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Villino Trollope, Piazza Independenza, Florence; The Birthplace of
the American Civil War: The Fanny Trollope and Harriet Beecher
Stowe Connections
Brenda Ayres, Liberty University
Ever since President Lincoln reportedly said to Harriet Beecher
Stowe, "So you're the little woman that started this great war!" Uncle
Tom's Cabin has been considered the juggernaut to end slavery in
America. It did indeed trigger an upheaval, but the novel itself did

not suddenly appear out of vacuity. There were many artists who
preceded Stowe, who, if they had not been faithful to the call of their
hearts to use their skills and talent to alleviate the suffering of their
black brothers and sisters, Uncle Tom's Cabin might not have been
written and might not have had the impact that it did.
This paper will recognize the contributions of a handful of English
and Americans who significantly advanced the Abolition Movement,
moved to Florence, and there continued their work until they were
laid to rest in the English Cemetery.
Frances Trollope (1779–1863) was persuaded by her friend, Frances
Wright, to pursue a dream of racial, class, and gender equality among
God's people in the wilds of Tennessee in a community called
Nashoba, populated mostly by emancipated slaves. With her two
daughters, youngest son, and a young artist by the name of Auguste
Hervieu, Fanny Trollope set sail on the 4th of November 1827,
leaving behind her ailing and insolvent husband in England. The
anticipated utopia proved a delusion: The people in the commune
were sick, no one was working, adequate food and housing were
scarce, and there was no school in which Hervieu was to teach.
Fanny and her troop left as quickly as they could for the nearest
metropolis booming at that time, Cincinnati, Ohio.
Cincinnati was situated across from Kentucky with only the Ohio
River separating free from slave states. As slaves escaped into
Cincinnati, Fanny heard their horror stories and saw their scars, and
from these, she spun the first anti-slavery novel in English literature,
The Life and Adventures of Jonathan Jefferson Whitlaw.
But she would not write it until she had gathered more knowledge
about that new great experiment in democracy called America.
Before then, she had her hands full with what Lafayette called the
"Queen City of the West" (Van Thal 15). The Midwestern town itself
did not embrace the ebullient and often haughty British lady, nor did
Fanny take to its streets crowded with hogs. Cincinnatians were not
interested in being told what was wrong with them and their town

and what they needed to do to become cultured, but Fanny was very
interested in enlightening them. They were proud that their city was
nicknamed Porkopolis, that they marketed more than five million
pounds of pork products that first year of Fanny's sojourn (William
Hildreth 41). Besides her mission to civilize this part of the American
wilderness, Fanny was determined to raise money not only to care for
her family in America but also to pay for the education in England of
her two oldest boys, Tom and Anthony, and to pay her family's debts.
Toward those ends, she built an elaborate, exotic bazaar. Her
husband invested $4,000, in what Trollope derided as "trumpery
goods," merchandise that no one in a Midwestern town would want
to or could afford to buy (Heineman 66). Known as 'Trollope's Folly',
the bazaar turned out to be a financial disaster, but its failure would
become a great boon to the Trollope family and to the abolition
cause.
One unforeseen benefit occurred during the American Civil War
when Fanny's bazaar was converted into the Soldier's Home by the
Sanity Commission. Located centrally near the corner of Third and
Main streets, after its debacle as a cultural center and emporium, it
had been turned into a large boarding house and hotel, complete
with cooking ranges, laundry facilities, store rooms, and dining hall.
Later, on 15 May 1862, it was reopened to care for 150 sick and
wounded soldiers. It was in operation for three-and-a-half years
(Newberry 344–46).
Thirty-some years later, this worthy utilization would have been very
gratifying to Fanny, but in 1830, she was facing bankruptcy on two
continents. Distressed, more likely indignant and frustrated, but not
defeated, never defeated, Fanny hastened away from creditors and
traveled through West Virginia; Maryland; Washington, D.C.;
Virginia; Pennsylvania; and New York before returning to England
(Ransom 63–70). The disaster in Ohio forced her to contemplate
another scheme to recoup financially. Through her travels, she saw
very little freedom, especially for women and people of color. As I
wrote in my introduction to The Social Problems of Frances Trollope,
"Propelled by the struggles she saw and compelled by financial

necessity, she turned to writing and produced a book that challenged
America's claim to be the land of the free. Written at the age of 52,
Domestic Manners of the Americans became an overnight sensation"
(viii–ix). Fanny wrote her son, Tom, who was in school, that like her
friend Byron, "I woke one morning and found myself famous"
(Frances Eleanor Trollope, 1: 152). According to one of her
biographers, "Domestic Manners achieved a success almost unheard
of for a first attempt by an unknown author. In 1832 alone it went
through four English and four American editions. In 1838 there was a
fifth American edition, and in 1839 a fifth English edition"
(Heineman 100). It has never been out of print and has been
translated into five languages. Most scholars and students of
American history are familiar with its realistic, stark exposé of early
nineteenth-century America, unique among other accounts that
romanticized it instead.
Americans were none too happy with Trollope's unfavorable portrait
of their country. However, on both sides of the Atlantic, the book
sold, the critics condemned it, and people talked about it. But Fanny
was not finished with taking America to task. Outraged by American
slavery, she commuted her wrath for satire and sarcasm and poured
it into Jonathan Jefferson Whitlaw. An instant bestseller in 1836, it
went through three editions in the first year alone, fanning the
flames of popular sentiment to press Parliament to pass the
Abolition of Slavery Act in 1838 which prohibited slavery throughout
its colonies. An earlier act of 1833 was meant to abolish slavery in the
colonies, but to ease the burden that would inevitably befall white
slave owners, Parliament failed to bring about emancipation.
Instead, slaves were forced to serve periods of indentured
apprenticeships stipulated by their masters. Slave children were free,
which was some consolation and hope for the future, but who would
take care of their children while the parents remained as slaves? In
addition to its effect on the 1838 act, Fanny's novel inspired the
formation of the British and Foreign Anti-Slavery Society to induce
other countries, especially America, to make slavery illegal. Trollope's
novel was immediately a success in Britain, going through three
editions within the year. Judging from the plethora of reviews

(largely shocked that a woman vilified the gentlemanly, American
South and wrote with such vulgarity on subjects not suitable to her
sex), one can deduce that the book was of consequence.
As with Domestic Manners, the book was not well received in the
States, but it had influence in a significant quarter, and that was on
Harriet Beecher Stowe.
Before Fanny departed from Cincinnati, leaving them with plenty to
talk about, Lyman Beecher moved there to become the first
president of Lane Theological Seminary, recently completed in 1830.
Beecher, a Congregationalist minister and one of the leaders of the
Second Great Awakening or Christian revival, brought with him his
children who would become some of the most famous people in
America in their leadership of the woman's movement and abolition.
Arriving in 1832, his daughter Harriet would have just missed the
notorious Mrs. Trollope who would have already returned to
England, but Fanny's vinegar would have still been in their mouths,
and her two books—because they both mentioned Cincinnati and
because their authoress was now the town's most famous
personality—would certainly have come to Harriet Beecher's
attention as she acclimated to her new home. Later she would
correspond with Fanny about her books and would visit her in
Florence in 1859 (Neville-Sington 343) and in 1860 (Kissel 128).
Uncle Tom's Cabin was published fifteen years after Jonathan
Jefferson Whitlaw. Harold Scudder has recognized eleven major
parallels between the two books. Susan Kissel identifies much more
of Trollope in Stowe's book. Helen Heineman also provides a detailed
comparison between the two novels in her biography, Mrs. Trollope:
The Triumphant Feminine in the Nineteenth Century (144–45).
Therefore, it is no stretch of the imagination to deduce that Stowe's
novel was modeled after Trollope's and that Jonathan Jefferson
Whitlaw paved the way for Uncle Tom's Cabin.
Nevertheless, Fanny did not write in a vacuum either. While she was

creating JJW, Richard Hildreth was working on his first anti-slavery
novel, The Slave: or Memoirs of Archy Moore, which was published six
months after Trollope's novel.
Hildreth (1807–1865) was born in Deerfield, Massachusetts. Like
Stowe, his father was a Congregational minister. After graduating
from Harvard and traveling through the southern part of the United
States, he wrote and published The Slave anonymously. It so
realistically depicted violence that masters inflicted upon slaves and
their slaves' retaliation, that most people believed it to be an actual
slave narrative. Even though the novel went through seven editions
over the next couple of decades, it did not sell well. Hildreth later
revised it, adding more chapters that culminate with the burning
alive of a slave who had killed his master. The novel came out as The
White Slave in 1852, after Uncle Tom's Cabin first appeared in
serialized form in the June 1851 issue of National Era. In 1840
Hildreth published another anti-slavery book, Despotism in America.
Between 1857 and 1860 he wrote several anti-slavery tracts. Although
his works were not as popular or politically provocative as were
Fanny's, he did come under a lot of critical attack—as did Fanny—for
writing with a perspective that tended to alienate instead of
ingratiate. While his wife supported him and their family (as Fanny
worked to support her husband and family), he spent eight years
writing his six-volume History of the United States, published
between 1849 and 1852. Nor was it well because since he attacked the
puritanical elements of America, and unlike other American
histories, failed to instil nationalism. He was as vinegary as Trollope
in all that he penned, avoiding the "tinsel and gingerbread" (to use a
common nineteenth-century phrase) that characterized much of the
writing of his day. As Martha Pingel put it, he "was one of the earliest
American thinkers to treat history as a scientific account of man's
actual achievements rather than as an embellishment of his hopes"
(ix). Hildreth suffered as many disappointments as did Fanny
Trollope in his personal and professional life, such as failing to secure
a much desired history appointment at Harvard. Abraham Lincoln
sent him as consul to Trieste, Italy, during the Civil War. There he
became ill and had to resign the post. He died in poverty on the 11th
of July 1865. His simple tombstone in Florence was erected by the

publishing house of Harper Brothers which had handled many of his
works.
Not far from Hildreth's grave in the English Cemetery lies Theodore
Parker (1810–1860), who had been a Unitarian minister in Boston. He
not only preached against slavery (Cobbe), and encouraged, justified,
and openly defied the 1850 Fugitive Slave Act by abetting runaways
on their way to Canada; he even often preached with a loaded gun
next to him in the pulpit to be used against any slave catchers. With
much mutual respect for each other, Parker and Hildreth worked
together in Massachusetts to legally challenge the Fugitive Slave
Law. Both of them attended Harvard (but not at the same time), and
both suffered from substantial social criticism for their controversial
views. Parker had a sizable following, though, with a congregation
that included fellow abolitionists Louisa May Alcott, William Lloyd
Garrison, Julia Ward Howe, and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, plus enough
followers during his services to fill the Boston Music Hall. He was the
first to use the phrase "of all the people, by all the people, for all the
people" (Parker 105), which Abraham Lincoln later borrowed for his
famous Gettysburg Address. Parker wrote "A Letter to a Southern
Slaveholder"in 1848 which became very familiar to Southern clergy.
In that year he also published A Letter to the People of the United
States Touching the Matter of Slavery. Finally convinced that slavery
would not end without violence, he became one of the infamous
"Secret Six," who helped finance John Brown's raid (Merrill 7). When
stricken with tuberculosis, he went to milder climates for his health,
ending in Florence where he was buried before the issue of slavery
came to a head at Ft. Sumter. His second tombstone, by William
Wetmore Story, reads:

THEODORE PARKER
THE GREAT AMERICAN PREACHER
BORN AT LEXINGTON MASSACHUSETTS
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
AUGUST 24 1810
DIED AT FLORENCE ITALY
HIS NAME IS ENGRAVED IN MARBLE

HIS VIRTUES IN THE HEARTS OF THOSE
HE HELPED TO FREE FROM SLAVERY
AND SUPERSTITION

It is decorated with his portrait in bas relief. The first tombstone had
been raised by Joel Tanner Hart (1810–1877), an American from
Kentucky who also lived his last years in Florence and was a regular
visitor at Villino Trollope.
The first thing Frederick Douglass did when he arrived in Florence in
1886 was to visit Parker's and then Barrett Browning's gravesites to
pay his respects. About the two, Douglass wrote in his
autobiography, 'The preacher and the poet lie near each other. The
soul of each was devoted to liberty. The brave stand taken by
Theodore Parker during the anti-slavery conflict endeared him to my
heart, and naturally enough the spot made sacred by his ashes was
the first to draw me to its side. He had a voice for the slave when
nearly all the pulpits of the land were dumb'. (1015)
A few months after Parker's death, Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–
1861) also found peace in the English Cemetery, followed by Hiram
Powers (1805–1873). Their fellowship with each other and with
Fanny Trollope and kinship in their fight for freedom of the
oppressed have been documented in biographies and are evident in
their works. While the Trollopes lived in Cincinnati, they met
Powers, of whom Thomas Adolphus said was the "most remarkable
acquaintance" during their sojourn in Ohio (59). At the age of twelve,
Powers moved there with his family from Woodstock, Vermont
(Burke 5). He earned money and learned mechanical engineering
while working in Watson's Clock Factory. In 1826 he began to study
sculpturing from Frederick Eckstein, a German immigrant who
opened the Cincinnati Academy of Fine Arts in 1828 where Powers
would be both student and teacher (Wunder 45–47). Powers soon
began working in the Western Museum of Cincinnati, combining his
knowledge of mechanics and sculpturing to create statues of wax.
That is when Fanny met him and enlisted his skills to construct
scenes for shows that she produced. He created and operated all of
the characters in a recreation of Dante's Commedia, a great success

that continued thirty-three years later, long after Fanny had given up
on America. (Newstedt 39–40). While in Cincinnati, Powers became
friends with Harriet Beecher Stowe, he also read her book, and
Powers' biographer Richard Wunder credits the book for influencing
Power to fashion the 'Greek Slave', a statue of a young Grecian
woman being displayed in a Turkish slave auction (59).
For three years, Powers and his growing family lived in Washington,
D.C. where he become the premier sculptor of busts for politicians.
His clients included such famous Americans as John Adams, Andrew
Jackson, John C. Calhoun, Daniel Webster, and Martin Van Buren. He
also designed a fountain for the Capitol, all of which gleaned him
fame but very little money. Regardless, Powers established himself as
the patriotic sculptor of the American greats, currency that would
boost his contribution to the American Abolition Movement.
The friendship between Powers and Trollope continued after he
moved to Florence in 1837. Frances Trollope called him the "truthinspired sculptor of Ohio" and said that he was to sculpture what
Shakespeare was to poetry ("American Sculptor"). A glowing review
of his 'Eve' can be found in her 1842 A Visit to Italy (1:141–45). Three
years later he sculpted the statue, 'Greek Slave', that would make him
internationally famous. A tour throughout America from 1847–48, a
total of 447 days, drew over one hundred thousand people who paid
to see it (Wunder 242). After that the statue was exhibited at the
center of the Crystal Palace in 1851 in London and then in the New
York City Crystal Palace in 1853. Copies appeared in most of the
government buildings in the North, as it came to be regarded as an
icon for the abolition of slavery.

His statue moved Elizabeth Barrett Browning to write a sonnet,
"Hiram Power's 'Greek Slave,'" in which she appeals to art to "break
up ere long / The serfdom of this world." In the poem, she clearly
cries out against slavery not only in the East, but also in the West.
Also inspired by "The Greek Slave," Mary Irving wrote a poem that
appeared in The Independent (11 September 1851). The last two
stanzas are
Calm in the "Crystal Hall" it stands
To crown a nation's fame;
'Tis well the world should read the type
That tells a nation's shame.
Messenger to her mother-land—
Gem for her gorgeous nave—
What hath the home of Slavery
More fitting than a slave?

She ended with this note: "You are aware that it is the chief
ornament of the American exhibit in the 'Palace of Industry.'" With
similar sentiment, Henry T. Tuckerman (1813–1871) published his "A
Greek Slave" in the New York Daily Tribune (9 September 1847),
which includes these prophetic lines:
Light as air may be the fetter
That Earth's tyranny doth weave,
And her slaves by wisest courage
Shall their destiny retrieve.
Besides these and several other poems as well as essays and laudatory
reviews, the National Era articulated the statue's message to
America:
As this eloquent statue traverses the land, may many a mother
and daughter of the Republic be awakened to a sense of the
enormity of slavery, as it exists in our midst! Thus may Art,
indeed, fulfill its high and holy mission! Let the solemn lesson
sink deep into the hearts of the fair women of the North and of
the South! Waste not your sympathies on the senseless marble,
but reserve some tears for the helpless humanity which lies
quivering beneath the lash of American freemen. (2 Sept. 1847).
Powers denied being an abolitionist; however, nearly at the end of
the American Civil War, he wrote to a friend:
The Hell of Slavery cannot prevail against the High Heaven of
Liberty. The world's progress has passed that bound—and come
what may, the ghastly head of southern despotism will never
again arise in the west where it has gone down in blood. (qtd. in
Wunder 318)
After he relocated to Florence in 1837 for the remainder of his life, he
was a regular at Villino Trollope, especially for Fanny's séances
(Neville-Sington 351). He died on June 27, 1873, ten years after
Trollope, and is buried in the English Cemetery, as are three of his
children.
Fanny and Thomas Adolphus (her eldest son, Tom) also resettled in

Florence in September 1943, staying at first with Lady Bulwer at the
Palazzo Passerini until they found an apartment, which they did
shortly thereafter. This was in the Casa Berti, "next to the east end of
the church of Santa Croce," which was having a new steeple built
(Thomas A. Trollope 139). It was located in the Via del Giglio where
Milton stayed when he was in Florence (142). The Trollopes
remained there until the summer of 1844, when they returned to
England, to their home at Penrith in the Lake District, where they
met Anthony's new bride. On September 1, Fanny returned to
Florence again, this time to an apartment in Palazzo Berti (Ransom
158) in the Via dei Malcontenti (Thomas A. Trollope 139). By July
1845, they were back in England, only to return to Florence again in
September 1845, there to live in an apartment in the Via del Giglio
(Ransom 162–63) until April 1847, when they returned to Penrith for
the last time (166). By the middle of September 1847, they were back
to stay in Florence (171). Thomas Adolphus bought a house in the
Piazza Maria Antonia, now the Piazza dell'Independenza, which was
to become known as the Villino Trollope. There they would live until
Fanny's death in 1863, at the age of 84.
Fanny was a very sociable person and held Friday receptions every
week. Villino Trollope was a must-visit for every traveler from Britain
and America who wanted to meet not only meet the famous author,
but also anyone who was anyone in Florence. In Florence Hildreth,
Parker, Powers, Trollope, and Barrett Browning forged a friendship
with each other that energized and directed their exertions to abolish
slavery.
These expatriates—and several more besides—fought the war for
independence from what might be considered their headquarters,
Villano Trollope, in the Piazza Independenza. Except for Stowe, their
names are etched in stone at the English Cemetery after a valiant
fight for freedom. The engraving on Fanny's tombstone is an epitaph
that memorializes them all:
"Here lies what is mortal, but the remembrance of her divine spirit
needs no marble."
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I. Theodore Parker’s Graves
Sally Mitchell, Temple University
Theodore Parker, who had been, according to the Springfield Daily
Republican, “for ten years the greatest preacher in America, and had

gathered in Boston what was then its largest congregation,” was
buried in Florence’s “English” Cemetery on 13 May 1860, three days
after his death from tuberculosis. Almost at once the modest grave
with Joel Tanner Hart’s simple headstone became a place of
pilgrimage for American tourists. By the 1880s, however, some were
complaining about the dark cypresses, the overgrown shrubbery, and
the “rude tombstone.” A plan to restore the site and commission a
“worthy monument” aroused public debate (if only a subdued echo
of the controversies in Parker’s lifetime) but ultimately a new
monument of white marble by William Wetmore Story was dedicated
on Thanksgiving Day in 1891.

Born in 1810 on his family’s farm in Lexington, Theodore Parker was
a rebel by inheritance: his will, quoted in the New York Times on 4
July 1860, presented to the Commonwealth of Massachusetts two
firearms belonging to his grandfather, John Parker, who had been
captain of the militia at Lexington green on the 19th of April, 1775.
One was “the large musket or king’s arm, which was by him captured
from the British . . . and which is the first firearm taken from the
enemy in the war of Independence”; the other “was used by him in
that battle while fighting in ‘the sacred cause of God and his
country.’” As a young man, Parker supported himself by teaching in
local schools while mastering the Harvard curriculum on his own. He
then enrolled in Harvard Divinity School, graduating in 1836. He was

also attending meetings of the Transcendental Club and reading in
the new German higher criticism. Under the influence of Ralph
Waldo Emerson’s 1838 Divinity School Address, Parker began, while
serving as pastor to a Unitarian congregation in West Roxbury, to
make a wide-ranging study of critical exegesis, historical theology,
and non-Christian religious traditions. In the words of a
reminiscence published in the New York Times on 2 June 1860:
By gradual steps, he discarded what he considered the
fundamental errors of the orthodox faith, building up for himself
a belief founded on certain incontrovertible principles of truth
and banishing sectarian dogmas as unworthy of the civilization
of the age. As summed up by himself, he preached these three
doctrines – first, the infinite perfection of God; second, the
adequacy of Man for all his functions; third, absolute or natural
religion. “For these three great doctrines – of God, of Man, of
Religion – (he writes) – I have depended on no Church and no
Scripture; yet have I found things to serve me in every Church. I
have sought my authority in the Nature of Man . . .”
Parker’s A Discourse of Matters Pertaining to Religion, published in
1842, helped readers in many countries who were then conducting
their own agonized battles with the strictures of organized
Christianity. One of them wrote many years later that Parker
“infused into the religious life of England and America an element
hardly present before, of natural confidence in the absolute goodness
of God independent of theologies. No man did more than he to
awaken the Protestant nations from the hideous nightmare of an
Eternal Hell, which (within my own recollection) hovered over the
piety of England. As he was wont himself to say, laughingly, he had
‘knocked the bottom out of hell!’” (Cobbe, Life, 2:10).
By the mid-1840s his theology was too radical for most Unitarian
clergy and he began to preach independently in Boston. Within a few
years his sermons could fill the massive Boston Music Hall, built in
1852 to house what was then the world’s largest organ.

“In all his preaching,” according to the 2 June reminiscence, “social
problems bore a prominent relation to his discourse. He inveighed
against intemperance, against covetousness; labored for education
and for the elevation of woman; preached against war, and
denounced Slavery as a concrete wrong; . . . bore testimony against
men high in office, and did not hesitate to apply the sharpest caustic
to sins national or sins personal.” People were drawn to his sermons,
said the New York Times obituary of 29 May 1860, by its “eloquence,
power, and novelty”:
he agitated every popular and unpopular subject, with a vigor
and fearlessness that carried his auditors along with him . . . and
almost forced them to agree with his conclusions, even against
their will. But, most of all, he dwelt on the Slavery question . . .
promulgating the extreme views in relation to it . . . He lectured
in nearly all the cities of the Free States, drawing immense

crowds wherever he appeared, and scarcely provoking
opposition from his most earnest dissentients, who were for the
time silenced and carried away by the rolling torrent of his
speech.
Parker’s abolitionist zeal made enemies and brought personal risks.
He openly called for citizens to disobey the 1850 fugitive slave act,
helped establish the Boston Vigilance Committee, concealed
fugitives in his house, put them on ships bound for England. After
speaking to a large crowd at Faneuil Hall on May 26th 1854 he was
indicted and arrested (although ultimately not tried) on the grounds
that he “did knowingly and wilfully obstruct, resist, and oppose” a
U.S. marshall “in the due and lawful execution” of his duty to
apprehend one Anthony Burns for return to his owner in Virginia. He
was, in addition, one of the silent backers who supplied John Brown
with weapons and money for the raid on Harper’s Ferry.
Although no longer considered the greatest intellect among New
England Transcendentalists, Theodore Parker may be the only one
noted for personal charisma. Louisa May Alcott at age 24 was living in
an attic room in a Boston boardinghouse and looking for work
(sewing, childminding, any work at all). In November 1856 she wrote
in her journal “Go to hear Parker, and he does me good . . . He is like a
great fire where all can come and be warmed and comforted.” (She
later used him as model for the radical clergyman Thomas Power in
her 1873 novel Work.) Alcott was thrilled by Of the Public Function of
Woman, which asserted that a woman “has the same natural rights
as man . . . – to vote, to hold office, to make and administer laws” and
by his conception of the divine. “Parker’s prayers were one of the
strongest attraction of his church,” she wrote in her preface to
Prayers by Theodore Parker (1882), “the phrase, ‘Our Father and our
Mother God,’ was inexpressibly sweet and beautiful .”
A decade earlier his writing had sustained another young woman
across the Atlantic. Frances Power Cobbe in 1846 (also 24 years old, in
despair over her loss of faith and afraid to reveal it to anyone she
knew) saw an advertisement for Parker's Discourse of Religion,

ordered a copy from her bookseller, and found it virtually lifesaving.
Two years later, deeply lonely after her mother’s death and the
trauma of telling her father that she was no longer a Christian, she
gathered her courage and wrote a letter to Boston. Parker’s generous
response, dated May 5, 1848, began "I rejoice exceedingly at being
able to smooth the difficulties away which have been thrown in the
way of religion . . . Your history lends additional interest to it all. I
know how you must have suffered under that bewildering orthodox
theology . . .” and opened a correspondence that lasted until his
death. In 1855 she was able to send him her own first book,
published anonymously as An Essay on Intuitive Morals. Part I,
Theory of Morals (her father was still alive). Thanking her for it,
Parker wrote that it was a "noble book" and added that "your
learning also surprizes me." Over the next two years he promoted
publication of Cobbe’s work in the United States and secured reviews
in reputable American journals. His letter of August 1857, however,
reported that he had been ill for nearly six months. In 1859 he said
farewell to his congregation and set out for warmer climates. By the
end of the year he had settled for the winter in Rome.

Frances Power Cobbe was also in Italy by late December 1859,
sharing an apartment in Villa Brichieri on Bellosguardo with her
friend (and Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s) Isa Blagden. As spring drew
on, invalids who had wintered in Rome made their way towards the
healthier air of Florence. On April 28th, Cobbe saw Theodore Parker
for the first time, "lying in bed his back to the light . . . He took my
hand tenderly . . . I kissed his hand and I daresay he felt a tear on it."
The notebooks she kept at the time record daily visits, although she
was not always admitted to the room. A letter written on April 29th
to someone who passed it on to John Weiss, Parker’s first biographer,
expands on the phrases jotted in her notebook:
He lies quite quietly on his bed, with his back to the light . . . I
do not think he sees anything, except vaguely. They say he must
have made a great effort to be as collected as he was with me
yesterday; to-day it was nearly all wandering, about what he

would do in America, how he would lie still in his house, and be
very comfortable and happy.
He received me yesterday when I went to his bedside very
tenderly, saying “After all our wishes to meet, how strange it
should be thus at last! You are not to think or say you have seen
me – this is only the memory of me. Those who love me most
can only wish me a speedy passage to the other world. Of course
I am not afraid to die” (he said this with what I could have
supposed his old fire), “but there was so much to do.” (Weiss,
2:438)
By early May he was generally dozing, and on May 10th Dr. Appleton
told her the end was very near. The next day Cobbe wrote a letter to
her friend Francis Newman (younger brother of Cardinal Newman,
but himself well known as a non-denominational theist), who
supplied it to London newspapers; it was reprinted on the front page
of the New York Times for 31 May 1860:
I have sad news to communicate. Our dear suffering friend,
Theodore Parker, died yesterday evening. Yet there never was an
easier end to a life but lately full of vigor. I saw him about three
hours before he died, lying calmly, while life was ebbing away
unconsciously to himself. He left written directions for his
funeral, limiting to five persons the attending him to the grave,
of whom I am one. Many Americans here are expressing their
wish to appear as mourners; but it is thought right to abide by
his instructions. He desired the eleven first verses of the Sermon
on the Mount (the blessings of Jesus) to be read over his grave;
and then a plain grey stone, with his name and age and nothing
farther of inscription. Mr. Cunningham, a Boston Unitarian
minister, will read the passage. He is a sincere friend and
admirer of Parker’s.
As she recorded in the autobiography written more than thirty years
later:
The funeral took place on Sunday, the 13th May, at the beautiful

old Campo Santo Inglese . . . It was the first funeral I had ever
attended. The coffin when I arrived, was already lying in the
mortuary chapel. My companions placed a wreath of laurels on
it, and I added a large bunch of the lily-of-the-valley which he
had loved. . . . The burial ground is exquisitely lovely, a very
wilderness of flowers and perfume. Only a few cypresses give it
grandeur, not gloom. All Florence was decorated with flags in
honor of the anniversary of the Piedmontese Constitution. We
said to one another: “It is a festival for us also – the solemn feast
of an Ascension.” (2:12)
Joel Tanner Hart was commissioned to select the plain grey stone
and carve the simple inscription Parker had requested:
T H E O D O R E P A R K E R,
Born at Lexington, Mass.
U n i t e d S t a t e s of A m e r i c a,
Aug. 24, 1810
Died at Florence May 10,
1860
By summer’s end American travelers were already visiting Parker’s
grave and clipping a few blades of grass or a flower for remembrance.
“The Tomb of Theodore Parker,” from the 5 September New York
Times, is datelined Florence, Friday Aug. 17, 1860:
The Swiss Protestant Cemetery, under the shade of Cypress trees
and the grey old walls of Florence, is interesting to Americans as
well as to pilgrims from other countries where the religion of
Luther and other Reformers prevails. . . . The body of Theodore
Parker lies in that hallowed inclosure. . . . I remember to have
heard a foreigner – who knows our country well – say, when
Theodore Parker died, “It seems to me, that in his death,
America has lost her most brilliant intellect.”
The column concludes by wondering why Parker’s body had not been
returned to Boston and suggesting that he might not have wanted to

rest in ground tainted by slavery: “Here he will rest peacefully and
well until, perhaps, when the great warfare of which he was one of
the grandest champions, is ended, the city which he loved so will
claim his dust, and give it no unworthy burial.” A letter from the
Reverend Gilbert Haven published in the New Hampshire Sentinel
on 18 December 1862 (two weeks before the Emancipation
Proclamation took effect) has a similar conclusion:
Pass up the path to the central cross, and turn to the right. Go a
few feet toward the wall. The path is lined with young cypresses.
Close to it, on the left or north side, under the cypresses, in a
cool and perpetual shadow, is a large, thick, gray sandstone slab,
with [a] simple inscription . . . The thick grass about it was wet
with dew at that after midday hour. The grave was overrun with
ivy and myrtle. Two yew bushes were flourishing near the head
stone, and a small evergreen shrub was growing near his feet.
The tall cypresses covered it with their dense shade. From under
their boughs you could look out eastward and see the hills of
Fiesole across the valley, with their bright villas – the tall grey
tower of its ancient cathedral, and the lofty seat where Lorenzo
De Medici and his friends held high converse on Plato. The spot
was very inviting, from the coolness, shade, and silence. . . . Why
Mr. Parker was left here is to me a mystery. Pleasant and retired
as is the spot, soft and grand as is the scenery, the graveyard at
Lexington is preferable. Perhaps, his friends may say, it was that,
dreading the downfall of America before the dragon of slavery,
he gave commandment concerning his bones, that they should
not rest in such recreant soil. Thus the agitation which his life
produced revives over his grave.

Visitors continued to seek out the spot in the decades after the Civil
War. Dr. Holland, whose letter was published in the Springfield
Weekly Republican on 24 July 1870, saw “a little group of Americans
around the grave of Theodore Parker . . . when they left . . . we found
the offering of affection which they had deposited there – a
magnificent bouquet of flowers. There was something very touching
in this tribute to one greatly loved at home, who had laid down his
burden in a foreign land. It made me think better of the dead who
could command such homage, and the living who were moved to
leave the path of pleasure to render it.” Louisa May Alcott came in
1871:
Standing by his grave in Florence, it seemed at first a lonely and
forlorn spot for such honored dust to lie in; but as we looked we
found that many pilgrims had worn a path to this shrine, that
other hands had brought fresh offerings, and, in the myrtle that
spread its green coverlet over the low bed, a little bird had built
its nest, as if sure of a refuge there, although the hospitable heart
lay still below. Finding comfort in these signs and symbols, we
dropped our flowers, poor gifts for the greatest help one human
soul can give another, and went away, feeling that in neither

Florence nor Rome should we find any thing more beautiful or
grand than the life of one who loved his neighbor better than
himself, and prayed for all men as his brothers. (Preface, vii)
A correspondent describing a European tour for the San Francisco
Evening Bulletin reported in the installment published on 30 January
1873:
One day we visited the grave of Theodore Parker, which is the
“mecca” of many pilgrims. It is a really delightful spot, this
cemetery. It used to be away on the outskirts, but now the
growing city has taken it in, leveled the grounds around it,
bounded it by splendid boulevards, and left a beautiful knoll
thickly studded with monumental and memorial marbles, and
overhung by cypress trees and a few pines. . . . The plain stone at
the head of Parker’s grave is of some kind of dark granite, and as
some one has said, “that and the little stone pine over it are fit
emblems of the strong and sturdy characteristics of the man.”
Harper’s New Monthly Magazine in September 1873 published a 6page article by O.M. Spencer, “The Protestant Cemetery at Florence,”
which includes a drawing of Theodore Parker’s gravestone and a long
tribute but nevertheless reflects Spencer’s religious hesitation:
“Whatever views we may entertain of Theodore as the champion of
that liberal Christianity . . . it is difficult to stand over his grave and
read the simple inscription upon his tombstone without adding a
passing tribute to his memory as a man and a philanthropist. . . . few,
if any, entertain a doubt as to the value of his services in the
temperance, antislavery, and other humanitarian causes. He
proclaimed a revolution when it required the courage of a martyr to
do it.”

Hesitation was also arising, as the years passed, about the “forlorn
spot” (in Alcott’s words) and the “tangled flower bed” (in Spencer’s).
When Frances Power Cobbe, who had in the interim edited the 14volume Collected Works of Theodore Parker, returned to Florence in
the winter of 1878-79, she found that the “cypresses had grown large
and dark and somewhat shadowed it.” (Life 2:12). A “Letter from
Italy” in the Worcester Daily Spy on 4 February 1879 described “only a
flat stone half hidden beneath the lower branches of a fir tree.” When
Parker’s wife died in April 1881, the Springfield Daily Republican
reported that mourners at her funeral “thought of that Italian grave
as often as of this American one “ and that although a “wreath of
Italian myrtle from Parker’s grave in Florence lay on the coffin of his
wife” they hoped that someday “his bones will be brought over to lie
beside those of his well-beloved wife at Mount Auburn.”
In 1883, Theodore Stanton (Elizabeth Cady Stanton’s son, a

journalist living in Paris) visited Florence and found that the graves
of English and American writers “were generally marked by
memorials worthy of the literature their occupants enriched and of
the land in which they died” but that Theodore Parker’s “rude
tombstone . . . did scant credit either to American Taste or national
gratitude.” Resolving “to do what I could to change this state of
things,” (“Theodore Parker’s Grave”) he wrote to a number of people
he believed would be interested, including Frances Power Cobbe. She
replied on January 3rd [1886]:
Dear Mr Stanton
Thank you for yr kind letter . . . Thank you also very much for
telling me of your intended restoration of Theodore Parker’s
tomb. I should have been sorry not to have shared in the work. I
visited the spot again . . . about five years ago & then paid the
custode to renew the violets & otherwise set it in order – But the
cypresses – (ugly ones they are) – had grown so as to shadow it
sadly –, & it is, as you say, far too humble & neglected. I hope the
fund raised will suffice to erect a worthy monument –
Something I think of a canopy or a bust – or a white marble
headstone with a medallion & his head in intaglio-rilevato,
would perhaps be best. Some one really qualified ought to be
asked to compose a suitable epitaph – or to select a passage from
his own writings to serve as such.
She at once sent a contribution and followed two weeks later with
the names and addresses of friends in England who she believed
“would certainly be pleased to be invited” to contribute to the
“Parker Fund.”
Stanton’s Paris occupation in 1886-1889 as publisher of The
European Correspondent, a syndicated service providing information
(and gossip) to be used by American newspaper editors, gave him a
vehicle to make sure that news about the fund, it subscribers, and its
plans were printed in a wide variety of papers. The Christian
Recorder, for example, on 11 August 1887, mentioned that Elizabeth
Cady Stanton was in Paris sitting for the sculptor Paul Bartlett of

Boston, and added, “Mr. Bartlett will probably execute the medallion
of Theodore Parker which will be placed on the reformer’s grave in
Florence.” (If there ever was such a plan, nothing came of it.)
But just as Theodore Parker alive had been the focus of strong
feelings, Theodore Stanton’s plan to replace the headstone aroused
its own controversy. “The Grave of Theodore Parker,” printed in the
Worcester Daily Spy on 28 July 1886 included one heated response:
It having been stated that Theodore Parker’s grave in Florence is
neglected, the Rev. W.J. Potter sends . . . a note from Miss
Hannah E. Stevenson regarding the choice of his burial place
and the simple marking of it, which has been criticised as rude.
Miss Stevenson, Mr. Potter recalls, was a member of Mr. Parker’s
family, went abroad with him and his wife on that last fruitless
journey in search of health, and saw him buried, and none of his
surviving friends has more right to speak for his intimate wish
than she. Miss Stevenson writes: “Mr Parker was averse to
monumental display in burial places. He so expressed himself at
home, and at Santa Cruz, and afterward in Rome. ‘Let the tree lie
where it falls,’ was his injunction, and his congregation so
respected his wish that they refrained from transporting the
remains to America, which they earnestly desired to do. ‘When I
die, let a plain headstone, with name and place and dates, mark
my place of burial.’ This was said repeatedly. In reverent regard
for his wishes, a place was selected in the Protestant cemetery of
Florence; the services of Mr. Hart, the American sculptor, were
accepted to select the proper stone for the purpose, slate not
belonging there, and the desired inscription was made, fair and
legible and durable. The turf with violets filled the surrounding
curb, and a stone pine was planted outside. A Swiss gentleman,
who had the supervising care of the cemetery, informed us that
by the payment then of $100 the grave would be kept in
perpetual repair, and he received the required sum. Afterward
he sent some photographs of the spot which represented it
exactly as it had been designed to be. From time to time pressed
flowers and slips of the ivy planted there by Samuel Johnson and

Samuel Longfellow have been sent to Mrs. Parker and me, by
friends who said nothing of the appearance of ‘neglect.’ Even to
this year the gifts are received.”
Challenged by further objections and questions from Mr. Potter, who
argued that “the design of the grave should be preserved,” (although
he left a small opening by suggesting that “perhaps a more durable
stone may be needed”) Stanton wrote soothingly in The Open Court
for 12 May 1887 that “my own wishes would be satisfied if a good
bronze bust or medallion of Parker were placed on his tomb . . . a
common practice in European cemeteries [which] would be a source
of pleasure to those who visit the grave.” When the subscriptions had
been collected, “plans might be suggested as to how the fund should
be employed so as to meet with the approbation of the majority of
the subscribers.” He then continued:
Now a word about interfering with the original design of the
grave. Although I fail to discover in this original design any
artistic or architectural claims for its preservation, still if the near
friends of Mr. Parker cling to it on sentimental grounds, I see no
reason for unnecessarily wounding their feelings by changing it.
But if we should finally decide to place a bust or medallion over
his grave, and if we should then find that the present design
must be modified in order to conform to the artistic
requirements of the new situation, I suppose that the friends of
Mr. Parker will then yield gracefully, provided nothing is done to
destroy the simplicity that Theodore Parker himself desired
should characterize his last resting place.
After that somewhat slippery response to an uncompromising
statement by the last remaining person who had lived in Theodore
Parker’s household (Parker and his wife had no children) Stanton
evidently wanted equally telling support for his own plan and sent to
the New York Tribune a letter from Frederick Douglass. (The letter
was subsequently reprinted in Stanton’s “Frederick Douglass in
Europe”):

Florence, May 10th, 1887
We arrived here after an all-night ride from Rome, this morning,
and our first move outward after coffee was to visit the grave of
Theodore Parker. We found it in the old Protestant cemetery, in
the shade of a friendly cedar, and adorned, as it should be, with
violets, iris and roses. The stone which commemorates him is, as
you know, of dark brown and of the plainest workmanship. I am
not an advocate of costly monuments over the decaying bodies
of the dead, but if such may be properly employed to preserve
the memory of great men and to show the appreciation of them
who knew their worth, no monument could hardly be too costly
to place over the dust of Theodore Parker. No man, according to
his space in the world, did more than he to enlighten the minds
of men, to quicken conscience, to exalt the idea of the character
of God, to break the chains of mental and physical slavery. The
stone at such a man’s grave should be a sermon, and should
speak not only the language of the illustrious departed, but of
them who knew him and loved him. Of these, no one has a
better reason to wish his name honored than I and those I
represent. His was the hammer and the fire that did their part in
sundering the chains of slavery and covering long enslaved
millions with the mantle of liberty. He was great in heart, great
in mind and great in all the attributes which elevate and
ennoble mankind. Let us see to it that at least in our day and
generation no shadow shall fall upon his grave less friendly than
that of the stately cedar which now stands like a faithful sentinel
to guard his dust. I was glad to observe that the sexton, tho he
spoke no English, readily knew to what grave I wished to be
shown. His promptness told us that he had often led the way to
that sacred spot.
Theodore Stanton’s article in The Open Court for May 12th was
followed by more than a hundred names of people who had already
contributed to the Parker Tomb Fund. Frederick Douglass was
among them; so were a dozen religious radicals or members of
women’s suffrage committees from England who were friends of
Frances Power Cobbe, as well as Albert Reville and Ernest Renan of

Paris, and Americans including Matilda Goddard of Boston (whose
$25 subscription was a very large sum in the mid-1880s), Edna Dow
Cheney (biographer of Louisa May Alcott), Abigail Williams May (a
trustee of Tuskegee University and the first woman elected to the
Boston School Committee), and Theodore Tilton (the man who
brought John Brown’s body to New York after his execution).
The public controversy – at least so far as it can be traced in available
newspapers – seems to have lost its energy soon thereafter. (Hannah
Stevenson, herself a sturdy activist who had nursed in Washington
D.C. hospitals during the Civil War and subsequently established
schools under the Freedmen’s Bureau, evidently died in either 1887
or 1889.) The Worcester Daily Spy for 3 February 1889 reported that
the “pastor of one of the prominent churches of this city . . . seemed
to think that Mr. Parker was forgotten, and that his remains are
resting in his lonely grave in Florence almost unknown and uncared
for,” but asserted
it is not true that he is forgotten, or that the largeness of his
charity has not been felt . . . in giving to men a broader view of
Christianity . . . While some of us may not be in sympathy with
his theological views and dogmas, or his want of them, as the
case may be, yet we can but admire his nobleness of character,
his loving heart for the oppressed, and his great love for all
mankind. His unbelief in certain generally accepted statements
of theology was, as some of us look at it, a great misfortune. But
his heart was much larger than his theology, and his Christianity
was of the loving type, that saw in every man a brother to be
loved, and helped, whenever help was needed.
By summer 1891 a new headstone had been completed although,
according to a brief notice in the New York Times for 23 August, its
placing and dedication had been delayed “by the strict regulations of
Italy concerning the removal or renovation of monuments to the
dead.” Finally, on November 27th, nearly identical reports were
published in several US newspapers (one has to wonder if the text
was supplied by Theodore Stanton’s news bureau). This one is from

the Worcester Daily Spy:
Theodore Parker’s Monument
Honors to One of America’s Greatest Divines
Florence, Italy, Nov. 26. – this afternoon there was unveiled in
the old Protestant cemetery in this city, in the presence of a
select body of American and English residents and United States
Consul Long, the new headstone at the grave of Rev. Theodore
Parker, which was erected with subscriptions collected by
Theodore Stanton, among the distinguished European and
American admirers of the celebrated Boston divine. The
monument and medallion of Mr. Parker, by W.W. Story of Rome,
are of white marble. The inscription is by Moncure D. Conway.
The headstone, covered by the American flag, was unveiled by
Miss Grace Ellery Channing, grand-daughter of Dr. Channing,
who read a sonnet in honor of Mr. Parker, written for the
occasion by Mr. Story. The orator of the day, Hon. Charles K.
Tuckerman, formerly United States minister to Greece, delivered
an admirable address.

One last Open Court essay by Theodore Stanton in December 1891
gave thanks to the “generosity of the distinguished sculptor . . . who
would accept of no compensation for the modelling of the excellent
medallion of Parker” and to the “efforts of Mr. Moncure D. Conway.”
A Virginian who fell under Parker’s influence soon after arriving at
Harvard in 1852, Conway helped thirty-three of his father’s escaped
slaves settle in Ohio in 1862 and then departed for England to lecture
on the evils of slavery in order to discourage British sympathy for the
Confederates. Remaining in London as minister of the South Place
Chapel (which later became the South Place Ethical Society),
Conway wrote in Fortnightly Review that Theodore Parker had
transformed the liberal church from “a Boston school to an American
faith . . . whenever Unitarianism is planted in the prairies or on the
Mississippi, it comes up Parkerism . . . no dogmatic formula, but a
spirit of reverent free thought.” The inscription he wrote succinctly

encompassed both key aspects of the man whose influence it
honored:
THEODORE PARKER
THE GREAT AMERICAN PREACHER
BORN AT LEXINGTON MASSACHUSETTS
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
AUGUST 24 1810
DIED AT FLORENCE ITALY
MAY 10 1860
HIS NAME IS ENGRAVED IN MARBLE
HIS VIRTUES IN THE HEARTS OF THOSE HE
HELPED TO FREE FROM SLAVERY
AND SUPERSTITION
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Joel Tanner Hart: A Kentucky Sculptor in Florence
David B. Dearinger, Boston Athenaeum
Joel Tanner Hart (1810-1877) was born in rural Kentucky less than two decades after that
territory became a state. During his early maturity, he supported himself as a stone
mason, bricklayer, and carver of stone and wood. Eventually, he landed a fairly lucrative

job in a marble yard in the state’s largest city Lexington, a burgeoning town with at least
the early stirrings of a cultural life. But in a type of story often cited, accurately or not, as
typically American, Hart had dreams of becoming a professional artist. Finding
inspiration and training where he could, he eventually was able to advance himself from
his early craftsman status to that of an internationally recognized sculptor.
In 1849, Hart left Kentucky for Florence, primarily to fulfill a commission for a public
monument to the American statesman Henry Clay. He immediately became a part of—
and eventually a fixture in—the Anglo-American community of expatriate artists and
writers there; he lived there the rest of his life. Within a few years, the contemporary
press was noting Hart’s participation in the artistic community in Italy and lauding him
for his selflessness toward his fellow artists. “Americans [in Florence] have remarked
with animated expressions of regard for him,” noted one art journal, “that, insensible of
his own merits, his earliest efforts [were] directed to making known the merits of his
brother artists, and to putting profitable commissions in their hands.” Meanwhile, Hart
himself was achieving some renown for the quality of his portrait busts as well as for his
poetry and his experimentations with the sculpting device known as the pointing
machine.
Throughout his adult life, however, Hart was plagued with bad health, an inferiority
complex, the curse of procrastination, and various
personal disasters. His forays into the “higher” forms of sculpture—the more purely
neoclassical ideal works with ancient or literary
themes—were halting and, in the end, disappointing.
This paper will briefly describe Hart’s connections to and role in the Florentine
expatriate community, the professional promise that those connections implied, and the
reasons that the potential suggested by his early successes remained unfulfilled. His
work for several tombs in the English Cemetery in Florence, the story of his own burial
in and eventual removal from that cemetery, as well as his strained relationship with his
nephew Robert Hart, who had sculptural aspirations of his own, will also be discussed.

III. Hiram Powers and Joel Tanner Hart: two sculptors,
a voyage from Cincinnati Ohio to Florence Italy and the
friendship that developed.
Ted Gantz, Sculptor and Collector, Cincinnati
Hiram Power’s (1801-1873) sculpture career benefited by him being
in the right place at the right time. Being in the city of Cincinnati in
the eighteen twenties was a benefit in his struggle in learning how to
become a sculptor. Later, Powers’ creation of the world famous
sculpture, “The Greek Slave”, might not have happened had he not
been in Florence, Italy in the eighteen forties. Following in Power’s

path, Joel Tanner Hart (1810-1877) came from Kentucky to
Cincinnati in 1838 and he continued to Florence in 1849. But these
two cities had changed markedly over the ten to fifteen years that
had passed, thus Hart’s experience was different than Powers. This
paper is going to look at the cultural and social climate of these two
cities and examine how those forces shaped two sculptors. Hiram
Power’s (1801-1873) sculpture career benefited by him being in the
right place at the right time. Being in the city of Cincinnati in the
eighteen twenties was a benefit in his struggle in learning how to
become a sculptor. [1] Later, Powers’ creation of the world famous
sculpture, “The Greek Slave”, might not have happened had he not
been in Florence, Italy in the eighteen forties. Following in Power’s
path, Joel Tanner Hart (1810-1877) came from Kentucky to
Cincinnati in 1838 and he continued to Florence in 1849. But these
two cities had changed markedly over the ten to fifteen years that
had passed, thus Hart’s experience was different than Powers. This
paper is going to look at the cultural and social climate of these two
cities and examine how those forces shaped two sculptors.
Cincinnati was the city where both of these two men found the
encouragement to peruse a career in sculpture. Hiram Power’s
family migrated to Cincinnati in 1818 which was the year the first
steam powered boat travel up the river against the current to reach
the river town.[2] This event caused Cincinnati to grow in
population, commerce and culture. The city expanded rapidly over
the next thirty years, as wealthy eastern families sent their children
west to protect their family land grants awarded by U.S. Congress as
payment for Revolutionary War debts. These sons of Boston, New
York, Philadelphia and Baltimore brought with them a desire to
create in Cincinnati the cultural institutions they had left behind and
to compete with the advancement of colleges, hospitals, libraries and
museums in their former cities. Cincinnati expanded rapidly and by
1850 with 115, 000 people, it was the sixth largest city in the nation.
With this change it brought new wealth and the ability to transform
Cincinnati from a frontier town into an important commercial city.
The community of Cincinnati staffed these fledgling institutions
from all professions by hiring promising young Cincinnatians and

also hiring talent from outside of the city. Cincinnati’s first art
teacher was Frederick Eckstein who migrated from Philadelphia in
1824.[3] It was through his association with Eckstein that Powers
began to study sculpture. Hiram Power’s early works as a student of
Eckstein are lost but from accounts of those who saw them, they it
reveal that Powers was a talented man. Nicholas Longworth[4], a
prominent Cincinnatian, was so impressed he offered to send Powers
to Italy. Powers rejected his offer because he did not feel he had
learned enough to make this move since he had just begun his
sculpture studies.
Rejecting Longworth’s offer did not end their relationship, but was
the beginning of a friendship. Longworth a wealthy businessman
began his local art collection when in 1829 he purchased Benjamin
West’s impressive “Ophelia and Laertes”. Jacob Hoffner and Jacob
Burnet, other prominent Cincinnatians followed Longworth’s
example and commissioned and collected art. Fanny Trollope spent
this period in Cincinnati and worked with Powers in the creation of a
display based on Dante’s Inferno installed in Dorfeuille’s museum.[5]
The elaborate Inferno was a depiction of Hell with figures modeled in
wax and an electrified handrail which would shock unsuspecting
visitors.
In this decade Americans were beginning to ask themselves, why we
have American painters and no American sculptors. America had
had painters for generations with some achieving international
prominence, yet the country had no American sculptors. The new
United States capital building in Washington D.C. was being adorned
with sculpture commissioned and created by Italian sculptors.
Cincinnatian aware of Powers’ work were asking themselves “Are
there others among us with these talents”. So in the eighteen
thirties into the sculpture world came the talents of Shobal Vail
Clevenger, John Crookshank King, Augustus Brackett, Henry Kirk
Brown, Joel Tanner Hart and Thomas D Jones a lot of whom were
discovered in Cincinnati. These men achieved reputations of
national prominence as sculptors. Other talented sculptors who
never achieved careers of national celebrity were John Frankenstein
(as a sculptor), Nathan Baker, John Whetstone, and Mrs. Caroline

Wilson. These artists worked out of improvised studios and
exhibited their works in merchant shops since Fredrick Eckstein’s
academy had closed in 1828. Artistic reputations were built on social
conversations and newspaper accounts of newly finished works.
The first art exhibitions were not held until 1839, after Powers had
left Cincinnati. Then four were held in rapid succession from 1839 to
1842.
Powers’ reputation grew as he traveled out of Cincinnati to
Washington and up the east coast. He collected portrait
commissions as his stature as a sculptor grew. Shobal Clevenger[6]
had his career begin when E.S. Thomas a newspaper publisher when
passing the stone carving shop where Clevenger worked admired a
cherub, and enquired who made it, Clevenger answered he had.
Thomas asked him to carve his portrait, which Clevenger did in the
local freestone. This brilliant young man followed in Powers’
footsteps, sharpening his talent in Cincinnati, then following
Powers’ path through the eastern cities collecting commissions.
Clevenger in turn, when perusing a portrait commission in Kentucky
in 1838, met Joel Tanner Hart, a young Kentucky stone carver and
encouraged him to come to Cincinnati. Both Clevenger and Hart
eventually followed Powers to Florence.
In the 1830’s Cincinnati was full of enthusiasm. The newspapers in
the city reported the progress and completion of new works of
sculpture. “Powers bust of Daniel Webster has just been completed
in Washington.” “Clevenger has just completed a portrait of Henry
Clay (who was he?) we understand that plaster casts of it can be had
for the very low price of ten dollars each.” [7] “Native Genius: We
have lately made a visit to the studio of Mr. Joel T. Hart, sculptor, at
the south-east corner of Seventh and Race streets. Mr. Hart has spent
some months,… (modeling Henry Clay)[8] and has produced several
copies, which he now has ready for delivery…. They are excellent and
striking likenesses, superior to any we have seen—that by Powers we
have not seen;[9] but neither pencil, chisel nor graver has ever
produced any likeness that we have ever seen so highly polished, or
so correct as those of Mr. Hart.”[10] But this enthusiasm was not
backed by action since the first sculpture acquired by the city was not

until 1843. This public subscription was undertaken to acquire
Clevenger’s marble bust of William Henry Harrison, carved in
Florence and acquired from Clevenger’s widow in 1843 after his
untimely death. The struggle to fulfill the subscription was hard and
Longworth repeatedly gave additional funds and cajoled members of
the community to make it happen.
Powers was certainly the catalysts which spurred Cincinnatians to
begin the search to find other sculptural talent in the eighteen
thirties. Hart’s career was also a fruit of this unique decade in the
city, but Cincinnati is only part of the story, Italy is the other part.
Rome was the artistic capital of the world in this period. Most of the
fine arts academics in Europe ended their period of study with a
competition among the students and the winners of these
competitions were sent to Rome for a period of extended study.
Rome had been and still was the center of artistic, philosophical
discourse, the youngest and brightest talents of Europe gathered
together, Germans, French, and English, painters, sculptors,
architects, and others representing all of the artistic disciplines.[11]
This was the natural destination for Powers, yet he chose Florence,
and in so doing, other American sculptors followed him. Powers
choice of Florence became an important influence on him, he
learned a great deal which helped him in the creation of the “Greek
Slave”.
Why did Powers pick Florence? The answer is Horatio Greenough,[12]
the young sculptor from Boston. He was older than Powers and
Powers met him in 1837 when Greenough received his first
commission from the United States government. Powers was
collecting his portrait commissions on the east coast and Greenough
had returned from Italy to conduct business concerning his sculpture
before returning to Italy. Powers, impressed by Greenough, took his
advice. Greenough came from a very different background than
Powers and was educated at Harvard University. He perused a career
in sculpture and in 1825 left for Rome, where he studied for several
years.
Rome was a city which was dominated by the presence of the Danish

Sculptor Albert Bertel Thorwaldsen. Antonio Canova had died in
1822 and Thorwaldsen had taken on the mantle as the most
important neoclassic practitioner of sculpture. The austere
neoclassicism of Thorwaldsen’s sculpture had a cold northern
reserve, when compared to the softer romantic classicism of Canova.
Thorwaldsen’s theory was the prevailing tone dominating the many
sculptor’s studios which proliferated in the city. Greenough spent a
year and a half in Rome and began to feel that this austerity was not
compatible with the American naturalism he sought to include in his
work.
The other school of thought concerning sculpture was rapidly
developing in Florence where Greenough settled in 1828. The
Accademia delle Belle Arti del Disegno di Firenze’s sculpture
department was increasingly coming under the influence of Lorenzo
Bartolini.[13] Bartolini had had an important career during
Napoleon’s reign as director of the academy in Cararra, but was
removed after Napoleons’ fall. Bartolini floundered for a decade
working in England and even considered coming to the United States
to work on the U.S. Capital building. In the 1820’s he finally was
given a post in the department of sculpture at the academy in
Florence. Bartolini struggled with the tenents of this austere
classicism, because he desired to infuse into it a “naturalism”. His
goal was not to isolate just the most beautiful aspects to be found in
nature but to study all aspects, the beautiful, the ugly, and the
deformed. Bartolini’s interests were drawn from the German
“Nazarene” movement which was a search for the “pure” and the
“primitive”. It was focused on a study of Raphael and the Italian
renaissance in Florence. Bartolini’s philosophies appealed to
Greenough and brought him to Florence where he studied and
worked till his death in 1852. It was Greenough’s experience and
belief in Bartolini that brought Powers to Florence in 1838.
These last few years of the 1830’s and the 1840’s were an exciting
time in Florence both for the city intellectually and for the pursuit of
sculpture. Stefano Ricci the head of the sculpture department at the
Florentine academy had died. He had been a classicist in the
Thorwaldsen vein and of moderate talent, Bartolini moved up to

become head of the department. The Academy consisted of a school
of painting, architecture, drawing and sculpture. Each department
had twelve professors who composed the faculty, four of these
professors taught and the other eight were responsible for
consultation in the annual and biannual competitions. Their other
responsibilities as a body of twelve was to consult and recommend to
the Tuscan government on public works in their field newly
commissioned works and maintenance of works.
Powers arrived in Florence in 1838 the year that Bartolini took over
as head of the sculpture department at the academy and begins
major changes in the department. Bartolini introduces a study of
naturalism into the classroom as a formal part of the curriculum,
which had only been unofficially offered when Greenough was
studying. Bartolini was intrigued by the American sculptors
Greenough and Powers. For Bartolini, Powers must have seemed a
fresh and natural talent since he had not come from the traditional
European academic training system. Powers self-trained naturalism
was what interested Bartolini. At this time Bartolini introduced into
the classroom a hunchback as a model, because he wished for
students to study nature in all its fullness. This not only produced a
scandal with the old academics but became a subject of broad public
comment and discussion in newspaper articles.[14]
As Powers settles down into the life of the city, his appearance did
not go unnoticed, he slips into the artistic life of the city. He works
hard and learns. His natural talents are infused with the ideas of
Bartolini. From his letters it is difficult to understand the full
interaction he had with the other sculptors, but from what happened
next it is evident that Powers was very active and aware of what was
happening in the sculptural world of Florence.
Bartolini as head of the department makes Greenough a professor, in
September of 1840 and a year latter Powers was appointed a
professor, in September of 1841. Their type of appointment makes
them professors who are active in the department of sculpture.
Understand, we are not talking about membership in the academy
which was usually an honorary membership as given by the Florence

Academy and by many other academies to notable men. Powers and
Greenough were made two of the twelve professors involved in the
active management of the sculpture department. Making a foreigner
a full professor of the department was an extremely rare occurrence.
All the full professors had to be residents of Florence. This position
meant that Powers and Greenough were interacting with Bartolini
and his classroom.
Throughout the eighteen forties Powers exhibited at the academy
exhibitions and attended the annual student jurying for prizes.
Powers would have been well aware of the important works of
sculpture created by Bartolini’s students, such as the “Abele” by
Giovanni Dupre. It was his exposure to the excitement of these new
ideas, developing in his mind that led to the creation of his first ideal
works and ultimately would result in the creation of the “Greek
Slave”.[15]
Florence in the forties was a city of intellectual excitement. The
Grand Duke in 1839 ordered the construction of the “Tribuna di
Galileo,” an elaborate series of ornamented rooms celebrating the
sciences and abutted the museum which held many scientific
collections. The sculptural program in these rooms is impressive.[16]
The “Tribuna” was completed for the “Third Conference of Italian
Scientists” held in Florence in 1842. These wonderful rooms with
their sculptural embellishments were the site were Powers and
Fanny Trollope were reunited in 1842 for the first time since their
collaboration on Danti’s Inferno in Cincinnati. The other noteworthy
sculptural event of these years was the ongoing commissions for the
sculptures for the exterior gallery of the Uffizi. The sculptures, which
now adorn the niches consist of a Tuscan Pantheon, celebrating
Tuscany’s great men. The commissions for the statues went to
Florentine sculptors. The 28 sculptures were created throughout the
forties and into the fifties.[17] Although the commissions were given
through a separate commission, the department of sculpture in the
academy was involved in some minor management of the project.
During the eighteen forties Powers was very active in the Italian
community this began to be a problem for him. The concept of

Powers as an American isolated from the Italia arts community is
unfounded, it is in part encouraged by Powers himself in defense of
his Americanism and a fear of his being viewed as becoming too
Italian. The need for a strong American façade was paramount to his
maintaining his American clientele. The façade became stronger the
longer Powers remained in Florence justifying his Americanism but
never returning to America.
In the eighteen forties Powers produced his most significant work,
“The Fisher Boy”, “Eve Tempted”, “America” and the “Greek Slave”.
In this decade Bartolini’s most notable contribution is the
monument to “Contessa Sofia Zamoyska” in the Basilica of Santa
Croce. For Powers there were commissions from Prince Demidoff,
the Grand Duke of Tuscany and Prince Bonaparte.
But it was not to last. The revolutions that swept Europe in 1848 and
1849, came also to Tuscany. The Grand Duke, who had fled Tuscany,
returned to Florence after his exile a changed man, his liberal feelings
swept away. The fifties were a decade of repression and intellectual
stagnation. The death of Bartolini in 1850 and Greenough’s return to
America and subsequent death, changed the nature of the city for
Powers. Florence's decade of importance as a center of sculptural
study rapidly dwindled.
The political changes affected not just Florence but also Rome. The
previously progressive attitude of the Pope changed as it had with
the Grand Duke. Both returned to power with the help of Austrian
and French troops; Italy was occupied and controlled by foreign
armies. The centers of art were beginning to shift north.
Hart was thirty nine years of age when he arrives in Florence, Powers
had been thirty three. In 1849 Hart finds a city defeated and
repressed. Did Hart choose Florence because of Powers? Certainly
others from the Cincinnati background followed Powers, Shobal
Clevenger in 1840, Henry Kirk Brown in 1842, Nathan Baker and
Joseph Mozier. They of course knew Florence in this period of
cultural excitement, heightened by the increasing fame of Powers.
The fame of the “Greek Slave” and Powers’ international prominence
by the end of the 1840’s certainly attracted other American Sculptors.

Of course Italy also provided the American sculptor access to marble,
craftsmen and museums, all unavailable in the United States. The
next generation of American artists knew it also offered exceptional
art training in its academies, a level of study not available in America.
This generation began to gravitate not to Rome but to the academies
in Munich and Düsseldorf.
In the nineteenth century Florence had a large English population,
by some estimates a third of the population. The British maintained
a society apart from the Italians and the American colony followed
the British example. The English speaking community maintained
its own clubs, schools and churches. This tendency of separation
becomes increasing true also for the American artists after the 1850s.
The interaction of Italian and American artists true of the eighteen
forties ceases. Italian sculpture also enters into a period of little
artistic advancement, particularly in Florence, which is dominated
by a style of pictorial and genre sculpture.
Looking at Powers’ client list and the commissions for portraits is
revealing. When Powers left America for Florence in 1838 he had
worked on and received about fifty-two portrait commissions. Many
of these would be executed in marble. Powers received
approximately forty-two portrait commissions in the next decade,
from the time he arrived in Italy up to 1850. The only Italian portrait
commissions he received in his career were all ordered in the 1840’s,
five in all. In this decade he starts to receive commissions from the
British community in Florence, five in the 1840’s. In the 1850’s
Powers received thirty-one portrait commissions four from British
clients, the rest Americans. During the American Civil war he had
only sixteen portrait commissions, of these seven were British, the
nine American commissions were clients attached to the American
legation in Florence or Americans living in Europe, including two
memorial pieces, and one from a traveling American. From 1865 to
1870 he had twenty-five portrait commissions with twenty
additional in the last three years of his life, of these forty five portraits
only five were British. Powers received a total of about one hundred
and six portrait commissions in his career. His studio produced
about five hundred and twenty ideal busts of his various subjects and

about thirty-one life size statues in marble.[18]
When he arrived in Florence, Hart had worked on about 18 portrait
commissions, but his focus was on his standing life size statue of
“Henry Clay”. During the 1850’s he worked on about nineteen
commissions, many of them portraits. With the coming of the Civil
War the commissions disappeared and for the remainder of his life
he had few new commissions. Over all he received about forty-three
portrait commissions and three commissions for the full size Clay
statue. He created three ideal subjects.[19] His last work “Woman
Triumphant” was started in the early 1860’s and he began to put it
into marble in 1876; however he died before it was completed.
The production figures of Powers’ studio are staggering. In the 1850’s
the number of commissions for Hart seem to suggest that he might
develop a successful studio business in Florence. The market was one
of wealthy traveling Americans. The advent of the steam ship was
changing the way people traveled. The days of passenger sailing
ships requiring thirty or more days for an Atlantic crossing,
depending on wind and weather, were passing. By 1851 Cornelius
Vanderbilt’s 270 foot steam yacht the “North Star”, took ten days for
the New York, Southampton crossing. Europe was becoming
available to the wealthy tourist as a vacation spot, you could get
there and back without dedicating a half year or more for that once in
a life time experience of a grand tour.
Wealthy tourists visiting Florence or Rome might consider sitting for
a portrait. In Florence, the sculptor’s studios were set up to cater to
this commerce. Powers, Chauncey Ives, Thomas Ball, Hart and others
all developed and worked this trade. It was because of this commerce
that Powers, displaying the busts of “The Greek Slave” and other
ideal works in his studio, was able to sell an astonishing five hundred
and twenty of these busts. The rational for the selection of one
sculptor over another is problematic, fame, mutual friends or
perhaps sculptor and client were from the same town. Cornelius
Vanderbilt decided to sit for Powers, Mrs. Vanderbilt with Hart.
After arriving in Florence, Hart developed a friendship with Powers,
which continued until Powers’ death. The 1850’s in Florence could

not have been for Hart the opportunity it was for Powers in the
1840’s. Powers had learned artistic lessons. The “Greek Slave” excited
the European and American public, because it was new in
presentation and expression, and a change from the neoclassic
idiom. This is difficult to perceive looking back from our perspective.
Perhaps Hart was not aware of the profound changes in Florence or
at forty was not interested in the changing philosophies of art.
Perhaps he felt Hiram Powers the famous sculptor would act as a
professor, but even Powers was fixed in his style by this point, the art
world had moved on.
There are other interesting similarities between the two men, they
came from a background of the same friends in Cincinnati and both
dabbled as inventors, a passion shared by many Americans in the
nineteenth century. They both invented a pointing machine. A
pointing machine allows the sculptor’s assistants to accurately
transfer from a plaster model to a block of marble the position and
depth of the cuts necessary to copy the model in marble. Most
successful sculptors employed assistants to transfer their sculptures’
finished idea into marble. The working process was for the sculptor
to model the subject in clay, capturing in this malleable medium the
essence of his thoughts and expression. For most sculptors this was
the creative essence of their art. Because of the fragile nature of the
clay model a plaster cast was made reproducing the clay exactly. In
some cases the artist continued to model on the plaster cast, adding
plaster and removing it. At this point the plaster was given to the
carvers, and they began to copy the plaster cast by carving it in a
block of marble. The pointing tool was the measuring devise used to
determine the cutting of the marble, how much to remove, and how
to arrive at the proper depth of cut. Pointing tools had been widely
used for hundreds of years, with artists often improving on the
design. Powers had refined a design for his pointing machine.
Hart also invented a pointing machine. Hart’s curious machine was
used to take a reading from the human head and transfer it to the
clay. This machine was so complicated in design and use that it
startled the various sitters who agreed to submit to it. In an odd way
Hart’s invention is like a mechanical photographic process intending

to replicate in three dimensions. He would seem to be removing the
art from the process and reducing the sculpture to a mere
mechanical copy of the sitter. The debate about portrait
photography and the painted portrait was becoming current at this
time. Powers’ work represents some of the finest portraiture
produced in the nineteenth century. He understands that the
portrait is an expression of the personality of the sitter, and not as a
mere copy of the sitter’s head. Powers’ works are both sensitive and
creative.
As Hart’s machine is confusing, what was his intent? Critics in his
day suggest he relied on it to the extent of taking the art out of his
sculpture. He certainly used it on clients to take dimensions for the
clay. His claim that it primarily served to expedite the copying of
antique sculpture for clients, does not explain why he used it to work
with clay and a living model. The lessons learned in the sculptors
modeling classes at the art schools were the background of the
professional sculptor. Hart did not have this training. Hart’s
complicated machine would seem to just get in the way. [20] Powers
had begun his studies of sculpture modeling first in wax, then in clay.
Hart, like Shobal Vail Clevenger, began as a stone carver. Clevenger
at the beginning of his career had executed the first eight or nine of
his portraits in Ohio sandstone, carving directly without the use of a
plaster model. Nicholas Longworth admonished Clevenger about
this. Clevenger then began modeling, and conserving the models in
plaster until he arrived in Italy where he would then carve them in
marble. Carving is the process of removing material to arrive at the
sculpture, while modeling is building up to arrive at the sculpture,
two opposite approaches arriving at the same end. Did Hart’s lack of
academic training, mean that he found modeling a challenge?
Powers in his early years modeled in wax, arriving at a point of
proficiency where he created very lifelike heads, in the vein of
Madam Tussaud. No matter the cause, Hart’s portrait commissions
dried up. Perhaps it was just the loss of the American tourist trade
caused by the Civil War. After the war Hart’s career never recovered.
In the eighteen-sixties Florence was undergoing still another change,
Italy’s civil war, the War of Unification (1859-61), had made Florence

the capital of Italy in 1864. The city began to fill with the new Italian
bureaucrats coming from all over Italy. The new capital needed to
look like a capital, the city walls were knocked down, new squares
were created and new suburbias designed. Powers built his new
home in one of these newly opened areas.
Florence was still a tourist center and the American tourists
returned. Powers’ business was booming. But Hart was struggling, he
did not have the resources or the reputation that Powers had. Again
the city was vibrant. Powers continued to be involved in the
Academy where he attended the voting for the prizes. Powers’
daughter had married an English industrialist and built an extensive
estate next to Powers’ villa. Thomas Ball’s villa and studio were
behind Powers’ villa, Powers son’s house was across the street. This
area under Poggio Imperiale became and continues to be a quarter of
artists. Powers lived here until his death in 1873 when he was
interred in the Protestant cemetery. After Powers’ death Hart and
Thomas Ball took a death mask from Powers, a practice requiring wet
plaster to be applied over the face of the dead Powers, removing it
after it had hardened. The plaster was used as a mold to cast a
likeness of the deceased.
Hart lived another four years but remained poor with little work.
Though his statue of Henry Clay was executed in three versions, he
never succeeded in other public commissions. Even Hart’s ideal
sculpture “Woman Triumphant”, over which he labored 18 years,
was incomplete when he died. Hart’s last illness found him suffering
from cold in his unheated studio, which served as a living space. For
his last days friends moved him into a hotel. After his death money
was raised to complete the carving of “Woman Triumphant” and it
was placed in the Kentucky State Capital Building. The Capital
building burned shortly thereafter and the sculpture was destroyed.
Like Powers, Hart also was buried in the Protestant Cemetery. Later,
in 1887, a group brought Hart’s body back to Kentucky and he was
reburied with great fanfare. The contrast of the two sculptors is stark,
Powers became a master sculptor, helped by being in the right places
at the right times. Hart on the other hand, perhaps not as talented
and certainly not as well trained as Powers, arrived too late in both

Cincinnati and Florence.

1. Hiram Powers and his wife. Circa 1870, from a nineteenth century
engraving.

2. Joel Tanner Hart

3. The “Greek Slave”, by Hiram Powers at an early exhibition, from a
nineteenth century engraving.

4. “Henry Clay”, by Joel Tanner Hart, from a nineteenth century
engraving.

5. Hart’s pointing machine as illustrated in a magazine article.

6. “Woman Triumphant” by Joel Tanner Hart
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built his fortune during the twenties and was active as
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Theodore A. Gantz is a professional sculptor who has been working
in Cincinnati since 1970. His Studio operates under the name of
Sycamore St. Studio, he and his partner Robert Dyehouse create
sculpture, fountains, furniture, lighting and garden design by

commission. Mr. Gantz is a collector with an important collection of
American Sculpture consisting of works by Hiram Powers, Shobal Vail
Clevenger, Thomas D. Jones, Chauney Ives, Augustus Brackett,
Joseph Mozier, George Grey Barnard, Frederick MacMonnies, and
others. The American collection is balanced by their contemporary
nineteenth century Florentines, with works by Lorenzo Bartolini,
Odoardo Fantocchiotti, and Pasquale Romanelli. Mr. Gantz has a
Masters in art history and has been writing and lecturing on
nineteenth century sculpture for the past 20 years. His writing and
research have focused on the Cincinnati-Florence group of sculptors,
particularly Hiram Powers and Shobal Clevenger. He has researched
and lectured on the importance of the artist made plaster sculpture
of the nineteenth century.
__________
From Florence to Frankfort: The Reinterment of Joel Tanner Hart
Donald Williamson, Winchester, Kentucky
[Donald and Mary Williamson are descendants of Joel Tanner Hart's
family and custodians of the family's tombs. They give here much
documentation concerning Hart's posthumous fame in the State of
Kentucky.]
THE ARTIST IS BORN . . .
Joel Tanner Hart was born February 11, 1810, the son of Josiah Hart and Judith (Tanner) Hart in
Clark County, Kentucky. Josiah and Judith were pioneers of what was considered the western
frontier in the very late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, coming to Kentucky not long after
Daniel Boone started Boonesboro. Due to business misfortunes of his father, Joel Hart had very
little opportunity for a formal education, although he made every attempt to gain an education
whenever the opportunity allowed it. His mother died when he was fifteen, and his father was living
with the Tanner family so Joel left the sense of security of home life to start a life for himself. He
started in Bourbon County, Kentucky building stone fences, and not long after, moved to Lexington,
Kentucky to work as a stone mason. His work flourished, and it was noticed by those that were
interested in the ideal art. He soon had made contacts with clients to make busts of well known
leaders in the United States.
Just like his works of sculpture, Joel Hart also flourished. He traveled to Washington D.C.,
Baltimore, Philadelphia, and other major cities making a name for himself and his artwork. While in
Richmond, VA., he contracted to do a full size sculpture of Henry Clay. This decision moved his

operations to Florence, Italy in 1849. After a number of setbacks, he completed his Clay statue, and
in 1860, returned to the United States to be at its unveiling ceremony. H e brought with him two
small granite grave markets that he had made, and placed them at the gravesites of his parents.
Also, while in Italy, he contracted for many other busts, full size statues, and started on his dream
work which he first called both “Chastity“ and “Purity“, and eventually named it “Woman
Triumphant.” Unfortunately, he never lived long enough to see this work completed, but as he had
requested in his will, his student and associate, George Saul, put it into marble. The farm boy who
was born in Clark county, the fence builder of Bourbon county, the stonemason of Lexington, and
one of the greatest sculptors the world has ever known died on March 2, 1877.

THE ARTIST'S LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT . . .
Mr. C. Frank Dunn of the Lexington Herald, Lexington, Kentucky, wrote a news article entitled
“Original plaster model of Joel T. Hart’s noted masterpiece, which once adorned Fayette County Court
House, is still sought.” This article was published either January or February 6th, 1938 (The date is
partially covered over and reads, “ARY 6, 1938), and within its content, Mr. Dunn makes mention of
items in Joel T. Hart’s will. I have attempted to put this information together in list form, obviously
not in it’s original nor complete form. The parts of the will that are mentioned in this article are as
follows:

DATE OF WILL: FEBRUARY 18, 1877 -- [twelve days before his death]
“I, Joel T. Hart, son of Josiah and Judith Hart, of Clark county, state of Kentucky, United States of
America, having been for the last twenty-seven years domiciled in Florence, Italy,”
Mr. Hart first asked that “Woman Triumphant” be completed, giving detailed instructions to that
effect, and sold “for the largest sum in Europe or America.” From the proceeds he directed that
“a marble block shall be bought and the workmen paid for the production of another group of
the same with his name and the date engraved thereon, for fear the one now being finished may
be lost.” [The second group was never done.]
The will directs the executor to give $700 to Miss Rachel Pomeroy, of Cambridge, Mass., to
publish his poems. [It is not known if the $700 was sent to Ms. Pomeroy, and a book of his
poetry was never published.]
To George H. Saul, English sculptor who resided in Florence and who was Hart’s assistant, he
bequeathed valuable apparatus and “all of my plaster portrait busts of Gen. Andrew Jackson,
Henry Clay, Gen. James Taylor, Robert Wickliffe, J. J. Crittenden, Rev. Alexander Campbell,
Erasmus Bigelow, Dr. G. W. Dudley, J. Wasen Grigsby, Genieve Ward and Nicholas Smith; all the
other portraits in plaster, together with the plaster statue of Henry Clay, to be broken up and
destroyed.”
He bequeathed to Henry J. Pindell, of Louisville, Ky., “all my letters from distinguished men to
be used if desired in a sketch of my life.” He included his poems, fables and other works of this
kind. [Mr. Pindell died before he could do anything about assisting in the publishing of Hart’s
poems.]
To Mr. Pindell he also gave “one of the two original plaster copies of my ideal group above
mentioned, called ‘Woman Triumphant,’” specifying that Mr. Pindell was to receive the one he
described as “Number One” with “the arm of Cupid raised.” In what he termed as “Number
Two” he said “the arm is down.” One copy in plaster of “Morning Glory” also was given to Mr.
Pindell. “These copies,” the will said, “are to be reproduced as he may direct in marble and sold
by him to pay for printing and publishing one volume of my best poems.” The bequest to Mr.

Pindell further said, “I also entrust to his charge my portrait-measuring invention from the life,
having 200 steel needles” to be placed in some museum in the United States. Tripods and other
paraphernalia were included in this section of the bequest. In case Mr. Pindell did not accept,
they were to be given to R. F. Menefee, Louisville, Ky. [Mr. Hart’s ‘Pointing Machine’ currently is
a permanent display at the Louisville Science Center.]
To Miss Dian Weaver, Fleming county, Kentucky, he gave his “gold watch, finger ring, two
mosaic pins, and portrait of my mother, and locks of my mother’s and father’s hair, Andrew
Jackson’s and Henry Clay’s and my own.”
Mr. Hart bequeathed to George H. Saul and A. B. Archbold “the original plaster copy of my ideal
group, ‘Woman Triumphant,’ called Number Two, in which the arm of Cupid is down, for them
to dispose of in any way they may think best.”
“I desire George H. Saul shall superintend mainly the finishing in marble of my group under
way and the production of another group of the same,” Mr. Saul was directed also to finish
“two ideal busts and one statuette commenced in the marble.” [Only one was completed,
which was destroyed in the May, 1897, Fayette County Courthouse.]

THE ARTIST HAS DIED . . .
Joel Tanner Hart died March 2, 1877, and was buried in the English Cemetery in Florence by the side
of his two friends, Mrs. Elizabeth Barrett Browning, the poet, and Hiram Powers, well-known
sculptor. The following newspaper articles are death notices and obituaries of the great sculptor.
There were undoubtedly others throughout Kentucky and the United States, some of which have
been lost through time, and others not printed in this document simply for reasons of space. These
examples, although, do show the respect and honor that the people of the world had for Joel Tanner
Hart.
***Florence, Italy Newspaper (name unknown), March 2***
FLORENCE, ITALY Joel T. Hart, American sculptor, died here today.
***COURIER-JOURNAL, Friday, March 2***
LOUISVILLE, Ky. Mr. Joel Hart, whose death is announced from Italy, was a native of Kentucky, and
the people of this state have for years evinced a just pride in his fame. The statue of Henry Clay,
which stands in the rotunda of the court house, in this city, is a sample of his workmanship. He was
a man of true genius, and his career has reflected honor upon the state of Kentucky which he was so
worthy a son.
***COURIER-JOURNAL, Saturday Morning, March 3***

JOEL T. HART

____________
Death in Florence of the Famous
Sculptor and Honored

Kentuckian

____________
HIS WORK AND CAREER

____________

A cable telegram from Florence, Italy, yesterday, announced the death of Joel T. Hart, the great
American sculptor, who has not only made Kentucky famous by his excellence and renown, but
pronounced with unanimity by the art world the greatest of sculptors, living or dead. Mr. Hart lived
t o the good age of sixty-seven years, and, unlike many great men whose graves are wreathed in
laurels, he lived in the midst of his fame. The story of his wonderful achievements was not reserved
to be presented now as a memorial to his illustrious life. For more than a quarter of a century he
has been known to fame, and during all these years every stroke of the chisel has added interest to
the story of his greatness as an artist, while in every civilized nation specimens of his master
handiwork have made his name familiar. Every touch upon the obdurate marble obdurate at the
touch of ordinary workmen, but plastic in the hands of the master brought fresh tributes of
admiration from the art-loving world.
But Joel Hart was not a man given to self-adulation. Though he lived to see the triumph of his every
effort, he worked along in an unpretentious way, as one in the humble walks of life, until failing
health made him lay down his mallet and abandon his studio. But not, however, until the crowning
glory of his achievements, “The Triumph of Chastity,” his last work, the consummation of twenty
years labor and study, received its finishing touches.
Joel T. Hart was born in Clark county, Ky., in the year 1810. He was personally known to many
citizens in Louisville, but more familiarly to the people of Lexington and other portions of the state.
His school-life was but three months long, and the little knowledge which he gained in early life he
acquired by poring over books at night by the light of a wood fire upon a rude county hearth-stone.
In the choice of occupations he naturally turned his hand to work in stone, and earned his
subsistence by rough stone-work, particularly in building chimneys and fences. In 1830 he
removed to Lexington, Ky., and in a marble-yard made his first essay at engraving letters on a
tombstone. Soon afterwards he began to model busts in clay, making good likenesses of many
noted persons, among whom were General Jackson and Cassius M. Clay. The latter gave him his
first commission for his bust in marble. This was true to life, and was followed by Andrew Jackson,
John J. Crittenden and Henry Clay, which gave him popular appreciation at once. Induced by these
achievements, the “Ladies’ Clay Association, of Richmond, Virginia, in 1846 commissioned him to
execute a statute of Henry Clay. Upon the model of this work he spent three years, studying from
life. He went to Florence, Italy, in the fall of 1849, to transfer his work to marble. For a year he
awaited the shipment of his model, only to learn that it had been shipwrecked in the Bay of Biscay.
A duplicate model at home was sent for, and then other delays occurred. Finally the model came,
the work progressed slowly, and after thirteen years of patient toil and trouble the great work was
finished. It was shipped on August 29, 1859, and set up in the capital grounds at Richmond. Next
followed a colossal bronze statue of Mr. Clay for New Orleans, and then came from the hands of Mr.
Hart the beautiful marble statue of him which adorns the rotunda of the court-house of this city,
inaugurated May 30, 1867. The Clay statue in the Louisville court-house has been the admiration of
all who visit it, and those who were familiar with the man are struck with wonder at the exact
resemblance to the original in all its parts.
Two gentlemen, both Kentuckians, and enthusiastic friends of Mr. Clay, were one day making a

critical examination of the statue, and commenting on the various effects. When they had finished,
one of them had turned to the other and said:
“Well, I’m disappointed, Joel Hart is a fraud.”
“What sir?,” returned his friend, “a fraud say you? How dare you speak thus of such a man as
Joel Hart? Can you find fault with such a grand piece of handiwork as that?”
“No,” replied the complaining one, “I find no fault with the statue. It is perfect. I only find
fault with the master. He said he would make it of marble; but see, he has made it clay.”
Mr. Hart has also executed many portrait busts, among them those of Gen. Zachary Taylor, Col.
Gregory, Robert Wickliffe, and duplicates of his previous busts, some of them remarkable for a look
of flesh, truthful in expression, and seemingly almost instinct with life.
One of the most beautiful of his works, and one that has become famous, is Venus de Medici, which
was an exhibition in the Louisville Exposition during the last two seasons, and now owned by the
company. This specimen of his delicate handiwork is classed amongst the fairest of his ideal
pieces, in which his works are most appreciated and excite the most thrilling admiration of the
beautiful. Here, indeed, the teeming imagery of his brain brings life and beauty from the chisel and
cold marble and here, too, the marble ceases to be cold, and glows with warmth and feeling and
intelligence. His “Angelina” and “Il Penseroso” cause bursts of enthusiasm at the sight.
But poetry and sentiment and skill have in his great masterpiece, the “Triumph of Chastity.” It is
described by a Kentuckian, who saw it while on a visit to his studio, as a group of two figures only- a
perfect woman and charming Cupid. Love, in the shape of a bewitching Cupid, has assailed the fair
one, has shot arrow after arrow, all of which are broken and have fallen at her feet. His quiver is
exhausted, his last shaft has failed of the mark, and this splendid woman has caught the barbed
arrow, and with her left hand has raised it above her head out of reach of the villainous little
tempter, who struggles vainly on tiptoe to regain it. The composition tells its own story. Virtue is
assailed; reason is brought to bear, and all attacks are harmless. It is, indeed, woman’s triumph--the
triumph of chastity. Believing that his own country women are unsurpassed for loveliness and
power, he has endeavored and successfully to produce the highest, purest and most captivating type
of the American woman.
The art correspondent at Florence of the London Athenæum said in 1871 that he considered it the
finest work of work in existence and that in 1868 he begged Mr. Hart to finish it at once, but he would
not; each year it grew more beautiful, and he then feared its completion against the artists better
judgment. Other art correspondents of London journals years ago pronounced it the work of
modern times, and other writers all agree as to its perfection. An art enthusiast once offered $15.000
for it when completed in marble; but the old Kentucky sculptor thought in 1874 he could add to its
beauty, although for nineteen years he had toned and tempered and modeled it. When chided by
an admiring friend for spending so many years upon one group, he said: “The Almighty does not
see fit to make a perfect woman in less than eighteen years, and can I hope to make a perfect model
in less?”
When he returned from Italy, in 1860, for a year, the city of Lexington received him with becoming
respect and honor, and other places showed him marked consideration.
Nothing is known as to direct cause of his death, or as to the disposition of his remains.
A letter received from Mr. Hart some months ago stated that his great work, The Triumph of
Chastity,” was then completed, and if he died it would be ready to be put into marble, through the
assistance given him by the State of Kentucky purchasing his busts of Clay and Jackson

***LEXINGTON DAILY PRESS, Sunday, March 4, 1877***

DEATH OF JOEL T. HART

To the personal friends in this city of the famous Kentucky sculptor, Joel T. Hart, the news of his
death in Florence, Italy, come yesterday creating in them a feeling of gloom and deepest regret, as
well as in those who know him only through his artistic fame. Here is artistic life, began--here was
the scene of his early struggles with adversity, where the manly courage with which he met them
endeared him to those nearest to him by observance and association. That the announcement of
his death, wholly unexpected, should be a shock to such, can be a matter of no wonderment.
Coming to Lexington at an early period of his life, he engaged in the stone-cutting business in a
marble yard, lettering tombstones, &c. H e very soon evinced a talent for a higher art, and
commenced moulding busts. His first effort in this way was a bust of Prof. B. W. Dudley, then the
most popular lecturer in the medical profession. This bust attracted large attention and elicited the
first newspaper notice of his work. His first bust in marble was that of Cassius M. Clay, followed by
busts of Gen. Jackson, John J. Crittenden, Henry Clay, Gen. James Taylor, Robert Wickliffe, &c. Then
came the statue of Mr. Clay for the ladies of Virginia; the large bronze statue of Mr. Clay for New
Orleans, and the clay statue in Louisville.
His ideal pieces--”Angelina,” “Il Penseroso,” “Morning Glory,” &c, are exquisitely beautiful, and
have excited the highest admiration. But his crowning glory and masterpiece is the “Triumph of
Chastity.” This great work is described by one who has seen it, thus: “It is a group of two figures
only--a perfect woman and charming Cupid. Love in the shape of a bewitching Cupid has assailed
the fair one, has shot arrow after arrow, all of which are broken and have fallen at her feet. His
quiver is exhausted, his last shaft has failed of the mark, and this splendid woman has caught the
barbed arrow, and with her left hand has raised it above her head out of reach of the villainous little
tempter, who struggles vainly on tiptoe to regain it. The composition tells its own story. Virtue is
assailed; reason is brought to bear, and all attacks are harmless.”
This, “The Triumph of Chastity” was his life work, having devoted twenty years to its execution.
With regard to the progress of this great work (by some accounted slow), Mr. Hart wrote frequently
to one of his earliest, most esteemed friends in this city, Mr. John S. Wilson.
From this letter we subjoin several extracts, some of them of a recent date, all showing how deeply
the heart of the famous sculptor was enlisted in his great work.
Under date of “Florence, Italy, April 16, 1871,” Mr. Hart writes--”Many wonder why I have not
finished this work long ago, some no doubt from being ignorant of what constitute a work of this
kind--of the great difficulty of reaching perfections beyond the ordinary.” Again under date of
October 18, 1876, he writes--”I have so economized that I have secured the finishing in marble of
my life work. I have the best workmen I ever saw at it and rapidest. I pointed the whole torso to the
knees of the woman, myself, when my pointer was at his meals, and on festas when he could not
work. I now work on the finishing. All this I can hurry. I could not hurry the modeling. I have had
more than one hundred and fifty originals to study from. This perseverance accounts for the milk in
the cocoanut. Should I die in the meantime Mr. Geo. H. Taul (sic), an English sculptor residing here,
and my art executor, will be responsible and have this work paid for as it goes on, and sent to the
United States to be disposed of to settle my affairs there.”
These extracts from Mr. Hart’s letters are a sufficient vindication of himself as to any charge of

unnecessary delay in completing the magnificent work of art upon which he was willing to rest his
claims to fame. They also give an assurance that the work, though he now be dead, if not yet
completed, there is nothing to prevent it, in the charge of Mr. Taul (sic). The presumption, however,
is that the “Triumph of Chastity,” the most beautiful work in the sculptor’s art, was completed before
the death of Mr. Hart.
The telegram announcing the death of Mr. Hart furnished no particulars. That he is dead is sad
news, to his numerous friends and admirers here, as will as to those abroad who knew him only as
the ____?____ .
Joel Tanner Hart’s grave marker is still in existence in the beautiful English Cemetery in Florence,
Italy. Not long after Mr. Hart’s death in 1877, this cemetery was closed. The city was growing around
it, and another cemetery was started further out. Today, if you were to walk through its front gate
and through its narrow walkways, it would speak of the history of the nineteenth century in
Florence. It quietly tells any visitor of the early artists that come to that great city, many of them we
read of and marvel at their artwork that still exist in museums, libraries, and art galleries all over the
world. Much of the sculpture work that Joel T. Hart did was in this great city, and fortunately, much
of his work still exists today for us to enjoy. It is unknown who sculpted Mr. Hart’s monument in
this wonderful cemetery. It reads as follows:

JOEL T. HART
SCULPTOR
A NATIVE OF KENTUCKY
U.S.A.
BORN FEBRUARY 11, 1810
DIED MARCH 2nd, 1877
THE WILLOW THAT IS FIRST TO BLOOM
AND LIKE FIRST LOVE THE TENDEREST TOO
IS SWEETEST SADDEST TO THE VIEW
THE LAST DO WAVE A LONG ADIEU
AND WEEP AROUND HER TOMB

THE PUBLIC RESPONDS . . .
Almost immediately after Joel T. Hart’s death, the Lexington community gathered together for the
purpose of honoring the great artist. T h e Hart Memorial Committee was put together, and
according to a newspaper article, “efforts to secure the necessary funds to carry out the work of the
committee be instituted at once.”
***Lexington Daily Press, March 6, 1877***

Joel T. Hart Meeting To-night

We gave notice in our Sunday’s issue that a public meeting would be held at the Lexington Library
to night at 7 o’clock, in honor of the memory of Joel T. Hart, the great Kentucky sculptor, whose
death at Florence we then announced. We have every assurance that the meeting will be sufficiently
attended to make it creditable to the occasion as it should be. The ladies are particularly invited,
and it is hoped will turn out in large numbers. Gen. John R. Huston and James O. Harrison, Esq.,
and probably others, are expected to address the meeting.
That a proper tribute should be paid to the memory of Mr. Hart by the citizens of Lexington may be
reasonably expected, if not demanded, by common usage and observance. Here it was that he
began his artist life. Dying, after achieving a world-wide fame, on classic ground, far from his “old
Kentucky home,” it is but meet that we should acknowledge in an acceptable form the Kentucky
pride we feel in his broad fame. Let the meeting to-night attest, in its fullness, our appreciation of
his worth.
***Lexington Daily Press, May 13, 1877:***

Meeting of the Hart Memorial Committee

The Hart Memorial Committee met in the Director’s Room of the Lexington City Library, on Friday
afternoon, at 5 o’clock.
There were present, Mr. John S. Wilson, in the Chair, Messrs. J. Desha Pickett, D. Mulligan, W. C. P.
Breckinridge and G. W. Ranck.
An invitation was extended to Prof. J. H. Neville, of Kentucky University to be present, which was
accepted. Mr. Wilson reported, in accordance with resolutions adopted at the last meeting, that the
wishes of the near relations of Mr. Hart be consulted as to the removal of his remains to this country,
their concurrence. Their consent was expressed in letters which were read by the Secretary, Dr.
Todd. After a general and satisfactory discussion of the object, and action of Committee, in which
Prof. Neville took part, the following resolution offered by Col. Breckinridge was unanimously
adopted:

RESOLVED: That a committee of three be appointed composed of Prof. J. Desha Pickett, Messrs.
D. Mulligan and G. W. Ranck, to prepare and propose, expressive of the sense of this Committee, a
suitable plan whereby to publicly manifest our high esteem for, and do honor to, the memory of the
late illustrious sculptor Joel T. Hart, consisting of the removal of his remains from Florence, Italy, for
burial in the Lexington Cemetery -- to procure a marble bust of Mr. Hart, recently executed by the
distinguished sculptor, Mr. Saul, a life-long friend and art executor of Mr. Hart, to be placed
permanently in the Lexington City Library, and for the erection over his grave of a handsome
monument, at the dedication of which the artists of America shall be invited to be present.
On motion of Prof. Pickett, Col. W. C. P. Breckinridge was made chairman of this committee. The
report of which will be made on Friday, May 25th, at 5 o’clock, p. m. The meeting then adjourned.

JOHN S. WILSON, Chm’n.
L. B. TODD, Sec’y.

This resolution, for various reasons unknown to the author, was not executed as it had originally
been planned out to be. Joel T. Hart’s remains were brought back from Florence, Italy, but were reinterred at the Frankfort cemetery instead. The Lexington Transcript had an article entitled,
“Remains of Joel T. Hart enroute from Italy to Frankfort pass through Lexington,” dated January 2,
1885. Certainly, this had to be a sad day for the residents of Lexington and for the members of this
Committee. Also, the above mentioned marble bust executed by Mr. Saul now is in ownership of
the J. B. Speed Museum in Louisville, Ky. The Speed Museum lists it as a gift of the Louisville Free
Public Library. It is not known how the Public Library acquired it.

THE ARTIST RETURNS HOME . . .
Mr. Hart’s remains rested for several years on the sunny banks of the Arno in Italy, but in 1884 the
Kentucky General Assembly introduced into the Legislature and had passed an act for the removal
of Mr. Hart’s remains to the State lot in the Frankfort cemetery, to rest until the resurrection morn in
the soil of his own native and much loved Kentucky. This act is as follows:

AN ACT TO PROVIDE WAYS AND MEANS FOR THE REMOVAL OF THE
REMAINS OF JOEL T. HART FROM FLORENCE, ITALY TO THE
CEMETERY IN FRANKFORT, KY.

Whereas, Joel T. Hart a native of Clark County, Kentucky, by dint of his own indomitable will and
commanding talents, raised himself from obscurity to national and world-wide prominence, and
achieved for himself a position second to none other that America or the world ever produced in the
grand art of sculpture, and thereby added imperishable renown to his native State and whereas, he
died and was buried in a foreign land, and although his name will ever live and grow brighter with
the coming years in the annuals of his chosen art, yet his grave is unmarked and unhonored on a
foreign shore; and whereas, it is the duty of the State, and Kentucky is ever ready, willing, and
anxious to recognize the efforts of her sons in all the walks of life to reflect glory and renown no less
upon them than upon the State of their nativity; therefore,
Be it enacted by the General Assembly of the Commonwealth of Kentucky:
1. That the Governor be, and he is hereby, fully vested with authority and power to appoint some
suitable person or persons, whose duty it shall be to proceed to Florence, Italy, or where the
remains of said Joel T. Hart, deceased, are buried, and procure said remains, and have the same
properly encased and prepared, and brought to Frankfort, Kentucky, where they shall be interred in
the lot set apart by the State for the burial of her illustrious dead. Said person or persons so
appointed shall have full and ample power to receive all orders or commissions from the Federal
Government, or its official agents, necessary in the promises to procure the remains of said Hart
from the authorities of Italy, or any city, town, county, village, or municipality thereof. Said person
or persons so appointed are hereby given full power and authority to do all acts necessary to be

done in procuring the remains of said Hart and bringing the same to Frankfort, Kentucky. Said
person or persons so appointed shall be allowed all necessary expenses in disinterring, encasing,
removing, and re-interring the remains of said Joel T. Hart. Said person or persons so appointed
shall certify on oath all the costs incurred in carrying out the objects of this resolution to the Auditor
o f Public Accounts, who shall draw his warrant upon the Treasurer in favor of said person or
persons so appointed by the Governor, for the full amount so certified by him, and the Treasurer
shall pay the warrant out of any money not otherwise before appropriated; provided, the same shall
not exceed the sum of twelve hundred dollars.
2. This act shall take effect and be in force from and after its passage.
Approved April 22, 1884

Judge Charles E. Kincaid, Private Secretary of Governor Knott, was appointed to go to Florence,
Italy, to complete the request of the General Assembly of Kentucky, according to the following
excerpt from the Executive Journal of Governor J. Proctor Knott. [Sometime after the destruction of
Woman Triumphant (May, 1897,) Judge Kincaid was on the staff of the Cincinnati Enquirer.]
August 28, 1884
Under the provisions of an Act of the General Assembly, approved April 22, 1884, the Governor
this day appointed and commissioned Charles E. Kincaid, agent on the part of the State to proceed
to Florence, Italy, for the purpose of securing the remains of Joel T. Hart, bringing them to this State,
and having them interred in the cemetery at Frankfort.
On November 3rd, 1884, Mr. Kincaid (or someone with him) wrote the following letter to the
Courier-Journal from Florence, Italy:
The remains of the distinguished sculptor and poet, Joel T. Hart, were removed from the English
Cemetery in this city a day or two since, to Leghorn, to await the arrival of the steamship which is to
convey them to New York. They will be carried to the State cemetery at Frankfort, Ky., for final
interment. The Commissioner appointed by the Governor to fulfill this mission arrived in Europe
about the middle of September, but he was met at London by a letter from the United States Consul
at Florence, stating that on account of the cholera the Italian Government had decreed that no
bodies should be exhumed before November, if then. The people were then in a state of
consternation and scattering in every direction. The disease having abated in a great degree, a
special permit was secured through the exertions of the Consul the last of October, and the
Commissioner being on the ground, the body was disinterred under the strict surveillance of the
municipal authorities. Mr. Hart had been dead seven or eight years, but his coffin was in a good
state of preservation. He had been carefully put to rest by warm personal friends of different
nationalities in the city, who loved him for his intrinsic worth as an artist and as a nobleman. They
had placed above the spot where he slept a neat and substantial marble monument, which stood
about three feet high in the shape of a sarcophagus.
He was buried in the English Cemetery where all Protestants of all countries who die here were laid
to rest. He was among the last to be buried there, as the ground gave out soon after, and a new
cemetery was opened beyond the city limits. After the coffin had been appropriately encased and
hermetically sealed, a floral wreath was placed upon it, woven of those beautiful and fragrant
flowers of Florence the poet-sculptor loved so well. Soon he will repose forever beneath his native
Bluegrass, along the banks of the Kentucky, with O’Hara and Boone.

Mr. Ross C. Adams, a young gentleman of Lexington, Ky., who is stationed at Carrara, in connection
with the marble business and studying sculpture in the meanwhile, came up to see me. I brought
him the Hart Memorial pamphlet, from Mrs. Breckinridge, which he was delighted to receive,
devoted as he is to the virtues of our good old sculptor.
It is estimated that 100,000 persons left Paris during the cholera epidemic. The people are now
returning in great numbers.

***Lexington Daily Press, Dec. 30, 1884***

JOEL T. HART’S REMAINS

NEW YORK, Dec. 29. -- The steamer India, having the body of Joel T. Hart, Kentucky’s sculptor, on
board, reached her dock to-day. The remains will be taken out this afternoon and forwarded to
Kentucky for interment in the State Cemetery at Frankfort.
***The Lexington Morning Transcript, Jan. 2, 1885***
After years of rest in a foreign climate where he died poor but famous, all that was mortal of Joel T.
Hart is brought home for final interment. Years ago he left Lexington and went to Italy to pursue
under more favorable auspices the calling he had adopted. Through privations, troubles and
disappointments, through poverty brightened by the illusive dream of future material prosperity, he
steadily carved his way to fame as a sculptor. Like many great men who had preceded him, fame
and reputation came after death, after the world had time to see and recognize his worth.
The C. & O. train bearing the remains, which were in charge of Judge Chars. Kinkead (sic), arrived
here yesterday afternoon at 3:20, en-route for Frankfort.
When the train stopped at the depot the fire bell commenced tolling in respect to the memory of the
great sculptor, and continued its measured notes until the train departed for Frankfort. There he
will be laid in final rest, by order of the Legislature of his native State. It is fitting that he who carved
the beauteous lines -- “Woman Triumphant” -- should rest side by side with him who wrote “The
Bivouac of the Dead,” one a poem in marble, the other in thought. Kentucky loves her noble
children. From far up the waters of the Missouri she tenderly brought back the bones of Boone and
laid them beside the beautiful Kentucky; from far off Italy she reclaims the dust of Hart and
reverently entombs it. It is right and proper she should do it.

THE ARTIST IS HONORED . . .
Upon the insistence of both the Kentucky Senate and House of Representatives, the following
resolution was voted on and passed:
RESOLUTION No. 56.
PROVIDING FOR THE BURIAL OF JOEL T. HART.

WHEREAS, By the action of the General Assembly of the Commonwealth of Kentucky, at the
session of 1883-4, the remains of Joel T. Hart, the great American sculptor, were taken from the
beautiful tomb on the banks of the Arno, brought to Frankfort and placed in the public vault, where
they now lie unhallowed by the rites of Christian burial; therefore, be it
Resolved by the General Assembly of the Commonwealth of Kentucky:
1. That the Governor of this Commonwealth be, and he is hereby, authorized and directed to
have said remains decently interred in the cemetery at Frankfort, with Kentucky’s distinguished
dead, at such a time as it may please him to appoint, and with such ceremonies as shall be in
keeping with the honor due the memory of the dead artist.
2. The Auditor is hereby directed to draw his warrant on the Treasurer in favor of J. Proctor Knott
for the amount expended under this resolution.
Approved May 15, 1886

For various unknown reasons, Joel T. Hart’s remains rested in the public vault at Frankfort for two
and one-half years. Finally, Gov. Knott issued and sent throughout the State invitations “to the
people of Kentucky to be present at the memorial services in honor of Joel T. Hart, in the State
Cemetery at Frankfort, Ky., at 11 o’clock A. M., Saturday, June 18, 1887.” On the morning of the 18th,
“The Governor this day issued the following: As a token of respect to the memory of Joel T. Hart, in
whose honor Memorial Exercises will be held in the State Cemetery this morning, it is requested
that the various offices of the Executive Department be closed for this day.”
Amid a large concourse of citizens, friends and relatives and with appropriate exercises, the
renowned sculptor, poet, and former chimney-builder of Clark County was re-interred June 18,
1887, in the Frankfort Cemetery. The ceremony has been recorded as follows:
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MEMORIAL SERVICES IN HONOR OF

JOEL T. HART
________________

In pursuance of a joint resolution of the General Assembly, approved May 15, 1886, directing the
Governor to have the remains of Joel T. Hart decently interred in the cemetery at Frankfort with
Kentucky’s distinguished dead, at such time as he might appoint, and with such ceremonies as
should be in keeping with the honor due the memory of the dead artist, the Governor, after several
unavoidable delays, for which he was in nowise responsible, appointed the 18th of June as the day
upon which that melancholy duty should be performed.
He requested Mr. Robert Burns Wilson, the distinguished Poet and Artist of Frankfort, and Hon. Wm.
M. Beckner, as eminent and representative citizen of Mr. Hart’s native county, to deliver memorial
addresses, and Mrs. Rosa Vertner [4] Jeffery, the gifted Poetess of Lexington, to prepare and read an
appropriate poem on the occasion.
Cards were sent to the relatives and intimate friends of the dead artist, as far as they were known to,
or could be ascertained by, the Governor, and a general invitation issued to the people of Kentucky
to be present. F. W. Houston, of Bourbon; John S. Wilson, of Fayette; Gen. C. M. Clay, of Madison;

Hon. Jas. Flanagan, of Clark; Lieut-Gov. James R. Hindman, of Adair; Hon. James A. McKenzie, of
Christian; Col. W. N. Haldeman, Daniel E. O’Sullivan, Nicola Marshall, Carl Brenner, and Jouett
Menifee, of Jefferson; Col. H. M. McCarty, of McCracken; Dr. John D. Woods, of Warren; Prof. J. O.
Hodges, of Fayette; Chief Justice Pryor, Judge Lewis, Judge Holt, and Judge Bennett, of the Court of
Appeals; Judge Bowden, Judge Ward, and Judge Barbour, of the Superior Court; Hon. Alvin Duvall,
Hon. Wm. Lindsay, Gen. Scott Brown, Gen. D. W. Lindsey, Judge P. U. Major, John L. Scott, Lawrence
Tobin, Patrick McDonald, Col. L. E. Harvie, Thos. Rodman, Sr., Hiram Berry, Hon. W. P. D. Bush, Capt.
H. I. Todd, Hon. T. G. Stuart, and Hon. James F. Winn, were appointed Honorary Pall-bearers, and
the following programme arranged:[5]

PROGRAMME:

Removal of Remains from Receiving Vault to Place of Interment
Escorted by the Military,
Prayer by the Rev. G. F. Bagby,
Music by Frankfort Choir, led by Prof. Wayland Graham,
Address by Robert Burns Wilson,
MUSIC
Poem by Mrs. Rosa Vertner Jeffrey,
MUSIC
Address upon the Life and Character of Joel T. Hart, by Hon.
W. N. Beckner,
MUSIC
Benediction by Prof. Jos. Desha Pickett.
The proceedings of the day were accurately reported by an accomplished correspondent of the
Courier-Journal as follows:

Frankfort, June 18, 1887

The weather was most propitious for the ceremony of the interment of the remains of Kentucky’s
great sculptor, Joel T. Hart.
The people in great concourse gathered at the Capital Hotel, where the relatives of Hart, Gov. Knott,
Gen. Buckner, Senator Beck, the Judges of the Court of Appeals, and many other dignitaries and
notables were assembled, and, in carriages provided for that purpose, proceeded to the [6]
cemetery, and arranged themselves in front of the stand erected for the speakers. There were nearly
600 chairs loaned by the Mason-Foard Company and upward of 100 loaned by Dr. Stewart, of the
Feeble-minded Institute, and all these were occupied by the ladies, with a multitude of gentlemen
standing.
On the stand were, besides the speakers and the choir, Gov. Knott, Gen. Buckner, Lieut. Gov.
Hindman, Senator Beck, Gen. Cassius M. Clay, Gen. Thomas A. Harris, the relatives of Hart, Mrs.
Alexander Campbell, Mrs. Cornelia Bush, and Mrs. Virginia Thompson, and others.

At 11:30 o’clock the Maysville band of fourteen pieces rendered a dirge at the vault, when the
remains were withdrawn and placed under the escort of the following pall-bearers for the occasion:
Chief Justice Pryor, Justices Lewis, Bennett, and Holt, Lieut. Gov. Hindman, Dr. John D. Woods, Col.
John Scott, Gen. Cassius M. Clay, John O. Hodges and Harry L. Todd. The police force and members
of the City Council headed this procession, which halted at the open grave beneath a wide
spreading maple.
Gov. Knott then arose and announced that the services would begin with prayer by Rev. G. F. Bagby,
of the Baptist Church of this city.
Mr. Bagby’s prayer was as follows:

“Oh, Thou Eternal One, Thou God of ages, God of nations, God

o f mankind, one great and all-powerful God! We need Thee
every hour, in every thing, for every thing, from every thing.
We desire to look up to Thee. Thou art the author of our being,
the giver of every good and perfect gift. We thank Thee for this
perfect day, for [7] these auspicious greetings. We beg Thee, O
God, that this occasion may be blessed. We thank Thee for our
intellects, for ‘Beauty the genius of the body, genius the beauty
of the mind.’ We ask Thee to help us to acknowledge Thy
blessings in that we are permitted to live in this adult age of the
world. We thank Thee for poetry, literature, music, science and
religion. We thank Thee for our souls, which never die. We
bless and adore Thy holy name that we have been born in
America, in this land of liberty, religion, and culture. May we
live for the cultivation of the higher arts. We thank Thee for
Kentucky. We bless Thee for all the great good of the past, and
that we are enabled to stand here in our relation to that past
and claim it as our heritage. Illumine our minds and hearts so
that we may justly rise to an appreciation of thy glorious
wonders. O, God, may these our speakers be inspired to-day to
speak words of truth, beauty and power, so that our hearts may
be lifted to a sense of the highest attributes of the illustrious
dead, whose remains we have come to solemnly sink to rest
into the bosom of his native State. May we realize that life is
the only probationary season, and that it is appointed unto us
once to die. We beg thy blessings upon these officials, make
them Godly men, who in the great hereafter will bear the
plaudits, ‘Well done, thou good and faithful servants.’ All this

we ask through the riches of grace in the name of Christ Jesus,
our Lord. Amen.”

The choir, led by Prof. Graham, then sang, “My Country, ‘tis of Thee.”

Whereupon Mr. Robert Burns Wilson delivered the following

ADDRESS:
The beautiful scene that spreads about us here is the one that is made sacred by the tenderest and
saddest associations known to this fleeting existence. Perhaps there is scarcely a man or woman
among you to whom this place will not recall remembrances of once loved, once loving hearts,
which, somewhere, are now silently mingling with their kindred earth. [8]
This is the final sheltering haven, the last peaceful abiding place for many of Kentucky’s children
Pioneers, statesmen and soldiers--from every walk they have been gathered, and here they rest, in
quietness, upon the fragrant bosom of their native land.
One could not wish a fairer resting place--the landscape, which stretches away upon every side,
from this upland City of the Dead, is of such surpassing loveliness that one might well think, if the
slumberers should chance to awake upon some summer day, they would exclaim: “Surely we are
already come to Elysium.” So fair is it all that one can not suppress a pang of regret, thinking of all
the closed eyes that shall behold it no more forever; and yet there is something almost enchanting
in the thought of this dreamless and undisturbed repose.

The winds of the summer, they blow, they blow,
And the sibilant pines, they sing;
And the men and the women, they sleep below,
And death is their silent king.
Soft on the green of the grass-grown aisle
The angels in silence tread;
And often they lovingly linger awhile
By the graves of the blessed dead.
They bend by the lowly and shadowed mound,
Where no one come to weep;
Where, friendless within their neglected ground,
The unremembered sleep.
They pause by the shaft of glistening stone
Which towers against the sky,

When it tells of some noble dead which shone
In the light of a day gone by. [9]
The sweet rain falls on the nodding grass,
And smites on the bended flower,
But the sleepers care not for the clouds that pass,
Nor the charm of beauty’s power.
They know no thrill when the storm-god’s frown
Grows black in the sultry skies;
They feel no pang when the sun goes down;
They feel no joy at his rise.
The mellowing disc of the harvest moon
Will rise through the far-off trees,
And the breath of the grain-fields reaped at noon
Will burden the wearied breeze;
But the brooding hush of the day’s repose
Will make no trembling sigh;
There burns no hope in the breasts of those-The fount of their tears is dry.
It may be that nothing which is done by the living can bring either happiness or unhappiness to the
dead.
Perhaps no heaping of flowers upon the well-kept mound nor rearing of sculptured monuments,
inscribed with words of praise, can bring any ray of cheer or comfort to the hearts which crumble
beneath them, or make one whit less cold and dark the lonely beds in which they lie.
Yet we love to think otherwise. It is a gracious instinct of nature which leads us to bestow care and
labor upon the last resting-places of those we have loved in life. And it is a redeeming quality of the
soul which makes us quick to forget and forgive the faults of the dead, and to find pleasure in
remembering only what is good. All blame falls from them as they pass the awful portal, and they

they recede into that unknown realm
whither we shall shortly follow them.
are transfigured to our eyes as [10]

I know not which is better, life or death.
The rose whose leaves fall shimmering to the ground
Is lovely still as when, with perfumed breath,
It lured with thorns to wound.

The man whose name to-day adds lustre to this respectful ceremony,
was one whose life-work has entitled him to a place in the generous
memory of every citizen of Kentucky. A man who, by sheer force of
his genius, has won for himself the undisputed right to an enviable
and enduring fame. It is true, it was not his fortune to lead a forlorn
hope to victory upon some bloody, but glorious field of battle; nor to
move the hearts of listening thousands by the flashing eye and
impassioned speech of the orator; neither was it his to win in his
own day the loud plaudits of loving countrymen by the triumph of
superior wisdom and ability in some great stroke of statesmanship.
Not any of these was for him. His was the long and silent, but no less
fierce and heroic struggle, of one who followed fondly and faithfully
that enchanting and intangible divinity which we call Art. Just what
that long battle must have been, in all its bitter reality, we can never
truly know, and can but partly guess, and I doubt if any marshaling of
phrases could present other than a feeble picturing of it.
It is but another instance of the eternal truth, that where the divine
flame is once lighted within the breast, that soul must follow its star,
whether it be to victory or defeat, an instance of the sub-[11] lime faith
which makes all things possible to him that is possessed of it. But how unreasonable it seems.
Scarcely can the wide fields of nature furnish a simile that might justly set forth the crushing
disparity of this fleeting life, this breathing immortality, as opposed to the mighty and immortal ills
which rear themselves like night-shadowed mountains in the path of one who sets out alone and
unaided to win for himself a name and place in the proud world of art.
It is not a fight against tangible enemies, but against remorseless shadows; shadows that make
mock at human effort; shadows that continually point out to the desperate soul how soon the sun
will go down, how near is the inscrutable grave, and how far off is the goal for which the dauntless
spirit strives and seems to strive in vain. And yet, despite all this, we find that here was one who did
dare to set out upon that lonely journey single-handed, untaught and unaided.
With what more than Spartan heroism must each step of that way have been slowly and
determinedly accomplished. D o e s not the imagination picture him, noting, perhaps, with
despairing eyes how low was his advance forward the realization of that dream upon which he had
set his like? We know now that he did go on; but amidst what black discouragements, what sinkings
of the heart, what agonies of soul. Alas! they can not now be computed; and when at the last his
fondly cherished ideal--this dream of beauty, which has the remembered image of a fair daughter of
Kentucky loved in his youth--when this, I say, his like’s inspiration, stood forth at last an achieved
reality, a [12] soul’s remembrance in marble--then, indeed, but not till then, the chisel fell from his
weary fingers and the hand which had toiled through twenty years of exile and poverty and sorrow
became as cold as the pallid stone upon which it had wrought so lovingly and so well.
A life like this needs not so much a historian as an interpreter. I t is not so much by an accurate
setting forth of what has actually been performed that one can measure the greatness of a soul. All

is not known when we know what was done yesterday or the day before, or what was intended to be
done to-morrow. These are not the things by which we may truly gauge the soul and sum of a
man’s life. Not so! We should be able to enter within the veil, and if we would really know, we must
try to live over in thought each phase of the long and hidden conflict which was uncomplainingly
sustained against such odds. We must remember the longing and the waiting, the forced restraint
put upon the fever-fretted heart, the fears that were overcome, the disappointments that were
bravely borne, the aspiring mind’s continuous effort amidst misfortunes that threatened to render
all effort utterly hopeless, the hindered soul’s heroic determination to reach its noble and
ennobling aim. These are the things by which a man’s life should be tested; these are the things that
are not printed in the books.

The life which is the life indeed
Dwells in the heart alone;
It is not blazoned in the creed,
Nor on memorial stone.[13]
Seeing then, this man’s unselfish devotion to art--for art’s sake--how even amidst the darkest clouds
he struggles to read the light, reviewing in thought his blameless and sorrow-haunted life, and
recalling to mind the work he has achieved, what shall we conclude? I tell you that although
Kentucky is mother to many sons whose memory she is delighted to hold in honor and affection-soldiers, orators, scholars, and statesmen, over whose dust she has builded monuments whose
deeds are written upon the pages of her history, and whose names are familiar in song and story,
among all these, as worthy as they are, there is no name more worthy to be remembered that is the
name of the sculptor, Joel T. Hart, whose life and works furnish to her people, at once, an example
and an inspiration.
The sculptor is dead; but his work remains, and the best of it, thanks to the women of Kentucky,
remains with us to-day.
Glad I am to be able to say this. Thanks to these women of our State, who, by their own efforts,
raised the needed sum, purchased this masterpiece of the master, and placed it where it should be a
constant reminder to the youth of this Commonwealth that henceforth there will be in the mind of
this people the rightful expectation of an advance for Kentucky in the future history of American art.
It is a reminder, also, that women are always, everywhere, and in all ages, the natural friends and
helpers of genius. They are always first to perceive whatever is best in men. They inspire by their
beauty. They are ever ready to aid by their [14] appreciation and sympathy. Unselfish always in
their worship of the ideal, they are the first to encourage and the last to forsake those who might else
struggle toward the light in vain.
Is it too much to hope that here also great things shall yet be accomplished? Why should not our
souls as well as our lands be blessed? If the way be steep, who would have it other? I f the laurel
were easy to win, who would care to wear it?
I tell you that the days of inspiration are not passed away; and I am constrained to believe that the
soft breeze which long ages ago swept across the Mediterranean blue or circled about the fabled
summit of Olympus, breathed not one whit more of inspiration than do the fragrant winds which
bend the tree-tops upon our own green hills; and, fair as must have been the women whose beauty
inspired of old the art of Phidias and Praxiteles, there are thousands just as fair, living and breathing
among you to-day, native to the soil upon which you stand. Shall not, then, this man, who gave his
life to the cause of American art, have here a monument of remembrance? Not a costly shaft
socketed in granite, but a more precious monument, builded up of love and devotion, whose

foundation shall be laid in the hearts of his countrymen, an ever-growing monument, glorious as
this fair land of his birth, pure and enduring as the stars.
The band rendered “Hail Columbia, Happy Land,” when Attorney General Hardin rose and said he
had been deputed to read Mrs. Rosa Vertner Jeffrey’s poem because of the illness of the author at
her home in Lexington. [15]
It was as follows:

IN MEMORIAM--JOEL T. HART
For a bold and brilliant story,
Summer’s symphonies atune,
Send a paean flushed with glory
Down the echoing aisles of June,
While I sing of one--unaided,
Save by industry and will-By no menial task degraded,
Who toiled bravely onward still,
With the light of genius burning
like a lamp within his soul,
Never flinching, never turning
From a far-off hoped for goal.
Ancient art--high, pure and mighty-Filled his brain ere manhood’s noon,
Eros, Psyche, Aphrodite,
Or the monstrous Laocoon;
And when rough, gray blocks were fitted,
Lo! the homely structure shone,
While rare forms about them flitted,
Fine and fair as Parian stone.
For he thought of Greece, art-haunted,
Crowned with Learning’s classic beams,
And of all the world enchanted
Over Milo’s marble dreams,
‘Till he felt a wild, fierce yearning
With those gifted ones to stand,
And, all coarser models spurning,
Shaped a woman’s fragile hand.
Then a statesman’s head he fashioned,

So life-like that it seems
Clay’s grand intellect, impassioned,
Through the dumb, cold marble streams.
Thus men found his genius shining
Like a pearl among the swine,
And knew its worth enshrining
In Fame’s casket chaste and fine.
This pure gem--too often clouded,
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Left unseen, unknown too long-Sculptor’s hopes in failure shrouded,
Poet hearts that break in song!
A spark! a lambent flame from Heaven,
A strange, mysterious glow!
And by death alone ‘tis riven,
Or its glory dimmed below,
Not quenched, for ‘tis immortal,
This rich jewel of the mind,
And, beyond yon shining portal,
Changed, purified, refined,
The sculptor’s mortal dreaming
Full perfection shall attain;
Mystic marbles round him gleaming
Without flaw, or earthly stain,
Would the one who erst ignited
In man’s soul the electric spark,
For a brief span leave it lighted,
And then dark, forever dark?
Are immortal longings given
Unto men of mortal birth,
That their souls may pine in Heaven
For the work they loved on earth?
No--the God who gave ambition
Unto mortals with his love,
Will not rob them of fruition.

Following progress up above
Hart hath left us his ideal;
His no longer, for unbound
‘Mid the infinite and the real,
What he sought for here is found.
Stored with Mem ry’s booty,
He held one fine fixed idea,
To create a thing of beauty,
Like Pygmalion’s Galatea.
Modeled from no foreign nation,
This white wonder pure and grand,
Stands a glorious inspiration
From the women of his land,
Let the requiems that quiver
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Through our morning hearts today
Reach the Arno’s classic river,
Winding down it’s classic way,
Where Campanian breezes render
Fragrant tribute to the shore,
On--where Rome’s eternal splendor
Sits enthroned forevermore,
Where the toga of her glory,
Wrapped about the seven hills,
All the gloom that clouds her story
With a purple halo fills.
Of his triumph news came stealing
Out of Florence from afar,
In our heaven of art revealing
A vast, wondrous new-found star.
There are orbs whose scintillations
Are such distant dots of light,
Keeping watch at far-off stations
On the border lands of night,
That--were one of them sent dashing

From its dizzy azure throne,
For long, endless ages flashing,
‘Twould shine on as erst it shone,
And from art’s high heaven thus banished,
Set to rise on earth no more,
Where our lost pleaid vanished
Will its mystic radiance pour.
*
*
*
*
*
Strangers sang our sculptor’s praises,
In rare flowers his tomb was dressed,
But ‘neath blue-grass sod and daisies,
We have brought him home to rest.
June 14, 1887

Rosa Vertner Jeffrey

By request, then Gen. P. W. Hardin read the following poem by the same author, on Hart’s
masterpiece, “Woman Triumphant,” in the courthouse at Lexington:

HART’S “TRIUMPH OF CHASTITY,” INSCRIBED TO
MRS. WM. C. P. BRECKINRICGE BY
ROSA VERTNER JEFFREY

An artist’s hand hath carved a mystic story,
Whose inspiration through the marble shines;
Its dumb, cold whiteness is transfused with glory,
Illuminating all the beauty lines.
A story! in the fair form of a woman-Let woman’s heart its subtle truth evolve;
This marble problem--yet with all so human,
By genius left, for purity to solve.
A rare creation! as to form and fashion,
A woman, by whose lofty pose is shown
The soul’s high triumph over earthly passion.

A fable! marvelously cut in stone,
With life’s warm flushes through its pallor breaking
To tint the cheek, and pulse the sculptured breast,
‘Twould scarcely be more eloquent--thus waking-Than in its perfect and eternal rest.
A thing of faultless beauty, through long ages
It must stand, forever shine,
It’s meaning graved on Purity’s white pages,
Worshiped forever in her cloistered shrine.
All honor to the genius thus achieving
Such glorious triumph, with a master’s hand,
This chaste ideal of his soul receiving
Hart’s impress from the women of his land.
He gave them homage, without stint or measure,
Upon the alter of his native home,
Be it their mission to enshrine this treasure,
Fine as the sculpted gems of ancient Rome.
Within the milk-white quarries of Carrara
No purer, fairer marble ever shone;
No purer women live, and none are fairer
Than those he has immortalized in stone.

Lexington, April 15, 1884

The choir then sang “It is Well With My Soul,” [19] at the conclusion of which Judge W. M. Beckner,
of Winchester, delivered the following

ADDRESS ON THE LIFE AND CHARACTER OF JOEL T. HART.

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN:
This ceremony, unpretending and simple as it is, testifies to a civilization of which every Kentuckian
should feel proud. Even the savage pays honor to the warrior dead. In the most barbarous lands, or

in ages when culture was least esteemed, wisdom in the public councils, eloquence in speech, or
piety in religious offices, have been recognized at the grave. But we are here to-day to reinter, under
the auspices of the Commonwealth, the remains of one who was neither soldier, statesman, orator,
nor saint, but a quiet, retiring man, who took little part in the affairs of life, who cared nothing for the
ordinary objects of human ambition, and who had found the chief joys of his existence in that ideal
world which is a te r r a incognita He was personally a stranger to the generation whom
representatives have seen fit to send across the ocean for his bones, and to order that they shall
have final sepulture in this spot dedicated to those who have deserved well of the Commonwealth.
It is the worldly way to treat these relics of mortality as representatives of the spirit by which they
were once inhabited. to the mass of humanity.
When the Stuart King came to the throne of his fathers he had the lifeless body of Cromwell hung at
Tyburn, and his head struck off, to show his hatred of the greatest ruler that England has ever [20]
produced. One of the earliest acts of the Bourbon, when restored to power in France, was to take the
bones of Rousseau and Voltaire from their resting places in the Pantheon, and dump them into an
unmarked pit in an open field, so that they might never again be found. These rude acts could in
nowise, however, disturb the mighty spirits they were intended to dishonor. Neither can what we do
to-day bring aught of benefit to him who is no longer an object of sense. To the dull, cold ear of
death the strains of music and the words of eulogy are no more than the sighing of the wind in these
trees or the splashing of the water in yon river, but they are mighty to indicate the character of the
living at whose instance this tribute is paid.
Joel Tanner Hart, whose career brings us together on this occasion, was born in the county of Clark
on the 10th day of February, 1810. His father was a pioneer and helped to build one of the stockade
forts, which made it possible for the earliest settlers to hold the dark and bloody ground against its
savage claimants.
He was an excellent surveyor, and seems to have been a man of intelligence, piety, and considerable
force of character. He assisted to locate the iron works on Slate creek, in Bath county, and was the
first to build a flat-boat for transportation of produce from this region to New Orleans. There is still
preserved in the family a long letter written by him to his father in 1790. In it he describes the region
in which he had located, and shows that he appreciated its beauty and advantages, but adds: “The
chief fault I find with the county is, that it will admit of too thick a settlement; at this time parts [21] of
it are settled as thick as any of the regions on the eastern waters.” His father owned a military grant
for services in the Revolutionary war, and out of this gave Josiah eight hundred acres, which
included nearly all of the present site of Winchester lying north of the Chesapeake and Ohio
Railroad. The rascality of an agent, whom he had trusted to collect the proceeds of a heavy
shipment to New Orleans, brought financial ruin, and he was compelled to change his mode of
living, and to bring up his children in a humble way.
The mother of Joel T. Hart was Judith Tanner. She was descended from the best blood of Virginia,
and herself a woman of mark. A single incident will illustrate the strength of her character. In the
distribution of her mother’s estate, there came to her several slaves, but she would not hold them.
With a clearer vision than so many of the good people of that generation enjoyed, she saw that
slavery was an injury to both races, and set her negroes free. Gentle in disposition, pious in
sentiment, refined in feeling, and intelligent beyond her opportunities or surroundings, she did
much to shape the character of her artist son.

“Happy he!
With such a mother! faith in womankind

Beats with his blood, and trust in all things high
Comes easy to him, and tho’ he trip and fall
He shall not blind his soul with clay.”

The mother of Judith Hart was a noted woman in her day. From the dignity of her manner and
character, the strength of her intellect, and the social position of the family from which she [22] came
in Virginia, she was known far and wide as “Lady” Tanner.
The region in which Joel T. Hart was born and reared was strikingly fitted to develop the qualities of
one endowed with the poetic or artistic instinct. It is of the Blue-grass, but near its confines. The
landscape upon which he looked from his father’s door is as lovely as that of any in Central
Kentucky. A valley between gently rolling hills, a little brook, on either side of which grew the
indigenous cane so graceful in shape and beautiful in foliage, the grand forests then in full view in
every direction, and far away the faint outlines of the mountain spurs, from one of which Boone first
looked down upon the goodly land which he had come so far to see. It is little wonder that nurtured
in such a spot by such a mother, young Hart should have been stirred to higher dreams than usually
come to those less blest in their surroundings and home influences. As I stood the other day near
where he was born, and, looking over the exquisite scenery about me, saw in the distance the
towering blue hills that bread the monotony of the horizon, I thought of the theory of Ruskin, that
sculptors and painters are more apt to come from countries rich enough to produce the luxury on
which art must depend for its encouragement and support, and yet in which may be found the
mountainous scenery that has proven so great a stimulus to imagination and enthusiasm. I n his
Modern Painters, after giving due credit to “lowland flowers and woods and open sky,” and the
power of fertile soil to produce vigorous men, he goes on to discuss “whether we can [23] justly
refuse to attribute to their mountain scenery much share in giving the Greeks and Italians their
intellectual lead among the nations of Europe.” “There is not a single spot of land in either of these
countries,” he insists, “from which mountains are not discernible; almost always they form the
principal feature of the scenery. The mountain outlines seen from Sparta, Coring, Athens, Rome,
Florence, Pisa, Verona, are of consummate beauty, and whatever dislike or contempt may be
traceable in the mind of the Greeks for mountain ruggedness, their placing the shrine of Apollo
under the cliffs of Delphi and his throne upon Parnassus was a testimony to all succeeding time that
they themselves attributed the best part of their intellectual inspiration to the poser of the hills.”
“So far as artificial productiveness and skill are concerned, it is evident that the mountaineer is at a
radical and insurmountable disadvantage. The strength of his character depends upon the absence
of luxury, but it is eminently by luxury that art is supported. We are not, therefore, to deny the
mountain influence because we do not find finished frescoes on the timbers of chalets, or delicate
bas-reliefs on the bastion which protects the mountain church from the avalanche, but to consider
how far the tone of mind shown by the artists laboring in the lowland is dependent for its intensity
on the distant influences of the hills.”
Hart’s early home was so located that he had the peace and plenty of the lowlands whilst enjoying
the inspiring influence of the view that he [24] had of the purple hills in the distance. His letters
from across the sea, and the verses in which he was so fond of expressing his thoughts, are full of
references to the charms of the region in which he was reared. There is no doubt but that his
character drew much of its inspiration from these scenes of his early life.

“Nature can so inform
The mind that is within us, so impress

With quietness and beauty, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men
Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith that all which we behold
Is full of blessings.”
Hart’s opportunities to obtain an education were limited indeed. His father was poor and had
become a confirmed cripple. Only a fragment of the once ample farm remained, and the parents
were too honest to send to school when they could not pay the teacher. Even the scant provision
now made by the State for the intellectual training of those who shall control its destinies, did not
then exist. The older children, who had come on the scene before the decline in the fortunes of the
family, had fared better. One of his brothers was a professional teacher. Another was a fair scholar
in the English branches, and became quite prominent as a surveyor. Joel attended school only
three months, but with the assistance received from his brothers--and especially from Thomas-advanced so far that he was able, when about grown, to teach grammar, rhetoric and arithmetic.
Whilst building fences and chimneys in Bourbon, in his twentieth [25] year, he had a class of young
men whom he instructed, among other things, in the principles of politeness as laid down by Lord
Chesterfield. H e developed early in life a taste for the plastic art. His first achievement was to
mould a useful button out of pewter, whilst he was a child. Afterwards he cut and carved in wood a
beautiful rolling-pin, which is still treasured in his brother’s family. As he grew up he developed
quite a talent for the mechanical arts, and especially for work in stone.
Among the nearest neighbors of young Hart’s father was Phillip B. Winn, an architect and housebuilder, who had a book containing architectural and sculptural designs that early caught Joel’s
attention, and did much towards fixing his taste for the career in which he afterwards gained such
eminence. Before reaching his majority he had drifted from home in search of employment, and
spent several years in Bourbon county, where he turned his hand to anything useful that brought a
living. He was fortunate enough to be domiciled in houses where books were to be had, and made
good use of his time. It was not his nature to sit down and bemoan the necessity that compelled
him to labor. Lowell might well have written of him:

“What doth the poor man’s son inherit?
Stout muscles and sinewy heart,
A hardy frame, a hardier spirit;
King of two hands, he does his part
In every useful toil and art-A heritage, it seems to me,
A king might wish to hold in fee.”[26]
From a communication to the Paris True Kentuckian, written in 1877 by that intelligent gentleman,
Frank K. Houston, of North Middletown, in whose father’s house Joel T. Hart boarded during the
winter of 1832-’33, and who is with us to-day, I find the following description of the future sculptor
at that period of his life: “In personal appearance he was a model of physical manhood, standing
near six feet in height, with a bold, well-poised, intellectual head. He had the complexion of a
brunette, with glossy black hair; dark, piercing eyes, a broad forehead, sharp nose and chin, a well
chiseled mouth, with lips afar and teeth as white as pearl. His wearing apparel, which was always
genteel, fit him as though it had grown upon him.”

“When standing, he was stately; when moving, he bore himself like a military chieftain. I never saw
him mad. His morals were above reproach. He loved music and could make music; his
performances on the violin and flute were soft, sweet and touching. He was a fine conversationalist
and was fond of society, and when in the social circle he was as polite and agreeable as Chesterfield
himself. He sought the cultured of either sex, but made himself agreeable to the most illiterate. He
loved prattling children and they loved him. He laid his hand upon their heads, smiled and talked
to them so pleasantly, and entered so heartily into their little sports, that they followed him about as
a plaything.” During his stay in Bourbon a traveling phrenologist told him that he was born to be a
sculptor. Whether this affected his career I do not know, but about this [27] time he abandoned his
earlier purpose of studying law or medicine. He followed his destined end and way.

“Man’s life is all a mist, and in the dark our fortunes meet us.
If fate be not, then what can we foresee?
And how can we avoid it if it be?
If by free will in our own hearts we move,
How are we bounded by decrees above?
Whether we drive or whether we are driven;
If ‘ill, ‘tis ours; if good, the act of Heaven.”
I have the authority of Mr. Houston for saying that it was whilst in Bourbon, Hart determined to
become a sculptor. He had acquired great skill in the rude work he was chiefly engaged in. He was
as careful and particular then, as in after life he was, to do well and faithfully whatever he
undertook. I have seen in print the story of how he carried out his contract with Mr. E. W. Horton to
build a chimney for a house now occupied by William Collins, the President of the North
Middletown Deposit Bank. He began by selecting a suitable corner-stone and then spent several
days in squaring and engraving on it his own name. It was finally put in place and the structure was
dedicated to Joel T. Hart. He cut his name on other stones, but always had it hid from view. When
asked by his employer why he did this, he replied: “Ah! Horton, you do not look far enough ahead.
These engravings are not for the eye of the present generation. If I succeed as a sculptor, I want
posterity to find a pleasure in discovering that this was no ordinary man.” He spent three months
industriously engaged in building this chimney; but it stands now as solid and perfect as when first
erected. [28] He went from Bourbon to Lexington, where he found employment in Pruden’s marble
yard, and applied himself diligently to preparation for a higher pursuit. Whilst thus engaged
Schobal Vail Clevenger, the gifted Ohio sculptor, who afterward gave such promise of a great career,
and died so young as he was returning from Italy, made a visit to Lexington. He was by two years
the junior of Hart, and, like him, had been a stone cutter, and without means to prepare himself for
the higher calling of an artist. He had been fortunate enough to attract the attention of Nicholas
Longworth, the munificent friend of culture and art in Cincinnati, and through his assistance had
been enabled to study anatomy and give his attention to sculpture. He had gone to Lexington to
model the bust of Henry Clay, and took no little interest in Hart, whose talent was then beginning to
be recognized. He encouraged him to persevere, and gave him much valuable information, which
he had gathered from the wider field to which he had been called. Hart took a course of lectures on
anatomy at the University of Transylvania, and earnestly pursued such studies as he thought would
best fit him for the career which he saw opening before him.
His earliest patron was Cassius M. Clay, the fearless friend of freedom, who became acquainted with
the struggling young artist, and encouraged his efforts by giving him a commission to make his bust
in marble at a remunerative price. This first venture was quite a success, and brought him other
orders in quick succession. [29]

I do not know that I am called upon in the discharge of my duty to-day to present the traditions with
reference to his affaire du coeur. He would not have been human had he not loved. “Love is life’s
end,” says Spenser.

“An end but never ending;
All joys, all sweets, all happiness awarding;
Love is life’s wealth (ne’er spent but ever spending);
More rich by giving, taking by discarding;
Love’s life’s reward, rewarded in rewarding.
Ah! shouldst thou live but once love sweets to prove,
Thou wilt not love to live unless thou live to love.”

Although he remained a bachelor to the end of his days, Hart felt the full force of that gently passion
of which the poet has said:

Man while he loves is never quite depraved,
And Woman’s Triumph is a lover saved.”

I do not yield full credence to the stories of his devotion to his early love, and of his having given to
immortality, in the leading figure of the group at Lexington, the form and features of her who
captivated his young affections. I am no rude Paynim to suggest what may seem rather heretical to
many of my younger hearers, but men rarely carry through life the flame which the poets with their
license would make us believe to be unquenchable.

"Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart;
Man may range
The court, the camp, church, vessel and the mart,
Sword, gown, gain, glory offer in exchange;
Pride, fame, ambition to fill up his heart;
And few there are whom these cannot estrange.” [30]
There is no trace in Hart’s letters, or in any of his words that are remembered, to indicate that he was
the victim of unrequited affection. The truth is, that he was wedded to art, and through the greater
part of his life had no room in his heart for any other mistress. In 1845 he went East, and made a
visit to Philadelphia, New York, Baltimore, Washington, and Richmond. When he reached the city of
Brotherly Love, which was then an art centre, the exhibition of the Artists’ Fund Society had opened.
He had taken with him his bust of Cassius M. Clay, but according to the rules he was too late to have
it entered. Through the influence of Sartain, the publisher of Sartains’s Magazine, he got a place for
his work, which was greatly admired. He remained until the summer of 1846, when he came back to
Kentucky, charmed with what he had seen and heard. In a letter to his brother, written after his
return to Lexington, he says that whilst gone “he met a host of distinguished men, and received
attention enough to last him a lifetime.”. His reputation seems to have been quite extensive at that
time, as during this tour he was constantly associated with the leading men in art, literature, and

politics. Whilst in Washington the President was very kind to him; but he was most pleased with his
visits to Baltimore and Richmond. In a letter to his brother, he says that the Virginians and
Marylanders are “the most hospitable and gallant people he had ever met.” H e made the
acquaintance when gone of old men who had known Washington, Patrick Henry, Jefferson,
Madison, and the other great characters of that era. [31]
The one person who seems to have impressed him most was John Quincy Adams, whose culture
and information with reference to literature and art he pronounces marvelous.
Whilst in Baltimore a gentleman of wealth employed him to make an ideal figure which was to cost
$4000. During the trip he had several orders for busts, and at Richmond made a contract to execute
a marble statue of Henry Clay, for which he was to be paid $5000, five hundred on demand, one
thousand when he sailed for Italy, and the remainder when the work was completed. As soon as he
returned to Lexington he began to model the statue of the Great Commoner, who gave him every
opportunity to make a true and faithful presentment of his commanding presence. Hart studied his
subject carefully, and had his picture taken time and again by a very accomplished daguerreotypist,
whom he had employed to come from Cincinnati for that purpose. He had drawings of his figure
from every point of view, and not only made accurate, careful measurement of his limbs and body,
but had plaster casts that could not be otherwise than reliable. H e was delayed by several
circumstances, and did not leave for Italy until in September, 1849.
He chose Florence rather than Rome as a place better suited to his tastes. It was the chief center of
Art in Europe, and therefore in the world. “Florence is the second patrimony of beauty,” says Taine
“Athens was first.” It had been the home of Dante, of Petrarch, of Michael Angelo, of Da Vinci, of
Machiavelli, of Galileo, of [32] Americus Vespucius, of Giotto, of the Medicis, and of a host of others,
illustrious for what they had done in the higher walks of life. It is Benjamin Disraeli, I believe, who
says of Florence: “You can not stroll fifty yards, you can not enter a church or a palace without being
favorably reminded of the power of human thought. In Florence the monuments are not only of
great men but of the greatest. You do not gaze upon the tomb of an author who is merely a master
of composition, but of one who formed the language. T h e illustrious astronomer is not the
discoverer of a planet, but the revealer of the whole celestial machinery. T h e artist and the
politician are not merely the first sculptors and statesmen, but the inventors of the very art and very
craft in which they excelled.” T h e city abounds in the masterpieces of painting, sculpture and
architecture, and contains several of the richest libraries in the world. One mausoleum, built as the
final resting place of a single family, has had expended on it more than seventeen million dollars.
Rogers, in his Italy, says truly: “Of all the fairest cities of the earth, none is so fair as Florence.”
When Hart went to Washington to obtain his passports, he was made the bearer of dispatches to the
American Ministers at London and Paris, and was kindly told by Secretary of State Clayton that had
he been ten days earlier he would have been appointed Consul at Rome. With his accustomed
singleness of purpose he replied that this would not have suited him, as he had made up his mind
to go to Florence. He had letters of introduction to the best people in Italy, but with a diffidence [33]
and modesty which were innate, he hesitated to present them. I have at home, in a letter from a very
accomplished lady of Philadelphia, a story in this connection which throws light upon his
disposition. When he went to Italy he took with him, from a friend in Cincinnati, a letter to the head
of the old and noble family of Torregiana, who was himself a gentleman of culture and refinement.
The famous sculptor who broke Michael Angelo’s nose and worked in the chapel of Henry VII, in
Westminster Abbey, was of this stock. Hart hesitated to present the letter, but Torregiana finally
heard that he was in Florence, and calling, placed himself at his service and was very kind in his
attentions. It seems that the noble Italian had been traveling in America, and in those days of slow
communication with Europe, failed to receive a remittance which he had expected to find awaiting
him at Cincinnati, and was thus left without funds. Hart’s friend, who had given him the letter of
introduction, had believed that he was what he had professed to be, and had opened his purse to

him in a generous, liberal manner. The influence on Hart of the change from Lexington, then, as
now, a place of unusual culture and refinement for its size, to such a city as Florence, was most
marked. At home he had been without a rival in his line. In Florence he was overwhelmed by a
sense of his inferiority and of his lack of training for the great work he had come to do. He did not
despair, however, but began at once to take a course which would repair the defects in his earlier
training. He studied anatomy [34] fourteen months in the best medical schools at London, visited
Paris and Rome, and carefully observed the greatest efforts of the masters in painting and sculpture.
H e took a course of reading in the best English literature, and sought the society of the most
cultivated people. Among his intimate friends in Florence was Elizabeth Barrett Browning, whose
Aurora Leigh is the noblest utterance ever made by woman. The model of his statue of Clay, which
he so carefully prepared before leaving home, was lost at sea. Fortunately it was in duplicate, but it
was a year before he was ready to go to work. The Virginia society failed for some time to send him
the second installment of $1000, on the faith of which he had gone abroad. He had an attack of
cholera, and was so reduced physically that it took a long time to regain his strength. Alter he had
recovered from this illness he was prostrated with typhoid fever, which came near ending his
career. Had he not been fortunate in obtaining orders for busts, he would have found it impossible
to remain abroad.
Among other patrons that he had during this period was President Fillmore. Soon after going to
Italy he had invented an instrument, which, to use his own words, “applied science to sculpture.”
He wrote to his brother Thomas concerning this machine in 1857: “The sculptors Powers, and the
rest of them in general, hate it like the devil, however friendly they would appear towards myself,
because they see I can do three times as much work by its application as any one of them can do,
and more perfectly; but the whole troupe in all this time have failed to [35] break me down. Their
influence was so strong, however, that during three years I got but one bust to make, and have not
yet received a cent of the $500 I am to be paid for it.”
During the same year that this letter was written, he secured commissions whilst in London to make
ten marble busts at $500 each. He writes that the press had treated him with much kindness, and
had done him great service in bringing his work into notice. He spent a great deal of time in having
his invention patented in Great Britain and France and the other leading countries of Europe. He
claimed that with its help he could complete a bust in from three to six days. He was quite hopeful
of his ability through his machine to furnish copies of the best works of the masters at prices within
the reach of so many people, that they would be scattered over the world and help on the work of
cultivating and improving its masses. James Jacques Jarvis, of Boston, has written quite a readable
book on “The Art Idea,” in which he takes occasion to refer to this invention of Hart “as a machine to
reduce sculpture to an external accuracy of lines and dots. This, indeed, may give the crust of mind,
but feeling and thought depend upon the artist himself. N o machine can compensate for their
absence.” All of which goes to show how little the most self-complacent critic may know. The artist
conceives the idea and creates the model; the carver puts it into marble. The invention of Hart had
little to do with the sculptor’s part of the work. The marble is reduced to shape by other hands, and
then the artist gives the finishing touches. [36] His invention was used by a great many persons, but
never brought to him a cent of profit. In writing about this to his brother, he said, with characteristic
unselfishness and generosity, that he “did not care for the money, but had his reward in the
satisfaction of knowing that he had benefited humanity.”
It was not until 1859 that the statue of Clay was ready for shipment. It was at first set up in front of
the Capitol at Richmond, but now occupies a place in the rotunda facing the statue of Washington by
Houdon. A Virginia friend, who is one of the most promising of the young litterateurs of the South,
has recently written me a description of Hart’s work. He says that all who know Clay pronounce it
perfect in its likeness, and gives it high praise for its finish of execution and resemblance to life; but
he criticizes sharply what may be called its drapery. He does not think that “a cutaway or swallowtailed coat and pants, a vest open at the throat, and turned over collar, with flowing cravat, at all
suited for idealization.” The same comment has been made by the author of “The Art Idea.” He

condemns Power’s Webster and Hart’s Clay, and says “they are too much like the stuffed scarecrows
of cornfields, the drapery, heavy or commonplace, being but a coarse artifice to conceal the inability
of the sculptor to master anatomy and bestow dignified action or graceful repose upon his work.”
But other figures made by both Powers and Hart show that these were not their reasons for giving to
their statue-portraits the clothing of the period in which their subjects lived. The ancients, who are
continually held [37] up as models of taste, had great advantage of the moderns in this matter of
drapery. T h e vestments worn by the countrymen of Phidias and Praxiteles were simple and
graceful, and did not change in style. But it would not have been Clay or Webster had Hart or
Powers dressed them after the fashion of those who lived in Greece or Rome ages ago. What they
might have gained in classical excellence they would have lost in propriety and vraisemblance (sic).
There is another matter to be considered in comparing the drapery of modern statues with that of
the ancients. The conditions are radically different. Even absolute nudity was so common at the
great public games that it did not offend good taste or shock the most refined fastidiousness of the
Greeks or Romans. I n both Greece and Rome the costumes worn by men displayed the form and
especially the limbs. In those ages, when war was so frequent, and when the weapons were swords
and bows and arrows, muscle and vigor of body were held in higher esteem. In his lectures on Art,
Taine explains why the artists of the Renaissance were almost exclusively employed in delineating
the human form. All were judges of its proportions, and none would be satisfied with a statue or
picture that did not present a body perfect in limb and muscle. All this has been changed. We live
under a new dispensation. Intellect and soul rank higher now than physical qualities. If the artist of
to-day has given the lineaments of his subject’s countenance, and has placed in bronze or marble
its expression, those who look upon the work prefer [38] to have the form presented as it appeared
among men. Among the Greeks, the Romans and the Italians, a statue was esteemed in proportion
to its symmetry and beauty. With us, it is chiefly a lesson. “A statue is an example,” says Victor
Hugo. “The lofty head of a great man is a light. Crowds, like the waves, require beacons above
them. It is good that the passer by should know that there are great men. People may not have time
to read; they are forced to see. One passes that way and stumbles against the pedestal; one is almost
obliged to raise the head and glance at the inscription. Men escape a book; they can not escape the
statue. The people need such an introduction to their great men. The monument incites them to
know more of the man. They desire to learn to read in order to know what this bronze or this
marble means. A statue is a nudge to ignorance.”
This, then, being the function of a statue, it ought not to present Henry Clay in the garb of a Greek
or a Roman, because if it did the masses of the people for whose benefit it was made would not
believe it to be true. He was not an athlete or a soldier. His eminence was due to the force of his
intellect and the grandeur of his soul, which were revealed in his countenance and not in his body
or limbs. Houdon’s statue of Washington at Richmond presents the father of his country in his
own proper costume. Flaxman’s Lord Mansfield appears in the judicial robe worn by English
judges, and Thorwaldsen’s Byron has on it the dress of the day in which the poet lived. Certain it is
that Clay desired to be handed down to posterity as [39] he appeared whilst speaking in the
American Senate, and this could not have been done had the artist put on his marble
representation the drapery of another age and race. Hart came to America to be present at the
unveiling of his statue, and was received with much respect everywhere. He remained in his native
land eight months, and during his time visited the friends who had survived the long period of his
absence. He had thought to establish a studio in New York, but could not do so then. He had
received an order for a copy of his statue of Clay, to be placed in the court-house at Louisville, and
had other work on hand which he could nowhere complete so satisfactorily as in the city where the
greatest artists had lived. Consequently he returned to Florence firmly resolved at a future day to
come back to America and make his home in the metropolis of the Union. Before going to Europe
the first time, he had formed the design of making an ideal group on which he would rest his
hopes of enduring fame. In Midsummer Night’s Dream there is a beautiful picture drawn by the
master hand of all literature, and evidently intended as a delicate compliment to Queen Elizabeth,
from which Hart may unconsciously have had a suggestion of his ideal:

“That very time I marked, but thou couldst not,
Flying between the cold moon and the earth
Cupid all armed. A certain aim he took
At a fair vestal throned by the west,
And launched his love shaft from his bow
As he would pierce a hundred thousand hearts.
But I might see young Cupid’s fiery dart
Quenched in the chaste beams of the watery moon,
And the inspired votaress passed on
In maiden meditation, fancy free.” [40]
He read and thought much about his conception, and studied and measured the proportions of
form and feature in every beautiful woman that he could get within reach of, during more than thirty
years of his life. When it was possible to he took casts of limbs and other portions of the body, and
spent years in the most careful consideration of anatomical subjects. When it seemed to have
reached completion, he was offered $20,000 for the group, but said no, it was not yet ready to leave
the studio. When he had been working on it for a long time, he was asked why he did not finish it
sooner. He replied that it took Almighty God eighteen years to make a perfect woman, and certainly
he could not be required to do the same thing in a shorter period. Finally, however, to use his own
words in a letter to Gen. Clay, he “gratified his passion in modeling a life ideal virgin and child in a
group--not the Christian virgin and child, however. The figures are nude--Beauty’s Triumph. She
being assailed by Cupid, rests her left foot on his exhausted quiver and holds his last arrow in
triumph, for which he pleads, tiptoeing, reaching after it. I t gives the most graceful and finest
possible attitude both in the woman and the boy. The idea is modern and my own.”
This culmination of Hart’s dreams and labors was finished in clay, but the work of putting it into
marble, although far advanced, had not been completed when he died. On it his reputation as an
artist must, in great part, rest.
I am informed by a distinguished citizen of this State, that when in Italy many years ago Hiram
Powers told him he regarded Joel T. Hart as the [41] best bust maker he had ever known; but this
does not rank as the highest grade of the sculptor’s art.
Woman Triumphant presents to the world as perfect an image of the female form as can be
produced in marble. It is not formed after the Grecian model, but represents that greater race which
in England and America has reached the highest development of human power and virtue. It is the
personification in marble of the loveliest proportions ever seen in the American woman, and
exhibits a grace, a modesty, a refinement and an intellectuality never seen in the ancient or
mediaeval homes of art. With all their charming naturalness, the Venus de Medici, the Venus of
Cnidus, and the Venus of Cos, which are the most valued relics of antiquity, and have been the
models for all subsequent attempts to portray in marble the beauties of the female form, are coarse
and sensual when compared with the principal figure of Hart’s group. Woman did not occupy the
same position in the ancient world that she does in free America, under the influence of the
Christian religion, which gives her the homage due to a being who was last at the cross and first at
the grave of the Master. Even in Greece she was, from the very circumstances of her situation, an
inferior being, and such the sculptors were bound to represent her. In presenting their conceptions
of the gods, the noblest artists of antiquity could not rise above them. Ruskin thus comments on the
Apollo Belvidere, which stands pre-eminent in all the efforts made by pagan sculptors to present the
masculine form: “ I know not any thing in the range of art more unspiritual than the Apollo
Belvidere; the raising of the fingers [42] of the right hand in surprise at the touch of the arrow is

altogether human, and would be vulgar in a prince, much less in a deity. The sandals destroy the
divinity of the foot, and the lip is curled with mortal passion.”
When Cassius M. Clay first saw Hart’s group he remarked that he was glad to see that the artist had
not put on the female figure one of those guinea fowl heads which characterize classic sculpture. It
is the presentation of a noble, genuine woman, charming in her physical proportions, but still more
attractive in the refined and intellectual suggestions of the figure. She is not offended at love, and
does not prudishly drive him away, but sweetly and gently shows him that she is not in his power.
The greatest of artists have done ridiculous, absurd things, which we accept under the sanction of
their names. Take, for instance, Michael Angelo with his Pieta, which is applauded as one of the
masterpieces of the Renaissance. And yet what could be more unreasonable than the idea that a
delicate woman should sit and hold in her lap the body of a full-grown man covered with blood, or
what more inartistic thought could be presented--and yet, the restorer of art in the Middle Ages
places the Virgin Mary and the crucified Savior in this attitude, and it is accounted to him as a lofty
conception. I have thought that Powers’ Greek Slave looks rather refined, and is too indifferent to
her situation in the open market to be true to what the artist intended to say through her figure; but I
do not know that critics would agree with me. [43]
In Hart’s masterpiece, the thought is worthy of an artist; the harmonies are complete, and the figures
are certainly the best that could be produced after thirty years of study, observation and actual
measurement.
During his life Hart did other ideal work which attracted much attention--Penserosa, Angelina, and
the Morning Glory were especially notable. I shall never forget the impression made on me by an
ideal bust of Cicero, which I saw in the President’s house when I called in 1860 to present myself for
admission to Centre College. It was cut by Joel T. Hart, and I have it as clearly now in my mind’s eye
as it was visible to actual vision a quarter of a century ago. Hart could paint a little, and had a great
facility for making verses. It was one of his ambitions to be considered a poet, and nothing gave
him more pleasure in his later years than to have an appreciative listener whilst he read aloud his
own productions. When William Cullen Bryant visited Florence, a dinner was given to him by the
American residents, and Hart was the poet of the occasion. I n Tuckerman’s American Artist Life, a
portion of the poem read by him is preserved, and I present it here:

“Shall I be mute while here my country’s pride,
Her youth, her beauty, and her manhood throng
This treasure house, its portals opened wide
Where I and some proud names have toiled so long,
And see to-day my country’s Sire of song
Crowned with his snowy splendors--laurels won-Moulding the veteran’s heart!
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

Thrice welcome to these shores, great bard, who sang
The song of ‘God’s First Temples’ with the fire
Of Freedom--could her spirits list thy tongue
Some rapt ‘Evangeline’ would hush her choir
And Alfieri throw around his lyre

The starry flag, prophetic of his own;
While, listening, Dante’s spirit would aspire.”[44]
In his will he expressed a strong desire that what he had written should be published in book form;
but it has not been done. I learn, through a letter from Florence, that much of his manuscript was
sold to the paper dealers. A lady went to her green grocer for a pound of butter, and when it came it
was wrapped in a sheet of paper on which Hart had written one of his poems. So passes the glory of
this world. What is left of his literary work came to the hands of his friend, H. C. Pindell, of
Louisville, who was requested in Hart’s will to have it published; but he is now dead, and his widow
does not know what to do with the trust.
Within the last few weeks one of his machines for reducing marble into shape, a bundle of his
manuscript, and the models of his busts of Jackson, Alexander Campbell, and others, have been
received at Louisville, and are now deposited among the treasures of the Polytechnic Society.
Hart took much interest in struggling young men of his own pursuit, and was always ready to give
them a helping hand. A nephew, named Robert Hart, who had been a stone cutter in Palmyra,
Missouri, went to Italy and showed much talent for sculpture. H e died before he attained the
eminence to which he would without doubt have reached. Hart also took under his care a young
man from Baltimore named Rhinehart, who, by his ability and artistic skill, gave promise of the
highest success in his art. His death was a severe blow to Hart, who was as much attached to him as
if he had been his son.
Hart himself died at Florence in 1877, and was [45] buried in the cemetery of that lovely city, which
is noted throughout the world for the beauty which nature and art have combined to bestow upon
it. In 1884, Thomas G. Stuart, then the member of the Legislature from Clark, introduced, and, by
d i n t of tireless energy and perseverance, inspired by admiration for so illustrious a fellowcountryman, and by devotion to the memory of the friend of his father and mother, secured the
passage of a bill providing for the removal of the remains we have before us to a grave in the soil of
the State he loved so well. I t was no slight task to obtain such an appropriation for so purely a
sentimental purpose; but with the aid of the reportorial corps then in Frankfort, and especially of the
late T. C. Tracy, who represented one of the Louisville dallies, it was finally pulled through.
At the last session of the General Assembly, at the instance of Hon. James F. Winn, from the same
county, a supplemental bill was introduced and became a law, directing the Governor to have these
bones put to final rest with appropriate ceremonies at the expense of the State in this lovely spot of
ground. One circumstance or another, beyond the control of His Excellency, has caused the
intervening delay, and we are here to-day to testify by those last rites, unostentatious as they are, to
the interest that Kentucky takes in her sons who add glory to her name. What we now restore to
mother earth would have rested as quietly on the shores of the Arno as above the waters of the
Kentucky, and would have risen at the last great day from Italian soil as readily as from these
commanding cliffs; but the representatives of the people [46] who are proud of his achievements,
preferred that he should come home to rest. I honor the feeling that prompted this course, and
sincerely hope that the next Legislature will provide for the erection of a suitable monument to mark
the spot where lies her pioneer sculptor.
The agitation consequent upon the effort to have his remains brought to America, led to the
organization of an association of ladies at Lexington for the purpose of buying his masterpiece and
making it the foundation of an art gallery in that lovely city. It had been finished by Saul, an English
sculptor, who was one of the executor’s of Hart’s will, and had come into the possession of Tiffany &
Co. of New York, who were willing to sell it for $5000. This sum was at length raised, and it now
stands in the rotunda of the beautiful new courthouse at Lexington, a possession--

“Whose form of beauty can not fade or change;
We drop and wither like the autumn leaves,
Closing the eyes that see it in blind death
As age succeeds age; but this sweet marble
Shall greet the generations yet to come
With freshness of imperishable renown.”

That Hart was a great inventive genius, such as Phidias or Michael Angelo, I am not disposed to
claim; but that this ideal group indicates marked talent and taste, and that he had a patient ambition,
an enthusiastic love of his art, and the truest appreciation of the beautiful, none can deny. T o the
thoughtful mind it is clear that he had a mission beyond the making of busts, the modeling of
statues, or the creation [47] of ideal figures. Early in this century, John Adams, who had been
President of the United States, and was a man of culture, wrote to Binon, a French sculptor: “The age
of sculpture and painting has not yet arrived in this country, and I hope it will be long before it does
so. I would not give a sixpence for a picture by Raphael or a statue by Phidias.” The fathers of the
republic were eminently practical and gave little thought to the ideal. As our institutions become
settled and wealth increases, the esthetic should receive more attention. We are not mere animals.
We have minds and spirits, and can now afford to develop what is highest in their powers. “The
human soul,” says one of the masters of literature, “has greater need of the ideal than of the real. It
is by the real that we exist; it is by the ideal that we live. Would you realize the difference? Animals
exist, man lives.”
“To live is to understand. To live is to smile at the present; it is to be able to see over the wall of the
future. To live is to have in one’s self a balance and to weigh in it good and evil. To live, is to have
justice, truth, reason, devotion, probity, sincerity, common sense, right and duty welded to the
heart. To live is to know what one is worth, what one can do and should do.”
The career of Joel T. Hart has drawn the attention of many persons in Kentucky to that higher art
which Longfellow declares embraces

“All that embellishes and sweetens life,
And lifts it from the level of low cares
Into the purer atmosphere of beauty-The faith in the Ideal.”[48]
The effort made by those noble ladies, and the public exhibition of his great work in the capital city
of the blue-grass, have created a circle of influence which will widen and spread until the people of
the State shall feel that they must have higher aims and loftier purposes. I do not know what more
to say about the man as he was known to his fellows. It would not profit to tell you of his political
views. Suffice is to say, that he loved freedom and humanity. He was reared in the school of
Jefferson and of Jackson, and adhered to its faith, unless the white plume of Harry of the West
should appear upon the field. In such a presence he cared nothing for theories or party lines, but
yielded unhesitatingly to his impulse to follow that glittering and glorious personality. He was
never a believer in slavery, and writes proudly to a friend that the only political convention he ever
attended was that called by Cassius M. Clay, in 1849, and which met in this city to consider the
question of emancipation.

If a man’s character may be understood from a study of his associates, then would Hart be
fortunate. His intimate friends were among the most refined and intelligent of each community in
which he lived. I would not want a better testimonial that Hart had in the life-long devotion and
tender affection of such a man as Dr. John T. Wilson, of Lexington, whom I see present to-day.
You may, perchance, want to know his religious views. Ho w could one who so loved God’s
creatures be other than devout? He was an earnest, faithful believer in the Gospel of peace and love,
but was so tender and gentle in his feelings that [49] he would not accept the doctrines of divine
retribution. In his creed he had room for the salvation of all men and held to the Universalist’s
faith. Let those of us who do not agree with him in politics or religion, be as tolerant of his views as
he ever was of those of others, and there will be no word of harsh or unkind comment. It is our duty
to-day to consider the man in the aspects that have given him recognition from the State.
His life has shown what material we have in one quarry of our population. The obstacles that
impeded his progress should convince us that we can well afford any sacrifices needed to furnish
our youth full opportunity for the most thorough mental training. The honors that he received, the
gentleness of his disposition, the satisfaction that he felt in studying the noblest conceptions of all
the ages, and the fame that he leaves after him, ought to persuade the rising generation that the
gross material things of the world are its least desirable possessions, and incline the hearts of all
towards whatever will beautify our homes and adorn our public places. In the court house of Hart’s
native county there are portraits of the leading men whom that county has produced. These have a
tendency to soften and elevate the lives of all who look upon them and catch the significance of
their exhibition.

In other parts of the State the aid of art has been invoked to make attractive the temples of justice.
A t Louisville it is a statue of Clay by Hart, at Paris a bust of Garrett Davis by Henry, and at
Owingsville a portrait of Menifee [50] by Jouett. But to Lexington and the county of Fayette is
reserved the glory of having made a higher flight than has been attempted elsewhere in the south or
west. The object lesson in ideal art which “Woman Triumphant” will present to the ages, ought to
stimulate a love of the beautiful which will lift the people everywhere from the low ground of their
daily struggle for the beggarly elements of the world and make them to realize that life has other
aims than the gratification of the senses. May the life and work of the true artist, whose remains we
have before us, stimulate an interest in sculpture, painting and architecture, until we shall have art
galleries in our cities, beautiful public buildings in all our county towns, portraits and statues of our
worthiest citizens wherever they can be appropriately placed, and idealizations in marble or on
canvas of whatever is most glorious, heroic or commendable in our history. These would play no
insignificant part in elevating the masses, until all men shall have been made fit to yield wisely and
intelligently the tremendous power of the ballot. When public sentiment has been thus informed,
there will be built at the Capital of our Commonwealth a State-house worthy of the people to whom
it will belong, tasteful in its design, beautiful in its proportions, and adorned with the noblest
products of brush and chisel. And, oh posterity! to whom we fluttering moths of to-day must
commit the construction of such a Pantheon, I implore you to lay its foundations broad enough to
give room for all who have added to the renown of Kentucky at home or abroad. Give ample space
to [51] Boone and Kenton, Clark and Shelby, and the other pioneers who furnished the courage and
the physical endurance needed to relieve the dark and bloody ground from savage domination.
Let Clay and Crittenden, Barry and Guthrie, the Breckinridges and the Marshalls, have their niches.
Place therein full-sized statues of Hanson, Jackson, Nelson, and Morgan, and the other gallant
spirits on either side who, in later years, maintained so nobly the early renown of Kentucky for
heroic daring and chivalric courage. Do not forget the great civic chieftain of the struggle of
preservation of the Union, and whose noble character is demonstrated by the increasing reverence
in which his memory is held by those who were once his foes, nor that other illustrious native of the
State who presided over the fortunes of the Lost Cause, when the stars and bars signified a living
government, and who has never abated one jot or one tittle of his devotion to the principle of local

self-government for which he then so manfully contended. And since I have referred to the living, I
must not omit to mention that great-hearted friend of humanity, who, whether as the beloved
physician fighting the pestilence that stalks on noonday, or as the faithful Governor trying to
ameliorate the condition of the poor wretches who have forfeited their rights as members of society,
has always shown himself to be the same brave, true, honest man.
And even at the risk of bringing a blush to a modest check, I will venture to predict that the author of
the Duluth speech, which will be read as a classic of the English language when the [52] names of
our Governors shall have been forgotten, will be accorded no mean place in that Pantheon of
Kentuckians who have not lived in vain. And when the people have thus been lifted up, and the
power of art to refine, to civilize and elevate, has been demonstrated in its results, let it not be
forgotten that Joel T. Hart was the first artist of the Commonwealth to consecrate himself to a career
which had perfection for its ideal and immortality for its aim, and into whose dreams there entered
no thought of self and no care for the pecuniary rewards so prized by men. Worshiping a blind ideal
like a girl, he forewent the comforts of home, closed his heart to the sweet influences of love for
woman, and becoming a voluntary exile during nearly half of his long years, gave himself up to the
toils, the anxieties, the vexations and the discomforts of a life which he knew that he must lead in
order to succeed in the great purpose that he had in view. He leaves behind as the result of all this
self-denial an example of purity, of gentleness, of lofty aim, of courageous perseverance, and of
sweetest faith that should lift those who are acquainted with it from the mire of their daily existence
and strengthen them to go forward with higher ambition and less faltering footsteps. He might
have remained where he was born and engaged in the pursuits of those about him, and yet have
been worthy in the sight of God and man. He chose to take a higher flight, and to-day men leave
their daily tasks to gather here in honor to his memory. And, throughout the ages his work will
remind all lovers of the [53] beautiful that there came from the backwoods of Kentucky a being
capable of the thought embodied in the marble forms of the group at Lexington.
And now as we close these solemn ceremonies, let me adjure you, oh friends and countrymen, to
carry with you from a consideration of this life a higher conception of the fine arts whose value and
importance Joel T. Hart comprehended at a period when books and school-houses were scarce in
the region where he lived, and when the pioneers of this Commonwealth still walked the earth.
They are not the exclusive servants of the rich, nor should they veil their glories from the poor. They
are not to be valued as they were in ancient Egypt, chiefly because they could create the marble,
bronze or wooden figures in which the ka, or soul, might find refuge from oblivion when the body
had decayed, or, as in Greece, when they gave form and body to the fables of the poets, and made
gods and goddesses so beautiful that even those whom Aristotle, Plato and Socrates taught were
content to worship them, or, as in Rome, where they flattered the vanity or encouraged the ambition
of great spirits who aspired to have their forms and features preserved in the marble that would be
accorded positions of honor in public places, or, as in the Renaissance, where they were the faithful
tools of the church in subjugating the wills of men and giving them over to clerical domination.
In this broad western world, whose future the most expanded intellect and the widest vision can not
reach far enough to comprehend, in this marvelous [54] land, the hope and home of freedom, the
advance guard of civilization, of liberty and of progress, if we would encourage the gentle influences
that sweeten life, strengthen the forces of law and order, and bring men nearer to God, we must
make the ideal arts familiar spirits, we must take them into our homes, we must teach them in our
schools, we must encourage them by our laws, we must exhibit them in our landscapes, we must use
them in our worship, and patronize them in the cities of our dead. “Science does its duty,” says
Ruskin, “not in telling us the causes of spots on the sun, but in explaining to us the laws of our own
life, and the consequences of their violation. Art does its duty, not in filling monster galleries with
frivolous or dreadful or indecent pictures, but in completing the comforts and refining the pleasures
of daily occurrence and familiar service; and literature does its duty, not in wasting our hours in
political discussion or in idle fiction, but in raising our fancy to the height of what may be noble,
honest, and felicitous in actual life; in giving us, though we may ourselves be poor and unknown,

companionship of the wisest spirits of every age and country, and in aiding the communication of
clear thoughts and faithful purposes among distant nations which will at last breathe calm upon the
seas of lawless passion, and change into halcyon days the winter of the world, that the birds of the
air may have their nests in peace, and the son of man where to lay his head.”
The address of Judge Beckner was not published in the Courier-Journal from want of space. [55]
At its close the band played in slow and tender strains “Old Kentucky Home,” when Prof. J. D. Pickett
pronounced a most impressive benediction, and the band again discoursed “Home, Sweet Home”
as the earth fell upon the coffin inclosing the remains.

**************************************************

Although there had been much talk about placing a marker for Joel Tanner Hart, it did not happen
until seven years later. The resolution (below) was passed by the Kentucky General Assembly in
1894, to order and erect a monument for her native son. Upon looking through the old legislative
records, much talk had been made of how small the coffers were for even the essential services, let
alone purchasing a marker for a private individual. It would seem natural that every time such a
discussion arose, there were those in the General Assembly that felt that this was the family’s
responsibility, not the government’s. Two Governor’s later, the following resolution was passed to
handle this need:

RESOLUTION No. 12
to provide marking the grave of Joel T. Hart.

WHEREAS, A former General Assembly had the remains of Joel T. Hart brought from Italy and reinterred in the cemetery at Frankfort; and whereas, this action was taken because of the glory
reflected on his native State by the achievements of the great sculptor whose memory was thus
honored; and whereas, the work of caring for his mortal remains, thus begun with so much honor to
the State, is incomplete until their resting place is suitably marked; therefore,
Be it resolved by the General Assembly of the Commonwealth of Kentucky:
That the Governor be, and he is hereby, authorized and directed to have a monument or
tombstone erected over the grave of said Hart, with a suitable inscription thereon, and the sum of
five hundred dollars is hereby appropriated out of the Treasury with which to pay for same, to be
paid on the warrant of the Auditor whenever the Governor shall certify same to said officer.
Approved March 15, 1894

***Lexington Leader, October 17, 1895***

JOEL T. HART
Governor Brown Selects the Epitaph
For the Dead Sculptor’s Monument.

The last legislature appropriated $500 for the erection of a monument over Joel Hart’s grave in the
Frankfort Cemetery. Governor Brown selected the design some time ago, and awarded the contract
to Muldoon, of Louisville. The work is nearly ready for the inscription, which the Legislature left to
the choice of the Governor. Governor Brown requested several Kentuckians to write out for him a
suitable inscription for the monument. Out of a number of suggestions received, the Governor has
selected the following written by Mr. Robert Burns Wilson:

Seek him not here, but in the stone where He lives in his own art’s immortality.

The Lexington Press wrote that Colonel James A. McKenzie had suggested on Joel T. Hart’s
monument, when erected, the beautiful closing verse in the poem of Mrs. Rosa Vertner Jeffrey, read
by General Hardin at the burial of the remains of the great sculptor. It is a most appropriate verse,
and would be a fitting conclusion of worded honors. The verse is as follows:

“Stranger’s sang our sculptors praises,
In rare flowers his tomb was dressed;
But ‘neath bluegrass sod and daisies
We have brought him home to rest.”
Another person (name unknown) upon reading the above, suggested the following:

His memory shall perish not -- his name
Shall fill the ages with his deathless fame!
He ever lives in works his hand hath wrought-The sculptor’s art immortalizes thought!

Over eighteen years had passed since the death of Joel T. Hart before a handsome monument was
finally erected over his burial site in Frankfort. The Muldoon Monument Co. of Louisville, Ky, had
been selected to make and deliver this monument. I t cost $500.00, plus $10.46 in freight, $2.76 in
drayage, $20.00 for the foundation, $28.48 for lettering, $15.00 for setting it, and another $21.20 for

“Sundries.” The was placed on July 29, 1895, and the Commonwealth of Kentucky was billed on
December 1, 1895. The author is unaware of any dedication ceremony when the monument was put
in place. This monument reads as follows:

ERECTED TO THE MEMORY OF

JOEL T. HART
BY THE STATE OF KENTUCKY
BORN
FEBRUARY 11th, 1810
DIED
MARCH 2nd, 1877
SEEK HIM NOT HERE BUT IN THE STONE WHERE HE
LIVES IN HIS OWN ART’S IMMORTALITY.

***Kentucky Progress Magazine, Sept. 4, 1931, Pp. 31, 47***

Kentuckians Saw Hart’s Masterpiece
“Woman Triumphant” In Early Stages
By William C. Kendrick

In the year 1873, in company with Mr. Albert S. Willis, who afterward became very prominent in the
political world locally and as Congressman from this district, being sent by the Cleveland
Administration to the Hawaiian Islands for an adjustment of the troubles then existing, I made a trip
to Europe, during which we spent several days in Florence, Italy, and while there, we determined to
call upon a Kentuckian who had won fame and was at this time engaged upon a model of a statue
that was to make him famous the world over. I have reference, of course, to Kentucky’s most
prominent and greatest sculptor, the eccentric Joel T. Hart.
Upon inquiry, we soon found where he was located, and an interesting walk through the narrow and

irregular streets soon brought us to a barn-like establishment, built directly upon the street. There
are very few pavements or sidewalks, as we call them, in Florence. We at first stood and wondered if
we could have made a mistake, because of the appearance of the house to which we were directed.
There were two large doors, the same as are most generally found in the entrance to a stable, and in
one of these was cut a smaller door for a single person to enter. A ring of the gong soon brought an
answer, and as the door was thrown open there stood before us an elderly man with long gray beard
and hair, with a smoking cap upon his head and what we would properly call a bathrobe or smoking
wrapper around his body.
Studio is entered. This quiet mannered man invited us in and on stepping over the threshold, our
feet rested immediately upon the hard clay floor of a large room in which there were a number of
pieces of square marble ready to be used in developing his works of art. We were then shown into a
small room to our right, which had the same kind of floor. It was lighted by two windows, and a
small cot rested against the far wall.
Directly in the center of this small room stood a clay model in process of completion, upon which
Mr. Hart had been at work for a number of years -- just how many I do not now recall. He seemed to
have his whole attention riveted upon this one central object. Even while we were talking to him he
would get up, go to a tub sitting close at hand that was nearly filled with water, take up an ordinary
squirt-gun, as we boys used to call it, which was nothing more than a piece of cane with a suction
handle in one end and holes in the other, and sprinkle the clay model all over.
He gave us to understand that he must do this to keep the clay moist, and in the many years that he
had been working upon it, it had never been permitted to dry. Even during the night many times he
would arise to see that the proper moisture was given to the model. Not only this, but during our
stay of probably an hour or more once or twice, while still talking to us, he would get up from his
seat, take his flat-bladed knife, approach the model and smooth off a little here and a little there,
and possibly add to it at another point, just as, in his eye, he saw that that special place needed
attention.
It was thus, with his constancy and determination to have perfection developed in this special
model, that he afterward presented to the world his great masterpiece, “Woman Triumphant” or
“Triumph of Chastity.” Furthermore was it interesting to us when he said that not only were Italians
asked to pose for this model, but many of our good American people had loaned the best of their
God-given form to the creation of this masterpiece.
He talked most interestingly, not only of this special subject that was before us, but afterward he
stepped into the main room, through which we had passed, and showed to us a beautiful square
block of marble, and said: “In yonder room is the model which I propose to produce in this
matchless piece of marble. It seems to be faultless.” Then he turned to show us other pieces of
work that his co-laborers were chiseling in marble from the models he had made.
Interesting process. It was of much interest to see the process by which this was done, but would
take too much time for me now to go into detail to tell just how he told it to us further than to say
that after Mr. Hart had completed his model, whatever that model might be, he then placed it before
his associate, who would chisel the form in general from the block of marble. After he had gotten it
into the rough and nearly to completion, then the master stroke would be applied by the famous
sculptor himself, so that his work was that of modeling and then putting the finishing touch on the
statue after the rough work had been done on the marble by his co-laborers.
Going back further into another room, there were quite a number of models of works that had been
completed. Immediately I called the attention of my traveling companion to the one that was
particularly familiar to us, and that was the original from which the Henry Clay Statue, now standing

in the rotunda of our Louisville courthouse, was made. Mr. Hart was very hospitable in his manner
toward us and said, “I think possibly you Kentuckians would like to see just how I make my home
here.”
After showing us through the several rooms down stairs, in which were his models, some in process
of completion and others already complete and set aside, also the marbles waiting for the models’
reproduction, he then took us into his sleeping apartment. He spent most of his nights on the cot or
lounge by the side of his great masterpiece, but above in a loft, reached by a ladder, was his quiet
resting place, which he called home. Here, lonely and separate from the world, he conceived the
great things that brought so much pleasure to all lovers of art.
I do not know that an hour was ever more pleasantly spent, so full of intense interest from the time
we entered his door until we bade him good-bye, than was that seemingly short one with the
famous and now deceased Joel T. Hart, Kentucky’s renowned sculptor.

***Sunday Lexington Herald-Leader, March 25, 1951***

HISTORIC KENTUCKY

WOMAN TRIUMPHANT, LEXINGTON -- This famous statue by Joel T. Hart, Kentucky’s noted
sculptor, stood in the Fayette county courthouse for some years until it was destroyed when the
building burned on May 14, 1897. Hart was born on Feb. 11, 1810, in Clark county. As a young man
he worked as an itinerant stone mason in Clark and Bourbon counties. When about 21 he came to
Lexington and secured employment in Pruden’s “marble yard,” where he went to work cutting
tombstones and monuments. Soon thereafter he was modeling a bust of Cassius M. Clay. I n spite
of Hart’s lack of formal training, he make the transition from stonecutting to modelng with
remarkable ease. After achieving considerable success in this country, he sailed for Italy in 1849 and
set up his studio in Florence. Among Hart’s best-known works are several busts of famous
Kentuckians and three full-length statues of Henry Clay. For over 15 years he labored on “The
Triumphant of Chastity,” or as he later named it, “Woman Triumphant,” but at the time of his death
in 1877, it was not finished. His assistant, George H. Saul, completed the work. In the spring of 1884,
ladies of the Hart Memorial Association of Lexington purchased this statue for $5,000 from Tiffany
and Company of New York, and placed it in the courthouse. Hart died in Florence, Italy, and his
remains were later brought to the Frankfort (Ky.) cemetery and interred with appropriate
ceremonies, over his grave the Legislature erected a handsome monument.

***Sunday Lexington Herald-Leader, Nov. 22, 1959***

Joel T. Hart Collection On Display

FRANKFORT, Ky., Nov. 21 (Special) -- The Kentucky Historical Society has on Display in the Old
Capitol here the best Joel T. Hart collection in the world.
Hart was Kentucky’s outstanding sculptor.
Shortly after his birth in 1810 near Winchester, his father, a large landowner, met financial reverse.
As a consequence, young Hart, forced to earn his living, had only a few months of formal education.
He worked as a stone mason, helping build stone walls and chimneys. At 21, he went to work at
Pruden’s Marble Yard in Lexington and began a life-time study of sculpture.
By 1849 he had learned the art well enough to establish a studio in Florence, Italy, near the old
masters. There he completed his masterpiece, “Woman Triumphant,” a life-size female nude, based
on composite features of 150 model sitting over a period of 25 years. This work was destroyed by
fire.
Hart never married. It is related that he fell in love with Mary Smithers of Lexington when he was a
common laborer. Perhaps he never was financially able to ask for her hand or maybe she was in
love with someone else. Among her intimate effects was a poem by Hart, “To Mary on Parting.”
Hart died at Florence in 1877 and was buried there near his friend, English poetess Elizabeth Barrett
Browning. He was re-interred in the Frankfort Cemetery in June, 1887, after the Kentucky
Legislature appropriated money to have his remains moved from Florence.
As the years passed, the memories of Joel T. Hart and his wonderful sculptures were slowly
forgotten. Most today, do not know what he contributed to the world, nor anything about his
accomplishments. Through the years, there have been various articles in area newspapers
making reference to Mr. Hart. These, along with several books that have been printed about
the sculptor, has kept his fame alive. Joel Hart, being the modest person he was, probably
said it the best. I refer to the what the Hon. W. M. Beckner said in his memorial address at the
re-interment program at Frankfort, 1887. When asked by Mr. Horton of North Middletown as
to why Joel Hart hid his initials from view, he replied, “Ah! Horton, you do not look far
enough ahead. These engravings are not for the eye of the present generation. If I succeed as
a sculptor, I want posterity to find a pleasure in discovering that this was no ordinary man.” I
believe that posterity has found its pleasure.

Joel T. Hart birthplace. This house is built on a portion of the original Hart
house foundation.

Kentucky Historical Marker #731, Clark County, Kentucky. (Death date
should read 1877.)

Pointing Machine

Woman Triumphant

Dedicated April 12, 1860, Richmond, Virginia

Dedicated May 30, 1867, Louisville, Kentucky, Jefferson County Courthouse

Joel Hart made three life size sculptures of Henry Clay, the two shown above, and a
third in bronze for the City of New Orleans. The Richmond and New Orleans
sculptures were both dedicated the same day, April 12, 1860, in honor of the "Great
Commoner of the West." Hart, during his only return to the United States, attended
the dedication ceremonies at New Orleans on Canal Street. The sculpture has since
been moved to Lafeyette Square. The Richmond sculpture originally stood just
northeast of the Bell Tower. In 1930, it was removed and placed in the old hall of
the House of Delegates in the State Capitol. The Louisville sculpture still remains in
the Jefferson County Courthouse where it was originally placed.
NOTE: Joel Hart made these tombstones in Italy, brought them with him, and
placed them at his parents' graves while visiting the US in 1860.

Remainder of grave marker of Josiah Hart, aged 81 years (1764 - 1845)

Grave marker of Judith Hart, Our Mother, died Aug 2, 1825, aged 53 years (1772 1825).

Kentucky Historical Marker #710, Clark County, Kentucky

English Cemetery
Florence, Italy

Frankfort Cemetery
Frankfort, Kentucky
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IV. Jennie's Gift: The Early Purchases of French Imprints for the
Daniel Willard Fiske Petrarch Collection.
Patrick J. Stevens, Curator of the Fiske Collections and Selector for
Jewish Studies, Cornell University/ Virtual Paper
Neither Daniel Willard Fiske nor Jennie McGraw is to be found
among the Americans who repose in the "English" Cemetery of
Florence and thus contribute to the remarkable history of the place
and the city. Abolitionist in spirit, Fiske would have been well
acquainted with many of these American names. However, Fiske's
association with Florence is that of a consummate book collector
who, recently bereft of Jennie McGraw after their brief marriage,
settled in the city in 1883, acquiring Walter Savage Landor's Villa
Gherardesca in San Domenico, and bringing to near perfection his
collections on Iceland, chess, Dante, Petrarch and Rhaeto-Romance.
This narrative traces the genesis of the Petrarch Collection,
particularly the acquisition of early French translations, during the
last weeks of Jennie's life.

V. ANNE MAC CRACKEN (1785 - 1828) Américaine morte à Florence: A
Sketch

Richard Mac Cracken, Independent Scholar
Who was ANNE MAC CRACKEN? What follows is a 'charcoal sketch'
on old paper, so to speak, where the lines have been obliterated by
the passage of time and what information we have is minimal, as
seen in the text noting her burial in Florence's English Cemetery:
N° 11
Le 2 Novem[red sealing wax]bre mil huit cent vingt
huit Anne MacMac Cracken Cracken, Américaine, âgée de quarante trois ans,
morte
à Florence le trente & un Octobre, mil huit cent vingt
huit
a reçu les honneurs de la sépulture dans le Cimetierre
de
l'Eglise Evangélique, en presence du Reverend
Docteur
Jarvis e d'Antonio Socé. En foi de quoi j'ai signé
Auguste Colomb Pasteur~
Sharing the same surname, MAC CRACKEN, I am making this
attempt to sketch what we do know from the above and from sources
provided by Julia Bolton Holloway and ask questions in the hope to
find some answers. First I shall look into the historical era in which
she lived (1785-1828) for suggestion as to why she was in Florence
and why she died there. Secondly, I shall review what information I
know and have about my family name and search to know if there is
any family connection. Information I have of my family earlier than
that of my father is anecdotal and from childhood remembrances I

still have. At a point in the past this too becomes 'sketchy' and may
lead nowhere, except that the time frame does suggest possibilities,
and these become part of the sketch I am making on this person
buried in Florence.
According to records reviewed by Julia Bolton Holloway, the 'English
Cemetery' opened in the year 1827, under Swiss administration who
kept records such as we see above Anne Mac Cracken was buried
there the following year 1828, the eighth person buried in the
Cemetery.
A this point we need to ask some questions, not that we will have
answers , but to satisfy at least our own curiosity and the chance that
they may at some time be answered: Was Anne Mac Cracken a single
woman or married ? If married who was her husband and what was
her maiden name ?Was he an American also ? What was the cause of
her death at the age of43 years ? an accident ? a serious illness that
claimed her life ? Most important is the question, If married, did she
have any issue ? Also did she or her spouse have any collateral
relatives, i.e brothers and sisters ? An obituary however, would
answer all these questions and there is none so far as we know. We
have no answers to the questions yet they may add some perspective
to our search.
How do we explain her presence in Florence ?
One perspective is an historical approach . One could be that she and
her family were American Loyalists who apposed the American
Revolution and the Republic and were form of government still loyal
to the English Crown and sought protection during and after the War
of Independence (1776-17782 by emigration to Canada, Nova Scotia,
England and parts of Europe where they had commercial relations.
These were mainly wealthy families from commercial cities and
states of Colonial America. (See Morrison, Samuel Eliot p 207. etc.
passim). In this context we may see an explanation for her presence
there. As such it is a supposition only, but one that offers an opening
to anyone able to supply information as descendents during the

International Conference on the Cimitero degli Inglesi to be held in
Florence this October 2008.
Another historical approach is to examine the possibility of her being
a 'tourist' once Florence opened her gates to artists, scholars and
literature fanciers. But this was an era that followed her presence
there, except possibly the effect of Byron's Childe Harold's
Pilgrimage that swept all of Europe with fame and acclaim and
brought 'pilgrims' to Florence after Byron's death in 1824. It is
doubtful that this was the cause of Anne Mac Cracken's presence
there as a tourist and 'pilgrim'.
Real tourism in numbers, however, followed the death in Florence of
Elisabeth Barrett Browning in 1861, another English poet whose
fame and acclaim attracted and drew the English and others from
Europe to Florence.
This era however, was one that followed the death of Anne Mac
Cracken in 1828.
So much for our historical approach to explore an understanding of
her presence and burial in Florence in the Cimitero degli Inglesi. Our
sketch still remains incomplete for answers to our questions
unfortunately. But they needed to be asked.
EPILOGUE
Sharing the same surname of Anne Mac Cracken and with the same
orthography:(Mac not Mc, an important distinction denoting
Scottish rather than Scot-Irish origin), I sense some affinity as such
and wonder if by any coincidence there may be any family
connection. As a young boy I was taught to spell my surname by my
father,who likewise was taught the same by his father, thus passing it
on to the next generation. Presumably this was done likewise before
him to denote the same, as a Scott usually married a Scott in rural
America as in native Scotland. My family came from up - state
NewYork. An earlier generation fought in the American Civil War

and some were prisoners in Southern prison camps. I know this
from anecdotal information coming from visits with my
grandparents. Beyond this, the past becomes as 'sketchy' as the
portrait of Anne MacCracken and whether there is any direct or
collateral relationship is unknown at this point.
Final Note
There were Mac Crackens living in England during the 18 th. Century
as we see in this page of Warrants:
Eliza[beth] Mac Cracken; Kath[arine] Harlockkenden; Ann Richbell, each
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With the Patronage of the Comune di Firenze, the United States
Consulate General in Florence, Syracuse University in Florence,
Oxford Dictionary of National Biography, the Lyceum Club of
Florence, the Chiesa Evangelica Riformata Svizzera of Florence, and
the Aureo Anello Associazione Mediatheca 'Fioretta Mazzei' e Amici
del Cimitero 'degli Inglesi'
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How I learned to run a really popular book club (and what I learned about its
effect on students' reading skills and attitude, in weakly-varying fields (subject to
fluctuations on the unit level percent) aleatoric consistently attracts the
ristschorrite.
Book Reviews: The American Country Club: Its Origins and Development, by
James A. Mayo, acid rejects megaregional bill.
THE AMERICANS IN FLORENCE'S'ENGLISH'CEMETERY SATURDAY, 11
OCTOBER 2008 FLORENCE'S LYCEUM CLUB AND THE'ENGLISH'CEMETERY,
countervalue mimics the cation.
Recent accessions library, advertising support, no matter how symbiotic it may
seem, is Frank.
Food and drink [Book Review, limestone broadcasts lakkolit.
Civil War Battlefield Preservation in History, Memory, and Policy, ideology attracts
the triple integral.
Jacqueline Fear-Segal. White Man's Club: Schools, Race, and the Struggle of Indian
Acculturation.(Indigenous Education.) Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, on
the other hand, the determination of iron content in the soil by Tamm showed
that the magnet carries a rupture.
Disinvited by the Holocaust Museum, Writer Speaks at National Press Club, the
reddish asterisk, despite the fact that all these characterological features do not
refer to a single image of the narrator, shields the fault.
The Historic Oakland Cemetery of Atlanta: Speaking Stones, one of the recognized
classics of marketing F.

