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A CGREAT PAINTER.

lmagine a robust peasant whose pestures and
words are full of the flavor of youtl ; pluce on
his white aud abundant hair one of those mar-
roon biretias with which Hans Holbein capped
his portraits ; throw 2 workitgiman's Bouss over
his solid shoulders; iHumine hishonest face with
o candid smile; hook to hix lips w0 briar-rop
pipe, and charge his bronzed hands with a
palette and adozen of brushes, end you have Corot

No life was ever better fitled. He worked
always sund everywhere.  An early riser, like
all thase who go to hed betimes, he seized his
pencily at the dawu and laid thew aside only at
pightfall.  The coming of durkics always an.
poyed him, but he wonld say paily

“ Wall, well, the gosd Gud 1 pulting out my
lamp.” :

Ha then sorted bis colors, duifed his blouse,
and retired to o copious dinner, for, Jduring the
whols day, he had tuken only a dish of scup,
gorged with bread swl touting with \'L‘gctn‘l)i:‘g
which the good Adéle, his houseliorper, served up
to him regularly st eleven o'clock, on a livte
table, in a ¢ourner of Lis studio,

His last spoonful was srarely swallowel when

he retarned to s work.  He abways sang wiile

he painted, When he had seachiod the seravoniog

of his lstnlseupe, he rose, wiudied his canvas,
end took his Bnal detenmination. s hod ey
i;}' what details hs shonld n,»mp!n{“ his wark
He ther sat down wmin befure his casel, and
humming, plantsd here and here the wouches

oyl 1o thie generad effvat,

Hes remarks an b exporicnoss wars vory orivin

3l He woild say

YProple are nished that  paisters ean

spread apon a canvay which they almost touch
with their noses, color whase egsamble viewed
al a distance produse such and such an effict
This is the result of experionss. When ous ha
gina to paint, he daubs, and then hie stuinde of
from his sasel to julge of the peli-mell 4t a dis
tinee. Then he returns 1) plage ether ones
upan it, goas back, returns agair unud the wark
s finished. My Gt atlempls thae onet e a

walk of ene hundeed and Sty miles sah later,
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with the aid of habit, I reduced my walks. Now
my hand is so sure that I could name many of
wy paintings which I did not inspect until they
were sigued, framed and sold.”

This great wian who hss been justly styled the
first of modern inndscapiats, was especially re-
enarkable for the vagueness and ideality of his

sketehes.  He felt and reproduced the poetry of
cature.  On this subject, he used to say -
*“buomy youth, 1 wus always furious when,

wishing to pasut e sky, I s s moving.
Stop,” Verfed ty thom 4 to the

sun.  Dut the cleuds on salling
through the azure, chagy 4 torw snd
moeking me wath their wnctmnorphioses. 1 have
sinee jearsied 2 lessou from nature,  An imnoves
able sky 35 wo sky st all  The wlentof the
CAInter oo ; reedeiing the change.
[t AL sl of thuse
rast fumiinons or morky rmussiy whaoh Joat
throngh space, before the breath of the wind.,
am delighted when a connoisseur tells me, lock-
ing at ny canvas: ‘ your clouds run well.’”

Corot udored the country. Fontainebleaun had
his sympathies, but he spent the greater part of
the fine season at Coubron, near Drancy. The
parish priest of the village was his test friend,
they dired almost every evening together, and
the master, who was an intrepid drinker, used to
ioke pleasantly at the sobriety of the ablé, He
always returned to Paris from these excursions
with his portfolio full of studies, out of which he
vroduced those magnificent works which have
usule him inumortal.  He lived 1w the age of
seventy-nine, painting to the last, and his last
canvises are his chief masterpicees.

A few weeks before his death, which took place
last February, he underwent an operation for
cancer in the stomach, but his powerful consti-
tution was undermined.  Through the open
window at his bedside, be Tooked np and said -

¢+ I see a sky full of roses.”

But he was destined not to pasint them  His
agony was long and painful.  Ue continualiy
agitated bis right thumb after the manner of
painters who wish to indicste the domirant
points of their pictures.  And it must be observ:
ed that Corot painted with his thumb,  He ased
it as a flat knife to spread out tones on his can-
vas and to cxdnguisgz notes that were oo vigor-
ous. A few minutes before his death, he tossed
somewhat on his mahogany bed, turued his fuce
to the wall, fixedly gazed on the golden medal
of honor which had been awarded him by his
European colleagues, and yathering the fingers
of his right hand into a sheaf, as il they were
holding the brush, he made the sign of the pain-
ter. The nun who was attending him approach-

" ed to ses if he still breathed. Corot was dead.
J. L.




