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whether his universe be our common world seen for itself or

through antecedent art, or a private world of inward vision : for

while the philosophers are quarrelling about abstract truth, the

artist answers Pilate's question through his own personality .
The

beauty which Matthew Strang's art reveals, though he experi-

ments in many styles, with unequal results, is mainly tragic.

For others the gay, the flippant, the bright—let those from whose

temperament these things flow interpret the joyousness and

buoyancy and airy grace of existence. For others the empty

experimentation in line and color. It is all Art—in the house

of Art are many mansions. He has come to the last of the three

stages of so many artists, who pass from the fever to do every-

thing, through a period of intolerance for all they cannot do, into

a genial acceptance of the good in all schools. But, unassuming

as he has always been, he is yet sometimes shaken by righteous

indignation when he sees tawdry art—art that is the response to

the stimulus of no universe but the artificial studio-universe of

models and posings and stage-properties—enthroned and feted

at the banquet of life ; and sometimes an unguarded word flashes

out before his pupils, but he always repents of his railings, feel-

ing it is his to work, not to judge ; to do the one simple thing

that his hand findeth to do.

One of his pictures is of a woman looking out to sea with

hopeless eyes ; there is a mocking glory of sunset in the sky.

This is called " The Pain of the World." The title was due to

Olive's exclamation that night in Devonshire. The figure is his

mother's, come back to him in his own solitude—the image of

her standing thus in the asylum at Halifax could not be effaced

from his soul ; it had to find expression in his Art.

As he worked at it, with the brutal aloofness of :he artist,

studying lights and shadows, values and eflEects, gradations and

tones, he wondered whether the artist were a cold-blooded mon^

ster, or a divinely appointed alchemist sent to transmute the

dross of the world's pain to the gold of Art for the world's pleas^

a magician to cover up the rawness of life, as kindly Nature
ure

covers up the naked earth with grass, or throws the purple light

of dream over all that is dead—over the centuries that are past

pr our youth that is gone ; a Redeemer, whose beautiful percep


