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ODILON REDON

think of him as living with his head among the
mists, alert for all those sudden bursts of light which
fleck here and there forgotten or unseen places,
making them live with a new resplendency, full of
new revealment, perfect with wonder. Happily we
find in him a hatred of description and of illustration,
we find these pictures to be illuminations from rich
pages not observed by the common eye, decorations
out of a world the like of which has been but too
seldom seen by those who aspire to vision. Chansons
sans paroles are they, ringing clearly and flawlessly
to the eye as do those songs of Verlaine (with whom
he has also some relationship) to the well-attuned ear.

He was the master of the nuance, and the nuance
was his lyricism, his special gift, his genius. He
knew perfectly the true vibration of note to note,
and how few are they whose esthetic emotions are
built upon the strictly poetic basis, who escape the
world-old pull towards description and illustration.
How few, indeed, among those of the materialistic
vision escape this. But for Redon there was but
one world, and that a world of imperceptible light
on all things visible, with always a kind of song of
adoration upon his lips, as it were, obsessed with
reverence and child wonder toward every least and
greatest thing, and it was in these portrayals of
least things that he exposed their naked loveliness
as among the greatest. Never did Redon seek for
the miniature; he knew merely that the part is the
representation of the whole, that the perfect frag-
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