In the CAUSE OF ARCHITECTURE

4
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1—THE ARCHITECT AND THE MACHINE

Tre MacHINg s 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, tirclessly 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 principie but as a means.
New but already triumphant.

Tts 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? 1t 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.
Tt 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 United 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

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 of 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 achine is quite content.
So are the millions who now have as
imitations bearing no intimate relation
to their human understanding, 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—regardless of
mferior 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 T sée 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 in 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 arc 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 engincering 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. 1
can not—I see in it nothing great—at
least nothing noble. Tt 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. Tt has
no integrity except as a ‘“‘composition.”
And modern artists, except architeots,
ceased to speak of “composition” long
ago.

Fortunately, however, there is a grow-
ing conviction that architecture js 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.

RECORD.

The quality of Iife 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—mstead 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? 1 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 2!l up and crying con-
tinually for more,

Where is 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? Tt 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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