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Editorial 

As the inevitable result of an age of invention, the 
light of Art has lately been almost totally obscured 
by the impenetrable shadow of materialism. In this 
vasty darkness there gleams, at last, the faint beams 
of a dawning lustre that must ultimately dispel the 

gloom of the world and increase to a brilliance that will be 
enlightenment indeed. Across the dark plain of the world 
the wavering beam strikes points that scintillate of them
selves and impart shafts of brilliance into the surrounding 
darkness. Such a one is the " Palette." 

Upon even Auckland, there rests that blackest of Stygian 
shadows, ignorance of Art. It is to dispel the latter that this 
magazine has come into existence. This chronicle of the big
gest School of Art in the largest city of the Dominion will 
impart into the shades the brilliance of its scintillations, and 
to all who aspire to truth and beauty—synonyms, surely, of 
something infinitely rarer and finer than may be found in 
the murk of everyday existence—it will reflect the pure rays 
of the true light, that is Art. 
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To the reader of this, the first issue of our Magazine, it 
must seem immediately apparent that, with this noble object 
in view, namely, the aesthetic enlightenment of a people who 
repudiate through lack of sufficient grace to admit—or intel
ligence to appreciate—what is being done for them, we have 
allotted to ourselves a thankless and too ambitious task. But 
for our part, we have realised our responsibility, and, knowing 
the tendency of the World towards a closer relationship with 
and a consequent better appreciation of Art, we are more than 
confident in the inevitable success of our project. And is there 
anyone in a better position to judge than nous autre artists ? 

In the preparation of this little volume much co-operative 
effort and the keen interest of the whole school have been 
necessary. The entire work, with the exception of the etching 
by Mr. Fisher, for which we are very grateful, has been con
tributed by students ; and the high standard of the linocuts 
and woodcuts, which were attempted to reduce the cost of 
printing, reflects great credit on the contributors, more especi
ally since the necessary tools are unprocurable. We must 
express our appreciation of the helpful spirit amongst the 
students, without which it would have been impossible to 
make this magazine a success, as it is, not merely of the 
moment, but one moreover to which future generations may 
refer not without pride. 

For the efforts of the Committee who gave a consider
able amount of their time and energy to the compilation, and 
to Miss L. Helps, with whom the idea originated, we other 
students are deeply indebted, since, without their support and 
practical assistance, we might still be hiding the light of our 
endeavours under the bushel of obscurity. 

It is with great pleasure that we acknowledge, also, the 
receipt of a number of exceedingly fine cover designs. The 
work is to be highly commended for the excellence of its 
design and the general public will have the privilege of 
viewing these contributions at the exhibition announced in 
this issue. 

Our little olla podrida goes forth into the World, then, 
with optimism, and the desire to impart knowledge, with its 
art and humour, its woodcuts and parodies, its etchings, its 
caricatures, its anthitises, and if, as it must, it proves amus
ing, didactic or aesthetically beneficial, it will have achieved 
in no small measure the purpose for which it was intended. 

EDNA CLAYTON. 
G. C. MOUNTAIN;: 
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Commercial Art and the 
Advertiser 

Realising that no commercial art that is not based upon 
the principles of pure art can be really successful, the school 
instructors are indeed fostering this branch of art, trusting 
that by so doing, they will be instrumental, through the 
medium of the students who go out from the school to take 
up this class of work, in raising the standard of work in this 
city and throughout the Dominion. We will touch only upon 
commercial art, particularly the poster, leaving the numerous 
other aspects of the School's work to be adequately dealt 
with later. 

The Students are led along sound lines to develop natur
ally the art that is in them—to exercise that originality and 
individuality, which, together with good draughtsmanship, a 
sound understanding of design, a true sense of colour, and a 
knowledge of lettering, are calculated to produce the artist 
possessing an outstanding, distinctive style. To think for an 
instant that good poster artists can be " turned out " after 
a few weeks' or months' tuition by correspondence is ridicu
lous. We know the years of conscientious and painstaking 
work which must be put in if one would become an original 
and a sound commercial artist—one who is capable of rising 
high above the ranks of the mere copyist and dabbler in 
colour. Our eyes are constantly shocked by the atrocities 
displayed on every available hoarding—not all, we thankfully 
admit, of local origin—but nevertheless the result of a com
plete lack of artistic ability. It is high time advertising 
houses woke up to the fact that such displays are actually 
damaging to their business. The good poster will arrest 
the passer-by with its design, while the whole arrangement— 
balance, spacing, lettering—will fix and hold the interest and 
attention. Advertisers can assist in revolutionising the pre
sent system of poster display by accepting only the assistance 
of thoroughly efficient commercial artists, thus bringing to a 
close the reign of the constructionless so-called poster so 
much in evidence at the present day. 

—H.E.D. 
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Linocut H. E. Dixon 

Social Column 
T H E Annual Art Students' Ball was held in the Society of 

Arts Hall, kindly lent by that Society, on the 9th July. 
Every endeavour was put forth to make it a success, and the 
Committee, having come to the conclusion that an Art Students' 
Ball is essentially a Masquerade Ball, students were informed 
that fancy dress and masks were to be worn, though in the 
case of guests it was optional. However, it was gratifying to 
see that the large majority of dancers came up to the mark in 
this respect, though certain high officials connected with the 
School chose to appear in the conventional evening dress. The 
hall was as full as it comfortably could be. The decorations and 
costumes are dealt with elsewhere in this column. Although the 
Ball was most enjoyable, to the workers the preparations were 
really the exciting part; designing and painting scenes, manu
facturing shades and cascades of balloons is exhilarating work, 
but it kept us fully occupied till a late hour, necessitating a 
rush home and back to the hall, only to find all not quite 
completed. A long ladder, removed at the last moment was, 
together with a certain very long student, instrumental 
in disentangling a bunch of refractory balloons which refused 
to cascade according to plan—an heroic feat performed on a 
swaying ladder in the midst of a clamouring mass of dancers. 

Printing, catering and the orchestral arrangements were 
in the same hands as last year—viz., Unity Press, Mrs. Judd 
and Walter Smith respectively. 

Prizes under the following headings were awarded:—The 
most Original Costume; the best carried out Costume. Mr. S. 
Williams ; the best dancing couple, Miss L. Musseler and Jack 
White. 
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The Decorations 
THE Art Ball, swept into death by the passing hours on the 

morning of July 10th, was a pleasant affair : it rent the 
air with the screams of its first life, reared in the splendour 
of its height and rumbled into Erebus ere those queer Bohemians 
who participated could express their mingled feelings of revelry, 
joy and love. But once departed on his way the queer Bohemian 
who participated dispensed his mingled feeling to the thought 
of but a single thought: to win nepenthe ere he could dream, 
and dream of posters. 

Some people say the Ball made the posters : they are cr,-;zy 
people for, as I've told you before, the Ball is dead. Yes 
dead. I know it, too, for I was in at the death and felt strange 
—and wondered. But the posters, they do not cause me to rack 
my brains, nor to feel strange, nor to wonder. They are alive—• 
I know they are alive. Still I do not wonder. Why ? Because 
the decorations, these creations of keen and original minds 
teemed with vitality, sparkled with colour and shed their rays 
of merriment and joy with unrestrained generosity, among the 
assembled : why, they were as much a part of the show, these 
wax-works, circuses, side-shows, sword-swallowers, lion tamers, 
showmen, and people of the fair—for such were their themes— 
as we beings ourselves were part of the show. For they 
educated the uneducated, fascinated the intellectual, aye, even 
amazed him by their masterly design and bold execution. While 
all—let it not be unsaid—were held to a fever of expectation 
and never disappointed by the shafts of silent, subtle humour 
which these painted scenes shot forth. 

The brilliantly costumed harlequins, jesters, devils, painters 
and ballet girls, were raised to grand and often barbaric 
splendour, and were certainly never over-shadowed by the 
pleasing harmony of these perfect posters. 

Yes ! The posters unquestionably made the ball; their 
mission to surprise the eye, gladden the heart and please the 
soul was accomplished well. So let that pass. S. Mc. 

On 25th September a concert was held in the metal room. 
The main item was a play entitled " The Dear Departed." The 
solos, instrumental and vocal, were well received, also the 
dances, though the primitive staging caused some anxiety. 
A dialogue, gymnastic and drill displays also featured on the 
programme. The effort was a marked success. 

A Social was held on Saturday, 6th November. All ar
rangements were most capably carried out by Students. The 
dance programme was varied by the inclusion of a competi
tion, Miss F. Longden and Mr. Jagger being the prize winners. 
A solo dance (encored) was given by Miss Rave Sullivan. 
Excellent music was provided by Mr. Stowers and friend. 
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Prior to the Students' Ball a most enjoyable Bohemian 
Evening was held. The majority of the revellers arrived in 
fancy dress, first prize for the most original costume being 
awarded by vote to Russell Middlebrook, for his impersonation 
of M Charley's Aunt." The supper room was lighted only 
by the glimmer of candles protruding from the neck of sus
picious-looking bottles and the dancers appeared at a loss as 
to how to handle the dainty trotters which formed part of the 
refreshment. The evening was largely attended and greatly 
enjoyed. 

Personal Notes 
TIM BOSWELL is at the Royal College of Art, where he has 

gained a Scholarship. 
Mrs. Bolton is also studying at the Royal College of Art. 
Miss I. Copeland has been appointed Art Instructress at 

the Training College. 
Miss Emily Ward will fill the vacant place at Kowhai 

Junior High School where Miss Copeland has been for some 
years; but until Christmas Miss J. Eyre is occupying the 
temporary position. 

We trust Mrs. Gash has recovered from her operation and 
that she will be with us again next year. 

We hear that George Finey is doing well on " Smith's 
Weekly " in Australia. All the old Students wish him the best 
of luck. 

J. Weeks is at present sketching on the Continent. 
Joe Lynch is now a Black and White artist on " Smith's 

Weekly." Cecil White (Unk White) and Noel Cook are also 
doing good work in Australia. 

Frank Lynch is one of the leading sculptors in Sydney. 
Pascoe Redwood is studying at the Melbourne School of 

Art, where he has recently taken prizes. 
Mr. and Mrs. F. McCracken were on a sketching tour in 

Tunis during September. They have taken a flat and studio 
in Scotland. 

W. Robert Johnson has been holding one-man exhibitions 
in Sydney and Adelaide. 

Many of our Junior and Senior Students, including Dorothy 
Donaldson, Florence Longden, Ivan McAnally, have taken com
mercial art positions in the city during the year. 

Mrs. Studd left for England on 22nd November. We all 
wish her bon voyage. 

A hearty invitation is extended to all old Students and 
their friends to attend the Students' Exhibition at the School 
on the 14th and 15th December. 
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On Dit 

Linocut 

*HAT It is Wright that Andrew Fisher Helps to fix his 
Cozens Studd with Eise. 

" Some treacle reposed in a saucer, 
Which happened to be the main cause, Sir, 

Of a slip that befell 
A student damsel: 

0, Ambulance lad, stop 
your sauce, Sir!" 

The fact that rags are 
the chief constituent of 
paper is no reason why-
Overalls are a l w a y s 
missing. 
Too much head is the 
chief defect of beer 
and broken drawing-
pins. 
That very much mis
understood fellow the 
Pug and the Art Stu
dent, have much in 
common, for instance— 
they both get well oiled 
up before starting; then 
just occasionally they 
manage to have a 
" Frame up " ; while 
both are frequently bit
ing the canvas. 
We are taught to look 
upon the trunk and 
limbs as cylinders while 
drawing. Six cylinder 
models, what! 
The reason why doors 
are always being slam
med and banged is 
that the Chocolate Sheik 
was born in a tent. 
Tennis as a Pastime 
has been suggested. We 
trust there will be no 
practise during School 
hours. A. Laloli,Jun. Stud. 
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Who is tall and debonair ? 
Who uses cart grease on his hair ? 
Who makes designs that far excel 
Any contrived by Raphael ? 
Who likes himself in fancy dress 
And sometimes features in the press ? 
And do his hats increase in size 
Everytime he wins a prize ? 

A RE we really moving to the University ? Some of the less 
credulous of the students are beginning to doubt. Is it 

that someone in high office objects to the Bohemian Element ? 
Our Art Ball surely testified to the fact that we are a very 
quiet law-abiding crowd! 

Should we have another concert before the end of the term ? 
Some of us may not be back next year, and what a loss it 
would be if we were denied the rapturous delight of seeing 
Student S. Williams dance his interpretation of the Greek 
Classics ! Also his combined whistling and singing is delightful 
—some of us, though, have the privilege of hearing him rehearse 
in the lettering class. 

And who would not enjoy seeing Buckets dance the 
Charleston ; while are not he and Bruce absolutely priceless 
in their Athletic Antics ? 

Does Buckets hope to finish his humorous contribution for 
this Magazine or in time for the next issue ? 

Would Miss Audrey oblige the company with an Irish Jig 
or give a demonstration of how the Banshees wail ? 

Is the School haunted ?—for mysterious bumpings, rattlings 
and groans may be heard at frequent intervals on the stairs. 

Is it true that Queen Bess's horses are out for the Ambul
ance Cup ? 
" Why do all the etchers etch ? " 

said Mr. Studd. 
" Why do all the sketchers sketch ? " 

said Mr. Studd. 
"They're only coming after me, because they love me so," 

said he. 
" They love me till right heartily," 

said Mr. Studd. 
" If I the etching did give up," 

said Mr. Studd. 
" If I the sketching did give up," 

said Mr. Studd. 
" There'd not a single etcher be. There'd not a single sketcher 

be 
"Because they all would follow me," 

said Mr. Studd. 
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Eric Martin 
The Wright Style at " Elam " 

In the morning mi arriving 
From each Rolls Royce each 

alighting, 
O'er the park the SUM is rising 
As they reach the Art School 

Elam. 
Forth into their cloak-room 

straightway 
Altogether troop the day girls 
Telling tales of varied ventures, 
Tell of nightmares and of wood

cuts; 
Tell of everything but scandal. 
Never other peoples' business. 
Then in class the " Elam " Stu

dent 
Learns of every master secrets ; 
Learns of form and all its 

mystery, 
Learns to see it and to draw it. 
Till like Xmas pie, it enters 
Into night dreams of day stu

dents 

And in day dreams of night 
students. 

Gentle boys there are at 
" Elam ": 

On the stairs they tip toe lightly 
On ascending and descending ; 
Walk they lightly ever o'er 

them, 
Never running, never pushing ; 
And these boys they look so 

shyly 
At the girls who are so timid, 
At the girls who never talk 

much, 
And they blush when gazing at 

them. 

In a wigwam near the entrance 
Dwells he whom they call Ker-

Tak-Er; 
Though he grumbles not a little, 
Yet with patience he abides 

there. 
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Says: "The students are too 
tidy— 

Careful and too clean their 
habits; 

Scanty exercise I'd get here 
If there were no stairs at 

Elam!" 
While behind his back the Big-

Wigs 
They whom students call the 

" Tin-Hats " 
Dwell in ease and in content

ment. 
One they call the big chief 

" Fish-Head,:' 
Omnipotent in the Art School 

And renowned in beauty con
tests ; 

With his brother " Etchi-Ing-
Leo," 

And his brother the chief 
" Scalp-Tor." 

Hold they very firm opinions 
In contempt of all things mun

dane 
Save the works of Leonardo, 
Rembrandt, Angelo and Durer, 
And those of the Institution 
In the street whose name is 

" Rutland " 
Greatest Art School in New 

Zealand. 
E. A. JOHNSON. 

Linocut W. Simpson 

Annual Exhibition of Students' Work 

On the 14th and 15th December the School will be open 
to the public during the day and evening from 10.30 a.m. to 
4.30 p.m. and from 7 p.m. to 9 p.m., when an Exhibition of 
students' work will be on view. The work shown will be 
studies leading up step by step to the finished design or paint
ing; Elementary work by Junior and Senior Free Place Stu
dents ; Lettering and Modelling. For the benefit of those 
interested in Ecclesiastical Needlework, some examples of the 
work done in the School will be on view. There will be no 
charge for admittance and a hearty invitation is extended to 
all who are interested in Art in Auckland. 

Page Twelve 



The Form Elusive 
Scene—Room 9. 

Students astride donkeys very industriously concentrating 
upon sketches supposed to resemble the Head of Moses from a 
cast suspended just above the eye-level in front. 

I say " industriously concentrating" because present is 
the instructress Miss Eyesanears, who is devoting her atten
tion to the greenest of aspiring artists. " Sit on this form with 
this board, for your paper. Draw the nose. Study the form ! " 
With this helpful advice Miss Eyesanears transferred her 
attention, the others leaving a very bewildered Cuthbert puz
zling thus : " I don't see how a study of this seat will help me 
to draw the nose, but she distinctly said 'Study the form.' I 
'spose it's a break between drawing efforts. Well, poor Moses ! 
What a nose ! Still it was his nose, blow i t ! At least I guess 
he did that himself. Well now ; I'll study the form." 

" Well, Cuthbert," interrupted Miss Eyesanears, " how's 
the nose ? " To say that Cuthbert was surprised at this seem
ingly flippant question is putting it mildly. Still, abashed but 
polite he answered, extracting a slightly soiled hanky : " I hab 
a code, but me dozes all ride ! " 

His teacher then returned : " You need to transform this 
part from the form of a flatfish to conform with your former 
ideas of the form of a nostril. Study the form." 

Gaspingly reiterating the last remark, the dazed lad gazed 
at the form he was occupying, saying : " It doesn't seem to help 
me any." Cuthbert's was the first drawing the entering 
director noted. " Ah, sonny. The form is wrong. Now form is 
everything. Don't bother about outline. It's the form you 
must grasp." 

" Yes, sir," from Cuthbert, who somehow suddenly thought 
of the Beauty Contest, " I expect you know, Sir! " 

"Well , I'll thoroughly examine this form. Here's some 
second-hand chewing gum. Some initials, too. So much for the 
form, former, foremost, formast, foreman, form . . . Hi, I'll 
be a drivelling idiot before I'm an artist," muttered Cuthbert 
to himself, " unless I'm in better form than I'm to-day. Thank 
goodness, there's the Library clock striking." —E.T. 

Woodcut E. B. Cairns 



Linocut L. A. White 

Nocturne 

Vesperascit. In the West there glow the dying 
embers of a blood red fire. Silence is here, 
and peace, and rest, and contentment. 
Softly whisper the wavelets, and the dusk 
descends on bay, and sea, and hill. 
And in a moment ends the day; 
And all is still 
As Death. 

Vesperascit. Dove grey is the West, and dead, 
too, the leaden sea. Somewhere there flows a desolate 
cry across the darkling waters, where some 
wheeling seagull stabs the silence with its anguish 
and melts into the twilight 
whence it came— 
And there is peace 
Again. 

Vesperascit. In the East come twinkling out the 
stars: a million jewels arc scattered in the 
deep, deep sky, and m the mirror of the 
sea there gleam a million points of twinkling light. 
Serene and in tranquility the glorious 
moon comes up and o'er it all 
descends the splendour 
that is night. —G.C.M. 
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Velasquez : First of the Impressionists 

ONCE all the roads of Art led to Rome, but now the modern 
painter turns to Madrid, the birthplace of Impressionism. 

Here at the close of the 16th century lived the great Spanish 
painter. For centuries a bigoted and fanatical Church and a 
neglectful king had hindered the progress of Art in Spain ; 
with the succession of Charles V., however, a better day 
dawned. The Italian campaigns of the soldier King had fami
liarized him with Italian Art, and on returning he became a 
liberal patron of the Arts, and among other things he instituted 
the office of Court Painter. 

Velasquez was born at Seville. He was placed under 
Herrera, a violent tempered, erratic, but clever painter, with 
whom he remained only a few months. His next master was 
Pacheco, under whose roof he met all the leading figures of the 
literary and artistic world of Seville. From an early age the 
boy was his own master and Pacheco had the good sense to let 
him go his own way. 

Five years later Pacheco gave Velasquez his daughter in 
marriage. By this union Velasquez gained a devoted wife and 
also the hearty support of his influential father-in-law, who 
even at this early age saw in the future a great career for 
the young painter. 

Two years after, at the age of 27. as the result of an 
equestrian portrait of the young king, he became painter to 
the king and received a position at the royal house of Madrid, 
the king viewing him with special favour. 

A visit of the great Rubens to Madrid resulted in Velasquez 
visiting Italy for a year and a half. Then for eighteen years 
he remained in Madrid gradually making advance both in art 
and in his position at Court. 

In 1652 he received further advancement in the service 
of the King. The duties of this new position were many, so 
that the works of this period (comprising the last ten years of 
his life), though few in number were the finest of all. In his 
two great masterpieces, " Las Hilanderus " and " Las Meninas," 
we find foreshadowed nearly three hundred years ago, all that 
the modern impressionist has since discovered. 

In 1660 Velasquez, Grand Marshall of the Palace, was in 
charge of a royal journey to and from the frontier. Not long 
after his return he fell ill and a few weeks later at the age of 
61, he died, his faithful wife surviving him only a week. 

Such is the life story of the great Spanish painter, who 
lived nearly three hundred years ago. Yet his personality still 
lives in his wonderful paintings which have come down to us 
through the ages. He being dead yet speaks, urging us on to 
greater things in the Art which we love. 

—E.B.C. 
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Design L. A. White 

Stained Glass 
Extracts from a Lecture delivered in the Royal College of 
Art Students' Common Room (London) by Professor Robert 

Anning Bell, R.A., R.W.S., on Tuesday, 31st January, 1922. 

" J THOUGHT it would be interesting to you, perhaps, to talk 
about the more recent variations and changes, the evolu

tion in the use of glass. The fact that this modification in 
Stained Glass is very largely the work of artists trained in 
this College should interest you particularly. 

" Stained Glass, common so-called—it is a misnomer, for 
it is really coloured and painted glass—is one of the three 
great Christian decorative arts : Mosaic, Stained Glass, Fresco, 
They are in sequence, roughly speaking, but they overlap. 
First, Mosaic in the earlier ten centuries. It began about the 
4th century and went on to the Renaissance, when its char
acter changed. You then get Stained Glass, overlapping it 

Page Sixteen 



about the 12th century ; and the third great Christian art is 
Fresco Painting, which flourished from the 14th century on
ward, following a long and slow development from a very early 
period. 

"These three seem to be the main arts through which 
the expression of the Christian religious scheme, its story, and 
its emotion have been conveyed—Sculpture has found expres
sion in all religions. They have a considerable sympathy in 
the fact that they all demand plain surfaces, flat or curved, 
and are all closely associated with architecture. Each of them 
also has been so important, so dominating, that it has affected 
the architectural treatment of the buildings which it was 
designed to adorn. 

" Coloured and painted glass is the outstanding decora
tive treatment of the Gothic period—the age of Cathedrals. 
The earliest stained glass which we know is, I believe, of the 
10th or 11th century, and there are but few examples existing 
now. 

" Stained glass is a method of glorifying and modifying 
the light which enters a building ; it has a wide range, from a 
limpid clarity to rich and even sombre depths. Its power 
of emotional suggestion is considerable and this, doubtless, 
commended it to the mediaeval mystics. 

" Now, to come down to the material, to what is called 
stained glass. The fact is it is merely coloured glass. It is 
glass melted and mixed up in a pot with various coloured 
oxides, green, blue or red, whatever you want. Then the 
flow-pipe is put on, and with a quantity of sticky mixture 
attached to it is then blown out into a large bulb, just as 
ordinary window glass is, and cut off and flattened out on 
big tables to cool. The beauty of the quality of stained glass 
is very largely owing to the irregularity of the thickness of it, 
and you often get subtle variations in the colour, streaks, 
blotches of colour and so on ; the thickness of the glass makes 
quite an appreciable difference in the depth of the colour, as 
you can easily imagine. One selects from the large sheet of 
glass the particular piece which contains a tone of colour one 
wishes to see. 

" After the glass cutting comes the painting. This is done 
in the same way as it always was, and the leading too. There 
are several sizes of leads, 1/2in, 3/4in, and 1/4in., etc. It is just a 
piece of narrow lead flanged in the middle to separate the 
adjacent pieces of glass, and when the lead is fixed all round 
the pieces, cement is put in to hold it together." 

" When you have done your cartoon, it goes into the 
workshop, and is laid down on a large bench, a stretch of 
tracing linen is placed over it, and the middle line of each 
of the leads is traced. That line is drawn so as to be as thick 
as the central flange in the lead. It is to separate the two 
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pieces of glass. You have now a map of the window. Then 
all these shapes are numbered, and they are either cut out or 
another tracing is made, and is cut out and numbered again : 
the coloured glass, which has already been chosen, is then 
laid over the paper shapes of the separate pieces and is cut 
out and also numbered, all your pieces of glass are numbered 
and correspond to the numbers on the tracing, so that their 
places may be readily found." 

" You have the glass chosen, the main tints, and they are 
then cut out and the shapes all being settled by means of the 
bits of paper I spoke of, then they are fixed as you see here 
on a large sheet of plain glass, fixed in the position they are 
in on the cartoon ; all the separate pieces of glass for as large 
a portion as it is convenient to paint at one time. Then 
you put it up against the light, and you paint them from your 
cartoon, or they are painted by a competent man. That is 
the beginning of the final stage. After they are painted once, 
they are fired, and generally painted a second time, and some
times they are done a third time, with a sort of turpentine 
paint—they call it " tar." Each time it is fired the paint 
fades a little : the second painting is largely needed to 
strengthen what is fired away in the first. One is supposed 
to know what is to happen in the firing, but sometimes unfor
tunate accidents happen. 

" After it is all painted the leads are put round these 
pieces, they are cemented together, and that is the window 
finished for fixing." 

A Tragedy in Still Life 
I have known other tragedies, but never one so saturated 

with undiluted pathos. From my office window I used to 
watch him plead with her, and she masking her real emotions 
in a forced smile, responded to his empassioned enquiry only 
with an evasion. 

He was a typical product of the Hoardings; a handsome, 
purple face with green lights playing on his ears and nose, 
ingenuous, shell-pink eyes, perfectly fitting yellow hair a,nd 
suit to match, red hands and violet shoes, with a resplendent 
magenta tie spotted with china blue. He stood all day on the 
red blue sward, and overhead, in the almost impossible green 
sky there shone a big, round purple sun, with spikes attached 
to its edge. His name was printed on the green sky; Art 
Union. 

She, true to her incredibly vivid type, was a wonderful 
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ture, she, too, was gone, and in her place some great fat man 
with a large piece of indigestible food balanced on his upraised 
fork, jeered down upon a lean, hungry brother who, from his 
opposite corner, gazed with anguish at a huge pie, the four-
inch crust of which, to judge by his expression, had very 
obviously disagreed with him. 

" Don't blame the food ! " laughed the fat one, and I realised 
that here was another of those terrible tragedies that over
whelm the preposterous poster-people. 

—G.C.M: 

Linocut. G.C.M. 
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