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Off Years Drive Masters of Art to Menial Labor as Hunger-Appeasin- g Means
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Nevinson's famous painting of the skyline of New York.

&$said Edstrom. "His genius was appar-
ent, but he was so proud and sensitive,

w ' sometimes so arrogant and sharp, that he
repelled those who tried to help him and
became heartily disliked. He was em-
bittered because he thought he Should
live without- - charity.

"I was In Stockholm on a visit when
one night I met Arosenius. I went with
him to the garret where he lived with his
mother, the scrub woman. His clothes
were rags, his half uncut and he was very
sick. In his garret he found a sandwich
that his mother had left for him when
she went out to work for her slave's
wages. Arosenius broke down and wept.

"The next day I went to see Ernest
Thiel, the great Swedish art collector,
and told him Of the plight of Arosenius.
He knew something of it already, but,
like many others, he had been turned
against the man. I reminded him that
an artist was great not because he might
be a polite gentleman, but because of his
genius. Thiel agreed to hold an exhibi-
tion of the works of Arosenius. It was a
great success. Arosenius became famous
in a day, and Wealthy. And with it he
became the sweetest and gentlest nature
I ever have known. He married and had
five years of perfect happiness until he
died from the effects of his earlier suf-
fering."

Edstrom sees continued suffering, in-

justice and unequal distribution of re-

wards among American artists as long as
the artistic taste of the American people
remains no more discriminating than It
is. He wrote a letter recently to Secre- -

the greatest In the world. He is recog-
nized. He has money and fame.

But when Edstrom was a young man
he was a cheap day laborer In Iowa. He
came to New York as a hobo. Then, as
the original hairy ape, he worked his way
to Stockholm as a stoker. In Stockholm
he shared a room with an organ" grinder.
He worked 12 hours a day for 28 cents
a day as a laborer in the docks, a Janitor,
an elevator operator, or at any other
work he could find. He put himself
through the Royal academy, and then
came recognition. He. had won the fight
against the three greatest devils sick-
ness, poverty and loneliness.

"Heaven knows there is plenty of suf-
fering among artists in New York," said
Edstrom. "But the greatest sufferers, it
they are genuine, do not flaunt their
troubles, we hear of those who suffer
most after they are dead, and sometimes

even they have their stories buried with
them.

"It Is difficult to get at the exact truth,
for there are fakers. I remember the
student who used to borrow 6 and 10
Cents from all of us. He never paid it
back. He painted copies and apparently
lived on what he got for them and what
we gave him. Then one day he got mar-
ried and built himself a fine home. His
show of .poverty had been a deliberate
game. ,

"Then there was the other one, whom
we used to call 'Poor Benson.' His pov-
erty was a tradition. He was always up
against it. Our hearts were touched, and
we did all we could for him until one day
we discovered that he was & majority
stockholder In a large corporation. Some
of thfese much advertised Sufferers are
fakers."

Edstrom told of a man and his wife,

both of whom have won medals in ex-

hibitions in New York and On the Pa-
cific coast, and who now are working in
a tile factory In a New Jersey manu-
facturing town.

"They are living," said Edstrom.
"They will not starve. But they can't
live on their art. And both of them, the
woman in' particular, are forced to burn
up the best years of their lives to make
money to live on. Their genius is lost.
And there are many others. I get letters
from some Of them, and sometimes I
help as much as I can, but what can
I .do?"

Then Edstrom told the story of Ivar
Arosenius, the celebrated Swedish paint-
er, now dead, who is considered by many
the greatest satirist in painting that ever
lived.- Edstrom and Arosenius were
friends in Stockholm.

"He was the son of .a scrub woman,"

disclOBed a story of hardships, of a
desperate 'need for ready motley, that
finally drove an artist of recognized abil-
ity to do something he would not have
dreamed 6f doing a few years ago ask
publicly for a piece of work at a "small
charge."

By coincidence, on the same day that
Advertisement appeared C. R. W.' Nevln-eo- n,

One of the best known English ar-
tists of the modern school, said he Was
not ashamed to admit that he had earned
less than $1500 by his art during the
last four years, an average of less than
$375 a year. He said that he and his
Wife, by denying themselves new clothes
and many comforts, had been able to live
by drawing on the savings of former and
more prosperous years. He declared that
no artist should spend more than 25 per
Cent of what he earns.

Artists in Moscow and Vienna are
starving and have been starving for
months; artists in Italy and France are
unemployed and afe being forced to turn
to other work; artists in England are
forgetting their pride long enough to al-
most beg for work that they may live,
and even in New York, where people
boast that nobody ever really starves to
death, artists are feeling the pinch more
than they ever have.

The other day when it was announced
that Albert Floegel, hitherto Unknown,
had been awarded the fellowship in
painting that the American academy in
Rome gives every year to a young Ameri-
can painter, Floegel himself was found
living In a little room in East Eighty-eight- h

street, broke, hungry, in danger
of being evicted, and worn out from the
months of work and denial which had en-
abled him to produce his painting,
"Music." Floegel will go to Rome now
t6 Btudy, and for three years he will re-
ceive $1000 a year and living expenses.

Much the same thing happened a year
go to Frank H. Schwartz, who, when the

announcement of the award was made,
wa living In a little two-roo- m apartment
la East Ninth street. He, too, was about
to be evicted.

Floegel used to paint ceilings in east
Bide restaurants to get enough money to
keep alive. It was years before he could
afford to buy painting materials; so he
had to work with watercolors. SChwarts
nsed to Work In restaurants as a waiter,
and many a time he has been a janitor.
Neither Floegel nor Schwart paraded
their poverty, and the story of what they
had been through did not become known
tsntil they were awarded the prizes. And
there are many artists and art collectors
in New York who say that the most pa-

thetic Stories Of suffering do not become
known until the artist himself is dead.

When Floegel and Schwartz come back
from Rome, what then? If they think
they never will have to starve again they
probably are mistaken. There are ar-
tists in New York today with greater
background and greater ability than,
either Schwartz or Floegel, and they are
wondering how they are going to live.
Some of them are working feverishly in
the hope that they can finish a piece Of

work and sell it before their money is
gone; others are turning, with many re-

gretful looks backward, to cheap com-
mercial work. And the sculptors are suf-
fering more than the painters, because it
takes them longer to do their work, and
more money is required for materials.

Wherever artists gather and speak of
hardships be it in New York, London,
Paris, Florence or Stockholm, Ihey do
not finish until they have spoken the
name of David Edstrom, the sculptor.
Even the most ragged and hungry of
them all will admit that Edstrom suf-
fered most. Edstrom has a studio now
in the Hotel des Artistes, 1 West Sixty-seven- th

street, the street which he calls

tary of the Treasury Mellon suggesting
that the Unemployed artists of Europe
be put to work making copies of famous
European art treasures as part payment
of the allied debts. These copies, accord-
ing to his suggestion, would be brought
to America and placed in libraries "to
give us something we need and cannot
produce and to stifle now the seeds of
hatred that are germinating in their
hearts against us."

There will be suffering among the ar-
tists in America, Edstrom believes, so
long as lack of artistic sympathy and un-
derstanding continue to exist. And Some
artists will make much money, while oth-
ers, also good artists, will continue to
Btarve.

"The greatest American artists per-
ish," said Edstrom. "They don't die of
hunger everybody eats somehow in
America-bu- t they have to turn to other
work, or cheapen their Own ability by
doing commercial stuff to get along.

"In France it is different. . There the
artist can live by his art, though he may
not make much money. That is true be-
cause every Frenchman is in sympathy
with art.

"I remember Once when I had my
studid In the Rue des Volontaires in Paris
I took part of my meals at a little restau-
rant on the Boulevard Pasteur that was
owned by an old couple and frequented
by the better class Of working men and
artists. Sometimes I would eat at other
places. One day, when I went there for
the first time in a week, the old couple
came to my table to talk to me. I saw
they had something on their minds. They
spoke of my health, the weather, and
then they recalled ihat Rodin used to eat
there.

" 'Rodin, he would come here,' said
the old lady. 'He would be very poor
sometimes. He could not pay for one
day, two days, a week, sometimes three
weeks, but then he would sell something
and get money and pay all, and then we
would have champagne. It didn't matter.'

" 'An so,' she added, as the Old man
nodded, 'if M'Bieu should ever if he
should ever not pay for one day, two
days, weeks, that would be all right. The
great Rodin couldn't always pay.'

"Those dear people thought because I
had stayed away a few days that I was
broke. I could' imagine how they had
talked of me, wondering how they could
approach me without Injuring my pride
and tell me that I need not pay if I was
broke. They finally hit upon the mem-
ory of Rodin, because they believed I
would understand then. Imagine a res-
taurant in New York doing this!"
. To be sure artists suffer in New York.
They probably will suffer always, Just as
artists always have suffered . . .
and some of them will die in the same
spirit that .the young French sculptor
died who made the little masterpiece of
the girl with the butterfly on her
shoulder. That statue, some may recall,
was shown at the world's fair in Chicago
in 1894, and the story was that the young
Frenchman, after starving and working
for months, finally had completed the
clay model In his little garret in the
Paris Latin quarter.

Suddenly the weather became cold.
The artist was afraid the cold would
crack the clay. He took his clothing and
draped it about the little nude figure in
clay. The figure did not crack, but the
next day they found the artist frozen to
death. '

UNEARTHED MEDAL RECALLS BRAVERY OF INDIAN
IN RESCUING MAIDEN FROM FUNERAL PYRE

Young Warrior Prepares Two Fleet Horses, Springs From Sea t, Rushes Through Crowd, Liberates Victim and Carries Her
Off to Freedom.

"Just when the funeral pile was to be
kindled and the whole multitude of spec-

tators were on the tiptoe of expectancy
this young warrior, having unnoticed,
prepared two fleet horses, with the neces-
sary provisions, sprang from his seat,
rushed through the crowd, liberated the
Victim, seized her In his arms, placed her
On one of the horses, mounted the other
himself and made the utmost speed
toward the nation and friends of the cap-
tive.

"The multitude, dumb and nerveless
with amazement at the daring deed, made
no effort tt rescue their victim from her
deliverer. They viewed it as the imme-
diate act of the Great Spirit, submitted to
it Without murmur, and quietly retired to
their village.

"The released captive wpa accom-
panied three days through the wilderness
toward her home. He then gave her the
horse on which she rode, with the neces-
sary provisions for the remainder of her
journey, and they parted. On his return
to the village, such was his popularity, no
inquiry was made into his conduct, no
censure was passed on it. And, since this
transaction, no human sacrifice has been
offered in this or any other Of the Pawnee
tribes. The practice is abandoned. Of
what Influence is one bold act In a good
cause!

"The publication of this anecdote at
Washington led the young women of Miss
White's seminary in that city, in a man-
ner highly creditable to their good sense
and good feeling, to present this brave
and humane Indian with a handsome sli-

ver medal, with appropriate inscriptions,
as a token of their sincere commendation
of the noble act ot rescuing one of their
sex, an Innocent victim, from a cruel
death.

Numismatic society of New YorkTHE recently come into possession
. of a medal, the story around which

harks back to the days of chivalry. But
instead of the heroine being a beautiful
maid Of the mediaeval ages, she was an
Indian girl of the Missouri territory, now
Nebraska, who lived in that country 10 0 '
years ago, and the hero was an Indian
boy of It years.

History has recorded incidents of brav-
ery' among Indians, such as Pocahontas
saving the life of John Smith. The story
of "The Bravest of -- the -- Brave" has as
much dramatic color as that well-know- n

act, and the medal acquired by the Numis-
matic society is one of the connecting
links which marks a fight between bar-
barism and civilization.

Away back In 1817 the Pawnee Indians
of Nebraska, then the Missouri territory,
had a custom of burning a human victim
at the stake aa a sacrifice to the Morning
star. The son of the chief of the tribe,
Petaleeshrau, of Knife Chief, was the
cause ot abolishing this horrible custom,
when he rescued a girl who had been
taken captive from the Comanche tribe.
Instead of being punished for his daring
act in frustrating the plans of this sacred
rite' of his people, he was not molested
and received the name of "The B raves

Four years later, in 1821, when this
same young Indian accompanied 18 In

dian chiefs oMhe western plains Country
to Washington, D. C, the story was told
of the heroic act, and young women ot
Miss White's Seminary of that City pre-
sented to him a silver medal.

The young son of the chief returned
to his people, and his life thereafter
must have been the ordinary life of the
Indian, hunting the buffalo, the deer and
antelope, but there was no written history
to record it. Only an occasional fur
trader visited the village' to Obtain the
beautifully tanned hides, done by the
women, in exchange for tobacco, whisky
or small trinkets. When an Indian died
his history died with him, so far as the
written language is concerned. His peo-
ple would put his beloved trinkets, porcu-
pine -- quilL- embroidered tobacco pouch,
beaded moccasins and feathered bonnet,
perhaps, in his grave with him, so that he
might take them to the happy hunting
ground.

It was Just such a grave as this that
was plowed up one summer in 1883 in
Nance county, Nebraska, the former home
of the Pawnee before they were removed
to Oklahoma. The' Indian cemetery was
being transformed into fields ot corn. The
white man had taken over to his use the
vast lands of the once powerful nation of
the Pawnee, numbering at one time more
than 80trtTpeople".

One grave contained irinkets, and
among them was a silver piece having the
appearance of a one-doll- ar coin flattened

by pounding. A hole at the top had been
used to insert a string, and on One side
were the words: "To the Bravest of the
Brave." A rack, with fire beneath, and
Indians standing by, is crudely engraved
on one side, while a man carrying a
woman, swiftly moving toward two horses
standing in the distance, Is on the other
side Of the silver piece. This is the medal
now in the keeping of the Numismatic
society. '

All these years, since 1883, when it was
taken from the unmarked grave, it was
only a trinket to the owner, a eurlous coin
found in an Indian grave. Then it was
loaned to the Nebraska Historical society,
and it was seon connected with the heroic
act of the son of a chief.

The story ot the sacrifice at which "The
Bravest of the Brave" rescued the girl is
told In a report given by Rev. Jedediah

. Morse, who made a research under the
commission of the president of the United
States to ascertain the state of the Indian
tribes in our country. His book was pub-
lished in 1822. Mr. Morse tells the story
of sacrifice as it was repeated to an eye-
witness of the transaction to the Indian
agent of the district, Major O'Fallott. He
also records the presenting of the medal.
Mr. MorSe's Story Is as follows:

"The fatal hour' had arrived, the
trembling victim, far from her home and
her friends, was fastened to the stake;
the whole tribe was assembled on the sur-
rounding plain to witness the awful scene.


