
"A MARAUDING GORILLA."
(From the statue by FremietJ

"PANTHERS."
(From the Btatue by Gardet.)

lag whether French sculpture has the value

hit has beea claimed for it. A statue like

M. Saint-Marceaux's "Genie gardant le seuil

de la tombe." for example, combines with the

fine workmanship a degree of rituality. It

*TL serious conception, handled with breadth

Lieven with nmnd«ir. But ItIs to K. Saint-

Harc^aux himself that one may go for a per-

feST specixneD of the kind of thing that French

-cnlptor- do simply for the pleasure of the eye.

Xht tlgbta of his graceful "Arle^uln" are, ot

They will not offend by Ignorant construction.
They are scientifically

vright in their manipula-

tion of the human figure, even when they are. In
an artistic sense, most desperately wrong. Their

technique is almost faultless, it is bo sure, so
nimble, so adequate to the rendering of what
they wish to present As among the painters,

each artist is in the fullest sens* of the term &

professional, trained to his finger tips. But all
this is bard and sterile. Ther« is no Individual-
ity of atylt because there is no Individuality «Jf.

NEW-YORK TRIBUNE ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT
Istle of the school, and shows us the kind of sen- i
satio-a: motive on which the craftsmanship is,
usually spent. In some notes of "Conversations 1
wttk Gounod" recently given to the world, the |
Baroness Martin,-njro-Cesaresco includes these i
Observations uttered by the famous French mv- j
Blcian; "The beautiful in art is the calm, the*eep

-
Gl to the British Museum and ccc the I

ftatnes of Phidias; they are a school for every j
art. for art is one; there is no separate rule.

'
They ar. caln and restfuL Nothing contorted. !
aothir^r c-m'-ulsicnnaire is artistic" Gounod!
would Bad very Hew French sculptors of the |
present neration to agree with him, Rodin, for!en faia Indtxl(table pifta, least of all. But of

'
BwSn. who has a pavilion of his own outside the I

course, fitted close to the leg*. At the knees
they Inevitably wrinkle. These wrinkles con-
stitute a miracle of minute modelling In the
marble. But they are only wrinkles, and al-
Liiouph it must be said that the statue, as a
Whole, i=dainty and amusing there seems some-
thing wrong with a work that leaves chiefly in
the memory an impression of wrinkle* deftly
treated. Palnt-Marceaux, fortunately, has otter
things to prove his talent, especially the "Genie
gardant le seuil de la tombe," and the late Henri
Chapu counterbalanced some shallow work by
producing his poetic statue of "Jeanne dAre
a Domremy,"' a seated figure of pathetic beauty,
executed with tenderness. But the average
French sculptor ia not so lucky. He can show

toe Quianr.
(From the bast by Onslow Ford.)

"LSB LUTTEUBS."
T'r -.tti ttie statne by '."narj.-entier.)

over the entire field, that French sculpture la,

after all, the beat that exists in the world, bar-
ring, of course, the work of a man here and
a man there in other countries. It is the best
because it represents the highest level of techni-
cal accomplishment, because the pnip^rtion of
finished craftsmen is larger in Paris than Inall
the other gr^at art centres put together.

Only one man outside of France is compar-
able to Duboia in the magnitude ani symmetry
of his artistic character. He is an American.
Augustus St. Gandena. He has five statue*
here, and a group of portrait mi iislTto— In
the last mentioned works, comprising eight or
ten different portraits, he comes in peculiarly
direct competition with the French. Chaplain,
Roty, Ringel d'lllzaeh and several others havt

thought. Every one is doing much the same
thing; that is to say, every one who is not mod-
elling a businesslike and commonplace portrait
is trying, in portraiture, in commemorative
statues and in studies from the nude, to use his
clever technique in the making of a sensation.
Of course, the nudes predominate. The unanim-
ity with which nine-tenths of the models, men,

women and children, forget their dressing gowns
seems droll until it begins to excite an emotion
of disgust. The fagades and cornices of the Ex-
position buildings, with their innumerable taste-
less decorations, look like anatomical charts.
The recent sculpture inside the Grand Palais is
not one whit less materialistic and vain. It is
with a sinking heart that the impartial observer
finds himself obliged to conclude, after looking

Exposition, it willbe fitting to speak at another
OXQC Ee. moreover, is one of the exceptions, a
figTire detached from the general movement of
French sculpture. The men controlling that
rcovement are men like Charpentier, withhis de-
plorable apotheosis of the masculine leg; or like
FreznJet. with his mousuoua goriilacarrying off
a woman; or like Bartholomew ranging dolorous
tgurta in naked r:.is--ry on either side of a cav-
ernous door, the dc-sign forming an interesting

but wholly forced and unnatural 'Monument to

the Dead." At long intervals, indeed, are those
sculptors encountered who embody appealing

idea* In appealing forms. When such are met.
too, there are often further reasons for doubt-

us pretty draperies, or bodies not so pretty, mod-
elied with consummate skill, but he cannot com-
municate refinement of feeling to his statues:

he cannot give them souls; he can only preserve
them from vulgarity, at the beat, by lending

them a kind of polished, extremely sophisticated

Tears ago it was remarked by a leading

French critic of literature that in his country the
ideal had ceased to be, the lyric vein had dried
up. One recalls the words in wandering through

the forest of French sculptures at the Expo-

sition. Taste, Ifit survives at all among the
makers of these sensual images, acts solely in
what might be called the grammar of their art.
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