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dwelt with pleasure. Mr. Watson's landscapes perliaps appeal chiefly
the instructed eye. To me lis small picture, "lA Torrent," was the mc
01Pressive and attractive. Mr. Martin's IlSliowery Day " struck me as

geed rendering of Nature in lier melanclioly mood. From "lPotatoes
Bem"by Mr. Rapliael, tliere also came a pleasant breatli of tlie countr

Mi.Perré is always pre-eminent in the treatment of trecs : the Dryad
thie Canadian Elm must regard liim with special fondness. The moe
POPular picture in tlie Exliibition no doubt is Miss Brook's IlInterior

8.11 Onibus " and tliere can be no doubt as to the skill shown iii t]
faces Of the different girs-the simple one, the modest one, the impude
c'lot thc one puzzled over the counting of lier change. But "lclaver " w
the eIpithet fliat occurred to my mmid, as it does when I see a pictureI
lP'rth. More higlly sliould 1 prize the picture of the girl witli the hoo
Wehieh is about as mudli as a pictura of cliildhood can be, and, aboya th
stilI, the little picture entitled ci Edith," on which, tliough it hung in rath
a hUrble place, I confess my eye dwelt long. In IlOthello and D)esdemonî
Dea8denmona was sweet enough, but Othello was a reflned and poaticai gai
tlenian with an olive complexion, not the liot-blooded Moor, or the wa
d"ri1g Soldier o? fortune wliose soul lias settlad at last in an absorbix

O .tahncnt. Tliat Othello would neyer have killed Desdemona f rom exce
0f Passion. "dGood-Bye " and Il For His Sake " seem each of themi
te" a, 'simple tale well ; and a simple feeling finds pleasant expression

Lilies"' and "iA Saturday Af ternoon." Mrs. Scliraiber aw
flics tesaute power of telling a story, though critics say she lacks perfe

na"ter of the brush. In spite of tlic connoisseurs, 1 could not hclp likiî
ev. Ilarris's IlRoman Modal" and IlOld Soldiar," and fancying that

thY ppeared in a London Exhibition they would be commended as go
pieces Of Coleuring. 0f portraits, one wlio is not a connoisseur can s~
il0thing Unlesa lie knows the originals. That of a lady, by Mr. Pinlie
while if t9ok one rather aback by its boldness, appaarcd to me to show
fOr(* capable o? being improvcd into excellence. On fruit, flosvcrs ar

"sealsthe eye seldoin rests ; but excellence is excellence, and the
h1nbî8 styles are thc handmaids of the higher. A pitro lTeL

ýUPPor)'~~ai te ofus "The La opatt a i

Aniong9 the watcr colours one fixes at once, and witliout needing ai

tIoe~ te thc catalogue, on the works of Mr. O'Brien. H1e bas been<
th Mt aurice, and gives us to p .erfection the spirit of the lieadlong wate

Fn~d of the wild sccnery tîrougli whicl tliay rush. lis " Windsor Castl
C'ee'i'd genieral bornage and thc special liomaga of those who bappencd

bc aoa lauilarwith fIe vicw across from Eton to the historic and maýjest
PU" Iel ()axni1iarly Drifting for Herring " struck me aise as a master

Piece Of work. Mr. O'Brien generaily givas us a sea-piece, o? whiclx

Ssurely tOO few: hardly anything equals a sea-picce in opening a wi
d "Ifr the seul whcn it is pent up in a City, and the Canadian artist h

»Pl8nty e? aea te paint. Mr. Fowler's pieces I have heard criticized
'1.ther eoraPositions Of thc closet than transcripts of nature: but if thi

Vit I alTi net sorry fliat we have something from the closet. I find in the
at les5t the hues and tIc poetry of Italy. Ini a very different way I alwa

611joy er. Bell Smith, and 1 particularly enjoyed bis "lOn the Bay Shex
Sjohin, N.B." But tIare would be no end te rdliearsing fhe wat

COleurs Wehi0hgv n laue n hil n ol iet os

m.,,a e urely thc jottings o? recollections, uninstructed as well
niiiual, and very differeut frem tlema probabiy would be the order

rtail accerding te the verdict o? a trainad judge. Tliay would net appe
8ta' if Canada lad a first-class critic. But a first-class critic is wli

Cnda wanfeý and without one sure progress in art can scarcaly bema
respect We are at a sad disadvantage, as wall as in the lack

ls eeudO-rtc wîo bave learned te brandisli a few taclnîc
phrase

8. tee il anwys bera, wrcta nothing. That art is a science,

that kn leaYscience o? art, 1 do net believe: I look upen ail talk
,d as fine phrases and nothing more. But the union of tlie we

tae ye and the thorougli knowledge of tadlinical exacutieri with t]
ettltiWatd ralnd and tIc feeling baart i necassary te make a critic ; and

to renoan te criticize justly but kindly one o? our Exhibitions wou

te rede the best of services te Canadian art.

Doe ai awvay front tIc Exhibition meditating on the condition and prc
ety11f ar~t in general and cf Canadian art in particular, and the resulf

Seditatiens w8sntatgtecmrig Suraly there in sometbul

11-sitation flot satisfactory. The sails of the slip are set, but s8
ee8eit la Waiting for a wind. Tacînicai skill, I suppose, neyev

U'Ptess: i npin aio that appears te be wnig r samd

ýh, 'On rtspraingt cf panigt wang Aretyi ao mode

cd.u>et" ofAsii or e? the Arena Clapel, lad lis story te tell: bis so

to elle i, and tIc seuls of those for whem lepitdhr just

or o h'i 'ttOf t thein. Now, as eue looks round an Exhibition o:
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to cannot help feeling that, instead of there being a subject which sought
st expression, the power of expression has been seeking for a subject. The
a connection of higli art of ail kinds with religion and with a strong religious

in faitb bas certainly been very close. Then, in the unlettered days, painting
Y. was for the multitude the only book. The word-painter now divides the
of kingdom with the painter on canvas : indeed, lie lias tlie larger share of
st the heritage, since hie can express things beyond the power of the pencil.
of In literature itself the draina whicli depilets actions and appeals to the eye
lie lias given way to the novel, wliicli goes deeper into tlie recesses of cliarac-
nt ter. There has liardiy been a fine tragedy since Shakespeare. The most
as satisfactory pictures in the present day as a rule are landscapes: liere the
)y painter lias stili the field to himself, for a description of a landscape by a
p, writer, even one so akilful and painstaking in tliat line as Mr. Hardy, fails
at to convey to common xninds an impression anything, like so vivid as that
er conveyed by the canvas. Nor is landscape-painting to be spoken of as
i'" secondary art: to transcribe the mooels as well as the scenes of nature
n- faithfully and so as to produce the right emotion in the beliolder, mucli
n- more than technical excellence is required ; while Turner lias shown us that
no, by the help of imaginative genius, tlie art, without losing its hold upon the
ss truthi of nature, may be exalted into the higliest poetry. Still, we should not
to like to tliink that tbe liglest aimt henceforth was to lie landscape-painting.
in Nor should we be content with animnal-painting, in wliich, perliaps, Landseer
ys surpassed and Riviere surpasses ail their British predecessors; stili less
ct could we content ourselves with paintings of fruits and flowers. <iommon
ig life, it is true, furnishes inany pleasant and many pathietic subjects; but
if liere the painter is miost at a disadvantage compared with the writer;
od and wliile we keeuly enjoy Millais, and otlier painters of tliat class, it is
ay always with a feeling that we are on a level lower than tliat of tlie great
y, masters. Our Canadian painters liave been advised to resort for sub-
a jeets to tlie lieroic portions of Canadian liistory. Let them try, by ail
id ineans; but liistorical paintings, like historicai novels-even Scott'R histor-
se ical novels-are apt to be unsatisfactory. They generally run into melo-

st drainatic exaggeration, and one wlio knows the liistory cannot help feeling

that the representation is not true, but probably very wide of the reality.

iy Thus tlie critical faculty i awakened and ruins tlie pleasures of imagination.

on That religion xviii again furnisli subjeets for painting, and that art wilI

rs drink inspiration again from. the old spring, seems too, mucli to liope.
e ' There is a class of subjects of wliicli Tîtian's IlSacred and Profane Love,"
to and lis IlThree Ages " (in the Bridgewater Gallery), are instances, not
,îc religions, yet higli, whidli would seem available in our age.
ly It is net painting alone that languislies. Sculpture is really a dead art
ve or retains a spark of life only in the departmnent of portraiture. Architec-
n- ture is mere reproduction. Nor i the decadence confinecl to the material

as arts. The art of the novelist, wlidh I have compared witli painting, seems

as itself to liave fallen into a state of suspended animation. We could, hardly

ey pray for its revival, if we tlieught tliat by exhaustion of its repertory of

mn subjects it liil been finally reduced to the realism of Zola's dunghili. Nay,
ys literature altogether seems to, be in a very cematose state. Hardly any-

e, body cornes to take the place of the great writers who are passing off tlie

er scene. ls the planet cooling dlown ? Is its youth over ? Are poetry, art,

ss. perliaps even religion, about flnally to pass away and to be succeeded by a

as universal and exclusive reign of sciencei Appearances at present point

of that way, thougli somnetliing whispers us tliat in the end the otlier part of

ar our nature will have its own again : otherwise those may count themselves

at happy who lave seen tlie last of the world's youtli. But it is not only

e. the scientific spirit, iii its antagonism te tlie oestetic the poetic and the

of religions which is begrinningy to affect the calling cf tlie artist. The

ai mechanicai multiplication of existing works of art of whiel practical

or science lias invented metliods, and will probably inverit more, is also likely

of to bave its influence. So is the improvement of medlianical decoration, the

Il- facilities for which are likewise increased by practical science. Art, like

Lie man and everything that is human, lias its foundation in the dust: it needa

to for its existence a market ; and, if pictures are to be displaced by beautiful

Id wail-papers and other ornamentation tastefully executed with appliances

furnished by practical science, the artist's market and lis livelihood will be

9s- curtailed. It is true this touches not the great masters of art, witl whose

of works the ioveliest arabesque cannot vie ; but we must remember that the

ng great masters o? art, like the great uîasters of everything else, are the flower

Lie of whicl the stem and root are ordinary effort, to which, on tliat account,

as we ouglit to be kind ; and that, if ordinary effort should die for warit of

of its fees, the flower which grows out of it will perish too. The great mini-

es. ature painters, thougli their works are worth ail the photographe in exist-

ul ence, have not survived the general extinction of miniature painting by

as photography. I{owever, while a picture eau be sold, like the Bienheim

ne iRaphael, for $160,OOO,,there is hope for the craft.


