The quotation provides the reader with the essence of modern art, considering one of its forms: painting. Indeed, the difference between Victorian painting (that is to say the previous traditional kind of painting) and Impressionism and Post-impressionism (two modern movements) is immediately put into focus by the writer.
It seems as if the peculiarity of modern art were not just its style, but its meaning and objective. The aim of the painting is no longer a detailed, realistic, balanced and almost objective representation of reality, on the contrary the purpose of the painter is to charge express the reality with of feelings, emotions and sensations. The subject is not important itself but it acquires meaning if it is impressive and hits, stimulates and evokes something in the painter and, as a consequence, in he/she who looks at the painting. It seems as if there were a sort of fusion between the one who “makes” art, art itself and the one who “experiences” art. The process seems to generate something new, innovative, another possibility through the use of the mind and senses. The effect does not only regard modern painting but modern art, generally speaking. Take literature as an for example. I recently happened to read J.Joyce’s “The Dubliners”, a collection of stories written in the Modern Age. As in painting the narrative becomes just color and form in the scene, in writing the plot is replaced by the self-told story. There is no more the author, speaking through the voice of an omniscient, intrusive, omnipresent narrator who guides the reader inside the story. There is only a hidden author who telling the reader what is happening on the scene and the task of the reader is to reconstruct the plot, finding out dis-covering the implicit bonds between facts and characters, trying to provide meaning to their ideas and actions, to make the point of the stories whose end is always open.

In a way, it seems as if the reader were the protagonist himself and were asking himself to discover his own identity, while reading the story. All this considered, modern stores seem to be really hard complex, without sure reference-points for the reader who feels almost without a beginning and an end to guide his path. Joyce’s stories seem to be just the perspective of situations that are apparently independent from each other but to tell the truth there is something shared by all the stories: the setting, Dublin, the social background (the characters belong to the middle-class, bourgeoisie, and represent their conventions since they take part to dances, go to the theater and to cafès…)and the idea of isolation, loneliness, alienation, of something missing. Each character’s story seems to be endless, out of time. Everybody seems to be, in a way, unhappy, looking for something that he doesn’t even know. That’s the spirit of modernism. 
