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Arehitectural Record

Vol. XXIXX MARCH, 1908. No. 3.

In the Cause of Architecture

The reader of architectural discourses encounters with increasing frequency discussions
on American Architecture, Indigenous Architecture. These are generally to the effect that in
order to establish a vital architecture in the United States, it is necessary for the architect
to sever his literal connection with past performances, to shape his forms to requirements
and in a manner consistent with beauty of form as found in Nature, both animate and in-
animate. Articles in this strain have appeared, from time to time, in this and in other
architectural journals, and have been in most cases too vague in their diction to be well
understood, either by the lay reader or the architect.

The sentiment for an American architecture first made itself felt in Chicago twenty years
ago. Its earliest manifestation is the acknowledged solution of the tall office building
problem. An original phase of that early movement is now presented, in the following arti-
cle and illustrations, the work of Mr. Frank Lloyd Wright.

—Editors of THE ARCHITECTURAL RECORD.

Radical though it be, the work here il-
lustrated is dedicated to a cause conserv-
ative in the best sense of the word. At no
point does it involve denial of the ele-
mental law and order inherent in all
great architecture; rather, is it a declar-
ation of love for the spirit of that law
and order, and a reverential recognition
of the elements that made its ancient let-
ter in its time vital and beautiful.

Primarily, Nature furnished the mate-
rials for architectural motifs out of
which the architectural forms as we
know them to-day have been developed,
and, although our practice for centuries
has been for the most part to turn from
her, seeking inspiration in books and ad-
hering slavishly to dead formulae, her
wealth of suggestion is inexhaustible ; her
riches greater than any man’s desire. I
know with what suspicion the man is re-
garded who refers matters of fine art
back to Nature. I know that it is usually
an ill-advised return that is attempted,
for Nature in external, obvious aspect is
the usually accepted sense of the term
and the nature that is reached. But given
inherent vision there is no source so fer-

tile, so suggestive, so helpful esthetically
for the architect as a comprehension of
natural law. As Nature is never right for
a picture so is she never right for the
architect—that is, not ready-made. Nev-
ertheless, she has a practical school be-
neath her more obvious forms in which
a sense of proportion may be cultivated,
when Vignola and Vitruvius fail as they
must always fail. It is there that he may
develop that sense of reality that trans-
lated to his own field in terms of his own
work will lift him far above the realistic
in his art; there he will be inspired by
sentiment that will never degenerate to
sentimentality and he will learn to draw
with a surer hand the every-perplexing
line between the curious and the beauti-
ful.

A sense of the organic is indispensable
to an architect; where can he develop it
so surely as in this school? A knowledge
of the relations of form and function lies
at the root of his practice ; where else can
he find the pertinent object lessons Na-
ture so readily furnishes? Where can he
study the differentiations of form that
go to determine character as he can
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study them in the trees? Where can
that sense of inevitableness characteris-
tic of a work of art be quickened as it
may be by intercourse with nature in this
sense ?

Japanese art knows this school more
intimately than that of any people. In
common use in their language there are
many words like the word “edaburi,”
which, translated as near as may be,
means the formative arrangement of the
branches of a tree. We have no such
word in English, we are not yet suffi-
ciently civilized to think in such terms,
but the architect must not only learn to
think in such terms but he must learn in
this school to fashion his vocabulary for
himself and furnish it in a comprehensive
way with useful words as significant as
this one.

For seven years it was my good for-
tune to be the understudy of a grsat
teacher and a great architect, to my mind
the greatest of his time—Mr. Louis H.
Sullivan.

Principles are not invented, they are
not evolved by one man or one age, but
Mr. Sullivan’s perception and practice of
them amounted to a revelation at a time
when they were commercially inexpedient
and all but lost to sight in current prac-
tice. The fine art sense of the profession
was at that time practically dead; only
glimmerings were perceptible in the work
of Richardson and of Root.

Adler and Sullivan had little time to
design residences. The few that were
unavoidable fell to my lot outside of of-
fice hours. So largely, it remained for
me to carry into the field of domestic
architecture the battle they had begun in
commercial building. During the early
years of my own practice I found this
lonesome work. Sympathizers of any
kind were then few and they were not
found among the architects. I well re-
member how “‘the message” burned with-
in me, how I longed for comradeship un-
til I began to know the younger men and
how welcome was Robert Spencer, and
then Myron Hunt, and Dwight Perkins,
Arthur Heun, George Dean and Hugh
Garden. Inspiring days they were, I am
sure, for us all. Of late we have been
too busy to see one another often, but the

“New School of the Middle West” is be
ginning to be talked about and perhaps
some day it is to be. For why not the
same “Life” and blood in architecture
that is the essence of all true art?

In 1804, with this text from Carlyle
at the top of the page—“The Ideal
is within thyself, thy condition is but the
stuff thou art to shape that same Ideal
out of’—I formulated the following
“propositions.” I set them down here
much as they were written then, al-
though in the light of experience they
might be stated more completely and
succinctly.

I.—Simplicity and Repose are qualities
that measure the true value of any
work of art.

But simplicity is not in itself an end
nor is it a matter of the side of a barn
but rather an entity with a graceful
beauty in its integrity from which dis-
cord, and all that is meaningless, has
been eliminated. A wild flower is truly
simple. Therefore:

1. A building should contain as few
rooms as will meet the conditions
which give it rise and under which we
live, and which the architect should
strive continually to simplify ; then the
ensemble of the rooms should be care-
fully considered that comfort and util-
ity may go hand in hand with beauty.
Beside the entry and necessary work
rooms there need be but three rooms
on the ground floor of any house, liv-
ing room, dining room and kitchen,
with the possible addition of a “social
office”; really there need be but one
room, the living room with require-
ments otherwise sequestered from it
or screened within it by means of archi-
tectural contrivances.

2. Openings should occur as integral
features of the structure and form, if
possible, its natural ornamentation.

3. An excessive love of detail has
ruined more fine things from the stand-
point of fine art or fine living than any
one human shortcoming—it is hope-
lessly vulgar. Too many houses, when
they are not little stage settings or
scene paintings, are mere notion stores,
bazaars or junk-shops. Decoration is
dangerous unless you understand it
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thoroughly and are satisfied that it
means something good in the scheme
as a whole, for the present you are
usually better off without it. Merely
that it “looks rich” is no justification
for the use of ornament.

4. Appliances or fixtures as such are
undesirable. Assimilate them together
with all appurtenances into the design
of the structure.

5. Pictures deface walls oftener than
they decorate them. Pictures should
be decorative and incorporated in the
general scheme as decoration.

6. The most truly satisfactory apart-
ments are those in which most or all of
the furniture is built in as a part of the
original scheme considering the whole
as an integral unit.

II.—There should be as many kinds
(styles) of houses as there are kinds
(styles) of people and as many differen-
tiations as there are different individuals.
A man who has individuality (and what
man lacks it?) has a right to its expres-
sion in his own environment.

III.—A building should appear to grow
easily from its site and be shaped to har-
monize with its surroundings if Nature is
manifest there, and if not try to make it
as quiet, substantial and organic as She
would have been were the opportunity
Hers.*

We of the Middle West are living on
the prairie. The prairie has a beauty of its
own and we should recognize and accen-
tuate this natural beauty, its quiet level.
Hence, gently sloping roofs, low propor-
tions, quiet sky lines, suppressed heavy-
set chimneys and sheltering overhangs,
low terraces and out-reaching walls se-
questering private gardens.

IV.—Colors require the same conven-
tionalizing process to make them fit to
live with that natural forms do; so go to
the woods and fields for color schemes.
Use the soft, warm, optimistic tones of
earths and autumn leaves in preference
to the pessimistic blues, purples or cold
greens and grays of the ribbon counter;
they are more wholesome and better
adapted in most cases to good decoration.
—*I—;l_l“.;lis I had in mind the barren town lots

devoid of tree or natural incident, town houses
and board walks only in evidence.

V.—Bring out the nature of the mate-
rials, let their nature intimately into your
scheme. Strip the wood of varnish and
let it alone—stain it. Develop the nat-
ural texture of the plastering and stain
it. Reveal the nature of the wood, plas-
ter, brick or stone in your designs; they
are all by nature friendly and beautiful.
No treatment can be really a matter of
fine art when these natural characteristics
are, or their nature is, outraged or neg-
lected.

VI.—A house that has character stands
a good chance of growing more valuable
as it grows older while a house in the
prevailing mode, whatever that mode
may be, is soon out of fashion, stale and
unprofitable.

Buildings like people must first be sin-
cere, must be true and then withal as
gracious and lovable as may be.

Above all, integrity. The machine is
the normal tool of our civilization, give
it work that it can do well—nothing is of
greater importance. To do this will be to
formulate new industrial ideals, sadly
needed.

These propositions are chiefly interest-
ing because for some strange reason they
were novel when formulated in the face
of conditions hostile to them and because
the ideals they phrase have been prac-
tically embodied in the buildings that
were built to live up to them. The build-
ings of recent years have not only been
true to them, but are in many cases a
further development of the simple propo-
sitions so positively stated then.

Happily, these ideals are more com-
monplace now. Then the sky lines of our
domestic architecture were fantastic
abortions, tortured by features that dis-
rupted the distorted roof surfaces from
which attenuated chimneys like lean fin-
gers threatened the sky; the invariably
tall interiors were cut up into box-like
compartments, the more boxes the finer
the house; and ‘“Architecture” chiefly
consisted in healing over the edges of the
curious collection of holes that had to be
cut in the walls for light and air and to
permit the occupant to get in or out.
These interiors were always slaughtered
with the butt and slash of the old plinth
and corner block trim, of dubious origin,
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and finally smothered with horrible mil-
linery.

That individuality in a building was
possible for each home maker, or desir-
able, seemed at that time to rise to the
dignity of an idea. Even cultured men
and women care so little for the spiritual
integrity of their environment; except in
rare cases they are not touched, they sim-
ply do not care for the matter so long as
their dwellings are fashionable or as good
as those of their neighbors and keep them
dry and warm. A structure has no more
meaning to them esthetically than has
the stable to the horse. And this came to
me in the early years as a definite dis-
couragement. There are exceptions, and
I found them chiefly among American
men of business with unspoiled instincts
and untainted ideals. A man of this type
usually has the faculty of judging for
himself. He has rather liked the “idea”
and much of the encouragement this
work receives comes straight from him
because the “common sense” of the thing
appeals to him. While the “cultured” are
still content with their small chateaux,
Colonial wedding cakes, English affecta-
tions or French millinery, he prefers a
poor thing but his own. He errs on the
side of character, at least, and when the
test of time has tried his country’s de-
velopment architecturally, he will have
contributed his quota, small enough in
the final outcome though it be; he will
be regarded as a true conservator.

In the hope that some day America
may live her own life in her own build-
ings, in her own way, that is, that we
may make the best of what we have for
what it honestly is or may become, I have
endeavored in this work to establish a
harmonious relationship between ground
plan and elevation of these buildings,
considering the one as a solution and the
other an expression of the conditions of
a problem of which the whole is a pro-
ject. I have tried to establish an or-
ganic integrity to begin with, forming the
basis for the subsequent working out of
a significant grammatical expression and
making the whole, as nearly as I could,
consistent.

What quality of style the buildings may
possess is due to the artistry with which

the conventionalization as a solution and
an artistic expression of a specific prob-
lem within these limitations has been
handled. The types are largely a matter
of personal taste and may have much or
little to do with the American architec-
ture for which we hope.

From the beginning of my practice the
question uppermost in my mind has been
not “what style” but “what is style?” and
it is my belief that the chief value of the
work illustrated here will be found in the
fact that if in the face of our present day
conditions any given type may be treated
independently and imbued with the qual-
ity of style, then a truly noble architec-
ture is a definite possibility, so soon as
Americans really demand it of the archi-
tects of the rising generation.

I do not believe we will ever again
have the uniformity of type which has
characterized the so-called great “styles.”
Conditions have changed; our ideal is
Democracy, the highest possible expres-
sion of the individual as a unit not incon-
sistent with a harmonious whole. The
average of human intelligence rises stead-
ily, and as the individual unit grows
more and more to be trusted we will have
an architecture with richer variety in
unity than has ever arisen before; but the
forms must be born out of our changed
conditions, they must be true forms,
otherwise the best that tradition has to
offer is only an inglorious masquerade,
devoid of vital significance or true spir-

itual value.

The trials of the early days were many
and at this distance picturesque. Work-
men seldom like to think, especially if
there is financial risk entailed; at your
peril do you disturb their established pro-
cesses mental or technical. To do any-
thing in an unusual, even if in a better
and simpler way, is to complicate the sit-
uation at once. Simple things at that
time in any industrial field were nowhere
at hand. A piece of wood without a
moulding was an anomaly ; a plain wood-
en slat instead of a turned baluster a
joke; the omission of the merchantable
“grille” a crime; plain fabrics for hang-
ings or floor covering were nowhere to
be found in stock.

To become the recognized enemy of
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the established industrial order was no
light matter, for soon whenever a set of
my drawings was presented to a Chi-
cago mill-man for figures he would will-
ingly enough unroll it, read the archi-
tect’s name, shake his head and return it
with the remark that he was “not hunting
for trouble”; sagacious owners and gen-
eral contractors tried cutting out the
name, but in vain, his perspicacity was
rat-like, he had come to know ‘“‘the look
of the thing.” So, in addition to the spe-
cial preparation in any case necessary for
every little matter of construction and
finishing, special detail drawings were
necessary merely to show the things to be
left off or not done, and not only studied
designs for every part had to be made but
quantity surveys and schedules of mill
work furnished the contractors beside.
This, in a year or two, brought the archi-
tect face to face with the fact that the fee
for his service “established” by the Amer-
ican Institute of Architects was intended
for something stock and shop, for it
would not even pay for the bare drawings
necessary for conscientious work.

The relation of the architect to the eco-
nomic and industrial movement of his
time, in any fine art sense, is still an af-
fair so sadly out of joint that no one may
easily reconcile it. All agree that some-
thing has gone wrong and except the
architect be a plain factory magnate, who
has reduced his art to a philosophy of old
clothes and sells misfit or made-over-
ready-to-wear garments with commercial
aplomb and social distinction, he cannot
succeed on the present basis established
by common practice. So, in addition to
a situation already complicated for them,
a necessarily increased fee stared in the
face the clients who dared. But some did
dare, as the illustrations prove.

The struggle then was and still is to
make ‘“good architecture,” “good busi-
ness.” Tt is perhaps significant that in
the beginning it was very difficult to se-
cure a building loan on any terms upon
one of these houses, now it is easy to se-
cure a better loan than ordinary ; but how
far success has attended this ambition the
owners of these buildings alone can tes-
tify. Their trials have been many, but
each, I think, feels that he has as much

house for his money as any of his neigh-
bors, with something in the home in-
trinsically valuable besides, which will
not be out of fashion in one lifetime,
and which contributes steadily to his dig-
nity and his pleasure as an individual.

It would not be useful to dwell further
upon difficulties encountered, for it is the
common story of simple progression
everywhere in any field ; I merely wish to
trace here the “motif” behind the types.
A study of the illustrations will show that
the buildings presented fall readily into
three groups having a family resem-
blance ; the low-pitched hip roofs, heaped
together in pyramidal fashion, or present-
ing quiet, unbroken skylines; the low
roofs with simple pediments countering
on long ridges; and those topped with a
simple slab. Of the first type, the
Winslow, Henderson, Willits, Thomas,
Heurtley, Heath, Cheney, Martin, Little,
Gridley, Millard, Tomek, Coonley and
Westcott houses, the Hillside Home
School and the Pettit Memorial Chapel
are typical. Of the second type the
Bradley, Hickox, Davenport and Dana
houses are typical. Of the third, Atelier
for Richard Bock, Unity Church, the
concrete house of the Ladies’ Home
Journal and other designs in process of
execution. The Larkin Building is a
simple, dignified utterance of a plain,
utilitarian type with sheer brick walls and
simple stone copings. The studio is
merely an early experiment in “articula-
tion.”

Photographs do not adequately present
these subjects. A building has a presence
as has a person that defies the photog-
rapher, and the color so necessary to the
complete expression of the form is neces-
sarily lacking, but it will be noticed that
all the structures stand upon their foun-
dations to the eye as well as physically.
There is good, substantial preparation at
the ground for all the buildings and it is
the first grammatical expression of all the
types. This preparation, or watertable, is
to these buildings what the stylobate was
to the ancient Greek temple. To gain it,
it was necessary to reverse the estab-
lished practice of setting the supports of
the building to the outside of the wall and
to set them to the inside, so as to leave
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the necessary support for the outer base.
This was natural enough and good
enough construction but many an owner
was disturbed by private information
from the practical contractor to the effect
that he would have his whole house in the
cellar if he submitted to it. This was at
the time a marked innovation though the
most natural thing in the world and to
me, to this day, indispensable.

With this innovation established, one
horizontal stripe of raw material, the
foundation wall above ground,was elimi-
nated and the complete grammar of type
one made possible. A simple, unbroken
wall surface from foot to level of second
story sill was thus secured, a change of
material occuring at that point to form
the simple frieze that characterizes the
earlier buildings. Even this was fre-
quently omitted as in the Francis apart-
ments and many other buildings and the
wall was let alone from base to cornice or
eaves.

“Dress reform houses” they were
called, I remember, by the charitably dis-
posed. What others called them will
hardly bear repetition.

As the wall surfaces were thus simpli-
fied and emphasized the matter of fenes-
tration became exceedingly difficult and
more than ever important, and often I
used to gloat over the beautiful buildings
I could build if only it were unnecessary
to cut holes in them; but the holes were
managed at first frankly as in the Wins-
low house and later as elementary con-
stituents of the structure grouped in
rhythmical fashion, so that all the light
and air and prospect the most rabid
clinet could wish would not be too much
from an artistic standpoint; and of this
achievement I am proud. The groups are
managed, too, whenever required, so that
overhanging eaves do not shade them, al-
though the walls are still protected from
the weather. Soon the poetry-crushing
characteristics of the guillotine window,
which was then firmly rooted, became ap-
parent and, single-handed I waged a de-
termined battle for casements swinging
out, although it was necessary to have
special hardware made for them as there
was none to be had this side of England.
Clients would come ready to accept any

innovation but “those swinging win-
dows,” and when told that th=y were in
the nature of the proposition and that
they must take them or leave the rest,
they frequently employed “the other fel-
low” to give them something ‘“near,”
with the “practical” windows dear to
their hearts.

With the grammar so far established,
came an expression pure and simple, even
classic in atmosphere, using that much-
abused word in its best sense; implying,
that is, a certain sweet reasonableness of
form and outline naturally dignified.

I have observed that Nature usually
perfects her forms; the individuality of
the attribute is seldom sacrified; that is,
deformed or mutilated by co-operative
parts. She rarely says a thing and tries
to take it back at the same time. She
would not sanction the “classic” pro-
ceeding of, say, establishing an “order,”
a colonnade, then building walls between
the columns of the order reducing them
to pilasters, thereafter cutting holes in
the wall and pasting on cornices with
more pilasters around them, with the
result that every form is outraged, the
whole an abominable mutilation, as is
most of the the architecture of the Re-
naissance wherein style corrodes style
and all the forms are stultified.

In laying out the ground plans for
even the more insignificant of these
buildings a simple axial law and order
and the ordered spacing upon a system of
certain structural units definitely estab-
lished for each structure in accord with
its scheme of practical construction and
asthetic proportion, is practiced as an
expedient to simplify the technical diffi-
culties of execution, and, although the
symmetry may not be obvious always the
balance is usually maintained. The plans
are as a rule much more articulate than
is the school product of the Beaux Arts.
The individuality of the various functions
of the various features is more highly de-
veloped; all the forms are complete in
themselves and frequently do duty at the
same time from within and without as
decorative attributes of the whole. This
tendency to greater individuality of the
parts emphasized by more and more com-
plete articulation will be seen in the plans
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for Unity Church, the cottage for Eliza-
beth Stone at Glencoe and the Avery
Coonly house in process of construction
at Riverside, Illinois. Moreover, these
ground plans are merely the actual pro-
jection of a carefully considered whole.
The “architecture” is net “thrown up” as
an artistic exercise, a matter of elevation
from a preconceived ground plan. The
schemes are conceived in three dimen-
sions as organic entities, let the pictur-
esque perspective fall how it will. While,
a sense of the incidental perspectives the
design will develop is always present, I
have great faith that if the thing is right-
ly put together in true organic sense with
proportions actually right the picturesque
will take care of itself. No man ever
built a building worthy the name of
architecture who fashioned it in perspec-
tive sketch to his taste and then fudged
the plan to suit. Such methods produce
mere scene-painting. A perspective may
be a proof but it is no nurture.

As to the mass values of the buildings
the aesthetic principles outlined in propo-
sition III will account in a measure for
their character. .

In the matter of decoration the ten-
dency has been to indulge it less and less,
in many cases merely providing certain
architectural preparation for natural foli-
age or flowers, as it is managed in say,
the entrance to the Lawrence house at
Springfield. This use of natural foliage
and flowers for decoration is carried to
quite an extent in all the designs and, al-
though the buildings are complete with-
out this effloresence, they may be said to
blossom with the season. What architec-
tural decoration the buildings carry is not
only conventionalized to the point where
it is quiet and stays as a sure foil for the
nature forms from which it is derived
and with which it must intimately asso-
ciate, but it is always of the surface,
never on it. a

The windows usually are provided
with characteristic straight line patterns
absolutely in the flat and usually severe.
The nature of the glass is taken into ac-
count in these designs as is also the metal
bar used in their construction, and most
of them are treated as metal “grilles”
with glass inserted forming a simple

rhythmic arrangement of straight lines
and squares made as cunning as possible
so long as the result is quiet. The aim is
that the designs shall make the best of
the technical contrivances that produce
them.

In the main the ornamentation is
wrought in the warp and woof of the
structure. It is constitutional in the best
sense and is felt in the conception of the
ground plan. To elucidate this element
in composition would mean a long story
and perhaps a tedious one though to me
it is the most fascinating phase of the
work, involving the true poetry of con-
ception.

The differentiation of a single, certain
simple form characterizes the expression
of one building. Quite a different form
may serve for another, but from one
basic idea all the formal elements of de-
sign are in each case derived and held
well together in scale and character. The
form chosen may flare outward, opening
flower-like to the sky as in the Thomas
house ; another, droop to accentuate artis-
tically the weight of the masses; another
be non-committal or abruptly emphatic,
or its grammar may be deduced from
some plant form that has appealed to me,
as certain properties in line and form of
the sumach were used in the Lawrence
house at Springfield; but in every case
the motif is adhered to throughout so
that it is not too much to say that each
building esthetically is cut from one
piece of goods and consistently hangs
together with an integrity impossible
otherwise.

In a fine art sense these designs have
grown as natural plants grow, the indi-
viduality of each is integral and as com-
plete as skill, time, strength and circum-
stances would permit.

The method in itself does not of neces-
sity produce a beautiful building, but it
does provide a framework as a basis
which has an organic integrity, suscepti-
ble to the architect’s imagination and at
once opening to him Nature’s wealth of
artistic suggestion, ensuring him,a guid-
ing principle within which he can never
be wholly false, out of tune, or lacking
in rational motif. The subtleties, the
shifting blending harmonies, the ca-
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dences, the nuances are a matter of his
own nature, his own susceptibilities and
faculties.

But self denial is imposed upon the
architect to a far greater extent than
upon any other member of the fine art
family. The temptation to sweeten work,
to make each detail in itself lovable and
expressive is always great; but that the
whole may be truly eloquent of its ulti-
mate function restraint is imperative. To
let individual elements arise and shine at
the expense of final repose is for the
architect, a betrayal of trust for buildings
are the background or framework for the
human life within their walls and a foil
for the nature efflorescence without. So
architecture is the most complete of con-
ventionalizations and of all the arts the
most subjective except music.

Music may be for the architect ever
and always a sympathetic friend whose
counsels, precepts and patterns even are
available to him and from which he need
not fear to draw. But the arts are to-
day all cursed by literature; artists at-
tempt to make literature even of music,
usually of painting and sculpture and
doubtless would of architecture also,
were the art not moribund ; but whenever
it is done the soul of the thing dies and
we have not art but something far less
for which the true artist can have neither
affection nor respect. w

Contrary to the usual supposition this
manner of working out a theme is more
flexible than any working out in a fixed,
historic style can ever be, and the indi-
viduality of those concerned may receive
more adequate treatment within legiti-
mate limitations. This matter of indi-
viduality puzzles many ; they suspect that
the individuality of the owner and occu-
pant of a building is sacrificed to that of
the architect who imposes his own upon
Jones, Brown and Smith alike. An
architect worthy of the name has an in-
dividuality, it is true; his work will and
should reflect it, and his buildings will all
bear a family resemblance one to an-
other. The individuality of an owner is
first manifest in his choice of his archi-
tect, the individual to whom he entrusts
his characterization. He sympathizes
with his work; its expression suits him

and this furnishes the common ground
upon which client and architect may
come together. Then, if the architect is
what he ought to be, with his ready tech-
nique he conscientiously works for the
client, idealizes his client’s character and
his client’s tastes and makes him feel that
the building is his as it really is to such
an extent that he can truly say that he
would rather have his own house than

, any other he has ever seen. Is a portrait,

“

say by Sargent, any less a revelation of
the character of the subject because it
bears his stamp and is easily recognized
by any one as a Sargent? Does one lose
his individuality when it is interpreted
sympathetically by one of his own race
and time who can know him and his
needs intimately and idealize them; or
does he gain it only by having adopted
or adapted to his condition a ready-made
historic style which is the fruit of a seed-
time other than his, whatever that style

Pl
 may ber

The present industrial condition is con-
stantly studied in the practical applica-
tion of these architectural ideals and the
treatment simplified and arranged to fit
modern processes and to utilize to the
best advantage the work of the machine.
The furniture takes the clean cut,
straight-line forms that the machine can
render far better than would be possible
by hand. Certain facilities, too, of the
machine, which it would be interesting
to enlarge upon, are taken advantage of
and the nature of the materials is usu-
ally revealed in the process.

Nor is the atmosphere of the result in
its completeness new and hard. In most
of the interiors there will be found a
quiet, a simple dignity that we imagine
is only to be found in the “old” and it is
due to the underlying organic harmony,
to the each in all and the all in each
throughout. This is the modern oppor-
tunity—to make of a building, together
with its equipment, appurtenances and
environment, an entity which shall con-
stitute a complete work of art, and a
work of art more valuable to society as a
whole than has before existed because
discordant conditions endured for centur-
ies are smoothed away; everyday life
here finds an expression germane to its
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daily existence; an idealization of the
common need sure to be uplifting and
helpful in the same sense that pure air to
breathe is better than air poisoned with
noxious gases.

% . . . A . i
An artist’s limitations are his best

friends. The machine is here to stay. It
is the forerunner of the democracy that
i1s our dearest hope. There is no more
important work before the architect now
that to use this normal tool of civilization
to the best advantage instead of prostitut-
ing it as he has hitherto done in repro-
ducing with murderous ubiquity forms
born of other times and other conditions
and which it can only serve to destroy.
The exteriors of these structures will
receive less ready recognition perhaps
than the interiors and because they are
the result of a radically different concep-
tion as to what should constitute a build-
ing. We have formed a habit of mind
concerning architecture to which the ex-
pression of most of these exteriors must
be a shock, at first more or less disagree-
able, and the more so as the habit of mind
is more narrowly fixed by so called clas-
sic training. Simplicity is not in itself
an end; it is a means to an end. Our
asthetics are dyspeptic from incontinent
indulgence in “Frenchite” pastry. We
crave ornament for the sake of ornament;
cover up our faults of design with orna-
mental sensualities that were a long time
ago sensuous ornament. We will do well
to distrust this unwholesome and unholy
craving and look to the simple line; to
the clean though living form and quiet
color for a time, until the true signifi-
cance of these things has dawned for us
once more. The old structural forms
which up to the present time, have spelled
“architecture” are decayed. Their life
went from them long ago and new con-
ditions industrially, steel and concrete
and terra cotta in particular, are prophe-
sying a more plastic art wherein as the
flesh is to our bones so will the covering
be to the structure, but more truly and
beautifully expressive than ever. But
that is a long story. This reticence in the
matter of ornamentation is characteristic
of these structures and for at least two
veasons; first, they are the expression of

1

an idea that the ornamentation of a build-
ing should be constitutional, a matter of
the nature of the structure beginning
with the ground plan. In the buildings
themselves, in the sense of the whole,
there is lacking neither richness nor inci-
dent but their qualities are secured not
by applied decoration, they are found in
the fashioning of the whole, in which
color, too, plays as significant a part as it
does in an old Japanese wood block print.
Second ; because, as before stated, build-
ings perform their highest function in
relation to human life within and the nat-
ural efflorescence without; and to develop

, and maintain the harmony of a true

chord between them making of the build-
ing in this sense a sure foil for life, broad
simple surfaces and highly conventional-
ized forms are inevitable. These ideals
take the buildings out of school and
marry them to the ground; make them
intimate expressions or revelations of the
exteriors; individualize them regardless
of preconceived notions of style. I have
tried to make their grammar perfect in
its way and to give their forms and pro-
portions an integrity that will bear study,
although few of them can be intelli-
gently studied apart from their environ-
ment. So, what might be termed the
democratic character of the exteriors is
their first undefined offence—the lack,
wholly, of what the professional critic
would deem architecture; in fact, most
of the critic’s architecture has been left
out.

There is always a synthetic basis for
the features of the various structures,
and consequently a constantly accumu-
lating residue of formulae, which be-
comes more and more useful; but I do
not pretend to say that the perception or
conception of them was not at first intui-
tive, or that those that lie yet beyond will
not be grasped in the same intuitive way ;
but, after all, architecture is a scientific
art, and the thinking basis ‘will ever be
for the architect his surety, the final
court in which his imagination sifts his
feelings. . . .

The few draughtsmen so far associ-
ated with this work have been taken
into the draughting room, in every case
almost wholly unformed, many of them
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with no particular previous training,
and patiently nursed for years in the
atmosphere of the work itself, until,
saturated by intimate association, at an
impressionable age, with its motifs and
phases, they have become helpful. To
develop the sympathetic grasp of detail
that is necessary before this point is
reached has proved usually a matter of
years, with little advantage on the side
of the college-trained understudy. These
young people have found their way to
me through natural sympathy with the
work, and have become loyal assistants.
The members, so far, all told here and
elsewhere, of our little university of
fourteen years’ standing are: Marion
Mahony, a capable assistant for eleven
years; William Drummond, for seven
years; Francis Byrne, five years; Isabel
Roberts, five years; George Willis, four
years; Walter Griffin, four years; An-
drew Willatzen, three years; Harry
Robinson, two years; Charles E. White,
Jr., one year; Erwin Barglebaugh and
Robert Hardin, each one year; Albert
McArthur, entering.

Others have been attracted by what
seemed to them to be the novelty of the
work, staying only long enough to ac-
quire a smattering of form, then depart-
ing to sell a superficial proficiency else-
where. Still others shortly develop a
mastery of the subject, discovering that
it is all just as they would have done it,
anyway, and, chafing at the unkind fate
that forestalled them in its practice, re-
solve to blaze a trail for themselves
without further loss of time. It is urged
against the more loyal that they are sac-
rificing their individuality to that which
has dominated this work; but it is too
soon to impeach a single understudy on
this basis, for, although they will in-
evitably repeat for years the methods,
forms and habit of thought, even the
mannerisms of the present work, if
there is virtue in the principles behind
it that virtue will stay with them
through the preliminary stages of their
own practice until their own individuali-
ties truly develop independently. I have
noticed that those who have made the
most fuss about their “individuality” in
early stages, those who took themselves

most seriously in that regard, were in-
evitably those who had least.

Many elements of Mr. Sullivan’s per-
sonality in his art—what might be called
his mannerisms—naturally enough clung
to my work in the early years, and may
be readily traced by the casual observer;
but for me one real proof of the virtue
inherent in this work will lie in the
fact that some of the young men and
women who have given themselves up
to me so faithfully these past years will
some day contribute rounded individu-
alities of their own, and forms of their
own devising to the new school.

This year I assign to each a project
that has been carefully conceived in my
own mind, which he accepts as a specific
work. He follows its subsequent devel-
opment through all its phases in draw-
ing room and field, meeting with the
client himself on occasion, gaining an
all-round development impossible other-
wise, and insuring an enthusiasm and a
grasp of detail decidedly to the best in-
terest of the client. These privileges in
the hands of selfishly ambitious or over-
confident assistants would soon wreck
such a system; but I can say that among
my own boys it has already proved a
moderate success, with every prospect of
being continued as a settled policy in
future.

Nevertheless, I believe that only when
one individual forms the concept of the
various projects and also determines the
character of every detail in the sum
total, even to the size and shape of the
pieces of glass in the windows, the ar-
rangement and profile of the most in-
significant of the architectural members,
will that unity be secured which is the
soul of the individual work of art. This
means that fewer buildings should be
entrusted to one architect. His output
will of necessity be relatively small—
small, that is, as compared to the volume
of work turned out in any one of fifty
“successful offices” in America. I be-
lieve there is no middle course worth
considering in the light of the best fu-
ture of American architecture. With no
more propriety can an architect leave
the details touching the form of his con-
cept to assistants, no matter how sym-
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pathetic and capable they may be, than
can a painter entrust the painting in of
the details of his picture to a pupil; for
an architect who would do individual
work must have a technique well devel-
oped and peculiar to himself, which, if
he is fertile, is still growing with his
growth. To keep everything “in place”
requires constant care and study in mat-
ters that the old-school practitioner
would scorn to touch. . .

As for the future—the work shall
grow more truly simple; more expres-
sive with fewer lines, fewer forms; more
articulate with less labor; more plastic;
more fluent, although more coherent;
more organic. It shall grow not only to
fit more perfectly the methods and proc-
esses that are called upon to produce it,

but shall further find whatever is lovely
or of good repute in method or process,
and idealize it with the cleanest, most
virile stroke I can imagine. As under-
standing and appreciation of life ma-
tures and deepens, this work shall
prophesy and idealize the character of
the individual it is fashioned to serve
more intimately, no matter how inex-
pensive the result must finally be. It
shall become in its atmosphere as pure
and elevating in its humble way as the
trees and flowers are in their perfectly
appointed way, for only so can archi-
tecture be worthy its high rank as a fine
art, or the architect discharge the obli-
gation he assumes to the public—imposed
upon him by the nature of his own pro-
fession.
Frank Lloyd Wright.

EXHIBIT OF FRANK LLOYD WRIGHT AT THE CHICAGO ARCHITECTURAL CLUB, 1908.
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THE CAVSE OF ~
~ ARCHITECT VRE

SECOND PAPER

“STYLE, THEREF ORE, WILL BE THE MAN,
IT IS HIS. LET HIS FORMS ALONE”

BY FRANK LLOYD WRIGCHT

Nore.—In connection with the exhibition at the Chicago Art Institute of the Chi-
cago Architectural Club during April and May, there will be an individual exhibit by
Frank Lloyd Wright of the work done by him since his return from Europe. Some
of the subjects shown will be the drawings of the New Imperial Hotel at Tokio, the
Midway Gardens at Chicago, Lake Geneva Hotel, The Coonley Kindergartens, about
fifteen residences, also models and plates of the twenty-five story building in San Fran-
cisco, The Coonley Play House and the Midway Gardens and details of furniture
and special features of the building. The exhibit itself is to be in a separate room

and installed in a characteristic manner.

This second paper by Mr. Wright is a timely

supplement to the very notable exposition of the artist motives actuating his work,
which appeared in the Architectural Record in March, 1908.—Editor.

ATURE has made creat-
ures only; Art has
made men.” Never-
theless, or perhaps for
that very reason,
every struggle for
truth in the arts and
for the freedom that
should go with the
truth has always had
its own peculiar load
of disciples, neophytes

and quacks. The young work in archi-
tecture here in the Middle West, owing to
a measure of premature success, has for
some time past been daily rediscovered,
heralded and drowned in noise by this
new characteristic feature of its struggle.
The so-called “movement” threatens to™
explode soon in foolish exploitation of
unripe performances or topple over in
pretentious attempts to “speak the lan-
guage.” The broker, too, has made his
appearance to deal in its slender stock in
trade, not a wholly new form of artistic
activity certainly, but one serving to in-
dicate how profitable this intensive rush
for a place in the “new school” has be-
come.

Just at this time it may be well to re-
member that “every form of artistic ac-
tivity is not Art.”

Obviously this stage of development

was to be expected and has its humorous
side. It has also unexpected and dan-
gerous effects, astonishingly in line with
certain prophetic letters written by hon-
est “conservatives” upon the publication
of the former paper of 1908.

Although an utterance from me of a
critical nature is painful, because it must
be a personal matter, perhaps a seeming
retraction on my part, still all that ever
really happens is “personal matter”
and the time has come when forbearance
ceases to be either virtue or convenience.
A promising garden seems to be rapidly
overgrown with weeds, notwithstanding
the fact that “all may raise the flowers
now, for all have got the seed.” But the
seed has not been planted—transplanting
is preferred, but it cannot raise the need-
ed flowers.

To stultify or corrupt our architectural
possibilities is to corrupt our aesthetic
life at the fountain head. Her Archi-
tecture is the most precious of the sus-
ceptibilities of a young, constructive
country in this constructive stage of de-
velopment ; and maintaining its integrity
in this respect, therefore, distinctly a
cause.

When, twenty-one years ago, I took
my stand, alone in my field, the cause
was unprofitable, seemingly impossible,
almost unknown, or, if known, was, as
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a rule, unhonored and ridiculed—Mont-
gomery Schuyler was the one notable
exception to the rule. So swiftly do
things “come on” in this vigorous and
invigorating age that although the cause
itself has had little or no recognition, the
work has more than its share of attention
and has attracted to itself abuses seldom
described—never openly attacked—but
which a perspective of the past six years
will enable me to describe, as I feel they
must render the finer values in this work
abortive for the time being, if they do
not wholly defeat its aim. Many a sim-
ilar work in the past has gone prema-
turely to ruin owing to similar abuses—
to rise again, it is true, but retarded gen-
erations in time.

I still believe that the ideal of an or-
ganic* architecture forms the origin and
source, the strength and, fundamentally,
the significance of everything ever
worthy the name of architecture.

And I know that the sense of an or-
ganic architecture, once grasped, carries
with it in its very nature the discipline
of an ideal at whatever cost to self in-
terest or the established order.

It is itself a standard and an ideal.

And I maintain that only earnest art-
ist integrity, both of instinct and of in-
telligence, can make any forward move-
ment of this nature in architecture of
lasting value. .

The ideal of an organic architecture
for America is no mere license for doing
the thing that you please to do as you
please to do it in order to hold up the
strange thing when done with the “see-
what-I-have-made” of childish pride.
Nor is it achieved by speaking the fan-
cied language of “form and function”—
cant terms learned by rote—or prating
foolishly of “Progress before Prece-
dent”—that  unthinking, unthinkable
thing! In fact, it is precisely the total
absence of any conception of this ideal
standard that is made conspicuous by
this folly and the practices that go with
it. To reiterate the statement made in
1908 :

This ideal of an organic architecture

*By organic architecture I mean an architecture
that develops from within outward in harmony with
the conditions of its being as distinguished from one
that is applied from without.

for America was touched by Richardson
and Root, and perhaps other men, but
was developing consciously twenty-eight
years ago in the practice of Adler & Sul-
livan, when I went to work in their of-
fice. This ideal combination of Adler
& Sullivan was then working to produce
what no other combination of architects
nor any individual architect at that time
dared even preach—a sentient, rational
building that would owe its “style” to
the integrity with which it was individ-
ually fashioned to serve its particular
purpose—a ‘“‘thinking” as well as “feel-
ing” process, requiring the independent
work of true artist imagination—an ideal
that is dynamite, cap and fuse, in selfish,
insensible hands—personal ambition, the
lighted match.

At the expiration of a six year appren-
ticeship, during which time Louis Sulli-
van was my master and inspiration,
twenty-one years ago, I entered a field
he had not, in any new spirit, touched—
the field of domestic architecture—and
began to break ground and make the
forms I needed, alone—absolutely alone.

These forms were the result of a con-
scientious study of materials and of the
machine which is the real tool, whether
we like it or not, that we must use to
give shape to our ideals—a tool which at
that time had received no such artistic
consideration from artist or architect.
And that my work now has individual-
ity, the strength to stand by itself, hon-
ors Mr. Sullivan the more. The prin-
ciples, however, underlying the funda-
mental ideal of an organic architecture,
common to his work and to mine, are
common to all work that ever rang true
in the architecture of the world, and free
as air to any pair of honest young lungs
that will breathe deeply enough. But I
have occasion to refer here only to that
element in this so-called “new move-
ment” which I have characterized by
my own work and which should and, in
a more advanced stage of culture, would
be responsible to me for use or abuse of
the forms and privileges of that work.
Specifically, I speak only to that element
within this element, now beyond private
reach or control, ruthlessly characteriz-
ing and publicly exploiting the cause it
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does not comprehend or else that it can-
not serve.

Some one for the sake of that cause
must have some conscience in the matter
and tell’ the truth, Since disciples, neo-
phytes and brokers will not, critics do
not, and the public cannot—I will. I will
be suspected of the unbecoming motives
usually ascribed to any man who comes
to the front in behalf of an ideal, or his
own ; nevertheless, somehow, this incip-
ient movement, which it has been my life
work to help outfit and launch, must be
protected or directed in its course. An
enlightened public opinion would take
care of this, but there is no such opinion.
In time there will be; meantime good
work is being wasted, opportunities de-
stroyed or worse, architectural mort-
gages on future generations forged
wholesale: and in architecture they must
be paid with usurious interest.

The sins of the Architect are perma-
nent sins.

To promote good work it is necessary
to characterize bad work as bad.

Half-baked, imitative designs—ficti-
tious semblances—pretentiously put for-
ward in the name of a movement or a
cause, particularly while novelty is the
chief popular standard, endanger the
cause, weaken the efficiency of genuine
work, for the time being at least; lower
the standard of artistic integrity perma-
nently ; demoralize all values artistically;
until utter prostitution results. This
prostitution has resulted in the new work
partly, I have now to confess, as a by-
product of an intimate, personal touch
with the work, hitherto untried in the
office of an American architect; and
partly, too, perhaps, as one result of an
ideal of individuality in architecture,
administered in doses too strong, too
soon, for architectural babes and suck-
lings; but chiefly, I believe, owing to al-
most total lack of any standard of artist
integrity among architects, as a class, in
this region at least. Of ethics we hear
something occasionally, but only in re-
gard to the relation of architects to
each other when a client is in question—
never in relation to sources of inspira-
tion, the finer material the architect uses
in shaping the thing he gives to his

client. Ethics that promote integrity in
this respect are as yet unformed and the
young man in architecture is adrift in
the most vitally important of his experi-
ences, he cannot know where he stands
in the absence of any well-defined prin-
ciples on the part of his confreres or
his elders.

If T had a right to project myself in
the direction of an organic architecture
twenty-one years ago, it entailed
the right to my work and, so far as I
am able, a right to defend my aim. Also
—yet not so clearly—I am bound to do
what T can to save the public from unto-
ward effects that follow in the wake of
my own break with traditions. I delib-
erately chose to break with traditions
in order to be more true to Tradition
than current conventions and ideals in
architecture would permit. The more
vital course is usually the rougher one
and lies through conventions oftentimes
settled into laws that must be broken,
with consequent liberation of other
forces that cannot stand freedom. So
a break of this nature is a thing danger-
ous, nevertheless indispensable, to so-
ciety. Society recognizes the danger and
makes the break usually fatal to the man
who makes it. It should not be made
without reckoning the danger and sacri-
fice, without ability to stand severe pun-
ishment, nor without sincere faith that
the end will justify the means; nor do I
believe it can be effectively made with-
out all these. But who can reckon with
the folly bred by temporal success in a
country that has as yet no artistic stand-
ards, no other god so potent as that same
Success? For every thousand men na-
ture enables to stand adversity, she, per-
haps, makes one man capable of surviv-
ing success. An unenlightened public
is at its mercy always—the “success” of
the one thousand as well as of the one
in a thousand; were it not for the resist-
ance of honest enmity. society, nature
herself even, would soon cycle madly to
disaster. So reaction is essential to prog-
ress, and enemies as valuable an asset
in any forward movement as friends,
provided only they be honest; if intelli-
gent as well as honest, they are invalu-
able. Some time ago this work reached
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the stage where it sorely needed honest
enemies if it was to survive. It has had
some honest enemies whose honest fears
were expressed in the prophetic letters I
have mentioned.

But the enemies of this work, with an
exception or two, have not served it well.
They have been either unintelligent or
careless of the gist of the whole matter.
It fact, its avowed enemies have gener-
ally been of the same superficial, time
serving spirit as many of its present load
of disciples and neophytes. Nowhere
even now, save in Europe, with some few
notable exceptions in this country, has
the organic character of the work been
fairly recognized and valued—the char-
acter that is perhaps the only feature of
lasting vital consequence.

As for its peculiarities—if my own
share in this work has a distinguished
trait, it has individuality undefiled. It has
gone forward unswerving from the begin-
ning, unchanging, yet developing, in this
quality of individuality, and stands, as it
has stood for nineteen years at least, an
individual entity, clearly defined. Such
as it is, its “individuality” is as irrevoca-
bly mine as the work of any painter,
sculptor or poet who ever lived was ir-
revocably his. The form of a work that
has this quality of individuality is never
the product of a composite. An artist
knows this; but the general public, near-
artist and perhaps ‘‘critic,” too, may have
to be reminded or informed. To grant
a work this quality is to absolve it with-
out further argument from anything like
composite origin, and to fix its limita-
tions.

There are enough types and forms in
my work to characterize the work of an
architect, but certainly not enough to
characterize an architecture. Nothing to
my mind could be worse imposition than
to have some individual, even tempo-
rarily, deliberately fix the outward forms
of his concept of beauty upon the future
of a free people or even of a growing
city. A tentative, advantageous fore-
cast of probable future utilitarian devel-
opment goes far enough in this direction.
Any individual willing to undertake
more would thereby only prove his un-
fitness for the task, assuming the task

possible or desirable. A socialist might
shut out the sunlight from a free and
developing people with his own shadow,
in this way. An artist is too true an in-
dividualist to suffer such an imposition,
much less perpetrate it; his problems are
quite other. The manner of any work
(and all work of any quality has its
manner) may be for the time being a
strength, but finally it is a weakness;
and as the returns come in, it seems as
though not only the manner of this work
or its “clothes,” but also its strength in
this very quality of individuality, which
is a matter of its soul as well as of its
forms, would soon prove its undoing,
to be worn to shreds and tatters by fool-
ish, conscienceless imitation. As for the
vital principle of the work—the quality
of an organic architecture—that has
been lost to sight, even by pupils. But
I still believe as firmly as ever that with-
out artist integrity and this consequent
individuality manifesting itself in multi-
farious forms, there can be no great
architecture, no great artists, no great
civilization, no worthy life. Is, then,
the very strength of such a work as this is
its weakness? Is it so because of a false
democratic system naturally inimical to
art? or is it so because the commercial-
ization of art leaves no noble standards?
Is it because architects have less per-
sonal honor than sculptors, painters or
poets? Or is it because fine buildings
are less important now than fine pic-
tures and good books?

In any case, judging from what is ex-
ploited as such, most of what is begin-
ning to be called the “New School of the
Middle West” is not only far from the
ideal of an organic architecture, but get-
ting farther away from it every day.

A study of similar situations in the
past will show that any departure from
beaten paths must stand and grow in
organic character or soon fall leaving
permanent waste and desolation in final
ruin; it dare not trade long on wmere
forms, no matter how inevitable they
seem. Trading in the letter has cursed
art for centuries past, but in architecture
it has usually been rather -an impersonal
letter of those decently cold in their
graves for some time.
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One may submit to the flattery of im-
itation or to caricature personally; every
one who marches or strays from beaten
paths must submit to one or to both,
but never will one submit tamely to cari-
cature of that which one loves. Person-
ally, I, too, am heartily sick of being
commercialized and traded in and upon;
but most of all I dread to see the types I
have worked with so long and patiently
drifting toward speculative builders,
cheapened or befooled by senseless
changes, robbed of quality and distinc-
tion, dead forms or grinning originali-
ties for the sake of originality, an end-
less string of hacked carcasses, to en-
cumber democratic front yards for five
decades or more. This, however, is
only the personal side of the matter and
to be endured in silence were there any
profit in it to come to the future archi-
tecture of the “melting pot.”

The more serious side and the occa-
sion for this second paper is the fact
that emboldened or befooled by its meas-
ure of “Success,” the new work has been
showing weaknesses instead of the char-
acter it might have shown some years
hence were it more enlightened and dis-
creet, more sincere and modest, prepared
to wait, to wait to prepare.

The average American man or woman
who wants to build a house wants some-
thing different—‘‘something different” is
what they say they want, and most of
them want it in a hurry. That this is
the fertile soil upon which an undiscip-
lined “language speaking” neophyte may
grow his crop to the top of his ambition
is deplorable in one sense, but none
the less hopeful in another and more
vital sense. The average man of busi-
ness in America has truer intuition, and
so a more nearly just estimate of artistic
values, when he has a chance to judge
between good and bad, than a man of
similar class in any other country. But
he is prone to take that “something dif-
ferent” anyhow; if not good, then bad.
He is rapidly outgrowing the provincial-
ism that needs a foreign-made label upon
“Art,” and so, at the present moment,
not only is he in danger of being swin-
dled, but likely to find something pecu-
liarly his own, in time, and valuable to

him, if he can last. I hope and believe
he can last. At any rate, there is no way
of preventing him from getting either
swindled or something merely “differ-
ent”; nor do I believe it would be desir-
able if he could be, until the inorganic
thing he usually gets in the form of this
“something different” is put forward
and publicly advertised as of that char-
acter of the young work for which I
must feel myself responsible.

I do not admit that my disciples or
pupils, be they artists, neophytes or
brokeérs, are responsible for worse build-
ings than nine-tenths of the work done
by average architects who are ‘“good
school”—in fact, I think the worst of
them do better—although they some-
times justify themselves in equivocal po-
sitions by reference to this fact. Were
no more to come of my work than is
evident at present, the architecture of
the country would have received an im-
petus that will finally resolve itself into
good. But to me the exasperating fact
1s that it might aid vitally the great
things we all desire, if it were treated
on its merits, used and not abused. Sell-
ing even good versions of an original at
second hand is in the circumstances not
good enough. It is cheap and bad—de-
moralizing in every sense. But, unhap-
pily, I have to confess that the situation
seems worse where originality, as such,
has thus far been attempted, because it
seems to have been attempted chiefly for
its own sake, and the results bear about
the same resemblance to an organic arch-
itecture as might be shown were one to
take a classic column and, breaking it,
let the upper half lie carelessly at the
foot of the lower, then setting the cap-
ital picturesquely askew against the half
thus prostrate, one were to settle the
whole arrangement as some structural
feature of street or garden.

For worker or broker to exhibit such
“designs” as efforts of creative archi-
tects, before the ink is yet dry on either
work or worker, is easily done under
present standards with “success,” but
the exploit finally reflects a poor sort of
credit upon the exploited architect and
the cause. As for the cause, any growth
that comes to it in a “spread” of this
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kind is unwholesome. I insist that this
sort of thing is not “new school,” nor
this the way to develop one. This is
piracy, lunacy, plunder, imitation, adula-
tion, or what you will; it is not a devel-
oping architecture when worked in this
fashion, nor will it ever become one until
purged of this spirit; least of all is it
an organic architecture. Its practices
belie any such character,

“Disciples” aside, some fifteen young
people, all* entirely inexperienced and
unformed—but few had even college ed-
ucations—attracted by the character of
my work, sought me as their employer.
I am no teacher; I am a worker—but I
gave to all, impartially, the freedom of
my work room, my work and myself, to
imbue them with the spirit of the per-
formances for their own sakes, and with
the letter for my sake, so that they
might become useful to me; because the
nature of my endeavor was such that I
had to train my own help and pay cur-
rent wages while I trained them.

The nature of the profession these
young people were to make when they
assumed to practice architecture entails
much more careful preparation than that
of the “good school” architect; theirs is
a far more difficult thing to do techni-
cally and artistically, if they would do
something of their own. To my chagrin,
too many are content to take it “ready
made,” and with no further preparation
hasten to compete for clients of their
own. Now fifteen good, bad and indif-
ferent are practicing architecture in the
Middle West, South and Far West, and
with considerable “success.” In com-
mon with the work of numerous disci-
ples (judging from such work as has
been put forward publicly), there is a
restless jockeying with members, one
left off here, another added there, with
varying intent—in some a vain endeavor
to reindividualize the old types; in oth-
ers an attempt to conceal their origin,
but always—ad nauseam—the inevitable
reiteration of the features that gave the

_original work its style and individuality.

To find fault with this were unfair. It
is not unexpected nor unpromising ex-
cept in those unbearable cases where
badly modifie* inorganic results seem to

satisfy their authors’ conception of orig-
inality ; and banalities of form and pro-
portion are accordingly advertised in
haste as work of creative architects of a
“new school.” That some uniformity in
performance should have obtained for
some years is natural; it could not be
otherwise, unless unaware I had har-
bored marked geniuses. But when the
genius arrives nobody will take his work
for mine—least of all will he mistake my
work for his.

“The letter killeth.” In this young
work at this time, still it is the letter that
killeth, and emulation of the “letter” that
gives the illusion or delusion of “move-
ment.” There is no doubt, however, but
that the sentiment is awakened which
will mean progressive movement in time.
And there are many working quietly
who, I am sure, will give a good account
of themselves.

Meanwhile, the spirit in which this
use of the letter has its rise is important
to any noble future still left to the cause.
If the practices that disgrace and demor-
alize the soul of the young man in archi-
tecture could be made plain to him; if
he could be shown that inevitably equivo-
cation dwarfs and eventually destroys
what creative faculty he may possess—
that designing lies, in design to deceive
himself or others, shuts him out
absolutely from realizing upon his
own gifts—no matter how flattering his
opportunities may be—if he could realize
that the artist heart is one uncompromis-
ing core of truth in seeking, in giving or
in taking—a precious service could be
rendered him. The young architect who
is artist enough to know where he stands
and man enough to use honestly his pa-
rent forms as such, conservatively, until
he feels his own strength within him, is
only exercising an artistic birthright in
the interest of a good cause—he has the
character at least from which great
things may come. But the boy who steals
his forms—*“steals” them because he sells
them as his own for the moment of su-
perficial distinction he gains by trading
on the results—is no artist, has not the
sense of the first principles of the ideal
that he poses and the forms that he
abuses. He denies his birthright, an act
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characteristic and unimportant; but for
a mess of pottage, he endangers the
chances of a genuine forward movement,
insults both cause and precedent with an
astourlding insolence quite peculiar to
‘these matters in the United States, ruth-
lessly sucks what blood may be left in
the tortured and abused forms he cari-
catures and exploits—like the parasite
he is.

Another conditions as far removed
from creative work is the state of mind
of those who, having in the course of
their day’s labor put some stitches into
the “clothes” of the work, assume, there-
fore, that style and pattern are rightfully
theirs and wear them defiantly unre-
generate. The gist of the whole matter
artistically has entirely eluded them. This
may be the so-called “democratic” point
of view; at any rate it is the immemorial
error of the rabble. No great artist nor
work of art ever proceeded from that
conception, nor ever will,

Then there is the soiled and soiling
fringe of all creative effort, a type com-
mon to all work everywhere that meets
with any degree of success, although it
may be more virulent here because of
low standards; those who benefit by the
use of another’s work and to justify
themselves depreciate both the work and
worker they took it from—the type that
will declare, “In the first place, I never
had your shovel; in the second place, I
never broke your shovel; and in the
third place, it was broken when I got it,
anyway’’—the type that with more crafty
intelligence develops into the “coffin
worm.”  One of Whistler’'s “coffin
worms” has just wriggled in and out.

But underneath all, I am constrained
to believe, lies the feverish ambition to
get fame or fortune “quick,” character-
istic of the rush of commercial stand-
ards that rule in place of artist stand-
ards, and consequent unwillingness to
wait to prepare thoroughly.

“Art to one is high as a heavenly god-
dess; to another only the thrifty cow
that gives him his butter,” said Schiller;
and who will deny that our profession is
prostitute to the cow, meager in ideals,
cheap in performance, commercial in
spirit; demoralized by ignoble ambition?

A foolish optimism regarding this only
serves to perpetuate it. Foolish optimism
and the vanity of fear of ridicule or
“failure” are both friends of ignorance.

In no country in the world do disciples,
neophytes or brokers pass artist counter-
feit so easily as in these United States.
Art is commercialized here rather more
than anything else, although the arts
should be as free from this taint as re-
ligion. But has religion escaped?

So the standard of criticism is not only
low—it is often dishonest or faked some-
where between the two, largely manufac-
tured to order for profit or bias. Criti-
cism is worked as an advertising game,
traders’ instincts subject to the prevail-
ing commercial taint. Therein lies a rad-
ically evil imposition that harms the pub-
lic; that also further distorts, confuses
and injures values and promotes bad
work; that tends to render the integrity
of artist and commerce alike a stale and
unprofrtable joke, and to make honest
enemies even harder to find than honest
friends. The spirit of fair play, the en-
deavor to preserve the integrity of val-
ues, intelligently, on a high plane in or-
der to help in raising the level of the
standard of achievement in the country,
and to refrain from throwing the sense-
less weight of the mediocre and bad upon
it—all this is unhappily too rare among
editors. The average editor has a “con-
stituency,” not a standard. This constit-
uency is largely the average architect
who has bought the “artistic” in his arch-
itecture as one of its dubious and minor
aspects, or the sophisticated neophyte,
the broker and the quack, to whom print-
ers’ ink is ego-balm and fortune.

So until the standard is raised any plea
for artist integrity is like a cry for water
in the Painted Desert. As for compe-
tent criticism, the honest word of illu-
minating insight, where is it? Nothing
is more precious or essential to progress.
Where is the editor or critic not narrow
or provincial? Or loose and ignorant?
Or cleverly or superficially or cowardly
commercial? Let him raise this stand-
ard! Friend or foe, there is still a de-
mand for him even here; but if he did,
he would fail—gloriously fail—of “suc-
cess.”
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Is architecture, then, no longer to be
practiced as an art? Has its practice
permanently descended to a form of mere
“artistic activity”?

The art of architecture has fallen from
a high estate—lower steadily since the
Men of Florence patched together frag-
ments of the art of Greece and Rome
and in vain endeavor to re-establish its
eminence manufactured the Renaissance.
It has fallen—from the heavenly God-
dess of Antiquity and the Middle Ages
to the thrifty cow of the present day.
To touch upon these matters in this
country is doubly unkind, for it is to
touch upon the question of “bread and
butter” chiefly. Aside from the con-
scienceless ambition of the near artist—
more sordid than any greed of gold—
and beneath this thin pretense of the
ideal that veneers the curious compound
of broker and neophyte there lurks, I
know, for any young architect an ever
present dread of the kind of “failure”
that is the obverse of the kind of “suc-
cess” that commercialized standards de-
mand of him if he is to survive. Who-
soever would worship his heavenly god-
dess has small choice—he must keep his
eye on the thrifty cow or give up his
dream of “success”; and the power of
discrimination possessed by the cow
promises ill for the future integrity of
an organic architecture. The net result
of present standards is likely to be a poor
wretch, a coward who aspires preten-
tiously or theoretically, advertises clev-
erly and milks surreptitiously. There is
no real connection between aspiration
and practice except a tissue of lies and
deceit; there never can be. The young
architect before he ventures to practice
architecture with an ideal, today, should
first be sure of his goddess and then,
somehow, be connected with a base of
supplies from which he cannot be cut off,
or else fall in with the rank and file of
the “good school” of the hour. Any one
who has tried it knows this; that is, if
he is honest and is going to use his own
material as soon as he is able. So the
ever present economic question underlies
this question of artist integrity, at this
stage of our development, like quick-
sand beneath the footing of a needed

foundation, and the structure itself
seems doomed to shreds and cracks and
shores and patches, the deadening com-
promises and pitiful makeshifts of the
struggle to “succeed!” Even the cry for
this integrity will bind the legion to-
gether, as one man, against the crier and
the cry.

This is Art, then, in a sentimental De-
mocracy, which seems to be only another
form of self-same hypocrisy? Show me
a man who prates of such “Democracy”
as a basis for artist endeavor, and I will
show you an inordinately foolish egotist
or a quack. The “Democracy” of the
man in the American street is no more
than the Gospel of Mediocrity. When it
is understood that a great Democracy is
the highest form of Aristocracy conceiv-
able, not of birth or place or wealth, but
of those qualities that give distinction to
the man as a man, and that as a social
state it must be characterized by the hon-
esty and responsibility of the absolute
individualist as the unit of its structure,
then only can we have an Art worthy the
name. The rule of mankind by mankind
is one thing; but false “Democracy”’—
the hypocritical sentimentality politically
practiced and preached here, usually the
sheep’s clothing of the proverbial wolf,
or the egotistic dream of self-constituted
patron saints—is quite another thing.
“The letter killeth” ; yes, but more deadly
still is the undertow of false democracy
that poses the man as a creative artist
and starves him to death unless he fakes
his goddess or persuades himself, with
“language,” that the cow is really she.
Is the lack of an artist-conscience, then,
simply the helpless surrender of the
would-be artist to this wherewithal De-
mocracy with which a nation soothes it-
self into subjection? Is the integrity for
which I plead here no part of this time
and place? And is no young aspirant or
hardened sinner to blame for lacking it?
It may be so. If it is, we can at least be
honest about that, too. But what aspir-
ing artist could knowingly face such a
condition? He would choose to dig in
the ditch and trace his dreams by lamp-
light, on scrap paper, for the good of his
own soul—a sweet and honorable, if
commercially futile, occupation.
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It has been my hope to have inspired
among my pupils a personality or two to
contribute to this work, some day, forms
of their own devising, with an artistic
integrity that will help to establish upon
a firmer basis the efforts that have gone
before them and enable them in more
propitious times to carry on their prac-
tice with a personal gentleness, wisdom
and reverence denied to the pioneers who
broke rough ground for them, with a
wistful eye to better conditions for their
future.

And I believe that, cleared of the su-
perficial pose and push that is the inevit-
able abuse of its opportunity and its na-
ture, and against which I ung\-aciously
urge myself here, there will be found
good work in a cause that deserves hon-
est friends and honest enemies among
the better architects of the country. Let
us have done with “language” and unfair
use of borrowed forms; understand
that such practices or products are not
of the character of this young work.
This work is a sincere endeavor to es-
tablish the ideal of an organic architect-
ure in a new country ; a type of endeavor
that alone can give lasting value to any
architecture and that is in line with the
spirit of every great and noble precedent
in the world of forms that has come to
us as the heritage of the great life that
has been lived, and in the spirit of which
all great life to be will still be lived.

And this thing that eludes the disciple,
remains in hiding from the neophyte, and
in the name of which the broker seduces
his client—what is it? This mystery re-
quiring the catch phrases of a new lan-
guage to abate the agonies of the con-
vert and in the name of which ubiquitous
atrocities have been and will continue to
be committed, with the deadly enthusi-
asm of the ego-mania that is its plague?
First, a study of the nature of materials
you elect to use and the tools you must
use with them, searching to find the char-
acteristic qualities in both that are suited
to your purpose. Second, with an ideal
of organic nature as a guide, so to unite

these qualities to serve that purpose, that
the fashion of what you do has integrity
or is natively fit, regardless of precon-
ceived notions of style. Style is a by-
product of the process and comes of the
man or the mind in the process. The
style of the thing, therefore, will be the
man—it is his. Let his forms alone.

To adopt a “style” as a motive is to
put the cart before the horse and get
nowhere beyond the “Styles”—never to
reach Style.

It is obvious that this is neither ideal
nor .work for fakirs or tyros; for unless
this process is finally so imbued, in-
formed, with a feeling for the beautiful
that grace and proportion are inevitable,
the result cannot get beyond good en-
gineering.

A light matter this, altogether? And
yet an organic architecture must take
this course and belie nothing, shirk noth-
ing. Discipline! The architect who un-
dertakes his work seriously on these lines
is emancipated and imprisoned at the
same time. His work may be severe;
it cannot be foolish. It may lack grace;
it cannot lack fitness altogether. It may
seem ugly ; it will not be false. No won-
der, however, that the practice of archi-
tecture in this sense is the height of am-
bition and the depth of poverty!

Nothing is more difficult to achieve
than the integral simplicity of organic
nature, amid the tangled confusions of
the innumerable relics of form that en-
cumber life for us. To achieve it in any
degree means a serious devotion to the
“underneath” in an attempt to grasp the
nature of building a beautiful building
beautifully, as organically true in itself,
to itself and to its purpose, as any tree
or flower.

That is the need, and the need is de-
moralized, not served, by the same su-
perficial emulation of the letter in the
new work that has heretofore character-
ized the performances of those who start
out to practice architecture by selecting
and electing to work in a ready-made
“style.”
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1—THE ARCHITECT AND THE MACHINE

Tue MAcHINE is the architect’s tool—
whether he likes it or not. Unless he
masters it, the Machine has mastered him.

The Machine? What is the machine?

It is a factor Man has created out
of his brain, in his own image—to do
highly specialized work, mechanically,
automatically, tirelessly and cheaper than
human beings could do-it. Sometimes
better.

Perfected machines are startlingly like
the mechanism of ourselves——anyone may
make the analogy. Take any complete
mechanistic system and compare it with
the human process. It is new in the
world, not as a principle but as a means.
New but already triumphant.

Its success has deprived Man of his
old ideals because those ideals were re-
lated to the personal functions of hands
and arms and legs and feet.

For feet, we have wheels; for hands,
intricate substitutes; for motive power,
mechanized things of brass and steel
working like limited hearts and brains.

For vital energy, explosives, or ex-
pansives. A world of contrivance ab-
sorbs the inventive energy of the mod-
ern brain to a great extent and is gradu-
ally mastering the drudgery of the world.

The Machine is an engine of emanci-
pation or enslavement, according to the
human direction and control given it,
for it is unable to control itself.

There is no initiative will in machin-
ery. The man is still behind the mon-
ster he has created. 'The monster is help-
less but for him—

I have said monster—why not savior?

Because the Machine is no better than
the mind that drives it or puts it to
work and stops it.

Greed may do with it what it did with
slaves in “the glory that-was Greece and
the grandeur that was Rome”--only do

‘it multiplied infinitely. Greed in human

nature may now come near to enslaving
all humanity by means of the Machine—
so fast and far has progress gone with it.

This will be evident to anyone who
stops to study the modern mechanistic
Moloch and takes time to view it in its
larger aspects.

Well—what of it! In all ages man
has endured the impositions of power,
has been enslaved, exploited and mur-
dered by millions—by the initiative wills
back of arms and legs, feet and hands!

But there is now this difference—the
difference between a bow-and-arrow and
gun-powder. A man with a machine may
murder or enslave millions, whereas it
used to take at least thousands to mur-
der millions. And the man behind the
machine has nothing on his conscience.
He merely liberates an impersonal force.

What is true of the machine as a mur-
derer is just as true of it as a servant.

Which shall it be? It is for the crea-
tive-artist to decide—For no one else.
The matter is sociological and scientific
only in its minor aspects. It is primarily
a matter of using the machine to con-
serve life not destroy it. To enable
human beings to have life more abund-
antly. The use of the machine can not
conserve life in any true sense unless
the mind that controls it understands life

_and its needs, as life—and understands

the machine well enough to give it the
work to do that it can do well and uses
it to that end.

Every age and period has had its tech-
nique. The technique of the age or pe-
riod was always a matter of its indus-
trial system and tools, or the systems
and tools were a matter of its technique.
It doesn’t matter which. And this is
just as true to-day.

This age has its own peculiar—and,
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unfortunately, unqualified technique. The
system has changed. The Machine is
our normal tool.

America (or let us say Usonia—mean-
ing the Umited States—because Canada
and Brazil are America too)—Usonia is
committed to the machine and is machine-
made to a terrifying degree. Now what
has the mind behind and in control of
the machine done with it to justify its
existence, so far? What work suited
to its nature has been given it to do?
What, in the way of technique has been
developed by its use that we can say
really serves or conserves Life in our
country outside mere acceleration of
movement 7

Quantity production?—Yes. We have
ten for one of everything that earlier
ages or periods had. And it is worth so
far as the quality of life in it goes, less
than one-tenth of one similar thing in
those earlier days.

Outside graceless utility, creative life
as reflected in “things” is dead. We
are living on the past, irreverently mu-
tilating it in attempting to modify it—
creating nothing—except ten for one.
Taking the soul of the thing in the pro-
cess and trying to be content with the
carcass, or shell or husk—or whatever
it may be, that we have.

All Man-made things are worthy of
life. They may live to the degree that
they not only served utilitarian ends,
in the life they served but expressed the
nature of that service in the form they
took as things. That was the beauty in
them and the one proof of the quality of
life in those who used them. To do
this, love entered into the making of
them. Only the joy of that love that
gives life to the making of things proves
or disproves the quality of the civiliza-
tion that produced them.

See all the records of all the great
civilizations that have risen and fallen in
course of Time and you may see this
evidence of love as joy in the making of
their things. Creative artists—that is,
workmen in love with what they were
making for love cof it——made them live.
And they remain living after the human

beings whose love of life and their under-
standing of it was reflected in them,
are thousands of years dead. We study
them longingly and admire them lov-
ingly and might learn from them—the
secret of their beauty.

Do we?

What do we do with this sacred in-
heritance? We feed it remorselessly into
the maw of the Machine to get a hun-
dred or a thousand for one as well as it
can do it—a matter of ubiquity and ig-
norance—lacking all feeling, and call it
progress.

Our “technique” may therefore be said
to consist in reproduction, imitation,
ubiquity. A form of prostitution other
ages were saved from, partly because it
was foolish to imitate by hand the work
of another hand. The hand was not
content. The machine is quite content.
So are the millions who now have as
imitations bearing no intimate relation
to their human undersianding, things that
were once the very physiognomy of the
hearts and minds—say the souls of those
whose love of life they reflected.

We love life, we Usonians as much as
any people? Is it that we are now willing
to take it in quantity too—regardiess of
inferior quality and take all as something
canned—long ago?

One may live on canned food quite
well—But can a nation live a canned
life in all but the rudimentary animal
expressions of that life? Indefinitely?

Canned Poetry, Canned Music, Canned
Architecture, Canned Recreation. All
canned by the Machine.

I doubt it, although I see it going on
around me. It has its limits.

We must have the technique to put
our love of life in our own way into the
things of our life using for our tool the
machine to our own best advantage—or
we will have nothing living ia it all—
soon.

How to do it?

Well! How does any one master
tools? By learning the nature of them
and, by practice, finding out what and
how they do what they do best—for
one thing.
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Let architects first do that with the
Machine. Architects are or must be
masters of the industrial means of their
era. They are, or must be—interpreters
of the love of life in their era.

They must learn to give it expression
in the background for that life—little
by little, or betray their office. Either
that or their power as normal high-
priests of civilization in a Democracy will
never take its place where it is so badly
needed. To be a mason, plasterer, car-
penter, sculptor, or painter won’t help
architects much—now.

They may be passing from any integral
relation to life as their architecture, a
bad form of surface decoration superfi-
cially applied to engineering or buildings
would seem to indicate and their func-
tion go to something other and else. An
embarrassment of riches, in the antique,
a deadly facility of the moment, a poly-
glot people—the necessity of “‘ready-
made” architecture to clothe the naked-
ness of steel frames decently or fashion-
ably, the poisonous taste of the period;
these alibis have conspired with archi-
tects to land us where we all are at the
mercy of the Machine. Architects point
with pride to what has happened. I
can not—I sec in it nothing great—at
least nothing noble. It is as sorry waste
as riches ever knew. We have every rea-
son to feel ashamed of what we have to
show for our “selves” in any analysis
that goes below the skin.

A kind of skin disease is what most
architecture is now as we may view it
today. At least it never is organic. It has
no integrity except as a “‘composition.”
And modern artists, except architects,
ceased to speak of “composition’ long
ago.

Fortunately, however, there is a grow-
ing conviction that architecture is some-
thing not in two dimensions—but with
a third and that third dimension in a
spiritual sense may be interpreted as the
integral quality in the thing or that qual-
ity that makes it integral.

The quality of life in man-made
“things” is as it is in trees and plants and
animals, and the secret of character in
them which is again “style” is the same.
It is a materialization of spirit.

To put it baldly—Architecture shirks
the machine to lie to itself about itself
and in itself, and we have Architecture
for Architecture’s sake. A sentimental
absurdity. Such “Architecture,” being
the buildings that were built when men
were ‘workmen—and materials and tools
were otherwise—instead of recognizing
Architecture as a great living Spirit be-
hind all that—a living spirit that left
those forms as noble records of a seed
time and harvest other than ours, thrown
up on the shores of Time, in passing.
A Spirit living still only to be denied and
belied by us by this academic assertion of
ours that they are that spirit. Why make
so foolish an assertion? I have asked
the question in many forms of many
architects in many places and always had
to answer myself. For there is no philo-
sophy back of the assertion ether than a
denial or a betrayal—that will hold to-
gether. Instead there is a doctrine of
Expediency fit only for social oppor-
tunists and speculative builders or
“schools.” There is no other sense in it.

The Machine does not complain—It
goes on eating it all up and crying con-
tinually for more.

Where i1s more coming from? We
have already passed through nearly every
discovered “period” several times for-
ward and gone backward again, to please
the “taste” of a shallow present.

It would seem, now, time to take the -

matter seriously as an organic matter
and study its vitals—in a sensible way.
Why not find out what Nature is in

* this matter. And be guided by Principles

rather than Expedients? It is the young
man in architecture who will do this.
It is too late for most successful prac-
titioners of today to recover from their
success. These essays are addressed to
that young man.
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