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Sometimes he magnifies the greatness o-f the
spiritual principle by an assertion of the little-
ness of the human vehicle.

e, the lord of all ?
b gg? tr1rf\unrlnfutroinI;O‘;h’ell he gathers from the
One T?tréile’ heart-flame sheltered in his hand.
Yet through thine eyes he grants me clearest
call . .
And veriest touch of power primordial

That any hour-girt life may understand.

In the presentation of his theme he has ex-
tended the usual resources of poetic art by
methods more especially suggested by his artis-
tic genius. In particular he has employed the
principles of Pre-Raphaelite painting with ex-
traordinary skill to heighten and sustain the
human tension by a contrast with the calmness
and unconcern of Nature. This aspect of his
poetry is one that is so important that an exact
example may be pardoned. When Aldyse the
Bride tellsher * sad prelude strain ” more than
once the stillness of the chamber is broken by
sounds borne in from the outside world. And
we are told that once Amelotte

Heard from beneath the plunge and float

Of a hound swimming in the moat.

What a touch is that ! how, in our percep-
tion, the darkened quiet chamber, the sad low
voice, the open casement, are all illuminated
by the plunge of that hound in the still water
of the moat in the hot midday.

The trick Rossetti has of representing both
mankind and material objects in a pictorial or
conventional form ; his unconscious assump-
tion in his poetry that the reader is conversant
with the principles and even some of the tech-
nical aspects of art, is sometimes vexatious.
But we may laugh now at the petulancy of the
“ Quarterly Reviewer ” who wrote of Rossetti’s
chaiacters, *‘The further off they get from
Nature, the more they resemble meve pictures,
the better they please

" the poet and
his school.

We have at least learnt to be
yrateful for Rossetti’s picture-poems and poem-
pictures. The distance from which we look
back upon his poetry is too short yet to allow
Us to see it in just perspective ; but already his
namne has won an honoured place among the

poets of the century. Let him answer the
eritics in his own words :

Around the vage of life at your slow pace
He has not crept, but turned it with his
hands,
And all its sides already understande.
And he has filled this vase with wine for blood,
With blood for tears, with spice for burning
vow,

Andﬁwatered flowers for buried love most
ts
And would have cast it shattered to the flood
Yet in Fate’s name has kept it ghole ; which
now

Stands emptly till his ashes fall in it.
—W. Basil Worsfold, in Nineteenth Century.

ART NOTES.

This autumn is full of promise for the
art lover. Our artists have, as usual, com-
{;letely deserted the city, and only faint rumors
ave reached us of their whereabouts in all
guarters. Most of them have received a new
impetus fromn a visit to the World’s Fair and
the results of these months of work, © far
from the madding erowd ” will bs seen before
long at the various exhibitions.

We ought to he congratulating ourselves,
or vather our artists, now that the report of
awards has been made by the jurors on fine
arts at the World’s Fair. Alt«)ilgh the num-
ber of works in oil in our department is only
118, five of these will e awarded the diploma
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of the Exposition authorities and bronze”
medals. The names of the recipients aro J.
A, Frager, for ““ A Highland November Morn-
ing;".G. A. Reid for **The Foreclosure of the
Mortgage ;" the remaining three being F. C.
V. Ede, Sarah B. Holden and Robert Harris,
but for what pietures is not known (to us).

Not a few American artists are known
‘uite as well by the products of the pen as of
the pencil and brush—artist-writers they
have heen called. Mr. George Boughton is
one of these; Mr. Frederick Remington’s
recent essays have been almost as acceptable
a8 his painting ; Mr. F, D. Millet's articles,
illustrated by himself, were a most delightful
surprise to many ; Mrs Mary Hallock Foote is
another of these fortunate ones; (we had al-
most said Mr. Joseph Pennell, but it happens
to be Mrs Pennell who does the writing, which
is not quite the same thing) and now Mr.
Edwin Lord Weeks is announced as having
prepared a series of illustrated articles on the
journey from the Black Sea to the Persian
Gulf by caravan. He is the artist who accom-
panied Mr. Theodore Child on the expedition
on which he lost his life. Any one who has
seen the U, 8. exhibit at the World's Fair will
remember Mr. Weeks pictures of oriental life
*“Two Hindoo Fakirs,” ¢ Three Beggars of
Jordova,” and others.

A writer in ““The Point of View,” the
guasi-editorial department of Scribuer’s, says
of Dr. Sargent’s recent exhibition in Boston :
—* A very remarkable exhibition was that
lately held in a Boston studio, the result of
Dr. Sargent’s labours in measuring the bodies
of over two thousand Harvard students. It
consisted, besides his measurement charts, of
two nude clay figures ; the one representing
the average or ¢ composite’ of more than five
thousand Harvard men at the age of twenty-
one ; the other the corresponding composite
of the same number of girl students of divers
colleges, measured at the same age. Reluct-
ant gallantry gives place to veracity, and one
admits that the young man is the finer figure
of the two. Standing squarely, clean-limbed,
strong-necked, he looks rather like a runner
than a rower ; but there is nothing sordid.
nothing warped, nothing to indicate the de-
terioration of a civilization of too many wheels,
the stunting, or the abnormal one-sided
development, or the factory or of city life.
When we come to the woman, we must—
glissons wn pew. A prominent artist looked

er over from a professional point of view and
refured to accept the statue ns the ultimate
model. Of eourse, said her creator ; for that
you would in fairness select a tigure on the
80 or 90 per cent, line, not this, which meets
exactly b0 per cent. of them all, and is half
way from the best to the worst ; or, to put it
more precisely, is only the greatest qood of the
greatest number.  He then naively explained
her inferiority to the boy on a ground one
hardly * dare whisper—namely, that women
students in colleges came from s class not
equal, socially or intellectually, to that which
universally sends its boys. Brutally to set
forth the facts, the figure has more fragility
without a corresponding gain in grace ; the
lower half is better than the upper ; it i not
tha't tight lacing has left evident traces {the
walst is over twenty-four) but the inward
curve of the back, the thinness of the body
lack strength and erectness of pose.” ’

On the subjects of artists and photogra h
Mr. M. H. Spielmann writes in t[})le Mz%gay,in%
of Art: Mr. Sambourne’s unlimited and
cand d use of photography is almost unequalled
among artists ; but that he makes a proper use
of it is ohvious from the fact that his drawings
never betray that * sense of p}mtogmphy "
which one often feels in looking at the work
Oflcqrtmp painters.  True, he may sometimes
fail in his proportions ; but that shows only
the disadvantage rather than the benefit to be
derived from the sun-picture by him who uses
1. In the same way will Sambourne press
figures from well-known pictures into his ser-
vice, quite apart from the clever nda})tation of

famous canvases to the subject in hand, for
which he has so

] great a special talent. At the
back of his house is a paved courtyard wherein

-acter unde
his servant poses as every chlallﬂ)‘;’t i o
sun while he is phntogrnphe‘ lop the plate
who then runs inside to deve Oslamboum ll
dash at his drawing. Or Mr. Jel; OF 1 ; 10
photograph himself, or the Ill(’hc was aboY
get his friends to sit. When dolPhU Y
make the drawing of Lord RM;xe o qu
as i sprite at sea on An ng"“l 1080
made his little son strip an¢ Vo gor
took a snapshot at him. H‘.’;Iﬁsbrabing hov
ism is great. When ho was!l ive o 8€8 o
loy's  Water Babies,” and 1eQUIR o of W
such a creature would look 1n 2 e, .bo‘.l]g] a
for Darwin and Huxley to exam t 1

. ; san b
a small doll, weighted 1t “\)ilth an & gilblb'
water-bottle, and so drew it ¥ impos

.o been ! e’
of truth which would have b(inati‘“" ‘\IIahO‘
had he merely trusted to imaginabt o

118 nch
niember when he was e\{gaged Orlllbcr of P“eve‘-
gany Tree ” for the Jubilee I(lllrl"tl,wiﬂ g }}e\; e
—one of the most p()})l}l“r tr‘t O“Btlllﬂlnel'
made, showing the united 81 1aid fOF di it
paper—he had such a table duly n sitting ad it
in the courtyard with one perﬂ(;l ! rogt® h,:sar)’
to show the proportion, An : negbm e
from a window of the house 2 o reallsb for

“elevation. But for his lovethings_ “ha"c
never could have done these tor e
his love of naturalism he ne Jies né 1 80
given us those wonderful st an

£ waters, ® ald

. 1 [8) .
such as his trathful drawing 2%, o of 1

forth ; and but for this Mr'ne or pob
certainly never have'prmte}d 0 theto wﬂ?qhtegt
Norwegian sketches in which t the ,,116,1 -
nor was there intended to bes calm A ros"
humour or fun—mnothing bub "’ gad 1hem
poseful love of nature, the ‘lﬁeé’

sion of the artist as be wn,tc1 ‘ijn
sun dip in sleepy majesty beh
waves,

Amiel has said somewher elt in#
scape is a condition of tho sour;wtm ghat
been generally supposed to os OB B
landscape which a painter Pl?“{ thus &yl
he describes himself. AS WO 5yghe I
¥ The Deluge " or ¢ The pmgex_wn.d \ 'utor
and austere soul of Poussin, of 1 salvh
the tragic and tormented
Rosa. But Amiel meant laco B84 iqder
and somothing less common‘Pa th dscf"pe
profound. He intended to sry a 1an0%
pendent of the poet or I’”‘I.lteir’ltriﬂf"c vr me
has its ideal signitication and it3 o 8 fo
He intended to say that for {s A
whatever the state of our SOWS: g ghat ;
the Bay of Naplea will caus¢ J?ty\iou“ bre%e on
view of the North Sea, tumu == = far
on the shore, will suggest ho.r};l iop
being our “states of soul Whlt ole
selves on nature, it is the SP"fc :he soul oy 0
which modify our *¢states 0% ©i5 ¢he i
you will find few Werth?r:.neues qed t0
Naples, and still fewer Poli¢ ‘i inten
berg. In other words, AW
say that between nature an
afRinities. ** correspondences,
ance between the slelmible wtmic
a philosopher would say, T
tié'es or éorre]atives of each lof,}:,% W“ﬂfr;
or gaiety, sorrow or pleasure, Oeg!'eba ”rewhi
of Life, light pleasurcs, bitter T8 nt ¥ of
as we are ; there is no human ome & Thmlﬂ
does not translate itself i s“ize o atind
nature and there become cr}{stﬂ gubordln arb
what Amiel meant, and, 1 ot fear by
ourselves to nature, we need n'ts divefsf thié

! : : i
will lose anything, either It oof % oV
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in its “ humanity.” You ﬁndNone have or
impersonality in Dutch art- ] with pan
painted more conscientious s

jons ]
C devoti gterss
probity, not to say with more mé

; var
those who are called the little Hooctffdov“
as Metzu, Terburg, Pierre (1 Jess foF t,h!ngs
Ostade. None have ever c”‘re") these te 1ife
ments,” for self-revelation, T privA S a0
which hetray the individual, ally, oné e
or personal tastes. And, fin yath for i
ever shown more sincere symlupa,tioﬂs mbw'
for the most unimportant oc%e b on®
make the course of dﬂ}ily hlf:qh m"‘;e' th*"g
or, if you choose, the mMO* tuI®? sor
havo e\):er bettor loved truth q'nt(}lxeref"re’ellen.b
is, with a more temperate anc Py tic
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profound love. They have &%
examples of impersonal, 0bJ¢¢ wee



