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Mme, Albani will make a tour of the United States and

anada +1i. : e b .
rna}(gid this autumn, accompanied hy Miss Beatrice Langley,
» braxton Smith and Mr. Lempriere Pringle.

:
t“ll‘co“-le \I]mlliml Minister of Public Tustiuction, Signor Gian-
Violin’ :V}szles wated lawyer, (;inpox(jd v sonata for piano :L‘n(l
Tua, g el was I:L_(,ely played by ll.H lixcellency and Teresina
» Y6 minuet being very charming.
YOFkT}Eillh[usicn.l Age says: ) In Milan, Miss Kellog‘, of New
an :Ck €. l\[l‘“{zl.), sang. in the thea?re where 'l:unagno,
cessfy) Lq Aand (mll_l l\lfn’lc had sung. fSh'e was .hlghly suc-
also Sinuli ?‘llce.na Ln « I‘_rovnytore, and it is possible she will
e Wa»t?ari?m fl&‘ldit. i l\Vhss Kellog was (mga.g(.ed for a tour of
Star, byg ¢}, p ftcex in Germany last winter, with a celebrated
1e plan fell through.

P ? i ‘
vof. . N. Crouch, author of ¢ Kathleen Mavourneen,”

dieq ,
Prog *Aaug. 18th, at Portland, Me., aged eighty-eight years.
- LUrouch wag an Englishman by birth, but lived in the

;lrilt;dthsrbélti? since 1819, He se:rve(l in the Ctmfeder;‘tte
ugust ‘)3:1(15 1out the War of the Rebellion. He was blll‘lefl
1th0u<rr1 . ’_'1“ the Lond(.)n. Park Cemetery, Baltimore, Md.
ﬂulnbefof(z L"‘]‘?nted musician and the uu.thor of a large
Poser of « Kont%:], he will be rem?’mbered chlféﬂy as the S\Iom—
ork Mugic(({ een Mavourneen. Abo_ut this song the b ow
Stcal Courier makes the following remarks: The
1ty of the words and the music—a maudlin senti-
—caught the fancy of the people, and Kathleen
€en was heard in every drawing-room and in public
ocknengiﬁf;e Tﬂl}Sic for thre‘ cr’owd was given, and \&:hef\(fi-
on the iy ,F’e’:f‘ told how ¢ The orn of the ‘unter was “ear
dlstinct] ; he song, we repeat, is a maudlin pr(_)ductu,m,
tagte of {ho an l_nfel‘lor style, but it chanced to tickle the
e public of those days.”
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tent}'lri):aTomnt‘P Conservatory of Music entered upon 'Lhe
ver prorio'r,l- of its worl on the 1st inst., the prospects being
Calen ar clﬁmg for iLI.lOtller' successful year. The nnngnl
¢ info.ome.s out in very tasteful f(_)rm, and contains
the OnSe;mﬂ»tlon respecting the work, aim, and success of
) POSSGSSQJdtOrY; the olqe'st. musical institution in Canada.
Slve ¢ ucat] excellent facilities for a liberal and comprehen-
o0 1n all branches of music and elocution ; its
'nstruction being designed to advance the pupil
Y, from the primary gl‘ades along to the highest
OF efficiency.  The Branches of study include piano,
€lo ’iOVOICe, violin, theory (all branches), piano tuning,
melude:’ and physical culture, languages. etc. The staff

)
borougp)
a

chO]arsh'musicia'ns of eminence and well-known repute.
Seag 'PS of the value of %1,200 were awarded last

n. > ' ‘
e %()) gl?ld and silver medals, diplomas and certificates,
fuch, , 8"™Nted.  Students have also many free advantages,

Tefep, nece el.elnentary theory, sight-singing, violin, musifm‘,l
Ted With1 rary, lectures, etc. The Conservatory is affili-
1 o M . V“' .
UhlVel- the University of Toronto, and with Trinity

sity, wiin \ v ! 103
¥> which affords opportunity for degrees in music.
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r PProciation of Modern French Art.
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l HE Senge f exhi)

: . . . <]
avation with which a visit to the Salon

i as !

lfng-qf Sadr:‘;()m Lo fill the visitor now yields to a weary feel-

fft?le, o "SS and unrest,  All this o[}'m-t,-—mispl;L(:etl ?L}l(l

a ‘:}Z".\w 1;ﬁ;r3‘:')ze"'.p“ﬂrb of it, vain and t,:'mtul)ess as l)eul :O(E
. tig or g, ,h' 16 all express 7 The 11101]00@1'«11 stn\m.? o

in oo thongy .) “ar—ineffectual in the sum of its real .;Lchl(,\c—
th o csuredly not in extent.  When we think that

thae € by .
h&tt O Balony e displayed about 7,000 works, and

L i
;?lén Jn;'u;hdmn.\itt,mg the rejoctions at. the same p,voport‘u.m_
ll()we  anq thzté“}t)}l‘exenn ot fewer than 70,000 wm‘%{ﬁ gln(:‘.
to : “Nin Py 1?’}"“' are 19 other exhibitions of %‘ltrllli/nkb
ing - '88er th, “lilll’lh 1ere is enough in the thoughts ) ,t(‘nbi
ora Selvey o ,(4 an (lup_w\ss the lightml,']mu'tr. (/(,mr]r e
a]] lary, we 11':-L;':‘Jlt'mml impression of this \';L-Htllt.:l):i’n(t of
¢ ~ ot s 3 PUCS o
Vit i (_Zm())r:(n. perhaps the Lr(}l;r:st:n,];l(ﬁ,c s,
€ of myel, m[(} 1)mmm\m wb the pe %] ¢ Champs
Pu‘s’mmcoh-))f( work, repugnance " T the

: P tor here painters who know

THE WEEK

‘nought to do against thew.

businass of their craft and can draw and compose with ad-
mirable skill are permitted to disport themselves in a spirit
that must tell grievously against the art of the eountry.
Who is the Dhetter- -artistically, ecstatically —for  bheing
shown M. Surand’s conception of how Hamilear's elephants
trampled his barbarian prisoners to a shapeloss mass  When
we come to M. Lemarquier’s ¢ Leper ” picking at his sealing
sores, or to M. Lix’s ¢ Medieval Tragedy,” illustrative of baby
burning—we ask if these painters really think their life's
nission to be the wringing of ouwr hearts and the turning of
our stomachs. 1f this be art, how are we, whose lives are
passed in urging the spread, the practice, and the love of it,
to plead for it ax a joy to be cherished, a delight to be en-
couraged in the land ?

That sensuality and crime are matters not foreign to
artistic treatment, whether in literature, paiuting, or poetry,
the world has seen and wise men proved ; but until arvtists
have learnt to know what to present and what to pass over,
they have no vight to disport themselves in public, and vival,
s0 tospeak, the acts of Diogenes in the highway, or of King
Prempeh in the sacred grove. The debasement of much of
the artistic effort of the day is defilement and contagion ; for
not only do painters produce, but the public for the moment
applauds the production. Ary, it is true, has essentially
nought to do with morals or ethies. But it must have
The thought that inspives it
be it sapid or insipid, must not be an outrage on taste, or it
at once introduces an element entively foreign to the true
purpose of art. That, primarily, is to impart pleasurve ac-
cording to our individual notions of beauty, visual or intel-
lectual. T care not, genervally speaking, whether a picture
have or have not a subject, provided that the picture is fine
as paint, as design, as workmanship. But when a painter
who can give us all these things uses them to thrust upon us
a loathsome subject, he obliterates violently from our intel-
lectual sight the impression of beauty which the general
composition first presented to our eyes—nay more, by the
filthy sinear he makes he offends past all pardon those phy-
sical eves themselves. The subjects, we are told, are sym-
bolical ; or they are historical. Neither excuse is good.
Symbolism has a finer language than that to talk in. It
legitimately may awe or, if need be, hovrify us, solemuly and
with dignity ; but never disgust.  Ax for history, the same
test may be applied. Even when the scene represented is
true, there is a Jimit to the subject—a line which may not
be passed by art; for there literature comes in to take up
the tack of presenting discreetly to our imaginations what it
cannot be permitted to art to portray.

Now, there is not, I admit, so large a proportion of such
pictures as these as we are apt to believe ; but they are vast
and obtrusive, and are not to be escaped. Moreover, as
Herbert Spencer and others have pointed out, it is charac-
teristic of the human mind that the deepest impressions are
made uf)on us by what is ugly, not by what is beautiful. So,
when we leave the galleries of the Salon and recall the pic-
tures we have examined, or quietly suffer our impressions to
resolve themselves slowly, unassisted, in our memory, we
find blood and violence paramount, exercising & strong hold
on our mental vision, t,.hl'usting themselves, like a curtain
streaked with blood and “discordancy, across onr memory of
the most honest 21,11(% poetical canvases that charmed us as
we passed through this purgatory of art---in the shadow of
this Valley of Crimeand Death.  Classicism, romanticism,
idealisin, reaiism, naturalism—such has been the march of art
in the Old Salon of Paris.  Tmpressionism, prismaticism, and
the rest, but served to create a diversion, hut not a revolution.

We may pass from the dismal and violent, and enjoy
the exquisite poetic art of Messrs. Harpignies, Francais, and
Gosselin ; but  while we. ;w‘kn()wledg(i that heve are true
representatlves of what is ﬁEl(:st in Ifrench art, we cmnpt}
prebend to helieve that as antidotes they ave powerful_enough
to arrest the course or counteract the elfect of what is bad :
as soon might you hope to subdue the stench of offal and
carrion with the scent of flowers and of the ﬁeldis-. ) But
postm’it'y will not endorse the extravagances of an :trt’lﬂtlﬂml}y
unscrupulous age. Future ;Lpp!:mu%e, be sure, like homage in
the past, will be mserved' fo}' those who }ga..vo t‘}lule l)e_s't; L'he.y
had, and of all they felt withir them put their noblest in their
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