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DOT MACREA.

1 will go with you, if you think I may,

Down tou the corner,”’ said sweet Dot
Macrea ;

Shaking her wayward curls away, as she

Gazed at me with her Dblue eyes anx-
fously.

And so we fared tozethzr down the
street,

Holding each other by the hand: her
sweet

Glad face aglow with dignlty, and each

Of her five years reliving in her spzech.

O »winds of memory ! blow baek, until

Her very presence and her laughter fill

My room a8 well as heart; and all
her hair's

Pale glory floats about me unawares.

And wihen I go Into the glaring street,

Be  with me still, child-presence; that
thy feet

May lead me ever, like those eyes of
thlne,

In paths of honour; and thy hand In

miue.

Be with me always, little Dot Macrea,

In dreams by night, and strength beset
by aay;

My guardian angel from the morn till
even,

Down that long street whose only end

is Heaven !
CHARLES GORDON ROGLRS,
Dept. of Agriculture, Ottawa, Canada.
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ART NOTES.

The “portrait of the year” In the Lon-
don Academy is said to be Mr. J.S. Sar-
gent’s portrait of Lady Agnew,.

When Alired Sensler, a Ifrench critie,
and collector, saw Millet’s famous picture
for the first time, it was almost finish-
ed. Millett sald to him, “What do you
think ot it 27 “It Is the Angelus !’ Sen-
sler crled. ¢It ls, indeed,” joyfully re-
gponded the artist. “You can hear the
bells.”” “I am contented; you understand
it. It is all I ask?” What more could
he desire?

Frederick Harrison expresses himself
about & certain phrase in the art of the
present day In the Forum for June, and
in the course of the article says: Dut,
with an jrrepressible thirst to be origin-
al at any cost, there is a tendency at
work of a thoroughly debased kind, Re-
action agalnst the conventional, the welo-
dramatic and the “‘sweetly pretty,” is
wholesome and natural: and it is much
to have secured a gencral revolt against
these besetting vices of an artificial age.
But revolt and iconoclasm are only the
beginning of reformation; and la art es-
pecially, the more violent forms of pro-
test are full of harm. It boots little to
be rid of the conventional in order to set
up an idol In ths brutal, the coarse, the
odd, the accidentn! and dull Initiatlon ot
rank commonplace, . . ., One rarely
seeg an exhibition of pletures now, especi-
ally in France, without plenty of literal
transeripts from hospitals, police cells and
deus of Infamy. A powerful imagination
might find art even there. But the ailm
of these modern ““artists” is not art—but
disgust. They give us mere colored photo-
graphs, without grace, pathos, awe, life
or invention, Th»ir purpose is to b2 as wgly
as crude, as photographlic, as unpleasant
as canvas and dull paint can make it.
It is not even grim ; it is not sensatlonal;
it Is o tour de foree. But itis mo more
~art than is the report of a filthy trial,
or the descriptions in a mianual o! sur-
gery. Some hold that art means utter
dulness and strict elimination of every
gource of interest. A dirty old woman
vacantly staring at a heap of ston2s, a
pig wallowing in fetid mud, a dusty
high road between two biank walls, a
sand-bank under a leaden sky—such are
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th: chosen sporctacles dear to rising  gen-
us. It s impossible to find ia them a
truce of beauty, postry, pathos, in:ident
or grace. When thess are presented with
a monotonous realism in a unizorm  tone
of drab or mud, we are triumphantly
Yold that convantionnlism is routed and
Truth in art is enthronad. There are now
to be seen plctures oa exhibition walls
wherein nothing whatever can b2 Jdetect-
ed but a sickly blur in a haze of gray
monochrome, It is true that sensational-
ism and conventionalism are at last got
rid oi. But so thzy would be, if the art-
Ist had left his canvas blank, or had put
liis palette in a gold frame and named it
“Day-dreams,” or a ‘‘Ifugue in primitive
colours.””

WORLD’S FAIR EXHIBIT, VII,

The United States exhibit is undoubt-

edly the iargest in the art gal-
lery. The work here shows ithe
greatest range of treatment as well

as cholce of subjeet. Here are the works
of artists who have studied in the great-
est LKuropcan schools, as well as those
who have never bsen abroad—although
these last are perhaps few in number.

Curl Marr, American by birth, and Ger-
man in name and trainiag, has the dis-
tinction of Baving poainted the largest
picture in the art gallery, and it i» im-
mense in size as well as in the artist’s
grasp of the subject. Thé canvas s
crowded with figures, and yet nothing
distracts from the interest in the proces-
sion, in the KFlagellants with their bare
bleeding backs, the priests and the sur-
rounding crowd; the street vista, and
the architecture of the surrounding build-
ings, are very fine. Very different and
very charming is “Summer Afternovon’ by
the same artist, which shows two tables
set for afternoon tea in the shade ol the
garden, anl th> acconpinying rigures It
fs the delightful f.einr o sun ight shade,
brizht fl.cks o wnnshin: sitiny through
the branches, this is the great charm
of this picture.

In addition to a portrait of Herkom-
er, which is an excellent likeness, Benoni
Irvim thas o strinking scheme of colour in
his  other portrait, “Sweet Sixteen,” a
young girl in a copper-colored sutin
gown with the same colour repeated in
her hat which partly shades the lace,
sitting on some solt-yellowy brown skins.
‘The pose Is very easy and the flesh good.
Here i a good thing by Edward Sim-
mong, which Is evidently intended to sug-
gest, scarcely illustrate, a Bible subject,
“The Carpenter’s Family.” A boy with &
thoughtiul and serious face, not cthereal
in the least, is seated on the bench ofa
carp>nter’s workshop in the foreground,
swhile at the far end of the room from
whieh the light comes tbhrough a small
window, the mother and father are ear-
nestly and wonderingly discussinz him,
judging from th> mo'her's pointing fin-
ger. The dress and surroundings are of
our own time. Here is one of Gari Mel-
chor’s treated realistically and yet with
a great deal of feeling, ‘“I'h¢ Nativity.”
In a very rude shed the young mother
sits on some straw’ on the floor, leaning
againgt Joseph with closed eyes and
weary alr, perhaps asleep; with bent
head he looks down upon the little infant
w_)vrapped and lying on the straw at his
feet, while the lantcern atthe child’s head
accounts for what seems like a halo and
glves the only light, except that of the
cold dawn coming through the door-way.
It is sald to have been painted in a cel-
lar in Paris. Some of the proportions
are rather bad, the child’s head is quyite
as long as Joseph’s nose, for instance,
but the colour and feeling are finz. He
has weveral others. ’

Stephen Parrish, who seems to be host
known by hig etehings, has a good snow
eIfe.ct in “Winter Sunset, Cap: Cod,” in
which the glistening snow beautifully re-
flects the blue of the sky. He is qufte as
successful In several othars, Walter Me-

{JrLy 1dth, 1893.

Ewen Las four pictures. His work ¥
xtroug in eifects of light, harsh it may
geem at ltimes; as for instanee in The
Witelss” Three women in the dress of
tha early Puritans, have bzen brought in-
to the prison court; of the two standing
onz is & stowling, oid woman (no wonde?
she is thougnt o witeh), and the other
a young girl, while the third is seal:
ed by a table with head buried on her
arm. At these three a group of Purl
tan fathers who have entered the coarty
are looking with distrust and stern dis
approval. in The Absent One (Al Xouls'
bay’), & very beautiiul idea is beantl”
fully given. A young p.aant girl 18
reading her Bible, her old father sit8
behind lier with bent head, and in the
chair next him is the shadowly form of the

old mother who has gone. She ps with
them again on All Souls’ Day; they

know it.

Whistler’s oils are a tjlisa,ppointrment
to /many-—no doubt the eftect of hi3
work it seen in work of others who have
caught his idea and carried it out, as I€
pever had. His “Nocturne' is surpuissé
over and over again. His portraits only
look half finished in places, and even the
faces, which in a portrait, at least, oné
exp:cts to see well-modelled, ara (lat, a2
in a very low key. ‘There are no sp:th
mens of his later works to give a  bautef
iden of his wonderiul but eccentric oenius
Thore are some of William Chase’s por
traits—Whistler somehow suggests Chas>
Here is a mother and son, a boy about
ten, perhaps, standing in a most easy
unconvantional fashion, his right ary
thrown around her walst, and held by
Lher right hand. Chase’s flesh is so 80

and transparent, perhaps even a livtle
chalky at times, but the work look#
spontaneous; never overworked. In ap-

other portrait of a mother and boy, 18

has sacrificed the mother most shocking

ly. They ame both seated om the samf
chair, he leaning back easily, iwhile sb®
is a little behind reading a book; D¥

for her sake she had batter nol have beel
there, and is evidently the work ol
very short time, untouched sinee it W8

painted. "When one sees the work of (fm‘:
olus-Duran, one remembers Qhasz, U‘ﬂlll-z

the Frenchman gives texture in detd
better, aud never leaves parts unfinish;
ed, as-does Chase; but the flesh is a good
deal allke. Truesdale has o good vhidg
in o flock of sheep on a hiliside, the 48F
is cloudy, and the colour a little mo¥
otozous, but the unimais are finely e
lineated. D. W. Tryon sends n 1a78
numnber: “Autumn,’’ “Starlight,’’. *Moo%’
light,” and something of nearly every
geason. One soon grows to recogniz
work. He sees things very simply #
there is always a good deal of tende”
ness in his broad remdering. e also
brings strongly to mind two Frenzhmes
Cazin, and even more forcibly, .l’oiu‘oe“n'
“Darby and Joan,” by Ldward simmo®”
is a good subject well given; the cad”
vas is large. The old man kisses nts
wite before leaving for the day; you
neither of the faces, his back is toward?
you, but the strong light from the win
dow beyond throws into relief the tw
figures and the breakiast table ir¢%”
which he lhas just risem.
Sarah Whitman has an excellent POF
trait of Oliver Wendell Holmes; 100%
work and good colour. Walter ‘rpiria®
has several gool thimzs; * Tuning th;
Bell” shows a_man striking the bell Wit)
a hammer, while another gives the not‘
from a violin. There is nothing very ”d
ticeable about his work. Robert Reis
has a good thing in “Dzath of 119';
First-born.””  The young mother nt
on the co'fin of her ehild, all the 18%,
comes from the candles and falls on t]l.
white drapery of the ‘colfin, and the 1§
ure of the mother. The pathos 8 80 geli.
uine, the composition so simple, an c(;e
our so scit and light in key, as to W%
a really remarkable picture \vithoa,
show'ng any great degre: ol skl Ess
win Blashfleld’s “Christmas Bells” .
a beantiful harmony iu the greenish B0,
al of the bells, the gray stomn2 of th
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