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sweet gift of enchantment with the day's disclo-
sures, occupied apparently with nothing beyond the
loveliness contained in them.

There is not once, anywhere, a striving of the
mind in the work of this simple man. It was a
wealth of innocence that tinged all his methods, and
his pictures are as simple in their appeal as are the
declarations of Jacob Boechme—they are the songs
of innocence and experience of a nature for whom
all the world was beautiful, and have about them
the element of song itself, a poetry that has not yet
reached the shaping of words. Who looks at the
pictures of this true and charming naif, will find
nothing to wonder at beyond this extreme simplicity,
he had no prescribed attitude, no fixity of image that
characterizes every touch of school. He was taught
only by nature and consulted only her relationships
and tendencies. There is never a mistaking of that.
Nature was his influence, and he saw with an un-
trammelled eye the elemental shape of all things,
and afixed no falsity of feeling, or anything, to
his forms which might have detracted from their ex-
treme simplicity. He had “first sight,” first contact
with the image, and sought nothing else beyond this,
and a very direct correspondence with memories dic-
tated all his efforts.

That Rousseau was musical, is shown in the nat-
ural grace of his compositions, and his ideas were
simple as the early songs of France are simple,
speaking of everyday things with simple heart and
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