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ing. He has once or twice "hit it,"
undeniably, however, as in " The Ol
Favorite," and the " Girl With
Chickenis," two symupathetic and well
executed pictures.

Wim. Cruickshank has a inagnificent
strength and vigor in his drawing, but
his color effects often lack feelin.
What progress,i f any, Mi.Cruick sh ank
lias lately niade is not known to the
general public, for lie lias ceased to
exhibit. Miss S. S. Tully bas also
grand vigor in lier drawing, but with
lier oils she lias so far failed to do
anything brilliant. Whether indo-
lence or indifference is the cause it is
hard to say. Her pastel portraits are
effective and artistically beautiful i
all points. Mrs. M. H. Reid is a still
life painter, but a perfect artist: lier
works are unpretentious, but iever
fail to delight.

There are a nuniber of Canalians
whose works are of great excellence,
but which the Canatdian public are
entirely unfaniliar with: Paul Peel,
for instance, and Henry Sandlhain, of
Boston. One New Brunswick painter
whose works never penetrate Western
Canada, but whose work is distinc-
tively original, is Charles Ward. He
has been written of as follows, and if
his art is as great as his conscience lhe
certainly deserves a high place:

" Mr. Ward is one of the very few who
still have any love and rever-ence foi the
poor Indian. And I)eing an ardent spotrts-
man as welil as an artist, lie has spent
many imtonths an(l years in the woods with
the Ind ian hunteris, and, though he does
not idealhze them in his pietures, lie sio Ws
in his mîîarvellous realisn hislintense sym-
pathy for the dying anti degraded race
whose nobility cannot survive in an age of
ilron and comiercial hierarehies. li his
methods Mr. Ward is evidently a disciple
of Misso nier, aithougl his su bjects and
his technique are essentially individnal.
ae is alinost ex l sively a genre p-intei,
and bis thenwe is alIways Anuiean(111
usually, his favorite Indian frequently,
sone phas- of baek woocs' life."

Then there are the sculptors, Hamu-
ilton McCarthy, Dunbar, Frith and
others, who are fighting a dishearten-
ing battle as yet in tbe countrv. Mr.
McCarthy bas attained somtie (iistinc-
tion with the Williais monument, a
nagnificent work. He works un-
evenly and •soietines fails, but his
portrait busts have lignity, truth and
soime little artistic feeling.

Thtese artists spoken of are not the
onily Imen who produce work that is a
Crelit to the country : but the limits
of this article forbid a letailed and
tech unical consideration of the hundreds
of workers. It will be seen that the
comnuercial population of Canada sup-
ports a nîubilîer of ien whose work
eould nîot fail to coimîuand respect
anyvwlere. liat the liveliliood an
artist obtains im Canada is somiew'lat
precarious nio one can deny : but tlat
the artist's existence u C'anada is a
no More ungtTrateful and unpleasant
onie thain any other walk im life is
equally true. In a new and coin-
inercial country, such as ours, the

artist who earns butter for his bread
inust necessarily be soiething of a
iusiness nan and a diploiat and it is
in this that nany artists fail, and find
itterness im everythiiig and every-

body.
A favorite expression that is used

by people dissatistied with the Can-
adian people's lack of appreciation
for artistic eflort is the descriptive
one of "Iteef-eaters." Certainly, Can-
aiians are beef-eaters, inasmnucl as
they will deny tleiselves no roast
i eef for the sake of luanging paint-
ings in tlheir drîawinlg-r'ooms. The
lact is unuleiable that on this conti-
rient for nany years to cone, art will
fail to be accepted as a serious in-
terest, but will rather be regarded as a
luxury and amusement of secondary
importance.


