ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

ghostliness which possesses the pictures of our
Ryder. At all times in his work one has the feeling
of there having lately passed, if ever so fleetly,
some bodily shape seeking a solitude of its own. I
recall no other landscapes impressed with a more
terrific austerity save Greco’s incredible “Toledo,”
to my thinking a finality in landscape creation.

There is quietude, solace, if you will, in Michel,
in Courbet, but there is never a rest for the eye or
the mind or the spirit in those most awesome of
pictures which Ryder has presented to us, few as
they are; for the Ryder legend is akin to the legend
of Giorgione. There is always splendor in them
but it is the splendor of the dream given over to a
genius more powerful than the vision which has con-
jured them forth. It is distinctly a land of Luthany
in which they have their being; he has inscribed for
us that utter homelessness of the spirit in the far
tracts that exist in the realm of the imagination;
there is suffering in his pictures, that fainting of the
spirit, that breathlessness which overtakes the soul
in search of the consummation of beauty.

Ryder is akin to Coleridge, too, for there is a di-
rect visional analogy between “The Flying Dutch-
man” and the excessively pictorial stanzas of “The
Ancient Mariner.” Ryder has typified himself in
this excellent portrayal of sea disaster, this pro-
found spectacle of the soul’s despair in conflict with
wind and wave. Could any picture contain more of
that remoteness of the world of our real heart as
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