
TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK, ESQ. 
 

Bologna, Monday, Nov. 9th, 1818. 
MY DEAR P.,  
 
I HAVE seen a quantity of things here—churches, palaces, statues, fountains, and pictures; and my 
brain is at this moment like a portfolio of an architect, or a print-shop, or a common-place book. I 
will try to recollect something of what I have seen; for, indeed, it requires, if it will obey, an act of 
volition.  
[…] 
Enough of pictures. I saw the place where Guido and his mistress, Elizabetta Sirani, were buried. 
This lady was poisoned at the age of twenty-six, by another lover, a rejected one, of course. Our 
guide said she was very ugly, and that we might see her portrait to-morrow. 
Well, good-night, for the present. "To-morrow to fresh fields and pastures new." 

Nov. 10. 
 

To-day we first went to see those divine pictures of Raffael and Guido again, and then rode up the 
mountains, behind this city, to visit a chapel dedicated to the Madonna. It made me melancholy to 
see that they had been varnishing and restoring some of these pictures, and that even some had 
been pierced by the French bayonets. These are symptoms of the mortality of man; and, perhaps, 
few of his works are more evanescent than paintings. Sculpture retains its freshness for twenty 
centuries—the Apollo and the Venus are as they were. But books are perhaps the only productions 
of man coeval with the human race. Sophocles and Shakspeare can be produced and reproduced 
for ever. But how evanescent are paintings, and must necessarily be. Those of Zeuxis and Apelles 
are no more, and perhaps they bore the same relation to Homer and Æschylus, that those of Guido 
and Raffael bear to Dante and Petrarch. There is one refuge from the despondency of this 
contemplation. The material part, indeed, of their works must perish, but they survive in the mind 
of man, and the remembrances connected with them are transmitted from generation to 
generation. The poet embodies them in his creations; the systems of philosophers are modelled to 
gentleness by their contemplation; opinion, that legislator, is infected with their influence; men 
become better and wiser; and the unseen seeds are perhaps thus sown, which shall produce a plant 
more excellent even than that from which they fell. But all this might as well be said or thought at 
Marlow as Bologna. 
The chapel of the Madonna is a very pretty Corinthian building—very beautiful, indeed. It 
commands a fine view of these fertile plains, the many-folded Apennines, and the city. I have just 
returned from a moonlight walk through Bologna. It is a city of colonnades, and the effect of 
moonlight is strikingly picturesque. There are two towers here—one 400 feet high—ugly things, 
built of brick, which lean both different ways; and with the delusion of moonlight shadows, you 
might almost fancy that the city is rocked by an earthquake. They say they were built so on purpose; 
but I observe in all the plain of Lombardy the church towers lean. 
Adieu.—God grant you patience to read this long letter, and courage to support the expectation of 
the next. Pray part them from the Cobbetts on your breakfast table—they may fight it out in your 
mind. 
Yours ever, most sincerely,  
 
P. B. S. 


