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TO THE MEMORY OF
JILL HEISLER JACKS (1956–2003)

TO THE MOST ILLUSTRIOUS AND MOST EXCELLENT SIGNOR COSIMO DE’ MEDICI, DUKE OF FLORENCE
MY MOST HONORED LORD,
Seeing that your Excellency, following in this the footsteps of your most Illustrious ancestors, and incited and urged by your own natural magnanimity, ceases not to favor and to exalt every kind of talent, wheresoever it may be found, and shows particular favor to the arts of design, fondness for their craftsmen,1 and understanding and delight in their beautiful and rare works; I think that you cannot but take pleasure in this labor which I have undertaken, of writing down the lives, the works, the manners, and the circumstances of all those who, finding the arts already dead, first revived them, then step by step nourished and adorned them, and finally brought them to that height of beauty and majesty whereon they stand at the present day. And because these masters have been almost all Tuscans, and most of these Florentines, of whom many have been incited and aided by your most Illustrious ancestors with every kind of reward and honor to put themselves to work, it may be said that in your state, nay, in your most blessed house the arts were born anew, and that through the generosity of your ancestors the world has recovered these most beautiful arts, through which it has been ennobled and embellished.
Wherefore, through the debt which this age, these arts, and these craftsmen owe to your ancestors, and to you as the heir of their virtue and of their patronage of these professions, and through that debt which I, above all, owe them, seeing that I was taught by them, that I was their subject and their devoted servant, that I was brought up under Cardinal Ippolito de’ Medici, and under Alessandro, your predecessor, and that, finally, I am infinitely attached to the blessed memory of the Magnificent Ottaviano de’ Medici, by whom I was supported, loved, and protected while he lived; for all these reasons, I say, and because from the greatness of your worth and of your fortunes there will come much favor for this work, and from your understanding of its subject there will come a better appreciation than from any other for its usefulness and for the labor and the diligence that I have given to its execution, it has seemed to me that to your Excellency alone could it be fittingly dedicated, and it is under your most honored name that I have wished it to come to the hands of men.
Deign, then, Excellency, to accept it, to favor it, and, if this may be granted to it by your exalted thoughts, sometimes to read it; having regard to the nature of the matter therein dealt with and to my pure intention, which has been, not to gain for myself praise as a writer, but as craftsman to praise the industry and to revive the memory of those who, having given life and adornment to these professions, do not deserve to have their names and their works wholly left, even as they were, the prey of death and of oblivion. Besides, at the same time, through the example of so many able men and through so many observations on so many works that I have gathered together in this book, I have thought to help not a little the masters of these exercises and to please all those who therein have taste and pleasure. This I have striven to do with that accuracy and with that good faith which are essential for the truth of history and of things written. But if my writing, being unpolished and as artless as my speech, be unworthy of your Excellency’s ear and of the merits of so many most illustrious intellects; as for them, pardon me that the pen of a draughtsman, such as they too were, has no greater power to give them outline and shadow; and as for yourself, let it suffice me that your Excellency should deign to approve my simple labor, remembering that the necessity of gaining for myself the wherewithal to live has left me no time to exercise myself with any instrument but the brush. Nor even with that have I reached that goal to which I think to be able to attain, now that Fortune promises me so much favor, that, with greater ease and greater credit for myself and with greater satisfaction to others, I may perchance be able, as well with the pen as with the brush, to unfold my ideas to the world, whatsoever they may be. For besides the help and protection for which I must hope from your Excellency, as my liege lord and as the protector of poor followers of the arts, it has pleased the goodness of God to elect as His Vicar on earth the most holy and most blessed Julius III, Supreme Pontiff and a friend and patron of every kind of excellence and of these most excellent and most difficult arts in particular, from whose exalted liberality I expect recompense for many years spent and many labors expended, and up to now without fruit. And not only I, who have dedicated myself to the perpetual service of His Holiness, but all the gifted craftsmen of this age, must expect from him such honor and reward and opportunities for practicing the arts so greatly, that already I rejoice to see these arts arriving in his time at the greatest height of their perfection, and Rome adorned by craftsmen so many and so noble that, counting them with those of Florence, whom your Excellency is calling every day into activity, I hope that someone after our time will have to write a fourth part to my book, enriching it with other masters and other masterpieces than those described by me; in which company I am striving with every effort not to be among the last.
Meanwhile, I am content if your Excellency has good hope of me and a better opinion than that which, by no fault of mine, you have perchance conceived of me; beseeching you not to let me be undone in your estimation by the malignant tales of other men, until at last my life and my works shall prove the contrary to what they say.
Now with that intent to which I hold, always to honor and to serve your Excellency, dedicating to you this my rough labor, as I have dedicated to you every other thing of mine and my own self, I implore you not to disdain to grant it your protection, or at least to appreciate the devotion of him who offers it to you; and recommending myself to your gracious goodness, most humbly do I kiss your hand.
Your Excellency’s most humble Servant,
GIORGIO VASARI,
Painter of Arezzo.

TO THE MOST ILLUSTRIOUS AND MOST EXCELLENT SIGNOR COSIMO DE’ MEDICI, DUKE OF FLORENCE AND SIENA
MY MOST HONORED LORD,
Behold, seventeen years since I first presented to your most Illustrious Excellency the Lives, sketched so to speak, of the most famous painters, sculptors and architects, they come before you again, not indeed wholly finished, but so much changed from what they were and in such wise adorned and enriched with innumerable works, whereof up to that time I had been able to gain no further knowledge, that from my endeavor and in so far as in me lies nothing more can be looked for in them.
Behold, I say, once again they come before you, most Illustrious and truly most Excellent Lord Duke, with the addition of other noble and right famous craftsmen, who from that time up to our own day have passed from the miseries of this life to a better, and of others who, although they are still living in our midst, have labored in these professions to such purpose that they are most worthy of eternal memory. And in truth it has been no small good-fortune for many that I, by the goodness of Him in whom all things have their being, have lived so long that I have almost rewritten this book; seeing that, even as I have removed many things which had been included I know not how, in my absence and without my consent, and have changed others, so too I have added many, both useful and necessary, that were lacking. And as for the likenesses and portraits of so many men of worth which I have placed in this work, whereof a great part have been furnished by the help and co-operation of your Excellency, if they are sometimes not very true to life, and if they all have not that character and resemblance which the vivacity of colors is wont to give them, that is because the drawing and the lineaments have not been taken from the life and are not characteristic and natural; not to mention that a great part of them have been sent me by the friends that I have in various places, and they have not all been drawn by a good hand. Moreover, I have suffered no small inconvenience in this from the distance of those who have engraved these heads, because, if the engravers had been near me, it might perchance have been possible to use in this matter more diligence than has been shown. But however this may be, our lovers of art and our craftsmen, for the convenience and benefit of whom I have put myself to so great pains, must be wholly indebted to your most Illustrious Excellency for whatever they may find in it of the good, the useful, and the helpful, seeing that while engaged in your service I have had the opportunity, through the leisure which it has pleased you to give me and through the management of your many, nay, innumerable treasures, to put together and to give to the world everything which appeared to be necessary for the perfect completion of this work; and would it not be almost impiety, not to say ingratitude, were I to dedicate these Lives to another, or were the craftsmen to attribute to any other than yourself whatever they may find in them to give them help or pleasure? For not only was it with your help and favor that they first came to the light, as now they do again, but you are, in imitation of your ancestors, sole father, sole lord, and sole protector of these our arts. Wherefore it is very right and reasonable that by these there should be made, in your service and to your eternal and perpetual memory, so many most noble pictures and statues and so many marvelous buildings in every manner.
But if we are all, as indeed we are beyond calculation, most deeply obliged to you for these and for other reasons, how much more do I not owe to you, who have always had (would that my brain and my hand had been equal to my desire and right good will) so many valuable opportunities to display my little knowledge, which, whatsoever it may be, fails by a very great measure to counterbalance the greatness and the truly royal magnificence of your mind? But how may I tell? It is in truth better that I should stay as I am than that I should set myself to attempt what would be to the most lofty and noble brain, and much more so to my insignificance, wholly impossible.
Accept then, most Illustrious Excellency, this my book, or rather indeed your book, of the Lives of the craftsmen of design; and like the Almighty God, looking rather at my soul and at my good intentions than at my work, take from me with right good will not what I would wish and ought to give, but what I can.
Your most Illustrious Excellency’s most indebted servant,
GIORGIO VASARI
Florence,
January 9, 1568.

PREFACE TO THE WHOLE WORK
It was the wont of the finest spirits in all their actions, through a burning desire for glory, to spare no labor, however grievous, in order to bring their works to that perfection which might render them impressive and marvelous to the whole world; nor could the humble fortunes of many prevent their energies from attaining to the highest rank, whether in order to live in honor or to leave in the ages to come eternal fame for all their rare excellence. And although, for zeal and desire so worthy of praise, they were, while living, highly rewarded by the liberality of Princes and by the splendid ambition of States, and even after death kept alive in the eyes of the world by the testimony of statues, tombs, medals, and other memorials of that kind; none the less, it is clearly seen that the ravening maw of time has not only diminished by a great amount their own works and the honorable testimonies of others, but has also blotted out and destroyed the names of all those who have been kept alive by any other means than by the right vivacious and pious pens of writers.
Pondering over this matter many a time in my own mind, and recognizing, from the example not only of the ancients but of the moderns as well, that the names of very many architects, sculptors, and painters, both old and modern, together with innumerable most beautiful works wrought by them, are going on being forgotten and destroyed little by little, and in such wise, in truth, that nothing can be foretold for them but a certain and wellnigh immediate death; and wishing to defend them as much as in me lies from this second death, and to preserve them as long as may be possible in the memory of the living; and having spent much time in seeking them out and used the greatest diligence in discovering the native city, the origin, and the actions of the craftsmen, and having with great labor drawn them from the tales of old men and from various records and writings, left by their heirs a prey to dust and food for worms; and finally, having received from this both profit and pleasure, I have judged it expedient, nay rather, my duty, to make for them whatsoever memorial my weak talents and my small judgment may be able to make. In honor, then, of those who are already dead, and for the benefit, for the most part, of all the followers of these three most excellent arts, Architecture, Sculpture, and Painting, I will write the Lives of the craftsmen of each according to the times wherein they lived, step by step from Cimabue down to our own time; not touching on the ancients save in so far as it may concern our subject, seeing that no more can be said of them than those so many writers have said who have come down to our own age. I will treat thoroughly of many things that appertain to the science of one or other of the said arts; but before I come to the secrets of these, or to the history of the craftsmen, it seems to me right to touch a little on a dispute, born and bred between many without reason, as to the sovereignty and nobility, not of architecture, which they have left on one side, but of sculpture and painting; there being advanced, on one side and on the other, many arguments whereof many, if not all, are worthy to be heard and discussed by their craftsmen.
I say, then, that the sculptors, as being endowed, perchance by nature and by the exercise of their art, with a better habit of body, with more blood, and with more energy, and being thereby more hardy and more fiery than the painters, in seeking to give the highest rank to their art, argue and prove the nobility of sculpture primarily from its antiquity, for the reason that God Almighty made man, who was the first statue; and they say that sculpture embraces many more arts as kindred, and has many more of them subordinate to itself than has painting, such as low-relief, working in clay, wax, plaster, wood, and ivory, casting in metals, every kind of chasing, engraving and carving in relief on fine stones and steel, and many others which both in number and in difficulty surpass those of painting. And alleging, further, that those things which stand longest and best against time and can be preserved longest for the use of men, for whose benefit and service they are made, are without doubt more useful and more worthy to be held in love and honor than are the others, they maintain that sculpture is by so much more noble than painting as it is more easy to preserve, both itself and the names of all who are honored by it both in marble and in bronze, against all the ravages of time and air, than is painting, which, by its very nature, not to say by external accidents, perishes in the most sheltered and most secure places that architects have been able to provide. Nay more, they insist that the small number not merely of their excellent but even of their ordinary craftsmen, in contrast to the infinite number of the painters, proves their greater nobility; saying that sculpture calls for a certain better disposition, both of mind and of body, that are rarely found together, whereas painting contents itself with any feeble temperament, so long as it has a hand, if not bold, at least sure; and that this their contention is proved by the greater prices cited in particular by Pliny, by the loves caused by the marvelous beauty of certain statues, and by the judgment of him who made the statue of sculpture of gold and that of painting of silver, and placed the first on the right and the second on the left. Nor do they even refrain from quoting the difficulties experienced before the materials, such as the marbles and the metals, can be got into subjection, and their value, in contrast to the ease of obtaining the panels, the canvases, and the colors, for the smallest prices and in every place; and further, the extreme and grievous labor of handling the marbles and the bronzes, through their weight, and of working them, through the weight of the tools, in contrast to the lightness of the brushes, of the styles, and of the pens, chalk-holders, and charcoals; besides this, that they exhaust their minds together with all the parts of their bodies, which is something very serious compared with the quiet and light work of the painter, using only his mind and hand. Moreover, they lay very great stress on the fact that things are more noble and more perfect in proportion as they approach more nearly to the truth, and they say that sculpture imitates the true form and shows its works on every side and from every point of view, whereas painting, being laid on flat with most simple strokes of the brush and having but one light, shows but one aspect; and many of them do not scruple to say that sculpture is as much superior to painting as is truth to falsehood. But as their last and strongest argument, they allege that for the sculptor there is necessary a perfection of judgment not only ordinary, as for the painter, but absolute and immediate, in a manner that it may see within the marble the exact whole of that figure which they intend to carve from it, and may be able to make many parts perfect without any other model before it combines and unites them together, as Michelagnolo has done divinely well; although, for lack of this happiness of judgment, they make easily and often some of those blunders which have no remedy, and which, when made, bear witness for ever to the slips of the chisel or to the small judgment of the sculptor. This never happens to painters, for the reason that at every slip of the brush or error of judgment that might befall them they have time, recognizing it themselves or being told by others, to cover and patch it up with the very brush that made it; which brush, in their hands, has this advantage over the sculptor’s chisels, that it not only heals, as did the iron of the spear of Achilles, but leaves its wounds without a scar.
To these things the painters, answering not without disdain, say, in the first place, that if the sculptors wish to discuss the matter on the ground of the Scriptures the chief nobility is their own, and that the sculptors deceive themselves very grievously in claiming as their work the statue of our first father, which was made of earth; for the art of this performance, both in its putting on and in its taking off, belongs no less to the painters than to others, and was called “plastice” by the Greeks and “fictoria” by the Latins, and was judged by Praxiteles to be the mother of sculpture, of casting, and of chasing, a fact which makes sculpture, in truth, the niece of painting, seeing that “plastice” and painting are born at one and the same moment from design. And they say that if we consider it apart from the Scriptures, the opinions of the ages are so many and so varied that it is difficult to believe one more than the other; and that finally, considering this nobility as they wish it, in one place they lose and in the other they do not win, as may be seen more clearly in the Preface to the Lives.
After this, in comparison with the arts related and subordinate to sculpture, they say that they have many more than the sculptors, because painting embraces the invention of history, the most difficult art of foreshortening, all the branches of architecture needful for the making of buildings, perspective, coloring in distemper, and the art of working in fresco, an art different and distinct from all the others; likewise working in oils on wood, on stone, and on canvas; illumination, too, an art different from all the others; the staining of glass, mosaics in glass, the art of inlaying and making pictures with colored woods, which is painting; making sgraffito2 work on houses with iron tools; niello work3 and printing from copper, both members of painting; goldsmith’s enameling, and the inlaying of gold for damascening; the painting of glazed figures, and the making on earthenware vessels of scenes and figures to resist the action of water; weaving brocades with figures and flowers, and that most beautiful invention, woven tapestries, that are both convenient and magnificent, being able to carry painting into every place, whether savage or civilized; not to mention that in every department of art that has to be practiced, design, which is our design, is used by all; so that the members of painting are more numerous and more useful than those of sculpture. They do not deny the eternity, for so the others call it, of sculpture, but they say that this is no privilege that should make the art more noble than it is by nature, seeing that it comes simply from the material, and that if length of life were to give nobility to souls, the pine, among the plants, and the stag, among the animals, would have a soul more noble beyond compare than that of men; although they could claim a similar immortality and nobility in their mosaics, seeing that there may be seen some as ancient as the most ancient sculptures that are in Rome, and that they used to be made of jewels and fine stones. And as for their small or smaller number, they declare that this is not because the art calls for a better habit of body and greater judgment, but that it depends wholly on the poverty of their resources and on the little favor, or avarice, as we would rather call it, of rich men, who give them no supply of marble and no opportunity to work; in contrast with what may be believed, nay, seen to have happened in ancient times, when sculpture rose to its greatest height. Indeed, it is manifest that he who cannot use and waste a small quantity of marble and hard stone, which are very costly, cannot have that practice in the art that is essential; he who does not practice does not learn it; and he who does not learn it can do no good. Wherefore they should rather excuse with these arguments the imperfection and the small number of their masters, than seek to deduce nobility from them under false colors. As for the higher prices of sculptures, they answer that, although theirs might be much less, they have not to share them, being content with a boy who grinds their colors and hands them their brushes or their cheap stools, whereas the sculptors, besides the great cost of their material, require many aids and spend more time on one single figure than they themselves do on very many; wherefore their prices appear to come from the quality and the durability of the material itself, from the aids that it requires for its completion, and from the time that is taken in working it, rather than from the excellence of the art itself. And although that does not suffice and no greater price is found, as would be easily seen by anyone who were willing to consider it diligently, let them find a greater price than the marvelous, beautiful, and living gift that Alexander the Great made in return for the most splendid and excellent work of Apelles, bestowing on him, not vast treasures or high estate, but his own beloved and most beautiful Campaspe; let them observe, in addition, that Alexander was young, enamored of her, and naturally subject to the passions of love, and also both a King and a Greek; and then, from this, let them draw what conclusion they please. As for the loves of Pygmalion and of those other rascals no more worthy to be men, cited as proof of the nobility of the art, they know not what to answer, if, from a very great blindness of intellect and from a licentiousness unbridled beyond all natural bounds, there can be made a proof of nobility. As for the man, whosoever he was, alleged by the sculptors to have made sculpture of gold and painting of silver, they are agreed that if he had given as much sign of judgment as of wealth, there would be no disputing it; and finally, they conclude that the ancient Golden Fleece, however celebrated it may be, none the less covered nothing but an unintelligent ram; wherefore neither the testimony of riches nor that of dishonest desires, but those of letters, of practice, of excellence, and of judgment are those to which we must pay attention. Nor do they make any answer to the difficulty of obtaining the marbles and the metals, save this, that it springs from their own poverty and from the little favor of the powerful, as has been said, and not from any degree of greater nobility. To the extreme fatigues of the body and to the dangers peculiar to them and to their works, laughing and without any ado they answer that if greater fatigues and dangers prove greater nobility, the art of quarrying the marbles from the bowels of mountains by means of wedges, levers, and hammers must be more noble than sculpture, that of the blacksmith must surpass the goldsmith’s, and that of masonry must be superior to architecture.
They say, next, that the true difficulties lie rather in the mind than in the body, wherefore those things that from their nature call for more study and knowledge are more noble and excellent than those that avail themselves rather of strength of body; and they declare that since the painters rely more on the worth of the mind than the others, this highest honor belongs to painting. For the sculptors the compasses and squares suffice to discover and apply all the proportions and measurements whereof they have need; for the painters there is necessary, besides the knowledge how to make good use of the aforesaid instruments, an accurate understanding of perspective, for the reason that they have to provide a thousand other things beyond landscapes and buildings, not to mention that they must have greater judgment by reason of the quantity of the figures in one scene, wherein more errors can come than in a single statue. For the sculptor it is enough to be acquainted with the true forms and features of solid and tangible bodies, subordinate on every side to the touch, and moreover of those only that have something to support them. For the painter it is necessary to know the forms not only of all the bodies supported and not supported, but also of all those transparent and intangible; and besides this they must know the colors that are suitable for the said bodies, whereof the multitude and the variety, so absolute and admitting of such infinite extension, are demonstrated better by the flowers, the fruits, and the minerals than by anything else; and this knowledge is supremely difficult to acquire and to maintain, by reason of their infinite variety. They say, moreover, that whereas sculpture, through the stubbornness and the imperfection of the material, does not represent the emotions of the soul save with motion, which does not, however, find much scope therein, and with the mere shape of the limbs and not even of all these; the painters demonstrate them with all the forms of motion, which are infinite, with the shape of the limbs, however subtle they may be, and even with breath itself and the spiritual essence of sight; and that, for greater perfection in demonstrating not only the passions and emotions of the soul but also the events of the future, as living men do, they must have, besides long practice in the art, a complete understanding of physiognomy, whereof that part suffices for the sculptor which deals with the quantity and the quality of the members, without troubling about the quality of colors, as to the knowledge of which anyone who judges by the eye knows how useful and necessary it is for the true imitation of nature, whereunto the closer a man approaches the more perfect he is.
After this they add that whereas sculpture, taking away bit by bit, at one and the same time gives depth to and acquires relief for those things that have solidity by their own nature, and makes use of touch and sight, the painters, in two distinct actions, give relief and depth to a flat surface with the help of one single sense; and this, when it has been done by a person intelligent in the art, has caused many great men, not to speak of animals, to stand fast in the most pleasing illusion, which has never been seen to be done by sculpture, for the reason that it does not imitate nature in a manner that may be called as perfect as their own. And finally, in answer to that complete and absolute perfection of judgment which is required for sculpture, by reason of its having no means to add where it takes away; declaring, first, that such mistakes are irreparable, as the others say, and not to be remedied save by patches, which, even as in garments they are signs of poverty of wardrobe, so too both in sculpture and in pictures are signs of poverty of intellect and judgment; and saying, further, that patience, at its own leisure, by means of models, protractors, squares, compasses, and a thousand other devices and instruments for enlarging, not only preserves them from mistakes but enables them to bring their whole work to its perfection; they conclude, then, that this difficulty which they put down as the greater is nothing or little when compared to those which the painters have when working in fresco, and that the said perfection of judgment is in no way more necessary for sculptors than for painters, it being sufficient for the former to execute good models in wax, clay, or something else, even as the latter make their drawings on corresponding materials or on cartoons; and that finally, the quality that little by little transfers their models to the marble is rather patience than aught else.
But let us consider about judgment, as the sculptors wish, and see whether it is not more necessary to one who works in fresco than to one who chisels in marble. For here not only is there no place for patience or for time, which are most mortal enemies to the union of the plaster and the colors, but the eye does not see the true colors until the plaster is well dry, nor can the hand judge of anything but of the soft or the dry, in a manner that anyone who were to call it working in the dark, or with spectacles of colors different from the truth, would not in my belief be very far wrong. Nay, I do not doubt at all that such a name is more suitable for it than for intaglio, for which wax serves as spectacles both true and good. They say, too, that for this work it is necessary to have a resolute judgment, to foresee the end in the fresh plaster and how the work will turn out on the dry; besides that the work cannot be abandoned so long as the plaster is still fresh, and that it is necessary to do resolutely in one day what sculpture does in a month. And if a man has not this judgment and this excellence, there are seen, on the completion of his work or in time, patches, blotches, corrections, and colors superimposed or retouched on the dry, which is something of the vilest, because afterwards mold appears and reveals the insufficiency and the small knowledge of the craftsmen, even as the pieces added in sculpture lead to ugliness; not to mention that when it comes about that the figures in fresco are washed, as is often done after some time to restore them, what has been worked on the fresh plaster remains, and what has been retouched on the dry is carried away by the wet sponge.
They add, moreover, that whereas the sculptors make two figures together, or at the most three, from one block of marble, they make many of them on one single panel, with all those so many and so varied aspects which the sculptors claim for one single statue, compensating with the variety of their postures, foreshortenings, and attitudes, for the fact that the work of the sculptors can be seen from every side; even as Giorgione da Castelfranco did once in one of his pictures, wherein a figure with its back turned, having a mirror on either side, and a pool of water at its feet, shows its back in the painting, its front in the pool, and its sides in the mirrors, which is something that sculpture has never been able to do. In addition to this, they maintain that painting leaves not one of the elements unadorned and not abounding with all the excellent things that nature has bestowed on them, giving its own light and its own darkness to the air, with all its varieties of feeling, and filling it with all the kinds of birds together; to water, its clearness, the fishes, the mosses, the foam, the undulations of the waves, the ships, and all its various moods; and to the earth, the mountains, the plains, the plants, the fruits, the flowers, the animals, and the buildings; with so great a multitude of things and so great a variety of their forms and of their true colors, that nature herself many a time stands in a marvel thereat; and finally, giving to fire so much of its heat and light that it is clearly seen burning things, and, almost quivering with its flames, rendering luminous in part the thickest darkness of the night. Wherefore it appears to them that they can justly conclude and declare that contrasting the difficulties of the sculptors with their own, the labors of the body with those of the mind, the imitation of the mere form with the imitation of the impression, both of quantity and of quality, that strikes the eye, the small number of the subjects wherein sculpture can and does demonstrate its excellence with the infinite number of those which painting presents to us (not to mention the perfect preservation of them for the intellect and the distribution of them in those places wherein nature herself has not done so); and finally, weighing the whole content of the one with that of the other, the nobility of sculpture, as shown by the intellect, the invention, and the judgment of its craftsmen, does not correspond by a great measure to that which painting enjoys and deserves. And this is all that on the one side and on the other has come to my ears that is worthy of consideration.
But because it appears to me that the sculptors have spoken with too much heat and the painters with too much disdain, and seeing that I have long enough studied the works of sculpture and have ever exercised myself in painting, however small, perhaps, may be the fruit that is to be seen of it; none the less, by reason of that which it is worth, and by reason of the undertaking of these writings, judging it my duty to demonstrate the judgment that I have ever made of it in my own mind (and may my authority avail the most that it can), I will declare my opinion surely and briefly over such a dispute, being convinced that I will not incur any charge of presumption or of ignorance, seeing that I will not treat of the arts of others, as many have done before to the end that they might appear to the crowd intelligent in all things by means of letters, and as happened, among others, to Phormio the Peripatetic of Ephesus, who, in order to display his eloquence, lecturing and making disputation about the virtues and parts of the excellent captain, made Hannibal laugh not less at his presumption than at his ignorance.
I say, then, that sculpture and painting are in truth sisters, born from one father, that is, design, at one and the same birth, and have no precedence one over the other, save insomuch as the worth and the strength of those who maintain them make one craftsman surpass another, and not by reason of any difference or degree of nobility that is in truth to be found between them. And although by reason of the diversity of their essence they have many different advantages, these are neither so great nor of such a kind that they do not come exactly into balance together and that we do not perceive the infatuation or the obstinacy, rather than the judgment, of those who wish one to surpass the other. Wherefore it may be said with reason that one and the same soul rules the bodies of both, and by reason of this I conclude that those do evil who strive to disunite and to separate the one from the other. Heaven, wishing to undeceive us in this matter and to show us the kinship and union of these two most noble arts, has raised up in our midst at various times many sculptors who have painted and many painters who have worked in sculpture, as will be seen in the Life of Antonio del Pollaiuolo, of Leonardo da Vinci, and of many others long since passed away. But in our own age the Divine Goodness has created for us Michelagnolo Buonarroti, in whom both these arts shine forth so perfect and appear so similar and so closely united, that the painters marvel at his pictures and the sculptors feel for the sculptures wrought by him supreme admiration and reverence. On him, to the end that he might not perchance need to seek from some other master some convenient resting-place for the figures that he wrought, nature has bestowed so generously the science of architecture, that without having need of others he has strength and power within himself to give to this or the other image made by himself an honorable and suitable resting-place, in a manner that he rightly deserves to be called the king of sculptors, the prince of painters, and the most excellent of architects, nay rather, of architecture the true master. And indeed we can affirm with certainty that those do in no way err who call him divine, seeing that he has within his own self embraced the three arts most worthy of praise and most ingenious that are to be found among mortal men, and that with these, after the manner of a God, he can give us infinite delight. And let this suffice for the dispute raised between the factions, and for our own opinion.
Now, returning to my first intention, I say that, wishing in so far as it lies within the reach of my powers to drag from the ravening maw of time the names of the sculptors, painters, and architects, who, from Cimabue to the present day, have been of some notable excellence in Italy, and desiring that this my labor may be no less useful than it has been pleasant to me in the undertaking, it appears to me necessary, before we come to the history, to make as briefly as may be an introduction to these three arts, wherein those were valiant of whom I am to write the Lives, to the end that every gracious spirit may first learn the most notable things in their professions, and afterwards may be able with greater pleasure and benefit to see clearly in what they were different among themselves, and how great adornment and convenience they give to their countries and to all who wish to avail themselves of their industry and knowledge.
I will begin, then, with architecture, as the most universal and the most necessary and useful to men, and as that for the service and adornment of which the two others exist; and I will expound briefly the varieties of stone, the manners or methods of construction, with their proportions, and how one may recognize buildings that are good and well-conceived. Afterwards, discoursing of sculpture, I will tell how statues are wrought, the form and the proportion that are looked for in them, and of what kind are good sculptures, with all the most secret and most necessary precepts. Finally, treating of painting, I will speak of draughtsmanship, of the methods of coloring, of the perfect execution of any work, of the quality of the pictures themselves, and of whatsoever thing appertains to painting; of every kind of mosaic, of niello, of enameling, of damascening, and then, lastly, of the printing of pictures. And in this way I am convinced that these my labors will delight those who are not engaged in these pursuits, and will both delight and help those who have made them a profession. For not to mention that in the Introduction they will review the methods of working, and that in the Lives of the craftsmen themselves they will learn where their works are, and how to recognize easily their perfection or imperfection and to discriminate between one manner and another, they will also be able to perceive how much praise and honor that man deserves who adds upright ways and goodness of life to the excellencies of arts so noble. Kindled by the praise that those so constituted have obtained, they too will aspire to true glory. Nor will little fruit be gathered from the history, true guide and mistress of our actions, in reading of the infinite variety of innumerable accidents that befell the craftsmen, sometimes by their own fault and very often by chance.
It remains for me to make excuse for having on occasion used some words of indifferent Tuscan, whereof I do not wish to speak, having ever taken thought to use rather the words and names particular and proper to our arts than the delicate or choice words of precious writers. Let me be allowed, then, to use in their proper speech the words proper to our craftsmen, and let all content themselves with my good will, which has bestirred itself to produce this result not in order to teach to others what I do not know myself, but through a desire to preserve this memory at least of the most celebrated craftsmen, seeing that in so many decades I have not yet been able to see one who has made much record of them. For I have wished with these my rough labors, adumbrating their noble deeds, to repay to them in some measure the debt that I owe to their works, which have been to me as masters for the learning of whatsoever I know, rather than, living in sloth, to be a malignant critic of the works of others, blaming and decrying them as men are often wont to do. But it is now time to come to our business.

INTRODUCTION
Philip Jacks
I
In April 1547 Paolo Giovio wrote to Giorgio Vasari to encourage him “in compiling the beautiful book about the famous painters, which will certainly make you immortal.” For an artist of humble beginnings, whose ancestors had practiced as potters and saddle painters, Vasari could not have imagined that within a few years his literary fame would all but eclipse what he had achieved in his still-fledgling artistic career. The publication of Le Vite de’ più Eccellenti Architetti, Pittori, et Scultori Italiani, da Cimabue insino a’ nostri Tempi in March 1550 quickly earned its author a privileged position at the court of Duke Cosimo I in Florence. For two decades, until his death in 1574, Vasari was arguably the most prominent figure within the circle of Medici patronage. Painter, architect, and impresario, he stood for a generation of artists who by engaging in literary pursuits sought to raise the status of their profession.
Born in 1511 in the Tuscan hilltown of Arezzo, Giorgio began his artistic training under the stained-glass master Guillaume de Marcillat. In 1524 his father, Antonio, arranged through Cardinal Silvio Passerini for the boy to be brought to Florence, where he apprenticed under the painter Andrea del Sarto and then with the sculptor Baccio Bandinelli. Giorgio’s passion for research soon became apparent. In 1529 he spent two months immersed in the study of painting at the home of Vittorio Ghiberti, where he came upon important manuscripts and drawings left by Vittorio’s celebrated great-grandfather Lorenzo. Similarly, through his friendship with Ridolfo del Ghirlandaio, Vasari gained access to the records kept by the painter’s father, Domenico, in whose workshop the young Michelangelo had learned the art of fresco. So began Giorgio’s two lifelong interests as historian and collector.
In 1529 Florence came under siege, as Pope Clement VII with the imperial armies behind him forced the restoration of Medici rule. Vasari returned to Arezzo, then in 1532 he made his way to Rome in the household of Cardinal Ippolito de’ Medici. There his career intersected with that of another aspiring painter, Francesco Salviati. The two sketched tirelessly from the frescoes of Raphael in the Vatican Palace. In 1534, with the death of Clement, Vasari returned to Florence. He continued his education in the arts and letters under a new protector, Ottaviano de’ Medici, treasurer to Duke Alessandro de’ Medici. But the duke’s assassination by his cousin Lorenzino in 1537 darkened Vasari’s outlook on the city and hastened his departure. Over the next decade he traveled widely, executing commissions in Bologna, Venice, Naples, Rome, Rimini, and Ravenna.
As early as 1542 Vasari had begun to compile notes during these extended journeys—jotting descriptions of altarpieces in churches and narrative cycles in remote monasteries, or paying visits to artists in their studios. Vasari’s venture into the profession of letters, according to his own account, came four years later. He had been hired by Cardinal Alessandro Farnese to paint scenes from the life of his grandfather Paul III for the  salone of his palace in Rome, the Cancelleria. In the evenings Vasari would often attend dinners hosted by his illustrious patron, followed by learned discussions among the guests. One such evening the conversation turned to Giovio, bishop of Nocera, who at the time was engaged on his Museo, a collection of miniature portraits accompanied by epitaphs of famous men. As Vasari recalled:
Monsignor Giovio said that he had always had and still had a great desire to add to his museum and his book of Elegies a treatise with an account of the men who had been illustrious in the art of design from Cimabue down to our own times. Enlarging on this, he showed that he had certainly great knowledge and judgment in the matters of our arts; but that, being content to treat the subject in gross, he did not consider it in detail, and often, in speaking of those craftsmen, either confused their names, surnames, birthplaces, and works, or did not relate things exactly as they were, but rather, as I have said, in gross. When Giovio had finished his discourse, the Cardinal turned to me and said: “What do you say, Giorgio? Will not that be a fine work and a noble labor?” “Fine, indeed, most illustrious Excellency,” I answered, “if Giovio be assisted by someone of our arts to put things in their places and relate them as they really are. That I say because, although his discourse has been marvelous, he has confused and mistaken many things one for another.”
Taking up this challenge, Cardinal Farnese put into Vasari’s hands the task of supplying a summary and chronological outline of all the modern practitioners (artefici) of his craft, from which Giovio could then flesh out a proper history. Twenty years earlier Giovio had composed his own biographies of Leonardo, Raphael, and Michelangelo— learned excursuses in Latin with only cursory reference to specific works. Realizing his limitations, Giovio soon urged Vasari to take on the project alone. Two other literati in the Farnese circle, Annibale Caro and Claudio Tolomei, offered further encouragement. Vasari accepted, admittedly with some reluctance: “ . . . I set my hand to it, with the intention of giving it, when finished, to one of them, that he might revise and correct it, and then publish it under a name other than mine.”
In actuality, Vasari was already well along on the Lives. By July 1547 he finished a working draft, and in October of that year, while employed at the Montolivetan monastery of S. Maria di Scolca outside Rimini, he consigned the manuscript to its rector, Don Gianmatteo Faetani, to produce a fair copy. Even as the Lives was published, Vasari regarded the book as essentially a work in progress. With a modesty part real, part feigned, he concluded the second volume by referring to his text as simply “a note, memory or sketch of what I meant, to which some fortunate talent [felice ingegno] might celebrate with greater voice and more lofty style.”
Whatever he lacked in the way of literary credentials, Vasari could draw upon his Aretine roots for inspiration. First and foremost was Francesco Petrarca, whose ancestral home stood only a few blocks from where Vasari built his signorial palace after 1540. Not only had Petrarca cultivated the idea of literary immortality, but he was also a friend of the Sienese painter Simone Martini and an astute critic of the visual arts. In his Lives of Dante and Petrarca the celebrated humanist Lionardo Bruni paralleled Petrarca’s revival of ancient letters to Giotto’s achievement in the field of painting. Both had brought light to the darkness that had descended on Italy during the Middle Ages.
As an artist in his own right, Vasari did not hesitate to graft his own genealogy into the Lives. He insisted to his printers that the frontispiece to each volume bear his title as Pittore Aretino. His ancestors had taken their name from the vasai, potters, who worked in the red clay particular to this region of Tuscany. Lazzaro di Niccolò (1399–1468), Giorgio’s great-grandfather, had moved the family from Cortona to Arezzo, where he probably collaborated with Piero della Francesca, then at work on a fresco cycle in the church of S. Francesco. Vasari exaggerated the stature of Lazzaro—all that is known of his oeuvre is a few processional banners—but his ancestor provided the artistic link from one generation to another. Luca Signorelli, in his youth, had lived in Arezzo at the house of Lazzaro while assisting his master Piero. Years later, as a celebrated master in his own right, Signorelli traveled from his hometown of Cortona to oversee the installation of an altarpiece in Arezzo. On that visit he lodged in the home of Vasari’s father, Antonio, whom Signorelli counseled on how to educate the eight-year-old Giorgio. Thenceforth, he would devote himself to drawing and the study of letters. Other episodes in his artistic upbringing are interwoven throughout the Lives, most notably in the case of Michelangelo. On his first arrival in Florence, Vasari recalls, he assisted the great master on the New Sacristy in S. Lorenzo. However dubious this claim, Vasari could point more generally to the fact that Michelangelo had been born in Caprese, a town in the Casentino near Arezzo whence hailed Giorgio’s earliest forebears.
II
Vasari saw the germination of the Lives as a collective enterprise and one born out of a long tradition. The most complete account from classical antiquity is contained in the Natural History of Pliny the Elder (A.D. 23–79). A Roman polymath whose interests ranged from zoology to mineralogy, Pliny plotted the course of naturalistic representation from the shadow painting of cave dwellers to the Hellenistic art of his own age. His shaping of art history as a progression of technical ability held a particular appeal for the Florentine sculptor Lorenzo Ghiberti, who around 1445 devoted the second book of his Commentaries to an account of the “new art” beginning with Giotto and ending with his own celebrated bronze doors for the Baptistry. Ghiberti wished to add a theoretical foundation to the manual skill of his craft, in much the same way as Leon Battista Alberti had done for painting in his treatise Della Pittura (1436). Although Vasari mined extensively from the Commentaries, he criticized Ghiberti for inflating his own career at the expense of fellow artists. Ghiberti’s bias was no more blatant than in the case of his rival, Filippo Brunelleschi. In the 1480s, the humanist Antonio di Tuccio Manetti rendered the score, as it were, by vindicating the reputation of the architect at Ghiberti’s expense. Albeit polemical in tone, Manetti’s Vita di Brunellesco laid forth a three-stage view of the history of architecture from Roman antiquity to the present. Beginning with “the origins of those buildings which are called alla antica,” Italy then fell to the incursions of foreign barbarians, who introduced the odious maniera tedesca, the “German” or “Gothic” manner. This was brought to an end through the study of ancient ruins and the recovery of the classical style (buon stile antico ) led by Brunelleschi. Raphael, in his famous memorandum to Leo X composed around 1518, followed much this same view, merely substituting his contemporary Bramante as the one who carried this evolution full circle.
In the early sixteenth century dilettantes outside the profession began to collect material on the lives of artists. One compilation by a Florentine merchant, Antonio Billi, written over the period 1506–30, comprises short biographies from Cimabue to Michelangelo laced with colorful anecdotes. Vasari borrowed liberally from Billi’s Libro, as did the anonymous author of the Notizie sopra l’Arte degli Antichi e quella de’ Fiorentini da Cimabue a Michelangelo Buonarroti. The Anonimo Magliabecchiano, as he has come to be known, began his work around 1537. The text includes an exhaustive litany of Greek and Roman artists as a prologue to their modern counterparts. It ends with a description of Michelangelo’s Last Judgment, unveiled in 1541, which the Anonimo deems unsurpassed in his day “and perhaps even for centuries to come.”
III
Plutarch, in writing of Alexander the Great, felt compelled to explain why he had not included every deed of this illustrious general: “for it is not Histories I am writing, but Lives.” This distinction was equally important to Vasari, who sifted and edited from the oeuvre of each artist in mind of an overarching purpose for the Vite. From his conversations with living artists, Vasari tapped into a knowledge beyond the chronology of specific works. What he garnered about their personalities and idiosyncracies formed a particular theme around which to construct each vita. These were to be seen as models of instruction— paragons, to quote John Shearman—for the next generation. For Vasari the writer, this meant introducing moral judgments—not just about those long since deceased, but of his colleagues as well. To modern readers Vasari may seem heavy-handed in undercutting his rivals by casting them into oblivion or impugning their character. To Renaissance viewers, on the other hand, the conduct and inner psyche of the artist were inseparable from the meaning that might be drawn from his work. The Neoplatonist philosopher Marsilio Ficino had theorized that the soul of the artist was drawn to a higher form of beauty through an elemental affinity between subject and object. When Leonardo da Vinci wrote in his Treatise on Painting “every painter depicts himself ” (ogni pittore dipinge se), he did not mean that the aim of every artist is auto-mimesis. Nor was this the belief of Michelangelo, who, according to Vasari, used to say that “every painter portrays himself ” (ogni pittore ritrae se medesimo). Rather, it implied that the artist necessarily perceives the world around him after his own likeness. How the artist represents what he sees is determined by innate aesthetic criteria— what Vasari calls giudizio (judgment), which artists continually refine through experience and observation.
Within the narrative structure of the Vite, art is made to mirror life and vice versa. Donatello, like the ancient king Pygmalion before his beloved statue of Galatea, implores his Zuccone to speak. As the measure of Donatello’s greatness, Vasari points to the figure of an angel in the Cavalcanti Annunciation, whose “humility and gratitude . . . are due to one who presents an unexpected gift, and the more when the gift is a great one.” Donato’s very identity is synonymous with his name: the gift (dono) he has bestowed (donato) on the world through his art. So, too, the paintings of Antonio Allegri, better known as Correggio, bring happiness (allegria) to all those who look upon them. Conversely, when artists deviate from the order of Nature, it is invariably a signal of some flaw or aberration in their own character. As Uccello engrossed himself in the tricks of perspective—“striving against the limitations of his powers”—he abandoned his wife’s bed to commit adultery with his mistress Prospettiva. In the case of Properzia de’ Rossi, the only female artist to be given a separate vita, Vasari shows a particular curiosity, having spent several months in Bologna around the time of her death. As a scultrice, Properzia was even more of an anomaly to the profession, for sculpture required not just artistry but brute strength. Almost by necessity, her art became an outlet for “the raging fire of her own passion.” Her love for a handsome gentleman gone unrequited, she projected this longing onto the adulterous figure of Potiphar’s wife, wantonly grabbing at Joseph as he flees from her bed. This relief on the façade of S. Petronio, “the vast delight of all Bologna,” should have brought her success. But the illusion of art touched too close to life, as it seemed to Vasari, and Properzia’s promising career ended in shame.
IV
The Vite was first published in Florence from the press of Laurens Lenaerts van der Beke (Italianized as Lorenzo Torrentino). The present edition omits the author’s lengthy introductions (proemi) on the technical aspects of architecture, sculpture, and painting, which follow in the workshop tradition of Cennini’s Libro dell’Arte. Painters and sculptors had engaged in debate over the superiority of one medium over another. In 1546 Benedetto Varchi, head of the Florentine Academy, circulated a questionnaire soliciting artists’ opinions on the paragone. Vasari took neither side, instead reserving the highest status for disegno, a term that entails as much the intellectual process of design as the manual skill of drawing. “ [D]isegno, father of our three arts . . . is none other than a visible expression and declaration of the inner concept, and of that which others have imagined and given form to in their idea.” Just as drawing was the preparatory stage to painting, so it is drawing that heralds the rebirth (rinascita) of painting in the person of Cimabue, who whiles away his days sketching sheep in the fields. This sensitivity to nature was precisely what had been stifled by the Byzantine style of mosaic decoration that pervaded Italy during the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. Vasari saw these practitioners as foreign intruders, followers of the maniera greca (“Greek manner”), and their iconic form of representation an affront to the naturalistic tradition inherited from classical antiquity.
For Vasari drawings had an intrinsic value, and he collected them assiduously throughout his career. Drawing revealed the essential handprint of the artist. As a student, Vasari mastered the style of such masters as Bandinelli, Raphael, and Parmigianino by copying their graphic technique. He mounted the originals in a special album, known as the Libro de’ Disegni, adding elaborate cartouches for each of the specimens, which he classified by attribution and chronology. On Giorgio’s death in 1574, his brother Pietro bequeathed the Libro to Grand Duke Francesco I; its pages were later dispersed among private collectors.
Vasari divided the Lives into three sections corresponding to the three ages, each defined by a progression in artistic style. Here the term maniera is applied liberally, both to a period and to the distinctive manner of individual artists. In the first, ending with Neri di Bicci, artists turned to nature as their model. In the second, beginning with Jacopo della Quercia, artists applied the laws of perspective and optics to recording the world around them. In the third, the maniera moderna,  artists looked beyond the imitation of nature to a higher form of synthesis in the realm of the ideal. Perugino, the master of Raphael, marks the end of the second section in the Torrentino edition, whereas his contemporary Leonardo marks the advent of modernity. Admittedly there were chronological inconsistencies with such an outline; in the case of Donatello, Vasari concedes that the sculptor’s works might just as easily have been included in the third section if he’d been born half a century later.
V
In early August 1550, only five months after release of the Vite, Vasari received his first critical response—from no less than Michelangelo. “But I do not marvel that you,” he wrote, “who restore dead men to life, should lengthen the life of the living, or rather, that you should steal from death for an unlimited period those barely alive.” Vasari, in obeisance to the dicta of classical rhetoric, had accorded lives only to the deceased. The one exception was Michelangelo, then aged seventy-five, whose vita provided a fitting conclusion to the two volumes. Contemporaries had dubbed Michelangelo il divino, and it was natural that Vasari present his life in hagiographic terms. But other critics were less willing to concede Michelangelo’s artistic supremacy. Ludovico Dolce, in his dialogue L’Aretino of 1554, argued for the superiority of Venetian painters, above all Titian, in their primacy of color (colorito) over drawing ( disegno), as perfected by Michelangelo and the Tusco-Roman circle. In response to such controversy, Vasari began as early as 1557 to amplify the  Vite, particularly regarding the Venetian painters. He solicited information from contacts around Italy, then in 1566 he traveled to several new cities to inspect works firsthand. The Flemish painter Lambert Lombard, through his association with Domenico Lampsonio, archbishop of Lièges, supplied Vasari with material on northern artists, apparently in the hope of being rewarded with a vita of his own.
The second edition, published in 1568 by the Florentine press of I Giunti, comprised three volumes at three times the length. Vasari’s erudite adviser, Vincenzo Borghini, spedaliere of the Orphans’ Hospital in Florence, called the Innocenti, assisted in the selection of artists and composed several of the theoretical passages in the proemi. Borghini chose a verse from Virgil’s Aeneid for the frontispiece to the first volume. “As long as this History survives,” he noted, “it could not reasonably be said that so many noble artists had tasted death or remained buried, but that they live still through their works.” To give animus to his subjects, Vasari inserted woodcut portraits before each of their Lives. A number of artists had died in the intervening years: Baccio Bandinelli, Jacopo da Pontormo, Battista Franco, Francesco Salviati, Giovan Angelo Montorsoli, Daniele da Volterra, Taddeo Zuccaro, and, most notably, Michelangelo. Vasari distinguished these vite from the  descrizioni given to Titian and the sculptor Jacopo Sansovino, both still practicing in Venice. Following were various notices of Flemish masters (among whom he included Albrecht Dürer) and fellow members of the Accademia del Disegno, founded under the protection of Cosimo I in 1563. Vasari ended with a descrizione of his own career.
In its revised and expanded form, the Vite enjoyed instant success. A cardinal passing through Florence in 1570 wrote to Vasari how pleased he was to have procured a copy, as it had already gone out of print. Yet Vasari still had his detractors: Federigo Zuccaro criticized the  vita of his brother Taddeo for the author’s shameless vaunting of Florentine artists. Federigo, an artist of Umbrian origin who completed Vasari’s frescoes inside the cupola of Florence cathedral, felt the Vite slighted the contributions of artistic schools outside Tuscany. The Zuccari had meanwhile established their own academy in Rome. Similar opposition to Vasari came from the brothers Ludovico and Annibale Carracci, who had founded the Accademia degli Incamminati in Bologna. They attacked the accuracy of Vasari’s facts as well as his bias toward the Mannerist aesthetic, which pitted painting against the ideal of classical sculpture. “The ignorant Vasari is not aware that the good ancient masters took their things from life, and he would have it instead that it would be better to copy secondary sources in the antique rather than the primary and principal things from life; but he does not understand this art.” A more measured appreciation came from Giovan Paolo Lomazzo, who defended Vasari in his Idea del Tempio della Pittura  of 1590: “[I]t is not possible for one who writes to satisfy everyone universally and rarely does it happen that all his readers take in equally the most salient aspect of his efforts.”
Vasari’s critics notwithstanding, the genre to which he had given birth remained de rigueur for nearly two centuries. Carel van Mander acknowledged that the Vite had “much enlightened” him in the preparation of his Schilder-Boek published in Haarlem in 1604. If Van Mander could ask pardon of his readers for writing of contemporary painters, this hardly concerned the popular seventeenth-century biographers Giovanni Passeri, Giovanni Pietro Bellori, and Giovanni Baglione, who began their vite where Vasari’s had left off. Filippo Baldinucci’s compendious Notizie de’ professori del disegno (1681–1728), although it still privileged drawing as the cornerstone of academic training, marked a turning point
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