
TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK 
 

Milano, April 20th, 1818 
[…] 
This cathedral is a most astonishing work of art. It is built of white marble, and cut into pinnacles 
of immense height, and the utmost delicacy of workmanship, and loaded with sculpture. The effect 
of it, piercing the solid blue with those groups of dazzling spires, relieved by the serene depth of 
this Italian heaven, or by moonlight when the stars seem gathered among those clustered shapes, is 
beyond any thing I had imagined architecture capable of producing. The interior, though very 
sublime, is of a more earthly character, and with its stained glass and massy granite columns 
overloaded with antique figures, and the silver lamps, that burn for ever under the canopy of black 
cloth beside the brazen altar and the marble fretwork of the dome, give it the aspect of some 
gorgeous sepulchre. There is one solitary spot among those aisles, behind the altar, where the light 
of day is dim and yellow under the storied window, which I have chosen to visit, and read Dante 
there. 
[…] 


