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About this Book

"Arts and the Man is so individual, so condensed, so
finely integrated, that it cannot be explained or sum-
marized . . . The chief merit of this book is pre-
cisdly that, without being contentious, it remains
controversia, that is to say, thought-provoking; it
never becomes dogmatic, that is to say, thought-re-
pressing. It should be read, not as a formal Code, but
as Platonic dialogue; and this delightful conversation
with a most urbane teacher increases our awareness
of art, and of its meaning in human life."—Albert
Guerard, New York Herald Tribune Weekly Book
Review.

"Thisbook . . . erects no system and enunciates few
dogmas, but it reminds us elogquently of what the arts
can give us and a thoughtful perusal of it should en-
rich any reader's susceptibilities’'—Providence Jour-
nal.

"Professor Edman, in discussing the essentia princi-
ples of art, opens a door for the average thoughtful
reader to a subject that requires hard thinking, yet is
of signification to al men."—Springfield Republican.

"A book which will serve admirably in deepening art
appreciation is Arts and the Man ... It is thought-
ful, stimulating, written with admirable clarity."—
Los Angeles Times.

"Arts and the Man opens the reader's eyes to new

beauties, makes him understand why objects possess

tois quality, and immeasurably widens the gamut of

iiis enjoyment."—Edward LaRocque Tinker, New
vrk Times.
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PREFACE

This book is intended, as it was originaly, as a
short introduction to aesthetics. It is not meant to
initiate the reader into the categories of the sub-
ject asitis discussed in the dialectic of controversy.
It is simply a consideration of the arts out of
which aesthetic reflection arises, and the experi-
ence out of which the arts grow, which they clarify
and which they enhance.

Some time ago the occasion of a new edition, a
new format, and a new and, | trust, more conveni-
ent title, offered an opportunity to expand one
chapter which in the original edition was but a
clue to what | have long wished to discuss more
extensively: the relations of Art and Philosophy.
For those relations seem to me to throw a fresh
light at once on the significance of major art and
on the imaginative meaning of major philoso-
phies. In what sense art is important to a philoso-
pher, in what respect philosophy is a form of art,
the point at which art and philosophy mest, the
paths into which they diverge—these themes seem
to me of more importance than can decently be
compressed into two pages even of a modestly
proportioned essay.

For the rest, the book remains what it was. a
short introduction to the experience of the arts and
the implications of art in civilization. The first
chapter attempts to indicate the general relations
of art to the whole of our experience; the second,
the origins and the functions of the artigtic
process in civilization. The remaining chapters try



to state the specid ways in which, through their
specid media, the arts clarify, vivify, and unify
our experience. To say more would have been to
say much more; to raise subtler issues would have
been to explore each of the arts beyond the com-
petence of the genera reader or of the author, and
to develop themes involving all the major issues of
moras, logic, and metaphysics. This is a primer
of the aesthetic experience. As such it has seemed
to find many friendly users. | hope someday to
write a more extensive work to which | shall in-
vite the reader. For the present | leave the book,
save for one expanded chapter, essentialy un-
changed, and refer the reader to the arts them-
sves for further enlightenment, or, | trust, for
confirmation of the hypotheses suggested here.
A book on aesthetics is justified not so much by
leading the reader to further books on aesthetics,
but rather by returning him to the arts, a return, it
is to be hoped, marked by sharpened and deepened
appreciation.
¥ ok %

It is a great pleasure to think that this small in-
troductory discussion of the arts and of our en-
joyment of them, may in this inexpensive format
be available to some who might not otherwise
come upon it.



Art and Experience

WHATEVER LIFE MAY BE, IT is AN EXPERIENCE;
whatever experience may be, it is a flow through
time, a duration, a many-colored episode in eter-
nity. Experience may be simple as it is among
babies and simple people; it may be complex as it
isin the case of ascientist or poet or man of affairs.
It may range from the aimless movement of a
baby's hands and the undisciplined distraction of
its eyes to the controlled vision and deliberate
movements of the champion marksman. It may
move from the beholding and manipulation of
physical things to the invention and organization
of ideas tenuous and abstract. But between birth
and death, this much may be averred of life, it is
the stimulation and response of a living body, of
"five little senses startling with delight,”" of muscle
twitching to answer with action, of hands eager
and restless, of a tongue moved to utterance and
a mind provoked to thought. Portions or aspects
of that experience may be remembered and re-
corded. Totally considered, it may be aimless or
purposeful. It may be merely the vell or revelation
9



10 ARTS AND THE MAN

of something behind or beyond experience itself.
It may be merely a systematic transient delusion.
It may be a nightmare or a dream. Philosophers
and poets have espoused at one time or another dl
these hypotheses.

But whatever experience may portend or signify,
veil or reved, itisirretrievably there. It may bein-
tensified and heightened or dulled and obscured.
It may remain brutal and dim and chaotic; it may
become meaningful and clear and alive. For amo-
ment in one aspect, for alifetime in many, experi-
ence may achieve lucidity and vividness, intensity
and depth. To effect such an intensification and
clarification of experience is the province of art.
So far from having to do merely with statues, pic-
tures, and symphonies, art is the name for that
whole process of intelligence by which life, under-
standing its own conditions, turns them to the most
interesting or exquisite account. An art, properly
important, would be, as Aristotle pointed out,
politics. Its theme would be the whole of experi-
ence;, its materials and its theater the whole of life

Such a comprehensive art is till the statesman's
dream. The conditions of life, especidly of life to-
gether, are as complex as they are precarious. We
do not know enough about them to be sure of our
touch, nor has any man enough power to be sure
his touch is translated into action. An artist bent
on turning the whole of life into an art would
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have to be at once a universal despot and a uni-
versal genius, a Goethe, a Newton, and an Alex-
ander rolled into one. The art of life is an aspira
tion and a prophecy, not a history or a fact.

The artist de facto has had to deal with segments
of experience, though he may suggest or imply it
all. Experience, apart from art and intelligence, is
capricious and confused. It is matter without form,
movement without direction. The passing sounds
are a vague noise unattended or undesired; the
colors and shapes about us are unnoticed or un-
pleasant. The words we hear are signals to action;
if they are that. Now to a certain extent life has
achieved form. Aswe shall try to point out in the
succeeding chapter, civilization itself is an art
form, highly successful and fortuitous, but none
the less an art.

To the extent that life has form, it is an art, and
to the extent that the established disorder of civil-
ization has some coherence, it is awork of art. All
that goes by the name of custom or technique or
institution is the working of intelligence or its per-
haps dilapidated heritage. The realm of art is iden-
tical with the realm of man's deliberate control of
that world of materials and movements among
which he must make his home, of that inner world
of random impulses and automatic processss which
constitute his inner being. The breaking of a stick,
the building of a hut, a skyscraper, or a cathedral,
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the use of language for communication, the sowing
or the harvesting of a crop, the nurture and edu-
cation of children, the framing of a code of law or
morals, the weaving of a garment, or the digging
of a mine—all these are alike examples of art no
less than the molding of a relief or the compos-
tion of a symphony.

(Jt is for purely accidental reasons that the fine
arts have been singled out to be ailmost identical
with Art. For in painting and sculpture, music and
poetry, there is so nice and so explicit a utilization
of materials, intelligence has so clear and complete
a sway over materials at once so flexible and de-
lightful, that we turn to examples of these arts for
Art and in them find our aesthetic experience most
intense and pure. But wherever materials are given
form, wherever movement has direction, wherever
life has, as it were, line and composition, there we
have intelligence and there we have that transfor-
mation of a given chaos into a desired and desir-
able order that we call Art. Experience, apart from
art and intelligence, is wild and orderless. It is
formless matter, amless movement,

It is difficult to realize how much of our diurnal
experience is what William James called it, "a big
blooming buzzing confusion.” It is hard to reaize
how much of it is a semistupor. Life has often
enough been described as a waking dream. But
not much of it has the vividness, though a great
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ded of it may have the incoherence or the horror
of a dream. For most people most of the timeit is
a heavy lethargy. They have eyes, yet they do not,
in any keen and clear sense, see They have ears,
yet they do not finely and variously hear. They
have a thousand provocations to feeling and to
thought, but out of their torpor comes no response.
Only the pressure of some animal excitement, in-
stant and voluminous, rouses them for a moment
to an impulsive clouded answer. Lifeis for most of
us what someone described music to be for the un-
initiate, "a drowsy reverie, interrupted by nervous
thrills/*

How is this dazed basking in the sun, or this
hurried passage from an unwilled stimulus to an
uncontrolled response, transformed? How does an
artist remake experience into something at once
peaceful and intense, domestic and strange? What
does the artist do to the world to render it arrest-
ing? What part do the arts play in our experience
that gives them a speciad seduction and delight?

Ordinary experience, that of practical or instinc-
tive compulsion, is at once restless and dead. Our
equipment of habits and impulses is such that we
e and hear just so much of objects, partake imag-
inatively just so much in events as is necessary for
the immediate satisfaction of impulses or the ful-
fillment of practica intentions. Our instincts and
our necessties hasten us from object to object.
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From each we sdect just as much as is requisite to
our desires or to our purposes, the bare minimum
of al that to free and complete aesthetic appre-
hension would be there. Just as meat to the dog is
something to be eaten, and the cat smply some-
thing to be chased, so the chair to a tired man or
an executive is simply something to be sat on; and
to the thirsty man water, however lovely its flow
or sparkle, simply something to be drunk. The
man of affairsintent upon future issues or the next
dep, the scientist interested in some specia con-
sequence of the combination of two elements, the
hungry or thelustful intent upon thefulfillment of
one absorbing and immediate desire—all these
hasten from moment to moment, from object to
object, from event to event/TExperience is a mini-
mum and that minimum is bare. Only one aspect
of its momentary practical or impulsive urgency is
remembered; al elseisforgotten or more precisely
ignored.

It is one of the chief functions of the artist to
render experience arresting by rendering it alive.
The artist, be he poet, painter, sculptor, or archi-
tect, does something to objects, the poet and novel-
ist do something to events, that compel the eye to
sop and find pleasure in the beholding, the ear to
hear for the sheer sske of listening, the mind to
attend for the keen, impractical pleasure of dis-
covery or suspense or surprise.) The chair ceases to
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be asignal to a sitter; it becomes a part and a point
in a composition, a focus of color and form. It be-
comes in a painting pictorialy significant; it be-
comes alive. That passing face is not something to
be persuaded or conquered or forgotten. It isto be
looked at; it is an object of pictorid interest, at
once satisfying and exciting. It ceases to be an in-
cident or an instrument; it is not a precipitate to
action, a signal to anger or to lust. It is a moment
crowded with vitality and filled with order; it is
knowledge for its own sweet sake of something
living and composed; it is beautiful, as we say, to
look at, and its beholding is a pleasure.

CPainters sometimes speak of dead spots in a
painting: areas where the color is wan or unin-
teresting, or the forms irrelevant and cold. Experi-
enceisfull of dead spots. Art givesit life. A com-
prehensiveart, as has been intimated, would render
the whole of life alive?)The daily detail of doing
or undergoing would'oe delightful, both in its
immediate quality, and for the meaning that it
held. Our relations with others would al have
something of the quality of friendship and affec-
tion; what we did would be stimulating as it is
stimulating to a writer to write or to a painter to
paint. What we encountered would be like an
encounter with music or with painting or poetry.
To live would be a constant continuum of cregtive
action and aesthetic appreciation. All that we did
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would be an art, and all that we experienced would
be an appreciation and a delight. Living would
be a once ordered and spontaneous, disciplined
and free.

"There are a dozen reasons why that perfect func-
tioning which would be an art of life is the philos-
opher's blueprint and the poet's dream rather than
a fact. In the life of the individual, a thousand
factors of health and fatigue, of external circum-
stance, of poverty and responsibility, combine to
defeat the deployment of resilient energies with
exquisite wisdom. Pure spirit must rely on poor
matter; the clearest intelligence on a body and
world which are at once its matrix and its ma-
terials. The dead spots in experience are not avoid-
able. Aslifeis constituted in a disorganized world,
much that has to be done is incidental and instru-
mental. We work for leisure and we rush for
peace. The work is not sweet nor the pursuit calm.
A lowering of vitality clips the wings of youth and
exuberance. The presence of dull people turns con-
versation into ennui. The ugliness of our streets,
our houses, and our cities is a realistic interruption
of what might, ideally speaking, be perpetual de-
light.

That is one reason among a thousand others
why the artist and the aesthete flee to the fine arts.
It is one reason, too, why art is regarded so often
and has so repeatedly been described as a flight
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from life. The fine arts are in two senses a flight
from redlity. For the artist they provide a ream
where his intelligence can function freely over
tractable materials. The technical problems of the
poet or musician may be difficult, but they are
solvable, and their solving is itself a tantalizing
kind of felicity. The musician, like the mathema-
tician, lives in a complex but tractable realm. It is
vast, airy, and metaphysical, but in it his intelli-
gencecan freely function, and hisfaculties can find
their peac)

It is often remarked that artists are helpless in
practical life. Its problems are to them dull or baf-
fling or both; in its helter-skelter miscellany, their
intelligence, disciplined to one sphere, as fine as it
is small, cannot feel a home. It is not to be won-
dered at that the world finds the artist often foolish
in affairs, any more than that the artist should find
the affairs of the world foolish. What is a mind
fastidious and precious to do with the awkward
grossness of things and events? What is a spirit to
whom a discord is an evil to make of the jangle of
politics and morals? So many poets have been ro-
manticists and visonaries because their sensibili-
ties, quick and nervous, could not bear to live in
the world of facts. Poets of the first water, it is
true, have been prepared to look steadily upon all
that existed under the sun, and celebrate things,
as Andr<8 Gide well said, by enumeration. Painters
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as different as Rembrandt and Degas have learned
to look at things in their immediacy ugly and dis
tressng, a tired worker, an aged woman, and,
through some magic of line and light, turn them
into a beautiful peace. But for artists, gifted in

their power but restricted in their range and cour-

age, the arts have been escapes from a reality they

could not bear, to a section of color and light, of

sound, of imaginative reverie, which was not only

bearablebut beautiful.

Shelley turns from the cruelty and stupidity of
nineteenth-century England to a Utopia, Platonicin
its spiritual beauty and classicin its marmoreal pre-
cison. Beethoven in his deafness and suffering
listens, in the choral finale movement of the Ninth
Symphony, to his own concluding paean to the
world as pure fellowship and joy.

The impulses that go to the making of the ro-
mantic artist go to the formation, too, of romantic
appreciation. For many lovers of the arts find in
music, poetry, painting, and the novel escapes, as
narcotic as they are delightful, from the pressures
and exigencies in which we are involved by our
health, our finances, and our affections. The shop-
girl's novel has been the locus classicus in illustra-
tion of the theory of art as an escape. In its pages,
the drab little person can move in luxury with
princes, duchesses, and movie stars. She can possess
vicarioudy beauty and freedom. The clerk tied to
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his desk can move in adventure novels, through
the open spaces, and be, in the person of a robust
romantic figment, a hero al strength and chivalry.

But the novel is not the only art that yields
escape. It does so by its vicarious leading of the
imagination through paths we have longed to tread
but have never trodden, through lands we have
never known, including palaces that never were on
land or sea. Other arts offer subtler escapes. Scho-
penhauer pointed them out with classic persuasion,
many years ago. Aesthetic interest is itself detach-
ment, though it is not the kind of detachment that
it is commonly supposed to be. But any perusal of
apainting by the eye is a kind of release from our
normal habits. For that moment at least we are
looking at things for, and only for, themselves, not
for their promise or their portent. It is the color
of the apple in a still life that engages us, it is
something to be seen vividly, not to be grasped at
in hunger. The aesthetic is substituted for the prac-
tical vison; in Schopenhauer's language, knowl-
edge, for the moment, comes to predominate over
will. 1t is notable how in the late nineteenth cen-
tury aromantic pessimism and a romantic aestheti-
cism were allied. The hungry will might never
find its satisfaction or its peace in aworld that was
doomed never to satisfy it. Life might be an eter-
nity between two oblivions, a vast anacoluthon, a
sentence without a meaning. Be it s0. In that brief
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interval one might, as Pater suggests in his famous
conclusion to The Renaissance, be filled with light
and color and music. One could escgpe from the
defeats of the intellect and the emotions to an
exquisite Epicureanism. As far as possible, as far
as one can live in the aesthetic experience itsalf,
one can make life a continuum of roses and rap-
tures. One can escape the times that are out of
joint, like Richard II, in a harmonious music. In
the still perfection of marble, in the fine modeling
of afacein apainting, or of the shadows on awall,
one can escape into a realm of eternity. In music,
too, emotions finer and subtler than any ever ex-
perienced can be enjoyed. And in literature, even
pain and distress may be experienced at arm's
length and in the garb of beauty. For the observer,
one function of thefine arts is certainly to provide
the peace of beauty and the escape of detachment.
Broadly speaking it is not the practical functions
but the eternal essences of things that the arts pro-
vide. To behold an essence is to behold something
in and for itself. The purely aesthetic observer has
for the moment forgotten his own soul, and has
gained the world, that is to say, the world of art.

This theory and ideal of aesthetic appreciation
has a particular following among those in whom
sensibility is combined with disillusion. The aes-
thete is a melancholy exquisite loitering among
the gleams in a fading world. There is no doubt
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that the arts must for many be nothing more than
such a flight. The saint flees to his desert, the
aesthete to his tower of ivory. One finds his peace
in God, the other in form.

The fact is, however, that this theory of art as
escape fails to take into account much that is true
of aesthetic experience, and is an insult to the more
rich and positive aspects of aesthetic enjoyment
and production. It abstracts the Aesthetic Man
much as the early nineteenth century abstracted
the Economic Man. No one is ever, or ever for
long, an aesthetic observer, and part of aesthetic
enjoyment is the rendition, vivid and revealing, of
the world we know and the nature we are. The
eye of the beholder is the eye of a human being,
with all the vast reverberation of human interests
and emotions. The ear of alistener isthe ear of one
to whom sounds have associations and of one who
has listened to words for their meaning as well as
for their tintinnabulation. The arts may be, in
many instances and for many observers, flights
into a compensatory dream or into a Paradise of
forms, lucid and satisfying, in which the appre-
hension is satisfied and the conflicts of experience
are lulled.

There is a more melodramatic sense, too, in
which the arts may be escapes. Nietzsche pointed
out in The Birth of Tragedy the elements, comple-
mentary and apparently contradictory, in Greek
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tragedy, and in al moving art. These he defined as
the Apollonian, the element of repose, and the
Dionysian, the element of passion and vitality. The
arts do more than bring or bestow peace; they com-
municate fire. In the high climaxes of the fine arts,
the psyche, condemned in the ordinary circum-
stances of living to be diffident and constrained,
finds a provocation, an outlet, and an excuse for
those fireswhich are ordinarily banked. Nietzsche
was for a time peculiarly seduced by Wagner be-
cause he felt in the urgency and flow of that ro-
mantic musician precisely the Dionysian element
which was for him the lifeblood of the arts. "Lit-
erature,”" says Anatole France, "is the opium and
hasheesh of the modern world." Rather it might
be said to be music. One has but to gaze at the
faces of a modern concert audience to see how, in
the swelling tide of some orchestral climax, pas-
sions are finding their release that have found no
other utterance; music is saying unashamed what
mogt of its listeners would be as ashamed as they
would be unable to say in words.

Nor isit only the madder moments of passionate
assertion that find their expression in the arts.
Nuances of feeling, subtleties of thought that prac-
tical experience keeps us too gross or too busy to
observe, that words are too crude to express, and
affairs too crude to exhaust, have in the arts their
moment of being. For these reasons, too, for the
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observer, they are absorbing flights from life. But
they may—in major instances they do—clarify, in-
tensify, and interpret life.

First, as to the intensification: our senses, we
learn from the biologists, are adaptations to £
changing and precarious environment. They were
developed in the long animal history of the race,
as instruments by which a troubled animal might
adjust itsdf to a constantly shifting experience. A
pigmented spot sensitive to light becomes even-
tually the eye. That organ enables the animal to
estimate at a distance the dangerous and desirable
object too far removed for touch. The ear, smi-
larly the product of a long evolutionary history,
likewise originated as an instrument that rendered
the animal advertent to the dangers and promises
in a mysterious and uncertain environment. Smell,
in its animal origin, was likewise a warning of the
noxious, a signa of edible or otherwise promising
things. Taste, too, developed as a rough guide to
the poisonous and the nourishing. Touch began as
that near and immediate sensitivity closely bound
up with self-preserving and procreative lusts.

In their origin our senses are thus practical, not
aesthetic. They remain in diurnal living, essentially
practical dtill. There is, as it were, a myopia to
which we are al subject. Rather we are al subject
to a blindness, ingtinctive and compulsive. We be-
come anaesthetic to all phases of objects save those
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in which our immediate fortunes or actions are con-
cerned.

The artist's function, the success of a work of
art, are both partly measurable by the extent to
which our senses become not signals to action but
revelations of what is sensibly and tangibly ther.3
Somewhere Stephen Crane has a story of three men
shipwrecked in a small boat on a wide and stormy
sea The first sentence is, "They did not see the
color of the sky." So intent were they upon the
possihilities of being saved that they had no time,
interest, or impulse for seeing the color of the sky
above them.

In the fine arts, then, the experience becomes in-
tensified by the arresting of sensations. We become
aware with tingling pleasure of the colors and
shapes on a canvas, of the sounds of a voice or a
violin. The other senses too, have their possble
aesthetic exploitation, but touch, taste, and smell
are not as finely manipulable, not as easily incor-
porated in objects or detached from practical bio-
logicd interests as are sight and sound. The pe-
culiar function of the fine arts lies, therefore,
chiefly in the realm of these two subtle and finely
discriminated organs, the eye and the ear. Color,
which for practical purposes is usually the most
negligible aspect of an object, is the painter's spe-
cia material. Differences in rhythm and tone, neg-
ligible in practica communication, become for the
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musician the source of Ai his art, for the music
lover the source of all his pleasure. The senses
from being incitements to action are turned into
avenues of delight.

Itisin this respect that the basis and the ultimate
apped of al art is sensuous. We become engaged,
as it were, by the amiable and intensified surfaces
of things. The charm of a till lifeis certainly in its
composition, but it is the blues and greens and
yellows of the fruit that arrest us; our body be-
comes alive to what the senses present. Those
moralists who have regarded art as a sensuous dis-
traction have sourly stated the truth. Eyes dulled
and routinated become keen again in the observa-
tion of painting; the ear becomes a subtilized organ
of precise and intense sensation. \WWe move in paint-
ing and in music not among the abstract possibili-
ties of action but among the concrete actualities of
what is there to be seen and heard.

The arts do more, however, than simply inten-
sify sensations. In the routine of our lives, succes
sively similar situations have produced successively
similar emotiona reactions. We become dulled
emotionally as well as sensuoudly. In the clear and
artful discipline of a novel or a drama our emo-
tions become reinstated into a kind of pure inten-
sity. It might appear on the surface that the actuali-
ties of life, the impingements of those so very red
crises of birth and death and love, are more intense
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than any form of art provides. That is true. But we
do not live always amid crises, and the ordinary run
of our experiences gives us only emotions that are
dull and thin. A tragedy like Hamlet, a novel like
Anna Karenina, clarify and deepen for us emo-
tional incidents of familiar human situations. For
many people, it is literature rather than life that
teaches them what their native emotions are. And
ideas themselves, which in the abstractions of
formal reasoning may be thin and cold and ex-
ternal, in the passionate presentation of poetry
and drama may become intimate and dive. Those
would fall asleep over Godwin's Political Justice
who might be inflamed to passion by the politica
poetry of Shelley. Whom the formulas of friend-
ship enunciated by Aristotle leave cold, would be
stirred to living emotion by dialogues gracious and
humane in which Plato illuminates that amiable
theme.

The second function of the arts noted above was
the clarification of experience. This holds true like-
wise from the direct level of the senses to that of
speculation and reflection. Our experience, through
the pressure of impulses on the one hand, and the
conditions of living on the other, is conventional-
ized into logicad and practical patterns;, we are
likely to forget how diverse and miscellaneous ex-
perience in its immediacy is. It conssts of patches
of color and fragments of form; it lives as a mo-
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ment transient and confused in a vanishing flux.
Our senses, our instincts, and our world give some
form to the undiscriminated blur. Were there no
pattern a al to follow we could not live. Every
blur of vision forms itself into some kind of land-
scape: the chaos of impressions and impulses at
any moment has for that moment some coherency
and shape. Our habits and our institutions canalize
life. Even insanity has its own, if irrelevant, kind
of order. Except in drowsiness or scmistupor, and
hardly even there, absolute chaos does not exigt.
But in works of art sensations are more pro-
foundly and richly clarified through some deli-
berate and explicit pattern; emotions are given a
sequence and a development such as the exigencies
of practical life scarcely or rarely permit. Our rev-
eries, amiable and wandering, are disciplined to
the pathway of some controlled, logical sequence.
Anillustration of each may be of service. Others
than painters of still life have seen fruit in a bowl
on atable. But it requires a Cezanne or a Vermeer
to organize the disordered sensations of color and
form into something lucid and harmonious and
whole. Everyone has experienced the blindness of
human pride or the fatal possessiveness of love. But
it requires a Sophocles to show him the tragic
meaning of the first in such a play as Oedipus, a
Shakespeare to exhibit to him the latter in Othello.
Even the most unreflective have at some time or
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other harbored scattered and painful thoughts on
the vanity of life or the essential beauty and good-
ness of Nature. A few have formulated these scat-
tered insights into a system. But a poet like Lucre-
tius can turn that vague intuition into a major and
systematic insight; Dante can exhibit the latter in a
magnificent panorama of life and destiny. The
kaleidoscope of our sensations falls into an eternal
pattern; amood half articul ate and half recognized
initsconfused recurrencebecomes, asit were, clari-
fied forever in a poem or a novel or a drama. A
floating impression becomes fixed in the vivid sys-
tem of music or letters.

In asense, therefore, all art isidealization, even
where it pretends to be realistic. For no experience
could possibly have the permanent order, the pat-
tern, the changeless integration of a work of art.
The mere permanence of a painting as compared
with the vision of a passing moment, the mere
dramatic logic of a drama as compared with the
incongruous juxtapositions of life are illustrations
of the point. But the idealization which is art has
the benefit of holding aclarifying mirror up to Na-
ture. It shows us by deliberate artifice what is po-
tentially in Nature to be seen, in life to be felt, in
speculation to be thought.

Now, to return to the interpretation of experi-
ence. Psychologists and logicians are fond of point-
ing out how much of what seems to be mere and
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sheer sensation is a matter of judgment and infer-
ence. We do not see cabbages and kings; we thus
interpret blurs of vision. Our intelligence and our
habits are, in their way, artists. They enable us to
respond to things not simply as sheer physica
stimuli but as meanings. Thefine arts simply accen-
tuate the process or perhaps merely itaicize the
process which al intelligence exemplifies. Those
separate spots of color become significant items
in the tota pattern in a painting, the pattern itself
is significant of a face, the face of some passion or
its tragic frustration. In a novel the words are
significant as well as vibrant: they tell with signi-
ficant detall of some life, some experience, some
destiny.

All the arts in one way or another, to some
greater or lesser extent, interpret life. They may
"interpret" nothing more than the way in which a
bowl of fruit "appears’ to the ordered imagina
tion of a painter. They may "interpret” nothing
more than sensation. Or they may interpret, as
Hamlet does, or War and Peace, or Ode on the
Intimations of Immortality -from Recollections of
Early Childhood, the confused intuitions of mil-
lions of men, bringing to a focus an obscure bur-
den of human emotion. A poem like The Divine
Comedy or Goethe's Faust may be a commentary
upon the whole human scene, its nature, its move-
ment, and its destiny. When Matthew Arnold de-
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fined poetry as a criticism of life, he might well
have extended his definition to the whole of the
fine arts. For criticism is a judgment upon, an in-
terpretation of, a given section of life. Explicit
interpretation, of course, is to be found chiefly in
literature. But a statue by Michelangelo or Rodin,
a piece of music by Beethoven or Debussy, is by
virtue of its comprehensive and basic quality, its
mood, its tempo, and its essential timbre, an inter-
pretation of experience. One hears more than an
arrangement of sounds in Beethoven's Fifth Sym-
phony. One hears the comment of a great spirit on
theworld inwhich it lives. InRembrandt's pictures
of old rabbis, or El Greco's of Spanish grandees,
there is more than meets the simply pictorial eye.
These works are the language of men who not only
saw and heard with the external eye and ear, but
put into sound a hearing, into canvas a vision of
what life essentially meant to them.

These three functions, intensification, clarifica-
tion, and interpretation of experience, the arts ful-
fill in various degree. For many observers the arts
are simply sensuous excitements and delights. For
many they are the language in which the human
spirit has clarified to itself the meanings of its
world. For many the arts are the sensuously entic-
ing and emotionally moving vehicles of great total
visions of experience. The arts, in fragments as it
were, suggest the goal toward which al experience
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is moving: the outer world of things, the inner
world of impulse mastered thoroughly by intelli-
gence, so that whatever is done is itself delightful
in the doing, delightful in the result. The Utopia
of the philosopher of which Plato dreamed is fore-
shadowed in those moments of felicity which the
fine arts at moments provide. A symphony in its
ordered perfection, a drama in its tragic logic, a
poem in its sensuously moving grace, is a foretaste
of what an ordered world might be. Art is another
name for intelligence, which in an ordered society
would function over the whole of men's concerns,
asit functions happily now in those scattered works
we call beautiful, in those happy moments we call
aesthetic pleasure.



2
Art and Civili.tion

LONG AGO ARISTOTLE POINTED OUT THAT THE
meaning of art could be best understood by con-
trasting it with Nature. Art is human intelligence
playing over the natural scene, ingeniously affect-
ing it toward the fulfillment of human purposes.
A complete civilization, as has aready been
pointed out, would be coincident with complete
intelligence. Life in such a state would be iden-
tical with art. The degree to which civilization is
disordered is evidence of the extent to which ran-
dom impulse and irrational habit still govern our
actions and dispose our lives. The arts of states-
manship and of human society are still amazingly
primitive. Prejudice, guesswork, specid interests,
and phantom fears still threaten for long to usurp
the place properly belonging to reason in socid
affars.

But very early in the history of human affairs
intelligence came to take the place of mere animal
response; art began to redirect and modify Nature.
The breaking of a stick, the building of a fire, the
domedtication of animals, the sowing of crops, the

R
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construction of a hut, the digging of a cave—all
these were interferences of man with the world as
he found it. They were the rudimentary and essen-
tial instances of that art by which man first got
himself food and shelter. In a broad sense, the key
instances of art are to be found not in the concert
hall or the museum, but in the field, the pasture,
and the plow. In aworld full of perils and uncer-
tainties man had to learn to live before he could
learn to live beautifully or bother, as it were, to
create beautiful things. Yet as anthropologists
deep in the study of primitive life have repeatedly
pointed out, it is by no means clear that the neces-
sary came before the beautiful, or that the essen-
tial preceded the merely decorative. It seems rather
that in the very midst of doing what had to be
done the primitive imagination found or made the
leisure to add a gratuitous grace, a charming and
unnecessary fillip. Pots and baskets were not only
made but designed. Men not only dug themselves
caves but made paintings upon their walls. The
human artisan, seduced by the possible delights of
color and line, came to linger upon them; in primi-
tive pottery and basketwork it is difficult to say
whether the artisan and the artist are to be dis-
tinguished at al.

Yet whether historically the industrial arts pre-
ceded or came pan passu with the fine arts, analy-
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tically there is a distinction to be made. There are
in contemporary civilization certain arts clearly
servile, instrumental, and industrial in character.
Under mechanical conditions of production, where
the aim is quantity production and the method that
of machines, art is a technique whose interest isin
its results, not in production, and whose results are
interesting for their utility rather than their beauty.
The industrial arts thus serve our needs; they give
us clothes to wear, houses to live in, motors to
move in, bridges to cross, and ships in which to
traverse the sea. If possible we would have all
these things beautiful, and in a thoroughly reason-
able civilization the houses would be charming to
the eye as well as tight against the weather, the
clothes would be beautiful to look at as well as
proof against the cold, the ships would be arrows
of grace against the sky as well as seaworthy car-
riers from port to port. There are a thousand rea
sons in the economic disorganization of our lives
why all houses are not individually beautiful nor
al bridges monuments as well as roadways across
rivers. Quantity production is one reason; the
cheapness and standardization of machine methods
is another. The emphasis in an industrial civiliza-
tion on utility rather than grace is a third. But the
bleak manufacturing cities of the north of Eng-
land or of the United States are testimonies to, and
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instances of, a period of civilization when the sepa
ration between the beautiful and the useful was
most aggravated and intense.

For instances of what are commonly called pure
or fine art the imagination flies usually to a sculp-
tured horseman among the Elgin marbles, a Greek
temple shining by a Sicilian sea, alyric by Shelley,
or aquartet by Schubert. These things seem to have
their own unquestioned charm. They bake no
bread, but they feed the eye or the eye of the soul.
They dtir the senses to action and the imagination
to pleasure and the mind to delight. They are good
because they are good for nothing except their own
immediately charming selves. Such value as they
have is to be reckoned not in terms of the utilities
they produce but the immediate sensuous and ima-
ginative satisfactions they provide—for the colors,
shapes, sounds, and suggestions they are.

These things, moreover, contrast with the
method of production of utilities in a machine age.
Each of them bears the signature of the artist who
produced it, though his name be forever anony-
mous. The signature is that induplicable temper
and quality that distinguishes one artist's work
from another, and distinguishes art altogether
from manufacture.

The crucid difference between the fine arts and
the merely useful or industrial is that the first pro-
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vide instant satisfactions that are in an immediate
sense present, while the latter provide the instru-
ments for other satisfactions. One need not know
about Greek religion, or certainly need not believe
in Greek gods, to be stimulated and calmed by the
presence to the eye of the sandstone columns of the

temples at Girgenti in their symmetry among the

olive hills and sea. One asks no questions of the

good that will be accomplished by a sonata by Mo-

zart, but rests absorbed by the sounds immediately

and faultlessly satisfactory to the ear.

In the case of the industrial arts, the first ques-
tion to be asked iswhether athing fulfillsits func-
tions, whether it will provide the ulterior satisfac-
tion in the interests of which it was made. The
bridge must safely span the river; the ship must be
safe to cross the sea; the clothes must keep us
warm.

There have been happy ages in the world when
the division between utility and beauty was less
acute; there are promises in our own age that that
division is passing away. There are half a dozen
museums in Europe which have whole galleries
filled with the delicate paraphernalia of daily
Greek life—vases, spoons, combs, jars, and shields.
These things were all made for use; they were in-
tended to serve a function. But to the nostalgic eye

of the modern it is not their function but their
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decorative perfection that is of first interest. We
see almost purely as things of beauty what to the
Greeks who employed and to the Greeks who made
them were things of daily use.

Again the notable buildings of the Renaissance
are churches and chancelleries and pal aces intended
for habitation. The medieval period produced
churches that were at once works of art and places
of worship. The stained glass windows of Chartres
were the luminous enhancement of a shrine of the
true faith. The sculptured portals were exuberant
decorations upon the house of God and the center
of His religion. What gives the aesthetic monu-
ments of the Continent so rare and melancholy a
charm for the modern is the fact that they are truly
monuments and expressions of a civilization. What
meets the eye of the tourist once served the needs
of men. What to the disillusioned skeptic is a
monument of art was to the believing medieva a
daily instrument of believed religion.

Such instances give point and substance to the
contention that a healthy art is one in which there
is no divorce between end and means, no split be-
tween the instrumental and the beautiful. Some
arts, like architecture, can never quite escape into
the purely aesthetic. Buildings cogt too much to
build and occupy too obvious space to be purely
decorative piles. They must subserve some use, and
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part of their beauty is their gpposteness to the
function toward the fulfillment of which they were
constructed. A cathedral, a college, and a prison,
each has the character of its visual appeal deter-
mined partly by the socid function it at once serves
and celebrates.

But in the other arts, the divorce, especialy in
our own age, between the useful and the fine is
more easily obtained and more characteristically
sought for. The best illustration, perhaps, of this
divorce, intentional and emphatic, is the move-
ment called in the nineties "art for art's sake." The
attitude that the arts are free of any social, moral,
or practical obligation was part of the revolt
against an industrialism that was giving us the fac-
tory town, and a materialism in thought that was
robbing the universe of color and glamour and
gpiritual value. In some chisdled form or tutored
phrase, in the perfection, airy and irresponsible, of
music, the disillusioned Epicurean spirit could find
its momentary peace and its transient and incon-
sequent delight. The cult of a beauty without re-
sponsibility is a reaction against a responsible life
without beauty. In the forms of art the emanci-
pated spirit may find the satisfaction that is denied
to it by a civilization without form or a universe
conceived as without meaning.

It is easy enough to see where the division be-
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tween the fine and the useful leads us. It produces,
on the one hand, a practical civilization in which
there is no interest in sensuous charm or imagina-
tive grace, the Land of Smoke-Over celebrated in
the legends of Mr. L. P. Jacks. It produces, on the
other hand, the decorative trifling of the piddling
little exquisites, the soft luxuriance of the aesthete
whose dainty creations and enjoyments have no
connection with the rest of life. Those fashionable
art cligues so much despised by Tolstoy and so
roundly condemned by him in What Is Art; those
cults of words without meaning and music without
order which spring up now and again, the lily
white roses and the languors of the nineties—all
these are symptoms of a society whose art is a
sporadic little nervous dissipation for a small
group rather than the expression of a civilization,
healthy and general, which flowersin the arts into
imaginative expression.

It is because the arts have been so often "brief
truancies from rational practice” that they have
from the dawn of speculation been the subject of
censure and contempt by widely differing groups
of persons. The chief vials of wrath have been
poured by the moralists. To men intent upon the
serious concerns of aleviating the distresses and
disorders of human life, the arts have aways
seemed distractions from the serious business of
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living, and sensuous disturbers of the spirit. Plato,
himself the most poetic of philosophers, was the
first on mora grounds to condemn the poets
chiefly, and hardly less so the painters and musi-
cians. He pointed out what moralists since his day
have never failed to repeat: that the arts could dis-
turb the established order of men's thoughts and
actions; the creations of a poet's dreaming could
divert men from the compulsive actualities of their
lives. Moreover, the soft luxuriant strains of music
could quell or qualify their martial ardor. The fan-
tastic "imitations" of the painters could divert men
from the unimpeachable forms of authentic reality.

Other moralists, anong whom may be listed S.
Augustine, have concentrated on the sensuality to
which the arts might turn men. Mordigts, like
aesthetes, have been conscious that the chief sua-
son of the arts came through the sensss. The a-
tention and the imagination of men were arrested
a the engaging physical surfaces of things. They
made men pause over the glories of earth, as S.
Augustine points out, instead of remembering the
glories of its Creator. Now the distinction between
sensuousness and sensuality is a delicate one. The
love of color and form and the form and color of
love are not easily distinguishable. The flesh in-
cited by beautiful objects is still the flesh, and the
incitement may not pause at detached and inani-
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mate aesthetic objects. Who knows (moralists like
Plato and Tolstoy have felt) where the senses
awakened, may not lead their enraptured posses-
sor? If philosophy was by medieval theologians
conceived of as the handmaid of theology, the arts
have often been conceived of as the handmaids of
the devil. Sensuous beauty was but the amiable
pathway to the soul's destruction.

Part of the indictment of the fine arts on the
grounds of sensuosity is at least intelligible. The
moralists have always paid, as it were, a reluctant
tribute to the power of an art over the stimulated
and absorbed senses of man. And long before
psychoanalysis made familiar the sinuous and per-
vasive radiations of sex, Christian moralists real-
ized how closdly the senses are overlaid with a vell
of sexua feeling. To become sensuously alive was
to be aso, if only incipiently or subconscioudy,
sexualy awakened. Much of that glamorous in-
tensity which goes with aesthetic experience is un-
doubtedly sexual in some of its elements. Much of
the release and intoxication in the Dionysiac as-
pects of art are clearly sexual in character.

The materials out of which the moralist makes
his indictment are therefore plausible and accurate.
But the inferences he draws are more dubitable in
character. To a generation at least that has given
up passing beyond the flaming bounds of the world
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to a realization of the posshilities of life here and
now, the accusation that the arts are sensuous in
their apped loses most of its sting. "What are we
given, what do we take away,” Masefield asks
somewhere, "five little senses startling with de-
light." Every canvas or musical composition that
can awaken us more exquisitely and accurately to
the infinite and various surface of our experience
does that much to sharpen life and render it
thereby more alive. If part of the aim of an or-
dered civilization is to prolong life, certainly part
of its ambition is to variegate life and fill its mo-
ments with the quality of living. To be sensuously
dead is to be on the way to death in toto. A sub-
tilization of sensuous response is a subtilization of
the whole temper and fiber of being. Flights of the
spirit are perhaps better to be looked for in per-
ons whose senses are stinging and alive than in
those who go about dead to the colors of that
world in which their spirit lives and has its being.

The traditional fear of the arts as panderers to
sensuality never received more emphatic, eloquent,
and uncompromising voice than in Tolstoy. But to
fear the arts because their subject matter or the
basis of their appeal is partly sexual is to fear an
impulse which modern insight refuses to regard
any longer with pretended horror or suspicion.
That refinement of feeling, affection, and thought
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which is the aim of most moral systems begins with
the senses, and it is to the refinements of sensuous
experience that the arts are in the first instance
addressed.

There is a subtler way in which the arts have
become suspect. The Puritan objects on conven-
tional moralistic grounds. But the Statesman ob-
jects on the grounds of policy and on the basis of
peril. It is to the interest of the Statesman to keep
if not the established order, to keep at least some
order. One of the characteristic features of the arts
is to teach its connoisseurs continually to see the
world and experience in new and hitherto un-
dreamed-of patterns. The Puritan objects because
of the sensuous appeal; the Statesman because of
the imaginative power of the fine arts. The imag-
ination of the poet is compacted of things that
never were on sea or land fairer far than the order
of things as he finds them in the conventionally
real world to be. The poet is, as Plato was the first
to perceive, a born revolutionary. How could the
order of things as he finds them in a London slum
or a London suburb compare with the range of a
Shelleyan imagination dreaming of a city of good
order and loveliness and light? Milton begins to
justify the ways of God to man, and ends by raising
questions that make one sympathize imaginatively
with Satan. And a work of art may become a dev-
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astating piece of propaganda; the Sorrows of
Werther may bring out a wave of suicide; Uncle
Tom's Cabin may incite a movement toward the
freeing of a race. The Statesman has aways been
aware how the artist, through an imaginative
touching of the passions of a nation, may destroy
the long-standing pillars of habit, the ancient dis-
cipline of institutions or of reason. The Statesman
with his laws has feared the poet with his songs,
or the dramatist with his passions. The censor has
risen time and again in civilization to check not
smply the sensua but the political perils of a s
ductive art.

The artist himself, when he is anything more
than a perfumed aesthete, would be the last to deny
the moral power and imaginative effectiveness of
his medium. Plato himself recognized them and
because he recognized them thought only those
tales should be told, those songs should be sung
which persuaded men to the pattern of what he
conceived to be the Perfect or Ordered State.
"Poetry,"" wrote Shelley in his passionate defense
of his art, "is the unacknowledged legislator of
mankind." Itisamyth, not amandate, afable, not
alogic, a symbol rather than a reason by which
men are moved. In any reordering of the world
nearer the clarified heart's desire, it will be the
images and symbols of the arts by which the hearts
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of men will be moved and their actions therefore
directed. The imagination will affably teach them
to perform that which the formulas of reason
would never persuade them to undertake or endure.
In the possible ultimate economy of reason it is the
voice, clear and pleading, of the arts that will be a
moral agent. It is precisely because they have imag-
inative power that the arts have moral dignity and
importance.

The Puritan has condemned the arts because
they are sensual; the Statesman has time and again
condemned them because their unlicensed dreams
are precipitates to the dangerous or the fantastic.
A third characteristic objection to the fine arts has
come from the Practical Man, who sees in the crea-
tion and enjoyment of the fine arts a futile relaxa-
tion and an unprofitable felicity. The arts are by
the efficient men of the world regarded as "es
capades in tutored dissipation." Men of the world,
the heads of families, of businesses, and institu-
tions have always regarded with more than sus-
picion the artist who feels no responsibility to any-
thing save his medium, the aesthete who feels no
interest in anything but his exquisite sensations.
In aworld where there is much to be done merely
to keep that world going, where the cares and com-
pulsions of affairs tax the energies and exhaust the
ingenuities of the most robust and ingenious of
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men, the arts, both in their creation and enjoy-
ment, seem fantastically trivial. The care of achild
seems more substantial than the fabrication of a
sonnet, the building of a great institution more
permanent than the tiny splendor of a cameo. On
the side of appreciation, likewise, the canvas of the
world seems more interesting and robust than any
scene on canvas, the passions and complexities of
affairs more arresting than any fictitious complica-
tions of literature. Compared with life, from the
point of view of the Practicdl Man, letters and
music are thin afterechoes. At commencement ad-
dresses lip serviceis paid to the Muses, but in their
hearts, practical men have always treated the arts
as trivial and effeminate.

"Art bakes no bread," is the substance of this
indictment, and that man cannot live by bread
alone might be said to be the substance of a just
reply. The objection of the Practica Man consists
in his shrewd perception that the arts constitute,
as it were, the playtime of the race. They are en-
joyed for their own sweet sakes, not for their con-
sequences. |n music, letters, and painting, we bask
in the immediate and grateful sun of perception.
The moralist is engaged in righting the wrongs, in
rectifying the conduct of a disordered humanity.
The Practicadl Man is engaged in building up the
palpable materials and efficiencies of living. The
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artist is indulging smply the play of the virtuoso,
enjoying the free incarnation in matter of some
winning image in his mind. The aesthetic observer
is indulging smply the pleasure of a sensuous and
imaginative absorption in what is st before his
senses and imagination.

From a practical point of view there might seem
to be nothing more futile than the fine arts. A
Beethoven sonata does not in its making produce
a revolution in industry and politics, nor does its
hearing in any immediate or detectable sense affect
the character of the individual or of the city in
which he lives. The artist, working apparently by
fits and starts, does not fit into the schematic effi-
ciency of practical affairs. The observer, with his
absorption in the little delicacies of aesthetic per-
ception, might seem to be spending time better em-
ployed in the important work of the world.

But it is precisely on the question of importance
that the objections of the Puritan and the Practical
Man turn out to be those of the uncomprehending
Philistine. For upon examination, it turns out that
the arts in both their creation and enjoyment are
symbols of precisely that Good Life which the
moralist is implicitly engaged in making possible,
that felicity toward which al the instrumentalities
of the Practical Man are directed.

It has been pointed out endlessy that where hu-
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man beings were completely adjusted one to an-
other, there would be no occasion for moral casu-
istry or speculation. Were the earth a Paradise
where all that we needed were already added unto
us, there would be no call for industry or practical
work. We think about what is good because we
are enmeshed in evils; we are engaged in practical
affairs because, asit has aptly been phrased by Mr.
Horace M. Kallen, "we are born into a world
which was not made for us, but in which we are
willy-nilly compelled to grow.” For what would be
left for a society in which all the grosser conflicts
were resolved, and all the grosser necessities pro-
vided? How would the human spirit occupy itself
freed of the entanglements of a disordered society
and from an onerous preoccupation with the pro-
vision of material things? We have a glimpse of
the answer to that question in the use of leisure
where the pressure of affairs permits it. The goods
that men genuinely cherish are best recognizablein
the choices of activity they make, in the preference
of enjoyments they consume in their hours freed
from a compelled routine. The good life, of which
moralists talk so much and often seem redly to
care 0 little, would, as Aristotle long ago ob-
served, be a life excellent in the sense of being a
realization of all life's possibilities. The subtle en-
joyments of refined sensuous perception, the har-
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monious realization of our needs and capacities for
emotion, the pleasures of free speculation, these
would fulfill aways, as they fulfill now at moments,
the lives of rare and fortunate men. And since
man is something more than a mere sensorium,
since experience consists in doing as well as under-
going, even where nothing had to be done, men
would certainly be engaged in doing something.
What they would do would, within the limits of
their capacities, be a kind of art. They would let
their hands, voices, and minds play spontaneously
over the materials at their command, as the hands
of the virtuoso play over the keys of the piano.
Their living would be at once disciplined and free.
The freedom would be emancipation from ulterior
motive; the discipline would be that autonomous
control which makes possible the spontaneity of
the virtuoso.

Aesthetic enjoyment and artistic creation are an-
ticipations in our civilization of what the Good
Life would really be. Such happiness as is present
among our contemporaries is the happiness of
those who are doing work that is itself delightful
to them and enjoying things that are themselves a
delight. The Paradiso of Dante consisted in a con-
stant vision of God and the Good. But even the
angels must do something, if it be only singing,
The image of a perfect society is not that of aes
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thetes in a museum but of artists at their work. The
function of the arts in civilization at present is
largely that of a dilettante escape for the observer,
a truant absorption for the artist. In a rationally
ordered society, al work would have the quality
of art, all enjoyment would have the immediate
and glamorous character of aesthetic appreciation.

To say that the arts are impractical and irrele-
vant is simply to comment on how far we are this
sde of Paradise. The distinction between work
and play is a symptom of the confused state of our
society and of our souls rather than of the eternal
nature of things. It indicates how much without
quality and without pleasure are the stable activi-
ties of our civilization, how detached and trivial
are our aesthetic enjoyments. In the Middle Ages,
in a thousand ways so tragically more unhappy
than our own, craftsmen had at least the joy of
individual creation. They were not numbers in a
factory tending a machine. In Greece, the dark
shadows of whose shining life we tend to forget,
for a smal class at least, the present was enjoyed
for its own possible exquisite sake.

The pleasurable activities of the artist, the pleas-
ures of appreciation are both indications of what a
sound and happy socia order would make more
generoudy and pervasively possible. Work, to a
far more general degree than at present, would be
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art. It would be the happy use of spontaneous
faculties in the creation of things positively pleas-
urable in their product, agreeable in their produc-
tion. Work would be play. But play, especidly the
play of aesthetic production, would cease to be
trivial. And as for that detached aesthetic enjoy-
ment which constitutes the pursuit of the aestheti-

cal dandy at present, that would likewise be trans-
formed. Painting and poetry and music would not

be the dandiacal privilege of a small leisure class,

but the universal enjoyment of a widely present

intelligence, no longer too calloused by meaning-

less work to be capable of sensitiveness and appre-

ciation. The measure of our civilization is exactly

to be estimated by the extent to which its char-

acteristic activities have the quality of art, its char-

acteristic enjoyments have the free and stimulating

peace of enjoyment. In time the disciplined free-

dom of art may come to be considered the highest

morality; the creation and enjoyment of art the
most rational practice. But at that time the arts will

include the art of life, and in such a society states-
men would be the major artists.

There remains to be noted, among the functions
of art in civilization, what might be caled the
metaphysical revelation in aesthetic experience.
Philosophers have for some thousands of years
now been concerned with an inquiry into the na
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ture of Truth and the substance of Reality. The
pursuit of truth has always been regarded as one
of the most disinterested and laudable of human
enterprises. The human consciousness has always
been uneasily curious as to what was really real.
Now the nature of truth is a logica inquiry; the
inquiry into the nature of reality may very likely
turn out to be primarily an aesthetic enterprise.
Truth is aways prepositional; it is a statement
about a fact. But facts are data of immediate ex-
perience, and it is the specia privilege of the fine
arts to reveal immediate data with a clarity, inten-
sity, and purity that promotes them as it were to a
special degree of reality. That half lethargy half
confusion which is the ordinary run of our experi-
ence blinds us to the "realities’ about us. The
artist opens our eyes and our ears and our imagina-
tion so that what he writes or paints or composes
comes to have more "reality" for us than that
clouded actual environment in which we walk and
breathe. The ™things' in a painting have more
purity and precision and intensity than the things
as seen by the routine practical eye. The characters
in a novel have more urgency and clarity than the
people we brush against in our hurried daily con-
tacts. The place to seek for reality is not in some
metaphysical formula, but in the unimpeachable
realities in works of art.
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It was something of this nature that Bergson
realized when he told us that the intuition of the
poet is a surer revelation of reality than the analy-
gs of the metaphysician. It is this that Croce means
by insisting that the whole function of the artist is
subsumed under the word ‘Intuition,”" The philos-
opher may talk analytically for avolume about im-
mortality, but a stanza of Wordsworth or a myth
of Plato may place us in the near presence of the
beautiful thing itself. A picture by Cezanne of a
snow-laden tree among fallen snows may give us
for the first time an inexpungeable sense of the
reality of atree. Anna Karenina may become more
rea to us than a thousand women of our acquaint-
ance. That unique and individual flavor which dis-
tinguishes reality from its shadow may very well
turn out to be found among those comparatively
phantom objects known as works of art.



3

The World, the Word,
and the Poet

THE ARTIST WORKS ALWAYS IN SOME MATERIAL;
he builds with stone, with color, or with words.
But the art of words, especialy as the poet uses
them, is one of the most curious and crucial prob-
lemsin any theory of art. Language is, in one of its
aspects, the most practical of human instruments;
it is the indispensable means of communication be-
tween human beings in their daily and material
affairs. Considered without reference to its mean-
ing and its practical and logical bearing, however,
it is the most airy and substantial of media. It is
as vibrant and transient as music, and the poet
must build with materials compared with which
the color and line of the painter are monumental
and enduring. All literature, but more especialy
poetry, may be regarded, therefore, as a hybrid
art. It is in one sense a music whose effects hap-
pen to be limited to tones and melody, a music
which restricts itself to the sounds that happen to
be incarnate in the words of some particular
language. Or it may be regarded as a form of
54
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communication in whicri mere 10

intensifying musical effect. But its fundamental
character is that of an incidentally moving and
imaginative form of communication.

This double direction of poetry, on the one
hand, toward a pure art of sound, on the other
hand toward a pure art of communication, indi-
cates the duplicity, as it were of language and the
bifurcation toward which all literature is from the
outset committed. Language remains at once prac-
tical and musical, logica and melodic. Literature
is fated therefore, at the outset, to go on two tan-
gents, one poetry and one prose. Ideally speaking,
prose to become the unqualified fulfillment of its
special function should become a kind of teleg-
raphy or algebra. It should be the barest and most
unequivocal conveyance of what it is intended to
convey. It should be the unmistakable symbolism
of its unimpeachably clear intention. Its perfection
is, strictly speaking, in the language of science.
Logicaly considered, it has no business to be an
at at al.

But words have two aspects which keep prose a
medium, though a treacherous one, of art. For all
that the most fastidious logical precision may do to
shear words of anything but their bare logica in-
tention, they retain overtones of feeling, and re-
main tones or sounds. Even an algebraic formula
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has an inescapable rhythm; even the prose of phil-
osophical analysis remains inescapably true to the
genius of its particular language. The prose of
Descartes has the peculiar and memorable cadence
of French; Bergson is good to read, among other
things, for the sound of what he says.

Words, moreover, are not merely tones;, they
retain overtones of feeling. They are colored and
qualified by all the associations of the circum-
stances of their learning, by the whole flavor of
the childhood conditions under which they were
acquired, of the human situationsinwhich they are
used. Language never really does become pure
algebra, except in the purely technical jargon of
someesoteric scientificinquiry.

Words are never indifferent vehicles of indiffer-
ent meanings. What they signify is attractive, like
"home" or repulsive, like "death." And words
whose meaning may be indifferent in themselves
are confused deliciously or perturbingly with a
thousand half-conscious associations.

It is because words have this equivocal status,
being at once musical sounds, logical symbols, and
emotional provocations that the hybrid art of prose
is possible. For the most part, prose neglects, save
in purple patches or deliberately "fine writing,"
the purely euphonic and melodious possibilities
which poetry specificaly exploits. The specid vir-
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tue of prose, as Arthur Glutton-Brock points out
in Modern Essays, is "justice,” a nice adaptation
of the medium to what it has to say. The specia
province of prose is determined by the fact that it
can exploit the representative and communicative
aspects of language. It can tell a story, explain a
thought or a situation, describe a place or a person,
argue a cause, expound, plead, convince, narrate,
persuade. It can render the whole of human ex-
perience. It has at its disposal not merely the ob-
vious or precise meaning of aword, but its over-
tones and suggestions. It can borrow from its sister
art, poetry, the incidental effects of music. But be-
cause it has so wide a field of significant com-
munication the art of prose ceases to be merely an
artifice of language. It becomes the incidental in-
strument of an imaginative synthesis, afictional
or created world. Its chief field in our own day is
the field of fiction which we shall have occasion
briefly to consider at the conclusion of this chapter.

The art of poetry is more specificaly an art
where the medium of language is itself in the fore-
ground, and where not the poet nor his hearer nor
his reader ever quite forgets the language in what
is being said. The poet is, as Santayana somewhere
says, elementally a goldsmith in words. He arrests
the attention of the reader as heis himself arrested
by the sensuous qualities of the sound of words.
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One thinks indeed at times that it is almost a e
cid concesson to a poet, for example, to be born
to the Italian language. It is, one almost imagines,
impossible not to be a poet in a language where
one can hardly ask the time or order a meal, save
in a liquid cascade of vowels. There are lines of
Shakespeare one remembers not least because the
syllables melt melhfluously in one's mouth, "Bare
ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.”
Poets like Swinburne, seduced by the musically
euphonious possibilities of sounds themselves,
sometimes do not refrain from writing what is
amost nonsense for the beautiful succession of
sounds the nonsense makes.

It would be possible to conceive an art of poetry
that should be an abstract architecture of ex-
quisitely chosen vowel and consonant sounds as
meaningless and absorbing as the colors in an
oriental tapestry. There are poets, as there are
readers, whose ears have this preternatural sensi-
tiveness, for whom the color of a sound has the
same seduction that the color of a leaf or a lake
has for more visually minded persons. "Cellar
door,” remarked a foreigner who had no knowl-
edge of the meaning of English words, "is the
most beautiful word | have heard in the English
language,”' There are English poets who would
have understood what he meant.
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But the filigree work in words is obviously not
the whole of a poet's function. An artful arrange-
ment of consonants and sounds is clearly not the
whole of the poetic effect. It is not the whole even
of the sensuous effect of poetry. For language
resembles music in another way than simply in the
fact that its syllables are like the separate tones of
music. Just as separate tones do not constitute
music, separate syllables, however liquid or chis-
eled do not constitute poetry. The human voice has
inevitably a rhythmic beat, and all language is in-
escapably cadenced. It is the cadences of a lan-
guage, as well as its separate syllables, that a poet
exploits among the physical resources of his art.

The rhythm of poetry may perhaps be defined
as its specia instrument of hypnosis. There are
profound reasons, lying in the physiologica na-
ture of life itself, in the beat of the heart, in the
very act of breathing, why the human imagination
as well as the human ear should be so susceptible
to the effects of rhythm. In music, these effects are
explicit and obvious; in poetry, they constitute the
specid imaginative atmosphere, so to put it, in
which the poet throws the reader, in which what
the poet has to say is said. A poem is a dream or
mood, a large or little vision of experience, ex-
pressed with all the musical resources of which a
poet is capable and with all the sudden revelation
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of "happy epithets" which is his specid inventive
gift.

But the large and loose rhythms of Walt Whit-
man, the tight and steely couplets of Pope, the
languorous long lines of Swinburne, the organ
sweep and crescendo of Milton's blank verse, quite
apart from anything said or anything ese in the
manner of the saying, determine the effect and the
appea of the verse.

The basic movement of the rhythm, the total
character of the dream through the vehicle of ex-
quisitely chosen sounds and incisively revealing
epithets, constitute the poetic effect. But what does
one mean by the poet's dream? Not a small share
of the nature of poetic creation and appreciation is
involved in the answer to that question. For a poem
ismore than its separate syllables, its rhythms, its
words, or its meaning that might be translated or
explained. It is a total creation, an organism in it-
self, whose gestation is somewhere deep in the
subconsciousness of the poet and whose being is
that of a dream immortalized upon a page.

We know much too little to say by what alchemy
or fermentation the thousand images, agonies, joys
in a poet's memories become transmuted into the
living whole that constitutes a finished poem. If
we did know that, we should know the secret of
many other kinds of genius beside that of the



WORLD, WORD, AND POET 61

poetic. "Poetry,” says Wordsworth, "is emotion
recollected in tranquillity,” and in so saying he
indicated one quality of the total residual effect
of any poem that is something more than verse.
For the poem as a dream is a combination of
images, insights, and ideas fused into one whole
through some unifying mood. The sonnet, "The
world is too much with us, late and soon," may be
translated into expository prose as an idea, athess.
It tells us what many mordlists have said less
memorably, that the pressure of things and events
and affairs corrupts that capacity for pagan joy in
the fresh world about us that is our birthright. But
the effect of the poem, and what might be called its
life is not in the sentiment thus uttered, nor in the
separate syllables added together. No transcript
of it will do it justice or represent it. Its effect is
the subtle communication of the poet's mood or
dream, his synoptic vision revealed in our own
consciousness. A hit of the world seen, a bit of life
experienced, a personal sorrow or a universal joy
are transformed in the alembic of the poet's being
into something that is not simply a sonnet on a
page but a living organism in eternity.

Now that total residual effect which makes the
impression of something Platonic and eternal and
living as over against any of the separate elements
that enter into it, we have called the poet's dream.
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It is the communication of that dream that is his
essentid business. And for its communication, if
any single element is to be thanked, it is that of
rhythm. The word "hypnotic" has often been used
about poetry, and we spesk lightly of "poetic
magic." Both the words are peculiarly apposite.
The magic may be said to lie in the evocative
epithet, in that enumerative loveliness which is one
of the chief charms of the poet's vocabulary. The
hypnosis lies in that compulsion into which any
rhythm throws the attention. We are attuned to a
given mood, our life flows with the current of a
given cadence. That is one reason among others
why a poem leaves us with something more than
can be summed up in its elements. We have shared
for a moment in the life of that organic dream
which is apoem. Its pulse beat is one with our own.
Anyone, indeed, who has ever written poetry
knows how a poem often begins in the mind as a
kind of cadence with a hardly specified meaning.
Many a poem in the history of English literature
has begun as a song without words that hummed
itself in the poets imagination and gradually took
form and words and meaning. Any lover of poetry
knows that below the particular sounds and specific
meanings what he loves and responds to is the
"edement of song in the singing, the numbers as
they flow." The rhythm may be obvious and banal
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as in that verse that haunted Mark Twain, "ablue
trip dlip for a three cent fare,” or may have al the
subtle variation of the blank verse of Milton. But
the basic heartbeat of poetry is gone where there
is no singing; the words may be memorable or
clever; they will not, unless they have the hypnosis
of rhythm, sing themselves into the reader's heart
and become, during that experience his life.

The qualities, liquid and euphonious, the march
and suasion of rhythm are not by themselves suffi-
cient to account for the effect of poetry. For if
poetry were simply tones and syllables and melo-
dies of words, it would be a music limited by the
sounds and combinations possible in a language
and lacking that variety of individual sound and
of multiple and complex harmony possible to
music. Poetry may be, as certain poets have wished
it to be, pure music, but such a music, compared
with music itself, would be thin as well as pure. It
needs no elaborate demonstration to show that
poetry is composed of words and that words not
only sound but speak. The significance of words
can never quite be obliterated, and the poet would
be wasting one of the chief resources of his art if he
neglected to exploit the specifically verbal quality
of words.

Now a word has at once a logica intention and
a psychological connotation. It is upon this du-
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plicity that the poet's art partly depends. But the
poet is interested in precisely the penumbra of
words which it is the business of the scientist to
neglect. It is the power, above all, not the truth of
words that is the poet's concern. A poet tries to
render experience alive, whether it be sensations,
his own moods or those of other people, or ideas.
The poet wishes to celebrate the world, to render
itsvividness and impact, to communicatewhat has
awakened his senses, stirred his emotions, or pro-
voked his ideas. He chooses those words or those
uses of words, therefore, that will induce in the
reader a certain psychological state rather than
merely communicate images, emotions, and
thoughts to him. "England” in a diplomatic code
could be represented by the symbol X. But Eng-
land in Shakespeare's descriptive phrase "This
earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, this other-Eden,
demi-paradise,” is more than a logical character,
It is a psychological provocative; it has al the
magic and seduction of all the habits, childhood
associations, racial memories that are in the imag-
ination of a reader associated with the sound of
the word. Words in poetry are not mathematical
symbols but emotional provocatives. They speak
not only of things but to the awakened spirit.
The poet is indeed chiefly engaged in awakening
the torpid imagination by the liquid loveliness of
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sounds, by the march of his verse, but not least by
the evocative words he uses. Those evocations de-
pend most simply on his choice of words that will
break up our abstract and conventional formulas
for experience into the sensuous elements in which
experience comes to the fresh imagination of the
child. He will fill his verse with the concrete and
specific sensuous detail; he will enumerate the
colors, smells, tastes, and touches of that world
which has become to the hurried and practical
adult a routine. One of the most brilliant instances
of this aspect of the poetic art is Rupert Brooke's
Great Lover, in which the effect is simply that of
an exquisite commemorative reminder of those
tense and tingling moments of sensation which in
health and in youth we enjoy:

"These | have loved:

White plates and cups, clean-gleaming,
Ringed with blue lines; and feathery, faery dust;
Wet roofs, beneath the lamp-light; the strong crust
Of friendly bread; and many-tasting food;
Rainbows; and the blue bitter smoke of wood;
And radiant raindrops crouching in cool flowers;
And flowers themselves, that sway through sunny hours.
Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon;
Then, the cool kindliness of sheets, that soon
Smooth away trouble; and the rough male kiss
Of blankets, grainy wood; live hair that is
Shining and free; blue-massing clouds; the keen
Unpassioned beauty of a great machine;



66 ARTS AND THE MAN

The benison of hot water; jurs to touch;
The good smell of old clothes; and other such—
The comfortable smell of friendly fingers,
Hair's fragrance, and the musty reek that lingers
About dead leaves and last years ferns. . . .

Dear names
And thousand other throng to we! Royal flames;
Sweet water's dimpling laugh from tap or spnng;
Holes in the ground; and voices that do wig;
Voices m laughter, too; and body's pain.
Soon turned to peace; and the deep-panting train;
Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam
That browns and dwindles as the wave goes home;
And ivashen stones, gay for an hour; the cold
Graveness of iron; moist black earthen mould;
Seep; and high places; footprints in the dew;
And oaks; and broivn horse-chestnuts, glossy-new;
And neiv-peeled sticks; and shining pools on giass,—
All these have been my loves." '

One of the glories of English poetry, of any
poetry, is that childlike freshness of sensuous im-
pressions which the poet renders in his verse.
Homer is compacted of such shining and imme-
diateimpressions; soisK eats, and, among so many
more complex glories of his poetry, is Milton. The
poet recovers for us through the choice of waken-
ing epithets the glamorous surface of things. He
namesbeingsby their sensuousedge, thewinedark
of the sea, the gray-eyed Athene, rosy-fingered

" From The Great Lover in The Collected Poem' of Rupert
Brooke, New York, Dodd, Mead and Company, 1923.
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dawn, the touch of furs, the smell of old clothes,
the feel of friendly fingers, the smell of the rose or
the sting of its thorns.

One might say almost that it is the business of
the poet to forget much of what usually concerns
us in our reactions to things. He must recover,
where he is successful he does recover, for us the
immediacy of sensations such as a child has before
it has been deprived of the innocence of the eye
and ear and has learned to live and talk in secon-
dary formulas and relations. Just as the child calls
the train a "choo-choo,” specifying it by its audible
impingement upon him, so the poet reminds us by
a thousand devices of felicitous names of what the
world is to the unembarrassed and uncomplicated
Senses.

In order to achieve this function of sensuous
celebration, the words a poet uses will be simple,
sensuous, and passionate, but above al sensuous.
For poetry that leaves the senses cold will not ad-
dress itself easily to the passions. But the sensuous
celebration which is poetry is not attained simply
by the use of sensuous words. Too many of these
have become dulled and colorless through routine
use. The poet startles us into fresh recognition by
an unexpected and dazzling association. A Six-
teenth-century poem on the Eucharist says.
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"The modest water saw its God and blushed,"

and that surprising association makes us see with
greater sensuous vitality the very act of the water
turning into wine.

Books may and have been written on the use of
simile and metaphor. The sense of the matter may
be quite smply stated, however. Metaphor and
simile are devices by which, through breaking up
our routine associations and substituting novel
ones, our experience becomes refreshed, vivid, and
keen. But the use of metaphorical association is not
smply to restore sensuous glory to things, but to
give them life by associating them with our pas-
sions, our hopes, our fears, our traditions, and de-
gres. Or, inversely, some emotion may be rendered
suddenly living by giving it sensuous associations:

"My love is like a red, red rose,"
"Du hist wie eine Bltime"

Or again, Rupert Brooke in his magnificent sonnet
called The Dead tells us of the dead, first, ex-
plicitly, in terms of the life and beauty, "flowers
and furs and cheeks," they had touched and loved.
Then without comment he says:

"There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter,
And lit by the rich skies all day and after,
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Frost with a gesture stays the waves that dance,
And wandering loveliness, be leaves a white
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance,
A width, a shining peace under the night!'

The living are at once assimilated to al those
gay and dancing waters we have seen by day; the
dead to calm, still waters we have seen in peace at
night.

Metaphor and simile are the poet's rebellion
against routine impressions. The moon ceases to be
an unmeaning white disc and becomes "Queen of
the Night." The sun is a young god driving his
chariot across the sky. Beauty is "a candle clear in
this dark country of the world thou seest.” "The
soul of Adonais like a star beacons from the abode
where the eternal are.”

Ultimately all language is metaphorical. No dis-
course can ever do more than suggest or symbolize
in the most roundabout fashion what is actually
experienced. But by the choice of sensuously vivid
words, by the association of our impressions with
our passions or of our passions with our impres-
sons, poetry comes nearer, perhaps, the heart of
the matter than any other kind of language. It is
for this reason that one cannot ever say exactly
what a poem means or ever exactly or wholly trans-
late it. As well try to render the taste of a pear or
the feel of the skin of a peach against the skin. The
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music that gives a poem its atmospheric condition,
the words that are its specific elements and give it
its induplicable context, the metaphors that
heighten the intensity of what is being actually
suggested, al these are lost. The poem is the Word
become Flesh or perhaps better still the Flesh be-
come Word. The World becomes translated into
the Logos of the poet, and in that incarnation in a
musical and pictorial speech the World becomes
real to the awakened and entranced reader.

The poet like a child loves the colors and shapes
of things, and a whole anthology might be pro-
duced of poems that did nothing but in one way or
another "commemorate the rose™

But the poet, for al his child's freshness, is not
achild. He has refinements of feeling, complexi-
ties of mood that no child could possibly experi-
ence, and it is part of his art to render moods and
emotions alive and real and communicable and in
something like the same way and by the same
artifices by which he vivifies sensation. Poetry is
often identified with sentiment, not to add senti-
mentality, because so much of the subject matter of
theworld'slyrics is the expression of persona emo-
tion. That the themes of poets should be recur-
rently birth and youth and the doomed beauty of
things is smply enough to be attributed to the fact
that poets are human and share characteristic hu-
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man emotions. Their poems on these themes are
vibrant and memorable, however, not because their
themes are universal or commonplace, but because
their expression, in each case unique, has rendered
with immortal poignancy some cherished or in-
evitable human mood.

"Oh, never say that | was false of heart

When absence seemed ?ny flame to qualify,

As easy might | from myself depart,

As jtom my soul which in thy bteast doth l'ie."

Thousands of inarticulate men and women have
felt that emotion about their beloved, but in that
sonnet of Shakespeare's they find their common
emotion rendered with uncommon and vitalizing
felicity. A poem of love may teach them by its own
instant and luminous reality what the reality of
their own love is.

In the province of emotion, indeed poetry is a
more adeguate discourse than any other form of
utterance. What in practical or logical contexts is
negligible or distracting becomes central for the
poet. Not the chemistry but the sparkle and glow
of water, not the matter of solar distance but the
fertile benediction of the sun concern him. Those
emotional overtones of contacts with things or
humans that the scientist or man of affairs must
as scientist or man of affairs ignore, the poet delib-
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erately cultivates. Just as a poem sensuously dead
iS no poem, S0 is a poem devoid of passion. The in-
citement to the subject matter of the passion may be
very various; it may be the mysticism of Blake, the
tortured amorousness of Donne, the love of God of
Dante, the revolutionary or Platonic idealism of
Shelley. But what starts that ferment of images
and music, which is the beginning of poetic crea-
tion, is some intensity of living, some depths of
passionate feeling which the poet wishes to utter,
and, though he may not realize it, to share. Tolstoy
in What Is An ranks sincerity very high as an aes-
thetic virtue. But Tolstoy's was a moral conception
of sincerity. In purely aesthetic terms, too, sincerity
is avirtue. Some ardor must infuse the poem, and
the technique is concerned with devices that make
that ardor relived by the reader.

The poet may be passionate about things, about
persons, about ideas. For ideas, too, as those forget
who have never had them or have ceased to have
them, are experiences. And ideas may, through the
art of the poet, come, as Hegel said, "to have hands
and feet," Wordsworth's heart "with pleasure fills
and dances with the daffodils." But ideas, too, may
st the heart to dance. Vaughan writes,

‘7 saw Elernity the other night
Like a great ring of pure and endless light"



WORLD, WORD, AND POET 73

There is a whole metaphysical school of poets in
England, there are poets from Lucretius down to
Edwin Arlington Robinson, to whom and in whose
poetry ideas are vivid and imageful and musical as
aflower or ayoung girl.

There has long been popularly supposed to be a
quarrel between philosophy and poetry, between
the analytic interest in ideas that is the thinker's,
and the preoccupations, passionate and sensuous,
of the poet.

One need not, however, go further than Plato to
realize how warm and immediate ideas may be-
come. An idea may be communicated not simply in
a formula but in a myth or a metaphor. It may be
S0 expressed in terms of a sensuous image as in
Plato's myth of immortality in the Phaedrus, the
chariot of the soul in its eternal circuit of the
heavens. It may be taught in terms of its passionate
consequences, as Lucretius, hating religion, traces
the glamorous freedom and emancipation of a ma-
terialistic view of life. Anything great or small,
sensuous or abstract, may stir the poet's imagina-
tion. If his imagination be wide and deep enough,
hemay turn, asdid Lucretius, avision of the nature
of things into a comprehensive epic, whose great-
ness resides a once in the nobility and intellectual
grandeur of its theme and in the music and pas-
sionate imagery in which it is expressed. Rarely
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enough, it is true, is the mind inquiring and free,
joined to that peculiar rhythmic inventiveness and
pictorial invention which are the poet's peculiar
gifts. When these talents, rare in isolation, are
joined together, the result is a poem of such simul-
taneous passion and scope as is The Divine
Comedy or On the Nature of Things or Paradise
Lost. In our own age, too, a poet might arise who
would be able to turn the whole complex version
of things and of fate which is gradually being
framed by contemporary science into a poetry
imaginative, sensuous, and comprehensive, calcu-
lated at once to provoke the intellect and stir the
imagination of our contemporaries. There is no
poetic subject matter per se; there are only poetic
gifts. These may be lavished on a rosebud or uni-
verse. It depends on the range of imaginative ex-
perience of which the poet is capable.

The art of prose takes us into a different realm
at its periphery, though thereis a common territory
whereit isdifficult to distinguish its territory from
that of poetry. At its extreme form, as has already
been pointed out, prose is an art where the lan-
guage per se is instrumental and incidental, where
what is said is of incomparably more importance
than the manner of its saying. At its extreme form,
in other words, prose ceases to be an art at all, and
is a bare means of communication. It is a system
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of practical signas, a telegraphy, or a system of
economical formulas, a science.

At the poetic periphery of prose, it would be
difficult to assign precisely the distinction between
it and its sister art. Prose, too, has its purely lin-
guistic and purely musical elements which no born
writer or reader can fail to note or to cherish.
Prose, too, in a sensitive stylist, exploits, though
not perhaps as showily, the beauties of mere vowels
and consonants in juxtaposition. It has, likewise,
its cadences, though they be freer and in some ways
subtler than those of formal verse. Prose may in-
deed in essence be sometimes simply a less con-
stricted kind of poetry. There are writers like Pater
whom one reads for his phrases;, De Quincey, for
his images and rhythms; Ruskin, for his purple
patches. But they are, to many tastes, simply be-
cause they are ambiguous art not the finest kind of
prose writing.

Prose because of its variety and flexibility, the
range of things which it can do, becomes the vehi-
cle of an art in which the element of mere style is
subsidiary. In a longer essay one would have to
pause to consider the essay as that form in which
ideas or moods receive a curiously personal, almost
lyrical expression, less eloquent than poetry, per-
haps, but like alyric it is a unique expression of an



76 ARTS AND THE MAN

insight or an intuition in which the manner of say-
ing makes half the meaning of what is said.

But as an instance of general aesthetic principles
the novel offers apeculiarly interesting and central
instance. For fiction is one of the clearest instances
of pure creation and throws considerable illumina-
tion on what the whole imaginative process is. All
experience, from the simplest apperception of an
object, is a kind of fiction. We do not see things;
we construct them from the random stimulations
of impulse and habit. In more than a merely
metaphorical sense, chairs and tables, trees and
buildings, cabbages and kings, are the busy work
of our imagination. The flux of experience pro-
vides the data from which we construct the stable
objects around us. Our conception, indeed, of a
world is itself a highly architectural fiction. Still
more obviously, though not more emphatically, is
our knowledge of other people, even our most in-
timate friends, a fiction we spin, a loose-joined
novel we create from the fragmentary data of our
contacts with them, from the scattered rumors and
gossip out of which we come to make the more or
less stable fiction we call an acquaintance or a
friend.

All our knowledge is a fictitious picture or an
unwritten fiction. The novelist more deliberately
marshals details into a background, events into a
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sequential history, actions and feelings and opin-
ions into a character. The novelist creates a world
as surely as, more surely, perhaps, than God
created one. Tom Jones, David Copperfield, Anna
Karenina have being, clearer and more incontest-
able, than those half-realized persons, the people
next door. More than that. Not only do these
characters exist in their own worlds, but their own
worlds exist. That Russian society in which Anna
led her dazzling and tragiclifeis gone forever with
the changes and chances of war and revolution.
But its logic, its folkways, its goods and evils, are
there forever. Tolstoy not only represented but in
hiswork created a civilization.

The great and simple appeal of fiction is that it
enables us to share imaginatively in the fortunes
of these created beings without paying the price in
time or defeat for their triumphs and frustrations.
One moves with them in lands where one has never
been, experiences loves one has never known. And
thisentrance into liveswider and morevariousthan
our own in turn enables us more nicely to appre-
ciate and more intensely to live the lives we do
know. It is impossible to say how much novelists
teach us to look at our fellow beings, at "their
tragic divining of life upon their ways" The
novelist is, in one sense, your true philosopher. For
any marshaling of people into a story implies a
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conception of fate, and a philosophy of nature. The
least obviously philosophical of novelists, in the
choice he makes of events, in the construction he
makes of circumstances, indicates and implies what
the world, his world, is like. Where novelists, like
some of those in our own day, Hardy and Anatole
France and Thomas Mann, are philosophers, they
are so in amore rich and living sense than the phi-
losophers of the academy. They imply themselves
or express through their characters atotal appraisal
of existence. They document their estimates with
the whole panorama of human experience. They
not only judge but create aworld. It is difficult to
find in current philosophy a universe more com-
plete and comprehensive than that of a novelist
whose mind has ranged over eternity and whose
gyes and imagination have traveled widely in time.



4

The Thing, the Eye, and
the Plastic Arts

THE WORLD IS THERE NOT ONLY TO BE TALKED
about but to be observed. We have not only
tongues with which to speak, and ears with which
to hear, but eyes with which to see. Our ears give
us, as we have seen, not simply music, sounds void
of meaning and sufficient in themselves for our
delight. They give us also sounds as symbols, as
elements of logical signification. For the eye, too,
things may beindifferent symbols as are the | etters
on a page, or as the particular language in a prac-
tical communication or scientific treatise happens
to be written. The things about us to the completely
pragmatic or hurried intelligence constitute merely
a succession of symbols. As Roger Fry points out
in Vision and Design, in the ordinary seeing we do
during the day, we do not in any aesthetic sense
use our eyes at all. We see as much of objects, so
to put it, as we need to get around with. What is
there plastically, in the way of color and line and
shape and volume, we do not see at all.

But colors and shapes are more or less arresting
to everyone. All of us the psychologists tell us,

79
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respond to sensory stimuli with a motor response.
In most people, however, the response is merely
incipient. It is merely the twitch of a muscle or the
hardly noticed excitation of a sensory nerve. The
painter and sculptor, however, turn their sensations
into deliberate motor responses and incarnate those
responses on canvas or in marble. The observer,
too, regarding a work of plastic art, is arrested by
its specifically plastic values, by what is there actu-
aly to the eye.

That there are in the plastic arts other values
than merely plastic ones we shall have occasion
presently to observe. The eyeis always the eye of a
human being, and what is visually present may,
like the words of prose or poetry, stir imagination.
The shape and color are the shape and color of
something, and this pyramid on canvas is a Holy
Family, that ellipse is a face, that splash of red is
acloak or the radiant part of a sunset. The things
represented in a painting are associated with the
whole repertory of human passions. The eye ob-
serving is that of a human being whose eyes are
connected with other than purely visual apparatus,
and who has other than purely aesthetic interests.
So much is this the case that there are persons with
whom painting is always a vivid and visible poetry,
who never have been trained and who never dis-
cipline themselves to the enjoyment of what is
smply and clearly there to the eye. The purely
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plastic enjoyment of a picture would be restricted
to the lines and colors on canvas, the forms and
masses of sculpture, the surfaces and volumes of
architecture. In the case of architecture, aswe shall
presently see, considerations of utility enter into
the aesthetic enjoyment itself. But the utility is
incarnatein the building; itisseen asutility rather
than imagined or thought to be such.

The first step toward plastic appreciation is to
recover the immediacy and innocence of the eye,
and to live for the moment of observation in what
is visually there. For many, painting is merely a
photography in color, etching a photography in
which the lines are clear and fine. But the lover of
painting and etching as such is not interested pri-
marily in representation at all. He is interested in
what he can see and what he can enjoy seeing. In
painting this consists primarily in color, line, and
mass. In one sense it is hopeless and futile to dis-
cuss painting at all in words. Aswell might one try
to render the experience of a Bach fugue in alogi-
ca formula. The specific effect of line, the unique
appeal of various combinations of color are pre-
cisely what they are and as they are seen. No trans-
lation into the medium of words is adequate. The
effects of painting are like what the mystic de-
scribes as the effects of the vision of God, incom-
municable. One can at best indicate by indirection
the kind of pleasure that a painting gives us. As
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De Witt Parker admirably puts it in his Principles
of Aesthetics:

"It is not sufficient that the picture move us
through the vicarious presence on a canvas of a
moving object; it must stir us in a more immediate
fashion through the direct appeal of sense. For
example, a picture which presents us with a sem-
blance of the sea will hold us through the power
which the sea has over us; but it will not hold us
so fast as a picture of the same subject which in
addition grips us through its greens and blues and
wavy lines. The one sways only through the imag-
ination; the other through our senses as well,"
Colors like tones are the functions of vibrations,
and differences in the vibration of the ether pro-
duce differences in color. These different colors
have specific qualities and specific nervous effects,
asinduplicable and untranslatabl e into other terms
as specific sounds or tastes or smells. Quite apart,
then, from any differences in association color dif-
ferencesthemselveshave specific effectsof pleasure
or minor pain. There are discords in color as in
sound; there are colors brilliant and intense like
purpleor violet, or soft and reticent like the quieter
shades of blue. The color organ, attempted some
years ago, tried to make, not without success, an
abstract art of color similar to the abstract art of
tones which is music. Some persons more than
others are extremely sensitive to these subtle varia-
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tions in colors. The whole mood and magic of a
painting may be conditioned by an artist's gift in
exploiting these primary nervous excitations which
differentcolor combinationsmake.

But in our ordinary experience, colors are not
simply what they are to the eye; they are associated
with sensations or memories pleasant or unpleas-
ant: red with blood, bluewith the sky, yellow with
sunlight and summer, black with mourning, and
gray with autumn or with gloom. In some unex-
plained way, so interrelated are our sensations and
our memories, the colors in a painting may have
intensified effectsthrough these ha'rdly realized as-
sociations. What colors are to the eye and what
they evoke in the memory are both essential fea-
tures of their aesthetic effect.

One may come indeed to love color in and for
itself, as in a chameleon or a kaleidoscope or the
sky or the sand or the sea. One may lose one's self
initasinatimelesskind of music. In stained glass,
in some tapestries, in precious stones, color may
indeed be the whole of one's absorption. But in
painting color is seldom experienced or enjoyed in
isolation. It appears as a spot in a composition; it
is bounded by lines; it accentuates shapes. Even in
Venetian painting, Titian and Tintoretto, for ex-
ample, where color is the central and most notable
glory, the color is the color of something, and there
is structure as well as vibration in the painting. "A



84 ARTS AND THE MAN

painting is not a design in spots, meant merely
to outdo a sunset; it is aricher dream of experience
meant to outshine the reality."

The effect of color is to create akind of plastic
harmony and to induce a visual atmosphere. The
objects in a painting become subdued to a certain
light and hue; they become elements in an optical
atmosphere. From one point of view, color is in-
deed an obbligato in painting. For objects are rep-
resented by lines and a painting is constructed of
them. Color glorifies the act of vision, giving it in-
tensity and vitality and depths. But the eye, when
it sees, makes an act of synthesis, and synthesis is
made possible through the forms and shapes which
lines make possible.

Lines, too, like colors, have specific effects. We
gpeak vernacularly of beautiful things as being
"easy to look at." The symmetrical balance of parts
of apainting, the easy fluency of a curved line, the
decision of a straight one, all are contributions to
our aesthetic pleasure. Specific types of lines, jag-
ged and broken ones, smooth or wavy ones, circles
and elipses, al, like the high and low notes of
music, the intense and dull tinges and values of
color, have unique nervous correlations. The lines
in painting, like the rhythms in music, are them-
sves a kind of music. That this is so can easily
be demonstrated by an experiment with such works
of art as etchings, where there is no effect of color,
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or some painting, notably the Florentine, where
these are often poor or secondary. To see alineis
for those sensitive to visual appeal, to move in-
cipiently with it, and to live in the abstract object
of their rhythmic combinations. Thus apart from
any other element of aesthetic contrivance, the
vertical reaches of Gothic art, the predominant
horizontal of Renaissance construction, the danc-
ing lines of a Greek vase, or the skeletal stiffness of
archaic painting, all are immediate and intrinsic
elements of aesthetic pleasure.

There is good reason to believe that the effect of
linequa linein painting is at once a vicarious sense
of touch and a vicarious sense of motion. "Em-
pathy" is the term some aestheticians like to use to
describe the source of pleasure of the observer in
the lines of painting and sculpture. By "empathy"
or Einjttehhtng is meant that tendency of the body
to experience in its own tensions and incipient
movements what it perceives in external objects.
We move in imagination and almost in fact with
the lines of the paintings; a broken rhythm on the
canvas breaks the flow of our perception and our
impulsive motor response. A fluent and wavy line
releases tension and makes both our perception
and our half-realized reaction easy and pleasurable.
Just as in literature we live in the pages of a novel
the lives of the imagined characters, so in painting
we may be said to live the life of the lines on the
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canvas or in marble. The effect of empathy is most
notable and obvious in sculpture. We feel our-
selves poised in movement and in rest with the dis-
cus thrower, and our own muscles grow tight with
the tensions of some of the figures, tortured and
muscular, of Michelangelo.

Walter Pater once suggested that each art, when
successful, exploited its peculiar material and its
specific technical resources. The pleasure to be de-
rived from painting derives from the eye, the spe-
cific organ to which it is addressed. Critics, espe-
cially contemporary critics, therefore, insist, as Mr.
Albert C. Barnes does a great and persuasive
length in his The Art in Painting, on the primary
and plastic values in painting. The same holds true,
of course, for sculpture. Logicaly speaking, there
is no reason why painting should not, like music,
be a completely abstract art, in which the elements
of line and color and mass should be all that en-
gaged the attention or al that should be expected
to provide the enjoyment of the observer. From
this extreme point of view, whether the composi-
tion or structure of a painting be a Madonna and
agroup of saints, or a bowl of fruit, or a group of
buildings, is utterly indifferent. The literary or hu-
man significance of a painting is qua painting, ut-
terly indifferent. To the critic intent upon study-
ing the pictorial values of painting, a geometric
diagram of its structure, a map, as it were, of its
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colors, would be of immense interest, quite inde-
pendent of what the objects represented were. In-
deed, there are certain extremists in contemporary
criticism of painting who forecast art in which
there would be no representation of objects what-
soever, in which the attention would have to be
confined to what was immediately there to the eye
because there would be nothing represented to dis-
tract the attention and the imagination.

That the observer's eye and the painter's atten-
tion should be concentrated upon purely plastic
values goes without saying. Otherwise the art of
painting becomes a sentimental form of visua
poetry. The eye is not on the outer object but on an
adventitious inner reverie. The enjoyment of paint-
ing becomes the literature of those who do not
know how to read. But that painting will ever be-
come an art of purely abstract color and form is
extremely dubious. There are indeed good and
purely aesthetic reasons why it should not. Objects
of human interest and concern and familiarity have
the aesthetic merit of fixing the attention. A paint-
ing does not lose quality because its subject is a
humanly interesting face, or a landscape in which
one might find peace or freedom or joy. All that
the painter and observer need remember is that it
is not the subject that makes the painting, nor must
the painter rely upon the human interest of his
subject as a substitute for aesthetic pleasure. The
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objects represented must achieve in the painting
pictorial value. What is humanly interesting must
become in the immediacy of color and line plasti-
caly delightful. The nai've observer who com-
plains, therefore, that he never saw a face or a sun-
st that "looked like that" is telling the truth. But
thetruth that he tellsis not an aesthetic condemna-
tion of thepainting. The artist is not trying to repre-
sent Nature as a photograph might represent it. He
is trying rather through the resources of his art to
convert some aspect of Nature or of the human
world into a composition interesting for what
meets the eye and expressive rather of his total
imaginative reaction to what he has seen than to
that which in any neutral and objective sense is
there. A brilliance of color impossible in Nature
may be aesthetically justified; a composition of
lines that no landscape ever contained may make
that landscape aesthetically real, if not literally
true. A distortion of Nature may be necessary in
the proportions of a painting.

The painter does not try in any slavish sense to
imitate Nature, nor is he a logician trying to give
acopy of reality. What isimportant is the aesthetic
reality, that is, the sensuous vividness and plastic
pleasure of a given moment of vision of an artist
as he has embodied it in stone or on canvas. That
reality is attained through color or line. The justi-
fication of any combinations a painter may make



THING, EYE, PLASTIC ARTS 89

of those is in the intensity and vividness and spe-
cifically pictorial beauty these produce. Thus the
best portrait of a man may not in any literal sense
be the truest. There may be colors in his face that
the artist found but that Nature had not put there;
and the line of his jaw might be such as no pho-
tographer would exactly show. But the portrait
might none the less render that man magnificently
vivid to his friends—or to those who had never
known him. The distortion from Nature might be
part of the technique an artist uses to make it an
arresting picture and a good one, good not in any
sense of versimilitude or likeness, but "good to
look at" and aesthetically real.

The objects in a painting may indeed be said to
be much less copies of a real w'orld than elements
of areality that is nothing but the painting itself.
The unity of that painted cosmos is the light in
which the painter bathes all the objects inhabiting
that particular framed segment of space. The struc-
ture of that world is in terms of that harmonious
balance and integration of colors, lines, and masses
which the painter has proposed to himself and
effected. That little colored world becomes edi-
mable not by the degree to which it "represents’ a
part of the world outside it, but by the extent to
which it is clear, luminous, and organized in its
own plastic terms of color and line and purely pic-
torial mood. In a picture by Giorgione or amost
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any of the Venetians, it is the common pervasive
light in which the objects seem to breathe that
gives the painting tonal unity. In the Florentines,
in many contemporaries, it is the structure, almost
geometrically separable from the painting, that
constitutes the essence of its pictorial being. The
pleasure to be derived from it is the pleasure of
form, "a synthesis of the seen.”

That painting is a kind of poetry or has its own
kind of poetry goes without saying. But the poetry
of the plastic arts is not to be confused with the
poetry of words. What is poetic in painting is not
any literary subject matter. It is not the pastoral
courtiers of Watteau that make his paintings an
enameled pictorial verse. But those courtiers have
been trandlated or rather objectified in the hued
and linear moods of painting. The poetry of paint-
ing is line and color, which have their own imag-
inative reverberations,' induce a hypnosis and a
dream in a way that is anaogous to that of words
and rhythms but that is none the less distinctly that
of painting, not of poetry. Those liquid blues or
yellows or reds or browns, that shadow falling
here, that dash of line here, that emphasis of mass
there, it is in terms of these that the eye lives for
the moment and in terms of these, too, that the
plastically moved imagination is controlled. Rem-
brandt's tragic figures and El Greco's grandees,
the young aristocrats pictured by the Florentine
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Bronzino, may move us to reverie, but if we are
actually looking at the picture, the reverie, too, will
be pictorial, and it will be a meditation in terms of
what is there to be seen.

The genera considerations applicable to paint-
ing apply to sculpture also, and such special techni-
cal considerations as concern that art, this is not
the place to consider. But there are one or two
aspects of sculpture which make it more than tech-
nically a distinctive art. Its theme and subject mat-
ter, in the first place, is primarily the human body,
itself to human beings the most interesting of hu-
man objects and ideally the most beautiful. Sculp-
ture may, therefore, have a twin appeal, the plastic
appea of its sensuous charm, and the translation
into plastic and visual terms of those moral atti-
tudes and logical intentions and imaginative asso-
ciations of the familiar and beloved human type.
The sculptured figure is interesting to look at,
arouses feelings of muscular sympathy and tension
and repose, awakens incipiently the desire to touch
and the sense of touch. But it is aso a human
figure arresting by its associations of heroic dignity
or moral grandeur, or youthful grace or strength,
like the heroes or the gods or the athletes of the
Greeks. In sculpture the mind of man becomes visi-
bly incarnate, as does his will and his desire. The
figure carved out of a block of marble is more than
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afigure in marble; it is some selective idea of hu-
manity, eternalized in stone.

For this and for other reasons, sculpture de-
mands a kind of grandeur of theme, and has flour-
ished in ages where life was in the grand manner
and afforded, as did Athens, or Italy in the Ren-
aissance, grand themes for the sculptor. But sculp-
ture, even apart from the fact that it is the plastic
embodiment of the human figure and all the imag-
inative possibilities of expression that the human
figure suggests, has other problems than those of
(and in addition to those of) painting. A painting
IS seen from one aspect; a statue is theoretically
seeable from infinite points of view. The statue
from any angle must make an interesting compos-
tion. Sculpture has not, save in exceptional in-
stances, the resource of color. It depends on line
and on mass for its effect. Sculpture awakens pe-
cifically the impulse to touch; the quality of the
sculptured surface, bronze or marble, rough or
smooth, is of immense aesthetic importance. Sculp-
ture, dealing as it does almost exclusively with the
nude, must in our own civilization seem always a
somewhat stilted and somewhat anachronistic art.
Where it deals with the individualized instance,
it harks back to Renaissance genres;, where it deals
with the generic and universalized type, it suggests
the Greek. It is a beautiful art, but a chill, retro-
Spective monument to a civilization that is dead.
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That a new sculpture may arise, however, expres-
sive of the vision and of our contemporaries and of
the objects which they see, some of the newer "ab-
stract” sculpture is beginning to suggest.

For an illustration, however, of the general prin-
ciples involved in aesthetic creation and apprecia-
tion, there could not, perhaps, be a better choice
than the art of architecture. At its freest and most
inspired triumphs, it has all the color and line of
painting, the decorative and monumental char-
acter of sculpture, the imaginative suggestiveness
and suasion of poetry. A Gothic cathedral, a Greek
temple, a contemporary college tower or industrial
plant or bridge, may combine all the seductions of
all the arts, save that of music (and Schlegel said
architecture was frozen music), and have a spatial
reality and impressiveness to which the others can-
not lay claim. At the same time architecture, unlike
the other arts, never quite forgets or alows the
architect or the builder to forget that a building
has a use as well as an appearance, that it is not
simply a decoration on the landscape, but a struc-
ture used by a person or a community for specid
functions that have determined among other things
its appearance.

Architecture, then, is that art ambiguous and
crucial that lies on the border line between beauty
and use. It is so much a part of our daily environ-
ment that we forget often that it is an art, as M.
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Jourdain forgot in Moliere's play that he had been
speaking prose al his life. We are surrounded by
buildings, beautiful or ugly; we live in them; we
accept them. If any art conditions our aesthetic
response, it is that of architecture. Paintings can
be hidden in museums; poems may be unread and
music unheard, but buildings, especialy monu-
mental ones, must be seen by those whom business
or the routine of life obliges to pass them. "Doc-
tors™ someone remarked, "bury their mistakes;
architects build theirs."

Thereis another sense, too, in which architecture
is conditioned, not to add limited; it is expensive
and the products of architectural imagination are
laborious in the execution. The poet, the musician,
and the painter al require infinitely less in the way
of materials and men.

The fact that architecture is what we have called
an ambiguous art, however, is not a qualification
so much as an intensification of its beauty. The fact
that a building has to appea to the imagination
with respect to its fitness for its function smply
gives an additional dimension to architectural
beauty. A building appeals not simply by its size,
form, and color, but by its appositeness to its hu-
man and socid intention. A chateau on the Loire,
a mosque a Constantinople, a railway terminal in
New York, gain a deepened beauty through the
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incarnation, express and visible, of the life lived
or served in them.

But a building remains, first and foremost, none
the less, a sight for the eye. Seen from any angle
it is a surface, like a painting, and like a painting
must be interesting and satisfying in terms of color
and form, but in architecture, save in the rare and
melodramatic instances of such polychrome fa-
fades as one finds in certain Renaissance Italian
churches, it is form that is essential. Any facade of
a building must be seen as a unit, but its unity
must be varied enough to retain and absorb the at-
tention. The building must be clear in structure,
like a Greek temple or a Gothic interior, but the
structure must be enhanced and diversified as the
columns of a Greek temple are by capitals, as the
fagade of a Gothic church is by decorative sculp-
ture. The beauty of architecture and the focus of
aesthetic attention which it provokes oscillate in-
deed between ornament and structure, though for
architecture, whose effect is monumental and large
scde, structure must always be predominant. A
building is imposing by virtue of its grand and cen-
tral lines and masses. Only an attention more fasti-
dious and explicit will note with admiring care the
details of decoration which the architectural plan
makes possible and which vivify and diversify the
architectural plan. Thus, a careful scrutiny of the
cathedral at Chartres may lead the observer to be
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fascinated by the details of the sculpture in the
portals or the figures in the stained glass. But the
sculptures are, after al, details in the structural
scheme of the facade; the colors of the stained
glass in the rose window serve, from the architect's
point of view, simply to enhance and glorify the
mood and depths which the vaulted interior reveal.
An architect's attitude toward ornament is like the
disciplined poet's attitude toward euphonious and
colorful words. He will employ them to intensify
his effects; he will not allow his effects to be de-
stroyed by them.

If decoration is conditioned by the structure
which it adorns and italicizes, structure in its turn
is conditioned by function. Part of the beauty of a
building is the sense it gives of its adaptation to its
function, the nice adaptation of what is seen to the
object it is intended to serve. Thus the great monu-
ments of European architecture express with a cer-
tain fidelity and in the obviousness of plastic ma-
terials what the building is designed to do or be.
It is avisible token to the architect's intention. The
Palazzo dd Te a Mantua is in its whole concep-
tion and appearance a palace of pleasure, and the
cathedral at Amiens, besides being structurally
clear and beautiful, is unimpeachably and unmis-
takably a religious edifice.

Nor must a building simply express its function;
it must, likewise, if it is honest architecture, express
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its materials. Some of the most outstanding in-
stances of contemporary architecture are those in
which the architect has obviously taken cognizance
that he is working in steel and in glass rather than
in stone and wood. We are beginning to pass from
the stage where a bank built on a steel framework
imitates a Greek temple or a Renaissance palace
built mosaically of stone. There is something irri-
tating aesthetically in a building that fools at once
the eye and the imagination.

In a broad sense, a sound architecture, one plas-
tically beautiful and imaginatively and structurally
honest, is one of the best and clearest indices of the
state of a civilization. The French not inaptly or
unjustly refer to the chateaux, palaces, and
churches with which their land is dotted as monu-
ments historiques. They are indeed historica
monuments. For in a building more than in any
other work the social imagination has expressed it-
self. How a nation builds, the structures on which
it spends its elaborate energies, the character of its
favorite architectural motifs, tell us more about a
people, amost, than its prose or its poetry or music,
since these have a greater license to be irrelevant
or trivial or fantastic. A church, a university, a
prison, a dwelling house, a bank, a theater, or a
town hall, al these are centers of socid life and
expressive of it. A Greek temple shining on a hill,
a Gothic cathedral in the center of a cluster of
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gabled houses, a Renaissance palace, a modern sky-
scraper, al stedl and glass and vertical line, tell us
more about a civilization than almost any other
work of art. For it isin and among buildings that
we live and move and have our being, and by their
decorative beauty, their structural unity, their
imaginative fitness, or the lack of these, the quality
of our lives is revealed and indeed determined.



S

Sounds, the Ears,
and the Musician

IN THE CHAPTER ON LANGUAGE, IT WAS POINTED
out that sound moves in two directions and has two
possible aternatives. It may be a mere "pattering
on the ear," delightful in itself, but from the point
of view of explicit significance quite negligible, or
it may become a vehicle of ideas, a system of sig-
nals or symbols whose sensuous quality is utterly
negligible, in which the sound is forgotten com-
pletely in the sense. One might, for example, go
for a day paying exclusive attention to the quality
of voices and the syllables they uttered, or in a
foreign country where one did not know the lan-
guage one might be absorbed completely by the
melody of what was being said. Sound become a
vehicle of significance is language, which is turned
in poetry or prose into an art. But the purely aural
qualities of it may be exploited and that exploita
tion is music, signifying, in a logica sense, noth-
ing, but aesthetically of the first, and often emo-
tionally of the most poignant importance.

Music, too, illustrates the principle of al the

99
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arts, that of being sensuous in its basis and ranging
in its possibility of appeal to the most abstract and
intellectual of effects and appeals. The appeal of
music has, like that of the other arts, an explicit
and obvious physical basis. The pitch of a note is
determined by the rate of vibration of the air, its
color is determined by the presence of overtones,
its intensity is dependent upon the amplitude of
vibration, its quality by its relative position in the
scale.

The tones at the disposal of Western musicians
are, of course, arbitrary, and some of the newer
music is indicating how arbitrary the selection is.
But out of these tones an infinite variety of com-
binations is possible. The tones of music, like the
separate sounds of syllables, may be pleasant. But
even more than the sound in words, the character
of musical effect depends on their succession.
Music is above all a temporal art, and its effect is
that of a succession of tones, each of which quali-
fies the aesthetic effect of the succeeding. It has
been pointed out in a different connection how
much of our sensations are memories rather than
sensations, and in music the feeling tone of any
note is immensely affected by the tonal sequence
in which it appears. Tones themselves, like colors,
are pleasant or unpleasant, and are, without refer-
ence to their associations, sharp or stinging or
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sweet or soft or loud and there are specific nervous
correlations to each kind and indeed to each nuance
of tone. Tones, moreover, like any other sensations,
evoke memories and associations. Some tones like
those of a trumpet are warlike; others like those of
violins and flutes are sylvan and tender. But the
separate tonal effects of tones are incidental to
their functions in that rhythmic-melodic process
which is a musical composition. A melody is a
chord taken piecemeal and suspended through
time. A note sats a given musical expectation
which the melodic development fulfills. The whole
elaborate construction of the most intricate musi-
ca composition is simply a complication of the
melodic deployment of notes in a scae and tones
with harmonic relations to each other. However
complicated music becomes, it is, au fond, simply
notes in a melody and notes in a chord. But the
notes have not simply a melodic relation to each
other in a succession of moments and a harmonic
relation to others at an instant in harmony. Notes
occur in a rhythm, and, as in poetry, the rhythm of
music isits fundamental hypnosis, and for the same
reasons. Rhythm enables us to hear music with
economica comprehension; the tones fall into
easlly apprehensible units. But the beat of music
has a more imperious utility than that it permits
apprehension. Our own bodily machinery has a



102 ARTS AND THE MAN

rhythmical character; we are creatures whose
fundamental processes of living are rhythmic, and
creatures, too, whoserhythmsare subtly affected by
those rhythms external to us that come to us
through the ear. Our whole emotiona life has a
rhythmic character and quality. Our very thoughts
come to us in an ebb and flow.

To rhythms in music the rhythms in our con-
sciousness areextraordinarily responsive. A change
in beat is for the moment a change in our own
being. In Eugene O'NeiU's Emperor Jones, the
beating of the tom-tom becomes the obsessional
domination of the Negro hero. The subtler beats
and variations of symphonic music affect the con-
sciousness of more circumspect and civilized lis-
teners. In the languorous luxury of the love motifs
in Wagner, the rhythmic beat of the dances in
Prince Igor, quite apart from subtler effects, the
mere animal control enforced by the rhythmic basis
of the music is responsible for the musical effect.
There is something imperious about the sound of
music that is lacking to any other art. We either
do not listen to music or in listening to it become
for the time being one with its time and rhythm,
confluent with its own rhythmic process.

But while rhythm is the basis and in a certain
sense the substance, it is not the whole of music. It
is the generic condition of al music but it is not the
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specific being of any. The latter may be said to lie
rather in the melodic line, along which the attention
moves, only more poignantly and intimately than
the attention moves with the lines of a painting.
When one is absorbed by music, one lives for the
time being along the progression of that rise and
fall, deviation and resolution of tones which con-
stitute a melody. The life of the melody, that ab-
stract and spaceless theme singing through time, is
the life of the listener. Our own will, in Schopen-
hauer's luminous mythology, is objectified in the
surge and complication of the music.

The pleasures of music flow from this triple fact
of tone, rhythm, and melody. The enjoyment of all
three may be purely sensuous in character. One may
merely luxuriate vaguely or with precision in the
abstract and objectless world of sounds, discrimi-
nating separate tones in their liquid loveliness of
violin or flute, or their resonance of brass; one may
loiter along with the melody in the devious wan-
derings from the tonic note and in its return. One
may glory in the purely physical excitement of a
whole orchestral outburst of harmony or a kaleido-
scopic cascade of sound. However complex the sen-
sations of music may be—and there is no limit a-
most to which musical sensibility and the resources
of orchestration are bound—the enjoyment may be
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purely sensational, an elaborate patter upon the
ear, but none the less a patter.

To the more disciplined musical intelligence,
music may come to be more than a pyrotechnic at-
tack upon the eardrum, a splendid fireworks of
sound. There is perhaps no other art where the
pleasures of mere form are more marvelousin com-
plexity, more intellectual in essence, in quality
more pure. The complication of musical structure
is indeed expressible only in music itself, for
neither language nor life permits such involution
and internal reticulation as is possible in those edi-
fices, transiently existent in time, that we call mu-
sca compositions. These structures areintellectual
in essence; they are musical essences or ideas in-
ternally related to each other; a Bach fugue is a
dialectic become transitive and audible; the de-
ployment of a theme in contrapuntal variations is
an operation of mathematical ingenuity that few
logicians could equal in words. A musical score is,
without being played, of compelling absorption to
the trained musician; it is a realm of Platonic ideas
dialecticaly related to each other. It was some-
thing of this sort that Schopenhauer had in mind
when he said that an adequate symphony would
be a complete metaphysical transcript of existence.
The world of musical form is thoroughly abstract;
it exists nowhere save in itself, but its complica-
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tions and its clarities transcend those that any other
realm of being reveals. What we call the externa
world is largely a systematic inference from data
received through the eye. Theworld heard in music
IS a congtruction inferred from the ear. One could
imagine eyeless creatures to whom a world of
sound was the only reality. And to the human tem-
porarily absorbed in listening, who shall say that
a Brahms symphony or one by Mozart is not, for
the time being, a completely real world, far more
perspicacious and congenia than the realm, stri-
dent and confused, in which our practical logic and
imagination are compelled to live.

Nor is there any art where the pleasures of form
are so pure. Music exists truly nowhere save as
heard or asimagined in audible terms. It is aways
nine-tenths memory or premonition, since what is
given at any instant is only one tone or one har-
monious complication of tones. Music is bodiless
and lives only as rhythmic life heard through a
brief sequence of moments in time. Its instruments
are material, since the most unearthly of music
must be played on wood, on brass, and on string.
Its appeal is through the physiological apparatus
of the ear. But to the experienced listener, the sen-
suous quality of musical sounds is the incidental
feature, though the delightful one, of those pure
and subtle relations which are the genius of musi-
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cal invention. Philosophers and poets seeking an
image for the total operations of things have
thought to detect a music of the spheres. A great
and comprehensive symphony is a universe in it-
self, and the listener's imagination is freed from
the logic of things and affairs, to live for a time
in that pure and abstract mathematics of sound.

One of the curiosities of music is that this object-
less realm of sounds, irrelevant to anything but its
own internal relations, should have so compelling
an emotiona effect on the listener. For this art
cannot be treated merely as sensuous titillation or
as a mathematical pleasure. Its universal apped,
the poignancy of its effect on even the most in-
tellectual of listeners or the most sensuously sus-
ceptible, demand some inquiry. Music is, for all
its abstractness and its apparent meaninglessness,
profoundly and subtly related to emotion. How is
it that sounds signifying nothing should come at
moments to mean, as it were, everything, or many
things to many listeners? How it is that an art
which is no language a all should come to be
described, even metaphorically, as a universal lan-
guage?

The hypnosis of music has already been attrib-
uted to the fundamental fact of rhythm, to which
we respond not merely with the ear but with the
whole movement of our bodies and the dominant
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tempo of our imaginations. If we pay attention to
music at all, we are rushed along on its current and
become, in no trivial sense, part of its current our-
selves.

But it is not rhythm aone which can explain the
emotional effects of music. Part of the intimate and
moving appeal of music is, as De Witt Parker sug-
gests, to be attributed to the fact that music retains,
even in its complex forms, a quality lyric and per-
sonal, an echo or an approximation of the human
voice. The violin sings and all music is thinkable
as a kind of complicated singing. All that direct
and unmistakable personal address which is native
to the human voice is indigenous, too, to most
music. There are sounds, too, in music that recall
characteristic moods and crises in our nonmusical
experience. It may be thunderous or plaintive,
frightening or soothing, like analogous sounds of
those moods in ordinary life. There is indeed a
cheap kind of musical exploitation of effects of
Nature in music, an instrumental onomatopoeia,
in which the crash of thunder, the singing of birds,
the ripple of water, the bleating of sheep may be
imitated. But it is not by such imitation that the
subtlest emotional effects of music are contrived.
Rather the movement of a melody, though it says
nothing specific, in some unspecified way awakens
a whole reverberation of nervous response. In real
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life, our emotional responses tend to go over into
action, or to become absorbed by some object. In
music, the sounds that provoke some reverberant
response are the only objects upon which that re-
sponse can be made. The very music that rouses us
appeases us; in the sounds that give us stimulation
we find our peace.

There is, of course, a sense in which music is
utterly inadequate to express emotion at all. Tones
are tones, melodies are tonal relations in time; har-
monies are tonal relations at an instant. They can,
none of them, say what language can say specifi-
caly or what some situation in life can specifically
exemplify. But just because music cannot be spe-
cific it can render with voluminousness and depths
the general atmosphere or aura of emotion. It can
suggest love, though no love in particular; wor-
ship or despair, though it does not say who is wor-
shiped or what is the cause of the despair. Into the
samemusic, therefore, ahundred different listeners
will pour their own specific histories and desires.
A thousand different sorrows and a thousand dif-
ferentjoyswill be called to focus by the same musi-
cal material. And the very fact that there is nothing
definitive or exclusive in the emotional atmos-
phere of a given composition will make it all the
more accessible as a means of catharsis or relief for
the listener. Words are too brittle and chisded, life
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too rigid and conventional to exhaust al the infin-
ity of human emotiond response. The infinite sinu-
ousness, nuance, and complexity of music enable it
to speak in a thousand different accents to a thou-
sand different listeners, and to say with noncom-
mittal and moving intimacy what no language
would acknowledge or express and what no situa-
tions in life could completely exhaust or make pos-
sihle.

This art of sound, then, at first hearing so com-
pletely spontaneous, at closer examination o
disciplined and mathematical, at once stingingly
sensuous and austerely intellectual, has more con-
sequence on life and society than might be ima-
gined. In its twin freedom and control, it is an
anagram of what a civilized society might be. In
its intellectual structure and clarity it offers an
audition of such rationality as no society has as
yet exemplified. In its unspoken but deeply uttered
refinement of emotion, it makes the passions and
crises of this world seem awkward and gross. Plato
imagined philosophy as a finer kind of music. And
he suggested what is apparently (but only ap-
parently) fantastic: that a refined musical sens-
bility might be the most civilizing of educationa
instruments. For a mind educated to musical form
and an imagination refined to the finesse of musi-
cal emotion cannot remain completely gross in the
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contacts of life. Moral and musical taste may not
be altogether unrelated. For a rational civilization
would in its sensuous beauty, its emotional deli-
cacy, and its intellectual order be very like the
noblest and the best in music.



6

Art and Philosophy

NOT EVEN THE BRIEFEST CONSIDERATION OF THE
philosophy of art can fail to be concerned with the
relation of art and philosophy itself. Superficially,
no two people would seem to be further apart than
the artist and the philosopher. The concern of the
first is with the sensuous excitements of materials,
the pleasures of evident form, the persuasions of
emotional resonance. The second is preoccupied,
by intention at least, with the passionless considera-
tion of logically related themes, with genera and
therefore abstract ideas. The artist is concerned
with the face of beauty; the philosopher with the
anatomy of truth. Their vocabularies and their
techniques, as well as their ambitions, differ. The
poet and the philosopher at least have this in com-
mon: they both use words. But the one uses the
evocative epithet to convey a concrete image, the
other the term, often of necessity colorless and
dull, to convey a universal or to fix an implica-
tion. The artist, too, has his logic, but it is that of
the organization of materials or the congruity of
m
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mood. It is not the dialectic, abstract and internal,
of the thinker.

Thereis, too, or there appears superficially to be,
a moral enmity between the arts and philosophy.
For al of Keats the suasion of beauty is often <i
seduction from the conviction of truth, and there
is an askesis, an intellectua discipline, in philoso-
phy that is absent from all but the most austere art.
The artist, on the other hand, is properly suspicious
of formulas demanding intellectual comprehen-
sion. His business is the creation of fresh and im-
mediately sensible forms. The thinker is, not with-
out warrant, disdainful of, when not downright
impatient with, the insistence upon the sensuous
surface, the emotiona incidence of ideas. His
mind, too, is intent upon structure, but it is, so far
as lies within his competence and conscience, the
structure of truth. The poet and the painter insist
on keeping their eyes on the object; so does the
philosopher, but his ultimate object is seamless and
eternal being, or the exact definition of the lines
and intersections of his own thinking.

But despite the differences and the enmities be-
tween the two enterprises, art and philosophy both
resemble and involve each other. The artist when
he ceases to be merely a gifted and trifling crafts-
man turns out to be, in his very choice of themes,
in his selection of materials, in his total and resid-
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ua effect, a commentator on life and existence; in
his immediate and imaginative way he is a philos-
opher. The philosopher, constructing through the
apparatus of definition and demonstration or of
discovery and synthesis, a complete vison of life
and existence, is making a canvas of the whole of
experience, composing an intellectual symphony,
and fabricating a poem, however much his lan-
guage be prose. "Philosophy,” Socrates is made to
say by Plato, "is a finer kind of music,” and like
serious music, however unmoved the mind that
went to its making, it is moving.

Again, apart from the resemblances between the
two enterprises, the philosopher cannot honestly
or, if he is to be comprehensive, decently ignore
the arts or the artist. The very rationality which
the philosopher seeks to find or make possible in
the universe the artist in his small area and within
the scope of his materials is trying to achieve. The
organization of each created little world is asimul-
acrum, a cameo version of the order which phi-
losophers have tried, with such pathetic ingstence,
to find in or read into the universe. The arts have
attracted the professional attention of philosophers
from the fact that the order they would demon-
strate is perhaps exemplified or achieved only in
the organization of a masterpiece where al the
parts interpenetrate and constitute living ration-
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ality such as the universe may, but only possibly
may, be. But the arts call for the attention of phi-
losophers and have received it for another reason.
They posit issues of morals and knowledge and
truth that no philosopher worthy of the designa-
tion can ignore.

It is, as we have seen, on the moral side that
philosophers have troubled, one might aimost say
have been troubled, to consider the arts. One may
try to exclude the emotions and discount the senses
in the construction of a cosmology or the definition
of a method. But the life of the senses and the in-
fluences of the emotions demand analysis and pro-
voke consideration. They must be reckoned with
in any mora program and must be defined and
given their proper due in any moral method. For
better or for worse the arts patently play a large
part in the affairs, and are not without consequence
for the passions, of mankind. They must of neces-
sity, therefore, enter into the speculations of phi-
losophers. And they have done so.

The arts have been reviled or grudgingly ac-
knowledged, even regarded, as in Plato, as the
sources and instruments of moral discipline. The
reasons for the reviling we have aready seen.
Whenever a philosopher sets up the Spirit as over
against the Flesh and spirituality as over against
carnality he will naturally be suspicious, as are
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nearly al Christian moralists, of the fine arts.
These amusements, so delicious to those initiate to
them, are the preoccupations of Nineveh and Tyre;
they are the more exigent public interests, not quite
disguising the private ones, of Sodom and Go-
morrah. The artist is a dangerous, because he is a
distracting and disintegrating, person. So speak
most Christian and all ascetic moral philosophers.
S0 speaks Plato when he is being the rational
statesman rather than the enchanted and enchant-
ing poet. The Freudian exploration has but served
to confirm the moral suspicions of traditional as-
cetics. The sexual resonance in the fine arts, the
indirect, half-hushed, sensuous response, the play
of sex in the forms and materials, the easy transi-
tion from emotions specifically sexual to muted
and transmuted aesthetic ardors—these insights of
thepsychiatristsconfirm thenervous apprehensions
of the Puritans. Whatever conclusions be drawn
from these facts, about the facts themselves the
modern psychoanalyst and the ancient Puritan
agree.

But the quarrel is something more, and some-
thing different from that between flesh and spirit.
Why, at the close of the Republic, does Socrates,
who had previously merely censored, now exclude,
abeit reluctantly, the artist from the Perfect State?
Plato does not so much think the artist incites flesh
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as that he diverts and distracts the mind, keeps the
attention exquisitely enamored by the sensuous
simulacra of things, which are, for their part, the
imperfect shadows of ideas. There has long beenin
the history of thought a casuistry as to the part that
"the sense and ideas play in the building of the
house of thought." But from the point of view of
that strict intellectualism recurrent in the history of
philosophy, the devotees of the arts and the practi-
tioners of them, being controlled by or busy with
materials and things, are fundamentally suspect.
Indeed, whenever the arts have been defended by
rationalists, as in Plato's Symposium, the argument
has been that the materials are incidental, and the
senses but the first step in initiation to those
changeless forms or types or essences which beau-
tiful physical things half incarnate and half dis-
guise or traduce.

The philosopher's consideration of the fine arts
may have its origin in the quarrel between the
claims of flesh and spirit, or sense and mind. But
without the provocation of any such source of con-
flict, thereis an additional reason why the philoso-
pher cannot ignore, though he may wish to do so,
and must admit to some interest in, the fine arts,
however ignorant of them he may be. Most phi-
losophies that pretend to be anything but a purely
formal logic or a purely detached metaphysics, or
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even those that do not pretend to be any more,
issue in a moral philosophy. Now a moral philos-
ophy, whatever its origins be or whatever the
ends toward which it moves or the sanctions to-
ward which it turns, is primarily an examination
of the good life. That good life is a program for
a future in this world or the next. It is a regimen
for the conduct of living; it is concerned with
remediable evils and attainable goods, with hap-
piness in this world or salvation in the next. But
with the possible exception of the most outspoken
hedonism—the morality of the moment's pleasure
—moral philosophies have located the good in
some future, if it be only tomorrow, if even that
morrow be regarded as precarious or brief. For
most moral philosophies, however Epicurean, have
been tinctured with Stoicism: not pleasure but duty
has been the end. Not the present but the long
future, not the urgency of the actual moment but
the obligation of the long past, religious or social,
has determined them.

The arts, however, either by example or by im-
plication, have located the goods of life in the
present; these goods have been found in the palpa-
ble delights of the senses, in the direct deliver-
ances of feeling. Works of art have been conspicu-
ous celebrations of the moment; in however refined
and exquisite a way, pleasure has been their justi-
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fication. So much is this the case that beauty can
plausibly be defined by Santayana as "pleasure ob-
jectified." In a world where much remains to be
done (and undone), where obligations remain to
be fulfilled, the arts have come to us "proposing
frankly to give nothing but the highest quality to
[our] moments as they pass, and for those mo-
ments sake." No wonder the moralist has no use
for the very uses of art, regards its delights as dis-
tractions, and its pleasures as truancies from duty.
"Not the fruit of experience but experience itself
is the end,”" wrote Walter Pater.

Experience without fruit is barren to the earnest
laborer in the moral vineyard. But a characteristic
human enterprise cannot be dismissed by fiat, even
that of the philosopher. When reasons are found
for abolishing it, it remains and, to human beings
engrossed by it, is its own good reason for being.
So for better or worse philosophers have had to
find aplace in their economy for the arts they have
exiled or condemned. The senses continue to s
duce and the imagination to persuade. Mora phi-
losophers have thus found it the part of reason or
discretion to reinstate both, and on moral grounds.
S. Augustine, who, along with the flesh, had re-
nounced rhetoric and the beautiful, used the
former to defend the latter after his conversion.
The senses were an initiation through visible forms
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to the great invisible beauty of Form and thus to
God Himself. S. Bonaventura regarded the uni-
verse as the language of God, and saints as the apt
poets of God's language.

Above dl, snce men remained susceptible to
the arts, whatever God might command or reason
demonstrate, perhaps God or reason could find an
instrument in the arts. Thus in the Republic, the
arts are the apparatus for telling beautiful and
medicina lies. Children (and men with the men-
talities of children) who could not be convinced
by reason can be persuaded by images. Two thou-
sand years later Tolstoy was to insist that the great
am and opportunity, as well as obligation, of art
was to communicate by contagion what it was es-
sentia for men to know, the common humanity of
men and their common sonship in God. The arts
by virtue of their geniality and their relatively uni-
versal intelligibility can be moral instruments
where moral precepts and prescriptionswould fail.

It has occurred to philosophers, though only
lately, that it is not merely as languages to convey
moral truths or moral essentias that the arts may
be used, but that, in their practice and in their en-
joyments, the arts are themselves instances or ana
grams of mora philosophy; their images show
what mind must prove. Mordalities have demanded
order, unity, and integrity. They have inssted that
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people be treated as ends, not as means. They have
taught the sacrifice of the trivial to the important,
the gratuitous to the essentid. They have de-
manded discipline in the interest of harmony, cen-
trality for the attainment of repose, and clarity as
away to peace. Is it not in point of fact precisay
the elements of such a mordality that distinguished
practice in the arts illustrates and that trained en-
joyment in the arts yields? The quality of a work
of art, its savor, and its uniqueness, are functions
of an order of elements. That particular landscape
by Cezanne, that quartet by Beethoven, constitute
the uniqueness which they do constitute precisely
because of, or rather in being precisedly, those ma
terials deployed in that exact way; were anything
different in the picture, the picture as a whole
would be different; vary the development of
themes, lo, it is a different quartet. Did not the
whole composition cohere, were its unity broken,
it would be not one picture or one quartet. And
did not the artist adhere with scrupulous fidelity to
the order to which that work as it grew committed
itself, there would be no order, there would be no
unity, there would be a failure to achieve that irre-
placeable quality we distinguish as the essence and
internal signature of a creative work. An artist
learns by repeated trial and error, by an amost
mora ingtinct, to avoid the merely or the confus-
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ingly decorative, to eschew violence where it is a
fraudulent substitute for power, to say what he has
to say with the most direct and economica means,
to be true to his objects, to his materials, to his
technique, and hence, by a correlated miracle, to
himself.

"To thine own sdf be true,” Polonius cried. It
sometimes takes an artist the good part of a long
lifetime to learn what his artistic self is, and he
learns it in the discipline of his art. No asceticism
imposed from without compares with the askesis
which an artist painfully develops in his work, nor
can any dominating moral ideal transcend the cen-
trality of temper and technique which a creator
eventually may find for himself. Nor is there any-
where in moral theory or practice a better or more
explicit lesson to be found than art provides in the
importance of treating means seriously, of insist-
ing that the means themselves should have some-
thing of the character of ends. In awork of art that
has, in Cezanne's phrase, "realized,” nothing is
merely instrumental. Everything counts and is part
of the organic life of the whole. Not only the artist
himself, but the more discerning part of his public
is quick to detect where other motives than the
direct interest in the "realization" of the work it-
sf have begun to operate. Fraud, professional
tricks, elaborate or theatrical artifice, trumped-up
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emotions, these make the career of a temporary
journalistic success in the arts, of the paid enter-
tainer whose interest is holding the attention of a
public aways ready to be distracted by the next
novelty. They have never made a work of deep or
of permanent art.

In the arts, it is impossible to divide means from
ends, to divorce motives from actions, or what is
said from the way in which it is said. This is not
by way of pretending that an artist may not be a
human being, too, with an eye to the main chance,
or ahypocrite or a scoundrel in his human contacts.
But in so far as he practices his art with artistic
success, hepracticesit with objectivity, with detach-
ment, or better, perhaps, with a passionate and
scrupulous interestedness in his means, his ma-
terias, in their organization, in what he is saying
and how he may most effectively say it. Nowhere,
perhaps, save in the procedure of scientific specula-
tion and research or of disinterested philosophical
speculation (both akin to art), can the moral ideal
of wholeness and harmony be better found.

There is again a mora ideal implicit, as was
pointed out above, in the location of good in the
present, the immediate, the actual. The arts are
memorials of actuality and arranged festivals of
the here and now. Ultimately, under any version
of the good life, that good life is envisaged as
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being eventualy lived. Even the longest view en-
visaging the most distant tomorrow must recog-
nize that that tomorrow will sometime be a today.
Even the hereafter is for those to whom it is prom-
ised a bliss experienced, when it comes, as a here
and now. Heaven and the ideal commonwealth are
images of what life might be or what it is going
to be. Within the pearly gates of the first, within
the purlieus of the second are lodged the values,
the cherished goods, the precious qualities not yet
realized. Moral systems, when they are humanly
serious, are engaged with nothing other than
techniques for translating values into existence in
the actual day-to-day experience of living, or state-
ments of idealized versions of existence. A moral
theory would be simply a vain speculation or a
pernicious deception that was interested in re-
moving evils or even in denying present goods
without reference to some further promised good.
Denial, sacrifice, discipline for the sake merely of
denial, sacrifice, discipline are a form of mas
ochism. The good may be called happiness or it
may be caled heavenly bliss. But bliss and happi-
ness, when they are lived, are not promises or de-
ferments; they are actualities and fulfillments.

The arts, therefore, not in theoretical formulas
but in viable forms, exemplify the implicit goals,
the realm of actualized or imagined value which
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any mora theory involves. The very goods of life
which are the subject matter of ethics find their
patent and palpable presence in the arts. There is
scarcely any good which any moral theory might
estimate or prescribe which is not thus illustrated
and incarnated in some way in some art. Is it a
sense of increased being and well being, a height-
ened and realized power such as is one of the
criteria by which Spinoza estimates action? Where
else more acutely than in artistic creation or than
in the enjoyment of certain works of art does such
a quickened and multiplied consciousness come
than from certain works of music or of tragedy?
Nietzsche observed this quality and character of
art and referred to it as its Dionysiac side. No
amount of formal analysis in the arts, no mere
formal arrangement can account for the commu-
nicated strength, the contagious vitality of certain
works in poetry or painting which we call power-
ful and feel to give us power. The artist feels it
doubtless in creation; one of his most characteristic
giftsis the insinuation of that sense of vitality into
the listeners or observers of his work. If the func-
tion of moral theory is the ordering of life so that it
may be most vital and realized, where else than in
the arts at their most characteristic climaxes can
that heightening and enhancing of experience be
observed or found?
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The life more abundant has been one of the
classical cliches of ethical reflection. That abun-
dance is attained in the generosities and sumptu-
ousnesses of sound and color and words where the
niggardliness and limitations of life make it im-
possible or fail to provide it. And that richness of
sensuous material in the arts, that intensity of feel-
ing, are an intimation of what intelligent contriv-
ance might make of al life, if the whole of life
and of society should be made the materials of a
comprehensive and major art. There is no reason
in logic or morals why color and vitality, at present
found in their purest and most intense form in the
fine arts, should be confined to them, while the
remainder of life is left routine, slavish, colorless
and dull. The division between things of beauty
and things of useis the function of a class heritage
and atradition of industry for profit only. But as
the advances in industrial arts have shown, beauty
may grace useful things, and, in a society where all
were treated as ends rather than means, all would
have an opportunity to share in work that had
something of the self-rewarding vitality of artistic
creation. Vitality is confined to the arts only in
societies where the great preponderance of human
activities is regimented and dead.

But moralists have traditionally been suspicious
of the Dionysiac quality in art or in life. Vitality
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may mean barbarism in society, or hysteriain per-
sond life, and both may lead to disaster. Men are
not insects having their brief buzzing moment of
ecstasy in an unrecurring noonday sun. Lifeis an
enterprise and demands a long view. To live well,
to live at all well, demands a minimum harmony,
and discipline is the only alternative to disorgani-
zation. The good life, in whatever terms the dis-
cipline be defined, demands control; there must be
agardening of the earth, or all the luxuriance will
be nothing but weeds, only some of them by acci-
dent bright and briefly flowering. But here again
the arts are moral teachers by example. For the
same Nietzsche who pointed out the Dionysiac
character emphasized also the Apollonian quality
of art. The arts exhibit repose and peace no less
than vitality and ardor. They exemplify them in-
deed rather more than life itself or the disorders
of even apparently ordered societies possibly can.

There has been a deal of sentimental defense
and sentimental attack on the Ivory Tower, on the
desire, so often expressed in the late nineteenth
century, and at the present day, for the arts as es-
capes. But if they are regarded as escapes, they are
so regarded for intelligible reasons. They are es
capes from the chaos of the internal psyche, the
tormented or crucified spirit of the neurotic, or
from the widespread socid neuroses of a disor-
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ganized society, from complexes in the sdf and
anarchy in the world. In the systematized spaces
and volumes of a painting, in the clarified proces-
sion of sounds in music, in the cadenced joy of
poetry, we have order, we have harmony, we have
peace. But here again the values assigned by moral-
ists to harmony are unpretentiously fulfilled in the
limited areas and selective perfections of the arts.
Such harmonious arrangements are, however, not
simply solaces and escapes. They are symptoms
and premonitions. They intimate, they are anticipa-
tions of what order in society might be. The dis-
cipline, self-imposed and controlled by means and
materials, is an indication of the vital discipline
which avoids the chaos of barbarism or hysteria on
the one hand, and on the other the factitious order
of the regiment or the drill sergeant or the dictator.
In the arts, individuality comes to measured reali-
zation. It is something that life has not yet found,
either in democracies or tyrannies.

Thus it would appear that the positions of the
artist and the moralist are in essence reversed. The
moralist in the past has prescribed to the artist.
We are, perhaps, only waking to the fact that the
moralists may derive suggestions from the arts. For
what they alege to be talking about, the values of
life, harmony, happiness, vitality, a life luminous,
rich, varied, perspicacious and intense, has been
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repeatedly and recurrently achieved by genius and
enjoyed by the admirers of the masterpieces in the
arts. The latter are pictures of what life under-
standing itself might be. In offering images of such
realized goods, they urge gently by images that
themselves persuade. They do not argue or com-
mand. They smply show. And what is shown is
loved.

Values trandated thus into immediately loved
images have a powerful suasion on the imagina
tion. They constitute, as many writers from Plato
to Tolstoy have observed, a universal language, or
at least a language far more widely communica
tive and compelling than the language of formu-
las, prescriptions, or commands. Religions have
preached the brotherhood of men; the socia-
minded have preached the co-operative adventure
of mankind. But the arts exemplify both. They
gpesk with discipline out of the depths of feeling
of things that humanly matter. They convert the
urgencies of passion into the delights of feelings
seen and heard at a middle distance. They spesk,
as major poems do, of profound themes but they
make those themes into pictures, and those pic-
tures into persuasions. They constitute the most
genia and possibly the most effective mord legis-
lation of mankind. Tyrants have recognized the
power of the song, the image, and the word. It is
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high time that serious and realistic moralists recog-
nized them as well.

One more brief final point with respect to the
moral aspect of philosophy and its relation to art.
Moralists have stressed the ideals and the faiths by
which and in the light of which men live. In art
these ideals, as has been suggested in the fore-
going, are uttered, are expressed, and are commu-
nicated directly as impressions. They are imprints
on the imagination as vivid and as clear as the
artist's gifts can make them. By virtue of their
clarity and vividnessthey are persuasive as moraliz-
ing agents. They are the imagination giving a win-
ning body to what reason might dialecticaly
recommend. They are ideals whose certification is
evident on their beautiful face. In the arts felt
value and acknowledged validity are one.

The moral interest of philosophers in the fine
arts has been almost a reluctant one. "Here" they
seem to say, "is an activity in which men engage
or which they persist in enjoying." They have at-
tempted to eradicate or to justify their enjoyment
or find a reasonable and fruitful place for the arts
in the total human economy. But there are, per-
haps, subtler explanations and more interna
grounds for the philosopher's concern with the fine
arts. For these singular and delicate diversions, so



10 ARTS AND THE MAN

involved in matter and in things, so suffused with
fedihg, seem by implication or by analogy to posit
the same problems and to suggest analogous an-
swers to those provided by philosophy, especially
of the more mystical and transcendental variety.
It was a poet who said Beauty was Truth, Truth
Beauty, but philosophers have by more indirect
and consdered avenues sometimes come to the
same conclusion.

There is no space to recount here the various
definitions philosophers have given of truth. They
have described it in terms of verifiable operations,
in terms of correspondence with some absolute
transcendent reality, they have declared it to be
"a standard comprehensive description of a fact."
But the "fact" by which truth is supposed to be
verified, with which the truth is supposed to cor-
respond, or of which it is said to be a description,
is curiously recalcitrant to al formulations of it.
The fact remains elusive of al descriptions. It is
unique, immediate, absolute. It is a datum imme-
diately given as is no description of it; it is in-
dividual as are no general terms about it. A fact in
experience is, like Jehovah in the Old Testament,
that that it is. No discourse is identica with the
existence it analyzes or attempts to describe. The
common noun, even the commonest nouns, are
genera terms. The language of science and even of
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practical common sense is highly generalized and
abstract. It is an instrument for reporting lowest
common denominators, averages, normalities, re-
currences, types. Meanwhile, experience in its
directness and immediacy is a successon of unique-
nesses, of individualities that are in aliteral sense
unutterable. Utterance is for the most part not de-
signed to transmit the individual but to report the
standard familiarity, the expected or calculable re-
currences—for the most part. For there is a kind
of utterance, the language of any art, which is
specifically intended and, where it is successful at
al, specificaly successful in uttering the imme-
diate tang, the direct quality, the unique savor of
fact, an edged impact, a savored feeling, a moment
seen through the artist's eyes and by a felicitious
blend of technical craft and moral ingenuousness
conveyed contagiously in a word, an image, a
sound, aline, afagade, or amonument.

There seems to be something by no mere cour-
tesy entitled to be called the truth that is the pe-
culiar province of the arts. There is an externd
and, as it would sometimes seem, irrelevant truth
about objects, situations, feelings, and events.
There is a truth about things that is not the truth
of them. The formula for water is not its taste or
its gleam. The astronomer's identification of the
moon as a dead star two hundred and thirty thou-
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sand miles from the earth is not the truth of the
poet speaking of the moon as the Queen of the
Night. The physiology of loveis not Tristan's and
Isolde's sudden and terrifying absorption for each
other that findsits speech in the swelling crescendo
of the magic potion scene toward the close of the
first act of Wagner's Tristan. There is a poetic,
dramatic, moral truth, truth that is the expression
of a fact as humanly encountered or experienced,
not a neutral description of its status in the total
uncaring context of things. The arts give the truth
of things as they have an impact in the feelings
and imaginations of men. They try and sometimes
manage to give not the bare generality but the
vivid specificity of a fact, with all its hues of sense
and feeling glowing upon it.

Philosophers have been suspicious of those utter-
ances in the language of art which seem to say so
much to which the heart and the senses assent but
which cannot be verified by experiment as a for-
mula can be verified, which cannot be demon-
strated as logic demands. The truth of art, its
moral and poetic truth, seems, compared with the
truth of logic or of the laboratory, too vague and
too ecstatic, too uncritical and too thin. Yet philos-
ophers and certainly al sensitive men and women
have felt sometimes that the truth the arts utter is
far more concrete and far more absolute than the
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formulas of logic and of the laboratory. They are
utterances of the quality of experience itself, and
that quality is at once more immediate and more
absolute than the language of apparently sober
and responsible practical prose discourse. The
syntax of the arts, if it is not the syntax of nature,
Is at least a more adequate grammar for saying
what men feel and see and hear than any of the
generalized periphrasis of analytic diction. The
truth of things rather than the truth about them
finds its articulateness in the varied languages of
the arts.

Furthermore, those languages themselves seem
to come from something deeper and more compel-
ling, to touch the being of things at a profounder
level than the thin abstractions of philosophy and
stience. They are perhaps the only way of saying
certain things at all, of uttering certain aspects of
experience. The arts can scarcely be translated into
each other or the style of one artist into the style of
another artist; much less can they be paraphrased
in the terms of science or practice. Like the utter-
ances of certain mystics they are neither provable
nor unprovable, they are neither verifiable nor dis-
missible; they open "another window for the soul”
upon another world, upon what seems to the ab-
sorbed sharer of the experience, for the time being,
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thereal world, a reality to which no other discourse
initiates him.

A novel about characters whose originals we
have always seen about us in our daily lives may
ek the truth of them and make them real or
revea their reality—as one will—in away no prac-
tical dealings with them and no sociological an-
alysis of them ever could do. So, too, a painter may
revea atree or alandscape to which we had made
routine and unrevealing response. He may teach us
by the impress of his own technically embodied
vision to look at landscapes as he looked at them,
and to look at them, so we feel, in their essentia
being for the first time. Or, if the poet's gaze be
sufficiently wide and his technical gifts adequate,
he may render the reality of God as no theologian
or philosopher would be able to do. Above all, the
uniqueness of a felt or perceived fact (as well as
thefact of uniqueness) receivesits celebration and
its communication in the languages of the arts as
in no other kinds of discourse. These others can-
not imitate the arts, for neither science nor common
sense is concerned with the realization of quality
so much as with the technique of control. Art with
its language of realization may be away the meta-
physician has forgotten, not to describe but to utter
reality. Perhaps such utteranceis al that is possible
and the "reality" of the universe is aways experi-
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enced as some specific quality which it is the genius
of art to render. It frees us from the abstractness
to which common sense and demonstration and
control habituate us. These have schooled us to
neglect or to disguise the actual impact of the
unique totality which is al that we ever imme-
diately or directly know. Practice isolates the neces-
sary aspect of some that; scientific discourse enables
us to abstract "thats" into understandable and con-
trollable operations. The arts do not tell us about
or abstract from; they exhibit the what, the quality
itself.

There is again another sense in which art is a
revelation of truth. All our specific experiences,
the perfume of the rose that is breathed, the pres-
ence of a friend or the cadence of his voice, have
about them an unimaginable overtone, when we
are receptive and alive. Something at our most in-
tense or perhaps our most lucid moments makes
the moment, the present, the actuality, glow with
a being not exhaustively defined in terms of the
physical sensation, an emotion not accounted for
by the sensible character or the material form of
the loved person or the beautiful thing. There are
occasions quite outside the arts, in love, for in-
stance, and religion, that are marked by this quality
of poignant excess and divine intimation. It is the
peculiar power of certain works of art (not always
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the most ambitious or grandiloquent), to touch off
in us, to suggest in themselves, a rea that tran-
scends the diurnal world of common sense and of
common logic, the conventional geography of
things in verifiable relations and objects in routine
connection. This transcendent reality may be hinted
at by a mere modulation, as in some of the dow
movements of Mozart's sonatas; it may be brilliant
yellow in a van Gogh, or a sudden line or two of
Shakespeare:

"oor God's sake let us sit upon the ground
And tell sad stories of the death of kings."

Beautiful things may genially beckon us to enter
gladly, tragic art may imperiously command us to
enter, almost with a kind of terror, into a realm to
which practical and scientific discourse have no
sesame. At such moments the power of art and the
power of religion are very similar and indeed may
be said to be one. At such times the discourse of
art ends in a dying close, a rapt silence; the lover
and the loved object are one. Nor is it without
significance that, on the one hand, much of re-
ligious ritual is a technique to induce such revela
tion, that in Greece ritual passed insensibly into
drama and Greek drama remained religious in
character and theme, that the Catholic Mass is
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drama, ritual, symbol, music, song, and picture in
one. Plato, with all his uneasiness about the poets,
knew what they possessed and communicated in
such hierophantic vision, and that they spoke, often
not quite knowing how themselves, of things
deeper than save as poets they could know and that
other men only in poetry could come to know aso.

What, it may be asked, is this transcendent
realm, and how shall one verify one's knowledge
of it, and, unlessit be verified, how can it be called
knowledge? The answer must be similar to that of
the pianist who having just played a Beethoven
sonata was asked what it meant. He answered by
proceeding to play it over again. What the arts re-
veal of deeper being can only be said by the arts,
each in its own tongue. What it means to say that
through the arts one comes in flashes to know this
realm transcending common sense and common
discourse, cannot be said in common sense and
common discourse. It can be verified only in the
sense that the experience of the arts repeatedly
gives such awareness of such being to those who
have learned to have the ears for the speciad ca
dences and the specid overtones of those dis
courses, varied and subtle, we cal the several arts.
To know in this sense is to know what would other-
wise be unknowable and unutterable. The artists
speak in terms of their art and they are understood.
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The otherwise unknowabl e becomes manifest, and
a dimension is given to experience that cannot be
denied when experienced, nor proven or disproven
by that apparatus of experiment and demonstra-
tion which in their very terms exclude such a
dimension. If in the experience of certain works of
art we are made initiate to a character of experi-
ence that is the peculiar function of art itself, it is
no use asking what common sense or common logic
would make of it. It is very uncommon sense and a
different order of logic because adifferent order of
language we are concerned with. Reality, perhaps,
can only be "realized," and it takes the language
of art, or the occasional flashes of love or devotion
to redlize it.

Philosophers, reflecting upon knowledge and
truth, must be given pause by the "something far
more deeply interfused" that aesthetic, like re-
ligious, experience reveals. They have of late wak-
ened also to the fact that the activity of art itself,
its creation and enjoyment (the latter, in part at
least, a vicarious creation), throws light on the
whole of experience and is perhaps its most com-
plete and characteristic flowering. Latterly think-
ers as different as John Dewey and Havelock Ellis
have come to conceive of experience itself as an
art, and art as simply a generalized name for in-
telligence. To conceive of life as an experimental
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process, occurring through the vicissitudes of time, .
is tantamount to regarding intelligence as a direc-
tive and disciplined imagination which makes that
strange interlude as stable, as various, as delight-
ful, and as harmonious as the ultimate and fateful
limits of nature will permit. It is equivalent, too,
to regarding the practice of intelligence in the
world as being simply a larger case of effective
practice in the arts. There, too, the conditions must
be understood, chances must be taken, audacious
flights embarked upon, and there must be a steady-
ing of the dream by understanding. Man is the
fortuitous child of a changing and precarious en-
vironment. Ideas, themes, intuitions occur to the
artist as they occur to the man in the street or to
theman in the laboratory. But these ideas in exist-
ence or in art must be realized by understanding,
by discipline, and by control. Nature generates the
materials and the ideas by the happy union of
which ideals may be realized. In art, thefield being
relatively simpler, intelligence is more spectacu-
larly successful. But every success of intelligencein
life is an example of human art; every success in
the fine arts is a delicate and dazzling instance of
what constitutes the success of intelligence any-
where, that is to say, of rational art, the turning
of the fitful opportunities of materials to ideal uses
of stable and ordered delight. This last point is
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curiously but patently confirmed by the way in
which criticism arisesin society, morals, and art. In-
telligence develops standards of criticism, a reflec-
tive examination of the effectiveness of its own
procedures in the control of nature and human na-
ture. In the practice of the arts criticism arises, too,
in the discrimination of effectiveness in the use of
means, in the ordering of materials, in the trans-
parency of realization.

Criticism in connoisseurship is simply the ap-
plication of standards to perception, like those the
artist, the scientist, and the practical man use for
estimating the effectiveness of their techniques.
Criticism does for our discrimination what it does
for our control. It is simply perception become
exact and enlightened. It is not legidation, it is not
vague appreciation. It is, through a training in
exactness of perception, in historical sympathy, in
intellectual understanding, the education of taste
to purity, clarity, and intensity. Criticism is, in the
artsasin life, smply experience become conscious,
careful, precise, and disciplined. It is the imagina-
tion both nourished and nurtured. Ultimately what
criticism tries to dicit in the fine arts, the dis-
crimination of values intrinsically justified, is a
clue to the business of all philosophy, the criticism
of criticism, the ultimate attempt to define and dis-
criminate value.
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There are, finaly, two senses in which the busi-
ness of philosophy and that of art in their major
conceptions flow into each other. All art is, in the
first place, a creation and a construction. So, too,
for al its other claims, is philosophy. The painter
contrives alittle world on canvas; his materials are
color and line, his theme is a single act of visual
apprehension. That room, those people, these
fruits or flowers, are made organic, suffused into a
single world of perspective and of light, and given
the integrity of a perspicuous composition, the lu-
minous interpretation of a mood, of line and light.
The poet fuses a hundred images and cadences and
echoes of remembered things into the single con-
gruous mood of a poem. The musician, out of all
possible combinations of sound in the infinite re-
sources of tones, makes an organized ream of
notes into a sonata or a symphony.

The philosopher, like the artist, is at once sdlec-
tive and constructive. Out of al the manifold data
of human experience, he sdects certain salient and
crucial facts, and, out of al the principles by which
facts may be classified, he selects certain principles,
and, by virtue of these, contrives a system of meta-
physics, an ultimate code of morals, a fundamental
vison of nature, life, and destiny. The artist, we
say and think (as he himself says and thinks),
sdects his facts and materials and gives them their
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particular order by impulse, reflectively disciplined.
o, after al, does the philosopher. Seen in thelong
perspective of the history of thought, aworld view,
ametaphysics, away of life, like apoem or apaint-
ing, is an aesthetic response and, where it attains
organic unity in principle or in mood, provokes an
aesthetic response. Seen without fanaticism or prej-
udice, it comes to be appreciated, too, like a poem,
or a statue, or acathedral. As abstract as the struc-
ture of music, it may truly enough lack the imme-
diate sensuous charm of art, and the emotional
drivesincarnatein it may be so ascetically subdued
and transmuted that it seems—instead of being the
concentrate of passion it frequently is, "thought
become passionate, the passions become cold,” as
in the amor dei mtellectualis of Spinoza—to be
passionless and dead. But to those who have
learned to follow it in its own terms and with imag-
inative sympathy, it is as compelling emotionally
as a poem or the facade of Chartres, and, asin the
case of . Thomas Summa, is as much an imagina-
tive product of its period. It isrevealing of the feel-
ing of the age and the thinker no less than of his
thought.

The form of a philosophy may be less obvious
or more difficult and is embodied in less imme-
diately glamorous materials. A philosophy seems
at first glance or in the midst of on€'s study of it to
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have much more to do with the disinterested plod-
ding inquiry into truth than in the interested pas-
sion for beauty. But a philosophy, too, has its won-
ders of form and structure; the architecture rather
than the truth of Kant's Critique of Pure Reason
is its fascination for many readers. But the form
of a philosophical system, like the form of a work
of art, isaway of saying something, and something
passionately and comprehensively important. For
those to whom philosophy is more than a technical
abracadabra or jargon, or a making of distinctions
for the sake of virtuosity in making them, a philos-
ophy has the imaginative and emancipating power
of any other work of art. Like apainting or a poem
it is another and realizing or enkindling way of
looking at the world. This being the case, it is not
surprising that philosophies differ. It is always the
same world, but philosophers look at it differently,
and it looks different, given their varied systems of
discourse, as the world looks different in a
Breughel or a Cezanne, in a Watteau or a Degas,
or as it sings differently in Beethoven and Mozart
and Debussy. Ultimately, when the argument has
smmered down in a philosophy, it, or what it Sm-
mers down to, is an integral act of insight, an intui-
tion. When al is said and done about a philosophy,
even by its author himself, a philosophy remains a
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way of looking at things and in terms of that re-
gard of estimating them.

Philosophers as different as the absolutist Brad-
ley and the empiricist Dewey admit or insst that
all philosophy is discourse about what (call it ex-
perience or call it the Absolute) is inscrutable or
indescribable. Experience remains at its core a
mystery, which at any moment may become clari-
fied in one aspect of it; it is an immediate act of
apprehension or of vision. In philosophy the aspect
seized upon is wide and sweeping, asit is, too, in
major poetry. Themystics call the unutterable core
of being the One. But the One has taken a thou-
sand different forms. The artist is thetrue revealer
of the mystery; the aesthetic observer, when he is
truly alive in vision and appreciation, is the true
mystic. For in awork of art he has recognized one
aspect of the One, clear and passionate and intense.
Experience has become for him for that moment a
lucid flame; the universe with which he identifies
himself is, as the universe in itself may not be, a
living order, a single ordered life. Heis, in the ex-
perience of beauty, to use the now well-worn lan-
guage of Plotinus, for a moment at one with the
One, a home in the Absolute. And be it in the
language of philosophy or of art, a man mortally
present has caught and communicated a glimpse of
the eternal.
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