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e suthor of 1the following article, Julle Heyneman, is a San Francisco
5 - who meow ranks among the grest woemen portralit palnters. She has
ms severnl long secojourns abroad, and during the past several yecars, spent
meainly at he l.ondon studio, mo less an artist than Sargent has lent his care-
ful criticism to everything that has came from her brush. She was in San
Francisco early last vear and a splendid cellection of her pictures, stored tem-
porarily at the Art League building om Montigomery avenuve. was lost in the
Sire In her article she has omitted mention of the fact that a portrait of two
children dAome by her is conspicuouxly placed im the apring exhibition at the
Reyal Academy.

By Julie Heyneman
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ever, quite evidently free from mis-
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to then I—the sharpest contrasts are
afforded dress, bearing and manner.
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haired nd bowed with years; ex-
uberant cuths, clean shaven, robust,
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ety, arrogance of young con-
' ors; men, hardly older, but of hag-
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plece De on the Iine, or, If not on the
line, at least hung well in view above
a low picture—or—hopelessly skied?
In any case, what a curious, what a
terrible metamorphosis has taken place

since the picture was sent from the
studio! This is certainly not the fa-
miliar vision that was to bring fame,

to leap, at the first glance, to the con-

sciousness of the beholder. It looks
ridiculonsly small, quite unobtrusive;
parts of it seem hideously ugly or

strange. Whatever the agonized sensa-
tion of private disappointment may he,
it must be instantly swallowed and the
dismal fact faced with an appearance
of cheerful unconcern.

The Last Touch

A general air of gaiety
and disorder pervades the galleries.
Huge ladders, like fire escapes, stand
ready for those who require them. The
fastidious nervously refuse the assist-
afmce of the workmen; not for worlds
would they allow the touch of a rough
hand upon the canvas, and so they hang
suspended like acrobats, making passes
in the air with their paint brushes and
holding in one hand '~ a dangerously
tilteq palette or a saucer with varnish.
Every new and then there is a small
crash of a broken bottle or a fallen
saucer; the fine floors are strewn with
bits of rag, with ashes and cigarette
ends. In the center of each room rough
tables are loaded with paint boxes. At
the last moment aspirants for fame at-
tempt to add the touch that is to make
for perfection but -that is, not infre-
quently, fatal. The tendency of exhi-
bitions Ot pictures exposed to a strong
glare of light is to overemphasis; deli-
cacy is so apt to be mistaken for weak-

of industry,

¢ »
iy, -
r'll,‘///,//l y

ness. Half a dozen works of the presi-
dent and one or two others, are solemn-
ly shrouded in white linen, protected
froypm dyst and the glance of the pro-
fane, but, for the most part, the pic-
tures are ready for and receive criti-
cism in full measure.

The academicians have their own op-
portunity for varnishing, but it is con-
sidered gracious to allow the light of
their countenances to shine upon their
humbler brethren. They themselves
have an apologetic air, an expresegion
of somewhat nervous modesty. How
will they explain to disappeinted candi-

dates why the large plcture, upon
which has been expended months of
energy and toil, has been ruthlessly
“chucked” and the small pot boiler,

done at the last moment, retained? The
disciple is too wise to express his pri-
vate disgust, except perhaps, in a deep
chest voice, at the poorness of guality
that distinguishes the whole collection.
The academician, however, being gen-
erally a man of the world, very suave,
very mild, very agreeable, knows how
to placate wounded vanity. ~

Tt is a pity that the immortals do not
even wear distinguishing labels. Some
of them are easily recognizable. The
president, Sir Edward Poynter, has a
refined, somewhat austere, head, with a
close cropped gray beard; his manner
is dignified, a little cold. Sir Aima
Tadema is short and heavy, with a
florid face and an evident capacity to
talk volubly in several ianguages.
Edwin Abbey stands leaning negli-
gently agalnst & doorway;- he also is
short and stout and gray, but his eyes.
still retain a youthful fire and light
up a strong, square, humorous coun-
tenance. John Sargent, tall, brown
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bearded, dark haired, towers above the
crowd, with which he moves slowly,
waylaid continually by anxious ac-
quaintances eager to get a word of en-
couragement; of kindly criticism. David
Murray, the Scotch academician, a
painter of brilliant if somewhat con-
ventional -« landscapes, may be - seecn
scratching at his canvas with a pocket
knife, his straight brimmed tall hat
tilted back on his thick gray hair.

Among the Immortals

With every moment a new luminary
appears. Frank Dicksee, tall, spare,
aristocratic, animated; Alfred Par-
sonsg, fresh colored, with a kindly smile
and somewhat lame,alas, after a recent
operation; Napier Hemy, painter of
fishermen and of the sea, récalling Sar-
gent's wonderful sketch of him exhib-
ited a year ago. He has a striking
head with a thatch of rough gray hair,
deep set luminous eyes uynder jutting
gray brows, & lTean, brown face with
an expression of amazing energy and
force. J. J. Shannon, Tuke, Stanhope
Forbes, George Henry and other asso-
ciate members by the score contemplate
their own and other pictures.

A frank, keenly critical spirit under-
lies the desultory talk; the apprecia-
tion is quick and generous and appar-
ently quite free from professional jeal-
ousy; the langunage, for once, is the
free, untrammeled jargon of the studio;
for this occasion only, without the sus-
picion of self-consciousness, “shop” is
indulged in without reproach and with-
out apology. 2 & -

Of the exhibition ftself it is the habit
to speak with extraordinary cynicism,
to dismiss it with a contemptuous, a
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sorrowful or an indulgent shrug: but
what is true of the Royal academy 1s
no less true of all great picture shows,
crowded for sheer lack of space and
foreed to accept ajl the work sent in
by old members who have lost or for-
gotten their one<time gift of expression.
In opening a reluctant door to such
men as Sargent, Abbey, the late Charles
Furse and s=everal others the Royal
academy has admitded at the same time
a wholesome breath of fresh air. The
spirit of Sir Frederick Leighton might
well find something of retrogression in
the gradual submersion of the old, se-
vere academic ideal. There ave still
coldly classical compositions, still many
pictures sacred to the mid-Victorian le-
gend of sentimentality and sweeiness,
but they no longer dominate the walls.
There age, it may be noted, landscapes
and portraits in the most modern, fm-
pressionists manner, and it upsets =2il
accopted stamudards of academical nar-
rowness to find them not only hung,
but conspicuously well placed.

If the first impression of the walls is
lisheartening it is largely the deplor-
able result of inevitable overcrowding,
the grouping together of light and
dark, of brilliant and dull, of brown
and gray. Here there is no attempt at
spaciousness or a general harmony: the
exhibition is a pictorial battle field,
with all the warring elements produe-
tive of whelesale slaughter. The sec-
ond impression, however, is distinctly
more cheering, and with it comes the
discovery that the prospect is by no
means unlit and that new stars have
begun to twinkle in the artistic irma-
ment. IFrom this standpoint alone this
vear's academy is exceptionally im-
portant—it is in a way the triumph of
the younger men and the modern spirit.
The president maintains, in somewhat
melancholy dignity, the old tradition
and shows a number of carefully drawn,
precisely colored subject pictures. There
i the usual portrait of King Edward
VII, but with a quite unusual attempt
at characterization. Arthur S. Copse
has departed from the convention of a
monarch of putty set up in a vast space
of meaningless archltecture‘ The royal
countenance has features painted and
modeled on a foundation gof firm bone
and muscle, if it is somewhat over-
weighted by ribbons and orders. These
insignia of majesty have, at least, not
been made the exeuse for the complete
absence of personality that ordinarily
distinguishes these representations.

Mr. Sargent sends five portraits, sin-
gle figures, none of them full length,

but all of them painted with the au-
thority, the beautiful ease and the full
realization of character to which he has
accustomed his generation. The one of
Lady Eden is luminous in surround-
ings that would kill anything less vi-

‘Whistler in a portrait that was
the subject of one of his famous legal
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squabbles, is ehown In charming profile,
seated at- a card table, playing pa-
tience. The neck is curiously heavy,
but it ie not at all likely that Mr. Sar-
gent has not seen it; his refusal to
compromise with fidelity to nature is
responsgible for much adverse criticism.

All criticism is, however, disarmed
before the vivid presentation of Lady
Sassoon, - who seems actually to move
across the canvas in a harmony of won-
derful blacks. Black is not the word
for the shimmering silk coat that is
gathered up iInto folds by one leng,
slim, exquisite hand. And the head
under the black hat, with the long
sweeping feathers, has the firmness, the
softness, the illusiveyess of life itself,
and bow marvelously divined and ex-
pressed; with what delicacies of in-
sight!' And with what sincerity, with
what an absence of “all emphasis, has
every slighiest difference that made
for the completeness been noted. The
old rose lining and the faint color in
hands apd lips and eves only deepen
the impression of quiet that is, never-
theless, only: arrested movement; the
look of quick attention, the moment of
stillness before an intended departure.
If it is true that Mr. Sargent intends to
give up portrait painting, Lady Sassoon
is to be congratulated on the oppor-
tunity she has given to the painter to
excel even his own difficult standards.

The Promise of the Future

After Mr, Sargent's contributions it
is entirely .to the younger men that
we must turn for sensations of sure
prise and . delight. + Charles Sims
in his “Island Festival” gives us a
work of monumental size and of aston-
ishing freedom and dellcacy. It does
not at all matter that it is quite unex-
plained where the “island” may be or
what ceéremony the festival celebrates:
it 18 not too much to say that it {s not
a cause for concern that it is not posi-
tive, that the exuberant procession is
even human-—they might be sprites,
nymphs, sbhepherds—creatures of the
air or of the deep.

‘The beautiful pajnting, howeyer, is a
revelation of joy. It is via Venice anad
Paris that Mr. Sims has reached his
Arcadia. There is more than a remi-
niséence of Tiepolo, with a suggestion
of Sargent, of ‘Anders Zorn—a technique
learned in France—but the expression
is so personal; so individual and so ac-
complished that the critical faculty is,
for the time belng, in abeyance and
sheer gratitude takes its place.

Campbell Taylor follows clese at
heel in a large canvas, a portrait group
called. “The Rehearsal.”” Here we have
a group of five figures, somewhat for-
mally arranged in early Victorian cos-
tutn{l,ln a light modern room. It

) - would not be possible to compare the
tally alive. The lady, once painted by
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" THE REHEARJSAL", BY CAMPRELL TAVLOR.
WHICH HAS ALREADY

WON FAME

are in fact badly drawn and hot in
color, but the arrangement and balance
of the large spaces, the harmony of lina
and the style and distinction of the
composition ars evident at the first
glance. George Lambert in his por-
trait group gaily defies tradition a=a
places his figures, two ladies and two
children, against an outdoor sky that
however conventionalized is full of
freshness and movement. The whole
group is, though most evidently studied
and delightfully decorative, ful of a
Kind of careless freedom, The figure of
the boy with a man’s overcoat suggests
both Manet and Velasquez: the entirely
absorbed baby, with a head solidly and
delicately modeled in light, 1s in itself
an exquisite piece of painting.

These three yvounger men are oceu-
pied evidently with the great problems
—beauty of arrangement, of line, of
calor. It is of the best augury that the
Royal academy should have instantly
recognized their importance in any ex-
hibition. Mr. Hughes-Stanton is per-
haps the only exception to this gener-
ous treatment of outsiders. His ex-
traordinary if somewhat severe can-
vas entitled “Segovia, Spain,” has been
“skied.” In view of the fact that the
French government has just purchased
for the Luxembowg a large landscape
exhibited in the salon, and that this is
the second time in three years that he
has been thus distinguished, he can
afferd to suffer in magnanimous silence.

F. Cadogan Cowper carries on with
new force and immense skill the pre-
Raphaelite ideal. His picture of “How
the devil disguised as a vagrant trouba-
dour, having been entertained by some
charitable nuns, sang to them a song
of love,” is sure to be surrounded by a
crowd blinded by its intense realism,
the illusion of actuality. The figures of
the nuns are seen against o background
of stained glass, through which the
light shines. The glow of color fills the
whole picture. It may be confessed,
however, that the smaller canvas, en-
titled “Vanity,” is a far more completa
artistlc’success. It §s the Florentine
and not the English pre-Raphaelite that
this laborious but most lovely canvas
recalls.' The background Is dark blue,
studded with stars and nung with e¢lus- °
ters of purple grapes; a fine chain with
a jeweled ornament gleams on the
round brow; the costume i3 edged with
gold apd the head is most flrmly and
delicately drawn and deeply and richly
colored.

Frank Craig with a huge composition
called “The Maid,™ Mrs. Nwynnerten
with two- pietures of great power and
brilllance and Bertram Mackennal in
his small marble group oalled “The
Earth and the Elements add to an ex-
hibition that, while perhaps no higher
thdn usual in its standard of general
accgmplishment, shows distinet promise
of new life and vigor. and certainly

Lady.Speyer painted by Sargent; they

lebrates less than formerly the mele
ancholy triumph of mediocrity.



