THE DEARTH OF CRITICS

either of the latter would be much more in their line,
calling for nothing but a registration of the simplest
of facts. Just why these people have to write upon
art will never be clear. But because of this alto-
gether trivial relationship to the theme of painting
we find it difficult to take seriously at all what we
read in our dailies, in every case the barest notation
with heavily worded comment, haying little or no
reference to what is important in-the particular pic-
tures themselves. How can anyone take these indi-
viduals seriously when they actually have no opinion
to offer, and must rely either upon humor or indigna-
tion to inspire them?

If we turn to the pundits of criticism we find
statements like this of Ruskin on Giotto :—For all
his use of opalescent warm color, Giotto is exactly
like Turner, as in his swift expressional power he is
like Gainsborough!” Again, speaking of Turner’s
Fighting Téméraire, he says: ‘“‘Of all pictures of
subjects not visibly involving human pain, this is, I
believe, the most pathetic that was ever painted—no
ruin was ever so affecting as this gliding of the ves-
sel to her grave.” Journalism of the first class cer-
tainly, but at the farthest stretch of the imagination
how can one possibly think of Gainsborough or Tur-
ner in connection with any special quality of Giotto?
As for the pathos of an aged ship, that belongs to
poetry, as Coleridge has shown; sentiment of this
kind has never had any proper place in painting. A
far worthier type of appreciation in words is to be
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