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Now it is a wholesome chavacteristic
of madern English, as against madern
contineut.ad, preture gallenies, that in the
formet an honest stady of Nuture, amid
all the changes of wind amd weather,
is everywhore displayed.  The Academy
exhibition at Burlington House in 1831
is no exception. Ol lamdseape and sea
stwdies of every kind. stern and soft,
there is enough and to spare. To spare,
beeanse meve  prettiness, and  seenery
which suggests idleness, are somewhat
over numerous.  OF  course, it Roval
Academicans—whether members, associ-
ates, or mers toletated  exhibitors—decm
these to be miin atrractions to visitors
and  purcharers, they have as goml a
right to find ample space for them as they
have to paint them. DBut the agrieul-
turist, out for the day, and reverently
anxious to see what Art has to say to
him, is apt to puss the superfluity over
with a * [ish,” because the land and
calling, * Where it is always Afternoon,”
are most certainly not his.  Never, sinee
the first husbandman turned the first clod
by aid of animal power, amel made pre-
paration in sutnmer for the winter which
he knew had to follow, was the husband-
man’s position more full of snxiety than
itis now. XNor has the husbandan’s
mind ever been more keenly sonsitive to
aid or insult from its professed teachers
Now the Royal Academy is uathing
umless 1t Le a teacher; and the art of
1881, to the husbandman at all events,
is an iusult rather than an aid. No
doubt there are pictures this season able
to charm cvervone, as critigue after cri-
tique in the daily popers has already
abundantly announced ; and the farmer,
like his town-brul  cousins, examines
thuse with grateful interest, and finds
advantage in all that is in it=elf true and
guod wurk.  But why should pictures of
real  husbandry be so  conspicuvusly
absent? There is hardly a real farm
picture in all the rooms.

Mr. Peter Grahom's maguificent land-
seepes—as No. 3d—show Highland cat-
tle, but these seen as if they were there
by accident, and to be rapidly on the
move out of the scene.  Mr . W, I
Davis, & painter whose defection from
English farm life is a wrong to cvery
English tarmer, paiuts glorious pictures ;
but his cattle (as No. 263, which really
speak aml suggest) are of no breed
kuown to the shires, nor such as touch
any Enghsh grazier's heart.  Such pic-
tures as * Mulk for the Calves™ (No 20)
are what the painter of Na. 6 calls his
picture—* Impotent Cack,le"—for mau,
as well as geese, can streteh oud neck and
quill to touch at subjects which they sce,
and for which they challenge attention,
although they cannot understand,

Why cannot some piinter see among
his countrymen, engaged winter and

aumuer in fucing the elements on land, ‘

sumethivg of what Mr. Johy Collier saw
aml painted in No, 269, Thisis a pie-
ture of some noble westher-beaten sea
men turned adrift to face death upon a
hatren sea and in an empty boat, 1§
“ George Elliot” conld fiml,in Loamshive,
peasants tragedy and comedy envugh to
st half the 1eaders of Bugiishawvtitten
hooks erving or lughing, why cunat
some one professed artist put before the
eve the grander or even the mare mirth-
provoking side of tillage in Euglish
country life? The most distinet attempt
to realise peasants in action is No. 420,
«“The Copse on Furze-tield Brow ;” yet
this is “all wrong.,” ‘The chillren bring-
ing daddy his breakfast may be right
enough, bat no farmer can tell what
those horses have been doing since
diybreak, nor what they and the driver
have done to earn a meal.  To sy, as
some do, ¢ peasant life in England is
colourless and void of interest ™ is simply
to contradicy all the writers from Shake
speare to the noble intellect newly
incapacated for fresh eftort.  These have
found plenty to interest them. Charles
Ingsley once, writing of his Devonshire
rustics, said, * And what fine gentlemen
some of the old fellows are ! how simple
and grand their ways!  Can no one else,
brush in hand, see this, or show us some
of the meun, or else some veteran dairy-
woman, with snow-wiite hnen, looking
on upon the day’s work dune, and say-
ing, as she lovks on the result of the
churning——as the writer once heard one
say at eighty years of age, whose quiet
self respeeting  amd  respectful  manner
woull have equalled that of any of the
visitors to the Academy—* Ah, next to
seeing the sun rise, there s nothing 1
like to see so much asthat ¥ How many
town lives of four-score leave at the end
the mind thus fresh and wholesome 34—
fresh enough to quicken with new energy
to meet cheerfully another day, although
that is certain to be one of tuil, and
wholesome envugh to feel its pulses glow
with satisfuction at the completion of a
laborious task, the success of which
entirely depends upon constant observ.
ance of cleanliness and regularity in
applying skilful labour?

It is somewhat humiliating to English
fatmers to see how many pictures there
are of daintilly-attired ladies, accom-
panied by dogs whose sitken coats teil of
paid attendants, whilst there is not even
one of such a companion as DBurns'
“ Honest Luath,” nor of women painted
in the decent costume which lends jtsell
taalife of labour. Can the artist of the
day see nothing in England worth paint-
ihg, except the milliner and the kennel-
man have first taxed thuir knowledge to
get up sitters? Of foxhounds and
Roman ampitheatres thero are theatrical

representations enough.  Aud, i ¢
Sleeping Doygs Lie,)” No. 402, Me, B
Ividre gives a powerlul represent.
of a navvy in drtanken slumber, win
white bulldog ftorn in many a fray) d
on the lap of the prostrate tigwre, T
is a bitter bad truth here to the il
some men and gome dogs; but whe
English peasant hife conld not have
plieel ais effective a pictare which gl
also be more wholesome may be g
tioned.  Oue is disposed not merel
“let sleeping dugs he,” as one sees
picture, but also to keep the wind-
of the unsavory group.

Possibly thuse who love country
and bave sympathies and  knowl
rather wilder than these islands alone
furnish, will find mure pleasure in
Italian pictuves than in any Eugl
Scotch, or Irish representation of peas.
and their pursuite, Ia No. 95 Mr
Buavis gives, with great spirit, a pic
of * Herdsmen of the Campagna col
ing Young Horses” It is not a g
picture, nor is the oceupation {ful
honest suggestion, but it has life
truthfulness. But No. Tl, Gael
Chierict, has these aud & goud deal u
besides, This sune painter had last
a felicitous representation of a b
Italian making its first desperate ven
to cross the hut upon its own feet,
year be, as it scems Lo us, has the bes
all the pictures of the season in its fii
ity to the fucts of bard-working existe
Only an attist of genuine fire could
gob Su good i picture out of such ¢
monplace material.  Is not that geni
To take what everybody has and can
and to make it tell guite a new st
Colonr, handhing and moral, seem
alike sowwd 1 No. 710 Some owoel
a mere country hnt (* alodyge in a gar
of cuctmbers ") has left it with the «
open, whilst a 2-vear oll boy gets
ninal out of a course earthen bowl
wadile the geese, ducks, hens, chicks
cat, &e The hens fiv upon the
chairs aud dresser, and help themse:
to the homely foml. This is terrily
enuugh to the youngster; but the du
are gabbling and the geese come v
outstretched necks and hissing ser|
heads, into terrible proximity. I
slips the bowl ; up goes the hand wi
grasped the spoon ; and the poor |
xells “murnder ! The picture is enty
“ A Frightful State of Things ;" asiwd
itis.  DBut the accuracy of every deta
the main cause of the delight it certai
ingjflres.  These are the real poundtry
the Meditermnean coast. Not se
varietiss grouped in onder to pander
fashionable funcies; but tho yell
lege !,  big-combed, precocious b
which. in Italy, are in every cabin an
evarybadg's way, except where the 1
is {0 be caten or sold.  There is neit



