WINSLOW HOMER

IN Winslow Homer we have yankeeism of the
first order, turned to a creditable artistic account.
With a fierce feeling for truth, a mania, almost,
for actualities, there must have been somewhere in
his make-up a gentleness, a tenderness and refine-
ment which explain his fine appreciation of the genius
of the place he had in mind to represent. There is
not an atom of legend in Homer, it is always and
always narrative of the obvious world. There is
at once the essential dramatic import ruling the
scene. With him it is nothing but dramatic rela-
tionship, the actionary tendency of the facts them-
selves, in nature. You are held by him constantly
to the bold and naked theme, and you are left to
wander in the imagination only among the essentials
of simple and common realism.

Narrative then, first and last with Homer, and
the only creative aspect of his pictures is concealed
in the technique. The only touch of invention in
them is the desire to improve the language they
speak. Dramatic always, I do not call them theat-
ric excepting in the case of one picture that I know,
called “Morro Castle” I think, now in the Metro-
politan Museum, reminding me much of the com-
monplace, “Chateau de Chillon” of Courbet’s,
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