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"Rivolsimi in quel lato 

La 'nde venia la voce, 

E parvemi una luce 

Che lucea quanto stella: 

La mia mente era quella." 

Bonaggiunta Urbiciani, ( 1250.) 

Before any knowledge of painting was brought to Florence, there 
were already painters in Lucca, and Pisa, and Arezzo, who feared 
God and loved the art. The keen, grave workmen from Greece, 
whose trade it was to sell their own works in Italy and teach 
Italians to imitate them, had already found rivals of the soil with 
skill that could forestall their lessons and cheapen their crucifixes 
and addolo1·ate, more years than is supposed before the art came at 
all into Florence. The pre-eminence to which Cimabue was raised 
at once by his contemporaries, and which he still retains to a wide 
extent even in the modern mind, is to be accounted for, partly by 
the circumstances under which he arose, and partly by that extra
ordinary purpose of fortune born with the lives of some few, and 
through which it is not a little thing for any who went before, if 
they are even remembered as the shadows of the coming of such an 
one, and the voices which prepared his way in the wilderness. It is 
thus, almost exclusively, that the painters of whom I speak arc 
now known. They have left little, and but little heed is taken of 
that which men hold to have been surpassed; it is gone like time gone 
-a track of dust and dead leaves that merely led to the fountain.

Nevertheless, of very late years, and in very rare instances, some
signs of a better understanding have become manifest. A case in 
point is that of the tryptic and two cruciform pictures at. Dresden, 
by Chiaro di Messer Bello dell' Erma, to which the eloquent pam
phlet of Dr. Aemmster has at length succeeded in attracting the stu
dents. There is another still more solemn and beautiful work, now 
proved to be by the same hand, in the gallery at Florence. It is 
the one to which my narrative will relate. 

This Chiaro dell' Erma was a young man of very honorable 
family in Arezzo ; where, conceiving art almost, as it were, for him
self, and loving it deeply, he endeavoured from early boyhood towards 
the imitation of any objects offered in nature. The extreme longing 
after a visible embodiment of his thoughts strengthened as his years 
increased, more even than his sinews or the blood of his life ; until 
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