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C H A F T 3 R I

INTRODUCTORY

Yet you ask on what account I write so many love-lyrics
And whence this soft book comes into my mouth.
Neither Calliope nor Apollo sung these things into my ear,

My genius is no more than a girl.

If she with ivory fingers drive a tune through the lyre,
We look at the process.

How easy the moving fingersj if hair is mussed on her forehead, 
If she goes in a gleam of Cos, in a slither of dyed stuff,
There is a volume in the matter; if her eyelids sink into sleep, 
There are new jobs for the author;
And if she plays with me with her shirt off,

We shall construct many Iliads.

E. F



To know Robert Browning is to have some feel for his profound 

sensitivity and understanding of the arts. Browning does not stand in 

great favor with modern critics and his popularity with the reading 

public is slowly lessening} nevertheless, a critical study of the man’s 

-works may well let us know how much our contemporary regarding aesthetic 

appreciation he truly is, although his idiom is slowly sinking into 

history. "When Browning’s poetry first appeared in print before the 

British public it was thought to be elliptical, even too obscure for 

the reader to understand. Today the very opposite is thought of his 

workss that Browning is hopelessly prosaic and wordy.In Browning’s 

own time he was thought to be a great thinker, even a prophet} whereas 

today he is often looked upon as the shallow pop-philosopher that 

typifies his age. Browning never intended to be obscure nor did he 

claim, to be a prophet, and even a superficial investigation would 

reveal that he is not the uncritical Victorian optimist that he is so 

often labelled, lie should try to transcend the differences of time 

and idiom if we want to come to a critical understanding of Browning 

the poet. Not in the sense of dialectical philosophy, but in a strictly

■^Horace Gregory, Preface to Robert Browning: Selected Poetry 
(New York: Holt, Rinehart and Winston, 1967), pp. xv, xvi.
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poetic sense of the word, "Browning is one of the most intellectual 

poets in the language."!

In this study I will approach Browning not as a philosopher of 

art, hut strictly as a poet. It would he in the gravest violation of 

Browning’s own principles if I were to attempt to separate the matter 

from the form of his poems in an essay to show exactly what was Browning’s 

"medicine ^<fithin his sugar-coated pill". (Hence, I use lengthy direct 

quotation from his poems.) This unreal separation is the mistake that 

the Victorians made with Browning. Browning is not a poet of abstract 

philosophy or of aesthetic theory: he is the poet of human life. Any 

didacticism in his poems is not dry and abstract: always it is 

sensitively felt through a brilliantly drawn character in a dramatic 

situation. Browning’s dramatic monologues are didactic in the same 

way that T. S. Eliot’s plays are didactic.

Browning is the poet of human life, and well it is that he entitled 

the book Men and Women in which vtq find both poems "Fra Lippo Lippi" 

and "Andrea del Sarto". It is in the context of real men and women 

that we find Browning’s thoughts about life and art most vividly and 

most poetically implied. The "philosophy" of Browning might more 

truly be called the "wisdom" of his life, or the dominant "themes" 

that run through his poetry. In Men and Women we find the key to the 

wisdom of Browning’s work. In "Andrea del Sarto" he has the painter

exclaim:

!paul Elmer More, "Why is Browning Popular?", Shelburne Essays 
(Hew York: Houghton Mifflin Company, third series," 1905), p. 151.



4

Ah, but a man's reach must exceed his grasp,
Or what's a heaven for?

The same thought had been previously uttered in "Saul”:

. . . 'tis not what man Does which exalts him, 
but what man Would do I

Throughout this group is the insistence on the nobility of his 
aims, even if unattainable. But the quest of the transcendental 
need not ignore fidelity to definite knowledge, actual achievements 
in art and thought, and the fine nuances of human relationships. 

Because of his genuine interest in art Browning was naturally

attracted to the lives and works of two renaissance painters as subject 

matter for his portrait studies in Men and Women. Fra Filippo Lippi 

and Andrea del Sarto were vitally involved in the renaissance movement 

toward realistic painting, the validity of such painting, and its 

ultimate value of elevating the individual (painter or viewer) in a 

personal or religious way. The insight of these two real painters was 

in the fifteenth century an insight into the life in its rebirth, not 

a conscious critical insight into their own art. Browning, by putting 

his dramatic monologues into the voices of these two men makes, in an 

artistic way, more explicit in their speeches what was definitely 

only implicit in their lives. But, Browning's interpretation of the 

life and works of Fra Lippo Lippi and Andrea del Sarto is strictly a 

poetic interpretation, not a critical philosophical interpretation.

If Browning had intended the latter he would have known well enough 

to write an essay, not a poem. Finally, my function as a critic of 

Browning, and not at all as a poet, is to make explicit as best I can

^Saxe Commins, Introduction, The Poems and Plays of Robert 
Browning (New Yorks The Modern Library, Random House, 1934), p. xiv.
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in a strictly critical philosophical may what is implicit in the poems 

of Robert Browning in the way of aesthetic theory.

Every poet has some idea (conscious or unconscious) of what poetry 

is. Because for a poet, as for anyone involved in an art, poetry, his 

art, is an important part of lifej it is only natural that many poets 

write at time in one way or another about poetry. Although they may at 

time (such as in the cases of Carl Sandburg and Marianne Moore) pretend 

to define poetry, a poet as a poet can only give us a poetic insight 

into his art, and not a real definition of it. The strict critic must 

admit that poetry really is not "a real toad in an imaginary garden”, 

but rather it is like such a toad. It is often said that we all know 

what light is, but it is not easy to tell what it is. By this analogy 

I do not mean to say that we all know what poetry is, but only that 

those of us who do know what poetry is do not find it at all easy to 

tell what it is.^ Implicit in certain writings of Robert Browning is 

an extended poetic definition of poetry. I, with the help of numerous 

professional Browning critics and philosophers of art, hope to make 

that poetic definition more philosophical and more critical, in order 

to come to a better general understanding of Browning and his poems.

^■Allen A. Brockington, Browning and the Twentieth Century, A Study 
of Robert Browning's Influence' and Tep'u't'aTTon(Kew York" HusselT k 
Russell, 1963), p. 22.



CHAPTER II

"Fra Lippo Lippi”: ART AS REALISM

Hang it all, Robert Browning,
there can be but the on® "Sordollo.”
But Bordello, and my Sordollo?
Lo Sordels si fo di Mantovana.
So-shu churned in the sea.
Seal sports in the spray-whited circles of cliff-wash, 
Sleek head, daughter of Lir,

eyes of Picasso
Under black fur-hood, lithe daughter of Ocean;

E. P



For Browning’s insight into the aesthetic experience of realistic 

interpretation, creation and expression we might look closely at his 

poem "Fra Lippo Lippi”. Much of the experience of a realistic artist 

is embodied in this monk-painter of the Renaissance.

First, it is interesting to note that the central figure of this 

poem is not a strictly imaginary person, created to bring Browning’s 

ideas to life. Fra Lippo is closely faithful to a real historical 

character, Fra Filippo Lippi (c. 1406-1469), called Lippo Lippi, one 

of the foremost Florentine painters of the early Renaissance. Fra 

Lippi was brought up in the convent of the Carmelites of the Carmine 

in Florence. He began art training while yet in the monastery, 

showing the direct influence of Fra Angelico and of Masaccio. In 1432 

he left the convent to pursue art on a wider scale, but without re

nouncing his order; and in Browning’s poem we see Fra Lippo as yet a 

monk while living at the home of Cosimo de Medici. Lippi is known to 

have enjoyed the patronage of the Medicis throughout his career. In 

1455 he was at Prato, decorating the choir of the Cathedral with 

great frescoes, representing scenes from the lives of John the Baptist 

and St. Stephen, which remain today as Lippi’s most important work. 

Lippi decorated several other Italian churches, and he is most widely
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known today for his various easel paintings which hang in nearly all 

the major museums of the world. Fra Filippo was the greatest colorist 

of his day, a fine draughtsman, and a master of drapery and costume.

He excelled in the execution of individual figures, which are always 

graceful and animated, but his sacred subjects are treated with a 

realism, humanness, and love of sensuous beauty, which is regarded by 

some to detract from the dignity and sublimity of the work.^ Among 

Lippi’s students of art were Botticelli, Benozzo Oozzoli and Francesco 

di Pesello. He was released from his monastic vows by Pius II, and 

lived to be the father of Filippino Lippi (c. 1457-1504), also a major 

Florentine painter.

It Is valid to examine here for a moment a famous critic’s

interpretation of the work of the real Filippo Lippi before we look

at the character of Browning’s dramatic monologue. In many ways the 

similarities are remarkable. Berenson says of Filippo’s paintings;

7/here shall we find faces more winsome, more appealing, than in 
certain of his Madonnas—the one in the Uffizi, for instance- 
more momentarily evocation of noble feeling than in his Louvre 
altar-piece? Where in Florentine painting is there anything more 
fascinating than the playfulness of his children, more poetic than 
one or two of his landscapes, more charming than is at times his 
colour? And with all this, health, even robustness, and almost 
unfailing good-humourl Yet by themselves all these qualities 
constitute only a high-class ullustrator, and such by native 
endowment I believe Fra Filippo to have been.^

We shall find in Browning's poem an argument about whether the

^•Columbia Encyclopedia, ed. Clarke F, Ansley (Morningside Heights, 
Mew York: Columbia University Press, 1940), p. 1048.

^Bernard Berenson, The Italian Painters of the Renaissance (Mew 
York: World Publishing Company,' 1957")",..pp'7 90-91.'”
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painter is a painter of the body or of the soul. The following is one 

critic’s interpretation of the real Filippo’s art in this regard:

Filippo's strongest impulse was not toward the pre-eminently artistic 
one of re-creation, but rather toward expression, and within that 
field, toward the expression of the pleasant, genial, spiritually 
comfortable feelings of ordinary life. His real place is with 
the genre painters; only his genre was of the soul, as that of 
others—of Benozzo Gozzoli, for example—was of the body.''- 

This long digression simply exemplifies the extent to which

Browning found the raw materials of his poems, the character and

conflict, intact in reality, waiting, as it were, for a poetic inter

pretation or insight.

Let us now see how Browning interprets the character of Fra Lippo 

in the poem. The composition of place is that of a dark alley at 

night in Florence, where two policemen accost the monk and force him 

to defend himself to them. Fra Lippo is hard-pressed to talk his way 

out of this squeeze and to get back to Cosimo de Medici's palace |! 

before daybreak. He says;

Zooks, what's to blame? you think you see a monkJ
VJhat, it's past midnight, and you go the rounds,
And here you catch me at an alley's end 
inhere sportive ladies leave their doors ajar?

After a long and fast combination of profundities, double-talk, 

and name-dropping, Fra Lippo proceeds to tell the policemen his life 

story as a justification for his unseemly conduct*

I was a baby when my mother died
And father died and left me in the street,
I starved there, God knows how, a year or two
On fig skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks,
Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day
My stomach being empty as your hat,
The wind doubled me up and down I went.

■'•Ibid., p. 91.



10

On Browning's part, this is vividly creative, while at the same time 

faithful to the history of the real person.

While I stood munching my first bread that month:
'So, boy, you're minded,' quoth the good fat father
Wiping his own mouth, 'twas refection-time,—
'To quit this very miserable world?
Will you renounce' . . . The mouthful of bread? thought Ij
By no means J Brief, they make a monk of me;
I did renounce the world, its pride and greed,
Palace, farm, villa, shop and banking-house,
Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici
Have given their hearts to—all at eight years old.

The Carmelites had a difficult time immediately to make a Latin scholar 

of Fra Lippo, and eventually they had a difficult time making a monk 

out of him. He was too free-spirited, too much in the spirit of the 

Renaissance. The human interest story that Fra Lippo tells the police 

is full of statements of event and opinion that exemplify a theory 

of Renaissance realism. We need only to examine them closely.

3ven while Fra Lippo Lippi is talking to his captors, his sharp 

eye sees men walking in the dark streets whom he considers as pro

spective models for his religious paintings. He can see so keenly 

into the faces and the souls of ordinary men on the street that he can 

determine which one is a Judas and which a John the Baptist. He exolaims:

Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the streets
And count fair prize what comes into their net?
He's Judas to a tittle, that man is I
Just such a face I

And nearly within the same breath he comments upon another face:

I'd like his face—
His, elbowing on his oomrade in the door
With the pike and lantern,—for the slave that holds
John Baptist's head a-dangle by the hair
With one hand ('look you, now' as who should say)
And his weapon in the other, yet unwipedj



We may infer from this first action that for Fra Lippo Lippi 

art begins in close observation of reality in nature and in men.

Fra Lippo's inspiration is not from supernatural contemplation or 

abstract thought, but rather in real every-day life, Ee is unobtrusive, 

and he wanders among the crowds seeking out the spiritual realities in 

their concrete embodiments.

This gift of perception into men's faces was not a gratuitous 

talent, but rather, the little man was forced to develop it from early 

boyhood out of necessity. Ee tells us that he was very young an 

orphan and forced to beg on the streets:

But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets
Sight years together, as my fortune was,
Watching folk’s faces to know who will fling
The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires,
And who will curse or kick him for his pains—

And when the boy was made a monk and taught Latin he didn't forget 

his skill at making faces express inner truths about a character, but 

rather he worked to recreate those faces in his drawings:

Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,
Be learns the look of things, and none the less
For admonitions from the hunger-pinch*
I had a store of such remarks, be sure,
Which, after I found leisure, turned to use:
I drew men's faces on my copy-books,
Scrawled them within the antiphonary's marge,
Joined legs and arms to the long music-notes,
Found nose and eyes and chin for A.s and B.s.

Eere seems to be a definite anti-romantic note in Browning’s 

portrayal of this realistic artist. Just as Browning's poem is sharply 

to be contrasted to Shelley's "Ode to Intellectual Beauty", the character 

that Browning presents also finds his beginnings for art in the real 

world rather than in intellectual contemplation. Fra Lippo is first
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a vvatcher, even a spy* It is conventionally believed that the country 

is more poetic than the city; that an ideal residence for a poet 

would be in lonely, lovely, romantic scenery? and that in splendid 

solitude and isolation he should clothe his thoughts in forms of 

beauty. Browning’s own life and methods of work were In exact contrast 

to these popular ideas;

because his theory of poetry requires the poet to live in the 
very midst of human activities, and to draw his inspiration not from 
a mountain or the stars, but from all sorts and conditions of 
men. Thus, in the poem., "How It Strikes a Contemporary'*, the poet 
lives in a noisy city, spends his time walking the streets, and 
instead of being lost in a trance, he is intensely aware of every
thing that happens in the town. The poet is an observer, not a 
dreamer. Indeed, the citizens think this old poet is a royal spy, 
because he notices people and events with such sharp attention. 
Browning would seem to say that the mistake is a quite natural 
one; the poet ought to act like a spy, for, if he is to be a true 
poet, he is a spy—a spy on human life.3-

In this other poem of Browning’s, to which reference has been made,

an old poet is held in great suspect, because his observations of

current life are so very keen:

Ee took such cognisance of men and things,
If any beat a horse, you felt he saw;
If any cursed a 'woman, he took note;
Yet stared at nobody,—they stared at him,
And found, less to their pleasure than surprise,
He seemed to know them and expect as much.
So, next time that a neighbor’s tongue was loosed,
It marked the shameful and notorious fact,
We had among us, not so much a spy,
As a recording chief-inquisitor,
The town’s true master if the town but knew!

(How It Strikes a Contemporary, 11. 20-30)

We merely kept a Governor for form,
While this man walked about and took account 
Of all thought, said and acted, then went home,

■'■William Lyons Phelps, Robert Browning: How to Know Him 
(Indianapolis: The Bobbs-Merrill Company, 1915")", pp.. 50-51’.
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And xvrote it fully to our Lord the King
Who has an itch to know things, He knows why
And reads them in His bedroom of a night.

(How It Strikes a Contemporary, 11. 41-56)

It seems only natural that Browning’s realism should be contrasted 

with Shelley's romantic idealism. We have this contrast spelled out for 

us most conveniently by Browning himself in his essay on Shelley. 

Erowning, however, uses slightly different terms: the subjective poet 

is contrasted to the objective poet. We do not know whether Browning 

had himself in mind in his description of the objective poet, but I 

safely conjecture that he did have Fra Lippo Lippi in mind. He says 

that the objective poet is:

one whose endeavor has been to reproduce things external (whether 
the phenomena of the scenic universe, or the manifested action of 
the human heart and brain) with an immediate reference, in every 
case, to the common eye and apprehension of his fellow men, assumed 
capable of receiving and profiting by this reproduction. It has 
been obtained through the poet's double faculty of seeing external 
objects more clearly, widely, and deeply, than is possible to the 
average mind, at the same time that he is so acquainted and In 
sympathy with its narrow comprehension as to be careful to supply 
it with no other materials than it can combine into an intelligible 
whole.l

It is only to be expected that when the Carmelites discovered that 

Fra Lippo Lippi could make good pictures they would put him to work 

repainting their chapels, since they were all anxious about outdoing 

the Camaldolese and the Preaching Friars in the business of interior 

decoration. But it was likewise only natural that the things Fra

^Robert Browning, "An Essay on Shelley”, Shelley's Defence of 
Poetry and Browning's Essay on Shelley, Lilian Winstanley, ed. (Boston: 
B.cT He'saSK and Co.,’ The Pelles-Letbres" Series, Section IV, Literary 
Criticism and Critical Theory, Charles Harold Herford, gen. ed., 1911), 
pp. 127-128.

CARROLL COLLEGE LIBRARY 
HELENA, MONTANA 59601
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Lippo painted were not the heavenly hosts, which he scarcely knew or 

cared about, but the faces and figures of the men and women that he 

watched and analysed so carefully:

And hereupon they bade me daub away.
Thank you! my head being crammed, their walls a blank,
Never was such prompt disemburdening.
First, every sort of monk, the blank and white,
I drew them, fat and lean: then, folks at church,
From good old gossips waiting to confess
Their cribs of barrel-droppings, candle-ends,—
To the breathless fellow at the altar-foot,
Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there
With the little children round him in a row
Of admiration, , , .

Waif in the affair of the vast separation between the lowly people

and the pious people, Fra Lippo could see nothing wrong in covering

the chapel walls with blessed and not-sc.-blessed human souls, shining

through their ordinary clay, the bodies of real men and women. For

the monk who drew in his Latin book instead of studying it, this

decoration job was a work of love. Fra Lippo worked with the humility

and simplicity and honesty of a medieval craftsman, and not the highly

self-conscious Renaissance artist, such as Andrea del Sarto was.

The medieval craftsman was free of his work, therefore he made 
it as amusing to himself as he could; and it was his pleasure and 
not his pain that made all things beautiful that were made, and 
lavished treasures of human hope and thought on everything that 
man made, from a cathedral to a porridge-pot.1

The naive simplicity of Fra Lippo’s realism is evident not only 

in the painter and his pictures, but also in the simple monks who 

first viewed the new pictures on the church wall. This kind of painting

^William Morris, "The Aims of Art", Selected Writings (New York: 
Nonesuch Press, Random House, 1934), p. 596.
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has a natural appeal to which the simple people immediately responded, 

being unschooled in the academic rules of arts

The monks closed in a circle and praised loud
Till checked,—taught what to see and not to see,
Being simple bodies,—’that's the very man!
Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog!
That woman's like the Prior's niece who comes
To care about his asthma: it's the life I'
But there my thriumph's straw-firs flared and funked—

The delight of seeing real people portrayed in religious art was a 

totally new and pleasant experience. Their natural response was not 

"It's the saint!" or "It's the Soul!", but rather "It's the life!"

It goes without saying that the Frior would be anything but 

pleased to see a picture of his "niece" on the chapel wall. This is 

more reality than one man can face, and so he is rather suspicious

of it. To save face the Prior must criticize the art work on the 

ground of the restrictions of his academic preconceptions about art.

Their betters took their turn to see and say:
The Prior and the learned pulled a face
And stopped all that in no time. 'How? what's here?
Quite from the mark of painting, bless us all!
Paces, arms, legs and bodies like the true
As much as pea and pea! it's devil *s-game!

For the Prior, as for most men of his kind, a work of art used 

for religious purposes has no value beyond the didactic, and art not 

used for religious purposes has no value at all. For him a work of 

art has no integrity of its own, but rather is worthwhile only in its 

teaching or inspirational function. This spiritualism in art may or 

may not be good catechetics, but it is not very sound aesthetics.

Here the Prior makes his impossible demands on the poor painting monk

by ordering pictures, not of bodies, but of souls:
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four business is not to catch men with show,
With homage to the perishable clay,
But lift them over it, ignore-it all,
Make them forget there’s such a thing as flesh.
Your business is to paint the souls of men—

Paint the soul, never mind, the legs and arms:

Have it all out: How, is this sense, I ask?
A fine way to paint soul, by painting body
So ill, the eye oan’t stop there, must go further
And can’t fare worse:

But for Era Lippo this painting did make sense—not painting the 

figures so ill, but rather painting them so well and so true, that 

the eye can’t stop there, but must go further:

The Prior’s niece . , . patron-saint—is it so pretty
You can’t discover if it means hope, fear,
Sorrow or joy? won't beauty go with these?
Suppose I've made her eyes all right and blue,
Gan't I take breath and try to add life’s flash,
And then add soul and heighten them threefold?

By reasserting that the beauty of human figures and real objects 

does truly have a religious function, Fra Lippo acknowledges in art, 

even religious art, its own integrity, its own function and purpose 

first, pure beauty, before any secondary moral or didactic purpose 

Is attached to it:

Or say there's beauty with no soul at all—
(I never say it—put the case the same—)
If you get simple beauty and nought else,
You get about the best thing God invents,—
That’s somewhat. And you’ll find the soul you have missed,
Within yourself when you return Him thanks.

Sealistic art demands a rather rigourous honesty of emotions— 

that the artist portray the real object with the truth of attitude 

and expression that he demands of himself in the truth of physical 

details. Spiritualistic art can be an excuse for many things, because

it merely follows conventions. Were Fra Lippo to paint souls as he
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was commanded by the Prior, he would never need to scrutinize so 

closely the persons and objects of reality and his own reactions to 

them. He says this:

all I want’s the thing
Settled for ever one way: as it is,
You tell too many lies and hurt yourself.
You don’t like what you only like too much,
You do like what, if given you at your work,
You find abundantly detestable.

Fra Lippo, not at all a scholar, is bright enough to detect from 

his own incomplete religious education that the values of this world, 

such as the values of the body, are not at all in contradiction to 

the spiritual values of the supernatural realm. He knows that 

throughout the scriptures the material reality of man played an impor

tant part in salvation and that it is inherent in all religious 

questions. By some natural knowledge Fra Lippo understands that men 

are not angels, nor were they meant to be. He says:

For me, I think I speak as I was taught—
I always see the Garden and God there
A-making man’s wife—and, my lesson learned,
The value and significance of flesh,
I can’t unlearn ten minutes afterwards.

Going beyond the strictly aesthetic validity of realistic painting, 

Fra Lippo is called upon to defend the use of such painting in religious 

art. To one such as the Prior he is hard pressed to find a satisfactory 

answer, but for himself he has found a very satisfactory answer. In 

short, Fra Lippo finds that the things of this world have a value, 

a validity in themselves, and the fact that God made them is enough 

religious meaning to make all things, the entire world—

—The beauty and the wonder and the power,
The shapes of things, their colours, lights and shades,
Changes, surprises,—
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’‘charged with the grandeur of God”, so to speak.

rhe question must ultimately come—’That is the religious function

that these wall paintings are to serve for the people coming to church?

The Prior has his idea on this subject—that the paintings are supposed

to elevate the viewer into the supernatural contemplation of souls

and saints, and even for something much less grand than that:

•Ay, but you don’t so instigate to prayer!'
Strikes in the Prior: 'when your meaning's plain 
It does not say to folks—remember matins,
Or, mind you fast next Friday.'

The only answer Fra Lippo can give for that is: "Why, for this /

Why need of art at all?”

The realist contends that there is meaning and validity in nature,

when he says, for example:

This world's no blot for us,
Nor blank—it means intensely, and means good:
To find its meaning is my meat and drink.

But he in no way contends that nature is perfect. If that were so 

there really would be no purpose in art. Angels have no need of art, 

but again, the lusty monk, knows that we are far from being angels.

For the realist, as well, nature Is not essentially evil. Rather, 

for him nature is incomplete—we cannot easily come to the ultimate 

meanings of it just by viewing and experiencing it. This is where 

the work of the artist must enter in—to put a new order, the order of 

the mind, into a nature that is at least partly chaotic. The human 

"inscape" added to nature is the starting point, Fra Lippo seems to say, 

of both the strictly aesthetic experience and the religious-aesthetic 

experience, although for him the two are one, combined in a sacral 

view of all things:
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God's works—paint anyone, and count it crime
To let a truth slip. Don’t object, 'His works
Are here already—nature is complete:
Suppose you reproduce her—(which you can’t)
There's no advantage! you must beat her, then.’
For, don't you mark, we're made so that we love
First when we see them painted, things we have passed
Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see;
And so they are better, painted—better to us,
Which is the same thing. Art was given for that—
God uses us to help each other so,
Lending our minds out. Have you noticed, now,
Your cullion's hanging face? A bit of chalk,
And trust me but you should, though! How much more,
If I drew higher things with the same truth!

It appears then that the purpose of the artist is to help the viewer 

experience the truth and beauty of nature as the artist sees it, the 

truth of reality more intensely, more specifically, more concretely 

than the viewer could see it for himself in raw nature. And the simple 

monk concludes that that help in itself is something not to be scorned: 

this is the artist's way of communicating his thoughts and feelings 

to others, and also God’s way of communicating truth of himself to his 

people through the artist acting as prophet. A greater appreciation 

of the spiritual reality of this world, embodied in the elevated and 

refined material reality of art, can only lead to love, and (for Fra 

Lippo as for Browning) love is the most important thing in the world— 

the summum bonum. How much the vision of this lowly monk surpassed 

the narrow structures of religious art up to his time!

In order to come to a fuller understanding of how Fra Lippo Lippi 

found this relationship of nature and art, it should be helpful to 

investigate the manner in which he pursued his work. An important 

part of Fra Lippo's attitude in his belief that the activities of an 

artist in drawing and painting must be at least partly involuntary.



20

True art springs from the soul erratically, and is not hammered into

the iaind and conjured up at will. The monk drew in his Latin book

when the spirit moved him, painted the saints for Cosimo when he was

in the mood; then left it all to frolic in the streets at his will.

Art cannot be the result of external compulsion; the labor which 
goes to produce it is voluntary, and partly undertaken for the 
sake of the labour itself, partly for the sake of the hope of 
producing something which, when done, shall give pleasure to the 
user of it.l

Fra Lippo’s first purpose was obviously to give pleasure to the 

viewers of his pictures. He was delighted when the other unlearned 

monks found instant joy in his figures. He looked at art as id quod 

visum placet; and he knew that no further meaning could ever come from 

this work if it did not at first please the viewer.

We know from his own confession that Fra Lippo Lippi could not 

work under compulsion, and rather than sit in an isolated chamber and 

paint without recess, he felt a need to get out and do something else 

as well, just for the sake of doing its

And I’ve been three weeks shut within my mew,
A-painting for the great man, saints and saints
And saints again. I could not paint all night—
OufI I leaned out of window for fresh air.
There came a hurry of feet and little feet,
A sweep of lute-strings, laughs, and whifts of song,— 

and he was off to join them. And because he could lead a normal life 

in the world, he could also paint the Medici’s pious paintings without 

compromising his integrity, and with greater exuberance than ever.

And so as I was stealing back again
To get to bed and have a bit of sleep
Hrs I rise up to-morrow and go work

llbid., p. 590
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On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast
"A'ith his great round stone to subdue the flesh,
You snap me of the sudden.

But the monk profited more from this experience than mere fun; 

because Fra Lippo refused to live by compulsion, he was filled with 

the spirit of real life that was necessary to fill his realistic 

paintings with meaning. Not only was he a painter of life, but also 

an active participant in life. While Fra Lippo is a keen spy on life,

he is not even a slave to that function.

[artistsj will discover, or rediscover rather, that the true 
secret of happiness lies in the taking a genuine interest in all 
the details of daily life, in elevating them by art instead of 
handing the performance of them over to unregarding drudges, and 
ignoring them.l

Fra Lippo’s life is fully saturated with a wild combination of

sense and nonsense—an illogical overabundance of sense. He lives 

out the gravity and comedy of ordinary human life. Perhaps Fra Lippo’s 

word is sacred because he, like Shakespeare, did not take himself too

seriously:

And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs over,
The world and life’s too big to pass for a dream,
And I do these wild things in sheer despite,
And play the fooleries you catch me at,
In pure rage!

Because the monk make a mockery of the strict monastic life on an 

artist locked up in his studio, he was rewarded with a greatness of 

spirit that lent meaning not only to this life, but also to the 

supernatural life.

llbid., p. 600
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There are no rules for giving an art object a value of religious 
emotion. This depends, on the contrary, on a certain interior 
freedom with regard to rules. One achieves it only by not seeking 
it directly, and only by participating, in one .manner or another, 
in the spiritual life of the Saints: something which the common 
Christian atmosphere of an era of faith made easy for artists, 
even when, from may points of view, they remained far from the 
examples of the Saints, but which, of itself and in the absence 
of exterior aids, requires in the soul the habitual radiance of 
the theological virtues and supernatural wisdom,

This discussion of theological virtues and supernatural wisdom

seems a bit lofty for one such as Fra Lippo Lippi. How, we may well

ask, could a monk who is found "Where sportive ladies leave their

doors ajar," at the same time participate in the spiritual life of

the saints? How does it happen that artists as devoid of piety as

many of those of the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries still produced

works of intense religious feeling?

These artists, in the first place, however pagan one may 
suppose them to have been, were far more imbued with Faith, in 
the mental structure of their being, than our short-sighted 
psychology imagines. Were they not still close to those tumultuous 
and passionate, but heroically Christian, Middle Ages, whose imprint 
on our civilization four centuries of anthropocentric culture have 
been unable to efface? They might indulge in the worst facetiae, 
but they preserved within them, still quite lively, the vis 
impressa of the faith of the Middle Ages, and not only of the faith, 
but also of those gifts of the Holy Spirit which wsre exercised with 
so much fullness and liberty in the Christian centuries. So that 
it might be maintained without temerity that the "undisciplined 
pleasure-seekers" of whom Maurice Denis speaks, following Boccaccio, 
were in reality more "mystical" before the work to be painted, 
than many pious men in our desiccated times.

^Jacques Maritain, Art and Scholasticism (New York: Charles 
Scribner’s Sons, 1962), p. "107.

2Ibid., pp. 212,13.
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Browning presents quite believeably such an artist, who, however much 

an undisciplined pleasure-seeker when he chooses, is in reality a 

mystic in face of the work to be made.

In summary, we see that Browning, himself somewhat a realistic 

poet, used materials of real life, such as the historical life of 

the renaissance painter Fra Filippo, as the raw materials for his

art, -which ultimately lends meaning and value to life. His insights

into the life and art activities of Fra Lippo Lippi give us a key

starting point for a study of realism as it vzas evident to Browning,

To know Browning’s thoughts on realism is to know something about a

part of the poet’s self image, and therefore it is to know something

more about the progress and purpose of his work.

To him the bard is a Reporter of Life, an accurate Historian of 
the Soul, one who observes human nature in its various manifests^ 
tions, and gives a faithful record. Sound, rhythm, beauty are 
important, because they are a part of life; and they are to be 
found in Browning’s works like wild flowers in a field; but they 
are not in themselves the main things. The main thing is human 
life in its totality,

Robert Browning sought to represent real life, itself greater than 

any art, elevated by spirit and insight to a supernatural awareness, 

and eventually made perfect by Love.

■^Phelps, op. cit., pp. 43-44



CHAPTER III

"Andrea del Sarto": AST AS AN EXPRESSION OF PERSONAL VISION

Shines
in the mind of heaven God
who made It
more than the sun
in our eye.
Fifth element} mudj said Napoleon
With usury has no man a good house
made of stone, no paradise on his church wall 
With usury the stone cutter is kept from his stone 
the weaver is kept from his loom by uaura 
Wool does not come into market
the peasant does not eat his own grain
the girl’s needle goes blunt in her hand
The looms are hushed one after another
ten thousand after ten thousand
Duccio was not by usura
Now was 'La Calunnia' painted.
Neither Ambrogio Praedis nor Angelico
had their skill by usura
Nor St Trophime its cloisters;
Nor St Hilaire its proportion.

3. P



In "Fra Lippo Lippi" Browning gives us a character, who in his 

fullness of spirit brings the representations of real life to a new 

and more meaningful life In art. As we turn to Andrea del Sarto we 

become even more acutely aware of Browning's conviction that worth

while art demands first a greatness of spirit on the part of the artist, 

and one such as Andrea who compromises that spirit will suffer the 

consequences both in his personal life and in his art.

We may again first examine the real historical character of Andrea 

del Sarto to see how Browning brought to life and reinterpreted the 

life of this painter. Andrea del Sarto (1486-1531) was a Florentine 

painter of nearly two generations after Fra Filippo Lippi. By Andrea’s 

time realism in religious art was much more widely accepted, when the 

deeper problem of vision versus mere technique in realistic painting 

made itself evident. And so, a study of the life of Andrea del Sarto 

is a logical continuation of the study of Fra Lippo Lippi.

Andrea del Sarto is most famous for his frescoes and easel paint

ings, most of which are of religious subjects. From 1509 to 1514 he was 

commissioned by the Servites to decorate the cloisters of San Annunciate 

His execution of the five frescoes illustrating episodes In the life of 

St, Philip won him the title of "Andrea the Faultless." Browning



26

has as a subtitle for his poem "The fruitless Painter”, perhaps with 

a somewhat ironical intention, A master of design and a superb 

colorist, Andrea's works are distinguished by their pictorial quality, 

fine composition, dignity and chasteness, and a display of luminous 

and harmonious coloring that has rarely been excelled.As Andrea 

in the poem is well aware, he was in the realm of technical skill the 

peer of Raphael and Michelangelo.

Art critics, Browning’s contemporaries, were aware that the problem

of spirit versus skill was very real to the painters of Andrea's time.

Suskin points out that in the post-Raphaelite period of Renaissance

art two broad forms of error divided the various schools: one consisting

in the superseding of expression by technical excellence; and the other

in the superseding of technical excellence by expression. Andrea del

Sarto fells among the first group. This error, Suskin says,

takes place most frankly, and therefore most innocently, in the 
works of the Venetians. . . . But the error is generally made in 
a more subtle and dangerous way. The artist deceives himself into 
the idea that he is doing all he can to elevate his subject by 
treating it under rules of art, introducing into it accurate 
science, and collecting for it the beauties of (so-called) ideal 
form; whereas he may, in reality, be all the ’while sacrificing 
his subject to his own vanity or pleasure, and losing truth, 
nobleness, and impressiveness for the sake of delightful lines 
or creditable pedantries.

We may turn again to Berenson's sympathetic understanding of the 

historical Andrea del Sarto to see how closely to the real person and 

his problem Browning patterns the character and conflict of his

^•Columbia Encyclopedia, op. cit., p. 1575.

John Ruskin, Modern Painters (Boston: Colonial Press Co 
5 vols., 1880), Part IV, Vol. Ill, pp. 54-55.
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poem. Without a doubt Sarto was a genius in technical skill, and 

Berenson quickly admits this:

Andrea del Sarto approached perhaps as closely to a Siorgine or 
a Titian as could a Florentine, ill at ease in the neighborhood 
of Leonardo and Michelangelo. . . . Sven in colour effect, and 
technique, how singularly close to the best Venetian painting is 
his 'Dispute about the Trinity’—what blacks and whites, what 
greys and purplish browns 1

Because of this tremendous gift, Andrea cannot be ignored as a great 

painter of the period. Still today numerous paintings of his hang in 

the Florentine museums and are widely admired.

But Berenson also admits that the "Faultless Painter" did have a 

fault that is not at first so easily perceived by the eye of an amateur 

He says that as an artist Andrea was "not endowed with the profoundest 

sense of the significant." He says that before long we get the unmis

takable feeling that this is a man "not striving to get the utmost out 

of himself, but painting for the grand and magnificent,"* 2 Such a 

critic as Berenson could not approach del Sarto without mixed emotions, 

as this passage aptly developesj

Thus by constantly sacrificing first spiritual, and then material 
significance to pose and draperies, Andrea loses all feeling for 
the essential in art. What a sad spectacle is his ’Assumption’, 
wherein the Apostles, the Virgin herself, have nothing better to 
do than to show off draperies! Instead of feeling, as in the 
presence of Titian’s ’Assunta’, wrapt to heaven, you gaze at a 
number of tailor’s men, each showing how a stuff you are thinking 
of trying looks on the back, or in a certain effect of light.
But let us not end on this notej let us bear in mind that, despite 
all his faults, Andrea painted the one ’Last Supper’ which can be 
looked at with pleasure after Leonardo’s.^

1Berenson, op. oit., p. 115.

2Ibid., p. 117.

Slbid
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Composition of place in Browning’s "Andrea del Sarto” is rather 

simple. Andrea is sitting at a window overlooking the mountains at 

evening. He and his wife have just had a quarrel because she wants to 

go out with her "cousin" and he wants her to stay and keep him company 

while he paints a picture that will make the money that Lucrezia is 

"loaning" to her "cousin". Central to the conflict within Andrea is 

his relationship with his wife. Her character is both the cause and 

effect of Andrea's hamaratia. Vie know immediately that Andrea loves 

Lucrezia, or at least believes he loves her, but soon we learn that he 

has been using her for a model in his paintings in order to save money. 

Although there is really nothing wrong with this arrangement, we cannon 

help but sense that there is something less than noble about it. He 

says to her:

Don't count the time lost, neither; you must serve
For each of the five pictures we require:
It saves a model.

But at the same time he both praises her excellent beauty and admits 

to himself that he has made his wife a kind of public spectacle— 

not immortalizing her in his paintings as if he were doing her portrait, 

but inevitably cheapening in some way the very spirit that should be 

closest of all persons to his heart by letting unappreciative eyes, 

without even knowing who she is, fall upon her for generations to come.

—How could you ever prick those perfect ears,
3ven to put the pearl therej oh, so sweet—
My face, my moon, my everybody's moon,
’Which everybody looks on and calls his,
And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn,
While she looks—no one's: very dear, no less.

But, while he loves his wife and appreciates all she has done for 

him, forgiving immediately all the wrongs that she is committing against
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hira by consorting with another man, Andrea feels that really he and

she are not soul-mates after all—that there is so little real under

standing between himself and his wife that it seems more like a 

business arrangement than a marriage. He says to her:

All that's behind usi You don't understand
Nor care to understand about my art.

Andrea cannot condemn the woman because he knows that she has 

already done more than a wife is customarily required to do for her 

husband. He knows that if she is not a lofty person it may be that 

he never did anything to elevate her. But at this pensive time for 

Andrea he considers that a woman’s services as model and companion 

are not enough to make a wife. He secretly longs that she might have 

understood him and shared his dreams as an aspirant painter when he 

was young, and urged him on constantly to greater aspirations and 

directed his pursuits to perfection and to God:

Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul,
We might have risen to Rafael, I and youi
Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, I think—
More than I merit, yes, by many times.
But had you—oh, with the same perfect brow,
And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth,
And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird
The fowler’s pipe, and follows to the snare—
Had you, with these the same, but brought a mind!
Some women do so. Had the mouth there urged
"God and the gloryi never care for gain.
The present by the future, what is that?
Live for fame, side by side with Agnolol
Rafael is waiting: up to God, all three I"

Lucrezia was too easily satisfied with Andrea, and so he was too 

easily pleased with himself. He never aspired to greatness by ’say 

of this personal relationship, and therefore he never attained it. 

Complacency seems to be a vice that everyone can understand, and so
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no one is about to condemn Andrea for not being as great as Leonardo— 

any more than one would condemn T. S, Eliot for never having written a 

novel. Perhaps Andrea had the potential, but the waste of potential is 

the commonest of tragedies. Andrea confesses to his wife:

Let my hands frame your face in your hair’s gold,
You beautiful Lucrezia that are mine!
"Rafael did this, Andrea painted that;
The Roman’s is the better when you pray,
But still the other’s Virgin was his wife—"
Men will excuse me.

Andrea understood that men could excuse his most excellent of vices, 

but this understanding is a sma.ll consolation indeed. At least one 

critic capsulizes the various paradoxes that are associated with

Andrea’s situation:

In a sense, Andrea is a faultless painter; at the same time he is 
a mere craftsman. On another level, he is both husband and pander 
Lucrezia is at once his Virgin and his Eve.-'-

For all the lofty language that Andrea lavishes on his wife, it 

seems that she is still incapable of understanding the man. There is 

only one language that she understands, and that is the language of 

the Renaissance "gold-digger”. The only way he can keep her at his 

side is to offer her more money:

This hour has been an hourJ Another smile?
If you would sit thus by me every night
I should work better, do you comprehend?
I mean that I should earn more, give you more.

The sacrifice of art for money seems to be the lowest and cheapest 

kind of prostitution. Strangely enough, Andrea is not particularly 

interested in the money himself, but rather he feels he must make the

•'■Roma A. King, Jr., The Bow and the Lyre (Ann Arbor: The Univer
sity of Michigan Press, 1957), p. 13.
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money to keep his wife satisfied. He has so much lost perspective in 

this affair he even plays the role of pander for her.

I’ll work then for your friend’s friend, never fear,
Treat his own subject after his own way,
Fix his own time, accept too his own price,
And shut the money into this small hand
’(Then next it takes mine.

He has become a slave to his wife’s lover—just as before, ’.vhen he 

slaved for King Francis of France in order to build a palace for 

Lucrezia with the bricks cemented together with gold.

Being well schooled in his art, Andrea knows the talent that he 

does have. He understands that he is perhaps the greatest craftsman 

in painting alive at the time. Andrea’s greatest power is in his 

drawing so perfectly, in precise reproduction of forms onto paper.

He admits this:

—I am bold to say.
I can do with my pencil what I know,
What I see, what at bottom of my heart
I wish for, if I ever wish so deep—
Do easily, too—when I say perfectly,
I do not boast.

Moreover Andrea knows that his skill at drawing, which he takes for 

granted, is the goal of innumerable aspiring artists. They long only 

for the faultless painter’s technique, but he, possessing it in its 

fullest, cannot be satisfied with it:

I do what many dream of, all their lives,
—Dream? strive to do, and agonize to do,
And fail In doing. I could count twenty such
On twioe your fingers, and not leave this tom,
■Who strive—you don’t know how the others strive
To paint a little thing like that you smeared
Carelessly passing with your robes afloat,—
Yet do much less, so much less, Someone says,
(I know his name, no matter)—so much less J

Andrea can look at the immortal work of KajShael, his outstanding
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contemporary, admitting Raphael’s superiority, and yet see immediately

where Raphael’s technique falls short of his own. The simple fact of

the line of an arm in one of Raphael’s paintings is flatly incorrect,

and Andrea perceives this and could easily change and correct it.

But the greater fact that makes Raphael superior is not his lines,

but his soul. Andrea perceives this as well, but is powerless to

change his own deficiency.

That arm is wrongly put—and there again—
A fault to pardon in the drawing’s lines,
Its body, so to speak: its soul is right,
He means right—that, a child may understand.
Still, what an arm.2 and I could alter it:
But all the play, the insight and the Stretch- 
Out of me, out of me I

That is the point., Andrea could perfect the weakness of the arm; he 

could not emulate the strength and serenity of the soul. True art must 

produce, or tend to produce, true life, and the mere correctness of 

technical details cannot accomplish this. "The Creator must ever breathe 

into the nostrils of the created the breath of Life; then and then only 

can it become living Soul.” The fullness of life that realistic art 

has to portray to be worthwhile is somehow lacking to himself, Andrea 

feels. He confesses that he never lived as he should have in order to

know that real life that he was supposed to be painting about. He 

never went out when he should have, such as Fra Lippo Lippi did so 

exuberantly. He says:

And I'm the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt 
Out of the grange whose four '.rails make his world.
How could it end in any other way?

■^Austin A. Foster, The lies sage of Robert Browning (London: 
Hodder and Stoughton, 19127, pp. 66-67.
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He never opened his eyes to the light of life and of God. He tells 

Lucrezia that the poor striving painters who hope only to he as great 

as the faultless painter are less—-somuch less.

Well, less is more, Lucrezia: 1 am judged.
There burns a truer light of God in them,
In their vexed beating stuffed and stopped-up brain,
Heart, or whate’er else, than goes on to prompt
This low-pulsed forthright craftsman’s hand of mine.
Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I know,
Reach many a time a heaven that’s shut to me,
Rnter and take their place there sure enough,
Though they come back and cannot tell the world.
My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here.

Who is more at loss—those who know of greatness of spirit and 

cannot tell it, or those who can tell perfectly everything they know 

but have never aspired to that greatness? The former have life and 

no art, while the latter have art and no life, Andrea falls among the 

latter, but would give it all up for the former, admitting that art 

alone is nothing, and that like is Infinitely greater than art. If 

art is to be a reflection of life, without the fullness of lifts such 

art is nothing but pretense. Andrea knows that the two must go together— 

art and life—and he laments that with his skill and the soul he might 

have had but for his wasted life, he could have made a really signifi

cant contribution to mankind.

All is silver-grey
Placid and perfect with my art: the worse!
I know both what I. want and what I might gain,
.And yet how profitless to know, to sigh
’’Had I been two, another and myself,
Our head would have o’erlooked the world!" Ho doubt.

We can see from this consideration that there are two elements 

concerned in the value of a work of art—the artist and the one per

ceiving the work of art. The spiritual development of the artist is
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a prerequisite for a great work of art, and the edification of the 

spirit of the viewer is the ultimate result. The painting, the work 

of art, the object, is the medium between this most sublime of

communications.

In the first place, in harmony with all his ^Browning’s] teachings, 
he judges works of art, not as independent objects,"but in relation 
to spiritual development,—on the one hand as a means and index 
of progress in the creative soul that has produced them; on the 
other, as a help to the clearer appreciation of truth and beauty 
by those who are less highly endowed. Here, in a way analogous 
to that in which he regards human life, Browning looks through 
the body of the picture or poem,—its technical execution, to its 
spirit,—the aim that the artist had in producing it, and the 
nature of the truth that it embodies. If these be lofty, even 
though inadequately realized, he holds that the work surpasses 
even the most perfect embodiments of lower conceptions.^-

In Browning’s own words we see that he considered the spirit of 

the artist as a very special gift that was not to be treated lightly.

The truest artist, he seems to say, brings to art that ’’highest 

faculty” of the creative mind, and not the ’’lower nature” of a mere

craftsmans

In the hierarchy of creative minds, it is the presence of the 
highest faculty that gives first rank, In virtue of its kind, not 
degree; not pretension of a lower nature, whatever the completeness 
of development or variety of effect, impeding the precedency of 
the rarer endowment though only in the germ.*

We might well ask what that highest faculty is. Browning tells 

us that this special gift which makes a painter an artist is a lofti

ness of vision, a perception of the exacter significances of life around 

us. This seems like an intimation of Bergsonian "intuition”. The 

ability to communicate the insights of this intuition clearly depends

■''William John Alexander, An Introduction to the Poetry of 
Robert Browning (Boston, Ginn and Company, 19027", p. 110.

^Browning, ’’Bssay on Shelley", op. cit., p. 154.
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upon the possession of them. The communication of these insights is

the artist's service to his fellows—those of the “general eye.”

There is a time when the general eye has, so to speak, absorbed 
its fill of the phenomena around it, whether spiritual or mater
ial and desires rather to learn the exactor significances of what 
it possesses, than to receive any augmentation of what is poss
essed. Then is the opportunity for the piet of loftier vision, 
to lift his fellows, with their half-apprehensions, up to his 
own sphere, intensifying the import of derails and rounding the 
universal meaning.

The real reason for the existence of an artist is somehow to

make the most of his talents by giving concrete realization to the

special abilities given him, Andrea’s mistake was in disregarding the

spiritual development of himself as an artist, and thus he never

brought together the spirit and the artistic technique—never arrived

at that integration that the art demanded of him.

Bref c'est vers la totalite de son etre que le poete est remane, 
s’il est docile au don qu'il a regu, et consent a entrer dans la 
profondeur, et a se laisser depouiller. Nous pensons que cette 
poetique de l1integralite ou plutot de 1'integration, non par un 
effort de concentration volontaire, mais par la quietude de 
recueillament createur et de la connaissance poetique laissee a 
sa vraie nature.

I feel that Andrea was not docile to the gift that he had received, 

did not consent to enter into its profundity and lay himself bare 

before it. Here Andrea is in sharp contrast again to Fra Lippo Lippi; for 

her did pursue his art with a voluntary concentration, rather than by 

a quiet recollection on the true nature of the art.

At this point when Andrea is taking stock of himself he realizes 

that his technique has extended itself as far as it can with the

3-Ibid., p. 134.

Jacques and Saissa llaritain, Situation de la Poesie (Paris: 
Desclee de Brouwer et Cie, 1938), pp. 117-118.
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spiritual material he has to work with, before a decline of creative 

power must occur. He has come to a level of satisfaction, and beyond 

this goal that he has reached there is no purpose to paint. Andrea 

admits that "I know both what I want and what might gain, / And yet 

how profitless to know." He knows that his art is "placid and perfect" 

and yet "the worse!"

The works of a great artist will accordingly always bear the marks 
of imperfection, of the failure of the artist to attain his ideal. 
But this very imperfection implies the possibility of further 
progress; it is the space afforded for the soul to struggle higher 
Perfection, on the other hand, implies a low ideal, indicates that 
the artist has come to a standstill, is the mark of a stunted 
spiritual development—"A man's reach should exceed his grasp.

In his own words Browning tells us how an artist must dig within

himself to find the meanings beyond the physical that he is to express

in his art. The ultimate meaning that is to be found within, according

to Browning's transcendental view of God, is in the aspiration to

greater things, things beyond the dross of ordinary life, the eternal

truths of humanity and divinity. He says that the artist:

gifted ... with the fuller perception of nature and man, is 
impelled to embody the thing he perceives, not so much with 
reference to the many below, as to the One above him, the supreme 
Intelligence which apprehends all things in their absolute truth,- 
an ultimate view ever aspired to, if but partially attained, by 
the poet's own soul. Not what man sees, but what God sees—the 
Ideas of Plato, seeds of creation lying burningly on the Divine 
HahcP-it Is toward these that he struggles. Not with the combin
ation of humanity in action, but with the primal elements of 
humanity he has to do; and he digs where he stands,—preferring 
to seek them in his own soul as the nearest reflex of that 
absolute Mind, according to the intuitions of which he desires 
to perceive and speak.

This statement passes a considerable judgment on Andrea del Sarto.

■LAlexander, op. cit., p, 116.

^Browning, "Bssay on Shelley", op. cit., p. 130-131.
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If we should regard the situation of Andrea del Sarto as a tragedy

we do not need to look further for the tragic calamity. How he sold

his gift for money, how he has come to hate his wife and himself for

it, how his perfect paintings are ultimately so empty—all this has

befallen a man who is basically a good and honest man:

No sadder sight can mortal eyes behold than the sight of heaven- 
born genius selling itself for dross, whether it be the dross 
of filthy lucre or the dross of a defiled and a defiling love. 
Andrea del Sarto was a man of consummate gifts; but though his 
works will doubtless call forth our admiration for the charm 
and felicity of their drawing, he is likely to be remembered 
as an example of genius prostituted, honour sacrificed, character 
destroyed.

To be a true tragedy there must be some kind of self-realization on 

the part of the tragic figure. Andrea has this self-realization in

abundance—he tortures himself over and over with it in the manner

of a Hamlet. The entire situation of this poem is Andrea's lament 

upon his final self-realization. The tone of Andrea's monologue is 

one of both self-accusation and self-justification. First he admits 

that he has but lost the pride he once had in himself—all because 

of his own foolishness and shortsightedness:

—You, at the point of your first pride in me
(That's gone you know),—-but I, at every point;
My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down
To yonder sober pleasant Fiesole.

And then he claims that he and Lucrezia are the victims of God's hand, 

of Fate, like the tragic heroes of the ancient tragedy. Somehow this 

slightly lessens the burden of guilt that he carries and creates the 

right touch of the absurd:

Eh? the whole seems to fall into a shape
As if I saw alike my work and self

Foster, op. cit., p. 69.
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And all that I was born to be and do,
A twilight-piece. Love, we are in God's hand.
How strange now, looks the life he makes us lead;
So free we seem, so fettered fast we are!
I feel he laid the fetter: let it lie I

And yet Andrea is not totally willing to admit of his own guilt in

his self-destruction. He knows that he has received everything that

he sought for in life. He has done much more than most men—at least

he has made money. *s?hy, he questions, is he troubling himself when

he is really better off than many men?

I am grown peaceful as old age to-night.
I regret little, I would change still less.
Since there my past life lies, why alter it?
The very wrong to Francis I — it is true 
I took his coin, was tempted and complied,
And built this house and sinned, and all is said.
My father and my mother died of want.
Well, had I riches of my own? you see
How one gets richl Let each one bear his lot.

This ambivalence toward his own destiny, this indecisiveness,

this spiritual weakness, almost dishonesty to himself, is still with

Andrea. The very tragic flaw that brought upon him his doom is still

the peculiarity of his character, although he realizes it. Torn between

opposite but equally demanding claims, and made constantly aware of

failure, Andrea achieves not wholeness, but destructive self-realization

His impulses run counter directions. A remark of self-justifica
tion is followed by one of self-accusation; a spirit of bravado 
and assertiveness, by one of passive acceptance. His attitude 
toward Lucrezia fluctuates from contempt to deference; toward 
the lover, from resentment to grudging admiration; toward his 
public, from disdain to obsequiousness

Browning's emphasis in this poem, as always, is upon the moral 

ideal. The problem of the human soul as it struggles toward its own

•'■King., op. cit., p. 13,
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sanctification pervades all of his works. All the major themes in

Browning’s works; eg., success in failure, the supremacy of love,

service before God, the sin of hypocricy; bear upon this most basic

human problem. Implicit in all Browning’s psychological observations

and all his character delineations there is the motif that achievement

lies only in pursuit and that intensity of aspiration alone purifies

and ennobles man—even in his failures:

Spiritual fire must forever be unextinguishable. Man, endowed 
with spiritual fire, has reason to hope and to aspire. It is 
not without cause that Robert Browning is considered the most 
optimistic of poets.I

The general attitude of Browning toward life and men in his works

leads one to set down in brief the-moral principle that motivated him.

He felt that poetry deals first with truth, that truth leads to beauty,

beauty to love, and love eventually to God and individual salvation.

Just as for the medieval workman, for whom his daily work was an edifying

and saving experience; for the artist, according to Browning, his

salvation is in the daily practice of his art:

The poet should use his skill not primarily with the idea of 
creating something beautiful, but with the main purpose of ex
pressing the actual truth concerning human life and character.
The highest art is the highest veracity, and this conforms to 
Browning’s theory of poetry. This was his ideal, and by adhering 
to this he hoped to save his soul. Browning believed that by 
living up to the best capacity we attained unto salvation. The 
man who hid his talent in the earth was really a lost soul. Like 
many great artists, Browning felt deeply the responsibility of his 
splendid endowment. In one of his letters to Miss Barrett, he 
said, "I must write poetry and save my soul."* 2

■^Commins, op. cit., p. xvi.

2Phelps, op. cit., pp. 59-60,
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We might bear in mind that Andrea did not say merely that a man’s 

reach should exceed his grasp, he said rather, "Ah, but a man's reach 

should exceed his grasp, / Or what's a heaven for?”

We may look briefly in closing at another comment by one of 

Browning's contemporaries, Matthew Arnold, which is similar to that

of Buskin's:

Two kinds of dilettanti, says Goethe, there are in poetry: he 
who neglects the indispensable mechanical part, and thinks he 
has done enough if he shows spirituality and feeling; and he 
who seeks to arrive at poetry merely by mechanism, in which he 
can acquire an artisan's readiness, and is without soul and 
matter. And he adds, that the first does most harm to Art, and 
the last to himself.1

Maybe Andrea del Sarto was, finally, something of a dilettante in the 

world of painting. Yet his failings are shared by many of his con

temporaries and our contemporaries. His dilettantism has the saving 

virtue of being less deadly than that of some in his own time and times 

that followed. At least he learned to live with his suffering and 

stupidity; and he left behind much that cannot be disregarded, much 

even that has integrity. If Andrea had left only one good piece of 

representational art we owe him our gratitude and good will. That all 

led to his self-destruction is not a matter for our judgment. While 

pointing out the faults of the "Faultless painter" Browning is still 

able to treat Andrea del Sarto with the utmost sympathy and human 

understanding.

■^Matthew Arnold, "Preface to Poems, Edition of 1853", The 
Portable Matthew Arnold, ed. Lionel Trilling (Kew York: Viking Press, 
1949), p. 201.



CHAPTER I V

The Ring and the Book: ART AS A TRANSFORMATION OF NATURE

Then a partidge-shaped cloud over dust storm.
The hells move in cycles,

No man can see his own end.
The Sods have not returned. ’’They have never left us." 

They have not returned.
Cloud’s processional and the air moves with their living. 
Pride, jealousy, and possessiveness

3 pains of hell 
and a clear wind over garofani

over Portofino 3 lights in triangulation 
Or apples from Hesperides fall in their lap

from phantom trees.
The old Countess remembered (say 1928)

that ball in St. Petersburg
and as to how Stef got out of Poland ....

E. P



One day in June 1860 Robert Brovming on his way home by San Lorenzo 

Square to Casa Guidi, his Italian residence, by chance came upon a 

bookstall in the street and there he found an Old Yellow Book, a legal 

document nearly two hundred years old, that contained the history of 

the trial of one Count Guido Pranceschini and his associates in the 

murder of his wife, Pompilia, and her parents, Pietri and Violante 

Comparini. Browning soon mastered the contents of the old book and he 

was so taken by its story that he finally decided to write a narrative 

poem, about the Pranceschini trial. This poem became The Ring and, the 

Book, one of the outstending,most popular poetic works of the nineteenth 

century, and perhaps Browning’s crowning achievement.

The title of the Old Yellow Book read as follows:

"Roiaana Homic id iorum*1—nay
Better translate—"A Roman murder-case:
Position of the entire criminal cause
Of Guido Pranceschini, nobleman,
With certain Four the cutthroats in his pay,
Tried, all five, and found guilty and put to death
By heading or hanging as befitted ranks,
At Rome on February Twenty-Two,
Since our salvation Sixteen Ninety-Right:
Viherein it is disputed if, and when,
Husbands may kill adulterous wives, yet ’scape
The customary forfeit.”

The idea stuck with Browning that the characters and situations suggested 

and narrated in this manuscript offered nearly unlimited possibilities
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for material for what might be called ’’psychological drama". The single 

dramatic monologue, or dramatic lyric, as some have called it, was for 

Browning a recurring form and his most characteristic mode of literary 

expression.

We have seen how the single dramatic monologue served to reveal 

character and situation indirectly in the poems "Fra Lippo Lippi" and 

"Andrea del Sarto". Because of extensive narrative involvements in 

The Ring and the Book, Browning chose rather a series of monologues in 

which a succession of speakers say at length what they know and think, 

or what they think that they know and think, or what they would have it 

thought that they know and think about the set of facts in the Prance-

schini murder case.

The method has the obvious drawback that it involves repetition, 
but though repetition is frequent it is rarely wearisome in The 
Ring and the Book; it is often dexterously avoided, the poet's 
resourcefulness gives to sameness the adroitest touches of variety.1 

Browning’s contribution to narrative literature style in The Ring

and the Book is unquestionably significant. The possibilities of the 

dramatic monologue as a voice situation for narration are nearly infinite 

Bach character reveals himself through what he says about the conflict 

and about the other characters. Psychology is suspended delicately 

between self-examination and open confession, and the reader who accepts 

the actual dramatic situation as suggested by Browning loses the finest

subtleties of the speech.^ In modern "psychological fiction" the very

^Aj. K. Cook, A Commentary upon Browning’s "The Sing and the Book." 
(Hamden, Conn.: Archon Book, 1966), p. 2.

2More, op. cit., p. 151,
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same technique is employed, only it is in prose form rather than poetry. 

The dramatic lyric has all the subjective interpretation of lyric 

poetry and also the objectivity of drama. This fact allows certain

writers of modern fiction to write a novel and at the same time to

write some very excellent lyric prose-poetry.

If Browning today has lost some of his prestige as a "psychological 
poet," he still retains his stature as an innovator in the general 
field of psychological fiction; without being an influence upon 
the writings of Henry James, he pointed some few of the directions 
toward which James moved.

The fiction of James moves with all the objectivity of the drama, 

but even closer to the spirit of the dramatic monologue is the stream 

of consciousness narration of such twentieth century writers as James 

Joyce, Virginia Woolf, and Marcel Proust, In Faulkner, in fact, we 

even find a series of dramatic monologues within the same novel—with 

different parts of the story and different points of view narrated by

different characters.

Browning felt, after reading the ancient legal history, that the 

story was very interesting, but it was not a work of art, The material 

of the Old Yellow Book, he felt, was only "pure crude Fact"—only the

raw material for an artful narrative.

Browning wore upon his watch-chain a ring, once his wife's, which

had been fashioned in imitation of old Etruscan work. The firm of

artists who had fashioned it had described to him the delicate process 

by which the ore had been worked into a ring, and how the necessary 

hammering and fingering had been possible only when the ore had been

■’■Horace Gregory, Preface, Robert Browning; Selected Poetry 
(New York: Holt, Rinehart and Wins ton 7 1967), p. xiv.



45

mixed with an alloy. So also* Browning felt, the pure crude facts of 

the Old Yellow Book were pure gold, but yet had not taken on the beauty

of forms

Now, as the ingot, ere the ring was forged,
Lay gold, (beseech you, hold that figure fasti)
So, in this book lay absolutely truth, 
iPhnoiless fact, the documents indeed.

It seemed to him that the process by which the facts of his yellow 

book were being worked into his poem was very similar to the process 

of the refinement and molding of gold: he could only give the facts 

artistic form by mixing them with his fancy. '’The facts of the book 

were the .jeweller’s ore; the poet's fancy was the jeweller's alloy; 

his fancy mixed with the facts—the poet's poem—was the jeweller's 

ring."1

The alloy for the pure crude facts was, then, the poet's fancy, 

his imagination, his creative intuition. Whatever this quantity, he 

mixed it with the facts before the smithcraft, the job of shaping out 

the lines, could ever begin:

The lingot truth, that memorable day,
Assayed and knew my piecemeal gain was gold,--
Yes; but from something else surpassing that,
Something of mine which, mixed up with the mass,
Made it bear hammer and be firm to file.
Fancy with fact is just one fact the more;
To-wit, that fancy has informed, transpierced,
Thridded and so thrown fast the facts else free,
As right through ring and ring runs the djereed
And binds the loose, one bar without a break.
I fused my live soul and that inert stuff,
Before attempting smithcraft.

Browning fused his live soul with that inert stuff. This is the

1Cook, op. cit., p. 2.
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transformation of nature carried out through art. This is a rather 

profound concept, and Browning does not leave it at one sentence, but 

rather pursues it deeper through an inquiry into the very nature of all 

human creation. Kan’s making of art objects—paintings, poems, or even 

gold rings—is, Browning says, an imitation of God’s one perfect 

creation of all the world. We already met these words in the voice 

of Lippo Lippi, Man must create in order to grow—he must extend his 

spirit into the matter of the world in order to keep that spirit

active and alive:

"In the beginning God made heaven and earth;"
Prom which, no matter with what lisp, I spell.
And speak you out a consequence—that man,
Man,—as befits the made, the inferior thing,—
Purposed, since made, to grow, not make in turn,
Yet forget to try and make, else fail to grow.

Human creation is not really creation in the sense of the word

by which it means to make something out of nothing. And so human

creation might better be called "resuscitation", Browning says, for

the job of man is not to make the materials of the universe, but to

re-form them and turn them toward spiritual significance, as that

from which they originally came;

Formed to rise, reach at, if not grasp and gain 
The good beyond him,—which attempt is growth,—
Repeats God’s process in man’s due degree,
Attaining man’s proportionate result,—
Creates, no, but resuscitates, perhaps.

Here we have a reminiscence of the theme of "Andrea del Sarto", that 

the rising, the reaching, the aspiration is the highest activity of man, 

and that is what brings him closest to God.

Inalienable, the arch-prerogative
Which turns thought, act—conceives, expresses tool
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No less, man, bounded, yearning to be free,
May so project his surplusage of soul
In search of body, so add self to self.

The ability to create in the artistic sense is the "arch-prerogative” 

of man. No other creature, not even the angels, Is given this sharing 

in the work of God. Here, as in "Fra Lippo Lippi", Browning admits of 

the religious function of art activity. For him, projecting that 

"surplusage of soul" Into a body is an elevating work par excellence.

And man’s reward for taking part in it is the "adding self to self"— 

spiritual growth.

Browning says that man’s creative work is "mimic creation”, an 

imitation of God’s creation, but it is also a "galvanism for life", 

a security and protection for the spirit, something that saves the 

human spirit from drying up. Man does not make himself, but he has a 

definite role to play in perfecting and protecting himself:

—Mimic creation, galvanism for life,
But still a glory portioned in the scale.
Why did the mage say, — feeling as we are wont
For truth, as stopping midway short of truth,
And resting on a lie,—"I raise a ghost"?
"Because," he taught adepts, "man makes not man.
Yet by a special gift, an art of arts,
More insight and more outsight and much more
Will to use both of these than boast my mates.

By extending his soul to the objects of the world around him, man 

can make even the cold facts of reality into a meaningful environment 

through artistic creation. By entering into the things of the 'world, 

however fragmentary, the soul can "put its powers to play":

I can detach from me, commission forth
Half of my soul; which in its pilgrimage
O'er old unwandered waste ways of the world,
May chance upon some fragment of a 'whole,
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Rag of flesh, scrap of bone in dim disuse,
Smoking flax that fed fire onoej prompt therein
I enter, spark-like, put old powers to play.

If we might return to Browning’s analogy of the ring and the book, 

the poet says that he extended half his soul into these facts, like an 

alloy mixed with gold, and therefore the metal could be hammered and 

filed into an object of beauty. But when the molding of the ring is 

finished, the ring is washed:

This was it from, my fancy with those facts,
I used to tell the tale, turned gay to grave,
But lacked a listener seldom; such alloy,
Such substance of me interfused the gold
Which, wrought into a shapely ring therewith,
Hammered and filed, fingered and favoured, last
Lay ready for the renovating wash
0’ the water. "How much of the tale was true?"
I disappeared.

Here Browning has touched upon something new again. He feels that 

when the work of art is completed, there is some removal of the maker 

from the object. He extends the metallurgical metaphor one step further

He mingles gold
With gold’s alloy, and, duly tempering both,
Effects a manageable mass, then works:
But his work ended, once the thing a ring.
Oh, there’s repristinationl Just a spirt
’0 the proper fiery acid o’er its face,
And forth the alloy unfastened flies in fume;
While, self-sufficient now, the shape remains,
The rondure grave, the lilied loveliness,
Gold as it was, is, shall be evermore:
Prime nature with an added artistry—
Ho carat lost, and you have gained a ring.
What of it? ’Tis a figure, a symbol, say;
A thing’s sign: now for the thing signified.

To make the metaphor even more accurate Browning should have called 

the artist’s participation in the object a catalyst, rather than an 

alloy, for it is a catalyst that makes an operation possible without 

remaining a part of the product of that operation. The concept of the
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artist’s action as catalytic is a key to many modern twentieth

century critical theorists, who would be very reluctant to see Browning 

as one of their spiritual fathers.

The making of a work of art is a working with parts—a construction 

of material components. The painter works with daubs of paint the size 

of a brush; the poet works with words, sounds, syllables. But when the 

work is finished and the artist removes himself from it, there is 

something more than the composite of parts. There is a whole, a unit, 

a spiritual simplicity in the object. Browning expresses this pheno

menon in another context in the poem "Fifine at the Fair”:

, . . Art,—which I may style the love of loving, rage
Of knowing, seeing, feeling the absolute truth of things
For truth’s sake, whole and sole, nor any good truth brings
The knower, seer, feeler beside,—instinctive art,
Must fumble for the whole, once fixing on a part,
How poor, surpass the fragment, and aspire
To reconstruct thereby the ultimate entire.
Art, working with a will, discards the superflux,
Contributes to defect, toils on, til—fiat lux—
There’s the restored, the prime, the individual type!

By the extension of the ring and book metaphor Browning has once

again established the concept that a work of art has its own integrity

apart from the man who made it. If this is true, the appreciation of

a work of art should come totally from the direct experience of the

work, the art object, and not from any "superflux". The biography of

the artist, then, should have no bearing on the validity of the work.

Browning says this explicitly in his revealing essay on Shelley:

Still, frought with instruction and interest as such details 
jjof an artist’s biography]] undoubtedly are, we can, if needs be, 
dispense with them. The man passes, the work remains. The work 
speaks for itself, as we say: and the biography of the worker
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is no more necessary to an understanding or enjoyment of it, 
than is a model or anatomy of some tropical tree, to the right 
tasting of the fruit we are familiar with on the market-stall,

The "fancy" that Browning fused with the "facts" in order to make

the poem about the Franceschini murder case, is now separated from the 

work, but the work remains. All the emotions, the strivings and 

aspirations of the artist, died with the man, and yet the work remains. 

What then is the truth of the poetry that remains? "How much of the 

tale was true?" Browning says that it is the universal truth that 

makes a poem meaningful. The truth of a poem, the truth of fiction 

is the "insight and outsight" that "makes the fact alive," and so 

that truth of fiction is also fact:

Well, now; there’s nothing in nor out o’ the world
Good except truth: yet this, the something else,
What’s this then, which proves good yet seems untrue?
This that I mixed with truth, motions of mine
That quickened, made the inertness malleolable
0’ the gold was not mine,—what’s your name for this?
Are means to the end, themselves in part the end?
Is fiction which makes fact alive, fact too?

Browning spelled out in his essay the difference between the subjective 

poet and the objective poet, but here he states without mistake that the 

only kind of truth a work of art can have in itself is an objective 

truth, a truth that resides in the work of art, a truth of universal 

application that transcends facts.

Browning did not come upon this theory of transformation through 

a detailed philosophical discourse or in an abstract way. He had to 

have found it in his own life and in his own work. It was not only

■’■Brasrning, "Essay on Shelley", op. cit,, p. 130.
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the Old Yellow Book that he transformed into a work of art, but rather 

all the reality that he encountered as subject for his poems. Just 

as Fra Lippo Lippi transformed the poor people of Florence and the 

Prior’s niece into figures of great truth and beauty, Browning trans

formed the history of the life and work of Fra Filippo Lippi into his 

own poem, another art object, projecting another truth. This process 

of artistic creation is, in a sense, unlimited.



C H A P I B fl V

CONCLUSION

Some quick to arm,
some for adventure,
some from fear of -weakness,
some from fear of censure,
some for love of slaughter, in imagination, 
learning later . . .
some in fear, learning love of slaughter;

• • • •

Daring as never before, wastage as never before. 
Young blood and high blood, 
fair cheeks, and fine bodies;

fortitude as never before

frankness as never before,
disillusions as never told in the old days, 
hysterias, trench confessions, 
laughter out of dead bellies.

B. P



In conclusion I prefer not to reiterate the arguments that are

stated in the body of this text. Browning’s attitudes toward art

as a representation of nature, as an eternal striving of finite man

toward the infinite, as a transformation of nature into an expression

of man’s soul and yet distinct from man—all this I have explicated

at some length. The content of the preceding chapters, however, is

only one critical interpretation of Browning's wisdom in the field

of art theory. One must always bear in mind that Browning wrote poems,

and not treatises in aesthetics. It is contrary to the nature of poetry

that he should spell out his philosophies in no uncertain terms. This

brief passage from a letter of Browning’s to John Ruskin allows the

poet to defend himself in this affair (although I should hope that today

the matter of logic in poetry need scarcely be mentioned). Modern critics

freely grant a poet his "licence", but a hundred years ago a man such

as Ruskin demanded of Browning more "logic". Browning answers:

I cannot begin writing poetry til my imaginary reader has conceded 
licences to me which you demur at altogether. I know that I don’t 
make out my conception by my languagej all poetry being a putting 
of the infinite within the finite. You would have lSelpaint it 
all plain out, which can’t be . . ,1

^Robert Browning, Letter to John Ruskin, n.d., quoted in: John 
Bryson, Browning (London: Longmans, Green, & Co., 1963), p. 8.
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This passage alone should be sufficient to convince anyone that Brovming 

is not the rhyming would-be-prophet that he is often mistaken for.

A serious error that rebellious critics of every era fall into is 

that of attacking and demolishing the established writers of their time 

on the claims of the reading public, and then dismissing those writers 

without further consideration. Because Browning was valued by the 

Victorians as a philosopher, the earliest ’'modern'’ critics discounted 

him as a philosophical or religious teacher, and then dismissed him 

altogether as a second-rate poet without further consideration. The 

inevitable Irving Babbitt sinned the most in this regard.The "modern" 

critics would do ’well to re-examine Browning from a more critical point 

of view. Those critics tend too much today to ignore Browning as a 

poet for the Philistines.

As a matter of fact, the modernist and the apologist for modernism 
are often scornful of Browning, even credit him with affectation 
and, what is stranger still, with pandering to the public. Never
theless, they may have received a powerful initial impulse from 
his poetry. And it is curious that the charge brought against 
them of being eccentric and chaotic was the charge brought at first 
against Browning.

If I have accomplished nothing else in this essay, I hope to have

contributed to establishing the idea that the underlying principles

of art implicit in the works of Robert Browning are in the main stream

of the most valid literary criticism. Without a lengthy exposition on

•^•Irving Babbitt, Rousseau and Romanticism (Boston: Houghton 
Mi f flin Co., 1919), p . 2411.

^Brockington, op. cit., p. 25.



modern criticism for comparison, I present this interpretation of 

Browning’s aesthetic with the intention that some literateurs living 

in the twentieth century, steeped in modern literary criticism, will 

recognize Browning, not so much in poetic idiom as in critical spirit, 

as our contemporary.

FINIS
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Go, my songs, seek your praise from the young and from the 
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