Symbolist Artists on Art

Gustave Moreau (quoted by Jean Peladilhe in  Gustave Moreau)

On Abstraction: 

"I am dominated by one thing, an irresistible, burning attraction towards the abstract. The expression of human feelings and the passions of man certainly interest me deeply, but I am less concerned with expressing the motions of the soul and mind than to render visible, so to speak, the inner flashes of intuition which have something divine in their apparent insignificance and reveal magic, even divine horizons, when they are transposed into the marvellous effects of pure plastic art." 

"No one could have less faith in the absolute and definitive importance of the work created by man, because I believe that this world is nothing but a dream..." 

On Salome:

"This bored fantastic woman, with her animal nature, giving herself the pleasure of seeing her enemy struck down, not a particularly keen pleasure for her because she is so weary of having all her desires satisfied. This woman, walking nonchalantly in a vegetal, bestial manner, through the gardens that have just been stained by a horrible murder, which has frightened the executioner himself and made him flee distracted.... When I want to render these fine nuances, I do not find them in the subject, but in the nature of women in real life who seek unhealthy emotions and are too stupid even to understand the horror in the most appalling situations."
Maurice Denis:
 “It should be remembered that a picture—before being a warhorse, a nude, or an anecdote of some sort—is essentially a flat surface covered with colours assembled in a certain order.”
                                                                                                                                           1890

Odilon Redon:
From À soi-même, journal d'Odilon Redon.
I have made my own kind of art.  I have done it with my eyes open to the wonders of the visible world, and, whatever one might say about it,  I have always taken care to obey the laws of nature and of life.

I have also done it with love for several masters who have initiated me into the cult of beauty. Art is the Supreme Reach of the Human Spirit, lofty, salutary and sacred; it makes the bud blossom; in the amateur it produces only enjoyment, unique and delectable, but in the artist it makes, tortuously, the new seed to sow for new crops. I think I have yielded obediently to the secret laws that led me to make, as well or as badly as my abilities permit, and following my dream, things into which I have poured my whole being. If this art has come into conflict with the art of others (which I do not believe) it has nonetheless created for me a public  that persists with time, and extends to genuine friendships that are a sweet reward.

The notes that I am setting down here will help people understand this art more than everything I could say about my ideas and my technique. Art also partakes of life’s events. This is my only excuse for talking about nobody but myself.

                                                      *  *  * 
What disillusionment results from getting really close to a man of genius! With what an everlasting and inexhaustible illusion the genius surrounds all other people!

By the vision of the walls of our cathedrals, and the marbles of Greece or Egypt, everywhere that man has lived, civilised or savage, we revisit through art its loftiest moral life; we revisit it spontaneously, radiantly, and find in it a prodigious resurrection.

It is in winter that music is most highly valued, it is in the evening that it pleases most, harmonizing with the silences to give pleasure to the imagination it awakes; it is a nocturnal art, the art of the dream, but the picture comes from the sun. 
