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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE,opinions, and decided 
that I was 1897opinions ; of 

very well convinced after 
more than two days of almost 
tinuous conversation with him 
there were not one hundred ' 
little station, just 
there was not a soul in sight 
walked down the bit 
with its vista of big 
ing river which led 
proper. Meadow vale,
Credit River Valley, about til miles 
from Toronto, is not a metro 
polis of trade, even fo,r the
•"nalmv"1^' &g0 U aaw Rs

mi k When the Gooderham
mills brought busy farmers with their 
grists and a number of houses strag
gled about to accommodate the mill 
employees and other residents of the 
then thriving hamlet. Since then 
one might judge, it may have been 
for a time, a " deserted village ’’ 
With the moving of the flour 
to another point the mill-wheels 
slack, and the people, many of them 
moved away. Then, after a time’ 
came the artists, and with them a 
distinctly new interest and an en
richment of personality which have 
rendered Meadowvale unique among 
the villages of Ontario. There
are to-day four of them, with their 
families, in the village, Messrs 
Chavignaud, Thurston, Haines, and 
Ahrens, to name them in the order 
in which they came. A sculptor and 
portrait painter, Mr. Laur, has

Thompson Scton and his followers in 
£ WOrld literature. Neither
p etures A,PjCtreS mCrely animal 

1-turcs. Almost invariably he has
!av‘( tack«r°und for his
ing nit', "■ S i°\ Jandseape shimmer- 
With n sunlight and interspersed

arz ,„Mr

the

distinctly worth knowing. He has n 
are strong, characteristic face a keen 

sense of humor, and a passion tor 
music second only to his love 
Althoqgh he does
t. EE “• »”a

woxk in illustrating, he is essentibiu, ylcmit>) aims to express poetrv 
a landscape painter, finding his grea^ than 'B[ament* mood- feeling, rather 
est delight in a poetic rendering of 7 2 1 Produce mere photographic

>««% tss& e.m.T ^ stsis e bctior- — ^b £#£ts&xz FE « - jssr
h.» otten lived for d,„ In tho heart
,,, f€sl: henc= ™ it. perhaps,

that he has been able to put the 
spint as well as the forms of

con- 
Hut 

at the 
or three, and 

as we 
country road, 

frees and wind- 
lo the village 

lying in the

17

t wo

of
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con-

most ' St.

surround-
\

was born in New

h. ha, lived
ada for a number of years. He has 
received considerable art training in 
loronto, but has also studied the

We contJb thc Sa|lerics of this continent 
contain. His picture, " Evening ”

a nr rnuch admired at the Art Exhi
bition in Toronto last spring.

MR. GEORGE CHAVIGNAUD 
Our next visit
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luncil 
serva- 
Brant 
-rious 
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itory. 
iglish 
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times 

and 
how- 
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> the 
upon 
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Old 
Old 
and 

vhite 
'oun- 
t in 
i for
> his 
Ians 
they 
orth

thegreen deeps upon his 
are exceedingly sorry 1^7^' 
possible just
portrait of Mr. Ahrens or copies of 
his Pictures for “ The Farmer’s Ad 
vacate, but will hope for that 
pleasure at a t

was iin
to get eithertrade now

fell

*
some future time. on the hill, whorls^“SLÏfJi8?

MMChasprellSrtSti“died art under Wm. ilv'ng-room, which he has ° tTans- 
NewCh\ ,?ri, ab . ’Edwin Elwel'. in formed ,nto a studio, Mr. Chavignaud 
no artistbrbUthhei 18 a follower of pamts hls Pictures. Here again was 
get off Lb ,?L. “A man must a new, personality, and another d7 
work mu ,.llmself' he says, “and hKhtful chat. And now 1 realize 

k out his own salvation ’’ He w,ly the artists of this nlace nnint =
bard a S,h°',t time with Elbert Hub- diff«'ently. No two of theJT* me7 
travelled 77* A.urora> and has pu2 thci“ through what permutations 
United b extensively through the aad combinations you will, arc in the 
have h es : yet his journeyings sllfrhtest degree alike. Each paints 
b >thT- dissipated his con- aCfiCo.rdinfhis temperament, Phen2 
t , qu,et and secluded life ,<sult Pictures as different as those

is the best t° bring out the fullest of. the Barhizon School 7Corof 
M -expression, and, hence, perhaps Millet- Rousseau and Diaz 
Meadowvmo has especially appealed Mr’ Chavignaud was born in Brit- . 
to him. Some good work from Mr tany’ and still talks with the mosî 
Ahrens may certainly be expecïed dalightful French accent He C 
rom him during his sojourn here travelled much on the continent, and

mh. edwin ™„rston a sa s

S“ S F5 ES5U5his Wife 8 n 6 °f Mr Thurston and 1 notlced. two Pictures, one of which
fire ■ where, about a cheery grate a Rftch boy, was ex-

, another long and delightful talk hibited in Brussels (several of Mr
a® awaiting. Mr. TTiurston im Chavignaud s pictures have been ax

mnnSeSi, y°K &t first’ Perhaps, as a h!blted in the best galleries of BM- 
Tnd nfh° has ,soen much of the world «lam and France), and the other, 
talk T life Hc begins to , If Matm- at the Paris Salon. TiU 

Perhaps—and he talks well_ latter was a fine water color, renre-
vouhffnd0^ uf ¥ona Lisa smile which 18®"tlng ,the flrst streak of dawn com- 
L .la fln,d 14 hard to penetrate ; then ,up trom the horizon ae a gray 

enly some word impresses him cloud hft® In the foreground duster 
or some now idea strikes him and f°me Dutch cottages, and a few tall
amvhûrstttraCtiVene8a of his Person ^ ^nd Wore a morning breezT 
ality bursts upon you. You discover Chavignaud has been very auc

un to be a man of broad sympathies eessful in water-color work, but for 
deep observation of men, and condi- th£ past year has been devoting , _ ' '
I °ns: and hooks. Art, of course is Eel/. td olls> in which he is likewise 
his hobby, and while hearing him thieving success. Like the others 
talk you realize that he would not in ^r’ Çhavignaud has little liking for

the photographic school, and, like the 
others also, he has a supreme disre
gard of money-getting for the sake 
of mere luxury or possession, as the 
be-all and end-all of life. *■ I have 
h«m up to the city,” he laughed, in 
his gay, Frenchy way, “ I hear everv- 
whore talk of the tightness of money.
I think, ‘we are rich men at Meadow- 
vale. Our wants are few. 
not feel the tightness of 
are millionaires.’ “

And so they are, it seemed to me, 
millionaires in quiet contentment and 
high mm ; in rich mental endowment' 
m their disregard of the excesses of 
fashion and the race for mere money 
over which so much of the world is 
running mad ; in a work which gives 
leisure enough to preclude the rush 
rush which burns up, perhaps, too 
much of the best of life.

All cannot be artists. Granted.
But most of us, whatever our occu
pation, might be none the worse for 
a little of the philosophy which rules 
the lives of these men and such as 
these—for a little of the love of Na
ture of the beautiful in art; a little 
of the altruistic spirit which 
seek to perpetuate
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egone
away but recently, arid, at the time 
ol my visit, a Toronto architect, Mr.
Currie, was just moving in. Hence 
the expectancy may be understood 
with which I passed over the little 
mill stream that empties further down 
into the river, and. skirting the old 
mill itself, went with Mr. Haines up 
the street leading to his home, where 
a warm welcome from his charming 
wife and little daughter awaited 

I don’t think it is quite fair to 
turn a private home inside out before 
the public eye ; otherwise I might be 
tempted to enter into detail, 
it to say that there were books every
where—and, of course, pictures.
Haines is a student as well as an 
artist, ahd talks literature almost 
much as ait.
talks dogs, which he regards as jolly Going first to the home of Mr. 
good comrades, and then he takes Ahrens, Mr. Haines and I found the 
you out to see his kennels, where fit- artist (the Big Comrade of whom 
teen of the canine species are ready Mrs. Ahrens wrote so entertainingly 
tor a romp or a cross-country run. a few weeks ago in the Toronto Sat- 
Mr Haines makes a specialty of urday Globe) and his wife, in the 
painting his pets, and for my benefit midst of unpacking, as they had but 
got Dorcas, a fine collie, to pose. It recently moved into the house which 
was quite interesting to see hfer is to be their home in Meadowvale. 
stand, motionless almost as a statue, But moving day did not matter! 
until told to “ take a rest,” when 
she scampered off, apparently proud 
of having done something worthy of 
praise. These trained dogs are some
times required to stand so for ten or 
fifteen minutes at a stretch.
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“ Youa may think it looks easy,” 

said Mr. Haines, in showing a half- 
finished picture of trees and sheep 
and

HI v:ion
au-
'ou a collie-guarded field, in his 

studio (if he had only known how 
hard and how wonderful I considered 
it !). “ but look here !’’ And he
showed dozens of studies, executed in 
pencil—sheep standing, sheep lying, 
sheep drowsy', sheep alert, sheep in 
sections, sheep roughly sketched or 
finished to perfection, a selection to 
choose from for the big picture, which 
you may see sometime at Toronto 
Exhibition or elsewhere, 
isn’t telling tales out of school is it, 
either,
string of a dozen ribbons or more, 
representing so many honors tor 
paintings, hanging on the wall in 
this studio.

Mr. Haines, who is, by the way, 
the youngest of the group, was born 
in Meaford, Ont., and received his art 
training in the art schools of Toron- 

He is a member of the Ontario 
Society' of Artists, and has gained 
especial distinction for himself as an 
animal painter. He is, perhaps, the
only artist in Canada who has given There were a big welcome, a “Come 
particular attention to dogs. In away 
Painting them, however, he has not cup
been a follower of those—Landseer, about the camping trip 
for example—who have painted dogs Ahrens and his wife recently com- 
before, and who have almost invari- pleted while the artist was engaged 
shly invested them with human emo- in making the studies for Mr. G. W. 
tions. In this work he bears, pos- James’ new book, " In and Out 
sibly, the same relation to other dog- Through the Old Missions, 
painters
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,, . ... , an appreciation of
ho beautiful and the poetic; a little 

of the enthusiasm which 
one’s work, whatever it

:'h
to.r Summer Scene.

From a painting by E. Thurston.
can deem 

may be, of
more moment than the material re-

thc least mind painting a little be- "our readors^of f°t1 't'
yond the comprehension of the ordi- perhaps wish to h»n,_ent er may. 
nary non-artist (shall 1 say picture- charmtoe women who °f -the
buying?) world, provided he might of these gifted men But thus Tari 
grasp the poetic ideal towards which must not go. The feminine mind rj 
he strives. He delights in painting coils from publicity, and we must 
sunshine-flooded landscapes, atmos- presume. In closing. I wish to 27 
phene effects, the glint of water, the press regret that thé reproductions 
restfutoess of shade, with just enough of paintings shown in connecté 

life to add interest. Sometimes with this article give
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back to the kitchen fire," a 

of tea, and a delightful chat 
which Mr.
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