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            The President of Dallas Saturday Night was Walter Armstrong Stevens

Dallas Artist, One of

America’s Greatest

_________________

     You cannot tell how big a great man is when he stands too close to you.  If he gets back some distance it is easier to measure him.  “A prophet is not without honor save in his own country.”  Relatively speaking that may be said of artists and musicians, especially the former.  Alexis Jean Fournier, famous landscape artist expressed that sentiment when he said:  “In reviewing the biographies of famous American artists, all, with few exceptions, had to cross the ocean before being recognized.  Then the folks back home journeyed overseas and paid exorbitant sums for canvases that had hung in their native studios without a market.”  

     For this reason our artists leave home.  We recognize genius in the business world because the business man makes money enough to compel recognition, but the artist cannot do that.  The trouble with us in America is that we are unable to recognize merit in the works of our own artists.
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     Among the several American artists whose canvases have claimed marked recognition in European art centers are Frank Reaugh, the veteran painter of Texas, and the late Hale W. Bolton.  Mr. Bolton’s landscapes pronounce him a great artist and proclaim his versatility.  Honors merited for excellencies of one’s achievements are rarely ever bestowed during their life time; that is left to posterity.  Antiquity, like every other quality that attracts the notice of mankind, has votaries who reverence it not from reason but from prejudice.  The mind contemplates genius through the shades of age as the eye surveys the sun through artificial opacity.  Therefore during his lifetime the efforts of Hale Bolton’s brush were not accorded all the recognition they merited but future years will find them appreciated as they should be.  

     In his worthier oils the connoisseur will trace the illusive charm of Watteau, the cleverness of Boucher and the lovely frivolity perhaps of Fragonard.  Coret, you will remember was in his so personal, so original, so modern, that it took three score years of his life to gain him recognition.  Can not this be said of the Bolton canvases?  You will be lost in appreciative admiration when you view one of his masterpieces, “Buenna Vista, Sierra Madre,” so rich and colorful.  A broad sweep of well traveled road encircles a mound of crimson and gold roadside flowers and loses itself in a valley of dark green trees.  Beyond this happy valley of sunshine and blossoms the rugged mountain seems to catch the spirit and stretches its rugged way into the deep blue distance.  “Mount Wilson,” on e of his superb California scenes, is in rich, warm coloring, majestic and grand.  Across the brow of the gently sloping hillside beyond the deep purple shadows of a mysterious valley, the great mountain rises, clear cut, its rocky sides flooded in the glorious sunlight, with distant shadows of amethyst and rose.  All in startling contrast to the somber valley below.  There is a feeling of vastness and cold heights contrasted with the warm friendly hill in the foreground.

     Many others of his paints have won prizes in exhibitions at our own State Fair as well as throughout the United States.  At the Galveston Cotton Carnival his “Afternoon Shadows” won in competition with the best artists all over the country.  Some of his autumn studies, decidedly Texan, are full of wonderful coloring in sky and foliage and especially in that indescribable thing called atmosphere, which makes his canvases outstanding with strength and clearness, that is refreshing in this chaotic period of cubists, futurists, etc.  

Own a Bolton Oil Pastel.

The devotee of art will find a very splendid collection of this late artists’ canvases on display at Samuels Jewelry Company.  In this collection will be found many Texas scenes.  There is one small marine with a truly wet beach and several oils of Arizona and the Witchita country are unusually good.  A number of small pastels, particularly a “Texas Twilight”, sing out to you in their beauty.  All who purchase any of these as well as those now owning a Bolton picture will be given certificates of genuineness that protects (sic) the owner.  

Biographically.

     After viewing these superb canvases you will appreciate the more a brief glimpse into the life-story of the artists.  

     Hale W. Bolton was born in Fredericksburg, Iowa, September, 1870.  When quite a small child he moved South with his family.  He evidenced marked artistic talent at the age of six years.  His early training in the rudiments of arts was supervised a French tutor, Madame Maicosson.  At the age of thirteen his pastels were creating much favorable comment.  Soon thereafter he entered the St. Louis School of fine (sic) Arts.  The following years he spent sketching in Tennessee, particularly in the vicinity of Memphis and his sketches done at that time are conceded to be some of his best.

    The spring of 1909 found him studying with the great masters of the old world.  For a time he was the master pupil of William Ruelop.  He found France interesting, with Brittany the fascinating subject of many of his foreign sketches.

     During the sixteen years that his family has resided in Dallas Mr. Bolton found much of interest in Texas landscapes.  Some of the best were done while on sketching tour with Frank Reaugh.  Mr. Bolton ever attributed much of his success to the training he received under that great artist and to the inspiration of his friendship.  

     Several pastels, incomplete landscapes so perfect that you feel you have caught a glimpse of the azure blue through some adjacent aperture, were found among his sketches.  It is the intention of his brother, Mr. Laurence Bolton, to donate these to some Texas art school of merit.

     Mr. Bolton ever evidenced a sincere interest in all things cultural.  He was ever a happy warrior for harmonious human perfection.  The essence of his creed was drenched with the sanity of the out-of-doors of which he was a great and noble lover.  He loved the freedom of nature without walls.  A nice balance between freedom and obligation was the center of his speculation on life.

     With his death American Art has suffered a great loss.  He was a member of the American Federation of Art and had been the recipient of many signal honors.  Last summer the California Art Association conferred upon him its diamond medals in recognitions of his art.  Dallas shall ever feel much pride in having claimed him as one of its citizens and a prominent member of its artist colony.  Because of his achievements in the field of art, the history of American art of this era will rank him with the foremost landscape artists.

 (End of Article)

Transcription note:      Hale W. Bolton, born in 1879,  died in 1920.
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