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“ SPRING EXHIBITION. !

Secoxp Norio,

As has beon pointed out, the water colours mi
. the prosent exhibition in the Curtwright Hally
nre, on the whole, of & higher standard ‘of]
quelity thon tho oils. This might be a merc!
accident, ‘but a recollection of recent exhibi-t
tions elsowhere suggests that it is not so,” hut’
ropresonts a distinet tendency of the time, for!
.one has noticed in all quarters a dacided advance '
‘in water colour art, if indeed “advance™ bo 4
proper term for what is in a measure o récur-i
rence to older methods, Possibly, too, a moro |
nmaterial rcason may be found-in the fact that
people now-a-days hesitato irl spending monaey
on o bultky and expensive oil painting, and find
a drawing more within their means and more
casily disposed of on their walls,

Be this as it way, tho oils at Bradford,
though they include some good work, lack as
a while distinction, and are not nearly as
intorosting as the exhibitions of gome years
past, which were reswricted to the works of
‘small groups of artisty, who could thus be
studied to more advantige than when' they
form isolated units in a miscellancous collec-
tion. And though there are some very capablo
arkists represented, on tho walls, they
hardly do themselves justico, My, Russell
Flint, for instance, forsaking water colours, is
far Jess happy in his oil painting, ** Calypso
and Odyssous ” (1), which is awkward in design
and rather dingy in colouring, Mr, G, W.
Joy's  *“Guiselda ” (4) is thoughtful and
scholarly work, but lucks impulse, and the
trencly quality of tho paine is neither expres-
sive of textures nor pleasant in itsclf, Mr. W,
Shackletow’s * Portrait of my Wifo™ (6) is
soarching but laboured, and it is not. till we
como to Mr, Algernon Talmage’s “ Portrait o
Blue_and Gold ”_ (7) that wo find some figure
‘painting that is virile, ffce ffom laberiounsness,
and pleasing in its colour schome. Even if hardly
“ingpired,” 3t iy sound and workmanlike, which
is something 6 tho good. Two cxcollent in-
teriors must bo mentioned, Mr, Davig Richter's
“ Shadow and Sheen” (2) and Mr, Patrick
Adams's “ Oak Room,” of which the former is
carried ‘further, - but- i& not more happy in
general offect. In this connection it may be
well to call attontion to one of Mr. William
Nicholson’s masterly still lifs pictures: The
Black Bowl” (17), which, without any sort of
swagger, has an intensity and a charm that
remind one slightly of that grest mastor,
Chardin. Miss A. XK. Browning's broadly
handled © Under the Lime Tres" (8) conveys
admirably the impression of sunlight seen
through foliage, and therd i3 power im * Phyllis
and Corydon” (10), by Mr, Newbery, though the.
figures seem to be seen in a different way from
the landscape, which they do not quite fit, Mr.
Harry Morley’s “ Venus" (9) is archaio and
ugly; Mr, do Laszlo’s * Study of an Arabian
Woman * {12) is not even claver, and lacks his
usual ~ smartness. 'Two landscapes by Mr.
Brundrit are both gaod, but ¢ Morning in the
Dale” (18) is the betteér, and in its genso of
atmogphere and illumination is most delightful.
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