OUR IMAGINATIVES

With George Fuller it was vastly different. He
seemed always to be halting in the shadow. You
are conscious of a deep and ever so earnest nature
in his pictures. He impressed himself on his can-
vases in spite of his so faulty expression. He had
an understanding of depth but surface was strange
to him. He garbled his sentences so to speak with
excessive and useless wording. “The Octoroon”
shows a fine feeling for romance as do all of the
other pictures of Fuller that have been publicly vis-
ible, but it is romance obsessed with monotone.
There is the evidence of extreme reticence and mood-
iness in Fuller always. I know little of him save that
I believe he experienced a severity of domestic prob-
lems. Farmer I think he was, and painted at off
hours all his life. It is the poetry of a quiet, almost
sombre order, walking in the shadow on the edge
of a wood being almost too much of an appearance
for him in the light of a busy world.

Why is it I think of Hawthorne when I think of
Fuller? Is there a relationship here, or is it only a
similarity of eeriness in temper? I would suspect
Fuller of having painted a Hester Prynne excepting
that he could never have come to so much red in one
place in his pictures.

There was vigour in these strong, simple men,
masculine in sensibility all of them, and a fine feeling
for the poetic shades of existence. They were in-
tensely serious men, and I think from their isolation
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