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CAMERA WORK: An illustrated quarterly magazine devoted to

Photography and to the activities of the

Photo-Secession. Published and edited by
Alfred Stieglitz. Associate Editors: Joseph T. Keiley, Dallett Fuguet,
J. B. Kerfoot, Paul B. Haviland. Subscription price, Eight Dollars (this
includes fee for registering and special packing) per year; foreign
postage, Fifty Cents extra. All subscriptions begin with Current Number.
Back numbers sold only at single-copy price and upward. Price for single
copy of this number at present, Four Dollars. The right to increase the
price of subscription without notice is reserved. All copies are mailed at
the risk of the subscriber; positively no duplicates. The management binds
itself to no stated size or fixed number of illustrations, though subscribers
may feel assured of receiving the full equivalent of their subscription. Ad-
dress all communications and remittances to Alfred Stieglitz, 1111 Madison
Avenue, New York, U. S. A. The Japan tissue proofs in this number by
The Manhattan Photogravure Company; all the other reproductions by
F. Bruckmann Verlag. Arranged and printed at the printing house of
Rogers & Company, New York. Entered as second-class matter December
23,1902, at the post-office at New York, N. Y., under the act of Congress
of March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1912, by Alfred Stieglitz. This issue, No.
39, is dated July, 1912.
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THE SUN HAS SET

A RT is dead.
Its present movements are not at all indications of vitality; they
are not even the convulsions of agony prior to death; they are the
mechanical reflex action of a corpse subjected to a galvanic force.

Yes, Art is dead. It died when the atmosphere which was necessary for
its life became rarefied and exhausted. It died when pure faith died; when
the passive fear of the unknown disappeared; when religious hope was dissi-
pated. It died when the positivistic spirit proclaimed that Art was no longer
necessary to humanity; when it convinced humanity that Science and not
Art was the solver of the great riddles of the Sphinx. Pagan Art died when
the gods died, and when God was suppressed, Christian Art died.

In the sociological movement of modern times, the principle of authority
was substituted for that of individualism. Now individualism is being re-
placed by the principle of fraternity.

What relation can exist between these principles of sociologic science, and
pure Art? Everything in the universe is linked, and Art is but one of the
manifestations of the thought of an epoch, one of its facets. If it be true to
say that every people gets the government that it deserves, then it is also true
to say that every epoch develops its own particular Art.

The principle of authority founded the life of Nations on the rock of
faith. In Religion, this faith showed itself as content to accept without
guestioning its dogmas. In Politics, it took the form of a superstitious
respect for tradition. And in both Religion and Politics it was a subjection
to force as a system.

That is why, during the long period of the Middle Ages, physical force
took refuge in the Castle, and moral force or civilization found its home in
the Monastery.

There, within the narrow limits of the Monastery, all intellectual and
manual activities, the soul and the body of Art, found themselves. Paganism
being dead, the new religion took upon itself the charge of maintaining and
giving new vigor to the plastic arts.

Latin architecture was succeeded by Roman architecture, and this was
followed by the Gothic. Raoul Glaber, a famous Benedictine from Bour-
gogne, explains how the architectural transformations permitted by the
churches were not imposed by a material necessity, but were the outcome of
the new idea that had appeared, compared with which the old seemed to be
out of date.

This principle of authority prevailed in all its power until the appearance
of Luther, who, unconsciously, sowed the seed of individualism.

It would seem that the principle of individualism ought to have killed
inspiration, since it tends to eliminate the conception of the ideal. But this
did not take place because the elimination did not occur. The Reformation
was neither Atheist nor Rationalist. Luther, Calvin and Zwingli, appear to
be as fanatic as the Pontiffs, Bishops and inquisitors of Catholicism. It was
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Hindu and Cambodian idols, and of the religious paintings of the earliest
Catholics? Picasso and his followers, the Cubists, do they not endeavor to
be the spiritual and morphological reincarnations of the savages of Africa?

Each one of these pretended discoverers of artistic truth, moved by
egotism, imposes himself upon us as an apostle of a new art, so new that
they claim to be of the future. They gather pupils among the not incon-
siderable human group, which in all epochs, has its nervous system affected,
predisposed to all fanaticism, easily infected by anything, provided it is
extravagant. Those were the people who, in the Middle Ages, produced and
spread the intellectual epidemics known by the names of “Theomania,”
“ Demonopathia,” and “ Demonolatry,” etc., and who, in modern art, produce
and propagate the epidemics, no less pernicious, of “ Naive-Mania,” *“ Pri-
mitivolatry,” and “ Savageopathy.”

And these latter-day possessed ones, in their psychic dislocation, present
to us Mother Eve, with the proportions and under the aspect of a Congolian
fetish symbolism of the horrible, created to frighten and banish the powers
of Evil; or of a reclining Venus, with the anatomy of the Mayan Chacmol.

Those who suffer from Naive-Mania, or from Primitivology, boast of
taking in art the same attitude as does the child. | believed it to be so until
I had the opportunity of seeing the recent Exhibition of Children’s Work
in the Galleries of the Photo-Secession. The study of these works convinced
me how unjustified are these pretensions.

Modern psychology admits the principle that the less filled the brains
are with knowledge, the more deeply the impression it receives penetrates.
That is why the impressions received in childhood are the deepest, and last
the longest. That is also why the work of children is always impressive.

Form, in the abstract, has for the child, and the savage, a psychical sig-
nificance which disappears with familiarity with things.

The child in producing his works, or in reproducing his sensations, does
not use his reflective faculties. It works in an unconscious way, hence its
extraordinary spontaneity. It keeps the remembrance of the emotion it feels,
but it does not study the manner in which to express it. It is satisfied to
express it and does not aspire to do more. Children’s spontaneity compels them
to express only that which has impressed them most in the form, and that is
what appears in their works in the first place, and, indeed, that only is what
appears.

Can we consider the works produced by children as works of art? |If
we demand that a work of art contain the element of imagination and the re-
sult of the operation of the reflective faculties, then the work of children is
not a work of art. The direct rendering of an impression without giving it
a mental significance, cannot, in my opinion, constitute a genuine work of
art. The work of children is the product of only one of the principal elements
of art—intense perception. This intensity of perception blinds them to the
element of beauty, a sentiment generated by education. Form always suffers
deformation in their brains. Children’s works always carry in them the spirit
of ugliness.
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ability. All this is meaningless to the individual appreciator. It is, alas, not
only Matisse they do not understand. Nearly all pioneers of eminence share
that fate. Nor is there any harm in opposition. A blank smooth surface can
have no blemishes; any corrugation and discoloration can lend it a character
of its own.

Matisse is the logical sequence of art events. Modern art is tame and
frangible. It rarely vibrates with personal magnetism, solely with color.
Painters are too busy with the conquest of technique. A paysage intime, or
ladies sitting on a piazza represent the pinnacles of visual expoliation. If it
attempts more, it generally becomes grossly illustrative. It is all grace of
movement, charm of fancy, felicity of expression, the ideals of the bourgeoisie.
Glance for a moment at the Old Masters, at a Tintoretto, Ribera, Rubens,
Goya, just to mention a few. What a contrast! One can persuade oneself that
some of their paintings were painted by them with fleeting eyes and foaming
mouths. They show the flotsam of the soul; mental upheavals—the miry
understrata of the soul.

It is not so much the expression of human passion as the product of pas-
sion itself. Matisse comes from the same lineage. Tainted as his art is with
affectation, it has all been lived through, and deeply felt. He is a man who
has knowledge and who expounds it with a tremendous force. His work
glows as if fresh from the crucible. What you or I, or the public thinks of it,
what does that matter? Art justifies its own ends. It isof no importance what-
soever whether you or | understand this whim of transforming the face and bust
of a plain looking girl into a caricature, and thence into a skeletonized enigma
of their most characteristic structural traits. That the public has a right to
demand certain things from an artist, as lucidity, ethical dignity, for instance,
is a most foolish and sorrowful contention. The artist is his own master.
The public patronizes not out of any love for art (with the exception of ex-
ceptional connoisseurs perhaps) but merely because it is fond of luxuries,
pastime and sport. What right then has it to dictate? All it has a right to
expect is that the artist is a producer who possesses the inborn or acquired
gift to express a vision of beauty to others. Art is the outcome of a mood of
inspiration. Inspiration is sustained by strength. Creation demands vigor
and endurance, reliance upon one’s own resources and impregnability against
interference from outside. The artist who is so valiantly equipped takes no
heed of the public, nor even of his fellow artists. He smashes and kicks in the
doors of tradition. He exerts the Faustrecht of superior mentality. His
conviction will neither break nor yield. He looms in rugged outlines and
gorgeous color by the sheer magnificence of his self-assurance. Buoyed up by
the conviction that he lives to accomplish a great task he works—happy
mortall—because he likes the work. He sets himself a problem and tries to
solve it for himself. He struggles and experiments—not necessarily to im-
prove his art—but to develop it, to make it more and more, no matter how
tentative and confused it may look to the beholder, the expression of his visual
appreciation of beauty, from the angle of which he regards the manifestations
of life, the one thing which is of value to him and possibly may be to others.
It is what he feels and must say, and what he manages to say. And that is
all that an artist can do. Sadakichi Hartmann.
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things its own paradox, of that endless flowing-away and simultaneous re-
appearance of all visible things. His too, too substantial universe does
verily thaw and resolve itself into a shadowy monster before his suddenly
awakened perceptions, and, agape, he finds himself a hungry speck of dust in
that great gale of matter which blows steadily through the world of time.
How rotten now the underpinnings of his House of Life! How abysmal that
fundament of void over which he so lately frolicked!

The myriad trivial disappointments of the year-round are the little nails
that cleave the temples of Expectation. In Disappointment the will of man
stands face to face with his mocker, with the sneering, prankish god that has
in secret fabricated the arrows of intent and so blunted their heads that they
will stick nowhere. This god of merry deviltries peeps at us in that hour of
baffled purpose and asks with a kind of counterfeit grimness: “ How now,
Earth-whiffet! where is thy whim?” Was he not the soul of that laugh of
Mephisto—the chuckle of insight, of prevision—hidden in the scented garden
when Faust and Marguerite decreed in joy their own everlasting pain?

All the ills of mankind can be traced to the idealizing instinct, to that
ineradicable romanticism that crowns the ass and calls it “My lord,” that
calls a plain latrine a marvellous palace, sees in sewage-vents something of
“divine purpose,” that labels beautiful those cosmic processes that are in
reality the most obvious in their malignity—flower-covered traps that, with
exquisite irony, swallow up finally all the petty princelings of Kingdom
Come, the idealists themselves. They are the sickly victims of a psychic
glamour, a thaumaturgic light streaming out of endless pasts, the dupes of that
endless becoming that bears on its crest the mystic ironic phosphors.

Benjamin De Casseres.

THE WATER-COLORS OF JOHN MARIN

ODAY, where every third artist one meets professes to be the chosen
T savior of art it is gratifying to find a man who permits his work alone

to speak for him. So unusual is this reticence in these days of loudly

and oft reiterated theories and little achievement that its possessor is
very apt to be overlooked and passed by in the din and turmoil of self-adver-
tising that each day proclaims a new Messiah. And so accustomed have we
become to the ranting rhetoric of these self-crucified martyrs to the cause of
the Inflated Ego, that we pay little or no heed to any man who does not ex-
hibit, together with his “ art,” the gaping wounds and the crown of thorns,
once the authentic certificates of the man of genius, now usurped together with
the mantles of the prophets of old by every fledgling of art.

For it cannot be denied that the men who make what today is known as
modern art are no less busy imposing themselves on the world as the great
Rejected Ones, crucified on the cross of poverty and neglect, than they are in
producing imperishable masterpieces cast in the ancient moulds of those pre-
artistic days when art was the synthesized expression of a nation’s spiritual
status. The voice of him that crieth in the wilderness is now heard on every
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street corner at the noon hour when the audience is the largest, and “Ich und
Cezanne” is the text of the new gospel. And it has become almost axiomatic
that wherever the voice is loudest in acclaiming the New there the obligation
to the OId is heaviest, and that he who is full of theories is seldom full of any-
thing else.

The complete absence of all such extraneous bids for notoriety is the dis-
tinguishing mark of John Marin and therefore it should surprise no one to find
that his art is the expression of a very personal point of view. It harks back
neither to Egyptian nor Coptic, to Japanese or Fijian, nor is it the distorted
reflection of diligent researches in the hieratic art of a dim past. Radical, in
that it is intensely individual, his art propounds no revolutionary message.
Its only excuse for being is the eternal one of the artist’s joy in his work, in-
spired by the world about him. This he shares as much with the first man
whose soul was thrilled by the spectacle of the dawn as with him who first
made manifest in terms of art something of the poetry and majesty of night.

Man'’s first inarticulate cry of ecstasy was the birth of poetry, and in the
admiring eye of the primitive lay latent the soul of the artist. This is the link
that binds the past to the present and every man who has accomplished any-
thing in the arts finds herein his true relationship. Marin is no exception to
this rule, and for that very reason his work appears more truly modern than
all the products of the anxious seekers after originality who have forever cut
themselves off from the living by burrowing in the dust bins of the dead.

Practicing an art as ancient as the pyramids, whose mortuary chambers
were embellished with mural decorations executed in water-color, John Marin
has carried the use of this medium a little farther than any practitioner of
aquarelle that I know of. | say this with a full knowledge of the work of
Ruskin, Turner, Zorn, Sargent, Winslow Homer, and Whistler, to mention
only the most brilliant exponents of water-color painting in modern times.
Of all these Whistler alone is at all comparable to Marin at his best. In certain
of his water-colors, such as the “ Chelsea Shops,” “ Nocturne— Amsterdam in
Snow” and notably the interior of “ Moreby Hall,” Whistler's method is much
the same as that employed today by Marin, only Marin has carried it to a
point where few will dare to follow. Like Whistler, Marin’s water-colors are
synthetic, suggestive and stimulating to a degree seldem met with in any other
man. They repel or attract according to the imaginative power of the spec-
tator. The literal minded find nothing but absurdity in them, as though the
flights of a man’s soul may not be as reasonable as that of an aeroplane.

These water-colors of Marin’s are eloquent with the ardour of an intense
admiration of the universe. They are the ample, overflowing enthusiasms of
his soul expressed in large, simple gestures that indicate the broad expanses of
green fields, of rolling hills and flower-strewn meadows as bits of gleaming beauty
instead of as botanical or topographical charts, and his mountains have such
bigness and grandeur as are but rarely met with away from their awe-impelling
presence. In these highly synthesized impressions of nature form has been
most knowingly summarized, producing the effect rather than the appearance
of reality. In several instances, such as the “ Mountains and Clouds in Tyrol,”
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THE EXHIBITION OF CHILDREN’'S DRAWINGS

frequenters of the Little Galleries may have asked themselves. Is

there really any deeper meaning attached to them and do they bear
any relation to the works of art that have during the last few years been
shown in the gray little chamber at Fifth Avenue?

Most visitors had to admit that these infantile excursions into the realm
of form and color were of peculiar interest. The selection was carefully made
from a raft of material; but it was not this discrimination which made the
exhibition worthy of special consideration. Children’s drawings, even the
crudest, generally contain some note of interest. The exhibition at this
particular place and time was like a commentary on modern art ideas, it
recalled some elemental qualities that art has lost and which might do much,
if attainable at all, to imbue it with a fresh and exquisite virility. How does
a child manage in a few lines, rapidly and easily scrawled down, to represent a
man on horseback or indicate a landscape! They may be caricatures, traves-
ties, ludicrous nonsense, if you like, but they are neither shallow nor insincere.
And despite being contortions and misstatements of facts they contain any
amount of allusions, happy touches, notes of keen and sympathetic observa-
tion which even prodigious memory and vast learning could not render more
satisfactorily.

With the majority of grown up folks the pursuit of art is an engrossing
occupation. It leaves but few opportunities for real pleasure. Children draw
without a special purpose. There is no responsibility prompting the per-
formance, and no concession to make. It is purely an amusement, the pleasure
of a moment. They reveal themselves without hesitancy. They do not
attempt to flatter or idealize. Fond of startling contrast and glaring colors
they see things vividly and express them strongly, genuinely, without subter-
fuge. And the honest humble toil of these little draughtsmen to put the
plainness of appearances into calligraphic epigrams is due to the purity and
alertness of their vision. Every new object they encounter, every incident of
life they witness is an event full of curiosity and wonder. Every new record
on their retina amounts to a conquest. Wherever they look, life is a book of
revelations, and their faces turn with unwonted expression and eager expect-
ancy. They are romanticists by force of this fervency to receive impressions;
adventures in reach of some golden fleece, even if it is only a stick of candy,
the thin sheet poster of the coming circus, or an apple purloined from a neigh-
bor’s yard.

Not that they are absolutely free. Routine and conventions are also
darkening child life, and honesty of selection in regard to their pictorial efforts
is not possible even at this early stage. Parental influence, pedantic advice
of the drawing teacher, or reminiscences and reflections from illustrations seen
in picture books and magazine creep unconsciously into their compositions.
Nor are their efforts devoid of the influences of tradition. They represent art
in an embryonic state; a Japanese child draws entirely different than an
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D. Lloyd in the Evening Post:

Mr. Stieglitz has arranged an exhibition of children’s work in the galleries of the Photo-
Secession, No. 291 Fifth Avenue. Drawings, water colors, and pastels by little masters aged two
to eleven have been selected with an eye for variety of style and habits of expression. Mr.
Stieglitz was impressed with the dictum of some of the radical painters who have formerly
graced his walls that the artist should look out upon his world with the eyes of a child. Ob-
viously impossible, said the pragmatical Mr. Stieglitz, unless you are a child. This was so true
that it seemed worth testing. Now nobody is sure whether Mr. Stieglitz is making game of the
radicals or not, and even he may not be quite certain about it. Altogether a terrible state of
affairs! Meanwhile, the childish drawings make an extraordinarily delightful show. If any
one ever before had the thought of grouping the work of several children side by side and noting
the individuality betrayed therein, we have failed to hear of it. The idea would be a fruitful
theme for sermonizing; but a visit to the exhibition has somewhat the effect that the visits of
Christmas, past, present, and to come, had upon Scrooge.

Mr. Harrington in the N. Y. Herald:

Every goose was a swan when we were young, but what is the object which Alice Campbell
drew in the pride of her two years and six months’ apprenticeship to life. Her drawing is on the
line at the exhibition of the drawings and paintings of children of from two to eleven years of
age which is being held in that nursery of genius, the rooms of the Photo-Secession, No. 291
Fifth avenue.

Mr. Alfred Stieglitz, who is the foster parent of artistic possibilities in this country, had
longed to know if the post-impressionists, the followers of Matisse and such, really were child-
like in their attitude toward picture making.

Miss Alice Campbell, only two and a half years old, drew a curly looking thing which
seemed to have an eye. It is designated as a swan going over the waves. It might be one of
any number of things, but this is the official verdict. Alice in this painter land grew further
away from the aboriginal idea as she grew older, and when she was eight she had lost much of
the freshness of her style. Now, at the age of eleven, she paints just like an academician. So
does the baleful influence of the old fashioned art blight and destroy.

There is a realistic representation of a pushcart in charge of a swarthy son of Hellas, and
strange to relate, the infantile mind has featured most the signs denoting the number of cents
required to buy apples and oranges.

One of the young artists saw a painting by Mr. Max Weber and made one just like it—
only better. Others got glimpses of deep orange ships floating on seas of indigo blue.

Mr. Stieglitz has room for only a few of the work, and already he has stacks of infantile art,
some of it made with match sticks or crayon on wrapping paper. Fond parents are still bringing
in sheaves of the achievements of their prodigies. The exhibition is of interest as showing how
children untrammeled by tradition would really paint and draw.

In the N. Y. Sun:

Alfred Stieglitz has carried out his idea of an exhibition of drawings by children, and these
drawings are now shown at the Photo-Secession Galleries. They are the work of children who
have had no instruction whatever. The age of the eldest child represented is eleven years and
that of the youngest is three years. Such an exhibition is of peculiar interest just now, when
apropos of the post-impressionist movement, one hears so much of the naive and childlike atti-
tude in art, and the necessity of freeing art from sophistication and dogma. Remarkably decora-
tive are some of these attempts, and from the naive freshness and beauty of these drawings one
may draw many a text, both artistic and psychologic.

Elizabeth Luther Carey in N. Y. Times:

At the galleries of the Photo-Secession we have come down to the real thing at last. Draw-
ings by children ranging from two years old to eleven are hung on the walls, and we are invited
to note the decorative tendency of the young idea and the significant simplicity of the essential
line of a swan with water rippling about. That, at least, is our reading of the rapid hieroglyph.
Others have seen in it the essential line of a nose with a beard rippling below it, but we cling to
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our own interpretation. Another drawing wears an aspect similar to that of a certain London
"bus driver famed in exhibition circles. Another shows ornamental foliage dripping darkly
across a well-spaced composition with a clear light sky.

We feel slight temptation to maudle over the young genius displayed, but unquestionably
there are striking evidences of clear-headed analysis and efficient syntheses. Perhaps it is the
guality of youth to drive straight at the main problem and miss everything else in this direct
pursuit. It is most refreshing to cut across the landscape thus speedily, but there is joy also in
the loitering of middle age. Mr. Stieglitz is very kind to us, providing these frequent fillips to
our interest. There is no one else in New York who strikes quite the same note; it sounds to us
shrill and piercing above the heavy rhythms of the avenue.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS

The illustrations in this number ofcamera W ork are devoted to the work
of Mr. Paul B. Haviland; Mr. John Marin; Senor Manolo; Mr. H. Mortimer
Lamb; and Mr. Marius De Zayas.

In the six photogravures representing the work of Mr. Paul B. Haviland,
an ardent and devoted member of the Photo-Secession, we present to the
readers of camera W ork oOne of the younger photographers whose work de-
serves attention. Mr. Haviland began working in photography many years
ago, when he was scarcely more than a boy; but it is only in recent years that
he has devoted himself more seriously to his art. He first attracted public
attention—like Mr. Struss whose work we reproduced in the last number of
Camera W ork—in the Open Section of the Albright Gallery Exhibition at
Buffalo in November, 1910. The gravures have been made directly from the
original negatives (8 x 10 and 4 x 5).

The * Portrait Group,” by Mr. H. Mortimer Lamb, of Toronto, was made
directly from Mr. Lamb’s original (11 x 14) negative. Mr. Lamb, is an en-
gineer and photographer. He, like Mr. Haviland, is an enthusiast in all
matters pertaining to art.

In the color reproductions of two of Mr. Marin’s water-colors an attempt
is made to give those readers of camera W ork, Who have not had the privilege,
of seeing that artist’s original paintings, an opportunity to form some idea of
Marin’s most characteristic work. Although the reproductions made by F.
Bruckmann Verlag, of Munich, under Direktor Goetz’s personal supervision,
are quite remarkable as interpretations, still, they, at best, give but a sug-
gestion of the originals.

The two Manolo drawings also reproduced by Bruckmann are repre-
sentative work of a most talented young Spanish sculptor now living in Paris.
An exhibition of his bronzes and drawings has been planned for the Photo-
Secession Gallery.

“L’Accoucheur d’'ldees,” the last Plate in this book, is a photogravure
reproduction of Mr. De Zayas’ caricature of a leading member of the Photo-
Secession. The original drawing is in charcoal and is 22 x 28 inches. The
gravure, as well as the others in this issue, has been executed by the Man-
hattan Photogravure Company. The Company has done its work well.
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LIFE AND DEATH: LITTLE VIRGINIA MYERS, SIX-YEAR-OLD
DAUGHTER OF MR. AND MRS. JEROME MYERS, HAS STIRRED IN ME
AGAIN THAT DISTURBING SENSE OF BEAUTY WHICH IS THE ESSENCE
OF LIFE.

SHE IS AN EXQUISITE DANCER, UNTAUGHT AND CONSCIOUSLY
ARTISTIC. SHE DANCES SPONTANEOUSLY TO CLASSICAL MUSIC, OR TO
ANY IDEA, HOWEVER EXPRESSED, WHICH SUGGESTS RHYTHM TO HER
IMAGINATION. HER DANCES ARE HER OWN, THE EXPRESSION OF HER
OWN NATURE, WHICH IS BOTH THAT OF A CHILD AND THAT OF AN
ADULT. WHEN I SAW HER DANCE THE OTHER DAY, IN HER FATHER’S
STUDIO, | HAD THE FEELING THAT SHE HAD NO AGE OR SEX, BUT A
SINGULARLY MATURE ARTISTIC SENSE, ONE THAT HAD FORMED ITSELF
FREELY BUT PERFECTLY, RECOGNIZED ITS OWNIJOY AND ITS OWN LAW.

AND | THOUGHT OF AN ARTICLE | WROTE LAST WEEK CALLED “THE
DANCE,” IN WHICH | SUGGESTED HOW THE SPONTANEOUS INSTINCT IN
CHILDREN FOR DRAWING AND FOR DANCING IS OFTEN CRUSHED OUT
BY CONVENTIONAL AND MECHANICAL INSTRUCTION. SO I WAS DE-
LIGHTED WHEN | FOUND THAT THIS CHARMING LITTLE ARTIST IS NOT
BEING TAUGHT AT ALL.

HER FATHER, WHO IS AN ARTIST HIMSELF, AND HER MOTHER TREAT
LITTLE VIRGINIA WITH WISE RESPECT AND A KIND OF TOUCHING
HUMILITY. ALL THEY TRY TO DO IS TO ENCOURAGE THE LITTLE
GIRL TO BE HER OWN LOVELY SELF; TO PUT HER IN THE RIGHT EN-
VIRONMENT FOR HER NATURE TO FLOWER. THEY ARE SEDULOUSLY
AVOIDING ANY ATTEMPT TO HAVE HER FOLLOW THEIR IDEAS OR THOSE
OF ANYBODY ELSE. IN A SENSE, THEIR ATTITUDE TOWARD HER IS
RELIGIOUS. THEY REGARD HER AS TOO DIVINE A THING FOR THEM
TO TRIFLE WITH EVEN IN THAT SERIOUS SPIRIT WHICH MOST PARENTS
CALL “DUTY.”

WHEN | SAW VIRGINIA DANCE, THE SPIRAL OF LIFE AGAIN ASCEND-
ED RAPIDLY FOR ME AND | FELT THAT EXHILARATING BUT AT THE
SAME TIME SAD ENHANCEMENT WHICH IS THE ESSENCE OF LIFE
AND THEREFORE OF ART. THE SADNESS AS WELL AS THE BEAUTY IS
THAT OF LIFE INTENSELY REALIZED.

SHORTLY AFTER | SAW THE LITTLE GIRL DANCE | READ AN INTER-
VIEW WITH KENYON COX IN THE TIMES ON THE RECENT MUCH-
TALKED-OF ART EXHIBITION AT THE ARMORY. THIS ARTICLE GAVE
ME THAT COLD COMPRESSION, THAT DEPLETION OF LIFE, WHICH IS
THE ESSENCE OF DEATH. AND I THOUGHT OF HIS SPIRIT AND THAT
OF LITTLE VIRGINIA AS DIRECT OPPOSITES—DEATH AND LIFE.

COX REPRESENTS UNINSPIRED AUTHORITY, TECHNICAL BUT NOT
IMAGINATIVE LAW, AND A BRAIN UNILLUMINED BY THE INSTINCT FOR
BEAUTY. ARTISTS RECOGNIZE THAT COX'S PAINTINGS ARE FAITHFUL
AND INTELLIGENT REPLICAS OF INSTITUTIONAL RULES AND REGULA-
TIONS. BUT THEY ARE SINGULARLY LACKING IN BEAUTY. HE IS FOND
OF PAINTING THE NUDE, BUT ON HIS CANVASES THE NUDE IS SIMPLY



THE NUDE. HE DOES NOT SPIRITUALIZE THE NUDE BY GIVING AN
EMOTIONAL OR IMAGINATIVE ATTITUDE TOWARD IT. IN LIFE THE
NUDE IS BEAUTIFUL TO THE EYE OF THE POET OR THE ARTIST BECAUSE
OF THE INTERPRETATION GIVEN IT BY THE POET OR THE ARTIST—
BECAUSE OF THE MEANING GIVEN IT. BUT COX TAKES ALL BEAUTY
FROM THE NUDE OF LIFE. HE KILLS THE NUDE. IT IS THE DEATH
OF THE NUDE.

IN HIS ARTICLE HE CRITICIZES MATISSE—SAYS THAT SOME OF HIS
WORK IS LIKE THE DRAWINGS “OF A NASTY BOY.”

TO ME SUCH A CRITICISM IS INCOMPREHENSIBLE—OR WORSE.
MATISSE GETS HIS EFFECT, HIS “ENHANCEMENT,” THROUGH HIS LINE,
WHICH IS SINGULARLY ALIVE. NOW, THERE ARE SOME PERSONS WHO
THINK THERE IS ONLY ONE SOURCE OF EMOTION—CRUDE SEX. IT
IS MY GUESS THAT MR. COX, FEELING EMOTION FROM MATISSE'SLINE,
ATTRIBUTES SEX AS THE CAUSE, AS HE IS PERHAPS NOT SENSITIVE TO
THE EXCITEMENT OF ABSTRACT OR PURE SPIRITUALITY.

THERE IS MUCH LEGITIMATE DOUBT OF MATISSE, BUT CRITICISM
OF HIM ON THE GROUND OF “NASTINESS” IS UNSPEAKABLY DIS-
TRESSING.

BUT THE MOST DEATH-DEALING PART OF MR. COX’'S REMARKS IS
WHAT HE SAYS ABOUT RODIN’S LATER DRAWINGS. HE CALLS THE
RODIN DRAWINGS IN THE METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART “A CA-
LAMITY. THEY HAVE MADE PEOPLE TRY TO SEE WHAT DOES NOT
EXIST.”

IF SHAKESPEARE HAD NOT BEEN ACCEPTED AS A GREAT POET, MR.
COX WOULD NOT HAVE SEEN THE BEAUTY OF ONE OF SHAKESPEARE’S
LAST AND MOST BEAUTIFUL PLAYS—*THE TEMPEST.” THAT SO-CALLED
PLAY IS AN EXHALATION, A BREATH OF PURE BEAUTY, DONE BY A
MASTER WHO DID NOT NEED TO OBTRUDE THIS TECHNIQUE, NOR
EMPHASIZE THE RULES OF THE DRAMA, NOR GIVE “BONE,” NOR GIVE
“REALITY.” HE GAVE US WHAT “DOES NOT EXIST.” HE MADE US
SEE THE BEAUTY OF WHAT MR. COX WOULD CALL THE NON-EXISTENT.

RODIN'S RECENT DRAWINGS ARE PURE BEAUTY. THEY ARE THE
BREATH, THE EXHALATION, THE SPIRITUAL EXHALATION OF AN OLD
MASTER WHO IS SET FREE FROM STRUCTURE IN THE OBVIOUS SENSE,
WHO IS SO MUCH THE MASTER OF HIS TECHNIQUE THAT HE IGNORES
ALL OF IT EXCEPT THAT WHICH IS ESSENTIAL TO EXPRESS HIS PU E
LYRICISM. O

COX'S FAILURE TO FEEL THE BEAUTY OF THE RODIN DRAWINGS
PROVES TO ME THAT THE HIGHEST PART OF HIM IS DEAD. HE HAS
A GOOD CRITICAL TRAINING AND HAS WHAT IS CALLED LOGIC BY
THOSE WHO LACK UNDERSTANDING. THIS IS THE WORST FORM OF
DEATH, BECAUSE IT HAS AUTHORITY TO PUT ITS COLD, FORBIDDING
FINGER ON THE INSTINCT FOR BEAUTY AND FOR THE HIGHER LIFE.

HUTCHINS HAPGOOD.



If the print Is worth
making, it's worth mak-
Ing on

VELOX

The Velox Book tells you how.
Free at your dealers or by mail.

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY,
ROCHESTER, N. Y.

All Dealers.






YOUR PRINTS ON JAPANESE TISSUE

WILL POSSESS MORE ARTISTIC
ATTRACTION —ESPECIALLY IF
THE MASSES HAVE DEPTH AND
SOFTNESS,AND THE HIGHLIGHTS
CRISP, SPARKLING LIFE—THAN IF
PRINTED ANY OTHER WAY

ARTATONE

A SENSITIZED HAND - MADE
JAPANESE TISSUE THAT PRINTS
IN DAYLIGHT AND DEVELOPS IN
HYPO AND WATER. GIVES RICH
SEPIA AND BROWN EFFECTS
WITHOUT RE -DEVELOPING.
ASK YOUR DEALER, ORWRITE TO
US FOR FURTHER INFORMATION

SOLE TRADE AGENTS

HERBERT & HUESGEN

SPECIALISTS IN

BINDINGS FOR
CAMERA WORK

AS DESIGNED BY
MESSRS. ALFRED STIEGLITZ
AND EDUARD J. STEICHEN

High-class Binding of all descrip-
tions. Photographs Mounted and
Bound in Album Form, etc., etc.

OTTO KNOLL

73a LEXINGTON AVENUE, NEW
YORK, N. Y. Telephone 1810 Plasa

THINGS
311 MADISON AVENUE,

COMPANY

PHOTOGRAPHIC
NEW YORK CITY

Neutral Art Papers
and Boardsfor Photo-
Mounts

Lhe Seymour Company
/6 Duane Street, New York



FOR THE OCCASIONRBRRINT
THAT LENDS VARIETY

KODAK

VELVET GREEN

PAPER

Not all, but many of your
negatives are suitable to the
beautiful carbon green effects pro-
duced by this paper. Itworks in
every way like Velox except that
It prints by daylight.

Try a package of Velvet Green

Post Cards for the vacation
remembrances.

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY,

ROCHESTER, N.Y.
All Dealers.



Brilliant
IHlumination

Brilliant illumination is
characteristic of Indepen-
dence Day and of the pho-
tographs taken then, if you
use a Tessar Lens. Even
in weak light on agrey day
you can get a wonderfully
satisfactory result with this
wonderful lens.

Its unusual power of
gathering and transmitting
light gives it four times the
speed of an ordinary lens.
The most difficult subjects,
whether a fleeting smile or
a racing motorcycle, are
not too difficult for a

Bausch and Lo Zeiss

Tessar Lens

Its exceptional speed, precise optical corrections,
perfect flatness of field, uniformly sharp definition

'EH E superior Quality of and brilliant illumination make it the best all-around
-L Bausch & Lomb lenses, mic- ) ) .
roscopes, fieldglasses, laboratory lens for action subjects, portraits or landscapes.

apparatus, engineering and

?r:zerprsocdlaréttllﬂgfInnse}ralilr;enstsiktlys The reserve power of a Tessar is truly remarkable.

Years' Experience. On ordinary occasions it will accomplish more than
you expect, and when great speed is necessary, a
Tessar will meet the demand. It will catch the

swiftest things in motion.

Booklet 44-H describing the best lens for each par-
ticular purpose, will interest you. Write for it today.

Also ask your dealer.

Bausch & Lomb Optical Co.

NEW YORK WASHINGTON SAN FRANCISCO

CHICAGO
tonoon ROCHESTEI, NY. mankrorT



The 1A Graflex

HE iA Graflex combines all the exclusive Graflex features with
film simplicity and convenience. It is equipped with the Graflex
Focal Plane Shutter for making exposures from “ time” to i-iooo ofa
second. The image can be seen right side up, the size it will appear in the
negative, up to the instant of exposure.
The i A Graflex takes the regular daylight loading Kodak Film Car-
tridge for pictures 22 x 4% inches.

PRICES
iA  Graflex fitted with B. & L. Zeiss Tessar, Series Ic, No.
L4, H - D et enens $100.50
iA Graflex fitted with Cooke Lens Series IlI, No. 207, f-4.5 101.50
iA Graflex fitted with Zeiss Kodak Anastigmat, No. 2, f-6.3 82.00

Graflex Catalog free at your dealer’s, or

FOLMER & SCHWING DIVISION
EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY
ROCHESTER NEW YORK



ROGERS & COMPANY
Makers of Illustrated Catalogues and Booklets
Printers of Camera Work
9 Murray Street

Jt. New York

Telephone 6640 Barclay

The Manhattan
Photogravure
Company

B R
Get a copy of our 1912
catalogue of Cooke M ort

anastigmats and Cylex ReprOdUCtionS,
Double anastigmats. CatalogS

Professional and com-
mercial photographers HH

cannot afford to miss it.

Write today or ask 142 West 27th Street

your dealer. New York

Ay L o iT j4 o0 3 s o 3 C 9

i E ] i J
1135 Broadway, New York Telephone, 2193 Madison Square



Actual size of the new camera
with anastigmat lens for

$28

Premoette Jr. Special

A marvelously compact camera, suited for work of the highest
grade. Fitted with Zeiss Kodak Anastigmat lens— the anastigmat
made expressly for hand camera work, combining speed, depth and
definition in a remarkable degree.

The shutter is the Kodak Ball Bearing, the finder is a direct view, the pictures are
2H x 3\a in size, and their quality is as good as can be had with any size camera at
any price. The camera is richly finished with genuine Persian Morocco covering, black

bellows and nickeled fittings. It is the finest, most efficient, handsomest small camera
you ever saw.

Complete description with many other Premos in the Premo Summer Book,
which may be had free at the dealer’s or direct from us.

Rochester Optical Division, Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester,N.Y.



pictures

Mounted

W ith*
HIGGINS’
PHOTO

MOUNTER

Established G E o} F . o}
1873

MAKER OF

and Reproductions Framed with Artistic Judgment.

Paterson, N. J., U. S. A.

Have an excellence peculiarly their
own. The best results are only
produced by the best methods and
means—the best results in Photo-
graph, Poster, and other mounting
can only be attained by using the
best mounting paste—

HIGGINS PHOTO MOUNTER

(Excellent novel brush with each jar.)

At Dealers in Photo Supplies,
Artists’ Materials and Stationery.

A 3-0z. jar prepaid by mail for thirty cts.
or circulars free from

CHAS. M. HIGGINS & CO., Mfrs.

NEW YORK—CHICAGO—LONDON

Main Office, 271 Ninth St. Brooklyn,
Factory, 240=244 Eighth St.J N. Y., U.S.A.

Telephone
7484 Bryant

FINE FRAMES
274 Madison Avenue, New York

N PREPARING

photo-engraved plates, the Royle
machines have conclusively proven
their value. They are to be found
in engraving centers the world
over in both large and small estab-
lishments. Only good machines
could satisfy so wide a demand.

Write for catalog
JOHN ROYLE & SONS

Photo-Engravers’ Machinery



The SIMPLIFIED DEVELOPMENT AGENT
for PHOTOGRAPHIC PAPERS

EASY TO USE

TOZOL requires only the addition of sodas,
bromide and wood alcohol to make a
stock solution of developer.

QUALITY OF RESULTS

TOZOL produces results equal to any COM=
BINATION of developing agents.

THE ECONOMY OF IT
TOZOL costs less— goes further.

THE PRICE

1 oz. bottle - $ 2
wlb 1'(7%
| 2.5

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY,
ROCHESTER, N.Y.

All Dealers.



She has Confidence in

The Kodak Film Tank Way

It's a pleasure for there’s no dark=room, no stained
fingers, no muss, and best of all, no uncertainty. Film
TanK results are always better, for the negatives are
clean, crisp and free from finger marks and fog. They
make better prints too.

Take a Kodak Film Tank on that vacation trip.

The Experience is in the Tank.

EASTMAN KODAK CO,,
All Dealers ROCHESTER, N.Y.



GOLRZ s synonymous with Qual |ty

Quality above all is sought for by readers of “Camera Work”

Lens Quality—above all—photographers will find in every
lens bearing the name:

GOERZ

The Dagor is the best all-around lens in the market: speed
sufficient for most work; wonderful covering power; per-
fect definition; back combination may be used as a long-
focus lens.

The Celor is especially adapted for high-speed work. The par
excellence lens for color work.

GOLRZ lenses can be fitted to any and all makes of cameras:
Ansco, Century, Graflex, any Kodak, Premo, Poco, Reflex,
or Seneca. Have your dealer order one for you for a
ten days’ free trial.

C. P. Goerz American Optical Co.
Office and Factory:317t0 323 E 34th St, NGW YOI’k

Dealers’ Distributing Agencies : For Middle West, Burke &
James, Chicago; Pacific Coast, Hirsch & Kaiser, San Francisco;
Canada, R. F. Smith, Montreal

Send 6 cents for new Catalogue, or get one free at your dealers.

GOLRZ is synonymous with Quallty












The best medmms of artxsnc expresswn]

The papers that bear the dlstmgmshmg

Z marK of quahty

EAST‘VIAN KODAK COMP: A.NY’
ROCHESTER, N, Y.
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