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measure defrauded of their iithright, Th
younger folks, however, will not so quietly
acquiesce in the deprivation of which now for
the first time they have become conscious, and
no doubt the ‘¢ divine despair’ aroused by
the wonders of the Fair may prove in many
cases the magic touch to awaken dormant
powers and hitherto undreamed-of possibili-
ties. The ‘ mute, inglorious Miltons” may find
their tongues some day, yet,

It is, of course, in the Art Gallery that we
meet with the most vivid presentment of the
puthos of life.  As has been already remarked,
the pictures of life, human and animal, largely
preponderate, both in numbers and in import-
ance. There are charming landscapes of

-course~—especially in the Fine Loan Collection,

where there are gems by Corot and Roussean, -

Regnault and Troyon, but the chief interost of
its art is with life, and notably the tragic side
of life, which, alone, it would seem, can give
human nature its strongest and finest expres.
sion. And one marked characteristic of the
art of this exhibition is that it deals so largely
with subjects from humble life, “the short and
gimple anuals of the poor.” The peasant’s
outdoor labour and humble houschold interior
—the fisherman’s precarious calling—the
toil of the artisan at forge or carpenter’s
bench, and the pathos that is never far from
these—afford the subjects of many of the
finest pictures in the immense collection,
“Love and Life” and ¢ Love and Death"—
to quote the titles of two fine allegorical pie-
tures of Watts—supply most of the material for
the rest, and the ** Labour Problem ” has its
due share of representation, for all the prinei-
‘pal galleries present pictures of a *“ strike.”
Among such a multitude of fine pictures it
is not possible to individualize more than a
fow. Some of the most touching were to be
found in the Dutch and English collections.
In the former, a large picturo by Josef Isreals,
entitled *“ Alono in the World,” arrested every
eye. It showed, in mellowed tones, the dusky
interior of a huinble room, to which the skill
of the artist had given a wonderful effect of
depth and space. On a poor pallet lay the
form cf the dead wife, while beside it sat the
desolate husband-—evidently a poor working
man-—with his hands resting on his knees and
an expression of hopeless dreariness in his face
and attitude. The whole tone of the picture
i8 one of unrelieved sadness, yet it is 8o suf-
fused with the glow of genius and feeling that
the beholder is sensible of the subtle and en-
nobling pleasure that results from the exer-
cise of the divine gift of sympathy. In the
other picture, ‘A Hopoless Dawn,” by
Frank Bramley, the sadness is almost too op-
pressive. There is none of the calming and
subduing influence of death, only the vivid
sense of the hardness and sadness of life. In
renlistic detail it wives the interior of a fisher-
man's cottage, the one small window revealing
a glimpse of the gray surging ocean, just visi-
ble in.the brightening dawn. In the window
stands a candle-stick, with a candle expiring in
he socket, while on the table was another
candlestick, whose candle had guttered down,
neglected, beside which are a half-eaten loaf
and a plate or two, left just as they had been
used, with the crumbs scattered on the floor.
In the window seat is an old woman—sorrow
.and despair written in her furrowed face—while
on the floor, with her face hidden in her lap,
sits a young woman in an abandonment of
grief. It tells the story only too plainly—the
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long night of half-hopeless watching—the can-
dle kept alight if perchance it might guide the
storm-tossed mariner home—~then ‘*the women
weeping and wringing their hands, for one who
will never come back” to his home! “It
makes me shiver all over,” observed one, as
she looked at it, and it was a picture to haunt
one for months after.

The hardships and sufferings which have
been endured by so many brave Arctic explor-
ers were vividly rendered in scveral fine
pictures. One of the most striking represented
a group of men beside their stranded boat,
eagerly watching a distant sail—the haggard,
anxious faces irradiated with the crimson
light of a gorgeous sunset, flushing the bleak,
ice-bound shore ; while some, still unconscious
of coming succour, lay stretched in the pro-
found sleep of exhaustion —so often the merci-
ful precursor of approaching death.

The perils of the fisherman's life, and of
others who * go down to the sea in ships” are
naturally the subjoct of many tragic pictures,
particularly in the Fnglish galleries. Watch-
ing the boats go out; watching, sometimes
vainly, for the fishing-fleet to come in ; the
anxious suspense of the fishermen’s wives dur-
ing a gale ; thrilling scencs of shipwreck or of
offorts to save the shipwrecked, are seen in
almost every collection. One of the most
striking of the latter class represented a cold,
gloomy morning on a desolate coast, whero
kindly hands were laboring to restore some of
the victims of the past storm, while peasant
women, sitting by, were weeping in compas-
sion both for the victims and for those who
will never greet them home.  Another, almost
painful in its suspense, was that of a group of
Belgian peasant women watching the sea dur-
ing the height of a gale, while the village curd
among them wag evidently endeavoring to im
part spiritual congolation to the anxious wateh
ers. In the gallery of the Polish artists were
two especially pathetic picturcs. One of these
was entitled, *“ After a Storm,”’ representing
a group of Polish peasants sorrowfully contem-
plating their ruined fields, devastated by »
storm which had just given way to a burst of
sunshine. The expression on the faces of the
two leading figures—a youny peasant and his
wife—the hopeless discouragement written on
the face of the one, the patient resignation on
the other, were very strongly rendered, while
the accessories of the landseape shuowed a mas-
ter hand. [t was a picture to hold the eye
and haunt the imagination. The other had for
its subject the death of a female exile in Sibe-
ria, and had all the elements of tragedy sug-
gested by the words. The last rosy rays of a
glowing sunset irradiate the wretched interior
of the convicts’ hut and the dying woman
strotched on her miserable pallet, while around
her are a group of fellow-exiles, proBably near
kindred, kneeling or standing by in attitudes
of hopeless grief. One cannot but wonder
how long, in an age of civilization, such things
shall continue to be, in the face of the inscrip-
tion on the portals of this World’s Fair, that
¢ Civil and religious liberty form the best type
of national character.” It is a significant cir-
cumstance, by the way, that in the fine collec-
tion of Russian pictures, there is not one
which in the remotest degree suggests the ex-
iles of Siberia.

“The Poor* People ” of all lands are well
represented, under this and other titles, in al-
most every collection. Millet’s real peasants in
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most realistic rendering are, of course, affwg
the most powerful ; his ‘¢ Sheep-shearers

““ Gleaners ” being among the gems of ¥
Loan Collection, and leaving on cur minds ®
impression as strong as reality itse]f”evfﬁ
stronger, because of the consummate
with which the reality is brought out.
Breton’s peasant girl, listening to the 8093,0
the lark, is also a touching little picture, ""
a little of the poetry of peasant life to relie®®
the stern, sad truthfulness of Millet’s re? et:
ing of the burdened life of the toiler. Ther
are several pictures representing the
meal ” or the *“sober meal.” In one of th
the impression of poverty is heighiened bY 2
starved-looking cat ravenously devouring ™
contents of an over-turned bowl. In anoth®
the poverty, nearly as great, is softened 5“‘.'
sweetenod by the expression of family hapP”
noess and content.  Thoere are also many 9“"_‘
from hospital and almshouse life, gi"i“_g v
glimpse, not only into the world’s sufferind

also into the world’s charitics. The 1,,,])0‘:’
problem has come in for its full share of 8
tention, almost every country’s collectio'{ E‘,)(
plying a picture of a ‘* strike,” * The Bt

at Biscaya,” in the Spanish collection, i ““)DM
the finest. There is also among the scll]l.’tu
besides other croups reprosenting the lffe,]
Iabour, o large group representing very Vlvl,
an incident in the Lancashire famine dof®
strong working man endeavoring t¢ h"_ld
hardly-gained work-ticket, against the effor®® .
two others to snatch it from him, one of % .
being an active young man, who is streté .
his arm up to snatch it out of Lis han®
other an old man, evidently appealing w0 "
compassion, in which there scems to h s(; i
chance of his success. A poor womsfh "
dently knocked down in the crowd, lies P i
trate in the foreground. Two fine picf'“re’w
“The Rolling Mill” and ¢ Forging the / "
chor,” show the possibilitics of such 8Y ')W
for effective artistic treatment. One ¢ i
more mournful elass of pictures in the A“s,t o

. N Laile
Gallery, entitled A Dreary Homecol! .
et

Jule

“fr
o

gives a picture of a dead poacher carri o
wageon to his humble Tyrolese chilet & i
the mountains, while at the door sta¥ i 1
grief-stricken, newly-made widow. Ou ot
whole, the pictures of humble life such Al
been described, show, in common with ¢ i
indications, a growing sympathy with th‘? P
ing class in field and work-shop, which sy,,

of many signs that for themn a ha.ppiuf‘ o

dawning, if they shall only be wise .
generation to avail themselves of its grov

. N

opportunities, 1y
) )

The chances of war, of course, 5“1? :

considerable number of pathetic aubj
though battle pieces are by no ineand g
numerous. Lady Buttler’s “Roll-call” ne? i
description. ‘‘Theodore Korner after the 8% o
attack of Lutzen” is one of the most st
historic pictures, though the Fenstefﬂtu a
Prague ” is a still more powerful pictuf‘:' i
history. The ‘“Sons of the Brave, f‘b'
oners of War” andthe Spy,”anincirjlmlt Ef
Franco-Prussian war, give very vivid s 1,4
tions of the miseries of war. *° The ]
Muster” is a touching picture of an “’9‘: ]
of old veterans at chapel—the face of ot
stiffening into the rigidity of death a8 he ot"{
the call no mortal can resist. Many td‘" .
pathetic pictures there are, of coursé nd.{f': ,
sorrow of life is myriad-fold, and sin 2° ;¢
fering are closely bound together. A s‘i‘p‘{;;
five pictures by Frith, illustrating the




