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A Etrong Delineaton of the Prairie.
"The V'alley," by C. W. .Tefferys.

A Scene Prom the Land of Lumnberjacka.
-The Drive," by Lawren S. Harris.

A Season.of Pictur.es
Appreciaied Somen'halt dRandom

By AUGUSTUS BRIDL

SINCE winter beganl there as been an alm-ost
continuious exhibition of Canadian pictures
at the gallery of the Art Museumn in the main
public library of Toronto. The first to open

the season was an extensive loan collection mainly
of foreign works owned by Canadians. This gave
the public soute opportuuity of behoîding the opul-
ence of a few and the discemning taste of a good
many other people.

Thle uext was the annual expose of the Royal
Canadian Academy, which is supposed to be to
Canadian art what the F~rench Academy is to learn-
ing in France. This was highly instru~ctive as a
DerfertIv dipnified collection of canvases, possessi11g
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gallery. One of these was a re-
markable portrait of a brother
artist, William Cruikshank, one of
the most original characters in
Canadian if e as well as in art. To
have seen Williamson's picture of
Cruikshank is to have got a better
idea of what sort of figure the
inan is; as picturesque among the
artists of Canada as was Dr. Sam
J ohnson arnong the writers of
iondon. The black and white sec-
,tion of the Canadian Art Club
show contained a couple of bun-
dred masterly pen and ink draw-
ings of this dean of, art.

'Plie other picture of William-
sonis that rivalled the Cruikshank
portrait in buman interest was bis
winter vespers of a scene got from
Lis studio window; the focal point
b.eing a group of dilapidated rear-
yard shacks with aà single dab of
a window gleaming; in the back-
ground the gloomy walls of a liuge
office building housing millions of
vested initerests; off to the rigbt
and almost out of the canvas the
outline of 'a cathedral spire:
poverty, wealtb and religion per-
hýaps unconsciously embodied, but
donc by a man witb, a grim sense
of humour'in paint.

Homer Watson's off erings were
qîuite up to'the wel' l-known Homer-'
esque standard; pictures with a
depth of meaning, a richness of,

jpaint texture, anïd a finishment of
style, Iess low in toue than usual:
a distinct contrast to the numerousjworks of J. Arçhibald Browne, an
array of delicatessen in landscape,

j reamy moons, and misty trees and
a perpetual .atmosphe&e of un-
realîty in- realism.

Space and the lapse of time
make it impossible to, pursue the
contents of this show in detail.
But the Canadian Art Club has
already accomplîshed part' of its
purpose in evolving a cleaner,
smiarter and stronger show than
used to characterize its parent
contemporary, the O. S. A..

And when we corne to survey
the f ortieth, exhibition of the Ontario'Society of
Artists, now on, and until the end of this mouth,
it must be admitted, before any individual criticism
is attempted, that the old Society has taken a stride,
even since last year, that quite bewilders the chronic
damnners with faint praise or the casual newspaper
critîc, in miaIy cases bored hy the pictures. The
mail who couild be bored hy this show must be
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colour blind. I recail some shows of the 0. S. «A.
to enter which was like going to a long sermon and
Ieaving with an undefinable tired feeling.

Not so this one. There is an exhilaration, alrnost
an abandon, about the contents of this collection
that convinces any average beholder of the vitality
of Canadian art in the body that a few years ago
showed symptoms of senility. To begin with the
show is well hung. The hangers had more respect
for the walls than ever before. With even more
canvases to choose from they hung less, and hunig
them with due regard to the value of the rooms as
roorns and flot as mere spaces on which to put a lot
of frames with pictorial canvases inside.

Stili even the worst of banging could not spoil
the abundant optimism and real art excellence of
this show. 0f' course the artists themselves are
certain that they have put 1912 as far ahead of 1911
as that was ahead of any other year. There bas
heen a house-cleaning. Yet none of the old stand-
bys bave been missed. F.very man and woman that
used to add a touch of wortb to the 0. S. A. sixice
the secession of -the Art Club has pictures in that
collection. And there are some new ones. It is
flot necessary to speçify the paintings of Princess
Patricia, which- are aIl very weil in their way and
happily do not detract in the least from the show.v

Here we have the first satisfying depicture of
Canada flot merely of farm landscapes and pas-
torals and snug interiors, and pretty women, and
more or less smugly comfortable- citizens; but a
,Canada of east and west, of north and south, of
railways and traffic and city streets, of 'types of
people-though, aIl too f ew of these-and phases
of development.

Oh, of course some artists allege that subj ect 15
of no importance; that technic and atmosphere and
tone and high lightsý and juicy paint and superll
texture 'and breezy handling and swish and go, and
heaven knows whiat, are the things to look for in
a show. But the samne artists know right well that
subj ect to the average appreciator means haîf the
battle; that to a Canadian, scenes in this country~
are of vastly more interest than all the fishing
smack s and brass-kettles and sea-weed sonatas oi
north Europe.

QO0 there are at. least twenty of the exhibi-
b tors ait the, 0. S. A. who have translatedth

joy and savagery and crudity and peaceful pic
turesqueness of Canadiani if e, leaving those who
prefer -the melancholia to, depict the sorrows
Among these it scarcely matters where to begin
If you care for the far west you have it in one
l)ig canvas of C. W. Jefferys, somewhat posteresqu
i n treatment, but a fine sweepig delineation by a
mîaster baud at composition and drawing; with the
superbly candid colouring of the great plains at the~
edge of whose tremendous billows of wheat and
grass stands a solitary, reminiscent horseman. This
is m~odern and a note of great joy. Let us hope
for more of the saine.

Back to the city and you have the works of two
more of the yourlger men who go trailing about ini
unlikely corners to drag out the epic meaning of
what some people see as commonplaces if at all.
Lawren Harris gives both the land of the lumber-
jack and the city street. His river-drive canvas
is a big piece of work in which the background of
gloomiy pine-stript hili and clean, strong sky is in~
comprebensive contrast to the logs and the Iumber-
-jacks below. His Deserted Barni in the Lauren-
tians, got last f alI, is of less interest, but consurn-
inately ugly and comipelling. His town topics-here
we have the other side of a most virile and pas-
sionately ecstatic young mani who hoofs with the
eye of an explorer into neglected streets ta f etchi
out pictures of low shacks against great modern
buildings, roughcasts bedecked with October chest-
lut trees whose fallen leaves you could kick out of
thie canvas, and whose lights and shadows are simply
stunning; and the serried mnonotonous rows o
1 ouse walls-just brick and mortar, but an inter-
pretation hy Harris, who bas the faculty of lookiig
at the inqide of a brick. and knows how to fling


