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THE EXHIIBIT 0F THE ONTARIO SOCIETY.-T.

A FÂVOURABLE comparison of this year's pictures of the Ontario Society
with its recent exhibitions will hardly occur to most people at flrst sight.
The rooms are as well filled as usual, and the best pictures of the best men
wiIi heip materialiy to define their motives and methocis to the public
generally. A decided lack of originality, even of variety, in either subject
or treatment, may be said to characterise the exhibition as a whole, how-
ever. 'rwo or three artists give us the exceptions that prove the rule, but
from most of them there is a very general feeling that we have received
just about wbat we expected. The departures of the except ions, too, seem
to be chiefly experimental, and fail to give anything, like ilnpetus to the
body of the pictures shown. The non..appearance, moreover, of anything by
two or three members for whose work one always looks witb pleasurable
anticipation, is disappointing. J. Kerr Lawson, gone to congenial Paris,
might have left something to testify of hin in his absence, one thinks.
Paul Peel is quite unrepresented, except by proxy in his clever sister. W~e
get nothing from J. C. Pinhey, of Ottawa, whose art aiways interests us
by its suggestîveness of future development. Even the pretty pink-and-
white conceptions of Mrs, Schreiber, that usuaiiy elicit so mach admiration
from a public that knows what it likes, are absent this year. Grumbling
asîde, bowever, a careful inspection of the Society's wails wiil find tbemn
covered with a large amount of careful work, showing a gratifying degree
of growth, and discover even the lesa meritorious pictures reasonabiy void
of offence.

Mr. Homer Watson's nine contributions form, rather more evidentiy
than usual, the basis of the Society's dlaim to recognition in landscapes.
The strength of the his is his, the low-browed his that roll away from the
Grand River, and the knowiedge of our Canadian skies and their moods,
and rare sympathy with the common homeiy life of the fields, with the
power to make bis canvases reflect ail this, as most of the nine do.
IlEvening after the Stormn," reminds one of Mr. Watson's earlier manner,
with its tendency toward the sombre, not to say the lugubrious. A mili,
its stream swolien to a torrent, a large tree broken sheer across the
middle, the upper haif prone upon the ground, are its chief features. The
motion of the ciouds and the branches show that the wind, in subsiding,
has vecred, and heips wonde-rfuliy in expressing the past violence of the
gaie. Most people wiil tamn with relief, however, to the restf ai IlTwiiight,"
or quiet Il Morning,," which are full of the more easily comprehensible
virtues of Mr. Watson's style, and are only pleasantly suggestive. IlBefore
the Storm," shows admirable management of light, and an appreciation of
tender haîf tones whîch is new in Mr. Watson's painting. IlEarly Spring"
is fuit of the promise of that season under the pale brown tints in wbich iL
appears. The young, undergrowth in the foreground is quick with life
indeed it quivers everywliere, to the gleami of mo.es on the cottage roof,
which makes one of the scanty incidents of the picture. Admirers of Mr.
Watson's work wiil be giad Lo know that lie is divorcing himieif from a
manner that was beginning te, hintof stereotype, and utiiising values, ideas,
and sunlight effecta more broadly than ever before. There is a suspicion
of extremieni in IlMay " however. The pictare is most liarmonious, and
full of a subtle atmospheric effect, but we cau. hardiy believe that even
a play of sunlight wouid denude the willows of the foliage that month
should sappiy them with.

Mr. F. A. Verner's IlNutting Season, Burnhamn Beeches," is as charm-
ing an example of his skiil in producing sof t, hazy effects of rose and gray
and yeliow as we have seen. The pigs in the foreground are capitally
done, and the rendering of the autumn foliage is very agreeable. Lt must
be admitted, thougli, the artist lias made an unfortunate blunder in
sprinkling the nuLs carefuliy and impartialiy over the entire surface of the
trees in the foreground. Mr. Verner's IlDutch Fishing, Boats " is a
pleasing complosition, and in lis IlRed Man's Ranche " lie iiiastrates once
more the popalar saying tliat Ilthe buffalo will neyer become extinct so
long as Verner is alive."l His name may change, but not bis nature, or bis
attitudes, or hie environmient.

Mrs. M. E. Dignam lias a fresh, impressionistic littie garden sketch,
nameleas in the catalogue, containing, with a somewhat meaningiess back-
ground, a vivid bit of tree-work that lifts iL above the charge of insincerity.
Mr. G. A. Reid's IlAutumn " is a reaiistic bit of Canadian woods, to which
tlie characterfai figure of an oid man, rambling among the falien leaves,
gives an easy motive.. The foreat perspective is particularly good. Mr.
W. E. Atkinson bas three pictures whicli evince mach painstaking work.
The influence of Mr. Watson is quite too palpable liere, however, and Mr.
Watson cannot easily be imitated without damage to the imitator. Mr.
W. Cruikshank's Dutcb pictures are well composed and drawn, bat exhibit
a painful lack of feeling for coloar, or knowiedge of iL, wliich gives them
almoist a barbarie crudity.
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RECENT FICTION.

THE lon. Lewis Wingtield, who enjoys a varied reputation and an
almost universai fame, is the author of "lThe Loveiy Wangc," a tale of
Chinese life, whicb is conceived in the spirit of gentiest satire, and charnis,
by iLs quaint adaptations of Enropean ideais and the frequent touches of
nature that make even that iqueer world of samipans, junks, scroiis, tules,
dragons, fans, and mandarins, akin to our tess picturesque but sureiy more
convenient one. The story deais with the- sacriticing attentions of a
cliarming young girl calied IlPumboom," who, robed as a boy, traverses
both the lowest and bîgliest circies of Peking society in order to find bier
affianced lover. Piumnbioom is quite a heroine in her way, and aithougbi
beroines are out of fashion, charmns by lier undaunted energy and the ease
and coolness with whicli she discusses opium and skating parties, cbopisticks,
and tbe chase. Tbe unfortunate lover is at iast tracked to a iow opium den,

nd bouglit back from the old crone wbo keeps it with forty ounces of
silver. Plumbioom is handsoiuely rewarded by the Einperor, and one me
inclined to wish for bier a better lmnsbancl than the weak one sie bias
rescued from so vile a fate.

IN IlThe Feud of Oakland Creek," by Josiali 1{oyc, published in
exceptionaiiy bandsome style by Hlougbtoni, iflini, and Company, the
novei-rea(ler does not find anytbing either very novel or very intemt-sting in
itecf ; but what there ie, is toid very wveii rernarkah)ly weii ii soine, parts.
The main point in tbe story is the love of a woinan for a itiati ilot ber bus-
band, and the love of that man for bier, his owii wife lwing dead. This is
not new. But tbere is soinetbing niew in the iinannier of sketcbingr this
love-its slow, happy, unconscious, innocent growth its frigmîemed expres-
sion, its one or two paroxysins of despair, its final lapse inito respectable
absence and ostensible oblivion. Margaret 1)over is a beautifut and whoie-
souied woman, incapable of vice, but quite capable of ùhat innier spiritual life
whicli is possible to a few good women who are defrauded in this world of
natural love and affection. Tliougb twice inarricd, NLargar4,t lias of course
tneyer ioved," untit tbrown iii the conmpany of the cbarming stranger of

sympathetic tendencies, witb biue-gray eyes, old china, and an altar witb
three candies continuallv burning before bis wife's picture The passing
sketches of old Escott, old Eldon, bis friend, Biscowitz, the ,;chemnin(, editor
of The Warrior, and Ellen Escott, are weii donc and evinice amucl iterary
experience. But, liaving thouglit iL necessary to k-iil tue husband ini the last
chapter, wby, oh! why must not Margaret inarry lier sytupathietic friend with
the biae-rav eyes i What possible good is proinoted by their rcrnaining
apart, wlien, before Tom's mostfortunate deatb (he is a wealç, vainfellow) the
situmation bid been perfectly innocent and fraugh. with great self-controlt
Nevertbeless Mr. Royce sends Hlarold abroad witli " no great imoid upon
life at present." Let us hope that he wiil presently returii, and, marrying
the beautiful Margaret, work out, as expiation, bis saivation and ber own
in the care of poor littie Alonzo, Tom's only chiid. The iiterary value of
the book is mainlv shown in tbe interviews witb Boscowitz and Alonzo
Eldon. Old Eidon's views on literature are wortb the whole book. They
reveai a'power of characterisation whicb is rare enotigb in Arnerican
novels, and whicli justifies tbe dedication of the book to Henry James, and
the hope that Mr. Royce may write many more novels as good, and possi-
bly botter, than the "lFeud of Oaklandl Creek."

Mas. ADELINE WHITNEY is well known as a cbarrning writer for girls.
Perhaps, with Miss Alcott's, lier books have donc as inueb as any of the
other sex to create a demand in every cultured city in the world for
American literature. Her Il Summuer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life " bas
neyer been excelled as a sweet, earnest, and weli-written story far young
girls. Her littie volume, le Panisies," bias been the deiight of womnen of ail,
classes for years; and ber latest poetical production, entitied "lDaffodils,"
lias many of those bigli, womnanly qualities wbicb distinguisb ail lier work.
At the samne Lime that work is bere and there defective in miotive, the
motive being forced and brouglit in anyhow, or else quite obscure or inade-
quate. IL is possible to try and extract too mucli ont of this life and ail
the beauty that goes witb iL, and it sbouid ho perfectly possible to fiud a
full and satisfying beauty in the ciosed gentia n one picks ont of the cleft of a
rock, witbout liaving to observe that by it ai ways grows the lewhite bloomn
of everlasting life." Il Little Maid Bertba's Stork" xviii prove one of the
most popular pieces in the collection, and the really exquisite binding and
appearance of the littie volume will mnake it quito a cbarming gift-book.

C UIRRLNT COMM13ENT.

I wAs at the Isouse of a friend who bad j ust returncd froin Maine, and
I noticed a bottie labelled "lLiniment " standing on bier sideboard. What
bave you been îmsing liniment for? 1 asked. Slie laugbed a musical laugli and
proceeded to explain. "That," said she, "lis alcobol for rny spirit lailp.
wanted to make a pot of Lea iast week in Brunswick, Mainie, and found
had no aicohl for my lamp, so I sent my maid out to the noarest drug store
to geL some. She returned bearing that bottie mnarked as you sce, and th'
druggYist toid lier that lie had put poison iii it. le lioped that I wouidn't
mind, iL was juet as good for burning, and ubes hoe did that, and caied iL
liniment, hie couid bo arrested." As Cmy frieud did not waut to drink iL, ie
answered lier purpose.-Lounger, in thme Critic.

ONE mad idea whicli Rossetti ventilates at this period deserves to be
mentioned as anticipatiug in a remarkable manner a portion of Mr. Robet
Louis Stevensou's brilliant romance, the ",New Arabian Niglits." Lt 1
propounded by Rossetti to bis brother and close ally, writiug to wborfl hoe
says; ."lApropos of deatli, Huant aud 1 are going to get up among Our
acquaintances a matual suicide association, by the regulations of whidli


