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opinions, and decided opinions ; of

Thompson Seton and his followers
that I was very well convinced after  the world ol literature.
more than two days of almost con- his  animal pictures merely animal sense of humor,
tinuous conversatign with him. put pictures,
there were not one hundred at the Iainted as a Lackground for his
little station, jus¢ LWO or three, and favaorites hitg
there was not u oy in sight as we g with  sunlight  and interspersed a landscape
walked down the bi of country road, with the deep shade of trees, which est delight
with its vista o big trees and wind-  show that

ing river which Jed Lo the

ing country. Long A4go it saw its peared in “ The
“palmy”’ days, when the Gooderhamn
mills brought busy rarmers with their
grists, and a numier of houses strag-
gled about to accommodate the mil]
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 trade
to another point the mill-wheels fell
slack, and the people, many of them,
moved away. Then, after g time,
came the artists, and with them g
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 gone
away but recently, and, at the time
of 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 me.
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. Suffice : ; ‘—_(
it to say that therc were books every- —
where—and, of course, pictures. Mr. Mr. Edwin Thurston.
Haines is a student as well as an
artist, and talks lit,era.ture a,l:nost zs MR. CARL AHRENS.
much as art. At times, 00, he ) -
- s, which he regards as jolly Going first to the home o ;
gt;(l)l;\; ((lzgﬁlrades, and glen he takes Ahrens, Mr. H'}mi? anddI fO;mthIlne
you out to sec his kennels, where fif- artist (the Big Comra i ? ilri/nol
teen of the canine species are ready Mrfs. Ahe?]?ss avgzogﬁ foe pertainingly
try run. a few w ; e
1[;{»: aHr;L(:nruc[; Orn;kegrozs—c:pl:éia{ty of ur.day Globe) a,r.)d his wife, lnd tt:;hi
painting his pets, and for my benefit midst of unpacking, 8«181 tllley 2& hi::lh
Dorcas, a fine collie, to pose. It recently moved into the house w :
ﬁ,(;ts quite' interesting to see her 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

most popular work,

THE FARMER'’S ADVOCATE.

Almost invariably he has music second only

(a cut of which ap- beneath the |
‘armer’s Advocate '’ standing in the soft mists
Some time ago) has probably been hig morning. While

in distinctly worth knowing.

and a passion

studying them

green deeps upon his canvases.

possitle just now to get either

pleasure at gome future time.

M. Chase and T Edwin Elwell,
no artist or school.

work out his own salvation.’’

travelled cxtensively
United States >

to him.

from him during his Sojourn here.

MR. EDWIN TH URSTON.

and of social life.

the full attrac

tions, and books.

talk you realize that he would not in

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.

““You may think it looks easy,’”’
said Mr. Ilaines, in showing a half-
finished picture of trees and. sheep
and a collie-guarded field, in his
studio (if he had only knowr_l how
hard and how wonderful I considered
it!), ‘““but look here!”’ And he
showed dozens of studies, executeq in
pencil—sheep standing. sheep lym_g,
sheep drowsy, sheep alert, sheep in
sections, sheep roughly sketch‘ed or
finished to perfection, a selection to
choose from for the big picture, which
You may see sometime at Toronto
Exhibition or elsewhere. . . . .It
isn’t telling tales out of school is it,
either, to mention that I saw a
string of a dozen ribbons or more,
l‘t‘preéenting so many honors f(?r
paintings, hanging on the wall in
this studio.

Mr. Haines, who is, by the way,
the youngest of (he group, was.l)orn
in Meaford, Ont., and received his art
training in the art schools of Toro_n-
to. He is a member of the Ontgrlo o
Society of Artists, and has gained From a painting
especial distinction for hims}(:lf astja;rel
animal painter. He is, per aps, o SHeaTe, & “Coue
only artrx?st in Canada who has given There werli ‘: bl[%]e“‘i'lii(zlhen i &
Dm“ticular attention to dogs. In away bac O'mdva delightful chat
painting them, however, he has not cup of tea,. “11 ol Wce e hch M
been a follower of those—Landseer, gahout the (a“é g resmntly G
for example—who have painted dogs Ahrens f“!?» tll11* artick xeas. Susapaa
before, and who have almost invari- plcl.cd '_\\ hrl (“,,{ S“;(““S for Mr. G. W.
ably i,nvested them with human emo- in mu}}msw e l;ool\ “In and Out
tioﬁs. In this work he bears, pos- .{ames rtltl\ B M;ssions."

Sibly, the same relation to other dog- Through -1(;5  rikes wou 8§ & HED
painters gas Burroughs bears to Mr. Ahre s

Summer Scene.

by . Thurston.

the least mind painting a little bg-
yond the comprehension of Lh@ ordi-
nary nomn-artist (shall I say plct_ure—
buying ?) world, provided he mng'ht
grasp the poetic ideal tow.a.rds .wh‘xch
he strives. He delights in painting
sunshine-flooded landscapes, atmos-
pheric effects, the glint of'water, the
restfulness of shade, with just enqugh
“life’” to add interest. Sometimes

ash of the storm, trees

We contain.
are exceedingly sorry that it was im-

Mr. Ahrens Studied art under Wm. living-room,

in formed into g Studio, Mr. Chavignaud
New York, but he is a follower of P®&Ints his pictures.

He :

Ll % differently.
ls)gi'ét aaiholrfastém::;g}:a,mﬁé H}‘)‘;: put them through what permutations
through the
yet his journe ings . :
have by no means dissipated hisycon— ?g:ﬁlidl;igctt(;e: 11;0;1‘;;:::::61;2 f:g::
viction that g quict and secluded life
is the best to bring out the fullest
sclf—vxprossiou, and, hence, perhaps,
Meadowvale has especially appealed
Some good work from Mr.
Ahrens may certainly be expected

Leaving the Ahrens home, we pro-
ceeded next to the very dainty and
artistic abode of Mr. Thurston gnd
his wife, where, about a cheery grate
fire, another long and delightful talk
was awaiting. Mr. Thurston im-
presses you at first, perhaps, as ga
man who Has scen much of the world
He begins to
talk, perhaps—and he talks well—
with a sort of Mona Lisa smile which
you find it hard to penetrate ; then
suddenly some word impresses him,
Or some rew idea strikeg him, and
tiveness of his person-
ality bursts upon you. You discover
him to be a man of broad sympathies,
deep observation of men, and condi-
Art, of course, is
his hobby, and while hearing him

1897

. He has a he chooses to do decorative work
Neither are strong, characteristic face, a keen

rather than pure landscape. But jp

for whatever he does, Mr, Thurston (as,
to his love of art. perhaps, all of the
Although he docs exceptionally good vicinity)
of landseape shimmer- work in illustrating,

artists of this
aims to e€xpress poetry,

he is essentihlly temperament, mood, feeling, rather
painter, finding his great- than to

I in a poetic rendering of eflects.
L this artist’s talents are by natural beauty.

produce mere photographic
‘“Art is not imitation,”’ he

“I love trees,” he says, with all the emphasis he can

village  no nieang lmited.  Mr, Haines con- says, and 48 a consequence he hag place upon the assertion. Art, as a

@ proper. .Meudmx'\'nh. Iying in the siders liis Sheep in a Wood ™7 as  painted trees—trees deep in shade means of making people see beauty,

Credit River Valley, about 24 miles the maogt successful  picture he has with rifts of light upon them, trees feel beauty, live better, more happily,
from Toronto, is pnot a  metro painted  during the past summer. flooded with sunlight, trees bending is hjs ideal. '

polis of trade, even for the surround- “* The Intruder '

Mr. Thurston was born in New

of early York State, of English parente, but

he he has lived intermittently in Can-
has often lived for days in the heart ada for a nun

of the forest, hence jg it, perhaps,
that he has been able to put the
spirit as well gag the forms of the

iber of years. . He has
received considerable art training . in
Toronto, but hasg also studied the ,
best art the gallerics of thijs continent
His picture, ‘ Evening,”’
was much admired at the Art Exhi-

& bition in Toronto last spring.
portrait of Mr. Ahrens or copies of

his pictures for The Farmer’s Ad-
vocate,” but will hope for that

MR. GEORGE CHAVIGNAUD.

Our next visit was to the big house
on the hill, where, in a big, cheerful
which he has trans-

Here again was

; lity, and another de-
“A man must n new persona >
get off by himself” he says, * and lightful chat. Angd now 1 realize

why the artists of this place.paint sq
No two of these men,

and combinations you will, are in the
slightest degree alike. Each paints

of the Barbizon School — Corot,

Millet, Rousseau and Diaz.

Mr. Chavignaud was born in Brit-
tany, and still talks with the most
delightful French accent. He has
travelled much on the continent, and
has studied art in Paris and Belgium,
and he and his wife have many inten-
esting experiences of these places to
relate,  Upon the walls of his studio
I noticed two pictures, one of which
a portrait of a Dutch boy, was ex-
hibited in Brussels (several of Mr,
Chavignaud’s pictures have been ex-
hibited in the best galleries of Bel-
gium and ¥rance), and the other,
*“ Le Matin,”’ at the Paris Salon. The .
latter was a fine water color, repre-
senting the first streak of dawn com-
ing up from the horizon as g gray
cloud lifts. 1In the foreground cluster '
some Dutch cottages, and a few tall
trees bend before g morning breeze,

Mr. Chavignaud has been very suc-
cessful in water-color work, but for
the past year has been devoting him-
gelf to oils, in which he is likewise
achieving success. Like the others,
Mr. Chavignaud 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
Le-all and end-all of life. * T have
been up to the city,” he laughed, in
his gay, Frenchy way, ‘I hear every-
where talk of the tightness of ' money.
I think, ‘we are rich men at Meadow-
vale. Our wants are few, We do
not feel the tightness of money. We
are millionaires.’ *’

And so they are, it seemed to me,
millionaires in quiet contentment and
high aim ; in rich mental endowment;
in 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; g little
of the altruistic spirit whichk can
scek to perpetuate an appreciation of
the beautiful and the poetic; a little
of the enthusiasm which can deem
onc’s work, whatever it may be, of
moré moment than the material re-
ward which can come for it.

Our readers of the gentler sex may,
perhaps, wish to hear more of the
charming women who are the wives
of these gifted men. But thus far I
must not go. The feminine mind re-
coils from publicity, and we must not
presume. In closing, I wish to ex-
press regret that the reproductions
of paintings shown in connection
with this article give so vague an
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