ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

ing the abundance and warmth of themselves,
Homer was the frozen one among them. Nature
was nature to him, and that alone he realized, and
yet it was not precisely slavish imitation that im-
pelled him.

There was in him a very creditable sense of selec-
tion,—as will be seen especially in the water colours,
so original with him, so gifted in their power of
treatment—one of the few great masters of the
medium the world has known. He knew the mean-
ing of wash as few since have known it, he knew
that it has scale and limitation of its own, and for
all that, infinite suggestibility. Not Turner or
Whistler have excelled him, and I do not know of
anyone who has equalled him in understanding of
this medium outside of Dodge Macknight and John
Marin. It is in these so expressive paintings on
paper that you feel the real esthetic longing as well
as a certain contribution in Homer, the desire to
realize himself and to release himself from too
slavish imitation of nature and the too rigid con-
sideration of truth. He was finer in technique than
perhaps any that I have mentioned, though the two
modern men have seconded him very closely, and in
point of vision have, I am certain, surpassed him.
Homer arrived because of his power to express what
he wished to say, though his reach was far less lofty
than theirs. He was essentially on the ground, and
wanted to paint the very grip of his own feet on the
rocks. He wanted the inevitability put down in
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