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“STYLE, THEREFORE, L WILL BE THE MAN,
IT IS HIS. LET HIS FORMS ALONE"

BY FRANK LLOYD WRICHT

Note.—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

‘B;o nic architecture I mean an architecture
that develops from within outward In harmony with

the conditions of its being as distinguished from one
that s applied from without.
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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, | entered a field
he had not, in any new spirit, touched—
the field of domestic architecture—and

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. T 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
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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 I 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 I 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 fto 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
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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 becausc 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 lomg on mere
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

w his crop to the top of his ambition
1s 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
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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
brokers, 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
is 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 nausecam—the inevitable
reiteration of the fcatures that gave the
original work its style and individuality.
To find fault with this were unfair. It
is not unexpecied nor unpromising ex-
cept in those unbearable cases where
badly modifie* inorganic results seem to
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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 | 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 secking, 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 h-
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
astounding 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—Ilike 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, |
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 belicve, 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?
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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
unprofitable 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
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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 T 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
copdition? 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 ungraciously
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
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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.”



