ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

created this touch for himself and it is the touch of
the virtuoso. Perhaps it would have been well if
Moreau, who had a sicker love of this type of ex-
pression, had followed Redon more closely, as he
might then have added a little more lustre to these
very dead literary failures of his.

I cannot now say who else beside Ferdinand
Khnopff has been influenced greatly by him, but I do
know that he was beloved by the more modern men,
that he was revered by all regardless of theories or
tenets, for there is in existence somewhere in Paris
a volume of letters and testimonials celebrating some
anniversary of Redon in proof of it. And I think
that—regardless of ideas—the artist must always
find him sympathetic, if for no other reason than
that he was the essence of refinement, of delicacy,
and of taste. When I think of Redon I think of
Shelley a little, “he is dusty with tumbling about
among the stars,” and I think somewhat, too, of
some phrases in Debussy and his unearthly school
of musicians, for if we are among those who admire
sturdier things in art we can still love the fine gift
of purity. And of all gifts Redon has that, cer-
tainly.

His art holds, too, something of that breathless-
ness among the trees one finds in Watteau and in
Lancret, maybe more akin to Lancret, for he, also,
was more a depicter of the ephemeral. We think
of Redon as among those who transvaluate all
earthly sensations in terms of a purer element. We
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