


~ INNER NECESSITY.

il (Extracts from Kandinsky's * Ueber das Geistige in der Kurst,” translated by
~ Edward Wadsworth, by permission of Messrs. Constable, who have recently
~ published a translation of the book by M. T. H. Sadler : ‘“ The Art of Spirituall

- Harmony.”)

'I‘-his_ book is a most important contribution to the psychology of modern art.
The author’s eminence as an artist adds considerable value to the work—fine
artists as a rule being extremely reluctant to, or incapable of, expressing their ideas
"' in more than one medium. Herr Kandinsky, however, is a psychologist and a

~ metaphysician of rare intuition and inspired enthusiasm. He writes of art—not in
_ its relation to the drawing-room or the modern exhibition, but in its relation to the
_ universe and the soul of man. He writes, not as an art historian, but essentially
' as an artist to whom form and colour are as much the vital and integral parts of
 the cosmic organisation as they are his means of expression.

" The art of the East has always consciously and passionately expressed this point
of view, which, if it has been perceived dimly in Western art, has been only hali-
heartedly expressed. European artists of the past have treated art almost entirely
from a too obviously and externally human outlook. Europe to-day, which is laying
the solid foundations of the Western art of to-morrow, approaches this task from the
deeper and more spiritual standpoint of the soul. And Herr Kandinsky is concerned
chiefly in pointing out that the raison d’etre, the beauty and the durability of art are
only possible if they have their roots in what he terms the Principle of Inmer

Necessity.

« Inner Necessity,”’ he says, * arises out of three mystical fundamentals. It
is created out of three mystical necessities :—

Personality) .

of the epoch, and the speech of the nation, as long as the nation exists as such).

3. Every artist, as the servant of art, has to express what is particular
to all art. (Element of the pure and eternal qualities of the art of all men,
of all peoples and of all times, which are to be seen in the works of art of all

1. Every artist, as a creator, has to express himself (Element of

s 2. Every artist, as the child of his epoch, has to express what is particular
. - to this epoch (Element of Style—in an inner sense, composed of the speech

/

artists of every nation and of every epoch, and which, as the principal elements /

of art, know neither time nor space).

“ It is necessary to penetrate with one’s mental vision only the first two elements
in order to see this third element exposed. Omne sees then that a coarsely carved
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great importance which to-day is imputed to it. And one sees that the common
relationship between works that have not become eflete after centuries, but have
always become more and more powerful, does not lie in externality, but in the root
~ of roots—tle mystical content of Art.”’

~ And this Principle of Inner Necessity Herr Kandinsky applies not only to the
basic inspiration of creation, but also to the concrete problems of execution, This
same force that animates the roots must gemerate a solid stem and permeate the
picture in every branch and fibre, and in the organic structure of every leaf.

This leads him to an extended consideration of the emotional and psychical effect
of forms and colours as such, diverced as far as is humanly pessible from their
" attendant associations. And Herr Kandinsky does not consider the effect of form
and colour on the soul only, but also its relationship to the other senses and its effect
on the physical organism.  Colour is more habitually accredited with powers of
emotion than form, but by establishing a common root principle with regard to the
emotional effects of form and colour Herr Kandinsky destroys this erroneous opinion.
And he does this not only by means of logical argument and metaphysical
ratiocination, but also by a minute analysis of the colours themselves—their physical
characteristics, and the possibilities of psychic effect in all their gradations of light-
ness and darkness, and in their warm and cold tones.

Form (i.e., the suitability of the form to the emotion the artist wishes to
express) springs from the same fundamental Principle of Innner Necessity, and has
always a psychic import. And this is true not only of the whole composition of a
picture, but also of its component parts and their relationship one to another, and
also again of the form created by their relationship to the whole composition.

« Rorm alone, even if it is quite abstract and geometrical, has its inner timbre,
and is a spiritual entity with qualities that are {dentical with this form : a triangle
(whether it be acute-angled, obtuse-angled or equilaterial) is an entity of this sort
with a spiritual perfume proper to itself alone. In combination with other forms
this perfume becomes differentiated, acquires accompanying nuances, but remains
radically unalterable, like the smell of {he rose which can never be mistaken for
that of the violet.

“ It is easy to notice here that some colours are accentuated in value by some
forms and weakened by others. In any case bright colours vibrate more strongly
in pointed, angular forms (e.g., a yellow triangle). Those that have a tendency
to deepen will increase this effect in round forms (e.4., a blue circle). It is naturally
clear on the other hand that the unsuitability of the form to the colour must not be
regarded as something ** inharmonious,'” but on the contrary as a new possibility,
and consequently harmony.

« Porm in the narrower sense is, however, nothing more than the boundaries
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his hand or his eye, which in this case are more artistic than his soul, which is
incapable of desiring more than photography. The conscious artist, however, who
cannot be content with recording material objects, seeks unconditionally to give
expression to the object represented—what one formerly called to ‘¢ idealise,” later
on to ** stylize,”” and what to-morrow may be called anything else.

« This impossibility and futility (in art) of copying an object without any
aim, this striving to borrow expression from the object itself, is the starting point
from which the artist begins to aspire to purely aesthetic aims (pictural) as opposed
to literary representation,

“¢ And so the abstract element comes always gradually to the front in art—which

even yesterday was concealed timidly and was scarcely visible behind purely material
endeavours,

“ And this development and eventual proponderance of the abstract is natural.

* It is natural, since, the more the organic form is repelled, the more the abstract
comes to the front and acquires timbre.

“ The organic that remains, however, has, as we have sald, Its own inner
Timbre, which is either identical with the inner Timbre of the second component—
or abstract part of the form (simple combination of both elements)—or it may be of

a very different nature—(complicated and perhaps necessarily inharmonious
combination).

“In any case, however, the Timbre of the Organic is heard in the form it
chooses, even if it is quite suppressed. On this account the choice of the real object
is important. In the two-fold Timbre (spiritual chord) of both component parts of
the form the organic can support the abstract (by means of concord or discord) or
it can be disturbing to it. The object can create only an accident Timbre, which,
it substituted by another, calls forth no essential difference In the fundamental timbre.

‘“ A rhomboidal composition is constructed, for instance, out of a number of
human figures. One judges it with one’s feelings and asks oneself the question—
are the human figures absolutely necessary to the composition, or could one substitute
other organic forms for them without thereby injuring the inner fundamental Timbre
of the composition?

“ And if * yes —then the case is imminent where the Timbre of the object not
only does not help the Timbre of the abstraction, but directly injures it : inappropriate
Timbre of the object weakens the Timbre of the abstraction. And this is not only
logical, but is, as a matter of fact, the case in art. In the above case then, either
some object should be found which corresponds more to the inner Timbre of the
abstraction (corresponding concordantly or discordantly) or this whole form should
remain purely abstract. '

.- . L] L] .

“ The more abstract the form; the more purely and therefore the meore
128}



I
F
,I
i

oy 'the ]uxtapositlon
1€ tlle distortion,

y geometrical, the same
rms lrom one another




A e e e e

“ ., . And colour, which Is itseli a material for counterpoint, which
conceals in itseli endless possibilities, will, in conjunction with drawing, lead to a
great pictorial counterpoint on which will be built also a pictorial composition that
will serve God as a real, pure art. And the same infallible guide brings it to that
dizzy height—The Principle of Inner Necessity.’

~ This insistance on the value of one’s feelings as the only aesthetic impulse,
means logically that the artist is not only entitled to treat form and colour according
to his inner dictates, but that it is his duty to do so, and consequently his life (his
thoughts and deeds) becomes the raw material out of which he must carve his
creations. The author points out that on account of this, although the artist is
absolutely free to express himself as he will in art, he is not free in life. ‘‘ He is

not only a king . . . in the sense that he has great power, but also in the
sense that his duties are great.”

The constructive tendencies of painting Herr Kandinsky divides into two
groups— (1) simple composition of a more or less obviously geometrical character,
which he calls ** melodic composition,”” and which has been more generally employed
by western artists (Duccio, Ravenna mosaics, Cezanne), and (2) complicated
rythmic composition which he calls ‘‘ symphonic,”” and which is the characteristic
medium of oriental art and of Kandinsky himself.
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“LIFE IS THE IMPORTANT THING !”

In the revolt against Formula, revolutionaries in art sell themselves to Nature.
Without Nature’s aid the ** coup ”’ could not be accomplished. They, of course,
become quite satisfied slaves of Nature, as their fathers were of Formula. It never
occurs to them that Nature is just as sterile a Tyrant. This is what happened with
the Impressionists.

An idea which haunts the head of many people is that ‘‘ Nature *’ is synonymous
with freshness, richness, constant remewal, life : ‘‘ Nature’’ and natural art
synonymous with ‘* Life.”’

This idea, trotted out in various forms, reminds one of the sententious
pronouncement one so often hears :** LIFE is the important thing!”’ It is always
said with an air of trenchant and final wisdom, the implication being : *‘ You artists
are 80 indirect and intellectual, worry your heads about this and about that, while
life is there all the time, etc., etc.”

If you ask these people what they mean by LIFE (for there are as many Lives
as there are people in the world), it becomes evident that they have no profounder
view of life in their mind than can be included in the good dinner, good sleep,
roll-in-the-grass category.

“ After all, life is the important thing!’’ That is to live as nearly like a
chicken or a King Charles as is compatible with having read ‘* Sex and Character ”’
and ¢ L’Isle des Pengouins >’ in a translation.

- This is the typical cowardly attitude of those who have failed with their
minds, and are discouraged and unstrung before the problems of their Spirit ; who
fall back on their stomachs and the meaner working of their senses.

Nature will Bive you, then, grass enmough for cow or a sheep, any fleshly
conquest you can compass. One thing she is unable to give, that that is peculiar
to men. Such stranger stuff men must get out of themselves.

To consider for a moment this wide-spread notion, that ‘‘ Nature,”” as the
majority mean it, is synonymous really with *‘ Life,”” and inexhaustible freshness
of material :—

NATURE IS NO MORE INEXHAUSTIBLE, FRESH, WELLING
UP WITH INVENTION, ETC,, THAN LIFE IS TO THE AVERAGE
MAN OF FORTY, WITH HIS GROOVE, HIS DISILLUSION, AND
HIS LITTLE ROUND OF HABITUAL DISTRACTIONS.
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Daumier, whose work was saturated with reference to Life, has been, for
instance, used to support imitation of Nature, on grounds of a common realism.
This man would have been no more capable of squatting down and imitating the
forms of life day after day than he would have been able to copy one of his crowds,

It was Life that MOVED MUCH TOO QUICKLY FOR ANYTHING,
BUT THE IMAGINATION that he lived for. He combined in his art great
plastic gifts with great literary gifts, and was no doubt an impure painter, according
to actual standards. But it was great literature, always, along with great art.
And as far as ‘‘ Life ”’ is concerned, the Impressionists produced nothing that was
in any sense a progress from this great realist, though much that was a decadence.
Many reproductions of Degas paintings it would be impossible, quite literally, to
distinguish from photographs: and his pastels only less so because of the accident
of the medium. The relative purity of their palette, and consequent habituating
of the public to brighter colours, was their only useful innovation. Their analytic
study of light lead into the Pointilliste cul de sac (when it was found that although
light can be decomposed, oil-paint is unfortunately not light.
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There is rather only room for ONE Life, in Existence, and Art has to behave
itself and struggle.

Also Art has a selfish trick of cutting the connections.
The Wild Body and Primitive Brain have found a new outside art of thelr own.
The Artist pleasure-man is too naturalistic for this age of religion.

‘“ The theatre is immoral, because a place where people go to enjoy other
people’s sufferings and tears.”” (to d'Alembert.)

The soft stormy flood of Rousseauism, Dicken's sentimental ghoul-like gloating
over the death of little Nell, the beastly and ridiculous spirit of Keats’ lines:—

** If your mistress some RICH anger show,
Imprison her soft hand and let her rave,
While you feast long,”’ etc.

disgusted about 1870 people who had not got a corner in dog's nerves or heart idling
about the stomach instead of attending to its business of pump, and whose heads were,
with an honest Birmingham screw, straightly riveted into their bodies.

The good artitsts, as well, repudiated the self-Indulgent, special-privileged,

priggish and cowardly role of ** Artist,” and joined themselves to the Birmingham
screws.

England emerged from Lupanars and Satanics about 1900, the Bourgeoisie

having thoughtfully put Wilde in prison, and Swinburne being retired definitely to
Putney,

This brings you to the famous age where we are at present gathered, in which

Humanity’s problem is ** live with the minimum of pleasure possible for bare
existence.”’

4. Klilling somebody must be the greatest pleasure in existence : either like
killing yourself without being interfered with by the instinct of self-preservation—
or exterminating the Instinct of sell-preservation itself |

But if you begin depositing your little titivations of pleasure in Humanity’s
Savings Bank, you want something for your trouble,

We all have a penetrative right over each other, to the tune of titivations lost,
it not of heart blood.

5. Not many people have made up their minds yet as to the ultimate benefit
or the reverse of this state of affairs,

Some people enjoy best by proxy, some by masturbation ; others prefer to do
things themselves, or in the direct regular partnership of existence.

You are flercely secretive and shy : or dislike interference.
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Most fine artists cannot keep themselves out of wood and iron, or printed sheefs :

they leave too much of themselves in their furniture.
For their universality a course of egotistic hardening, if anything,

good average disciples, required a severe
day torpedoing East and West,

is required.

Buddha found that his disciples,
discipline of expansion ; he made them practice every
to inhabit other men, and become wise and gentle.

The Artist favours solitude, conditions where silence and purity are possible,
as most men favour gregariousness where they shine and exist most. '

But the Artist is compensated, at present, by a crown, and will eventually

arrange things for the best.

6. It is all a matter of the most delicate adjustment between voracity of Art
and digestive quality of Life,

The finest Art is not pure Abstraction, nor is it unorganised life.

Dreams come in the same category as the easy abstractions and sentimentalities
of art known as ‘* Belgian,”’ - ;

Great Artists with their pictures and books provide Nursing Homes for the
Future, where Hypnotic Treatment is the principal stunt.

To dream is the same thing as to lie : anybody but an invalid or a canaille feels
the discomfort and repugnance of something not clean in it.

There is much fug in the Past—due, no doubt, to the fact that most of the
ordinary Ancients neglected their persons.

Realism is the cleanliness of the mind.

Actuality or * fashionableness ’ is the desire to be spick and span, and be a
man remade and burnished half-an-hour ago.

Surprise is the brilliant and prodigious fire-fly, that lives only twenty minutes :
the excitement of seeing him burn through his existence like a wax-vesta makes you

marvel at the slow:living world.

The most perishable colours in painting (such as Veronese green, Prussian
Blue, Alizarin Crimson) are the most brilliant.

This is as it should be : we should hate other ages, a >
£40,000, like a horse, | ges, and don’t want to fetch

7. The actual approximation of Art to Nature
, Which on
of to-day, would negative eflort equally. £ n frear ngns

The Artist, like Narcissus, gets his nose nearer and nearer the surface of Life.

He will get it nipped off if he is not careful, by some Pecksnifi-shark sunning
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it’s lean belly mear the surface, or other lurker beneath his image, who has been
feeding on it’s radiance.

Reality is in the artist, the image only in life, and he should only approach so
near as is necessary for a good view.

The question of focus depends on the power of his eyes, or their quality.

8. The Futurist statue will move : then it will live a little : but any idiot can
do better than that with his good wife, round the corner.

Nature’s definitely ahead of us in contrivances of that sort,

We must remain children, less scientific than a Boy Scout, but less naive than
Flaubert jeune ! )

Nature is grown up.'

WE could not make an Elephant.

9. With Picasso’s revolution in the plastic arts, the figure of the Artist
becomes still more blurred and uncertain.

Engineer or artist might conceivably become transposable terms, or one, at
least, imply the other.

What is the definite character of the artist ; obvious pleasure, as an element,

shrinking daily, or rather approximating with Pleasure as it exists in every other
form of invention?

Picasso has proved himself lately too amateurish a carpenter.

Boot-making and ioining also occur to one.

Or the artist will cease to be a workman, and take his place with the Composer
and Architect?

The artist till now has been his own interpreter, improvisation and accidents of
a definite medium playing a very important part.

To-day there are a host of first rate interpreters : the few men with the invention
and brains should have these at their disposal : but unfortunately they all want to

be ‘‘ composers,’”’ and their skill and temperament allow them to do very good

imitations. f

 But perhaps things are better as they are : for it you think of those stormy
Jewish faces met in the corridors of the tube, Beethovenesque and femininely
ferocious, on the concert-bills, or ‘* our great Shakespearean actors,’” you feel that

Beethoven and Shakespeare are for the student, and not for the Bechstein Hall or
the modern theatre.

At any period an artist should have been able to remain in his studio, imagining
form, and provided he could transmit the substance and logic of his inventions to
another man, could have, without putting brush to canvas, be the best artist of
his day.
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NOTE

[on some German Woodcuts at the Twenty-One Gallery].

W

A this miniature sculpture, the Woodcut, Germans have always excelled.

It is like the one-string fiddle of the African.

This art is African, in that it is sturdy, cutting through every time to the
menotonous wall of space, and intense yet hale : permeated by Eternity, an atmos-
phere in which only the black core of Life rises and is silhouetted.

The black, nervous fluid of existence flows and forms into hard, stagnant masses
in this white, luminous body. Or it is like a vivid sea pierced by rocks, on to the

surface of which boned shapes rise and bask blackly.
It deals with Man and objects subject to him, on Royal white, cut out in black

sadness. _
White and Black are two elements. Their possible proportions and relations

to each other are fixed.—All the subtleties of the Universe are driven into these two
pens, one of which is black, the other white, with their multitude.

It 13 African black.

It Is not black, invaded by colour, as in Beardsley, who was never simple
enough for this blackness. But unvarying, vivid, harsh black of Africa.

The quality of the woodcut is rough and brutal, surgery of the senses, cutting
and not scratching : extraordinarily limited and exasperating.

It Is one of the greatest tests of fineness.

Where the (iermans are best—disciplined, blunt, thick and brutal, with a black
simple skeleton of organic emotion—they best qualify for this form of art.

All the things gathered here do not come within these definitions. Melzer is
sculpture, too, but by suggestion, not in fact. The principle of his work is an

infatuation for bronzes.
Pechstein has for nearest parallel the drawings and lithographs of Henri

Matisse.

Marc, Bolz," Kandinsky, Helbig and Morgner would make a very solid show

In one direction,
Bolz's ‘* Maskenfest ’’ Is a Kermesse of black strips and atoms of life. His

other design, like a playing-card, is a merve or woman, and attendant fascinated
atoms, crushed or starred,

Morgner drifts into soft Arctic snow-patches.

Marc merges once more in leaves and sun-spotting the protective markings

of antmals, or in this process makes a forest into tigers.

Some woodcuts by Mr, H. Wadsworth, though net part of the German show,
are to be seen in the Gallery. One of a port, is particularly fine, with its white

_ excitement, and compression of clean metallic shapes in the well of the Harbour,

as though in a broken cannon-mouth.
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POLICEMAN AND ARTIST.

1, In France no Artist is as good as ‘‘ the Policeman.”’

Rousseau the Douanier, the best policeman, is better than Derain, the best
French Artist.

Not until Art reaches the fresher strata of the People does it find a vigorous
enough bed to flourish.

There is too much cultivation, and only the Man of the People escapes the
softening and intellectualizing.

‘There is one exception—the crétin or sawney.
Cézanne was an imbecile, as Roussean was a ‘* Policeman,”?

Nature’s defence for Cézanne against the deadly intelligence of his country
was to make him a sort of idiot.

2. In England the Policeman is dull,

The People (witness dearth of Folk-song, ornament, dance, art of any sort,
till you get to the Border or the Marches of Wales) is incapable of Art,

The Artist in England has the advantages and gifts possessed by the Policeman
in France,

His position is very similar,
William Blake was our arch-Policeman,

Had Blake, instead of passing his time with Renaissance bogeys and athletes,
painted his wife and himself naked in their conservatory (as, in a more realisti¢

tradition, he quite conceiviably might have done), the result wonld have been very
similar to Rossean’s portraits.

The English Artist (unlike the Frenchman of the people) has no ‘Artistic
tradition in his blood.

His freshness and genius is apt to be obscured, therefore (as in the case of
Blake, THE English Artist), by a borrowed Italian one.

3, Itisalmost as dangerous in England to be a sawney, as it is in France to be
intelligent,

Cézanne in England would have to be a very intelligent fellow.
‘(You can’t be too intelligent here !)
(It is the only place in Europe where that is the case.)

1 o ~ Blake in France would have been a Policeman,
. Itis finer fo be an Artist than to be a Policeman !
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RELATIVISM AND PICASSO’S
LATEST WORK.

/

(Small structures in cardboard, wood, zinc, glass string, etc., tacked, sown or
stuck together is what Picasso has last shown as his.)

1. Picasso has become a miniature naturalistic sculptor of the vast natures—
morte of modern life.

Picasso has come out of the canvas and has commenced to build up his shadows
against reality.

Reality is the Waterloo, Will o’ the wisp, or siren of artistic genius.
‘* Reality *’ is to the Artist what ‘‘ Truth ’’ is to the philsospher.
(The Artists OBJECTIVE is Reality, as the Philosopher’s is Truth.)

The ** Real Thing >’ is always Nothing. REALITY is the nearest conscious
and safe place to ‘‘ Reality.”” Once an Artist gets canght in that machinery, he iIs
soon cut in half—Iliterally so.

2. The moment an image steps from the convention of the canvas into life,
it’s destiny is different.

The statue has been, for the most part, a stone-man.

An athletic and compact statue survives. (African, Egyption Art, etc., where

faces are flattened, limbs carved in the mass of the body for safety as well as
sacredness.)

You can believe that a little patch of paint two inches high on a piece of canvas
is a mountain. It is difficult to do so with a two inch clay or stone model of one.

3. These little models of Picasso’s reproduce the surface and texture of
objects. So directly so, that, should a portion of human form occur, he would
hardly be content until he could include in his work a plot of human flesh.

But it is essentially NATURES-MORTES, the enamel of a kettle, wall-paper,
a canary’s cage, handle of mandoline or telephone.

4. These wayward little objects have a splendid air, starting up in pure

creation, with their invariable and lofty detachment from any utilitarian end or
purpose.

But they do not seem to possess the necessary physical stamina to survive.

You feel the glue will come unstuck and that you would only have to blow with
your mouth to shatter them.
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THE NEW EGOS.

1. A civilized savage, in a desert-city, surrounded by very simple objects and

;“Itlﬂfted number of beings, reduces his Great Art down to the simple black human
ullet,

His sculpture is monotonous. The one compact human form is his Tom-Tom.
We have nothing whatever to do with this individual and his bullet.
Our eyes sweep life horizontally.

Were they in the top of our head, and full of blank light, our art would be
different, and more like that of the savage.

The African we have referred to cannot allow his personality to venture forth
or amplify itself, for it would dissolve in vagueness of space.

It has to be swaddled up in a bullet-like lump.

But the modern town-dweller of our civilization sees everywhere fraternal
moulds for his spirit, and interstices of a human world.

He also sees multitude, and infinite variety of means of life, a world and
elements he controls.

Impersonality becomes a disease with him.
Socially, in a parellel manner, his egotism takes a different form.
Soclety is sufficiently organised for his ego to walk abroad

Life is really no more secure, or his egotism less acute, but the frontier’s inter-
penetrate, individual demarcations are confused and interests dispersed.

2. According to the most approved contemporary methods in boxing, two men

burrow into each other, and after an infinitude of little intimate pommels, one
collapses.

In the old style, two distinct, heroic figures were confronted, and one ninepin
tried to knock the other ninepin over.

We all to-day (possibly with a coldness reminiscent of the insect-world) are
in each other’s vitals—overlap, intersect, and are Siamese to any extent.

Promiscuity is normal ; such separating things as love, hatred, friendship are
superseded by a more realistic and logical passion.

The human form still runs, like a wave, through the texture or body of existence,
and therefore of art.

But just as the old form of egotism is no longer fit for such conditions as now
prevail, so the isolated human figure of most ancient Art is an anachronism.

THE ACTUAL HUMAN BODY BECOMES OF LESS IMPOR-
TANCE EVERY DAY.

It now, literally, EXISTS much Iess.
Love, haired, etc., imply conventional limitations.

All clean, clear cut emotions depend on the element of strangeness, and surprise
and primitive detachment.

Dehumanization is the chief diagnostic of the Modern World.

One feels the immanence of some REALITY more than any former human
beings can have Feltit:

This superceding of specific passions and easily determinable emotions by such
uniform, more animal fnstinctively logical Passion of Life, of different temperatures,

but similar in kind, is, then, the phenomenon to which we would relate the most
fundamemtal tendencies in present aré, and by which we would gage it’s temper.
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THE MELODRAMA OF MODERNITY.

1. Of all the tags going, ‘* Futurist,”’ for general application, serves as well
as any for the active painters of to-day.

It is picturesque and easily inclusive.

It is especially justifiable here in England where no particular care or know-
ledge of the exact (or any other in matters of art) signification of this word exist.

In France, for instance, no one would be likely to apply the term ‘‘ Futurist ”’
to Picasso or Derain ; for everyone there is familiar with Marinetti’s personality,
the detail of his propaganda, and also the general history of the Cubist movement—
Picasso’s part, Derain’s part, and the Futurist’s.

On the other hand, here in England, Marquet, Vuillard, Besnard, even, I
expect, would be called ‘‘ Futurist *’ fairly often.

As** Futurist,”” in England, does not mean anything more than a painter, either
a little, or very much, occupying himself with questions of a renovation of art, and

showing a tendency to rebellion against the domination of the Past, it is not necessary
to correct it.

We may hope before long to find a new word.

If Kandinsky had found a better word than ‘‘ Expressionist '’ he might have
supplied a useful alternative.

2. Futurism, as preached by Marinetti, is largely Impressionism up-to-date.
To this is added his Automobilism and Nietzsche stunt.

With a lot of good sense and vitality at his disposal, he hammers away in the
blatant mechanism of his Manifestos, at his idée fixe of Modernity.

From that harsh swarming of animal vitality in almost Eastern cities across the

Alps, his is a characteristic voice, with execration making his teeth ragged, blood
weltering and leaping round his eyes.

He snarls and bawls about the Past and Future with all his Italian practical
directness.

This is of great use when one considers with what sort of person the artist to-day
has to deal !

His certain success in England is similar to that of Giovanni Grasso. Any
spectacular display of temperament carries away the English crowd. With an
Italian crowd it has not the same effect. This popular orator again possesses
qualities which attach him on the one hand to a vitality possessed by all artists a cut

above the senile prig, and on the other hand he has access to the vitality of the
People.

3. Futurism, then, in its narrow sense and in the history of modern Painting,
is a pictureque, superficial and romantic rebellion of young Milanese painters against
the Academism which surrounded them,

Gino Severini was the most important. Severini, with his little blocks, strips
and triangles of colour, ‘‘ zones ’’ of movement, etc., made many excellent plastic
discoveries. I say ‘‘ was ”’ because to-day there are practically no Futurists, or at
least, Automobilists, left. Balla is the best painter of what was once the Automobilist
group.
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* THE EXPLOITATION OF VULGARITY.

'IE When an ugly or uncomely person appeared on the horizon of their daily
promenade, Ingres’ careful wife would raise her shawl protectingly, and he would
be spared a sight that would have offended him.

To-day the Artist’s attention would be drawn, on the contrary, to anything
particularly hideous or banal, as a thing not to be missed.

Stupidity has always been exquisite and ugliness fine.
Aristophanes loved a fool as much as any man his shapely sweetheart.
Perhaps his weakness for fools dulled his appreciation of the Sages.

No doubt in a perfectly ‘‘ wholesome,’’ classic state of existence, Humour
would be almost absent, and discords would be scrupulously shunned, or exist only
as a sacred disease that an occasional man was blighted with.

We don’t want to-day things made entirely of gold (but gold mixed with flint

or grass, diamond with paste, etc.) any more than a monotonous paradise or security
would be palatable.

But the condition of our enjoyment of vulgarity, discord, cheapness or noise is
an unimpaired and keen disgust with it.

It depends, that is, on sufficient health, not to relinquish the consciousness of
what is desirable and beneficial.

Rare and cheap, fine and poor, these contrasts are the male and female, the
principle of creation to-day.

This pessimism is the triumphant note in modern art.

A man could make just as fine an art in discords, and with nothing but ‘‘ ugly A

trivial and terrible materials, as any classic artist did with only ‘‘ beautiful ** and
pleasant means.

/But it would have to be a very tragic and pure creative instinct.

Life to-day is giddily frank, and the fool is everywhere serene and blatant,

Human insanity has never flowered so colossally.

Our material of discord is to an unparalleled extent forcible and virulent.
 Pleasantness, too, has an edge or a softness of unusual strength.

The world may, at any moment, take a turn, and become less vulgar and stupid.

The great artist must not miss this opportunity.

But he must not so dangerously identity himself with vulgarity as Picasso, for
instance, inclines to identify himself with the appearance of Nature.

There are possibilities for the great artist in the plcture postcard

The ice is thin, and there is as well the perpetual peril of virtuosity.
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OUR VORTEX.

I.

Our vortex is not afraid of the Past : it has forgotten it’s existence.
Our vortex regards the Future as as sentimental as the Past.

The Future is distant, like the Past, and therefore seutimeuta_l.

“The mere element ‘‘ Past ’’ must be retained to sponge up and absorb our
- melancholy. ' '

Everything absent, remote, requiring projection in the veiled weakness of the
mind, is sentimental.

The Present can be intensely sentimental—especially if you exclude the mere
element ‘* Past.”’

Our vortex does not deal in reactive Action only, nor identify the Present with
numbing displays of vitality.

The new vortex plunges to the heart of the Present.

The chemistry of the Present is difierent to that of the Past. With this different
chemistry we produce a New Living Abstraction. g

(The Rembrandt Vortex swamped the Netherlands with a flood of dreaming.
The Turner Vortex rushed at Europe with a wave of light.

We wish the Past and Future with us, the Past to mop up our melancholy, the
Future to absorb our troublesome optimism.

With our Vortex the Present is the only active thing.
Life is the Past and the Future.
The Present is Art.

I1I.
Our Vortex insists on water—tight cbmpartments-.

There is no Present—there is Past and Future, and there is Art.
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IY.

As to the lean belated Impressionism at present attempting to eke out a little
life in these islands :

Our Vortex is fed up with your dispersals, reasonable chicken-memn.
Qur Vertex is proud of its polished sides.

Our Vortex will not hear of anything but its disastrous polished dance.
Dur Vortex desires the immobile rythm of its swiftness.

Our Vortex rushes out Hke an angry dog at your Impressionistic fuss.
Owur Vortex is white and abstract with its red-hot swiftness.
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TO SUFFRAGETTES.

A WORD OF ADVICE.

IN DESTRUGTION, AS IN OTHER THINGS,
stick to what you understand.

WE MAKE YOU A PRESENT OF OUR VOTES.
ONLY LEAVE WORKS OF ART ALONE.

YOU MIGHT SOME DAY DESTROY A
GOOD PICTURE BY ACGCIDENT.

THEN !—

MAIS SOYEZ BONNES FILLES!
NOUS VOUS AIMONS!

WE ADMIRE YOUR ENERGY. YOU AND ARTISTS
ARE THE ONLY THINGS (YOU DON'T MIND
BEING CALLED THINGS ?) LEFT IN ENGLAND
:WITH A LITTLE LIFE IN THEM.
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VORTEX.
POUND.

The vortex is the point of maximum energy,
It represents, in mechanics, the greatest efficlency.

We use the words ** greatest efficiency " in the precise sense—as they would be
used in a text book of MECHANICS.

You may think of man as that toward which perception moves. You may think

of him as the TOY of circumstance, as the plastic substance RECEIVING
impressions. '

OR you may think of him as DIRECTING a certain fluid force against
circumstance, as CONCEIVING instead of merely observing and reflecting.

THE PRIMARY PIGMENT.

The vorticist relies on this alone; onm the primary pigment of his. art,
nothing else.

f

Every conception, every emotion presents itself to the vivid consclousness in
some primary form, :

It is the picture that means a hundred poems, the music that means a hundred
pictures, the most highly energized statement, the statement that has not yet SPENT
itsell it expression, but which is the most capable of expressing.

THE TURBINE.

All experience rushes into this vortex. All the energized past, all the past that
ig living and worthy to live. AIl MOMENTUM, which is the past bearing upon us,
RACE, RACE-MEMORY, instinct charging the PLACID,

NON:-ENERGIZED FUTURE.

The DESIGN of the future in the grip of the human vortex. All the past that
is vital, all the past that is capable of living into the future, is pregnant in the
vortex, NOW,

Hedonism is the vacant place of a vortex, without force, deprived of past and of
future, the vertex of a stil spool or cone.
Futurism {5 the disgorging spray of a vortex with no drive behind i,
DISPERSAL.
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VORTEX.
GAUDIER BRZESKA.

Sculptural energy is the mountain.
Sculptural feeling is the appreciation of masses in relation.
Sculptural ability is the defining of these masses by planes.

The PALEOLITHIC VORTEX resulted in the decoration of the Dordogne
caverns. '

Early stone-age man disputed the earth with animals.

His livelihood depended on the hazards of the hunt—his greatest victory the
domestication of a few species.

Out of the minds primordially preoccupied with animals Fonts-de-Gaume gained
its procession of horses carved in the rock. The driving power was life in the
absolute—the plastic expression the fruitful sphere.

The sphere is thrown through space, it is the soul and object of the vortex—

The intensity of existence had revealed to man a truth of form—his manhood
was strained to the highest potemtial—his emergy brutal—HIS OPULENT
MATURITY WAS CONVEX.

The acute fight subsided at the birth of the three primary civilizations. It
always retained more intensity East.

The HAMITE VORTEX of Egypt, the land of plenty—
Man succeeded in his far reaching speculations—Honour to the divinity !

Religion pushed him to the use of the VERTICAL which inspires awe. His
gods were self made, he built them in his image, and RETAINED AS MUCH
OF THE SPHERE AS COULD ROUND THE SHARPNESS OF THE

PARALLELOGRAM.
He prieerred the pyramid to the mastaba.

: The fair __Gre'ek felt this influence across the middle sea.
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The black-haired men who wandered through the pass of Khotan tnto the
valley of the YELLOW RIVER lived peacefully tilling their lands, and they grew
prosperous.

Their paleolithic feeling was intensified. As gods they had themselves in the

. persons of their human ancestors—and of the spirits of the horse and of the land and
the grain.

THE SPHERE SWAYED.
THE VORTEX WAS ABSOLUTE.

" The Shang and Chow dynasties produced the convex bronze vases.

The features of Tao-t’ie were inscribed inside of the square with the rounded

corners—the centuple spherical frog presided over the inverted truncated cone that
is the bronze war drum.

THE VORTEX WAS INTENSE MATURITY. Maturity is fecunditty—
they grew numerous and it lasted for six thousand years.

The force relapsed and they accumlated wealth, forsook their work, and after

losing their form-understanding through the Han and T’ang dynasties, they founded
the Ming and found artistic ruin and sterility.

THE SPHERE LOST SIGNIFICANCE AND THEY ADMIRED
THEMSELVES.

During their great period off-shoots from their race had landed on another

continent.—After many wanderings some tribes settled on the highlands of Yukatan
and Mexico.

When the Ming were losing their conception, these nei-Mongols had a flourishing
state. 'Through the strain of warfare they submitted the Chinese sphere to
horizontal treatment much as the Semites had dome. Their cruel nature and

temperament supplied them with a stimulant: THE VORTEX OF DESTRUC-
TION.

Besides these highly developed peoples there lived on the world other races
inhabiting Africa and the Ocean islands.

When we first knew them they were very near the paleolithic stage. Though
they were not so much dependent upon animals their expenditure of energy was wide,
for they began to till the land and practice craits rationally, and they fell into con-

templation before their sex : the site of their great emergy : THEIR CONVEX
MATURITY.

They pulled the sphere lengthways and made she eylinder, this is the VORT EX

OF FECUNLITY, and it has left us the masterpieces that are kuowns as love
charms,
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POETRY

A MAGAZINE OF VERSE.

Endeavours to publish the best poems now
written in English ;

Reviews and discusses new books and verse:

Promotes in every possible way the interests
of the art.

If you believe that this art, like painting,
sculpture, music, and architecture, requires and

deserves public recognition and. support,
subscribe.

POETRY,

543, Cass Street, Chicago, U.S.A.

Send Poetry for one year (1 dollar 50 cents
enclosed).
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