5; Tevas
ors, $5.85
3, $4 1o
to $8..10:

); mixed,
0o $8.17;
70 to $

3.30 to
35; year-
, native,
0 $7.85.

o $9.25;

p11.25.

s, $7.50
7, year-
$5.50.

0; pigs,
> $8.80;

$7 too

v— R

A

AT

AGAZI

JLIFE - LITER ATU

Little TPips Amcng' (‘The Kissed and made to beg pardon from the

Eminent.

BENJAMIN WEST.
(1788 - 1820.)

In art, as in other things, it some-
times happens that a man who really
possesses comparatively little genius, is

eceived in his own day with great ac-
amation, showered with riches and
® honors, and proclaimed among the great
for all time. It usually requires the
perspective of the years to set one in
his proper place, the concCensus of opin-

ivertise- ion of the critics of generations to de-

res, the termine who is he upon whom the gods
have condescended to bestow the spark

h AOnt., of their own fire.

A 188up; Among those so mistakenly honored

),  year- was Benjamin West, whose work is now

ock of ] considered somewhat tame and unin-

N vors ] spired, although hailed during the life-
time of its creator as equal to that of
the great masters. The life-story of
the man is, however, interesting enough

yard  of to merit a place among these brief rec-

yrthorn- ords of the artists of Britain.

ick, of Although born in America, West was

and F. of English descent, his grandparents hav-

cted in ing turned Quaker and emigrated to the
as long New World in 1667. Here, then, at
elected Springfield, Pennsylvania, the lad des-

e late tined to be one of the most honored

s elect: artists of his time was born, tenth child

emove in the family, October 10th, 1738.

0. His aptitude for drawing soon showed
itself. When six years of age he was
set, one day, to keep the flies off his

vertise- sister’s baby. Whether he succeeded in

ich ap- his task is not told,—probably the baby
issue. suffered, for, to while away the time,
edigree young Benjamin drew its portrait, with
auction such success, too, that his father imme-

Grove, diately declared that he would one day

w and be very eminent.

breeds, Young West’'s immediate prospects,

pshires however, were somewhat handicapped,

reeders since at this time there were neither
Good great painters, paintings, nor even schools
entiful. of art in America. Strangely enough,
ite the his first real help came from a party ot
travelling Indians who chanced to camp,

for a time, near his home. Greatly

pleased with the drawings the little lad,

eeders’ @uow but eight years of age, made of the

. judg-&' @irds, wild fruit and flowers that they

rm of knew so well, the red men taught him

August 3 the simple secrets of their craft in bas-

special | ket - making, showing him how to make

dairy- red and yellow stains. His mother gave

n and ] him some indigo, so he was now

ulture equipped with the three primary colors.

12.30 To keep himself supplied with brushes

p. m. was not se easy, but when the will ex-

't and ists the way is usually found. About

Tent this time the family cat began to pre-
gricul- Sent such g distressingly ragged appear-

t  at ance that it was thought that she was

oppor- diseased, and there was talk of disposing

m the P of her. To save her, the boy confessed,

' local ;A and displayed his brushes, tufts of the

1 fur- & cat’s hair bound to little bits of wood.

d and d No doubt, hearing of this, a cousin

ladies sent the lad 5 box of paints and pencils,
brushes, canvas, and six engravings,—the
rarest gift ever !  So delighted was the

4 child that he could not sleep. He got
| up at dawn and began copying one of the
rated, ;| engravings in the garret. School might

. been 1 g0 to the winds. Back again to the

velop- 5{ garret after breakfast, after luncheon—

y pos- 2 and so on, steadily and secretly f()r.?e:/—

 fifty- | eral days, then a visit from the irate

 City, k] schoolmaster brought a jar to the new

e op- bliss, A search for the lad was 1n$11-

. of & u tuted, and finally,, his mother found him,

dairy- ; angry enough that he should have de-

sheep, ] Ceived her so. Her anger, however, Sﬁfﬂ;
anced ! subsiled, when she saw what he hac

s the done, for from two of the engravings _b'f

and had composed and painted a picture dif-
hlets. ferin subhstantially from either. He was

schoolmaster, and so the storm passed.

When West was nine years of age, a
relative took him to Philadelphia and
introduced him to a painter of some
local repute, Williams by name. On see-
ing the paintings the latter had made,
the lad burst into tears.

“What books do you read?” asked
Williams, adding, ‘“You should read the
lives of great men.”

“I read the Bible and the Testament,””
replied the little lad, ‘‘and I know the
history of Adam, and Moses, and David,
and Solomon, and the Apostles.”’

“You are a fine boy,”” said Williams,
‘“‘and ought to be encouraged. I will
send you two books.”

These books—on art—decided the lad to
become g painter,

® @ # @

The first pictures that he sold were
done on three poplar boards that a car-
penter had given him, and he received a
dollar apiece for them from a mneighbor.
A few years later, when about fifteen
years of age, he went to visit at the
town of Lancaster, and while there peo-
ple flocked to have their portraits paint-
ed by the young prodigy. On his re-
turn, his future course was made a sub-
ject of anxious deliberation by his par-
ents, and, indeed, the whole community;
it was not every day that the little
Quaker settlement turned out an artist.
A meeting of the Friends was called,
and all sat in solemn conclave, with
young West before them. Addresses
were given, then the women arose and
kissed him, and the men, one by one,

laid their hands on his head. The
ceremonial made a strong impression
upon West. He felt that he had been

solemnly consecrated to a great career,

nal Albani, who held out both hands to
greet him, asking, ‘‘Is he black or
white 2"’ ‘““He is very fair,”” replied

Lord Grantham. ‘““As fair as I am?”’
queried the Cardinal, much to the amuse-
ment of those present.

When the youth went to see for the
first time the great Italian works of art,
thirty of the most magnificent equipages
in Rome, filled with noblemen and others
anxious to see the effect upon him, ac-
companied him. The Apollo was first
tried on him, and when the case in which
the statue was enclosed was opened, the
exclamation flew to West’s lips, ‘‘My
God—a young Mohawk warrior !’" and
he proceeded immediately to describe to
an interested audience the grace and
dignity of the American forest rovers.

To prove his right to be received on
an equal footing with othér artists, West
now painted a portrait of Lord Gran-
tham, which was placed in the gallery
of Crespigny, and much admired. Every-
one was ready to help him; friends in
America and elsewhere supplied him with
money in plenty; at Parma, Florence
and Bologna, he was elected member of
the Academy; and finally he was asked
to appear before the. reigning Prince,
which he did, in true Quaker fashion,
with his hat on—much to the consterna-

tion of the courtiers,

In June, 1763, the young artist ar-
rived in London, and here again a warm
welcome awaited him. He was intro-
duced to Reynolds and Wilson, and soon
set up g studio for himself in Covent
Garden. With no competitors in his-
torical painting in England, he soon re-
ceived many commissions, for the sake
of his personality as well as that of his
work. His skating at the Serpentine
was an advertisemen?—for skating was
then but little known in London; more-

Port Daniel.
On the Bay Chaleur Portage.

and henceforth, for the most important
work of his life he chose to paint almost
exclusively historical and religious sub-
jects—‘‘subjects of rectitude and purity."

After the death of his mother, which
occurred during his eighteenth year, he
established himself in Philadelphia, where
he received so many commissions that he
was enabled to save up some money for
tuture travel and study. Later, he went
to New York, where, eventually, he got
a chance of g passage to Italy on a boat
laden with wheat and flour.

In July, 1760, he arrived in Rome. In
those days, an American artist was a

great novelty on the Continent, and
everywhere the greatest interest w:us
evinced in West, even noblemen o.\lt‘(lomg
one another in showing him l\mmne.\si
He was brought before the numll drll(
blind and very durk-complexioned Cardi-

over —an American !—A Quaker | — Why
not have a painting by this wonder ?
And so quickly the noblemen, and even
the king, became his patrons.

West was one of the founders of the
Royal Academy, and, in one particular
at least, exercised an important influence
upon art. Before his time all English-
men in historic pietures had been cos-
tumed as Greeks and Romans. West,
perceiving the ridiculousness of this, de-
termined to work according to his own
judgment, and, when painting his ‘‘Death

of Wolfe’’” (mow in the Dominion Art
Gallery, Ottawa), attired his soldiers in
modern garb. The innovation was suf-
ficlently startling, but its advisability
was confirmed when Reynolds, after
studying it a second time for half an
hour, said : ‘“West  has conquered.—i
retract my objections. I foresee that

this picture will occasion g
in art.”

Subsequently, West, painted many his-
torical pictures, most of which were on
very lﬁrge canvases, for the King
(George IIL.); also g series on the prog-
Tess of revealed religion, which, after a
solemn conclave of church dignitaries,
found place in His Majesty’s chapel, the
sum of £21,705 being paid him for the
portion of the series, 28 in number,
which he completed.

On the death of Reynolds, in 1792, he
was chosen as President of the Royal
Academy, a position which he held for
28 years. He was alsg offered a Knight-
hood, but refused on the ground that he
could not afford to leave his Posterity
enough to maintain the rank.

But to West as to most others, a
duller day—but for him a short one—
drew.near. When the mind of the King
became clouded, his strongest ally was
lost. The work on the Windsor Chapel
was suspended, and his salary of £1,000
a year stopped.

Again he gave himself up to Painting
for the public, and, at the age of 65,
completed an immense canvas, ‘‘Christ
Healing the Sick,” Primarily intemded
for a Quaker Hospital in Philadelphia.
The picture, however, was placed on ex-
hibition, immense crowds crushed upon
one another to see it, and it was finally

revolution

sold to the British Institute for 8,000
guineas, a replica being sent to Phila-
delphia,

After this, the ‘artist took to painting
other huge canvases, but they did not
sell. After his wife’s death, in 1817,
his own health broke down, and he sank
rapidly, although he was calm and cheer-
ful to the last. He died March 11th,
1820, in his eighty-second year, and waas
buried near the grave of Reynolds in St.
Paul’s Cathedral.

The pictures pow
are, ‘‘ Death on
‘“The Death of
La Hogue."’

considered his best
the Pale Horse,"”
Wolfe,”” ‘“The Battle of

The Bay Chaleur Portage
By Margaret- Grant MacWhirter.

Half a century ago, the District of
Gaspe—as it was then called—wag a Very
out-of-the-way corner of British North
America. In winter it was virtually
shut off from communication with the
outer world. The inhabitants in the
various gettlements, with few exceptions,
raised only enough beef for their own
consumption. There was no outside
market, and little, if any demand, as in
those days it was not used in the lum-
ber-woods,—pork being the staple. Every
fall @ number of farmers would cross the
bay with fat porkers to New Brunswick,
and receive jin exchange their winter's
supplies of groceries and clothing.

With the advent of the I. C. R, a
brighter day dawned for Bonaventure
County; at last there was a market, and
good wages. When winter came, the
vessels carrying supplies were compeiled
to go into winter quarters. The work-
men employed on the railway at Camp-
bellton, Matapedia, and along the line,
must be fed; so the supplies were drawn
by horses the whole extent of the
county. Many persons were engaged jn
this profitable traffic, there being often
4s many as twenty teams on the road
at once, loaded with fish,beef, pork, but-
ter, eggs, hay, oats, etc.

The distance was long, a number
travelling as much as one hundred and
forty miles. The cold and difficulties
endured on this long, exposed road, along
the bleak northern shore of Bay de
Chaleur, would make interesting reading.
While thinking how much we of the pres-
ent day owe to these Pioneers, I had the
good fortune to meet a man who was




