ODILON REDON

has rendered with exceptional elegance and extreme
artistry, the fragment.

It is in his pictures, replete with exquisiteness,
that one finds the true analogy to lyric poetry. This
lyricism makes them seem mostly Greek—often I
have thought them Persian, sometimes again, In-
dian; certainly he learned something from the Chi-
nese in their porcelains and in their embroidery. I
am sure he has been fond of these outer influences,
these Oriental suggestions which were for him the
spiritual equivalent from the past for his spontane-
ous ideas, for he, too, had much of all this magic,
as he had much of the hypnotic quality of jewelry
and precious stones in all his so delicate pictures,
firelike in their subtle brilliancy. They have always
seemed to contain this suggestion for me: flowers
that seemed to be much more the embodiment of
jades, rubies, emeralds, and ambers, than just flow-
ers from the common garden. His flamelike
touches have always held this preciousness : notations
rather for the courtly robe or diadem than just draw-
ings. All this gift of goldsmithery comes as one
would expect, quite naturally, from his powers as
an engraver, in which art he held a first place in his
time and was the master of the younger school,
especially in Belgium and Germany. Of all the
painters of this time it is certain he was first among
them essaying to picture the jewelled loveliness of
nature; it is most evident in La Touche who was
in no way averse to Renoir either, but Redon has
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