ALBERT P. RYDER

well as our real eye, the artist’s eye which visits that
world in no official sense but only as a guest or a
courtly spectator? No artist, I ought to say, was
ever more master of his ideas and less master of the
medium of painting than Ryder; there is in some of
his finest canvases a most pitiable display of igno-
rance which will undoubtedly shorten their life by
many years.

I still retain the vivid impression that afflicted me
when I saw my first Ryder, a marine of rarest gran-
deur and sublimity, incredibly small in size, incred-
ibly large in its emotion—just a sky and a single
vessel in sail across a conquering sea. Ryder is,
I think, the special messenger of the sea’s beauty,
the confidant of its majesties, its hauteurs, its su-
premacies; for he was born within range of the sea
and all its legends have hovered with him contin-
ually. Since that time I have seen a number of
other pictures either in the artist’s possession or else-
where: “Death on the Racetrack,” ‘“Pegasus,” can-
vases from The Tempest and Macbeth in that
strange little world of chaos that was his home, his
hermitage, so distraught with débris of the world
for which he could seem to find no other place; I
have spent some of the rare and lovelier moments
of my experience with this gentlest and sweetest of
other-world citizens; I have felt with ever-living de-
light the excessive loveliness of his glance and of his
smile and heard that music of some far-away world
which was his laughter; I have known that wisdom
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