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at, rejected, finally accepted and patroniz-
ed, the latter perhaps the moast trying ex-
perjence of all. It was only when Parls,
Maunich, London saw virtue in them that
they came into vogue. This is not par-
ticularly creditable to the *‘ commereial
atmosphere of Glasgow,” but itis true.
Yot unless the Glasgow school had per-
sisted, and unless the group had held to-
gether and remained on their native soil,
one of the most important of recent artis-
tic developments would probably never
have existed.

That the Glasgow school has sur-
vived ‘‘commercial atmosphere’” notwith-
standing, is encouraging to artists who
may elsewhere be struggling for a liveli-
hood under similar conditions. The com-
mercial man likes to patronize art, he
likes even to spend ostentatiously upon
its patronage; but he likes to be sure
that in addition to a picture for hanging
upon his walls, he may have an investment
for his money. He likes the ‘‘actlve
stock’ of a well known name ; and as most
of the well known names are those of art-
ists who have no longer need fora live-
lihood, the results of commercial patron-
age of pictures are inflated prices for the
Passee in art, and starvation prices for
the non-arrivee, But onc day some at
least of the non-arrivee will arrive and
pictures that are now selling fora few
dollars  will be purchasable only at a
rausonm ; while gome of those that are now
fetching extravagant prices, may be a
drug in the market. Then the commercial
investor and patron of art will discover
that he has made a bad bargain, and that
it had been even better for his pocket had
he bought of a living artist and so helped
to keep art alive, than to have been a
dealer in the plétures of the dead, and
80 have helped to kill it. All thisis not
without serious meaning on this contin-

"ent where schools of art are struggling

into exjgtence, fighting on the one hand
against (Cockney and centralizing influ-
ences, and on the other to keep the wolf
from the door, while large sums of money
are being transferred from one dealer to
another in the ostensible service of art,

And to the real imperilling of its existence.

Merely to awaken the eupidity of the am-
ateur picture dealer were after all an un-
worthy busin s, 1t wer> batter 1 ths dlifu-
sion of knowledge of art should ultimate-
Iy reach those who are able to exchange
for the products of it, the wherewithal for
the artist to live, and that instead of
merely indulging in Pococurantism, those
who buy pictures should know and should
buy good contemporary work. I am told,
though I trust the information is incor-
rect, that not a single picture was sold
from the excellent little exhibition of pic-
turee held by Canadian artists In this city
recently. How i it possible to stay the
tide of immigration from Canada on such
terms as these ? JAMES. MAVOR.
Toronto TUniversity.

OTHER PEOPLE’S THOUGHTS.

To say that all platitudes were at one
time profound truths is in itself g plati-
tude, but one not altogether devold of
significance. Many & hackneyed phrase
was, when first uttered, the spontaneous

-expression of poetic fancy. Many a wel]

worn formula was once the courageous ut-
terance of untrammelled thought. The
sonorous epithets of Homer are merely af-
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fectations to-day. The glorious word —
pictures of Milton with us degenerate into
bombast. We can look at the sea and
tancy that it smiles, but it is not for us
to speak of its ‘ innumerable laughter.”
We can imitate, but we cannot recall,
If our age has gained in experience, It

hag lost a naivete, which no studied sim-

plicity can replace. The poets who are
the genuine products of our century speak
of progress, of combat, of doubt, they
are not children pouring forth deathless
straine of melody, uncounscious of any.pur-
pose, doing ‘“ what is right without know-
ing it.” They are typical of their age
even the greatest of them—Wordsworth,
Tennyson, Shelly, de Musset, Hugo, Brown-
ing. Each of these creators is essentially
the product of his time and of his race.
There is a conscious struggle for a rec-
ognized end in the most exquisite lyrics
of Shelley. 'There it the same life-purpose
visible in the impassioned eloquence of
Hugo. We discern it in the calm of Words-
worth, we feel it in the storm of de Mus-
set. Tennyson is distinetly national in
his sympathy with the new hopes and
possibilities of his raece. With Browning
modern subjectivity has reached a climax.

And it is well that they have shoulder-
ed the burden of the present instead of
simulating the insoutiance of the past. It
is right that they should voice new aspira-
tions instead of repeating old maxims. Life
to them has been cowmplex Theirs is not
the rapture of children of those earlier
times who chanted the artless joys and
sorrows of an age when life was lived
rather than spoken about. They have
struck a deeper note, but the simpler
musie had a charm of its own which no
art can ever recall.

It is the spirit of the age whieh for-
bids it, which makes it impossible. There
are some, however, who cannot ren-
der articulate the vague whispers of this
spirit. They would go back to simpler
grooves of thought. They would give us
archaic phrases mouided in a flexible
rhythm, quaint settings for a modern senti-
ment. And as we read these productions
it seems strange to us how the charms
and the freshness of the word-pietures have
vanished. ‘We feel that it is the husks
and not the grain which is offered to us.
It 18 not the words which have changed,
but the people who utter them. And in
changing themselves they . have rendered
the old simplicity impossibie. In the arti-
ficial and the spontaneous alike there is
often the quality of grace. But in the one
it is the outcome of mere form, in the other
it is the harmony of word and thought.
We se¢ many of these soulless imitations
in the metrical exercises which are am-
biguously styled current literature and in
a confused way we recognize that ‘“what
was imagination is imagination no long-
er.” .

There have been, however, poets in the
true sense, who have never eaught the
spirit of their age. Some have been silent,
otheérs have gone back to the past for
inspiration. Grey was not born for the
times in which he lived, and in the words
of Matthew Arnold he “never spuke out.”
The marvellous boy of Bristol produced
forgeries more wonderful than realities.
Strange associations cluster around the
name of Chatterton. Madman, dreamer,
hwmourist, a writer of forgeries and a
genuine poet, it is impossible to class him
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