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through the gray streets, as in his days of hunger, but now the
grotesque figures no longer seem outside the realm of serious
Art, or mere picturesque arrangements of line and color. To his

purged vision, that still lacks humor, they touch the mysteries
and the infinities, passing and disappearing like ghosts on a
planet of dream : solitude has brought him a sense of the uni-
versal life from which they flow, and he fancies the function of
Art should be to show the whole in every part, the universal
through the particular. And so he longs to paint the beauty
that lies unseen of grosser eyes, the poetry of mean streets and
every-day figures, to enrich and hallow life by revealing some
sweep of a great principle that purifies and atones.

In " The Old Maid " he has painted the portrait of " Aunt
Clara " with Davie on her knee, revealing the wistful, imprisoned,
maternal instinct he detected one day in her sunken eyes as she
fondled his little Davie. What makes this presentation of ugli-

ness Art is not merely the breathing brush-work, but the beauty
of his own pity which the artist has added to the Nature he
copied. With the falsely aristocratic in Art or life he has lost

sympathy : to him to be honest and faithful is to belong to the
only aristocracy in ihe world—and the smallest. Sometimes he
dreams of some great Common Art—for all men, like the sky
and the air, which should somehow soften life for all. And
dreantlng thus he somewhat frets against the many limitations
of his own Art—as once in his callow boyhood when he set out
to write that dime novel—and against its lapsed influence in

modern life, wishing rather he had been a great poet or a great
musician. Only music and poetry, he feared while toiling at the
" Old Maid," could express and inspire modern life ; the impulse
that had raised the cathedral had been transformed into the im-
pulse that built the grand hotel, fitted throughout with electrical

conveniences; in the visible arts landscape and portraiture alone
seemed to find response from the modern mind, the one by its

revelation of the beauty of the world, the other by its increas-

ing subtlety of psychological insight. Painting had begun with
religion, religion had led to technique, then religion had drifted

away from painting, and then technique had become a rehgion.

But technique ought not to be thought of separately except by


