone
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represent the original structure, and they, I fancy, enly
in parts. Among those who lie beneath its stones are
Mis. Anne Killigrew, whom Dryden mourned, and George
Wither the poet, who sang divinely in prison of the con-
solations of the muse.

Covent Garden being for the most part a wholesale
market, it has none of the interest of the Paris Halles, where
the old women preside over stalls of fruit and vegetables
arranged with exquisite neatness, and make up pennyworths
and two pennyworths with so thoughtful an eye to the pre-
servation of economy. We have nothing like that in
London, In London if you want two pennyworth of
mixed salad you must buy six pennyworth and throw
away the balance, economy being one of the virtues of
which we are ashamed; nor do we encourage open air
stalls except for the poor. Hence where it is retail Covent
Garden deals only in cut flowers and rare fruits, al-
though I must not forget the attractive little aviary on
the roof at the east end -of the central building, where
the prettiest of the little cage birds of all countries twitter
their appeal to you to take them home and love them.

There is something in the constitution of the London
porter, whether he unloads ships or wagons, carries on his
head vegetables, fish, or the products of farthest Ind,
which arrests progress, keeps -him apart and out of the
movement. You notice this at the Docks, which are of
course remote from the centre, but you notice it also at
Covent Garden, within sound of the very modern Strand.
Covent Garden remains independent and aloof. New
buildings may arise, petrol instead of horses may drag in
the wagons from the country, but the work of unloading
and distributing vegetables and flowers remains the same,
and the porters have an immemorial air and attitude
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unresponsive to the times; while the old women who sit
in rows in the summer shelling peas have sat thus since
peas first had pods. Not only does the Covent Garden
porter lead his own life insensitive to change, but his
looks are ancient too: his face belongs to the past. Itis
not the ordinary quick London face: it has its scornful
expression, of course, because London stamps a weary
contempt on all her outdoor sons; but it is heavier, for
example, than the Drury Lane face, close by. Perhaps the
soil is responsible for this : perhaps Covent Garden depend-
ing wholly on the soil, and these men on Covent Garden,
they have gained something of the rural stolidity and
patience.

One could not have a better view of the Covent Garden
porters collectively than fell to my lot one day recently,
when I found some scores of them waiting outside the
boxing club which used to be Evans’s Rooms in Thackeray’s
day, and before that was Lord’s Hotel, looking expectantly
at its doors. I waited too, and presently there emerged
alone a fumbling stumbling figure, a youth of twenty-four
or so, neatly dressed and brushed, but with his cheeks and
eyes a mass of pink puff. The daylight smote him almost
as painfully as his late adversary must have done, and he
stood there a moment on the steps wondering where he
was, while Covent Garden, which dearly loves a fight
with or without the gloves, murmured recognition and
approval. No march of progress, no utilitarian wave,
dere. Byron’s pugilist friend and master, Jackson of
Bond Street, could he have walked in, would have detected
little change, either in the crowd or the hero, since his own
day.

Perhaps the most important event connected with St.
Paul’s Church, in Covent Garden, which in its original
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form was built by Inigo Jones to be “the handsomest barn
in England,” was the marriage in 1778 of William Turner
of Maiden Lane to Mary Marshall of the same parish ; for
from that union sprang Joseph Mallord William Turner,
the painter, who was baptised there in 1775. Among
those buried here are Samuel Butler the author of Hudibras,
and Peter Pindar (Dr. Wolcot) the scarifier of Guelphs
and Whitbreads, who wished his coffin to touch that of his
great and satirical predecessor; Willlam Wycherley, who
wrote The Country Girl; Sir Peter Lely, who painted
Stuart beauties; Grinling Gibbons, who carved wood like
an angel; Dr. Arme, the musician; and Charles Macklin,
the actor, who lived to be 107.

It was in Maiden Lane, close by, that Turner was born,
in 1775, and among famous sojourners there were Andrew
Marvell and Voltaire. To-day it is given up to the stage,
and it is difficult to pass through it without hearing the
chorus of some forthcoming musical piece at practice in an
upper room. Rule’s oyster shop is here, the modern sub-
stitute for the historic Cyder Cellar, where a hundred years
ago Porson drank incredible draughts and grew wittier
with every potation. And it was in Maiden Lane that
poor Terriss, the last of the swaggering romantics of the
English stage, was murdered by a madman a few years ago.
Close by, in Tavistock Street, at the Country Life office,
is the best green door in London.

Between Covent Garden and Drury Lane certain eight-
eenth century traces still remain; but east of Drury
Lane is a wilderness of modernity. Everything has gone '
between that street and Lincoln’s Inn Fields—everything.
Men are not made London County Councillors for nothing.

At the time I write the houses in Kingsway and Ald-
wych have still to be built, a few isolated theatres and
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offices being all that is yet finished. It remains to be seen
whether London, so conservative in its routes, so senti-
mentally attached to its old rights of way, will make any
use of a wide road from the Strand to Holborn, but will
not rather adhere to Bow Street and Endell Street or
Chancery Lane. It has a way of doing so. Nothing has
ever yet persuaded it to walk or drive up or down Shaftes-
bury Avenue, which for all the use it has been might never
have ploughed through the Soho rookeries ; while there are
many people who would rather be splashed in St. Martin’s
Lane and among the bird fanciers of St. Andrew’s two
streets, than use the new and spacious Charing Cross Road.
There is yet another reason why one looks with doubt on
the usefulness of this new road, and that is that the great
currents of London locomotion have set always east and
west.

Of Covent Garden’s two great theatres I have nothing to
say ; but the north-east corner house of Russell Street and
Bow Street, with its red tiles and ancient facade, has much
interest, for it was once, in a previous state, Will’s Coffee
House, where John Dryden sat night after night and
delivered judgments on new books and plays. The associa-
tions of Will’s are too numerous for me to dare to touch
upon them further: they are a book alone. Next door,
at No. 20 Russell Street, a hundred and more years later,
over what is now a fruiterer’s, lodged Charles and Mary
Lamb; but the Society of Arts does not recognise the fact,
nor even that Lamb was boirn at 2 Crown Office Row in
the Temple, to which we are steadily drawing near. Lamb’s
rooms I fancy extended to the corner house too, and it was
from one of these that, directly they were established there
in 1817, Mary Lamb had the felicity to see a thief being
conveyed to Bow Street police station.



128 A WANDERER IN LONDON

Bow Street has now completely lost its antiquity and is
no longer interesting. Nor would Wellington Street be
interesting were it mot for its association with Henry
Irving and the Lyceum. It is true that Henry Irving is
no more, and the Lyceum is transformed and vulgarised ;
but the memory of that actor is too vivid for it to be
possible yet to pass through this street without a regret.
The Lyceum, so long the stronghold of all that was most
harmonious and romantic and dignified in the English drama,
is now a music-hall with two performances a night, and
never again will that great and courteous gentleman with
whom its old fame is identified be seen on its stage. It
was in a corner of the pit, leaning against the barrier be-
tween that part of the house and the stalls, that I saw all
Irving’s best performances in recent years, most exquisite
of which to recall being always his Benedick in Muck Ado
About Nothing—or, as the programme hawkers who
hovered about the queue in the dark passage of the
Lyceum Tavern used to call it, “Much to-do about
Nothing.” Of all the myriad plays I have seen—good
plays, middling plays, and plays in which one’s wandering
eyes return again and again most longingly to the magic
word “exit”—I remember no incident with more serene
pleasure than the entry of Miss Terry as Beatrice with the
words “ Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to
dinner,” and the humorous gravity, a little perplexed by
the skill of this new and alluring antagonist, of Benedick’s
face as he pondered his counter stroke and found none.
And with it comes the recollection of that other scene
between these two rare and gentle spirits, when, in  Olivia,”
Dr. Primrose, having at last found his weeping daughter,
would take her home again. All reluctance and shame,
she demurs and shrinks until he comes beautifully down to
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level ground with her, by saying, with that indescribably
sweet smile of his, “ You ran away with one man: won’t
you run back with me?” and wins the day. Irving may
have lacked many qualities of the great actor ; but when he
died there passed away from the English stage something
of charm and distinction and picturesque power that it is
not likely in our time to recover; and the world was the
poorer by the loss of a commanding gentleman.

It is in the lower part of Wellmnrton Street, between the
Strand and Waterloo Bridge, that Sotheby’s is situated—
that famous sale-room where book-collectors and dealers
meet to bid against each other for first editions, and where,
in these unpatriotic times, the most valuable of our auto-
graph letters and unique literary treasures are allowed to
fall to American dollars.

York Street, which was built early in the seventeenth
century, retains much of its old character. It wasat No.
4 that De Quincey wrote his Confessions; and the superb
Elliston, who counted fish at dinner “as nothing,” lived at
No. 5. I am exploring and naming only the old streets
where the actual historic houses still stand, because to walk
down a dull street because a great man lived in it before the
rebuilder and modern taste had made it dull, is not an
attractive occupation. And I am omitting all names but
those that seem to me to lend a human note to these
pages. Streets such as Arundel Street and Norfolk Street
in the Strand, which had many literary and other associa-
tions, but have been entirely rebuilt and are now merely
business thoroughfares lined with fantastic red brick facades,
do not seem to me interesting. But Essex Street, close
by, does seem to me interesting, because it retains its old
Georgian form, and being a cul-de-sac for carriages, is quiet

to boot. The Essex Head, it is true, where Sam’s Club
9
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met under Doctor Johnson’s sway, has been rebuilt; but
the lower part of the street is much as it was when Henry
Erskine learnt oratory at the Robin Hood Club (as some
of the speakers of our day learn it at the Cogers’) and when
the Young Pretender lodged at Lady Primrose’s.

When I first came to London, Simpson’s, the most famous
of the Strand eating-houses, was beyond my purse. Not
for two years did I venture between its doors, and then
was so overawed that I might as well have fasted. I re-
member that the head waiter, in addition to the charge
for attendance, which was, I think, threepence, although,
such was my obvious unimportance, there had been none,
automatically subtracted a sixpence as my tip to him, thus
saving me the embarrasisment of wondering if that were
enough. It was the first thoughtful thing that had occurred
during the meal. But later, when I had learned to call
“ Waiter ” without a spasm of self-consciousness, I extracted
much entertainment from Simpson’s, not only in the
restaurant, but upstairs in the Divan, where one might
watch champions of chess mating in two moves, or read the
current number of Cornhill.

But all thatis changed. Thereis no Divan to-day, and no
one there has ever heard of the Cornkill, and in place of the
old shabbiness and comfort we have sumptuously-uphol-
stered rooms and all the paraphernalia of modernity. The
chop-house has become a restaurant. The joints are still
wheeled from table to table, but not with the old leisure,
although still not so eagerly that the drivers’ licences are
in any danger of endorsement. Simpson’s in its new shape
is indeed symptomatic of the times. It even advertises.

The old Chop House is almost extinct, although I know
still of one or two the addresses of which nothing shall in-
duce me to divulge (lest a syndicate corrupt them), where
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one still sits in bays, and eats good English food with
English names, and waits a long time for it, and does not
complain ; where there is no cloakroom for hats and coats,
and no door porters whose one aim in life is to send you
away in a cab; where a twopenny tip goes farther than a
shilling elsewhere; and where if one lights a pipe no
German-Swiss manager suddenly appears, all suavity and
steel, to say that pipes are not allowed. There are still two
or three of such places, but probably by the time this book
is published they will have gone too and no pipes be left.<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>