ALBERT P. RYDER

lovely. He understood best of all the meaning of
the grandiose, of everything that is powerful; none
of his associates in point of time rose to just that
sublimated experience; not Fuller, not Martin, not
Blakelock, though each of these was touched to a
special expression. They are more derivative than
Ryder, more the children of Barbizon.

Ryder gave us first and last an incomparable sense
of pattern and austerity of mood. He saw with an
all too pitiless and pitiful eye the element of help-
lessness in things, the complete succumbing of things
in nature to those elements greater than they that
wield a fatal power. Ryder was the last of the ro-
mantics, the last of that great school of impressive
artistry, as he was the first of our real painters and
the greatest in vision. He was a still companion
of Blake in that realm of the beyond, the first citizen
of the land of Luthany. He knew the fine distinc-
tion between drama and tragedy, the tragedy which
nature prevails upon the sensitive to accept. He
was the painter poet of the immanent in things.
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