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Introduct�on

What thoughtful man has not been perplexed by problems relat�ng to
art?
An est�mable and charm�ng Russ�an lady I knew, felt the charm of
the mus�c and r�tual of the serv�ces of the Russo-Greek Church so
strongly that she w�shed the peasants, �n whom she was �nterested,
to reta�n the�r bl�nd fa�th, though she herself d�sbel�eved the church
doctr�nes. “The�r l�ves are so poor and bare—they have so l�ttle art,
so l�ttle poetry and colour �n the�r l�ves—let them at least enjoy what
they have; �t would be cruel to undece�ve them,” sa�d she.
A false and ant�quated v�ew of l�fe �s supported by means of art, and
�s �nseparably l�nked to some man�festat�ons of art wh�ch we enjoy
and pr�ze. If the false v�ew of l�fe be destroyed th�s art w�ll cease to
appear valuable. Is �t best to screen the error for the sake of
preserv�ng the art? Or should the art be sacr�f�ced for the sake of
truthfulness?
Aga�n and aga�n �n h�story a dom�nant church has ut�l�sed art to
ma�nta�n �ts sway over men. Reformers (early Chr�st�ans,
Mohammedans, Pur�tans, and others) have perce�ved that art bound
people to the old fa�th, and they were angry w�th art. They d�l�gently
ch�pped the noses from statues and �mages, and were wroth w�th
ceremon�es, decorat�ons, sta�ned-glass w�ndows, and process�ons.
They were even ready to ban�sh art altogether, for, bes�des the
superst�t�ons �t upheld, they saw that �t depraved and perverted men
by dramas, dr�nk�ng-songs, novels, p�ctures, and dances, of a k�nd
that awakened man’s lower nature. Yet art always reasserted her
sway, and to-day we are told by many that art has noth�ng to do w�th
moral�ty—that “art should be followed for art’s sake.”



I went one day, w�th a lady art�st, to the Bodk�n Art Gallery �n
Moscow. In one of the rooms, on a table, lay a book of coloured
p�ctures, �ssued �n Par�s and suppl�ed, I bel�eve, to pr�vate
subscr�bers only. The p�ctures were adm�rably executed, but
represented scenes �n the pr�vate cab�nets of a restaurant. Sexual
�ndulgence was the ch�ef subject of each p�cture. Women
extravagantly dressed and partly undressed, women expos�ng the�r
legs and breasts to men �n even�ng dress; men and women tak�ng
l�bert�es w�th each other, or danc�ng the “can-can,” etc., etc. My
compan�on the art�st, a ma�den lady of �rreproachable conduct and
reputat�on, began del�berately to look at these p�ctures. I could not let
my attent�on dwell on them w�thout �ll effects. Such th�ngs had a
certa�n attract�on for me, and tended to make me restless and
nervous. I ventured to suggest that the subject-matter of the p�ctures
was object�onable. But my compan�on (who pr�ded herself on be�ng
an art�st) remarked w�th consc�ous super�or�ty, that from an art�st’s
po�nt of v�ew the subject was of no consequence. The p�ctures be�ng
very well executed were art�st�c, and therefore worthy of attent�on
and study. Moral�ty had noth�ng to do w�th art.
Here aga�n �s a problem. One remembers Plato’s adv�ce not to let
our thoughts run upon women, for �f we do we shall th�nk clearly
about noth�ng else, and one knows that to neglect th�s adv�ce �s to
lose tranqu�ll�ty of m�nd; but then one does not w�sh to be cons�dered
narrow, ascet�c, or �nart�st�c, nor to lose art�st�c pleasures wh�ch
those around us esteem so h�ghly.
Aga�n, the newspapers last year pr�nted proposals to construct a
Wagner Opera House, to cost, �f I recollect r�ghtly, £100,000—about
as much as a hundred labourers may earn by f�fteen or twenty years’
hard work. The wr�ters thought �t would be a good th�ng �f such an
Opera House were erected and endowed. But I had a talk lately w�th
a man who, t�ll h�s health fa�led h�m, had worked as a bu�lder �n
London. He told me that when he was younger he had been very
fond of theatre-go�ng, but, later, when he thought th�ngs over and
cons�dered that �n almost every number of h�s weekly paper he read
of cases of people whose death was hastened by lack of good food,



he felt �t was not r�ght that so much labour should be spent on
theatres.
In reply to th�s v�ew �t �s urged that food for the m�nd �s as �mportant
as food for the body. The labour�ng classes work to produce food
and necessar�es for themselves and for the cultured, wh�le some of
the cultured class produce plays and operas. It �s a d�v�s�on of labour.
But th�s aga�n �nv�tes the rejo�nder that, sure enough, the labourers
produce food for themselves and also food that the cultured class
accept and consume, but that the art�sts seem too often to produce
the�r sp�r�tual food for the cultured only—at any rate that a s�ngularly
small share seems to reach the country labourers who work to
supply the bod�ly food! Even were the “d�v�s�on of labour” shown to
be a fa�r one, the “d�v�s�on of products” seems remarkably one-s�ded.
Once aga�n: how �s �t that often when a new work �s produced,
ne�ther the cr�t�cs, the art�sts, the publ�shers, nor the publ�c, seem to
know whether �t �s valuable or worthless? Some of the most famous
books �n Engl�sh l�terature could hardly f�nd a publ�sher, or were
savagely der�ded by lead�ng cr�t�cs; wh�le other works once
accla�med as masterp�eces are now laughed at or utterly forgotten. A
play wh�ch nobody now reads was once passed off as a newly-
d�scovered masterp�ece of Shakespear’s, and was produced at a
lead�ng London theatre. Are the cr�t�cs play�ng bl�nd-man’s buff? Are
they rely�ng on each other? Is each follow�ng h�s own wh�m and
fancy? Or do they possess a cr�ter�on wh�ch they never reveal to
those outs�de the profess�on?
Such are a few of the many problems relat�ng to art wh�ch present
themselves to us all, and �t �s the purpose of th�s book to enable us
to reach such a comprehens�on of art, and of the pos�t�on art should
occupy �n our l�ves, as w�ll enable us to answer such quest�ons.
The task �s one of enormous d�ff�culty. Under the cloak of “art,” so
much self�sh amusement and self-�ndulgence tr�es to just�fy �tself,
and so many mercenary �nterests are concerned �n prevent�ng the
l�ght from sh�n�ng �n upon the subject, that the clamour ra�sed by th�s
book can only be compared to that ra�sed by the s�lversm�ths of



Ephesus when they shouted, “Great �s D�ana of the Ephes�ans!” for
about the space of two hours.
Elaborate theor�es blocked the path w�th subtle soph�str�es or
ponderous pseudo-erud�t�on. Merely to master these, and expose
them, was by �tself a colossal labour, but necessary �n order to clear
the road for a statement of any fresh v�ew. To have accompl�shed
th�s work of exposure �n a few chapters �s a wonderful ach�evement.
To have done �t w�thout mak�ng the book �ntolerably dry �s more
wonderful st�ll. In Chapter III. (where a rap�d summary of some s�xty
æsthet�c wr�ters �s g�ven) even Tolstoy’s powers fa�l to make the
subject �nterest�ng, except to the spec�al�st, and he has to plead w�th
h�s readers “not to be overcome by dulness, but to read these
extracts through.”
Among the wr�ters ment�oned, Engl�sh readers m�ss the names of
John Rusk�n and W�ll�am Morr�s, espec�ally as so much that Tolstoy
says, �s �n accord w�th the�r v�ews.
Of Rusk�n, Tolstoy has a very h�gh op�n�on. I have heard h�m say, “I
don’t know why you Engl�sh make such a fuss about Gladstone—
you have a much greater man �n Rusk�n.” As a styl�st, too, Tolstoy
speaks of h�m w�th h�gh commendat�on. Rusk�n, however, though he
has wr�tten on art w�th profound �ns�ght, and has sa�d many th�ngs
w�th wh�ch Tolstoy fully agrees, has, I th�nk, nowhere so
systemat�sed and summar�sed h�s v�ew that �t can be read�ly quoted
�n the conc�se way wh�ch has enabled Tolstoy to �nd�cate h�s po�nts
of essent�al agreement w�th Home, Véron, and Kant. Even the
attempt to summar�se Kant’s æsthet�c ph�losophy �n a dozen l�nes
w�ll hardly be of much serv�ce except to readers who have already
some acqua�ntance w�th the subject. For those to whom the
d�fference between “subject�ve” and “object�ve” percept�ons �s fresh,
a dozen pages would be none too much. And to summar�se Rusk�n
would be perhaps more d�ff�cult than to condense Kant.
As to W�ll�am Morr�s, we are rem�nded of h�s d�ctum that art �s the
workman’s express�on of joy �n h�s work, by Tolstoy’s “As soon as the
author �s not produc�ng art for h�s own sat�sfact�on,—does not
h�mself feel what he w�shes to express,—a res�stance �mmed�ately



spr�ngs up” (p. 154); and aga�n, “In such transm�ss�on to others of
the feel�ngs that have ar�sen �n h�m, he (the art�st) w�ll f�nd h�s
happ�ness” (p. 195). Tolstoy sweeps over a far w�der range of
thought, but he and Morr�s are not opposed. Morr�s was emphas�s�ng
part of what Tolstoy �s �mply�ng.
But to return to the d�ff�cult�es of Tolstoy’s task. There �s one, not yet
ment�oned, lurk�ng �n the hearts of most of us. We have enjoyed
works of “art.” We have been �nterested by the �nformat�on conveyed
�n a novel, or we have been thr�lled by an unexpected “effect”; have
adm�red the exact�tude w�th wh�ch real l�fe has been reproduced, or
have had our feel�ngs touched by allus�ons to, or reproduct�ons of,
works—old German legends, Greek myths, or Hebrew poetry—
wh�ch moved us long ago, as they moved generat�ons before us.
And we thought all th�s was “art.” Not clearly understand�ng what art
�s, and where�n �ts �mportance l�es, we were not only attached to
these th�ngs, but attr�buted �mportance to them, call�ng them “art�st�c”
and “beaut�ful,” w�thout well know�ng what we meant by those words.
But here �s a book that obl�ges us to clear our m�nds. It challenges us
to def�ne “art” and “beauty,” and to say why we cons�der these
th�ngs, that pleased us, to be spec�ally �mportant. And as to beauty,
we f�nd that the def�n�t�on g�ven by æsthet�c wr�ters amounts merely
to th�s, that “Beauty �s a k�nd of pleasure rece�ved by us, not hav�ng
personal advantage for �ts object.” But �t follows from th�s, that
“beauty” �s a matter of taste, d�ffer�ng among d�fferent people, and to
attach spec�al �mportance to what pleases me (and others who have
had the same sort of tra�n�ng that I have had) �s merely to repeat the
old, old m�stake wh�ch so d�v�des human soc�ety; �t �s l�ke declar�ng
that my race �s the best race, my nat�on the best nat�on, my church
the best church, and my fam�ly the “best” fam�ly. It �nd�cates
�gnorance and self�shness.
But “truth angers those whom �t does not conv�nce;”—people do not
w�sh to understand these th�ngs. It seems, at f�rst, as though Tolstoy
were obl�g�ng us to sacr�f�ce someth�ng valuable. We do not real�se
that we are be�ng helped to select the best art, but we do feel that we
are be�ng depr�ved of our sense of sat�sfact�on �n Rudyard K�pl�ng.



Both the magn�tude and the d�ff�culty of the task were therefore very
great, but they have been surmounted �n a marvellous manner. Of
the effect th�s book has had on me personally, I can only say that
“whereas I was bl�nd, now I see.” Though sens�t�ve to some forms of
art, I was, when I took �t up, much �n the dark on quest�ons of
æsthet�c ph�losophy; when I had done w�th �t, I had grasped the ma�n
solut�on of the problem so clearly that—though I waded through
nearly all that the cr�t�cs and rev�ewers had to say about the book—I
never aga�n became perplexed upon the central �ssues.
Tolstoy was �ndeed pecul�arly qual�f�ed for the task he has
accompl�shed. It was after many years of work as a wr�ter of f�ct�on,
and when he was already stand�ng �n the very foremost rank of
European novel�sts, that he found h�mself compelled to face, �n
deadly earnest, the deepest problems of human l�fe. He not only
could not go on wr�t�ng books, but he felt he could not l�ve, unless he
found clear gu�dance, so that he m�ght walk sure-footedly and know
the purpose and mean�ng of h�s l�fe. Not as a mere quest�on of
speculat�ve cur�os�ty, but as a matter of v�tal necess�ty, he devoted
years to red�scover the truths wh�ch underl�e all rel�g�on.
To f�t h�m for th�s task he possessed great knowledge of men and
books, a w�de exper�ence of l�fe, a knowledge of languages, and a
freedom from bondage to any author�ty but that of reason and
consc�ence. He was p�nned to no Th�rty-n�ne Art�cles, and was �n
rece�pt of no reta�n�ng fee wh�ch he was not prepared to sacr�f�ce.
Another g�ft, rare among men of h�s pos�t�on, was h�s wonderful
s�ncer�ty and (due, I th�nk, to that s�ncer�ty) an amaz�ng power of
look�ng at the phenomena of our complex and art�f�c�al l�fe w�th the
eyes of a l�ttle ch�ld; go�ng stra�ght to the real, obv�ous facts of the
case, and brush�ng as�de the soph�str�es, the convent�onal�t�es, and
the “author�t�es” by wh�ch they are obscured.
He commenced the task when he was about f�fty years of age, and
s�nce then (�.e., dur�ng the last twenty years) he has produced n�ne
ph�losoph�cal or sc�ent�f�c works of f�rst-rate �mportance, bes�des a
great many stor�es and short art�cles. These works, �n chronolog�cal
order, are—



My Confess�on.
A Cr�t�c�sm of Dogmat�c Theology, wh�ch has never been
translated.
The Four Gospels Harmon�sed and Translated, of wh�ch only two
parts, out of three, have as yet appeared �n Engl�sh.
What I Bel�eve, somet�mes called My Rel�g�on.
The Gospel �n Br�ef.
What are we to do then? somet�mes called �n Engl�sh What to
do?
On L�fe, wh�ch �s not an easy work �n the or�g�nal, and has not
been sat�sfactor�ly translated.[1]

The K�ngdom of God �s w�th�n you; and
The Chr�st�an Teach�ng, wh�ch appeared after What �s Art?
though �t was wr�tten before �t.

To these sc�ent�f�c works I am �ncl�ned to add The Kreutzer Sonata,
w�th the Sequel or Postscr�pt expla�n�ng �ts purpose; for though The
Kreutzer Sonata �s a story, the understand�ng of sexual problems,
dealt w�th expl�c�tly �n the Sequel, �s an �ntegral part of that
comprehens�on of l�fe wh�ch causes Tolstoy to adm�re Chr�st,
Buddha, or Franc�s of Ass�s�.
These ten works treat of the mean�ng of our l�fe; of the problems
ra�sed by the fact that we approve of some th�ngs and d�sapprove of
others, and f�nd ourselves dec�d�ng wh�ch of two courses to pursue.
Rel�g�on, Government, Property, Sex, War, and all the relat�ons �n
wh�ch man stands to man, to h�s own consc�ousness, and to the
ult�mate source (wh�ch we call God) from whence that
consc�ousness proceeds—are exam�ned w�th the utmost frankness.
And all th�s t�me the problems of Art: What �s Art? What �mportance
�s due to �t? How �s �t related to the rest of l�fe?—were work�ng �n h�s
m�nd. He was a great art�st, often upbra�ded for hav�ng abandoned
h�s art. He, of all men, was bound to clear h�s thoughts on th�s



perplex�ng subject, and to express them. H�s whole ph�losophy of l�fe
—the “rel�g�ous percept�on” to wh�ch, w�th such tremendous labour
and effort, he had atta�ned, forbade h�m to detach art from l�fe, and
place �t �n a water-t�ght compartment where �t should not act on l�fe or
be re-acted upon by l�fe.
L�fe to h�m �s rat�onal. It has a clear a�m and purpose, d�scern�ble by
the a�d of reason and consc�ence. And no human act�v�ty can be fully
understood or r�ghtly apprec�ated unt�l the central purpose of l�fe �s
perce�ved.
You cannot p�ece together a puzzle-map as long as you keep one b�t
�n a wrong place, but when the p�eces all f�t together, then you have
a demonstrat�on that they are all �n the�r r�ght places. Tolstoy used
that s�m�le years ago when expla�n�ng how the comprehens�on of the
text, “res�st not h�m that �s ev�l,” enabled h�m to perce�ve the
reasonableness of Chr�st’s teach�ng, wh�ch had long baffled h�m. So
�t �s w�th the problem of Art. Wrongly understood, �t w�ll tend to
confuse and perplex your whole comprehens�on of l�fe. But g�ven the
clue suppl�ed by true “rel�g�ous percept�on,” and you can place art so
that �t shall f�t �n w�th a r�ght understand�ng of pol�t�cs, econom�cs,
sex-relat�onsh�ps, sc�ence, and all other phases of human act�v�ty.
The bas�s on wh�ch th�s work rests, �s a percept�on of the mean�ng of
human l�fe. Th�s has been qu�te lost s�ght of by some of the
rev�ewers, who have merely m�srepresented what Tolstoy says, and
then demonstrated how very stup�d he would have been had he sa�d
what they attr�buted to h�m. Leav�ng h�s prem�ses and arguments
untouched, they d�ssent from var�ous conclus�ons—as though �t were
all a mere quest�on of taste. They say that they are very fond of
th�ngs wh�ch Tolstoy r�d�cules, and that they can’t understand why he
does not l�ke what they l�ke—wh�ch �s qu�te poss�ble, espec�ally �f
they have not understood the pos�t�on from wh�ch he starts. But such
cr�t�c�sm can lead to noth�ng. D�scuss�ons as to why one man l�kes
pears and another prefers meat, do not help towards f�nd�ng a
def�n�t�on of what �s essent�al �n nour�shment; and just so, “the
solut�on of quest�ons of taste �n art does not help to make clear what
th�s part�cular human act�v�ty wh�ch we call art really cons�sts �n.”



The object of the follow�ng br�ef summary of a few ma�n po�nts �s to
help the reader to avo�d p�tfalls �nto wh�ch many rev�ewers have
fallen. It a�ms at be�ng no more than a bare statement of the
pos�t�ons—for more than that, the reader must turn to the book �tself.
Let �t be granted at the outset, that Tolstoy wr�tes for those who have
“ears to hear.” He seldom pauses to safeguard h�mself aga�nst the
capt�ous cr�t�c, and cares l�ttle for m�nute verbal accuracy. For
�nstance, on page 144, he ment�ons “Par�s,” where an Engl�sh wr�ter
(even one who knew to what an extent Par�s �s the art centre of
France, and how many art�sts flock th�ther from Russ�a, Amer�ca,
and all ends of the earth) would have been almost sure to have sa�d
“France,” for fear of be�ng thought to exaggerate. One needs some
alertness of m�nd to follow Tolstoy �n h�s task of compress�ng so
large a subject �nto so small a space. Moreover, he �s an emphat�c
wr�ter who says what he means, and even, I th�nk, somet�mes rather
overemphas�zes �t. W�th th�s much warn�ng let us proceed to a br�ef
summary of Tolstoy’s v�ew of art.
“Art �s a human act�v�ty,” and consequently does not ex�st for �ts own
sake, but �s valuable or object�onable �n proport�on as �t �s
serv�ceable or harmful to mank�nd. The object of th�s act�v�ty �s to
transm�t to others feel�ng the art�st has exper�enced. Such feel�ngs—
�ntent�onally re-evoked and successfully transm�tted to others—are
the subject-matter of all art. By certa�n external s�gns—movements,
l�nes, colours, sounds, or arrangements of words—an art�st �nfects
other people so that they share h�s feel�ngs. Thus “art �s a means of
un�on among men, jo�n�ng them together �n the same feel�ngs.”
Chapters II. to V. conta�n an exam�nat�on of var�ous theor�es wh�ch
have taken art to be someth�ng other than th�s, and step by step we
are brought to the conclus�on that art �s th�s, and noth�ng but th�s.
Hav�ng got our def�n�t�on of art, let us f�rst cons�der art �ndependently
of �ts subject-matter, �.e., w�thout ask�ng whether the feel�ngs
transm�tted are good, bad, or �nd�fferent. W�thout adequate
express�on there �s no art, for there �s no �nfect�on, no transference to
others of the author’s feel�ng. The test of art �s �nfect�on. If an author
has moved you so that you feel as he felt, �f you are so un�ted to h�m



�n feel�ng that �t seems to you that he has expressed just what you
have long w�shed to express, the work that has so �nfected you �s a
work of art.
In th�s sense, �t �s true that art has noth�ng to do w�th moral�ty; for the
test l�es �n the “�nfect�on,” and not �n any cons�derat�on of the
goodness or badness of the emot�ons conveyed. Thus the test of art
�s an �nternal one. The act�v�ty of art �s based on the fact that a man,
rece�v�ng, through h�s sense of hear�ng or s�ght, another man’s
express�on of feel�ng, �s capable of exper�enc�ng the emot�on that
moved the man who expressed �t. We all share the same common
human nature, and �n th�s sense, at least, are sons of one Father. To
take the s�mplest example: a man laughs, and another, who hears,
becomes merry; or a man weeps, and another, who hears, feels
sorrow. Note �n pass�ng that �t does not amount to art “�f a man
�nfects others d�rectly, �mmed�ately, at the very t�me he exper�ences
the feel�ng; �f he causes another man to yawn when he h�mself
cannot help yawn�ng,” etc. Art beg�ns when some one, w�th the
object of mak�ng others share h�s feel�ng, expresses h�s feel�ng by
certa�n external �nd�cat�ons.
Normal human be�ngs possess th�s faculty to be �nfected by the
express�on of another man’s emot�ons. For a pla�n man of
unperverted taste, l�v�ng �n contact w�th nature, w�th an�mals, and
w�th h�s fellow-men—say, for “a country peasant of unperverted
taste, th�s �s as easy as �t �s for an an�mal of unspo�lt scent to follow
the trace he needs.” And he w�ll know �ndub�tably whether a work
presented to h�m does, or does not, un�te h�m �n feel�ng w�th the
author. But very many people “of our c�rcle” (upper and m�ddle class
soc�ety) l�ve such unnatural l�ves, �n such convent�onal relat�ons to
the people around them, and �n such art�f�c�al surround�ngs, that they
have lost “that s�mple feel�ng, that sense of �nfect�on w�th another’s
feel�ng—compell�ng us to joy �n another’s gladness, to sorrow �n
another’s gr�ef, and to m�ngle souls w�th another—wh�ch �s the
essence of art.” Such people, therefore, have no �nner test by wh�ch
to recogn�se a work of art; and they w�ll always be m�stak�ng other
th�ngs for art, and seek�ng for external gu�des, such as the op�n�ons
of “recogn�sed author�t�es.” Or they w�ll m�stake for art someth�ng that



produces a merely phys�olog�cal effect—lull�ng or exc�t�ng them; or
some �ntellectual puzzle that g�ves them someth�ng to th�nk about.
But �f most people of the “cultured crowd” are �mperv�ous to true art,
�s �t really poss�ble that a common Russ�an country peasant, for
�nstance, whose work-days are f�lled w�th agr�cultural labour, and
whose br�ef le�sure �s largely taken up by h�s fam�ly l�fe and by h�s
part�c�pat�on �n the affa�rs of the v�llage commune—�s �t poss�ble that
he can recogn�se and be touched by works of art? Certa�nly �t �s! Just
as �n anc�ent Greece crowds assembled to hear the poems of
Homer, so to-day �n Russ�a, as �n many countr�es and many ages,
the Gospel parables, and much else of the h�ghest art, are gladly
heard by the common people. And th�s does not refer to any
superst�t�ous use of the B�ble, but to �ts use as l�terature.
Not only do normal, labour�ng country people possess the capac�ty
to be �nfected by good art—“the ep�c of Genes�s, folk-legends, fa�ry-
tales, folk-songs, etc.,” but they themselves produce songs, stor�es,
dances, decorat�ons, etc., wh�ch are works of true art. Take as
examples the works of Burns or Bunyan, and the peasant women’s
song ment�oned by Tolstoy �n Chapter XIV., or some of those
melod�es produced by the negro slaves on the southern plantat�ons,
wh�ch have touched, and st�ll touch, many of us w�th the emot�ons
felt by the�r unknown and unpa�d composers.
The one great qual�ty wh�ch makes a work of art truly contag�ous �s
�ts s�ncer�ty. If an art�st �s really actuated by a feel�ng, and �s strongly
�mpelled to commun�cate that feel�ng to other people—not for money
or fame, or anyth�ng else, but because he feels he must share �t—
then he w�ll not be sat�sf�ed t�ll he has found a clear way of
express�ng �t. And the man who �s not borrow�ng h�s feel�ngs, but has
drawn what he expresses from the depths of h�s nature, �s sure to be
or�g�nal, for �n the same way that no two people have exactly s�m�lar
faces or forms, no two people have exactly s�m�lar m�nds or souls.
That �n br�efest outl�ne �s what Tolstoy says about art, cons�dered
apart from �ts subject-matter. And th�s �s how certa�n cr�t�cs have met
�t. They say that when Tolstoy says the test of art �s �nternal, he must
mean that �t �s external. When he says that country peasants have �n



the past apprec�ated, and do st�ll apprec�ate, works of the h�ghest art,
he means that the way to detect a work of art �s to see what �s
apparently most popular among the masses. Go �nto the streets or
mus�c-halls of the c�t�es �n any part�cular country and year, and
observe what �s most frequently sung, shouted, or played on the
barrel-organs. It may happen to be

“Tarara-boom-deay,”

or,

“We don’t want to f�ght,
But, by J�ngo, �f we do.”

But whatever �t �s, you may at once declare these songs to be the
h�ghest mus�cal art, w�thout even paus�ng to ask to what they owe
the�r vogue—what actress, or s�nger, or pol�t�c�an, or wave of patr�ot�c
pass�on has conduced to the�r popular�ty. Nor need you cons�der
whether that popular�ty �s not merely temporary and local. Tolstoy
has sa�d that works of the h�ghest art are understood by unperverted
country peasants—and here are th�ngs wh�ch are popular w�th the
mob, ergo, these th�ngs must be the h�ghest art.
The cr�t�cs then proceed to say that such a test �s utterly absurd. And
on th�s po�nt I am able to agree w�th the cr�t�cs.
Some of these wr�ters commence the�r art�cles by say�ng that Tolstoy
�s a most profound th�nker, a great prophet, an �ntellectual force, etc.
Yet when Tolstoy, �n h�s emphat�c way, makes the sweep�ng remark
that “good art always pleases every one,” the cr�t�cs do not read on
to f�nd out what he means, but reply: “No! good art does not please
every one; some people are colour-bl�nd, and some are deaf, or
have no ear for mus�c.”
It �s as though a man strenuously argu�ng a po�nt were to say, “Every
one knows that two and two make four,” and a boy who d�d not at all
see what the speaker was dr�v�ng at, were to reply: “No, our new-
born baby doesn’t know �t!” It would d�stract attent�on from the
subject �n hand, but �t would not eluc�date matters.



There �s, of course, a verbal contrad�ct�on between the statements
that “good art always pleases every one” (p. 100), and the remark
concern�ng “people of our c�rcle,” who, “w�th very few except�ons,
art�sts and publ�c and cr�t�cs, ... cannot d�st�ngu�sh true works of art
from counterfe�ts, but cont�nually m�stake for real art the worst and
most art�f�c�al” (p. 151). But I venture to th�nk that any one of
�ntell�gence, and free from prejud�ce, read�ng th�s book carefully,
need not fa�l to reach the author’s mean�ng.
A po�nt to be carefully noted �s the d�st�nct�on between sc�ence and
art. “Sc�ence �nvest�gates and br�ngs to human percept�on such
truths and such knowledge as the people of a g�ven t�me and soc�ety
cons�der most �mportant. Art transm�ts these truths from the reg�on of
percept�on to the reg�on of emot�on” (p. 102). Sc�ence �s an “act�v�ty
of the understand�ng wh�ch demands preparat�on and a certa�n
sequence of knowledge, so that one cannot learn tr�gonometry
before know�ng geometry.” “The bus�ness of art,” on the other hand,
“l�es just �n th�s—to make that understood and felt wh�ch, �n the form
of an argument, m�ght be �ncomprehens�ble and �naccess�ble” (p.
102). It “�nfects any man whatever h�s plane of development,” and
“the h�ndrance to understand�ng the best and h�ghest feel�ngs (as �s
sa�d �n the gospel) does not at all l�e �n def�c�ency of development or
learn�ng, but, on the contrary, �n false development and false
learn�ng” (pp. 102, 103). Sc�ence and art are frequently blended �n
one work—e.g., �n the gospel eluc�dat�on of Chr�st’s comprehens�on
of l�fe, or, to take a modern �nstance, �n Henry George’s eluc�dat�on
of the land quest�on �n Progress and Poverty.
The class d�st�nct�on to wh�ch Tolstoy repeatedly alludes needs some
explanat�on. The pos�t�on of the lower classes �n England and �n
Russ�a �s d�fferent. In Russ�a a much larger number of people l�ve on
the verge of starvat�on; the cond�t�on of the factory-hands �s much
worse than �n England, and there are many glar�ng cases of brutal
cruelty �nfl�cted on the peasants by the off�c�als, the pol�ce, or the
m�l�tary,—but �n Russ�a a far greater proport�on of the populat�on l�ve
�n the country, and a peasant usually has h�s own house, and t�lls h�s
share of the communal lands. The “unperverted country peasant” of
whom Tolstoy speaks �s a man who perhaps suffers gr�evous want



when there �s a bad harvest �n h�s prov�nce, but he �s a man
accustomed to the exper�ences of a natural l�fe, to the management
of h�s own affa�rs, and to a real vo�ce �n the arrangements of the
v�llage commune. The Government �nterferes, from t�me to t�me, to
collect �ts taxes by force, to take the young men for sold�ers, or to
ma�nta�n the “r�ghts” of the upper classes; but otherw�se the peasant
�s free to do what he sees to be necessary and reasonable. On the
other hand, Engl�sh labourers are, for the most part, not so poor,
they have more legal r�ghts, and they have votes; but a far larger
number of them l�ve �n towns and are engaged �n unnatural
occupat�ons, wh�le even those that do l�ve �n touch w�th nature are
usually mere wage-earners, t�ll�ng other men’s land, and l�v�ng often
�n abject subm�ss�on to the farmer, the parson, or the lady-bount�ful.
They are dependent on an employer for da�ly bread, and the
cond�t�on of a wage-labourer �s as unnatural as that of a landlord.
The tyranny of the St. Petersburg bureaucracy �s more dramat�c, but
less omn�present—and probably far less fatal to the capac�ty to enjoy
art—than the tyranny of our respectable, self-sat�sf�ed, and property-
lov�ng m�ddle-class. I am therefore afra�d that we have no great
number of “unperverted” country labourers to compare w�th those of
whom Tolstoy speaks—and some of whom I have known personally.
But the truth Tolstoy eluc�dates l�es far too deep �n human nature to
be �nfr�nged by such d�fferences of local c�rcumstance. Whatever
those c�rcumstances may be, the fact rema�ns that �n proport�on as a
man approaches towards the cond�t�on not only of “earn�ng h�s
subs�stence by some k�nd of labour,” but of “l�v�ng on all �ts s�des the
l�fe natural and proper to mank�nd,” h�s capac�ty to apprec�ate true art
tends to �ncrease. On the other hand, when a class settles down �nto
an art�f�c�al way of l�fe,—loses touch w�th nature, becomes confused
�n �ts percept�ons of what �s good and what �s bad, and prefers the
cond�t�on of a paras�te to that of a producer,—�ts capac�ty to
apprec�ate true art must d�m�n�sh. Hav�ng lost all clear percept�on of
the mean�ng of l�fe, such people are necessar�ly left w�thout any
cr�ter�on wh�ch w�ll enable them to d�st�ngu�sh good from bad art, and
they are sure to follow eagerly after beauty, or “that wh�ch pleases
them.”



The art�sts of our soc�ety can usually only reach people of the upper
and m�ddle classes. But who �s the great art�st?—he who del�ghts a
select aud�ence of h�s own day and class, or he whose works l�nk
generat�on to generat�on and race to race �n a common bond of
feel�ng? Surely art should fulf�l �ts purpose as completely as poss�ble.
A work of art that un�ted every one w�th the author, and w�th one
another, would be perfect art. Tolstoy, �n h�s emphat�c way, speaks of
works of “un�versal” art, and (though the profound cr�t�cs hasten to
�nform us that no work of art ever reached everybody) certa�nly the
more nearly a work of art approaches to such express�on of feel�ng
that every one may be �nfected by �t—the nearer (apart from all
quest�on of subject-matter) �t approaches perfect�on.
But now as to subject-matter. The subject-matter of art cons�sts of
feel�ngs wh�ch can be spread from man to man, feel�ngs wh�ch are
“contag�ous” or “�nfect�ous.” Is �t of no �mportance what feel�ngs
�ncrease and mult�ply among men?
One man feels that subm�ss�on to the author�ty of h�s church, and
bel�ef �n all that �t teaches h�m, �s good; another �s embued by a
sense of each man’s duty to th�nk w�th h�s own head—to use for h�s
gu�dance �n l�fe the reason and consc�ence g�ven to h�m. One man
feels that h�s nat�on ought to w�pe out �n blood the shame of a defeat
�nfl�cted on her; another feels that we are brothers, sons of one sp�r�t,
and that the slaughter of man by man �s always wrong. One man
feels that the most des�rable th�ng �n l�fe �s the sat�sfact�on obta�nable
by the love of women; another man feels that sex-love �s an
entanglement and a snare, h�nder�ng h�s real work �n l�fe. And each
of these, �f he possess an art�st’s g�ft of express�on, and �f the feel�ng
be really h�s own and s�ncere, may �nfect other men. But some of
these feel�ngs w�ll benef�t and some w�ll harm mank�nd, and the more
w�dely they are spread the greater w�ll be the�r effect.
Art un�tes men. Surely �t �s des�rable that the feel�ngs �n wh�ch �t
un�tes them should be “the best and h�ghest to wh�ch men have
r�sen,” or at least should not run contrary to our percept�on of what
makes for the well-be�ng of ourselves and of others. And our
percept�on of what makes for the well-be�ng of ourselves and of
others �s what Tolstoy calls our “rel�g�ous percept�on.”



Therefore the subject-matter of what we, �n our day, can esteem as
be�ng the best art, can be of two k�nds only—
(1) Feel�ngs flow�ng from the h�ghest percept�on now atta�nable by
man of our r�ght relat�on to our ne�ghbour and to the Source from
wh�ch we come. D�ckens’ “Chr�stmas Carol,” un�t�ng us �n a more
v�v�d sense of compass�on and love, �s a ready example of such art.
(2) The s�mple feel�ngs of common l�fe, access�ble to every one—
prov�ded that they are such as do not h�nder progress towards well-
be�ng. Art of th�s k�nd makes us real�se to how great an extent we
already are members one of another—shar�ng the feel�ngs of one
common human nature.
The success of a very pr�m�t�ve novel—the story of Joseph, wh�ch
made �ts way �nto the sacred books of the Jews, spread from land to
land and from age to age, and cont�nues to be read to-day among
people qu�te free from b�bl�olatry—shows how nearly “un�versal” may
be the appeal of th�s k�nd of art. Th�s branch �ncludes all harmless
jokes, folk-stor�es, nursery rhymes, and even dolls, �f only the author
or des�gner has expressed a feel�ng (tenderness, pleasure, humour,
or what not) so as to �nfect others.
But how are we to know what are the “best” feel�ngs? What �s good?
and what �s ev�l? Th�s �s dec�ded by “rel�g�ous percept�on.” Some
such percept�on ex�sts �n every human be�ng; there �s always
someth�ng he approves of, and someth�ng he d�sapproves of.
Reason and consc�ence are always present, act�ve or latent, as long
as man l�ves. M�ss Flora Shaw tells that the most degraded cann�bal
she ever met, drew the l�ne at eat�ng h�s own mother—noth�ng would
�nduce h�m to enterta�n the thought, h�s moral sense was revolted by
the suggest�on. In most soc�et�es the “rel�g�ous percept�on,” to wh�ch
they have advanced,—the foremost stage �n mank�nd’s long march
towards perfect�on, wh�ch has been d�scerned,—has been clearly
expressed by some one, and more or less consc�ously accepted as
an �deal by the many. But there are trans�t�on per�ods �n h�story when
the worn-out formular�es of a past age have ceased to sat�sfy men,
or have become so �ncrusted w�th superst�t�ons that the�r or�g�nal
br�ghtness �s lost. The “rel�g�ous percept�on” that �s dawn�ng may not



yet have found such express�on as to be generally understood, but
for all that �t ex�sts, and shows �tself by compell�ng men to repud�ate
bel�efs that sat�sf�ed the�r forefathers, the outward and v�s�ble s�gns
of wh�ch are st�ll endowed and dom�nant long after the�r sp�r�t has
taken refuge �n temples not made w�th hands.
At such t�mes �t �s d�ff�cult for men to understand each other, for the
very words needed to express the deepest exper�ences of men’s
consc�ousness mean d�fferent th�ngs to d�fferent men. So among us
to-day, to many m�nds fa�th means credul�ty, and God suggests a
person of the male sex, father of one only-begotten son, and creator
of the un�verse.
Th�s �s why Tolstoy’s clear and rat�onal “rel�g�ous percept�on,”
expressed �n the books named on a prev�ous page, �s frequently
spoken of by people who have not grasped �t, as “myst�c�sm.”
The narrow mater�al�st �s shocked to f�nd that Tolstoy w�ll not conf�ne
h�mself to the “object�ve” v�ew of l�fe. Encounter�ng �n h�mself that
“�nner vo�ce” wh�ch compels us all to choose between good and ev�l,
Tolstoy refuses to be d�verted from a matter wh�ch �s of �mmed�ate
and v�tal �mportance to h�m, by d�scuss�ons as to the der�vat�on of the
external man�festat�ons of consc�ence wh�ch b�olog�sts are able to
detect �n remote forms of l�fe. The real myst�c, on the other hand,
shr�nks from Tolstoy’s des�re to try all th�ngs by the l�ght of reason, to
depend on noth�ng vague, and to accept noth�ng on author�ty. The
man who does not trust h�s own reason, fears that l�fe thus squarely
faced w�ll prove less worth hav�ng than �t �s when clothed �n m�st.
In th�s work, however, Tolstoy does not recap�tulate at length what he
has sa�d before. He does not pause to re-expla�n why he condemns
Patr�ot�sm—�.e., each man’s preference for the predom�nance of h�s
own country, wh�ch leads to the murder of man by man �n war; or
Churches, wh�ch are sectar�an—�.e., wh�ch str�v�ng to assert that
your doxy �s heterodoxy, but that our doxy �s orthodoxy, make
external author�t�es (Popes, B�bles, Counc�ls) supreme, and cl�ng to
superst�t�ons (the�r own m�racles, legends, and myths), thus
separat�ng themselves from commun�on w�th the rest of mank�nd.
Nor does he re-expla�n why he (l�ke Chr�st) says “p�t�able �s your



pl�ght—ye r�ch,” who l�ve art�f�c�al l�ves, ma�nta�nable only by the
unbrotherly use of force (pol�ce and sold�ers), but blessed are ye
poor—who, by your way of l�fe, are w�th�n eas�er reach of brotherly
cond�t�ons, �f you w�ll but trust to reason and consc�ence, and change
the d�rect�on of your hearts and of your labour,—work�ng no more
pr�mar�ly from fear or greed, but seek�ng f�rst the k�ngdom of
r�ghteousness, �n wh�ch all good th�ngs w�ll be added unto you. He
merely summar�ses �t all �n a few sentences, def�n�ng the “rel�g�ous
percept�on” of to-day, wh�ch alone can dec�de for us “the degree of
�mportance both of the feel�ngs transm�tted by art and of the
�nformat�on transm�tted by sc�ence.”
“The rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�me, �n �ts w�dest and most pract�cal
appl�cat�on, �s the consc�ousness that our well-be�ng, both mater�al
and sp�r�tual, �nd�v�dual and collect�ve, temporal and eternal, l�es �n
the growth of brotherhood among men—�n the�r lov�ng harmony w�th
one another” (p. 159).
And aga�n:
“However d�fferently �n form people belong�ng to our Chr�st�an world
may def�ne the dest�ny of man; whether they see �t �n human
progress �n whatever sense of the words, �n the un�on of all men �n a
soc�al�st�c realm, or �n the establ�shment of a commune; whether
they look forward to the un�on of mank�nd under the gu�dance of one
un�versal Church, or to the federat�on of the world,—however var�ous
�n form the�r def�n�t�ons of the dest�nat�on of human l�fe may be, all
men �n our t�mes already adm�t that the h�ghest well-be�ng atta�nable
by men �s to be reached by the�r un�on w�th one another” (p. 188).
Th�s �s the foundat�on on wh�ch the whole work �s based. It follows
necessar�ly from th�s percept�on that we should cons�der as most
�mportant �n sc�ence “�nvest�gat�ons �nto the results of good and bad
act�ons, cons�derat�ons of the reasonableness or unreasonableness
of human �nst�tut�ons and bel�efs, cons�derat�ons of how human l�fe
should be l�ved �n order to obta�n the greatest well-be�ng for each; as
to what one may and ought, and what one cannot and should not
bel�eve; how to subdue one’s pass�ons, and how to acqu�re the hab�t
of v�rtue.” Th�s �s the sc�ence that “occup�ed Moses, Solon, Socrates,



Ep�ctetus, Confuc�us, Menc�us, Marcus Aurel�us, Sp�noza, and all
those who have taught men to l�ve a moral l�fe,” and �t �s prec�sely
the k�nd of sc�ent�f�c �nvest�gat�on to wh�ch Tolstoy has devoted most
of the last twenty years, and for the sake of wh�ch he �s often sa�d to
have “abandoned art.”
S�nce sc�ence, l�ke art, �s a “human act�v�ty,” that sc�ence best
deserves our esteem, best deserves to be “chosen, tolerated,
approved, and d�ffused,” wh�ch treats of what �s supremely �mportant
to man; wh�ch deals w�th urgent, v�tal, �nev�table problems of actual
l�fe. Such sc�ence as th�s br�ngs “to the consc�ousness of men the
truths that flow from the rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�mes,” and
“�nd�cates the var�ous methods of apply�ng th�s consc�ousness to
l�fe.” “Art should transform th�s percept�on �nto feel�ng.”
The “sc�ence” wh�ch �s occup�ed �n “pour�ng l�qu�ds from one jar �nto
another, or analys�ng the spectrum, or cutt�ng up frogs and
porpo�ses,” �s no use for render�ng such gu�dance to art, though
capable of pract�cal appl�cat�ons wh�ch, under a more r�ghteous
system of soc�ety, m�ght greatly have l�ghtened the suffer�ngs of
mank�nd.
Naturally enough, the last chapter of the book deals w�th the relat�on
between sc�ence and art. And the conclus�on �s that:
“The dest�ny of art �n our t�me �s to transm�t from the realm of reason
to the realm of feel�ng the truth that well-be�ng for men cons�sts �n
be�ng un�ted together, and to set up, �n place of the ex�st�ng re�gn of
force, that k�ngdom of God, �.e. of love, wh�ch we all recogn�se to be
the h�ghest a�m of human l�fe.”
And th�s art of the future w�ll not be poorer, but far r�cher, �n subject-
matter than the art of to-day. From the lullaby—that w�ll del�ght
m�ll�ons of people, generat�on after generat�on—to the h�ghest
rel�g�ous art, deal�ng w�th strong, r�ch, and var�ed emot�ons flow�ng
from a fresh outlook upon l�fe and all �ts problems—the f�eld open for
good art �s enormous. W�th so much to say that �s urgently �mportant
to all, the art of the future w�ll, �n matter of form also, be far super�or
to our art �n “clearness, beauty, s�mpl�c�ty, and compress�on” (p. 194).



For beauty (�.e., “that wh�ch pleases”)—though �t depends on taste,
and can furn�sh no cr�ter�on for art—w�ll be a natural character�st�c of
work done, not for h�re, nor even for fame, but because men, l�v�ng a
natural and healthy l�fe, w�sh to share the “h�ghest sp�r�tual strength
wh�ch passes through them” w�th the greatest poss�ble number of
others. The feel�ngs such an art�st w�shes to share, he w�ll transm�t �n
a way that w�ll please h�m, and w�ll please other men who share h�s
nature.
Moral�ty �s �n the nature of th�ngs—we cannot escape �t.
In a soc�ety where each man sets h�mself to obta�n wealth, the
d�ff�culty of obta�n�ng an honest l�v�ng tends to become greater and
greater. The more keenly a soc�ety pants to obta�n “that wh�ch
pleases,” and puts th�s forward as the f�rst and great cons�derat�on,
the more puer�le and worthless w�ll the�r art become. But �n a soc�ety
wh�ch sought, pr�mar�ly, for r�ght relat�ons between �ts members, an
abundance would eas�ly be obta�nable for all; and when “rel�g�ous
percept�on” gu�des a people’s art—beauty �nev�tably results, as has
always been the case when men have se�zed a fresh percept�on of
l�fe and of �ts purpose.

An �llustrat�on wh�ch Tolstoy struck out of the work wh�le �t was be�ng
pr�nted, may serve to �llustrate how, w�th the a�d of the pr�nc�ples
expla�ned above, we may judge of the mer�ts of any work profess�ng
to be art.
Take Romeo and Jul�et. The convent�onal v�ew �s that Shakespear �s
the greatest of art�sts, and that Romeo and Jul�et �s one of h�s good
plays. Why th�s �s so nobody can tell you. It �s so: that �s the way
certa�n people feel about �t. They are “the author�t�es,” and to doubt
the�r d�ctum �s to show that you know noth�ng about art. Tolstoy does
not agree w�th them �n the�r est�mate of Shakespear, therefore
Tolstoy �s wrong!
But now let us apply Tolstoy’s v�ew of art to Romeo and Jul�et. He
does not deny that �t �nfects. “Let us adm�t that �t �s a work of art, that
�t �nfects (though �t �s so art�f�c�al that �t can �nfect only those who



have been carefully educated thereunto); but what are the feel�ngs �t
transm�ts?”
That �s to say, judg�ng by the �nternal test, Tolstoy adm�ts that Romeo
and Jul�et un�tes h�m to �ts author and to other people �n feel�ng. But
the work �s very far from be�ng one of “un�versal” art—only a small
m�nor�ty of people ever have cared, or ever w�ll care, for �t. Even �n
England, or even �n the layer of European soc�ety �t �s best adapted
to reach, �t only touches a m�nor�ty, and does not approach the
un�versal�ty atta�ned by the story of Joseph and many p�eces of folk-
lore.
But perhaps the subject-matter, the feel�ng w�th wh�ch Romeo and
Jul�et �nfects those whom �t does reach, l�fts �t �nto the class of the
h�ghest rel�g�ous art? Not so. The feel�ng �s one of the attract�veness
of “love at f�rst s�ght.” A g�rl fourteen years old and a young man
meet at an ar�stocrat�c party, where there �s feast�ng and pleasure
and �dleness, and, w�thout know�ng each other’s m�nds, they fall �n
love as the b�rds and beasts do. If any feel�ng �s transm�tted to us, �t
�s the feel�ng that there �s a pleasure �n these th�ngs. Somewhere, �n
most natures, there dwells, dom�nant or dormant, an �ncl�nat�on to let
such phys�cal sexual attract�on gu�de our course �n l�fe. To g�ve �t a
pla�n name, �t �s “sensual�ty.” “How can I, father or mother of a
daughter of Jul�et’s age, w�sh that those foul feel�ngs wh�ch the play
transm�ts should be commun�cated to my daughter? And �f the
feel�ngs transm�tted by the play are bad, how can I call �t good �n
subject-matter?”
But, objects a fr�end, the moral of Romeo and Jul�et �s excellent. See
what d�sasters followed from the phys�cal “love at f�rst s�ght.” But that
�s qu�te another matter. It �s the feel�ngs w�th wh�ch you are �nfected
when read�ng, and not any moral you can deduce, that �s subject-
matter of art. Ponder�ng upon the consequences that flow from
Romeo and Jul�et’s behav�our may belong to the doma�n of moral
sc�ence, but not to that of art.
I have hes�tated to use an �llustrat�on Tolstoy had struck out, but I
th�nk �t serves �ts purpose. No doubt there are other, subord�nate,
feel�ngs (e.g. humour) to be found �n Romeo and Jul�et; but many



qua�nt conce�ts that are �ngen�ous, and have been much adm�red,
are not, I th�nk, �nfect�ous.
Tr�ed by such tests, the enormous major�ty of the th�ngs we have
been taught to cons�der great works of art are found want�ng. E�ther
they fa�l to �nfect (and attract merely by be�ng �nterest�ng, real�st�c,
effectful, or by borrow�ng from others), and are therefore not works of
art at all; or they are works of “exclus�ve art,” bad �n form and
capable of �nfect�ng only a select aud�ence tra�ned and hab�tuated to
such �nfer�or art; or they are bad �n subject-matter, transm�tt�ng
feel�ngs harmful to mank�nd.
Tolstoy does not shr�nk from condemn�ng h�s own art�st�c
product�ons; w�th the except�on of two short stor�es, he tells us they
are works of bad art. Take, for �nstance, the novel Resurrect�on,
wh�ch �s now appear�ng, and of wh�ch he has, somewhere, spoken
d�sparag�ngly, as be�ng “wr�tten �n my former style,” and be�ng
therefore bad art. What does th�s mean? The book �s a masterp�ece
�n �ts own l�ne; �t �s eagerly read �n many languages; �t undoubtedly
�nfects �ts readers, and the feel�ngs transm�tted are, �n the ma�n, such
as Tolstoy approves of—�n fact, they are the feel�ngs to wh�ch h�s
rel�g�ous percept�on has brought h�m. If lust �s felt �n one chapter, the
react�on follows as �nev�tably as �n real l�fe, and �s transm�tted w�th
great art�st�c power. Why a work of such rare mer�t does not sat�sfy
Tolstoy, �s because �t �s a work of “exclus�ve art,” laden w�th deta�ls of
t�me and place. It has not the “s�mpl�c�ty and compress�on”
necessary �n works of “un�versal” art. Th�ngs are ment�oned wh�ch
m�ght apparently be qu�te well om�tted. The style, also, �s not one of
great s�mpl�c�ty; the sentences are often long and �nvolved, as �s
commonly the case �n Tolstoy’s wr�t�ngs. It �s a novel appeal�ng
ma�nly to the class that has le�sure for novel read�ng because �t
neglects to produce �ts own food, make �ts own clothes, or bu�ld �ts
own houses. If Tolstoy �s str�ngent �n h�s judgment of other art�sts, he
�s more str�ngent st�ll �n h�s judgment of h�s own art�st�c works. Had
Resurrect�on been wr�tten by D�ckens, or by Hugo, Tolstoy would, I
th�nk, have found a place for �t (w�th whatever reservat�ons) among
the examples of rel�g�ous art. For �ndeed, str�ve as we may to be
clear and expl�c�t, our approval and d�sapproval �s a matter of



degree. The thought wh�ch underlay the remark: “Why callest thou
me good? none �s good, save one, even God,” appl�es not to man
only, but to all th�ngs human.
What �s Art? �tself �s a work of sc�ence—though many passages, and
even some whole chapters, appeal to us as works of art, and we feel
the contag�on of the author’s hope, h�s anx�ety to serve the cause of
truth and love, h�s �nd�gnat�on (somet�mes rather sharply expressed)
w�th what blocks the path of advance, and h�s contempt for much
that the “cultured crowd,” �n our erud�te, perverted soc�ety, have
persuaded themselves, and would fa�n persuade others, �s the
h�ghest art.
One result wh�ch follows �nev�tably from Tolstoy’s v�ew (and wh�ch
�llustrates how w�dely h�s v�ews d�ffer from the fash�onable æsthet�c
myst�c�sm), �s that art �s not stat�onary but progress�ve. It �s true that
our h�ghest rel�g�ous percept�on found express�on e�ghteen hundred
years ago, and then served as the bas�s of an art wh�ch �s st�ll
unmatched; and s�m�lar cases can be �nstanced from the East. But
allow�ng for such great except�ons,—to wh�ch, not �naptly, the term of
“�nsp�rat�on” has been spec�ally appl�ed,—the subject-matter of art
�mproves, though long per�ods of t�me may have to be cons�dered �n
order to make th�s obv�ous. Our power of verbal express�on, for
�nstance, may now be no better than �t was �n the days of Dav�d, but
we must no longer esteem as good �n subject-matter poems wh�ch
appeal to the Eternal to destroy a man’s pr�vate or nat�onal foes; for
we have reached a “rel�g�ous percept�on” wh�ch b�ds us have no
foes, and the ult�mate source (undef�nable by us) from wh�ch th�s
consc�ousness has come, �s what we mean when we speak of God.
AYLMER MAUDE.
W�ckham’s Farm,
Near Danbury, Essex,
23rd March 1899.



The Author’s Preface

Th�s book of m�ne, “What �s Art?” appears now for the f�rst t�me �n �ts
true form. More than one ed�t�on has already been �ssued �n Russ�a,
but �n each case �t has been so mut�lated by the “Censor,” that I
request all who are �nterested �n my v�ews on art only to judge of
them by the work �n �ts present shape. The causes wh�ch led to the
publ�cat�on of the book—w�th my name attached to �t—�n a mut�lated
form, were the follow�ng:—In accordance w�th a dec�s�on I arr�ved at
long ago,—not to subm�t my wr�t�ngs to the “Censorsh�p” (wh�ch I
cons�der to be an �mmoral and �rrat�onal �nst�tut�on), but to pr�nt them
only �n the shape �n wh�ch they were wr�tten,—I �ntended not to
attempt to pr�nt th�s work �n Russ�a. However, my good acqua�ntance
Professor Grote, ed�tor of a Moscow psycholog�cal magaz�ne, hav�ng
heard of the contents of my work, asked me to pr�nt �t �n h�s
magaz�ne, and prom�sed me that he would get the book through the
“Censor’s” off�ce unmut�lated �f I would but agree to a few very
un�mportant alterat�ons, merely ton�ng down certa�n express�ons. I
was weak enough to agree to th�s, and �t has resulted �n a book
appear�ng, under my name, from wh�ch not only have some essent�al
thoughts been excluded, but �nto wh�ch the thoughts of other men—
even thoughts utterly opposed to my own conv�ct�ons—have been
�ntroduced.
The th�ng occurred �n th�s way. F�rst, Grote softened my express�ons,
and �n some cases weakened them. For �nstance, he replaced the
words: always by somet�mes, all by some, Church rel�g�on by Roman
Cathol�c rel�g�on, “Mother of God” by Madonna, patr�ot�sm by
pseudo-patr�ot�sm, palaces by palat��,[2] etc., and I d�d not cons�der �t
necessary to protest. But when the book was already �n type, the
Censor requ�red that whole sentences should be altered, and that



�nstead of what I sa�d about the ev�l of landed property, a remark
should be subst�tuted on the ev�ls of a landless proletar�at.[3] I agreed
to th�s also and to some further alterat�ons. It seemed not worth wh�le
to upset the whole affa�r for the sake of one sentence, and when one
alterat�on had been agreed to �t seemed not worth wh�le to protest
aga�nst a second and a th�rd. So, l�ttle by l�ttle, express�ons crept �nto
the book wh�ch altered the sense and attr�buted th�ngs to me that I
could not have w�shed to say. So that by the t�me the book was
pr�nted �t had been depr�ved of some part of �ts �ntegr�ty and s�ncer�ty.
But there was consolat�on �n the thought that the book, even �n th�s
form, �f �t conta�ns someth�ng that �s good, would be of use to
Russ�an readers whom �t would otherw�se not have reached. Th�ngs,
however, turned out otherw�se. Nous compt�ons sans notre hôte.
After the legal term of four days had already elapsed, the book was
se�zed, and, on �nstruct�ons rece�ved from Petersburg, �t was handed
over to the “Sp�r�tual Censor.” Then Grote decl�ned all further
part�c�pat�on �n the affa�r, and the “Sp�r�tual Censor” proceeded to do
what he would w�th the book. The “Sp�r�tual Censorsh�p” �s one of the
most �gnorant, venal, stup�d, and despot�c �nst�tut�ons �n Russ�a.
Books wh�ch d�sagree �n any way w�th the recogn�sed state rel�g�on
of Russ�a, �f once �t gets hold of them, are almost always totally
suppressed and burnt; wh�ch �s what happened to all my rel�g�ous
works when attempts were made to pr�nt them �n Russ�a. Probably a
s�m�lar fate would have overtaken th�s work also, had not the ed�tors
of the magaz�ne employed all means to save �t. The result of the�r
efforts was that the “Sp�r�tual Censor,” a pr�est who probably
understands art and �s �nterested �n art as much as I understand or
am �nterested �n church serv�ces, but who gets a good salary for
destroy�ng whatever �s l�kely to d�splease h�s super�ors, struck out all
that seemed to h�m to endanger h�s pos�t�on, and subst�tuted h�s
thoughts for m�ne wherever he cons�dered �t necessary to do so. For
�nstance, where I speak of Chr�st go�ng to the Cross for the sake of
the truth He professed, the “Censor” subst�tuted a statement that
Chr�st d�ed for mank�nd, �.e. he attr�buted to me an assert�on of the
dogma of the Redempt�on, wh�ch I cons�der to be one of the most
untrue and harmful of Church dogmas. After correct�ng the book �n
th�s way, the “Sp�r�tual Censor” allowed �t to be pr�nted.



To protest �n Russ�a �s �mposs�ble, no newspaper would publ�sh such
a protest, and to w�thdraw my book from the magaz�ne and place the
ed�tor �n an awkward pos�t�on w�th the publ�c was also not poss�ble.
So the matter has rema�ned. A book has appeared under my name
conta�n�ng thoughts attr�buted to me wh�ch are not m�ne.
I was persuaded to g�ve my art�cle to a Russ�an magaz�ne, �n order
that my thoughts, wh�ch may be useful, should become the
possess�on of Russ�an readers; and the result has been that my
name �s aff�xed to a work from wh�ch �t m�ght be assumed that I qu�te
arb�trar�ly assert th�ngs contrary to the general op�n�on, w�thout
adduc�ng my reasons; that I only cons�der false patr�ot�sm bad, but
patr�ot�sm �n general a very good feel�ng; that I merely deny the
absurd�t�es of the Roman Cathol�c Church and d�sbel�eve �n the
Madonna, but that I bel�eve �n the Orthodox Eastern fa�th and �n the
“Mother of God”; that I cons�der all the wr�t�ngs collected �n the B�ble
to be holy books, and see the ch�ef �mportance of Chr�st’s l�fe �n the
Redempt�on of mank�nd by h�s death.
I have narrated all th�s �n such deta�l because �t str�k�ngly �llustrates
the �ndub�table truth, that all comprom�se w�th �nst�tut�ons of wh�ch
your consc�ence d�sapproves,—comprom�ses wh�ch are usually
made for the sake of the general good,—�nstead of produc�ng the
good you expected, �nev�tably lead you not only to acknowledge the
�nst�tut�on you d�sapprove of, but also to part�c�pate �n the ev�l that
�nst�tut�on produces.
I am glad to be able by th�s statement at least to do someth�ng to
correct the error �nto wh�ch I was led by my comprom�se.
I have also to ment�on that bes�des re�nstat�ng the parts excluded by
the Censor from the Russ�an ed�t�ons, other correct�ons and
add�t�ons of �mportance have been made �n th�s ed�t�on.
L�� T������.
29th March 1898.
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What �s Art?

Take up any one of our ord�nary newspapers, and you w�ll f�nd a part
devoted to the theatre and mus�c. In almost every number you w�ll
f�nd a descr�pt�on of some art exh�b�t�on, or of some part�cular
p�cture, and you w�ll always f�nd rev�ews of new works of art that
have appeared, of volumes of poems, of short stor�es, or of novels.
Promptly, and �n deta�l, as soon as �t has occurred, an account �s
publ�shed of how such and such an actress or actor played th�s or
that rôle �n such and such a drama, comedy, or opera; and of the
mer�ts of the performance, as well as of the contents of the new
drama, comedy, or opera, w�th �ts defects and mer�ts. W�th as much
care and deta�l, or even more, we are told how such and such an
art�st has sung a certa�n p�ece, or has played �t on the p�ano or v�ol�n,
and what were the mer�ts and defects of the p�ece and of the
performance. In every large town there �s sure to be at least one, �f
not more than one, exh�b�t�on of new p�ctures, the mer�ts and defects
of wh�ch are d�scussed �n the utmost deta�l by cr�t�cs and
conno�sseurs.
New novels and poems, �n separate volumes or �n the magaz�nes,
appear almost every day, and the newspapers cons�der �t the�r duty
to g�ve the�r readers deta�led accounts of these art�st�c product�ons.
For the support of art �n Russ�a (where for the educat�on of the
people only a hundredth part �s spent of what would be requ�red to
g�ve everyone the opportun�ty of �nstruct�on) the Government grants
m�ll�ons of roubles �n subs�d�es to academ�es, conservato�res and
theatres. In France twenty m�ll�on francs are ass�gned for art, and
s�m�lar grants are made �n Germany and England.



In every large town enormous bu�ld�ngs are erected for museums,
academ�es, conservato�res, dramat�c schools, and for performances
and concerts. Hundreds of thousands of workmen,—carpenters,
masons, pa�nters, jo�ners, paperhangers, ta�lors, ha�rdressers,
jewellers, moulders, type-setters,—spend the�r whole l�ves �n hard
labour to sat�sfy the demands of art, so that hardly any other
department of human act�v�ty, except the m�l�tary, consumes so much
energy as th�s.
Not only �s enormous labour spent on th�s act�v�ty, but �n �t, as �n war,
the very l�ves of men are sacr�f�ced. Hundreds of thousands of
people devote the�r l�ves from ch�ldhood to learn�ng to tw�rl the�r legs
rap�dly (dancers), or to touch notes and str�ngs very rap�dly
(mus�c�ans), or to draw w�th pa�nt and represent what they see
(art�sts), or to turn every phrase �ns�de out and f�nd a rhyme to every
word. And these people, often very k�nd and clever, and capable of
all sorts of useful labour, grow savage over the�r spec�al�sed and
stupefy�ng occupat�ons, and become one-s�ded and self-complacent
spec�al�sts, dull to all the ser�ous phenomena of l�fe, and sk�lful only
at rap�dly tw�st�ng the�r legs, the�r tongues, or the�r f�ngers.
But even th�s stunt�ng of human l�fe �s not the worst. I remember
be�ng once at the rehearsal of one of the most ord�nary of the new
operas wh�ch are produced at all the opera houses of Europe and
Amer�ca.
I arr�ved when the f�rst act had already commenced. To reach the
aud�tor�um I had to pass through the stage entrance. By dark
entrances and passages, I was led through the vaults of an
enormous bu�ld�ng past �mmense mach�nes for chang�ng the scenery
and for �llum�nat�ng; and there �n the gloom and dust I saw workmen
bus�ly engaged. One of these men, pale, haggard, �n a d�rty blouse,
w�th d�rty, work-worn hands and cramped f�ngers, ev�dently t�red and
out of humour, went past me, angr�ly scold�ng another man.
Ascend�ng by a dark sta�r, I came out on the boards beh�nd the
scenes. Am�d var�ous poles and r�ngs and scattered scenery,
decorat�ons and curta�ns, stood and moved dozens, �f not hundreds,
of pa�nted and dressed-up men, �n costumes f�tt�ng t�ght to the�r
th�ghs and calves, and also women, as usual, as nearly nude as



m�ght be. These were all s�ngers, or members of the chorus, or
ballet-dancers, awa�t�ng the�r turns. My gu�de led me across the
stage and, by means of a br�dge of boards, across the orchestra (�n
wh�ch perhaps a hundred mus�c�ans of all k�nds, from kettle-drum to
flute and harp, were seated), to the dark p�t-stalls.
On an elevat�on, between two lamps w�th reflectors, and �n an arm-
cha�r placed before a mus�c-stand, sat the d�rector of the mus�cal
part, bâton �n hand, manag�ng the orchestra and s�ngers, and, �n
general, the product�on of the whole opera.
The performance had already commenced, and on the stage a
process�on of Ind�ans who had brought home a br�de was be�ng
represented. Bes�des men and women �n costume, two other men �n
ord�nary clothes bustled and ran about on the stage; one was the
d�rector of the dramat�c part, and the other, who stepped about �n
soft shoes and ran from place to place w�th unusual ag�l�ty, was the
danc�ng-master, whose salary per month exceeded what ten
labourers earn �n a year.
These three d�rectors arranged the s�ng�ng, the orchestra, and the
process�on. The process�on, as usual, was enacted by couples, w�th
t�nfo�l halberds on the�r shoulders. They all came from one place,
and walked round and round aga�n, and then stopped. The
process�on took a long t�me to arrange: f�rst the Ind�ans w�th halberds
came on too late; then too soon; then at the r�ght t�me, but crowded
together at the ex�t; then they d�d not crowd, but arranged
themselves badly at the s�des of the stage; and each t�me the whole
performance was stopped and recommenced from the beg�nn�ng.
The process�on was �ntroduced by a rec�tat�ve, del�vered by a man
dressed up l�ke some var�ety of Turk, who, open�ng h�s mouth �n a
cur�ous way, sang, “Home I br�ng the br�-�-�de.” He s�ngs and waves
h�s arm (wh�ch �s of course bare) from under h�s mantle. The
process�on commences, but here the French horn, �n the
accompan�ment of the rec�tat�ve, does someth�ng wrong; and the
d�rector, w�th a shudder as �f some catastrophe had occurred, raps
w�th h�s st�ck on the stand. All �s stopped, and the d�rector, turn�ng to
the orchestra, attacks the French horn, scold�ng h�m �n the rudest
terms, as cabmen abuse each other, for tak�ng the wrong note. And



aga�n the whole th�ng recommences. The Ind�ans w�th the�r halberds
aga�n come on, tread�ng softly �n the�r extraord�nary boots; aga�n the
s�nger s�ngs, “Home I br�ng the br�-�-�de.” But here the pa�rs get too
close together. More raps w�th the st�ck, more scold�ng, and a
recommencement. Aga�n, “Home I br�ng the br�-�-�de,” aga�n the
same gest�culat�on w�th the bare arm from under the mantle, and
aga�n the couples, tread�ng softly w�th halberds on the�r shoulders,
some w�th sad and ser�ous faces, some talk�ng and sm�l�ng, arrange
themselves �n a c�rcle and beg�n to s�ng. All seems to be go�ng well,
but aga�n the st�ck raps, and the d�rector, �n a d�stressed and angry
vo�ce, beg�ns to scold the men and women of the chorus. It appears
that when s�ng�ng they had om�tted to ra�se the�r hands from t�me to
t�me �n s�gn of an�mat�on. “Are you all dead, or what? Cows that you
are! Are you corpses, that you can’t move?” Aga�n they re-
commence, “Home I br�ng the br�-�-�de,” and aga�n, w�th sorrowful
faces, the chorus women s�ng, f�rst one and then another of them
ra�s�ng the�r hands. But two chorus-g�rls speak to each other,—aga�n
a more vehement rapp�ng w�th the st�ck. “Have you come here to
talk? Can’t you goss�p at home? You there �n red breeches, come
nearer. Look towards me! Recommence!” Aga�n, “Home I br�ng the
br�-�-�de.” And so �t goes on for one, two, three hours. The whole of
such a rehearsal lasts s�x hours on end. Raps w�th the st�ck,
repet�t�ons, plac�ngs, correct�ons of the s�ngers, of the orchestra, of
the process�on, of the dancers,—all seasoned w�th angry scold�ng. I
heard the words, “asses,” “fools,” “�d�ots,” “sw�ne,” addressed to the
mus�c�ans and s�ngers at least forty t�mes �n the course of one hour.
And the unhappy �nd�v�dual to whom the abuse �s addressed,—
flaut�st, horn-blower, or s�nger,—phys�cally and mentally
demoral�sed, does not reply, and does what �s demanded of h�m.
Twenty t�mes �s repeated the one phrase, “Home I br�ng the br�-�-�de,”
and twenty t�mes the str�d�ng about �n yellow shoes w�th a halberd
over the shoulder. The conductor knows that these people are so
demoral�sed that they are no longer f�t for anyth�ng but to blow
trumpets and walk about w�th halberds and �n yellow shoes, and that
they are also accustomed to da�nty, easy l�v�ng, so that they w�ll put
up w�th anyth�ng rather than lose the�r luxur�ous l�fe. He therefore
g�ves free vent to h�s churl�shness, espec�ally as he has seen the



same th�ng done �n Par�s and V�enna, and knows that th�s �s the way
the best conductors behave, and that �t �s a mus�cal trad�t�on of great
art�sts to be so carr�ed away by the great bus�ness of the�r art that
they cannot pause to cons�der the feel�ngs of other art�sts.
It would be d�ff�cult to f�nd a more repuls�ve s�ght. I have seen one
workman abuse another for not support�ng the we�ght p�led upon h�m
when goods were be�ng unloaded, or, at hay-stack�ng, the v�llage
elder scold a peasant for not mak�ng the r�ck r�ght, and the man
subm�tted �n s�lence. And, however unpleasant �t was to w�tness the
scene, the unpleasantness was lessened by the consc�ousness that
the bus�ness �n hand was needful and �mportant, and that the fault
for wh�ch the head-man scolded the labourer was one wh�ch m�ght
spo�l a needful undertak�ng.
But what was be�ng done here? For what, and for whom? Very l�kely
the conductor was t�red out, l�ke the workman I passed �n the vaults;
�t was even ev�dent that he was; but who made h�m t�re h�mself? And
for what was he t�r�ng h�mself? The opera he was rehears�ng was
one of the most ord�nary of operas for people who are accustomed
to them, but also one of the most g�gant�c absurd�t�es that could
poss�bly be dev�sed. An Ind�an k�ng wants to marry; they br�ng h�m a
br�de; he d�sgu�ses h�mself as a m�nstrel; the br�de falls �n love w�th
the m�nstrel and �s �n despa�r, but afterwards d�scovers that the
m�nstrel �s the k�ng, and everyone �s h�ghly del�ghted.
That there never were, or could be, such Ind�ans, and that they were
not only unl�ke Ind�ans, but that what they were do�ng was unl�ke
anyth�ng on earth except other operas, was beyond all manner of
doubt; that people do not converse �n such a way as rec�tat�ve, and
do not place themselves at f�xed d�stances, �n a quartet, wav�ng the�r
arms to express the�r emot�ons; that nowhere, except �n theatres, do
people walk about �n such a manner, �n pa�rs, w�th t�nfo�l halberds
and �n sl�ppers; that no one ever gets angry �n such a way, or �s
affected �n such a way, or laughs �n such a way, or cr�es �n such a
way; and that no one on earth can be moved by such performances;
all th�s �s beyond the poss�b�l�ty of doubt.



Inst�nct�vely the quest�on presents �tself—For whom �s th�s be�ng
done? Whom can �t please? If there are, occas�onally, good melod�es
�n the opera, to wh�ch �t �s pleasant to l�sten, they could have been
sung s�mply, w�thout these stup�d costumes and all the process�ons
and rec�tat�ves and hand-wav�ngs.
The ballet, �n wh�ch half-naked women make voluptuous
movements, tw�st�ng themselves �nto var�ous sensual wreath�ngs, �s
s�mply a lewd performance.
So one �s qu�te at a loss as to whom these th�ngs are done for. The
man of culture �s heart�ly s�ck of them, wh�le to a real work�ng man
they are utterly �ncomprehens�ble. If anyone can be pleased by these
th�ngs (wh�ch �s doubtful), �t can only be some young footman or
depraved art�san, who has contracted the sp�r�t of the upper classes
but �s not yet sat�ated w�th the�r amusements, and w�shes to show
h�s breed�ng.
And all th�s nasty folly �s prepared, not s�mply, nor w�th k�ndly
merr�ment, but w�th anger and brutal cruelty.
It �s sa�d that �t �s all done for the sake of art, and that art �s a very
�mportant th�ng. But �s �t true that art �s so �mportant that such
sacr�f�ces should be made for �ts sake? Th�s quest�on �s espec�ally
urgent, because art, for the sake of wh�ch the labour of m�ll�ons, the
l�ves of men, and above all, love between man and man, are be�ng
sacr�f�ced,—th�s very art �s becom�ng someth�ng more and more
vague and uncerta�n to human percept�on.
Cr�t�c�sm, �n wh�ch the lovers of art used to f�nd support for the�r
op�n�ons, has latterly become so self-contrad�ctory, that, �f we
exclude from the doma�n of art all that to wh�ch the cr�t�cs of var�ous
schools themselves deny the t�tle, there �s scarcely any art left.
The art�sts of var�ous sects, l�ke the theolog�ans of the var�ous sects,
mutually exclude and destroy themselves. L�sten to the art�sts of the
schools of our t�mes, and you w�ll f�nd, �n all branches, each set of
art�sts d�sown�ng others. In poetry the old romant�c�sts deny the
parnass�ans and the decadents; the parnass�ans d�sown the
romant�c�sts and the decadents; the decadents d�sown all the�r



predecessors and the symbol�sts; the symbol�sts d�sown all the�r
predecessors and les mages; and les mages d�sown all, all the�r
predecessors. Among novel�sts we have natural�sts, psycholog�sts,
and “nature-�sts,” all reject�ng each other. And �t �s the same �n
dramat�c art, �n pa�nt�ng and �n mus�c. So that art, wh�ch demands
such tremendous labour-sacr�f�ces from the people, wh�ch stunts
human l�ves and transgresses aga�nst human love, �s not only not a
th�ng clearly and f�rmly def�ned, but �s understood �n such
contrad�ctory ways by �ts own devotees that �t �s d�ff�cult to say what
�s meant by art, and espec�ally what �s good, useful art,—art for the
sake of wh�ch we m�ght condone such sacr�f�ces as are be�ng offered
at �ts shr�ne.



CHAPTER II

For the product�on of every ballet, c�rcus, opera, operetta, exh�b�t�on,
p�cture, concert, or pr�nted book, the �ntense and unw�ll�ng labour of
thousands and thousands of people �s needed at what �s often
harmful and hum�l�at�ng work. It were well �f art�sts made all they
requ�re for themselves, but, as �t �s, they all need the help of
workmen, not only to produce art, but also for the�r own usually
luxur�ous ma�ntenance. And, one way or other, they get �t; e�ther
through payments from r�ch people, or through subs�d�es g�ven by
Government (�n Russ�a, for �nstance, �n grants of m�ll�ons of roubles
to theatres, conservato�res and academ�es). Th�s money �s collected
from the people, some of whom have to sell the�r only cow to pay the
tax, and who never get those æsthet�c pleasures wh�ch art g�ves.
It was all very well for a Greek or Roman art�st, or even for a Russ�an
art�st of the f�rst half of our century (when there were st�ll slaves, and
�t was cons�dered r�ght that there should be), w�th a qu�et m�nd to
make people serve h�m and h�s art; but �n our day, when �n all men
there �s at least some d�m percept�on of the equal r�ghts of all, �t �s
�mposs�ble to constra�n people to labour unw�ll�ngly for art, w�thout
f�rst dec�d�ng the quest�on whether �t �s true that art �s so good and so
�mportant an affa�r as to redeem th�s ev�l.
If not, we have the terr�ble probab�l�ty to cons�der, that wh�le fearful
sacr�f�ces of the labour and l�ves of men, and of moral�ty �tself, are
be�ng made to art, that same art may be not only useless but even
harmful.
And therefore �t �s necessary for a soc�ety �n wh�ch works of art ar�se
and are supported, to f�nd out whether all that professes to be art �s
really art; whether (as �s presupposed �n our soc�ety) all that wh�ch �s



art �s good; and whether �t �s �mportant and worth those sacr�f�ces
wh�ch �t necess�tates. It �s st�ll more necessary for every
consc�ent�ous art�st to know th�s, that he may be sure that all he does
has a val�d mean�ng; that �t �s not merely an �nfatuat�on of the small
c�rcle of people among whom he l�ves wh�ch exc�tes �n h�m the false
assurance that he �s do�ng a good work; and that what he takes from
others for the support of h�s often very luxur�ous l�fe, w�ll be
compensated for by those product�ons at wh�ch he works. And that �s
why answers to the above quest�ons are espec�ally �mportant �n our
t�me.
What �s th�s art, wh�ch �s cons�dered so �mportant and necessary for
human�ty that for �ts sake these sacr�f�ces of labour, of human l�fe,
and even of goodness may be made?
“What �s art? What a quest�on! Art �s arch�tecture, sculpture, pa�nt�ng,
mus�c, and poetry �n all �ts forms,” usually repl�es the ord�nary man,
the art amateur, or even the art�st h�mself, �mag�n�ng the matter
about wh�ch he �s talk�ng to be perfectly clear, and un�formly
understood by everybody. But �n arch�tecture, one �nqu�res further,
are there not s�mple bu�ld�ngs wh�ch are not objects of art, and
bu�ld�ngs w�th art�st�c pretens�ons wh�ch are unsuccessful and ugly
and therefore cannot be cons�dered as works of art? where�n l�es the
character�st�c s�gn of a work of art?
It �s the same �n sculpture, �n mus�c, and �n poetry. Art, �n all �ts
forms, �s bounded on one s�de by the pract�cally useful and on the
other by unsuccessful attempts at art. How �s art to be marked off
from each of these? The ord�nary educated man of our c�rcle, and
even the art�st who has not occup�ed h�mself espec�ally w�th
æsthet�cs, w�ll not hes�tate at th�s quest�on e�ther. He th�nks the
solut�on has been found long ago, and �s well known to everyone.
“Art �s such act�v�ty as produces beauty,” says such a man.
If art cons�sts �n that, then �s a ballet or an operetta art? you �nqu�re.
“Yes,” says the ord�nary man, though w�th some hes�tat�on, “a good
ballet or a graceful operetta �s also art, �n so far as �t man�fests
beauty.”



But w�thout even ask�ng the ord�nary man what d�fferent�ates the
“good” ballet and the “graceful” operetta from the�r oppos�tes (a
quest�on he would have much d�ff�culty �n answer�ng), �f you ask h�m
whether the act�v�ty of costum�ers and ha�rdressers, who ornament
the f�gures and faces of the women for the ballet and the operetta, �s
art; or the act�v�ty of Worth, the dressmaker; of scent-makers and
men-cooks, then he w�ll, �n most cases, deny that the�r act�v�ty
belongs to the sphere of art. But �n th�s the ord�nary man makes a
m�stake, just because he �s an ord�nary man and not a spec�al�st,
and because he has not occup�ed h�mself w�th æsthet�c quest�ons.
Had he looked �nto these matters, he would have seen �n the great
Renan’s book, Marc Aurele, a d�ssertat�on show�ng that the ta�lor’s
work �s art, and that those who do not see �n the adornment of
woman an affa�r of the h�ghest art are very small-m�nded and dull.
“C’est le grand art” says Renan. Moreover, he would have known
that �n many æsthet�c systems—for �nstance, �n the æsthet�cs of the
learned Professor Kral�k, Weltschönhe�t, Versuch e�ner allgeme�nen
Æsthet�k, von R�chard Kral�k, and �n Les problèmes de l’Esthét�que
Contempora�ne, by Guyau—the arts of costume, of taste, and of
touch are �ncluded.
“Es Folgt nun e�n Fünfblatt von Künsten, d�e der subject�ven
S�nnl�chke�t entke�men” (There results then a pentafol�ate of arts,
grow�ng out of the subject�ve percept�ons), says Kral�k (p. 175). “S�e
s�nd d�e ästhet�sche Behandlung der fünf S�nne.” (They are the
æsthet�c treatment of the f�ve senses.)
These f�ve arts are the follow�ng:—
D�e Kunst des Geschmacks�nns—The art of the sense of taste (p.
175).
D�e Kunst des Geruchs�nns—The art of the sense of smell (p. 177).
D�e Kunst des Tasts�nns—The art of the sense of touch (p. 180).
D�e Kunst des Gehörs�nns—The art of the sense of hear�ng (p. 182).
D�e Kunst des Ges�chts�nns—The art of the sense of s�ght (p. 184).
Of the f�rst of these—d�e Kunst des Geschmacks�nns—he says:
“Man hält zwar gewöhnl�ch nur zwe� oder höchstens dre� S�nne für



würd�g, den Stoff künstler�scher Behandlung abzugeben, aber �ch
glaube nur m�t bed�ngtem Recht. Ich w�ll ke�n allzugrosses Gew�cht
darauf legen, dass der geme�ne Sprachgebrauch manch andere
Künste, w�e zum Be�sp�el d�e Kochkunst kennt.”[4]

And further: “Und es �st doch gew�ss e�ne ästhet�sche Le�stung,
wenn es der Kochkunst gel�ngt aus e�nem th�er�schen Kadaver e�nen
Gegenstand des Geschmacks �n jedem S�nne zu machen. Der
Grundsatz der Kunst des Geschmacks�nns (d�e we�ter �st als d�e
sogenannte Kochkunst) �st also d�eser: Es soll alles Gen�essbare als
S�nnb�ld e�ner Idee behandelt werden und �n jedesmal�gem E�nklang
zur auszudrückenden Idee.”[5]

Th�s author, l�ke Renan, acknowledges a Kostümkunst (Art of
Costume) (p. 200), etc.
Such �s also the op�n�on of the French wr�ter, Guyau, who �s h�ghly
esteemed by some authors of our day. In h�s book, Les problèmes
de l’esthét�que contempora�ne, he speaks ser�ously of touch, taste,
and smell as g�v�ng, or be�ng capable of g�v�ng, aesthet�c
�mpress�ons: “S� la couleur manque au toucher, �l nous fourn�t en
revanche une not�on que l’œ�l seul ne peut nous donner, et qu� a une
valeur esthét�que cons�dérable, celle du doux, du soyeux du pol�. Ce
qu� caractér�se la beauté du velours, c’est sa douceur au toucher
non mo�ns que son br�llant. Dans l’�dée que nous nous fa�sons de la
beauté d’une femme, le velouté de sa peau entre comme élément
essent�el.”
“Chacun de nous probablement avec un peu d’attent�on se
rappellera des jou�ssances du goût, qu� out été de vér�tables
jou�ssances esthét�ques.”[6] And he recounts how a glass of m�lk
drunk by h�m �n the mounta�ns gave h�m æsthet�c enjoyment.
So �t turns out that the concept�on of art as cons�st�ng �n mak�ng
beauty man�fest �s not at all so s�mple as �t seemed, espec�ally now,
when �n th�s concept�on of beauty are �ncluded our sensat�ons of
touch and taste and smell, as they are by the latest æsthet�c wr�ters.
But the ord�nary man e�ther does not know, or does not w�sh to know,
all th�s, and �s f�rmly conv�nced that all quest�ons about art may be



s�mply and clearly solved by acknowledg�ng beauty to be the
subject-matter of art. To h�m �t seems clear and comprehens�ble that
art cons�sts �n man�fest�ng beauty, and that a reference to beauty w�ll
serve to expla�n all quest�ons about art.
But what �s th�s beauty wh�ch forms the subject-matter of art? How �s
�t def�ned? What �s �t?
As �s always the case, the more cloudy and confused the concept�on
conveyed by a word, w�th the more aplomb and self-assurance do
people use that word, pretend�ng that what �s understood by �t �s so
s�mple and clear that �t �s not worth wh�le even to d�scuss what �t
actually means.
Th�s �s how matters of orthodox rel�g�on are usually dealt w�th, and
th�s �s how people now deal w�th the concept�on of beauty. It �s taken
for granted that what �s meant by the word beauty �s known and
understood by everyone. And yet not only �s th�s not known, but,
after whole mounta�ns of books have been wr�tten on the subject by
the most learned and profound th�nkers dur�ng one hundred and f�fty
years (ever s�nce Baumgarten founded æsthet�cs �n the year 1750),
the quest�on, What �s beauty? rema�ns to th�s day qu�te unsolved,
and �n each new work on æsthet�cs �t �s answered �n a new way. One
of the last books I read on æsthet�cs �s a not �ll-wr�tten booklet by
Jul�us M�thalter, called Rätsel des Schönen (The En�gma of the
Beaut�ful). And that t�tle prec�sely expresses the pos�t�on of the
quest�on, What �s beauty? After thousands of learned men have
d�scussed �t dur�ng one hundred and f�fty years, the mean�ng of the
word beauty rema�ns an en�gma st�ll. The Germans answer the
quest�on �n the�r manner, though �n a hundred d�fferent ways. The
phys�olog�st-æsthet�c�ans, espec�ally the Engl�shmen: Herbert
Spencer, Grant Allen and h�s school, answer �t, each �n h�s own way;
the French eclect�cs, and the followers of Guyau and Ta�ne, also
each �n h�s own way; and all these people know all the preced�ng
solut�ons g�ven by Baumgarten, and Kant, and Schell�ng, and
Sch�ller, and F�chte, and W�nckelmann, and Less�ng, and Hegel, and
Schopenhauer, and Hartmann, and Schasler, and Cous�n, and
Lévêque and others.



What �s th�s strange concept�on “beauty,” wh�ch seems so s�mple to
those who talk w�thout th�nk�ng, but �n def�n�ng wh�ch all the
ph�losophers of var�ous tendenc�es and d�fferent nat�onal�t�es can
come to no agreement dur�ng a century and a half? What �s th�s
concept�on of beauty, on wh�ch the dom�nant doctr�ne of art rests?
In Russ�an, by the word krasota (beauty) we mean only that wh�ch
pleases the s�ght. And though latterly people have begun to speak of
“an ugly deed,” or of “beaut�ful mus�c,” �t �s not good Russ�an.
A Russ�an of the common folk, not know�ng fore�gn languages, w�ll
not understand you �f you tell h�m that a man who has g�ven h�s last
coat to another, or done anyth�ng s�m�lar, has acted “beaut�fully,” that
a man who has cheated another has done an “ugly” act�on, or that a
song �s “beaut�ful.”
In Russ�an a deed may be k�nd and good, or unk�nd and bad. Mus�c
may be pleasant and good, or unpleasant and bad; but there can be
no such th�ng as “beaut�ful” or “ugly” mus�c.
Beaut�ful may relate to a man, a horse, a house, a v�ew, or a
movement. Of act�ons, thoughts, character, or mus�c, �f they please
us, we may say that they are good, or, �f they do not please us, that
they are not good. But beaut�ful can be used only concern�ng that
wh�ch pleases the s�ght. So that the word and concept�on “good”
�ncludes the concept�on of “beaut�ful,” but the reverse �s not the case;
the concept�on “beauty” does not �nclude the concept�on “good.” If
we say “good” of an art�cle wh�ch we value for �ts appearance, we
thereby say that the art�cle �s beaut�ful; but �f we say �t �s “beaut�ful,” �t
does not at all mean that the art�cle �s a good one.
Such �s the mean�ng ascr�bed by the Russ�an language, and
therefore by the sense of the people, to the words and concept�ons
“good” and “beaut�ful.”
In all the European languages, �.e. the languages of those nat�ons
among whom the doctr�ne has spread that beauty �s the essent�al
th�ng �n art, the words “beau,” “schön,” “beaut�ful,” “bello,” etc., wh�le
keep�ng the�r mean�ng of beaut�ful �n form, have come to also



express “goodness,” “k�ndness,” �.e. have come to act as subst�tutes
for the word “good.”
So that �t has become qu�te natural �n those languages to use such
express�ons as “belle ame,” “schöne Gedanken,” of “beaut�ful deed.”
Those languages no longer have a su�table word wherew�th
expressly to �nd�cate beauty of form, and have to use a comb�nat�on
of words such as “beau par la forme,” “beaut�ful to look at,” etc., to
convey that �dea.
Observat�on of the d�vergent mean�ngs wh�ch the words “beauty” and
“beaut�ful” have �n Russ�an on the one hand, and �n those European
languages now permeated by th�s æsthet�c theory on the other hand,
shows us that the word “beauty” has, among the latter, acqu�red a
spec�al mean�ng, namely, that of “good.”
What �s remarkable, moreover, �s that s�nce we Russ�ans have
begun more and more to adopt the European v�ew of art, the same
evolut�on has begun to show �tself �n our language also, and some
people speak and wr�te qu�te conf�dently, and w�thout caus�ng
surpr�se, of beaut�ful mus�c and ugly act�ons, or even thoughts;
whereas forty years ago, when I was young, the express�ons
“beaut�ful mus�c” and “ugly act�ons” were not only unusual but
�ncomprehens�ble. Ev�dently th�s new mean�ng g�ven to beauty by
European thought beg�ns to be ass�m�lated by Russ�an soc�ety.
And what really �s th�s mean�ng? What �s th�s “beauty” as �t �s
understood by the European peoples?
In order to answer th�s quest�on, I must here quote at least a small
select�on of those def�n�t�ons of beauty most generally adopted �n
ex�st�ng æsthet�c systems. I espec�ally beg the reader not to be
overcome by dulness, but to read these extracts through, or, st�ll
better, to read some one of the erud�te æsthet�c authors. Not to
ment�on the volum�nous German æsthet�c�ans, a very good book for
th�s purpose would be e�ther the German book by Kral�k, the Engl�sh
work by Kn�ght, or the French one by Lévêque. It �s necessary to
read one of the learned æsthet�c wr�ters �n order to form at f�rst-hand
a concept�on of the var�ety �n op�n�on and the fr�ghtful obscur�ty wh�ch



re�gns �n th�s reg�on of speculat�on; not, �n th�s �mportant matter,
trust�ng to another’s report.
Th�s, for �nstance, �s what the German æsthet�c�an Schasler says �n
the preface to h�s famous, volum�nous, and deta�led work on
æsthet�cs:—
“Hardly �n any sphere of ph�losoph�c sc�ence can we f�nd such
d�vergent methods of �nvest�gat�on and expos�t�on, amount�ng even
to self-contrad�ct�on, as �n the sphere of æsthet�cs. On the one hand
we have elegant phraseology w�thout any substance, character�sed
�n great part by most one-s�ded superf�c�al�ty; and on the other hand,
accompany�ng unden�able profund�ty of �nvest�gat�on and r�chness of
subject-matter, we get a revolt�ng awkwardness of ph�losoph�c
term�nology, enfold�ng the s�mplest thoughts �n an apparel of abstract
sc�ence as though to render them worthy to enter the consecrated
palace of the system; and f�nally, between these two methods of
�nvest�gat�on and expos�t�on, there �s a th�rd, form�ng, as �t were, the
trans�t�on from one to the other, a method cons�st�ng of eclect�c�sm,
now flaunt�ng an elegant phraseology and now a pedant�c
erud�t�on.... A style of expos�t�on that falls �nto none of these three
defects but �t �s truly concrete, and, hav�ng �mportant matter,
expresses �t �n clear and popular ph�losoph�c language, can nowhere
be found less frequently than �n the doma�n of æsthet�cs.”[7]

It �s only necessary, for �nstance, to read Schasler’s own book to
conv�nce oneself of the just�ce of th�s observat�on of h�s.
On the same subject the French wr�ter Véron, �n the preface to h�s
very good work on æsthet�cs, says, “Il n’y a pas de sc�ence, qu� a�t
été plus que l’esthét�que l�vrée aux rêver�es des métaphys�c�ens.
Depu�s Platon jusqu’ aux doctr�nes off�c�elles de nos jours, on a fa�t
de l’art je ne sa�s quel amalgame de fanta�s�es qu�ntessenc�ées, et
de mystères transcendantaux qu� trouvent leur express�on suprême
dans la concept�on absolue du Beau �déal, prototype �mmuable et
d�v�n des choses réelles” (L’esthét�que, 1878, p. 5).[8]

If the reader w�ll only be at the pa�ns to peruse the follow�ng extracts,
def�n�ng beauty, taken from the ch�ef wr�ters on æsthet�cs, he may
conv�nce h�mself that th�s censure �s thoroughly deserved.



I shall not quote the def�n�t�ons of beauty attr�buted to the anc�ents,—
Socrates, Plato, Ar�stotle, etc., down to Plot�nus,—because, �n
real�ty, the anc�ents had not that concept�on of beauty separated
from goodness wh�ch forms the bas�s and a�m of æsthet�cs �n our
t�me. By referr�ng the judgments of the anc�ents on beauty to our
concept�on of �t, as �s usually done �n æsthet�cs, we g�ve the words of
the anc�ents a mean�ng wh�ch �s not the�rs.[9]



CHAPTER III

I beg�n w�th the founder of æsthet�cs, Baumgarten (1714-1762).
Accord�ng to Baumgarten,[10] the object of log�cal knowledge �s Truth,
the object of æsthet�c (�.e. sensuous) knowledge �s Beauty. Beauty �s
the Perfect (the Absolute), recogn�sed through the senses; Truth �s
the Perfect perce�ved through reason; Goodness �s the Perfect
reached by moral w�ll.
Beauty �s def�ned by Baumgarten as a correspondence, �.e. an order
of the parts �n the�r mutual relat�ons to each other and �n the�r relat�on
to the whole. The a�m of beauty �tself �s to please and exc�te a
des�re, “Wohlgefallen und Erregung e�nes Verlangens.” (A pos�t�on
prec�sely the oppos�te of Kant’s def�n�t�on of the nature and s�gn of
beauty.)
W�th reference to the man�festat�ons of beauty, Baumgarten
cons�ders that the h�ghest embod�ment of beauty �s seen by us �n
nature, and he therefore th�nks that the h�ghest a�m of art �s to copy
nature. (Th�s pos�t�on also �s d�rectly contrad�cted by the conclus�ons
of the latest æsthet�c�ans.)
Pass�ng over the un�mportant followers of Baumgarten,—Ma�er,
Eschenburg, and Eberhard,—who only sl�ghtly mod�f�ed the doctr�ne
of the�r teacher by d�v�d�ng the pleasant from the beaut�ful, I w�ll
quote the def�n�t�ons g�ven by wr�ters who came �mmed�ately after
Baumgarten, and def�ned beauty qu�te �n another way. These wr�ters
were Sulzer, Mendelssohn, and Mor�tz. They, �n contrad�ct�on to
Baumgarten’s ma�n pos�t�on, recogn�se as the a�m of art, not beauty,
but goodness. Thus Sulzer (1720-1777) says that only that can be
cons�dered beaut�ful wh�ch conta�ns goodness. Accord�ng to h�s
theory, the a�m of the whole l�fe of human�ty �s welfare �n soc�al l�fe.



Th�s �s atta�ned by the educat�on of the moral feel�ngs, to wh�ch end
art should be subserv�ent. Beauty �s that wh�ch evokes and educates
th�s feel�ng.
Beauty �s understood almost �n the same way by Mendelssohn
(1729-1786). Accord�ng to h�m, art �s the carry�ng forward of the
beaut�ful, obscurely recogn�sed by feel�ng, t�ll �t becomes the true
and good. The a�m of art �s moral perfect�on.[11]

For the æsthet�c�ans of th�s school, the �deal of beauty �s a beaut�ful
soul �n a beaut�ful body. So that these æsthet�c�ans completely w�pe
out Baumgarten’s d�v�s�on of the Perfect (the Absolute), �nto the
three forms of Truth, Goodness, and Beauty; and Beauty �s aga�n
un�ted w�th the Good and the True.
But th�s concept�on �s not only not ma�nta�ned by the later
æsthet�c�ans, but the æsthet�c doctr�ne of W�nckelmann ar�ses, aga�n
�n complete oppos�t�on. Th�s d�v�des the m�ss�on of art from the a�m
of goodness �n the sharpest and most pos�t�ve manner, makes
external beauty the a�m of art, and even l�m�ts �t to v�s�ble beauty.
Accord�ng to the celebrated work of W�nckelmann (1717-1767), the
law and a�m of all art �s beauty only, beauty qu�te separated from and
�ndependent of goodness. There are three k�nds of beauty:—(1)
beauty of form, (2) beauty of �dea, express�ng �tself �n the pos�t�on of
the f�gure (�n plast�c art), (3) beauty of express�on, atta�nable only
when the two f�rst cond�t�ons are present. Th�s beauty of express�on
�s the h�ghest a�m of art, and �s atta�ned �n ant�que art; modern art
should therefore a�m at �m�tat�ng anc�ent art.[12]

Art �s s�m�larly understood by Less�ng, Herder, and afterwards by
Goethe and by all the d�st�ngu�shed æsthet�c�ans of Germany t�ll
Kant, from whose day, aga�n, a d�fferent concept�on of art
commences.
Nat�ve æsthet�c theor�es arose dur�ng th�s per�od �n England, France,
Italy, and Holland, and they, though not taken from the German,
were equally cloudy and contrad�ctory. And all these wr�ters, just l�ke
the German æsthet�c�ans, founded the�r theor�es on a concept�on of
the Beaut�ful, understand�ng beauty �n the sense of a someth�ng



ex�st�ng absolutely, and more or less �nterm�ngled w�th Goodness or
hav�ng one and the same root. In England, almost s�multaneously
w�th Baumgarten, even a l�ttle earl�er, Shaftesbury, Hutcheson,
Home, Burke, Hogarth, and others, wrote on art.
Accord�ng to Shaftesbury (1670-1713), “That wh�ch �s beaut�ful �s
harmon�ous and proport�onable, what �s harmon�ous and
proport�onable �s true, and what �s at once both beaut�ful and true �s
of consequence agreeable and good.”[13] Beauty, he taught, �s
recogn�sed by the m�nd only. God �s fundamental beauty; beauty and
goodness proceed from the same fount.
So that, although Shaftesbury regards beauty as be�ng someth�ng
separate from goodness, they aga�n merge �nto someth�ng
�nseparable.
Accord�ng to Hutcheson (1694-1747—“Inqu�ry �nto the Or�g�nal of our
Ideas of Beauty and V�rtue”), the a�m of art �s beauty, the essence of
wh�ch cons�sts �n evok�ng �n us the percept�on of un�form�ty am�d
var�ety. In the recogn�t�on of what �s art we are gu�ded by “an �nternal
sense.” Th�s �nternal sense may be �n contrad�ct�on to the eth�cal
one. So that, accord�ng to Hutcheson, beauty does not always
correspond w�th goodness, but separates from �t and �s somet�mes
contrary to �t.[14]

Accord�ng to Home, Lord Kames (1696-1782), beauty �s that wh�ch �s
pleasant. Therefore beauty �s def�ned by taste alone. The standard
of true taste �s that the max�mum of r�chness, fulness, strength, and
var�ety of �mpress�on should be conta�ned �n the narrowest l�m�ts.
That �s the �deal of a perfect work of art.
Accord�ng to Burke (1729-1797—“Ph�losoph�cal Inqu�ry �nto the
Or�g�n of our Ideas of the Subl�me and Beaut�ful”), the subl�me and
beaut�ful, wh�ch are the a�m of art, have the�r or�g�n �n the prompt�ngs
of self-preservat�on and of soc�ety. These feel�ngs, exam�ned �n the�r
source, are means for the ma�ntenance of the race through the
�nd�v�dual. The f�rst (self-preservat�on) �s atta�ned by nour�shment,
defence, and war; the second (soc�ety) by �ntercourse and
propagat�on. Therefore self-defence, and war, wh�ch �s bound up



w�th �t, �s the source of the subl�me; soc�ab�l�ty, and the sex-�nst�nct,
wh�ch �s bound up w�th �t, �s the source of beauty.[15]

Such were the ch�ef Engl�sh def�n�t�ons of art and beauty �n the
e�ghteenth century.
Dur�ng that per�od, �n France, the wr�ters on art were Père André and
Batteux, w�th D�derot, D’Alembert, and, to some extent, Volta�re,
follow�ng later.
Accord�ng to Père André (“Essa� sur le Beau,” 1741), there are three
k�nds of beauty—d�v�ne beauty, natural beauty, and art�f�c�al beauty.
[16]

Accord�ng to Batteux (1713-1780), art cons�sts �n �m�tat�ng the
beauty of nature, �ts a�m be�ng enjoyment.[17] Such �s also D�derot’s
def�n�t�on of art.
The French wr�ters, l�ke the Engl�sh, cons�der that �t �s taste that
dec�des what �s beaut�ful. And the laws of taste are not only not la�d
down, but �t �s granted that they cannot be settled. The same v�ew
was held by D’Alembert and Volta�re.[18]

Accord�ng to the Ital�an æsthet�c�an of that per�od, Pagano, art
cons�sts �n un�t�ng the beaut�es’ d�spersed �n nature. The capac�ty to
perce�ve these beaut�es �s taste, the capac�ty to br�ng them �nto one
whole �s art�st�c gen�us. Beauty comm�ngles w�th goodness, so that
beauty �s goodness made v�s�ble, and goodness �s �nner beauty.[19]

Accord�ng to the op�n�on of other Ital�ans: Murator� (1672-1750),
—“R�fless�on� sopra �l buon gusto �ntorno le sc�ence e le art�,”—and
espec�ally Spalett�,[20]—“Sagg�o sopra la bellezza” (1765),—art
amounts to an egot�st�cal sensat�on, founded (as w�th Burke) on the
des�re for self-preservat�on and soc�ety.
Among Dutch wr�ters, Hemsterhu�s (1720-1790), who had an
�nfluence on the German æsthet�c�ans and on Goethe, �s
remarkable. Accord�ng to h�m, beauty �s that wh�ch g�ves most
pleasure, and that g�ves most pleasure wh�ch g�ves us the greatest
number of �deas �n the shortest t�me. Enjoyment of the beaut�ful,
because �t g�ves the greatest quant�ty of percept�ons �n the shortest
t�me, �s the h�ghest not�on to wh�ch man can atta�n.[21]



Such were the æsthet�c theor�es outs�de Germany dur�ng the last
century. In Germany, after W�nckelmann, there aga�n arose a
completely new æsthet�c theory, that of Kant (1724-1804), wh�ch
more than all others clears up what th�s concept�on of beauty, and
consequently of art, really amounts to.
The æsthet�c teach�ng of Kant �s founded as follows:—Man has a
knowledge of nature outs�de h�m and of h�mself �n nature. In nature,
outs�de h�mself, he seeks for truth; �n h�mself he seeks for goodness.
The f�rst �s an affa�r of pure reason, the other of pract�cal reason
(free-w�ll). Bes�des these two means of percept�on, there �s yet the
judg�ng capac�ty (Urte�lskraft), wh�ch forms judgments w�thout
reason�ngs and produces pleasure w�thout des�re (Urthe�l ohne
Begr�ff und Vergnügen ohne Begehren). Th�s capac�ty �s the bas�s of
æsthet�c feel�ng. Beauty, accord�ng to Kant, �n �ts subject�ve mean�ng
�s that wh�ch, �n general and necessar�ly, w�thout reason�ngs and
w�thout pract�cal advantage, pleases. In �ts object�ve mean�ng �t �s
the form of a su�table object �n so far as that object �s perce�ved
w�thout any concept�on of �ts ut�l�ty.[22]

Beauty �s def�ned �n the same way by the followers of Kant, among
whom was Sch�ller (1759-1805). Accord�ng to Sch�ller, who wrote
much on æsthet�cs, the a�m of art �s, as w�th Kant, beauty, the source
of wh�ch �s pleasure w�thout pract�cal advantage. So that art may be
called a game, not �n the sense of an un�mportant occupat�on, but �n
the sense of a man�festat�on of the beaut�es of l�fe �tself w�thout other
a�m than that of beauty.[23]

Bes�des Sch�ller, the most remarkable of Kant’s followers �n the
sphere of æsthet�cs was W�lhelm Humboldt, who, though he added
noth�ng to the def�n�t�on of beauty, expla�ned var�ous forms of �t,—the
drama, mus�c, the com�c, etc.[24]

After Kant, bes�des the second-rate ph�losophers, the wr�ters on
æsthet�cs were F�chte, Schell�ng, Hegel, and the�r followers. F�chte
(1762-1814) says that percept�on of the beaut�ful proceeds from th�s:
the world—�.e. nature—has two s�des: �t �s the sum of our l�m�tat�ons,
and �t �s the sum of our free �deal�st�c act�v�ty. In the f�rst aspect the
world �s l�m�ted, �n the second aspect �t �s free. In the f�rst aspect



every object �s l�m�ted, d�storted, compressed, conf�ned—and we see
deform�ty; �n the second we perce�ve �ts �nner completeness, v�tal�ty,
regenerat�on—and we see beauty. So that the deform�ty or beauty of
an object, accord�ng to F�chte, depends on the po�nt of v�ew of the
observer. Beauty therefore ex�sts, not �n the world, but �n the
beaut�ful soul (schöner Ge�st). Art �s the man�festat�on of th�s
beaut�ful soul, and �ts a�m �s the educat�on, not only of the m�nd—that
�s the bus�ness of the savant; not only of the heart—that �s the affa�r
of the moral preacher; but of the whole man. And so the
character�st�c of beauty l�es, not �n anyth�ng external, but �n the
presence of a beaut�ful soul �n the art�st.[25]

Follow�ng F�chte, and �n the same d�rect�on, Fr�edr�ch Schlegel and
Adam Müller also def�ned beauty. Accord�ng to Schlegel (1772—
1829), beauty �n art �s understood too �ncompletely, one-s�dedly, and
d�sconnectedly. Beauty ex�sts not only �n art, but also �n nature and
�n love; so that the truly beaut�ful �s expressed by the un�on of art,
nature, and love. Therefore, as �nseparably one w�th aesthet�c art,
Schlegel acknowledges moral and ph�losoph�c art.[26]

Accord�ng to Adam Muller (1779-1829), there are two k�nds of
beauty; the one, general beauty, wh�ch attracts people as the sun
attracts the planet—th�s �s found ch�efly �n ant�que art—and the
other, �nd�v�dual beauty, wh�ch results from the observer h�mself
becom�ng a sun attract�ng beauty,—th�s �s the beauty of modern art.
A world �n wh�ch all contrad�ct�ons are harmon�sed �s the h�ghest
beauty. Every work of art �s a reproduct�on of th�s un�versal harmony.
[27] The h�ghest art �s the art of l�fe.[28]

Next after F�chte and h�s followers came a contemporary of h�s, the
ph�losopher Schell�ng (1775-1854), who has had a great �nfluence on
the æsthet�c concept�ons of our t�mes. Accord�ng to Schell�ng’s
ph�losophy, art �s the product�on or result of that concept�on of th�ngs
by wh�ch the subject becomes �ts own object, or the object �ts own
subject. Beauty �s the percept�on of the �nf�n�te �n the f�n�te. And the
ch�ef character�st�c of works of art �s unconsc�ous �nf�n�ty. Art �s the
un�t�ng of the subject�ve w�th the object�ve, of nature w�th reason, of
the unconsc�ous w�th the consc�ous, and therefore art �s the h�ghest
means of knowledge. Beauty �s the contemplat�on of th�ngs �n



themselves as they ex�st �n the prototype (In den Urb�ldern). It �s not
the art�st who by h�s knowledge or sk�ll produces the beaut�ful, but
the �dea of beauty �n h�m �tself produces �t.[29]

Of Schell�ng’s followers the most not�ceable was Solger (1780-1819
—Vorlesungen über Aesthet�k). Accord�ng to h�m, the �dea of beauty
�s the fundamental �dea of everyth�ng. In the world we see only
d�stort�ons of the fundamental �dea, but art, by �mag�nat�on, may l�ft
�tself to the he�ght of th�s �dea. Art �s therefore ak�n to creat�on.[30]

Accord�ng to another follower of Schell�ng, Krause (1781-1832), true,
pos�t�ve beauty �s the man�festat�on of the Idea �n an �nd�v�dual form;
art �s the actual�sat�on of the beauty ex�st�ng �n the sphere of man’s
free sp�r�t. The h�ghest stage of art �s the art of l�fe, wh�ch d�rects �ts
act�v�ty towards the adornment of l�fe so that �t may be a beaut�ful
abode for a beaut�ful man.[31]

After Schell�ng and h�s followers came the new æsthet�c doctr�ne of
Hegel, wh�ch �s held to th�s day, consc�ously by many, but by the
major�ty unconsc�ously. Th�s teach�ng �s not only no clearer or better
def�ned than the preced�ng ones, but �s, �f poss�ble, even more
cloudy and myst�cal.
Accord�ng to Hegel (1770-1831), God man�fests h�mself �n nature
and �n art �n the form of beauty. God expresses h�mself �n two ways:
�n the object and �n the subject, �n nature and �n sp�r�t. Beauty �s the
sh�n�ng of the Idea through matter. Only the soul, and what perta�ns
to �t, �s truly beaut�ful; and therefore the beauty of nature �s only the
reflect�on of the natural beauty of the sp�r�t—the beaut�ful has only a
sp�r�tual content. But the sp�r�tual must appear �n sensuous form. The
sensuous man�festat�on of sp�r�t �s only appearance (sche�n), and
th�s appearance �s the only real�ty of the beaut�ful. Art �s thus the
product�on of th�s appearance of the Idea, and �s a means, together
w�th rel�g�on and ph�losophy, of br�ng�ng to consc�ousness and of
express�ng the deepest problems of human�ty and the h�ghest truths
of the sp�r�t.
Truth and beauty, accord�ng to Hegel, are one and the same th�ng;
the d�fference be�ng only that truth �s the Idea �tself as �t ex�sts �n
�tself, and �s th�nkable. The Idea, man�fested externally, becomes to



the apprehens�on not only true but beaut�ful. The beaut�ful �s the
man�festat�on of the Idea.[32]

Follow�ng Hegel came h�s many adherents, We�sse, Arnold Ruge,
Rosenkrantz, Theodor V�scher and others.
Accord�ng to We�sse (1801-1867), art �s the �ntroduct�on (E�nb�ldung)
of the absolute sp�r�tual real�ty of beauty �nto external, dead,
�nd�fferent matter, the percept�on of wh�ch latter apart from the
beauty brought �nto �t presents the negat�on of all ex�stence �n �tself
(Negat�on alles Fürs�chse�ns).
In the �dea of truth, We�sse expla�ns, l�es a contrad�ct�on between the
subject�ve and the object�ve s�des of knowledge, �n that an �nd�v�dual
I d�scerns the Un�versal. Th�s contrad�ct�on can be removed by a
concept�on that should un�te �nto one the un�versal and the
�nd�v�dual, wh�ch fall asunder �n our concept�ons of truth. Such a
concept�on would be reconc�led (aufgehoben) truth. Beauty �s such a
reconc�led truth.[33]

Accord�ng to Ruge (1802-1880), a str�ct follower of Hegel, beauty �s
the Idea express�ng �tself. The sp�r�t, contemplat�ng �tself, e�ther f�nds
�tself expressed completely, and then that full express�on of �tself �s
beauty; or �ncompletely, and then �t feels the need to alter th�s
�mperfect express�on of �tself, and becomes creat�ve art.[34]

Accord�ng to V�scher (1807-1887), beauty �s the Idea �n the form of a
f�n�te phenomenon. The Idea �tself �s not �nd�v�s�ble, but forms a
system of �deas, wh�ch may be represented by ascend�ng and
descend�ng l�nes. The h�gher the �dea the more beauty �t conta�ns;
but even the lowest conta�ns beauty, because �t forms an essent�al
l�nk of the system. The h�ghest form of the Idea �s personal�ty, and
therefore the h�ghest art �s that wh�ch has for �ts subject-matter the
h�ghest personal�ty.[35]

Such were the theor�es of the German æsthet�c�ans �n the Hegel�an
d�rect�on, but they d�d not monopol�se æsthet�c d�ssertat�ons. In
Germany, s�de by s�de and s�multaneously w�th the Hegel�an
theor�es, there appeared theor�es of beauty not only �ndependent of
Hegel’s pos�t�on (that beauty �s the man�festat�on of the Idea), but



d�rectly contrary to th�s v�ew, deny�ng and r�d�cul�ng �t. Such was the
l�ne taken by Herbart and, more part�cularly, by Schopenhauer.
Accord�ng to Herbart (1776-1841), there �s not, and cannot be, any
such th�ng as beauty ex�st�ng �n �tself. What does ex�st �s only our
op�n�on, and �t �s necessary to f�nd the base of th�s op�n�on
(Ästhet�sches Elementarurthe�l). Such bases are connected w�th our
�mpress�ons. There are certa�n relat�ons wh�ch we term beaut�ful; and
art cons�sts �n f�nd�ng these relat�ons, wh�ch are s�multaneous �n
pa�nt�ng, the plast�c art, and arch�tecture, success�ve and
s�multaneous �n mus�c, and purely success�ve �n poetry. In
contrad�ct�on to the former æsthet�c�ans, Herbart holds that objects
are often beaut�ful wh�ch express noth�ng at all, as, for �nstance, the
ra�nbow, wh�ch �s beaut�ful for �ts l�nes and colours, and not for �ts
mytholog�cal connect�on w�th Ir�s or Noah’s ra�nbow.[36]

Another opponent of Hegel was Schopenhauer, who den�ed Hegel’s
whole system, h�s æsthet�cs �ncluded.
Accord�ng to Schopenhauer (1788-1860), W�ll object�v�zes �tself �n
the world on var�ous planes; and although the h�gher the plane on
wh�ch �t �s object�v�zed the more beaut�ful �t �s, yet each plane has �ts
own beauty. Renunc�at�on of one’s �nd�v�dual�ty and contemplat�on of
one of these planes of man�festat�on of W�ll g�ves us a percept�on of
beauty. All men, says Schopenhauer, possess the capac�ty to
object�v�ze the Idea on d�fferent planes. The gen�us of the art�st has
th�s capac�ty �n a h�gher degree, and therefore makes a h�gher
beauty man�fest.[37]

After these more em�nent wr�ters there followed, �n Germany, less
or�g�nal and less �nfluent�al ones, such as Hartmann, K�rkmann,
Schnasse, and, to some extent, Helmholtz (as an æsthet�c�an),
Bergmann, Jungmann, and an �nnumerable host of others.
Accord�ng to Hartmann (1842), beauty l�es, not �n the external world,
nor �n “the th�ng �n �tself,” ne�ther does �t res�de �n the soul of man,
but �t l�es �n the “seem�ng” (Sche�n) produced by the art�st. The th�ng
�n �tself �s not beaut�ful, but �s transformed �nto beauty by the art�st.[38]



Accord�ng to Schnasse (1798-1875), there �s no perfect beauty �n the
world. In nature there �s only an approach towards �t. Art g�ves what
nature cannot g�ve. In the energy of the free ego, consc�ous of
harmony not found �n nature, beauty �s d�sclosed.[39]

K�rkmann wrote on exper�mental aesthet�cs. All aspects of h�story �n
h�s system are jo�ned by pure chance. Thus, accord�ng to K�rkmann
(1802-1884), there are s�x realms of h�story:—The realm of
Knowledge, of Wealth, of Moral�ty, of Fa�th, of Pol�t�cs, and of Beauty;
and act�v�ty �n the last-named realm �s art.[40]

Accord�ng to Helmholtz (1821), who wrote on beauty as �t relates to
mus�c, beauty �n mus�cal product�ons �s atta�ned only by follow�ng
unalterable laws. These laws are not known to the art�st; so that
beauty �s man�fested by the art�st unconsc�ously, and cannot be
subjected to analys�s.[41]

Accord�ng to Bergmann (1840) (Ueber das Schöne, 1887), to def�ne
beauty object�vely �s �mposs�ble. Beauty �s only perce�ved
subject�vely, and therefore the problem of æsthet�cs �s to def�ne what
pleases whom.[42]

Accord�ng to Jungmann (d. 1885), f�rstly, beauty �s a suprasens�ble
qual�ty of th�ngs; secondly, beauty produces �n us pleasure by merely
be�ng contemplated; and, th�rdly, beauty �s the foundat�on of love.[43]

The æsthet�c theor�es of the ch�ef representat�ves of France,
England, and other nat�ons �n recent t�mes have been the follow�ng:
—
In France, dur�ng th�s per�od, the prom�nent wr�ters on æsthet�cs
were Cous�n, Jouffroy, P�ctet, Rava�sson, Lévêque.
Cous�n (1792-1867) was an eclect�c, and a follower of the German
�deal�sts. Accord�ng to h�s theory, beauty always has a moral
foundat�on. He d�sputes the doctr�ne that art �s �m�tat�on and that the
beaut�ful �s what pleases. He aff�rms that beauty may be def�ned
object�vely, and that �t essent�ally cons�sts �n var�ety �n un�ty.[44]

After Cous�n came Jouffroy (1796-1842), who was a pup�l of
Cous�n’s and also a follower of the German æsthet�c�ans. Accord�ng
to h�s def�n�t�on, beauty �s the express�on of the �nv�s�ble by those



natural s�gns wh�ch man�fest �t. The v�s�ble world �s the garment by
means of wh�ch we see beauty.[45]

The Sw�ss wr�ter P�ctet repeated Hegel and Plato, suppos�ng beauty
to ex�st �n the d�rect and free man�festat�on of the d�v�ne Idea
reveal�ng �tself �n sense forms.[46]

Lévêque was a follower of Schell�ng and Hegel. He holds that beauty
�s someth�ng �nv�s�ble beh�nd nature—a force or sp�r�t reveal�ng �tself
�n ordered energy.[47]

S�m�lar vague op�n�ons about the nature of beauty were expressed
by the French metaphys�c�an Rava�sson, who cons�dered beauty to
be the ult�mate a�m and purpose of the world. “La beauté la plus
d�v�ne et pr�nc�palement la plus parfa�te cont�ent le secret du
monde.”[48] And aga�n:—“Le monde ent�er est l’œuvre d’une beauté
absolue, qu� n’est la cause des choses que par l’amour qu’elle met
en elles.”
I purposely absta�n from translat�ng these metaphys�cal express�ons,
because, however cloudy the Germans may be, the French, once
they absorb the theor�es of the Germans and take to �m�tat�ng them,
far surpass them �n un�t�ng heterogeneous concept�ons �nto one
express�on, and putt�ng forward one mean�ng or another
�nd�scr�m�nately. For �nstance, the French ph�losopher Renouv�er,
when d�scuss�ng beauty, says:—“Ne cra�gnons pas de d�re qu’une
vér�té qu� ne sera�t pas belle, ne sera�t qu’un jeu log�que de notre
espr�t et que la seule vér�té sol�de et d�gne de ce nom c’est la
beauté.”[49]

Bes�des the æsthet�c �deal�sts who wrote and st�ll wr�te under the
�nfluence of German ph�losophy, the follow�ng recent wr�ters have
also �nfluenced the comprehens�on of art and beauty �n France:
Ta�ne, Guyau, Cherbul�ez, Coster, and Véron.
Accord�ng to Ta�ne (1828-1893), beauty �s the man�festat�on of the
essent�al character�st�c of any �mportant �dea more completely than �t
�s expressed �n real�ty.[50]

Guyau (1854-1888) taught that beauty �s not someth�ng exter�or to
the object �tself,—�s not, as �t were, a paras�t�c growth on �t,—but �s



�tself the very blossom�ng forth of that on wh�ch �t appears. Art �s the
express�on of reasonable and consc�ous l�fe, evok�ng �n us both the
deepest consc�ousness of ex�stence and the h�ghest feel�ngs and
loft�est thoughts. Art l�fts man from h�s personal l�fe �nto the un�versal
l�fe, by means, not only of part�c�pat�on �n the same �deas and bel�efs,
but also by means of s�m�lar�ty �n feel�ng.[51]

Accord�ng to Cherbul�ez, art �s an act�v�ty, (1) sat�sfy�ng our �nnate
love of forms (apparences), (2) endow�ng these forms w�th �deas, (3)
afford�ng pleasure al�ke to our senses, heart, and reason. Beauty �s
not �nherent �n objects, but �s an act of our souls. Beauty �s an
�llus�on; there �s no absolute beauty. But what we cons�der
character�st�c and harmon�ous appears beaut�ful to us.
Coster held that the �deas of the beaut�ful, the good, and the true are
�nnate. These �deas �llum�nate our m�nds and are �dent�cal w�th God,
who �s Goodness, Truth, and Beauty. The �dea of Beauty �ncludes
un�ty of essence, var�ety of const�tut�ve elements, and order, wh�ch
br�ngs un�ty �nto the var�ous man�festat�ons of l�fe.[52]

For the sake of completeness, I w�ll further c�te some of the very
latest wr�t�ngs upon art.
La psycholog�e du Beau et de l’Art, par Mar�o P�lo (1895), says that
beauty �s a product of our phys�cal feel�ngs. The a�m of art �s
pleasure, but th�s pleasure (for some reason) he cons�ders to be
necessar�ly h�ghly moral.
The Essa� sur l’art contempora�n, par F�erens Gevaert (1897), says
that art rests on �ts connect�on w�th the past, and on the rel�g�ous
�deal of the present wh�ch the art�st holds when g�v�ng to h�s work the
form of h�s �nd�v�dual�ty.
Then aga�n, Sar Peladan’s L’art �déal�ste et myst�que (1894) says
that beauty �s one of the man�festat�ons of God. “Il n’y a pas d’autre
Réal�té que D�eu, n’y a pas d’autre Vér�té que D�eu, �l n’y a pas
d’autre Beauté, que D�eu” (p. 33). Th�s book �s very fantast�c and
very �ll�terate, but �s character�st�c �n the pos�t�ons �t takes up, and
not�ceable on account of a certa�n success �t �s hav�ng w�th the
younger generat�on �n France.



All the æsthet�cs d�ffused �n France up to the present t�me are s�m�lar
�n k�nd, but among them Véron’s L’esthét�que (1878) forms an
except�on, be�ng reasonable and clear. That work, though �t does not
g�ve an exact def�n�t�on of art, at least r�ds æsthet�cs of the cloudy
concept�on of an absolute beauty.
Accord�ng to Véron (1825-1889), art �s the man�festat�on of emot�on
transm�tted externally by a comb�nat�on of l�nes, forms, colours, or by
a success�on of movements, sounds, or words subjected to certa�n
rhythms.[53]

In England, dur�ng th�s per�od, the wr�ters on æsthet�cs def�ne beauty
more and more frequently, not by �ts own qual�t�es, but by taste, and
the d�scuss�on about beauty �s superseded by a d�scuss�on on taste.
After Re�d (1704-1796), who acknowledged beauty as be�ng ent�rely
dependent on the spectator, Al�son, �n h�s Essay on the Nature and
Pr�nc�ples of Taste (1790), proved the same th�ng. From another s�de
th�s was also asserted by Erasmus Darw�n (1731-1802), the
grandfather of the celebrated Charles Darw�n.
He says that we cons�der beaut�ful that wh�ch �s connected �n our
concept�on w�th what we love. R�chard Kn�ght’s work, An Analyt�cal
Inqu�ry �nto the Pr�nc�ples of Taste, also tends �n the same d�rect�on.
Most of the Engl�sh theor�es of æsthet�cs are on the same l�nes. The
prom�nent wr�ters on æsthet�cs �n England dur�ng the present century
have been Charles Darw�n, (to some extent), Herbert Spencer, Grant
Allen, Ker, and Kn�ght.
Accord�ng to Charles Darw�n (1809-1882—Descent of Man, 1871),
beauty �s a feel�ng natural not only to man but also to an�mals, and
consequently to the ancestors of man. B�rds adorn the�r nests and
esteem beauty �n the�r mates. Beauty has an �nfluence on marr�ages.
Beauty �ncludes a var�ety of d�verse concept�ons. The or�g�n of the
art of mus�c �s the call of the males to the females.[54]

Accord�ng to Herbert Spencer (b. 1820), the or�g�n of art �s play, a
thought prev�ously expressed by Sch�ller. In the lower an�mals all the
energy of l�fe �s expended �n l�fe-ma�ntenance and race-
ma�ntenance; �n man, however, there rema�ns, after these needs are



sat�sf�ed, some superfluous strength. Th�s excess �s used �n play,
wh�ch passes over �nto art. Play �s an �m�tat�on of real act�v�ty, so �s
art. The sources of æsthet�c pleasure are threefold:—(1) That “wh�ch
exerc�ses the facult�es affected �n the most complete ways, w�th the
fewest drawbacks from excess of exerc�se,” (2) “the d�fference of a
st�mulus �n large amount, wh�ch awakens a glow of agreeable
feel�ng,” (3) the part�al rev�val of the same, w�th spec�al
comb�nat�ons.[55]

In Todhunter’s Theory of the Beaut�ful (1872), beauty �s �nf�n�te
lovel�ness, wh�ch we apprehend both by reason and by the
enthus�asm of love. The recogn�t�on of beauty as be�ng such
depends on taste; there can be no cr�ter�on for �t. The only approach
to a def�n�t�on �s found �n culture. (What culture �s, �s not def�ned.)
Intr�ns�cally, art—that wh�ch affects us through l�nes, colours, sounds,
or words—�s not the product of bl�nd forces, but of reasonable ones,
work�ng, w�th mutual helpfulness, towards a reasonable a�m. Beauty
�s the reconc�l�at�on of contrad�ct�ons.[56]

Grant Allen �s a follower of Spencer, and �n h�s Phys�olog�cal
Æsthet�cs (1877) he says that beauty has a phys�cal or�g�n. Æsthet�c
pleasures come from the contemplat�on of the beaut�ful, but the
concept�on of beauty �s obta�ned by a phys�olog�cal process. The
or�g�n of art �s play; when there �s a superflu�ty of phys�cal strength
man g�ves h�mself to play; when there �s a superflu�ty of recept�ve
power man g�ves h�mself to art. The beaut�ful �s that wh�ch affords
the max�mum of st�mulat�on w�th the m�n�mum of waste. D�fferences
�n the est�mat�on of beauty proceed from taste. Taste can be
educated. We must have fa�th �n the judgments “of the f�nest-
nurtured and most d�scr�m�nat�ve” men. These people form the taste
of the next generat�on.[57]

Accord�ng to Ker’s Essay on the Ph�losophy of Art (1883), beauty
enables us to make part of the object�ve world �ntell�g�ble to
ourselves w�thout be�ng troubled by reference to other parts of �t, as
�s �nev�table for sc�ence. So that art destroys the oppos�t�on between
the one and the many, between the law and �ts man�festat�on,
between the subject and �ts object, by un�t�ng them. Art �s the



revelat�on and v�nd�cat�on of freedom, because �t �s free from the
darkness and �ncomprehens�b�l�ty of f�n�te th�ngs.[58]

Accord�ng to Kn�ght’s Ph�losophy of the Beaut�ful, Part II. (1893),
beauty �s (as w�th Schell�ng) the un�on of object and subject, the
draw�ng forth from nature of that wh�ch �s cognate to man, and the
recogn�t�on �n oneself of that wh�ch �s common to all nature.
The op�n�ons on beauty and on Art here ment�oned are far from
exhaust�ng what has been wr�tten on the subject. And every day
fresh wr�ters on æsthet�cs ar�se, �n whose d�squ�s�t�ons appear the
same enchanted confus�on and contrad�ctor�ness �n def�n�ng beauty.
Some, by �nert�a, cont�nue the myst�cal æsthet�cs of Baumgarten and
Hegel w�th sundry var�at�ons; others transfer the quest�on to the
reg�on of subject�v�ty, and seek for the foundat�on of the beaut�ful �n
quest�ons of taste; others—the æsthet�c�ans of the very latest
format�on—seek the or�g�n of beauty �n the laws of phys�ology; and
f�nally, others aga�n �nvest�gate the quest�on qu�te �ndependently of
the concept�on of beauty. Thus, Sully �n h�s Sensat�on and Intu�t�on:
Stud�es �n Psychology and Æsthet�cs (1874), d�sm�sses the
concept�on of beauty altogether, art, by h�s def�n�t�on, be�ng the
product�on of some permanent object or pass�ng act�on f�tted to
supply act�ve enjoyment to the producer, and a pleasurable
�mpress�on to a number of spectators or l�steners, qu�te apart from
any personal advantage der�ved from �t.[59]



CHAPTER IV

To what do these def�n�t�ons of beauty amount? Not reckon�ng the
thoroughly �naccurate def�n�t�ons of beauty wh�ch fa�l to cover the
concept�on of art, and wh�ch suppose beauty to cons�st e�ther �n
ut�l�ty, or �n adjustment to a purpose, or �n symmetry, or �n order, or �n
proport�on, or �n smoothness, or �n harmony of the parts, or �n un�ty
am�d var�ety, or �n var�ous comb�nat�ons of these,—not reckon�ng
these unsat�sfactory attempts at object�ve def�n�t�on, all the æsthet�c
def�n�t�ons of beauty lead to two fundamental concept�ons. The f�rst
�s that beauty �s someth�ng hav�ng an �ndependent ex�stence
(ex�st�ng �n �tself), that �t �s one of the man�festat�ons of the absolutely
Perfect, of the Idea, of the Sp�r�t, of W�ll, or of God; the other �s that
beauty �s a k�nd of pleasure rece�ved by us, not hav�ng personal
advantage for �ts object.
The f�rst of these def�n�t�ons was accepted by F�chte, Schell�ng,
Hegel, Schopenhauer, and the ph�losoph�s�ng Frenchmen, Cous�n,
Jouffroy, Rava�sson, and others, not to enumerate the second-rate
æsthet�c ph�losophers. And th�s same object�ve-myst�cal def�n�t�on of
beauty �s held by a major�ty of the educated people of our day. It �s a
concept�on very w�dely spread, espec�ally among the elder
generat�on.
The second v�ew, that beauty �s a certa�n k�nd of pleasure rece�ved
by us, not hav�ng personal advantage for �ts a�m, f�nds favour ch�efly
among the Engl�sh æsthet�c wr�ters, and �s shared by the other part
of our soc�ety, pr�nc�pally by the younger generat�on.
So there are (and �t could not be otherw�se) only two def�n�t�ons of
beauty: the one object�ve, myst�cal, merg�ng th�s concept�on �nto that
of the h�ghest perfect�on, God—a fantast�c def�n�t�on, founded on



noth�ng; the other, on the contrary, a very s�mple and �ntell�g�ble
subject�ve one, wh�ch cons�ders beauty to be that wh�ch pleases (I
do not add to the word “pleases” the words “w�thout the a�m of
advantage,” because “pleases” naturally presupposes the absence
of the �dea of prof�t).
On the one hand, beauty �s v�ewed as someth�ng myst�cal and very
elevated, but unfortunately at the same t�me very �ndef�n�te, and
consequently embrac�ng ph�losophy, rel�g�on, and l�fe �tself (as �n the
theor�es of Schell�ng and Hegel, and the�r German and French
followers); or, on the other hand (as necessar�ly follows from the
def�n�t�on of Kant and h�s adherents), beauty �s s�mply a certa�n k�nd
of d�s�nterested pleasure rece�ved by us. And th�s concept�on of
beauty, although �t seems very clear, �s, unfortunately, aga�n �nexact;
for �t w�dens out on the other s�de, �.e. �t �ncludes the pleasure
der�ved from dr�nk, from food, from touch�ng a del�cate sk�n, etc., as
�s acknowledged by Guyau, Kral�k, and others.
It �s true that, follow�ng the development of the æsthet�c doctr�nes on
beauty, we may not�ce that, though at f�rst (�n the t�mes when the
foundat�ons of the sc�ence of æsthet�cs were be�ng la�d) the
metaphys�cal def�n�t�on of beauty preva�led, yet the nearer we get to
our own t�mes the more does an exper�mental def�n�t�on (recently
assum�ng a phys�olog�cal form) come to the front, so that at last we
even meet w�th such æsthet�c�ans as Véron and Sully, who try to
escape ent�rely from the concept�on of beauty. But such æsthet�c�ans
have very l�ttle success, and w�th the major�ty of the publ�c, as well
as of art�sts and the learned, a concept�on of beauty �s f�rmly held
wh�ch agrees w�th the def�n�t�ons conta�ned �n most of the æsthet�c
treat�ses, �.e. wh�ch regards beauty e�ther as someth�ng myst�cal or
metaphys�cal, or as a spec�al k�nd of enjoyment.
What then �s th�s concept�on of beauty, so stubbornly held to by
people of our c�rcle and day as furn�sh�ng a def�n�t�on of art?
In the subject�ve aspect, we call beauty that wh�ch suppl�es us w�th a
part�cular k�nd of pleasure.
In the object�ve aspect, we call beauty someth�ng absolutely perfect,
and we acknowledge �t to be so only because we rece�ve, from the



man�festat�on of th�s absolute perfect�on, a certa�n k�nd of pleasure;
so that th�s object�ve def�n�t�on �s noth�ng but the subject�ve
concept�on d�fferently expressed. In real�ty both concept�ons of
beauty amount to one and the same th�ng, namely, the recept�on by
us of a certa�n k�nd of pleasure, �.e. we call “beauty” that wh�ch
pleases us w�thout evok�ng �n us des�re.
Such be�ng the pos�t�on of affa�rs, �t would seem only natural that the
sc�ence of art should decl�ne to content �tself w�th a def�n�t�on of art
based on beauty (�.e. on that wh�ch pleases), and seek a general
def�n�t�on, wh�ch should apply to all art�st�c product�ons, and by
reference to wh�ch we m�ght dec�de whether a certa�n art�cle
belonged to the realm of art or not. But no such def�n�t�on �s suppl�ed,
as the reader may see from those summar�es of the æsthet�c
theor�es wh�ch I have g�ven, and as he may d�scover even more
clearly from the or�g�nal æsthet�c works, �f he w�ll be at the pa�ns to
read them. All attempts to def�ne absolute beauty �n �tself—whether
as an �m�tat�on of nature, or as su�tab�l�ty to �ts object, or as a
correspondence of parts, or as symmetry, or as harmony, or as un�ty
�n var�ety, etc.—e�ther def�ne noth�ng at all, or def�ne only some tra�ts
of some art�st�c product�ons, and are far from �nclud�ng all that
everybody has always held, and st�ll holds, to be art.
There �s no object�ve def�n�t�on of beauty. The ex�st�ng def�n�t�ons,
(both the metaphys�cal and the exper�mental), amount only to one
and the same subject�ve def�n�t�on wh�ch (strange as �t seems to say
so) �s, that art �s that wh�ch makes beauty man�fest, and beauty �s
that wh�ch pleases (w�thout exc�t�ng des�re). Many æsthet�c�ans have
felt the �nsuff�c�ency and �nstab�l�ty of such a def�n�t�on, and, �n order
to g�ve �t a f�rm bas�s, have asked themselves why a th�ng pleases.
And they have converted the d�scuss�on on beauty �nto a quest�on
concern�ng taste, as d�d Hutcheson, Volta�re, D�derot, and others.
But all attempts to def�ne what taste �s must lead to noth�ng, as the
reader may see both from the h�story of æsthet�cs and
exper�mentally. There �s and can be no explanat�on of why one th�ng
pleases one man and d�spleases another, or v�ce versâ. So that the
whole ex�st�ng sc�ence of æsthet�cs fa�ls to do what we m�ght expect
from �t, be�ng a mental act�v�ty call�ng �tself a sc�ence, namely, �t does



not def�ne the qual�t�es and laws of art, or of the beaut�ful (�f that be
the content of art), or the nature of taste (�f taste dec�des the
quest�on of art and �ts mer�t), and then, on the bas�s of such
def�n�t�ons, acknowledge as art those product�ons wh�ch correspond
to these laws, and reject those wh�ch do not come under them. But
th�s sc�ence of æsthet�cs cons�sts �n f�rst acknowledg�ng a certa�n set
of product�ons to be art (because they please us), and then fram�ng
such a theory of art that all those product�ons wh�ch please a certa�n
c�rcle of people should f�t �nto �t. There ex�sts an art canon, accord�ng
to wh�ch certa�n product�ons favoured by our c�rcle are
acknowledged as be�ng art,—Ph�d�as, Sophocles, Homer, T�t�an,
Raphael, Bach, Beethoven, Dante, Shakespear, Goethe, and others,
—and the æsthet�c laws must be such as to embrace all these
product�ons. In æsthet�c l�terature you w�ll �ncessantly meet w�th
op�n�ons on the mer�t and �mportance of art, founded not on any
certa�n laws by wh�ch th�s or that �s held to be good or bad, but
merely on the cons�derat�on whether th�s art tall�es w�th the art canon
we have drawn up.
The other day I was read�ng a far from �ll-wr�tten book by Folgeldt.
D�scuss�ng the demand for moral�ty �n works of art, the author pla�nly
says that we must not demand moral�ty �n art. And �n proof of th�s he
advances the fact that �f we adm�t such a demand, Shakespear’s
Romeo and Jul�et and Goethe’s W�lhelm Me�ster would not f�t �nto
the def�n�t�on of good art; but s�nce both these books are �ncluded �n
our canon of art, he concludes that the demand �s unjust. And
therefore �t �s necessary to f�nd a def�n�t�on of art wh�ch shall f�t the
works; and �nstead of a demand for moral�ty, Folgeldt postulates as
the bas�s of art a demand for the �mportant (Bedeutungsvolles).
All the ex�st�ng æsthet�c standards are bu�lt on th�s plan. Instead of
g�v�ng a def�n�t�on of true art, and then dec�d�ng what �s and what �s
not good art by judg�ng whether a work conforms or does not
conform to the def�n�t�on, a certa�n class of works, wh�ch for some
reason please a certa�n c�rcle of people, �s accepted as be�ng art,
and a def�n�t�on of art �s then dev�sed to cover all these product�ons. I
recently came upon a remarkable �nstance of th�s method �n a very
good German work, The H�story of Art �n the N�neteenth Century, by



Muther. Descr�b�ng the pre-Raphael�tes, the Decadents and the
Symbol�sts (who are already �ncluded �n the canon of art), he not
only does not venture to blame the�r tendency, but earnestly
endeavours to w�den h�s standard so that �t may �nclude them all,
they appear�ng to h�m to represent a leg�t�mate react�on from the
excesses of real�sm. No matter what �nsan�t�es appear �n art, when
once they f�nd acceptance among the upper classes of our soc�ety a
theory �s qu�ckly �nvented to expla�n and sanct�on them; just as �f
there had never been per�ods �n h�story when certa�n spec�al c�rcles
of people recogn�sed and approved false, deformed, and �nsensate
art wh�ch subsequently left no trace and has been utterly forgotten.
And to what lengths the �nsan�ty and deform�ty of art may go,
espec�ally when, as �n our days, �t knows that �t �s cons�dered
�nfall�ble, may be seen by what �s be�ng done �n the art of our c�rcle
to-day.
So that the theory of art, founded on beauty, expounded by
æsthet�cs, and, �n d�m outl�ne, professed by the publ�c, �s noth�ng but
the sett�ng up as good, of that wh�ch has pleased and pleases us,
�.e. pleases a certa�n class of people.
In order to def�ne any human act�v�ty, �t �s necessary to understand
�ts sense and �mportance. And, �n order to do that, �t �s pr�mar�ly
necessary to exam�ne that act�v�ty �n �tself, �n �ts dependence on �ts
causes, and �n connect�on w�th �ts effects, and not merely �n relat�on
to the pleasure we can get from �t.
If we say that the a�m of any act�v�ty �s merely our pleasure, and
def�ne �t solely by that pleasure, our def�n�t�on w�ll ev�dently be a false
one. But th�s �s prec�sely what has occurred �n the efforts to def�ne
art. Now, �f we cons�der the food quest�on, �t w�ll not occur to anyone
to aff�rm that the �mportance of food cons�sts �n the pleasure we
rece�ve when eat�ng �t. Everyone understands that the sat�sfact�on of
our taste cannot serve as a bas�s for our def�n�t�on of the mer�ts of
food, and that we have therefore no r�ght to presuppose that the
d�nners w�th cayenne pepper, L�mburg cheese, alcohol, etc., to wh�ch
we are accustomed and wh�ch please us, form the very best human
food.



And �n the same way, beauty, or that wh�ch pleases us, can �n no
sense serve as the bas�s for the def�n�t�on of art; nor can a ser�es of
objects wh�ch afford us pleasure serve as the model of what art
should be.
To see the a�m and purpose of art �n the pleasure we get from �t, �s
l�ke assum�ng (as �s done by people of the lowest moral
development, e.g. by savages) that the purpose and a�m of food �s
the pleasure der�ved when consum�ng �t.
Just as people who conce�ve the a�m and purpose of food to be
pleasure cannot recogn�se the real mean�ng of eat�ng, so people
who cons�der the a�m of art to be pleasure cannot real�se �ts true
mean�ng and purpose, because they attr�bute to an act�v�ty, the
mean�ng of wh�ch l�es �n �ts connect�on w�th other phenomena of l�fe,
the false and except�onal a�m of pleasure. People come to
understand that the mean�ng of eat�ng l�es �n the nour�shment of the
body only when they cease to cons�der that the object of that act�v�ty
�s pleasure. And �t �s the same w�th regard to art. People w�ll come to
understand the mean�ng of art only when they cease to cons�der that
the a�m of that act�v�ty �s beauty, �.e. pleasure. The acknowledgment
of beauty (�.e. of a certa�n k�nd of pleasure rece�ved from art) as
be�ng the a�m of art, not only fa�ls to ass�st us �n f�nd�ng a def�n�t�on of
what art �s, but, on the contrary, by transferr�ng the quest�on �nto a
reg�on qu�te fore�gn to art (�nto metaphys�cal, psycholog�cal,
phys�olog�cal, and even h�stor�cal d�scuss�ons as to why such a
product�on pleases one person, and such another d�spleases or
pleases someone else), �t renders such def�n�t�on �mposs�ble. And
s�nce d�scuss�ons as to why one man l�kes pears and another prefers
meat do not help towards f�nd�ng a def�n�t�on of what �s essent�al �n
nour�shment, so the solut�on of quest�ons of taste �n art (to wh�ch the
d�scuss�ons on art �nvoluntar�ly come) not only does not help to make
clear what th�s part�cular human act�v�ty wh�ch we call art really
cons�sts �n, but renders such eluc�dat�on qu�te �mposs�ble, unt�l we r�d
ourselves of a concept�on wh�ch just�f�es every k�nd of art, at the cost
of confus�ng the whole matter.
To the quest�on, What �s th�s art, to wh�ch �s offered up the labour of
m�ll�ons, the very l�ves of men, and even moral�ty �tself? we have



extracted repl�es from the ex�st�ng æsthet�cs, wh�ch all amount to
th�s: that the a�m of art �s beauty, that beauty �s recogn�sed by the
enjoyment �t g�ves, and that art�st�c enjoyment �s a good and
�mportant th�ng, because �t �s enjoyment. In a word, that enjoyment �s
good because �t �s enjoyment. Thus, what �s cons�dered the def�n�t�on
of art �s no def�n�t�on at all, but only a shuffle to just�fy ex�st�ng art.
Therefore, however strange �t may seem to say so, �n sp�te of the
mounta�ns of books wr�tten about art, no exact def�n�t�on of art has
been constructed. And the reason of th�s �s that the concept�on of art
has been based on the concept�on of beauty.



CHAPTER V

What �s art, �f we put as�de the concept�on of beauty, wh�ch confuses
the whole matter? The latest and most comprehens�ble def�n�t�ons of
art, apart from the concept�on of beauty, are the follow�ng:—(1 a) Art
�s an act�v�ty ar�s�ng even �n the an�mal k�ngdom, and spr�ng�ng from
sexual des�re and the propens�ty to play (Sch�ller, Darw�n, Spencer),
and (1 b) accompan�ed by a pleasurable exc�tement of the nervous
system (Grant Allen). Th�s �s the phys�olog�cal-evolut�onary def�n�t�on.
(2) Art �s the external man�festat�on, by means of l�nes, colours,
movements, sounds, or words, of emot�ons felt by man (Véron). Th�s
�s the exper�mental def�n�t�on. Accord�ng to the very latest def�n�t�on
(Sully), (3) Art �s “the product�on of some permanent object, or
pass�ng act�on, wh�ch �s f�tted not only to supply an act�ve enjoyment
to the producer, but to convey a pleasurable �mpress�on to a number
of spectators or l�steners, qu�te apart from any personal advantage to
be der�ved from �t.”
Notw�thstand�ng the super�or�ty of these def�n�t�ons to the
metaphys�cal def�n�t�ons wh�ch depended on the concept�on of
beauty, they are yet far from exact. (1 a) The f�rst, the phys�olog�cal-
evolut�onary def�n�t�on, �s �nexact, because, �nstead of speak�ng
about the art�st�c act�v�ty �tself, wh�ch �s the real matter �n hand, �t
treats of the der�vat�on of art. The mod�f�cat�on of �t (1 b), based on
the phys�olog�cal effects on the human organ�sm, �s �nexact, because
w�th�n the l�m�ts of such def�n�t�on many other human act�v�t�es can
be �ncluded, as has occurred �n the neo-æsthet�c theor�es, wh�ch
reckon as art the preparat�on of handsome clothes, pleasant scents,
and even of v�ctuals.
The exper�mental def�n�t�on (2), wh�ch makes art cons�st �n the
express�on of emot�ons, �s �nexact, because a man may express h�s



emot�ons by means of l�nes, colours, sounds, or words, and yet may
not act on others by such express�on; and then the man�festat�on of
h�s emot�ons �s not art.
The th�rd def�n�t�on (that of Sully) �s �nexact, because �n the
product�on of objects or act�ons afford�ng pleasure to the producer
and a pleasant emot�on to the spectators or hearers apart from
personal advantage, may be �ncluded the show�ng of conjur�ng tr�cks
or gymnast�c exerc�ses, and other act�v�t�es wh�ch are not art. And,
further, many th�ngs, the product�on of wh�ch does not afford
pleasure to the producer, and the sensat�on rece�ved from wh�ch �s
unpleasant, such as gloomy, heart-rend�ng scenes �n a poet�c
descr�pt�on or a play, may nevertheless be undoubted works of art.
The �naccuracy of all these def�n�t�ons ar�ses from the fact that �n
them all (as also �n the metaphys�cal def�n�t�ons) the object
cons�dered �s the pleasure art may g�ve, and not the purpose �t may
serve �n the l�fe of man and of human�ty.
In order correctly to def�ne art, �t �s necessary, f�rst of all, to cease to
cons�der �t as a means to pleasure, and to cons�der �t as one of the
cond�t�ons of human l�fe. V�ew�ng �t �n th�s way, we cannot fa�l to
observe that art �s one of the means of �ntercourse between man and
man.
Every work of art causes the rece�ver to enter �nto a certa�n k�nd of
relat�onsh�p both w�th h�m who produced, or �s produc�ng, the art,
and w�th all those who, s�multaneously, prev�ously or subsequently,
rece�ve the same art�st�c �mpress�on.
Speech, transm�tt�ng the thoughts and exper�ences of men, serves
as a means of un�on among them, and art acts �n a s�m�lar manner.
The pecul�ar�ty of th�s latter means of �ntercourse, d�st�ngu�sh�ng �t
from �ntercourse by means of words, cons�sts �n th�s, that whereas
by words a man transm�ts h�s thoughts to another, by means of art
he transm�ts h�s feel�ngs.
The act�v�ty of art �s based on the fact that a man, rece�v�ng through
h�s sense of hear�ng or s�ght another man’s express�on of feel�ng, �s
capable of exper�enc�ng the emot�on wh�ch moved the man who



expressed �t. To take the s�mplest example: one man laughs, and
another, who hears, becomes merry; or a man weeps, and another,
who hears, feels sorrow. A man �s exc�ted or �rr�tated, and another
man, see�ng h�m, comes to a s�m�lar state of m�nd. By h�s
movements, or by the sounds of h�s vo�ce, a man expresses courage
and determ�nat�on, or sadness and calmness, and th�s state of m�nd
passes on to others. A man suffers, express�ng h�s suffer�ngs by
groans and spasms, and th�s suffer�ng transm�ts �tself to other
people; a man expresses h�s feel�ng of adm�rat�on, devot�on, fear,
respect, or love to certa�n objects, persons, or phenomena, and
others are �nfected by the same feel�ngs of adm�rat�on, devot�on,
fear, respect, or love to the same objects, persons, and phenomena.
And �t �s on th�s capac�ty of man to rece�ve another man’s express�on
of feel�ng, and exper�ence those feel�ngs h�mself, that the act�v�ty of
art �s based.
If a man �nfects another or others, d�rectly, �mmed�ately, by h�s
appearance, or by the sounds he g�ves vent to at the very t�me he
exper�ences the feel�ng; �f he causes another man to yawn when he
h�mself cannot help yawn�ng, or to laugh or cry when he h�mself �s
obl�ged to laugh or cry, or to suffer when he h�mself �s suffer�ng—that
does not amount to art.
Art beg�ns when one person, w�th the object of jo�n�ng another or
others to h�mself �n one and the same feel�ng, expresses that feel�ng
by certa�n external �nd�cat�ons. To take the s�mplest example: a boy,
hav�ng exper�enced, let us say, fear on encounter�ng a wolf, relates
that encounter; and, �n order to evoke �n others the feel�ng he has
exper�enced, descr�bes h�mself, h�s cond�t�on before the encounter,
the surround�ngs, the wood, h�s own l�ghtheartedness, and then the
wolf’s appearance, �ts movements, the d�stance between h�mself and
the wolf, etc. All th�s, �f only the boy when tell�ng the story, aga�n
exper�ences the feel�ngs he had l�ved through and �nfects the
hearers and compels them to feel what the narrator had
exper�enced, �s art. If even the boy had not seen a wolf but had
frequently been afra�d of one, and �f, w�sh�ng to evoke �n others the
fear he had felt, he �nvented an encounter w�th a wolf, and recounted
�t so as to make h�s hearers share the feel�ngs he exper�enced when



he feared the wolf, that also would be art. And just �n the same way �t
�s art �f a man, hav�ng exper�enced e�ther the fear of suffer�ng or the
attract�on of enjoyment (whether �n real�ty or �n �mag�nat�on),
expresses these feel�ngs on canvas or �n marble so that others are
�nfected by them. And �t �s also art �f a man feels or �mag�nes to
h�mself feel�ngs of del�ght, gladness, sorrow, despa�r, courage, or
despondency, and the trans�t�on from one to another of these
feel�ngs, and expresses these feel�ngs by sounds, so that the
hearers are �nfected by them, and exper�ence them as they were
exper�enced by the composer.
The feel�ngs w�th wh�ch the art�st �nfects others may be most var�ous
—very strong or very weak, very �mportant or very �ns�gn�f�cant, very
bad or very good: feel�ngs of love for nat�ve land, self-devot�on and
subm�ss�on to fate or to God expressed �n a drama, raptures of
lovers descr�bed �n a novel, feel�ngs of voluptuousness expressed �n
a p�cture, courage expressed �n a tr�umphal march, merr�ment
evoked by a dance, humour evoked by a funny story, the feel�ng of
qu�etness transm�tted by an even�ng landscape or by a lullaby, or the
feel�ng of adm�rat�on evoked by a beaut�ful arabesque—�t �s all art.
If only the spectators or aud�tors are �nfected by the feel�ngs wh�ch
the author has felt, �t �s art.
To evoke �n oneself a feel�ng one has once exper�enced, and hav�ng
evoked �t �n oneself then, by means of movements, l�nes, colours,
sounds, or forms expressed �n words, so to transm�t that feel�ng that
others may exper�ence the same feel�ng—th�s �s the act�v�ty of art.
Art �s a human act�v�ty, cons�st�ng �n th�s, that one man consc�ously,
by means of certa�n external s�gns, hands on to others feel�ngs he
has l�ved through, and that other people are �nfected by these
feel�ngs, and also exper�ence them.
Art �s not, as the metaphys�c�ans say, the man�festat�on of some
myster�ous Idea of beauty, or God; �t �s not, as the æsthet�cal
phys�olog�sts say, a game �n wh�ch man lets off h�s excess of stored-
up energy; �t �s not the express�on of man’s emot�ons by external
s�gns; �t �s not the product�on of pleas�ng objects; and, above all, �t �s
not pleasure; but �t �s a means of un�on among men, jo�n�ng them



together �n the same feel�ngs, and �nd�spensable for the l�fe and
progress towards well-be�ng of �nd�v�duals and of human�ty.
As, thanks to man’s capac�ty to express thoughts by words, every
man may know all that has been done for h�m �n the realms of
thought by all human�ty before h�s day, and can, �n the present,
thanks to th�s capac�ty to understand the thoughts of others, become
a sharer �n the�r act�v�ty, and can h�mself hand on to h�s
contemporar�es and descendants the thoughts he has ass�m�lated
from others, as well as those wh�ch have ar�sen w�th�n h�mself; so,
thanks to man’s capac�ty to be �nfected w�th the feel�ngs of others by
means of art, all that �s be�ng l�ved through by h�s contemporar�es �s
access�ble to h�m, as well as the feel�ngs exper�enced by men
thousands of years ago, and he has also the poss�b�l�ty of
transm�tt�ng h�s own feel�ngs to others.
If people lacked th�s capac�ty to rece�ve the thoughts conce�ved by
the men who preceded them, and to pass on to others the�r own
thoughts, men would be l�ke w�ld beasts, or l�ke Kaspar Hauser.[60]

And �f men lacked th�s other capac�ty of be�ng �nfected by art, people
m�ght be almost more savage st�ll, and, above all, more separated
from, and more host�le to, one another.
And therefore the act�v�ty of art �s a most �mportant one, as �mportant
as the act�v�ty of speech �tself, and as generally d�ffused.
We are accustomed to understand art to be only what we hear and
see �n theatres, concerts, and exh�b�t�ons; together w�th bu�ld�ngs,
statues, poems, novels.... But all th�s �s but the smallest part of the
art by wh�ch we commun�cate w�th each other �n l�fe. All human l�fe �s
f�lled w�th works of art of every k�nd—from cradle-song, jest, m�m�cry,
the ornamentat�on of houses, dress and utens�ls, up to church
serv�ces, bu�ld�ngs, monuments, and tr�umphal process�ons. It �s all
art�st�c act�v�ty. So that by art, �n the l�m�ted sense of the word, we do
not mean all human act�v�ty transm�tt�ng feel�ngs, but only that part
wh�ch we for some reason select from �t and to wh�ch we attach
spec�al �mportance.



Th�s spec�al �mportance has always been g�ven by all men to that
part of th�s act�v�ty wh�ch transm�ts feel�ngs flow�ng from the�r
rel�g�ous percept�on, and th�s small part of art they have spec�f�cally
called art, attach�ng to �t the full mean�ng of the word.
That was how men of old—Socrates, Plato, and Ar�stotle—looked on
art. Thus d�d the Hebrew prophets and the anc�ent Chr�st�ans regard
art; thus �t was, and st�ll �s, understood by the Mahommedans, and
thus �s �t st�ll understood by rel�g�ous folk among our own peasantry.
Some teachers of mank�nd—as Plato �n h�s Republ�c, and people
such as the pr�m�t�ve Chr�st�ans, the str�ct Mahommedans, and the
Buddh�sts—have gone so far as to repud�ate all art.
People v�ew�ng art �n th�s way (�n contrad�ct�on to the prevalent v�ew
of to-day, wh�ch regards any art as good �f only �t affords pleasure)
cons�dered, and cons�der, that art (as contrasted w�th speech, wh�ch
need not be l�stened to) �s so h�ghly dangerous �n �ts power to �nfect
people aga�nst the�r w�lls, that mank�nd w�ll lose far less by ban�sh�ng
all art than by tolerat�ng each and every art.
Ev�dently such people were wrong �n repud�at�ng all art, for they
den�ed that wh�ch cannot be den�ed—one of the �nd�spensable
means of commun�cat�on, w�thout wh�ch mank�nd could not ex�st. But
not less wrong are the people of c�v�l�sed European soc�ety of our
class and day, �n favour�ng any art �f �t but serves beauty, �.e. g�ves
people pleasure.
Formerly, people feared lest among the works of art there m�ght
chance to be some caus�ng corrupt�on, and they proh�b�ted art
altogether. Now, they only fear lest they should be depr�ved of any
enjoyment art can afford, and patron�se any art. And I th�nk the last
error �s much grosser than the f�rst, and that �ts consequences are
far more harmful.



CHAPTER VI

But how could �t happen that that very art, wh�ch �n anc�ent t�mes
was merely tolerated (�f tolerated at all), should have come, �n our
t�mes, to be �nvar�ably cons�dered a good th�ng �f only �t affords
pleasure?
It has resulted from the follow�ng causes. The est�mat�on of the value
of art (�.e. of the feel�ngs �t transm�ts) depends on men’s percept�on
of the mean�ng of l�fe; depends on what they cons�der to be the good
and the ev�l of l�fe. And what �s good and what �s ev�l �s def�ned by
what are termed rel�g�ons.
Human�ty unceas�ngly moves forward from a lower, more part�al, and
obscure understand�ng of l�fe, to one more general and more luc�d.
And �n th�s, as �n every movement, there are leaders,—those who
have understood the mean�ng of l�fe more clearly than others,—and
of these advanced men there �s always one who has, �n h�s words
and by h�s l�fe, expressed th�s mean�ng more clearly, access�bly, and
strongly than others. Th�s man’s express�on of the mean�ng of l�fe,
together w�th those superst�t�ons, trad�t�ons, and ceremon�es wh�ch
usually form themselves round the memory of such a man, �s what �s
called a rel�g�on. Rel�g�ons are the exponents of the h�ghest
comprehens�on of l�fe access�ble to the best and foremost men at a
g�ven t�me �n a g�ven soc�ety; a comprehens�on towards wh�ch,
�nev�tably and �rres�st�bly, all the rest of that soc�ety must advance.
And therefore only rel�g�ons have always served, and st�ll serve, as
bases for the valuat�on of human sent�ments. If feel�ngs br�ng men
nearer the �deal the�r rel�g�on �nd�cates, �f they are �n harmony w�th �t
and do not contrad�ct �t, they are good; �f they estrange men from �t
and oppose �t, they are bad.



If the rel�g�on places the mean�ng of l�fe �n worsh�pp�ng one God and
fulf�ll�ng what �s regarded as H�s w�ll, as was the case among the
Jews, then the feel�ngs flow�ng from love to that God, and to H�s law,
successfully transm�tted through the art of poetry by the prophets, by
the psalms, or by the ep�c of the book of Genes�s, �s good, h�gh art.
All oppos�ng that, as for �nstance the transm�ss�on of feel�ngs of
devot�on to strange gods, or of feel�ngs �ncompat�ble w�th the law of
God, would be cons�dered bad art. Or �f, as was the case among the
Greeks, the rel�g�on places the mean�ng of l�fe �n earthly happ�ness,
�n beauty and �n strength, then art successfully transm�tt�ng the joy
and energy of l�fe would be cons�dered good art, but art wh�ch
transm�tted feel�ngs of effem�nacy or despondency would be bad art.
If the mean�ng of l�fe �s seen �n the well-be�ng of one’s nat�on, or �n
honour�ng one’s ancestors and cont�nu�ng the mode of l�fe led by
them, as was the case among the Romans and the Ch�nese
respect�vely, then art transm�tt�ng feel�ngs of joy at sacr�f�c�ng one’s
personal well-be�ng for the common weal, or at exalt�ng one’s
ancestors and ma�nta�n�ng the�r trad�t�ons, would be cons�dered good
art; but art express�ng feel�ngs contrary to th�s would be regarded as
bad. If the mean�ng of l�fe �s seen �n free�ng oneself from the yoke of
an�mal�sm, as �s the case among the Buddh�sts, then art successfully
transm�tt�ng feel�ngs that elevate the soul and humble the flesh w�ll
be good art, and all that transm�ts feel�ngs strengthen�ng the bod�ly
pass�ons w�ll be bad art.
In every age, and �n every human soc�ety, there ex�sts a rel�g�ous
sense, common to that whole soc�ety, of what �s good and what �s
bad, and �t �s th�s rel�g�ous concept�on that dec�des the value of the
feel�ngs transm�tted by art. And therefore, among all nat�ons, art
wh�ch transm�tted feel�ngs cons�dered to be good by th�s general
rel�g�ous sense was recogn�sed as be�ng good and was encouraged;
but art wh�ch transm�tted feel�ngs cons�dered to be bad by th�s
general rel�g�ous concept�on, was recogn�sed as be�ng bad, and was
rejected. All the rest of the �mmense f�eld of art by means of wh�ch
people commun�cate one w�th another, was not esteemed at all, and
was only not�ced when �t ran counter to the rel�g�ous concept�on of �ts
age, and then merely to be repud�ated. Thus �t was among all



nat�ons,—Greeks, Jews, Ind�ans, Egypt�ans, and Ch�nese,—and so �t
was when Chr�st�an�ty appeared.
The Chr�st�an�ty of the f�rst centur�es recogn�sed as product�ons of
good art, only legends, l�ves of sa�nts, sermons, prayers and hymn-
s�ng�ng, evok�ng love of Chr�st, emot�on at h�s l�fe, des�re to follow h�s
example, renunc�at�on of worldly l�fe, hum�l�ty, and the love of others;
all product�ons transm�tt�ng feel�ngs of personal enjoyment they
cons�dered to be bad, and therefore rejected: for �nstance, tolerat�ng
plast�c representat�ons only when they were symbol�cal, they
rejected all the pagan sculptures.
Th�s was so among the Chr�st�ans of the f�rst centur�es, who
accepted Chr�st’s teach�ng, �f not qu�te �n �ts true form, at least not �n
the perverted, pagan�sed form �n wh�ch �t was accepted
subsequently.
But bes�des th�s Chr�st�an�ty, from the t�me of the wholesale
convers�on of nat�ons by order of the author�t�es, as �n the days of
Constant�ne, Charlemagne, and Vlad�m�r, there appeared another, a
Church Chr�st�an�ty, wh�ch was nearer to pagan�sm than to Chr�st’s
teach�ng. And th�s Church Chr�st�an�ty, �n accordance w�th �ts own
teach�ng, est�mated qu�te otherw�se the feel�ngs of people and the
product�ons of art wh�ch transm�tted those feel�ngs.
Th�s Church Chr�st�an�ty not only d�d not acknowledge the
fundamental and essent�al pos�t�ons of true Chr�st�an�ty,—the
�mmed�ate relat�onsh�p of each man to the Father, the consequent
brotherhood and equal�ty of all men, and the subst�tut�on of hum�l�ty
and love �n place of every k�nd of v�olence—but, on the contrary,
hav�ng set up a heavenly h�erarchy s�m�lar to the pagan mythology,
and hav�ng �ntroduced the worsh�p of Chr�st, of the V�rg�n, of angels,
of apostles, of sa�nts, and of martyrs, and not only of these d�v�n�t�es
themselves, but also of the�r �mages, �t made bl�nd fa�th �n the
Church and �ts ord�nances the essent�al po�nt of �ts teach�ng.
However fore�gn th�s teach�ng may have been to true Chr�st�an�ty,
however degraded, not only �n compar�son w�th true Chr�st�an�ty, but
even w�th the l�fe-concept�on of Romans such as Jul�an and others; �t
was, for all that, to the barbar�ans who accepted �t, a h�gher doctr�ne



than the�r former adorat�on of gods, heroes, and good and bad
sp�r�ts. And therefore th�s teach�ng was a rel�g�on to them, and on the
bas�s of that rel�g�on the art of the t�me was assessed. And art
transm�tt�ng p�ous adorat�on of the V�rg�n, Jesus, the sa�nts and the
angels, a bl�nd fa�th �n and subm�ss�on to the Church, fear of
torments and hope of blessedness �n a l�fe beyond the grave, was
cons�dered good; all art opposed to th�s was cons�dered bad.
The teach�ng on the bas�s of wh�ch th�s art arose was a pervers�on of
Chr�st’s teach�ng, but the art wh�ch sprang up on th�s perverted
teach�ng was nevertheless a true art, because �t corresponded to the
rel�g�ous v�ew of l�fe held by the people among whom �t arose.
The art�sts of the M�ddle Ages, v�tal�sed by the same source of
feel�ng—rel�g�on—as the mass of the people, and transm�tt�ng, �n
arch�tecture, sculpture, pa�nt�ng, mus�c, poetry or drama, the feel�ngs
and states of m�nd they exper�enced, were true art�sts; and the�r
act�v�ty, founded on the h�ghest concept�ons access�ble to the�r age
and common to the ent�re people, though, for our t�mes a mean art,
was, nevertheless a true one, shared by the whole commun�ty.
And th�s was the state of th�ngs unt�l, �n the upper, r�ch, more
educated classes of European soc�ety, doubt arose as to the truth of
that understand�ng of l�fe wh�ch was expressed by Church
Chr�st�an�ty. When, after the Crusades and the max�mum
development of papal power and �ts abuses, people of the r�ch
classes became acqua�nted w�th the w�sdom of the class�cs, and
saw, on the one hand, the reasonable luc�d�ty of the teach�ng of the
anc�ent sages, and, on the other hand, the �ncompat�b�l�ty of the
Church doctr�ne w�th the teach�ng of Chr�st, they lost all poss�b�l�ty of
cont�nu�ng to bel�eve the Church teach�ng.
If, �n externals, they st�ll kept to the forms of Church teach�ng, they
could no longer bel�eve �n �t, and held to �t only by �nert�a and for the
sake of �nfluenc�ng the masses, who cont�nued to bel�eve bl�ndly �n
Church doctr�ne, and whom the upper classes, for the�r own
advantage, cons�dered �t necessary to support �n those bel�efs.
So that a t�me came when Church Chr�st�an�ty ceased to be the
general rel�g�ous doctr�ne of all Chr�st�an people; some—the masses



—cont�nued bl�ndly to bel�eve �n �t, but the upper classes—those �n
whose hands lay the power and wealth, and therefore the le�sure to
produce art and the means to st�mulate �t—ceased to bel�eve �n that
teach�ng.
In respect to rel�g�on, the upper c�rcles of the M�ddle Ages found
themselves �n the same pos�t�on �n wh�ch the educated Romans
were before Chr�st�an�ty arose, �.e. they no longer bel�eved �n the
rel�g�on of the masses, but had no bel�efs to put �n place of the worn-
out Church doctr�ne wh�ch for them had lost �ts mean�ng.
There was only th�s d�fference, that whereas for the Romans who
lost fa�th �n the�r emperor-gods and household-gods �t was
�mposs�ble to extract anyth�ng further from all the complex mythology
they had borrowed from all the conquered nat�ons, and �t was
consequently necessary to f�nd a completely new concept�on of l�fe,
the people of the M�ddle Ages, when they doubted the truth of the
Church teach�ng, had no need to seek a fresh one. That Chr�st�an
teach�ng wh�ch they professed �n a perverted form as Church
doctr�ne, had mapped out the path of human progress so far ahead,
that they had but to r�d themselves of those pervers�ons wh�ch h�d
the teach�ng announced by Chr�st, and to adopt �ts real mean�ng—�f
not completely, then at least �n some greater degree than that �n
wh�ch the Church had held �t.
And th�s was part�ally done, not only �n the reformat�ons of Wycl�f,
Huss, Luther, and Calv�n, but by all that current of non-Church
Chr�st�an�ty, represented �n earl�er t�mes by the Paul�c�ans, the
Bogom�l�,[61] and, afterwards, by the Waldenses and the other non-
Church Chr�st�ans who were called heret�cs. But th�s could be, and
was, done ch�efly by poor people—who d�d not rule. A few of the r�ch
and strong, l�ke Franc�s of Ass�s� and others, accepted the Chr�st�an
teach�ng �n �ts full s�gn�f�cance, even though �t underm�ned the�r
pr�v�leged pos�t�ons. But most people of the upper classes (though �n
the depth of the�r souls they had lost fa�th �n the Church teach�ng)
could not or would not act thus, because the essence of that
Chr�st�an v�ew of l�fe, wh�ch stood ready to be adopted when once
they rejected the Church fa�th, was a teach�ng of the brotherhood
(and therefore the equal�ty) of man, and th�s negat�ved those



pr�v�leges on wh�ch they l�ved, �n wh�ch they had grown up and been
educated, and to wh�ch they were accustomed. Not, �n the depth of
the�r hearts, bel�ev�ng �n the Church teach�ng,—wh�ch had outl�ved
�ts age and had no longer any true mean�ng for them,—and not
be�ng strong enough to accept true Chr�st�an�ty, men of these r�ch,
govern�ng classes—popes, k�ngs, dukes, and all the great ones of
the earth—were left w�thout any rel�g�on, w�th but the external forms
of one, wh�ch they supported as be�ng prof�table and even necessary
for themselves, s�nce these forms screened a teach�ng wh�ch
just�f�ed those pr�v�leges wh�ch they made use of. In real�ty, these
people bel�eved �n noth�ng, just as the Romans of the f�rst centur�es
of our era bel�eved �n noth�ng. But at the same t�me these were the
people who had the power and the wealth, and these were the
people who rewarded art and d�rected �t.
And, let �t be not�ced, �t was just among these people that there grew
up an art esteemed not accord�ng to �ts success �n express�ng men’s
rel�g�ous feel�ngs, but �n proport�on to �ts beauty,—�n other words,
accord�ng to the enjoyment �t gave.
No longer able to bel�eve �n the Church rel�g�on whose falsehood
they had detected, and �ncapable of accept�ng true Chr�st�an
teach�ng, wh�ch denounced the�r whole manner of l�fe, these r�ch and
powerful people, stranded w�thout any rel�g�ous concept�on of l�fe,
�nvoluntar�ly returned to that pagan v�ew of th�ngs wh�ch places l�fe’s
mean�ng �n personal enjoyment. And then took place among the
upper classes what �s called the “Rena�ssance of sc�ence and art,”
and wh�ch was really not only a den�al of every rel�g�on but also an
assert�on that rel�g�on �s unnecessary.
The Church doctr�ne �s so coherent a system that �t cannot be
altered or corrected w�thout destroy�ng �t altogether. As soon as
doubt arose w�th regard to the �nfall�b�l�ty of the pope (and th�s doubt
was then �n the m�nds of all educated people), doubt �nev�tably
followed as to the truth of trad�t�on. But doubt as to the truth of
trad�t�on �s fatal not only to popery and Cathol�c�sm, but also to the
whole Church creed w�th all �ts dogmas: the d�v�n�ty of Chr�st, the
resurrect�on, and the Tr�n�ty; and �t destroys the author�ty of the



Scr�ptures, s�nce they were cons�dered to be �nsp�red only because
the trad�t�on of the Church dec�ded �t so.
So that the major�ty of the h�ghest classes of that age, even the
popes and the eccles�ast�cs, really bel�eved �n noth�ng at all. In the
Church doctr�ne these people d�d not bel�eve, for they saw �ts
�nsolvency; but ne�ther could they follow Franc�s of Ass�s�,
Keltch�tsky,[62] and most of the heret�cs, �n acknowledg�ng the moral,
soc�al teach�ng of Chr�st, for that teach�ng underm�ned the�r soc�al
pos�t�on. And so these people rema�ned w�thout any rel�g�ous v�ew of
l�fe. And, hav�ng none, they could have no standard wherew�th to
est�mate what was good and what was bad art but that of personal
enjoyment. And, hav�ng acknowledged the�r cr�ter�on of what was
good to be pleasure, �.e., beauty, these people of the upper classes
of European soc�ety went back �n the�r comprehens�on of art to the
gross concept�on of the pr�m�t�ve Greeks wh�ch Plato had already
condemned. And conformably to th�s understand�ng of l�fe a theory of
art was formulated.



CHAPTER VII

From the t�me that people of the upper classes lost fa�th �n Church
Chr�st�an�ty, beauty (�.e. the pleasure rece�ved from art) became the�r
standard of good and bad art. And, �n accordance w�th that v�ew, an
æsthet�c theory naturally sprang up among those upper classes
just�fy�ng such a concept�on,—a theory accord�ng to wh�ch the a�m of
art �s to exh�b�t beauty. The part�sans of th�s æsthet�c theory, �n
conf�rmat�on of �ts truth, aff�rmed that �t was no �nvent�on of the�r own,
but that �t ex�sted �n the nature of th�ngs, and was recogn�sed even
by the anc�ent Greeks. But th�s assert�on was qu�te arb�trary, and has
no foundat�on other than the fact that among the anc�ent Greeks, �n
consequence of the low grade of the�r moral �deal (as compared w�th
the Chr�st�an), the�r concept�on of the good, τὸ ἀγαθόν, was not yet
sharply d�v�ded from the�r concept�on of the beaut�ful, τὸ καλόν.
That h�ghest perfect�on of goodness (not only not �dent�cal w�th
beauty, but, for the most part, contrast�ng w�th �t) wh�ch was
d�scerned by the Jews even �n the t�mes of Isa�ah, and fully
expressed by Chr�st�an�ty, was qu�te unknown to the Greeks. They
supposed that the beaut�ful must necessar�ly also be the good. It �s
true that the�r foremost th�nkers—Socrates, Plato, Ar�stotle—felt that
goodness may happen not to co�nc�de w�th beauty. Socrates
expressly subord�nated beauty to goodness; Plato, to un�te the two
concept�ons, spoke of sp�r�tual beauty; wh�le Ar�stotle demanded
from art that �t should have a moral �nfluence on people (κάθαρσις).
But, notw�thstand�ng all th�s, they could not qu�te d�sm�ss the not�on
that beauty and goodness co�nc�de.
And consequently, �n the language of that per�od, a compound word
(καλο-κἀγαθία, beauty-goodness), came �nto use to express that
not�on.



Ev�dently the Greek sages began to draw near to that percept�on of
goodness wh�ch �s expressed �n Buddh�sm and �n Chr�st�an�ty, and
they got entangled �n def�n�ng the relat�on between goodness and
beauty. Plato’s reason�ngs about beauty and goodness are full of
contrad�ct�ons. And �t was just th�s confus�on of �deas that those
Europeans of a later age, who had lost all fa�th, tr�ed to elevate �nto a
law. They tr�ed to prove that th�s un�on of beauty and goodness �s
�nherent �n the very essence of th�ngs; that beauty and goodness
must co�nc�de; and that the word and concept�on καλο-κἀγαθία
(wh�ch had a mean�ng for Greeks but has none at all for Chr�st�ans)
represents the h�ghest �deal of human�ty. On th�s m�sunderstand�ng
the new sc�ence of æsthet�cs was bu�lt up. And, to just�fy �ts
ex�stence, the teach�ngs of the anc�ents on art were so tw�sted as to
make �t appear that th�s �nvented sc�ence of æsthet�cs had ex�sted
among the Greeks.
In real�ty, the reason�ng of the anc�ents on art was qu�te unl�ke ours.
As Benard, �n h�s book on the æsthet�cs of Ar�stotle, qu�te justly
remarks: “Pour qu� veut y regarder de près, la théor�e du beau et
celle de l’art sont tout à fa�t séparées dans Ar�stote, comme elles le
sont dans Platon et chez tous leurs successeurs” (L’esthét�que
d’Ar�stote et de ses successeurs, Par�s, 1889, p. 28).[63] And �ndeed
the reason�ng of the anc�ents on art not only does not conf�rm our
sc�ence of æsthet�cs, but rather contrad�cts �ts doctr�ne of beauty. But
nevertheless all the æsthet�c gu�des, from Schasler to Kn�ght,
declare that the sc�ence of the beaut�ful—æsthet�c sc�ence—was
commenced by the anc�ents, by Socrates, Plato, Ar�stotle; and was
cont�nued, they say, part�ally by the Ep�cureans and Sto�cs: by
Seneca and Plutarch, down to Plot�nus. But �t �s supposed that th�s
sc�ence, by some unfortunate acc�dent, suddenly van�shed �n the
fourth century, and stayed away for about 1500 years, and only after
these 1500 years had passed d�d �t rev�ve �n Germany, A.D. 1750, �n
Baumgarten’s doctr�ne.
After Plot�nus, says Schasler, f�fteen centur�es passed away dur�ng
wh�ch there was not the sl�ghtest sc�ent�f�c �nterest felt for the world
of beauty and art. These one and a half thousand years, says he,



have been lost to æsthet�cs and have contr�buted noth�ng towards
the erect�on of the learned ed�f�ce of th�s sc�ence.[64]

In real�ty noth�ng of the k�nd happened. The sc�ence of æsthet�cs, the
sc�ence of the beaut�ful, ne�ther d�d nor could van�sh because �t
never ex�sted. S�mply, the Greeks (just l�ke everybody else, always
and everywhere) cons�dered art (l�ke everyth�ng else) good only
when �t served goodness (as they understood goodness), and bad
when �t was �n oppos�t�on to that goodness. And the Greeks
themselves were so l�ttle developed morally, that goodness and
beauty seemed to them to co�nc�de. On that obsolete Greek v�ew of
l�fe was erected the sc�ence of æsthet�cs, �nvented by men of the
e�ghteenth century, and espec�ally shaped and mounted �n
Baumgarten’s theory. The Greeks (as anyone may see who w�ll read
Benard’s adm�rable book on Ar�stotle and h�s successors, and
Walter’s work on Plato) never had a sc�ence of æsthet�cs.
Æsthet�c theor�es arose about one hundred and f�fty years ago
among the wealthy classes of the Chr�st�an European world, and
arose s�multaneously among d�fferent nat�ons,—German, Ital�an,
Dutch, French, and Engl�sh. The founder and organ�ser of �t, who
gave �t a sc�ent�f�c, theoret�c form, was Baumgarten.
W�th a character�st�cally German, external exact�tude, pedantry and
symmetry, he dev�sed and expounded th�s extraord�nary theory. And,
notw�thstand�ng �ts obv�ous �nsol�d�ty, nobody else’s theory so
pleased the cultured crowd, or was accepted so read�ly and w�th
such an absence of cr�t�c�sm. It so su�ted the people of the upper
classes, that to th�s day, notw�thstand�ng �ts ent�rely fantast�c
character and the arb�trary nature of �ts assert�ons, �t �s repeated by
learned and unlearned as though �t were someth�ng �ndub�table and
self-ev�dent.
Habent sua fata l�bell� pro cap�te lector�s, and so, or even more so,
theor�es habent sua fata accord�ng to the cond�t�on of error �n wh�ch
that soc�ety �s l�v�ng, among whom and for whom the theor�es are
�nvented. If a theory just�f�es the false pos�t�on �n wh�ch a certa�n part
of a soc�ety �s l�v�ng, then, however unfounded or even obv�ously
false the theory may be, �t �s accepted, and becomes an art�cle of



fa�th to that sect�on of soc�ety. Such, for �nstance, was the celebrated
and unfounded theory expounded by Malthus, of the tendency of the
populat�on of the world to �ncrease �n geometr�cal progress�on, but of
the means of sustenance to �ncrease only �n ar�thmet�cal
progress�on, and of the consequent overpopulat�on of the world;
such, also, was the theory (an outgrowth of the Malthus�an) of
select�on and struggle for ex�stence as the bas�s of human progress.
Such, aga�n, �s Marx’s theory, wh�ch regards the gradual destruct�on
of small pr�vate product�on by large cap�tal�st�c product�on now go�ng
on around us, as an �nev�table decree of fate. However unfounded
such theor�es are, however contrary to all that �s known and
confessed by human�ty, and however obv�ously �mmoral they may
be, they are accepted w�th credul�ty, pass uncr�t�c�sed, and are
preached, perchance for centur�es, unt�l the cond�t�ons are destroyed
wh�ch they served to just�fy, or unt�l the�r absurd�ty has become too
ev�dent. To th�s class belongs th�s aston�sh�ng theory of the
Baumgarten�an Tr�n�ty—Goodness, Beauty, and Truth, accord�ng to
wh�ch �t appears that the very best that can be done by the art of
nat�ons after 1900 years of Chr�st�an teach�ng, �s to choose as the
�deal of the�r l�fe the �deal that was held by a small, sem�-savage,
slave-hold�ng people who l�ved 2000 years ago, who �m�tated the
nude human body extremely well, and erected bu�ld�ngs pleasant to
look at. All these �ncompat�b�l�t�es pass completely unnot�ced.
Learned people wr�te long, cloudy treat�ses on beauty as a member
of the æsthet�c tr�n�ty of Beauty, Truth, and Goodness; das Schöne,
das Wahre, das Gute; le Beau, le Vra�, le Bon, are repeated, w�th
cap�tal letters, by ph�losophers, æsthet�c�ans and art�sts, by pr�vate
�nd�v�duals, by novel�sts and by feu�lleton�stes, and they all th�nk,
when pronounc�ng these sacrosanct words, that they speak of
someth�ng qu�te def�n�te and sol�d—someth�ng on wh�ch they can
base the�r op�n�ons. In real�ty, these words not only have no def�n�te
mean�ng, but they h�nder us �n attach�ng any def�n�te mean�ng to
ex�st�ng art; they are wanted only for the purpose of just�fy�ng the
false �mportance we attr�bute to an art that transm�ts every k�nd of
feel�ng �f only those feel�ngs afford us pleasure.



CHAPTER VIII

But �f art �s a human act�v�ty hav�ng for �ts purpose the transm�ss�on
to others of the h�ghest and best feel�ngs to wh�ch men have r�sen,
how could �t be that human�ty for a certa�n rather cons�derable per�od
of �ts ex�stence (from the t�me people ceased to bel�eve �n Church
doctr�ne down to the present day) should ex�st w�thout th�s �mportant
act�v�ty, and, �nstead of �t, should put up w�th an �ns�gn�f�cant art�st�c
act�v�ty only afford�ng pleasure?
In order to answer th�s quest�on, �t �s necessary, f�rst of all, to correct
the current error people make �n attr�but�ng to our art the s�gn�f�cance
of true, un�versal art. We are so accustomed, not only naïvely to
cons�der the C�rcass�an fam�ly the best stock of people, but also the
Anglo-Saxon race the best race �f we are Engl�shmen or Amer�cans,
or the Teuton�c �f we are Germans, or the Gallo-Lat�n �f we are
French, or the Slavon�c �f we are Russ�ans, that when speak�ng of
our own art we feel fully conv�nced, not only that our art �s true art,
but even that �t �s the best and only true art. But �n real�ty our art �s
not only not the only art (as the B�ble once was held to be the only
book), but �t �s not even the art of the whole of Chr�stendom,—only of
a small sect�on of that part of human�ty. It was correct to speak of a
nat�onal Jew�sh, Grec�an, or Egypt�an art, and one may speak of a
now-ex�st�ng Ch�nese, Japanese, or Ind�an art shared �n by a whole
people. Such art, common to a whole nat�on, ex�sted �n Russ�a t�ll
Peter the F�rst’s t�me, and ex�sted �n the rest of Europe unt�l the
th�rteenth or fourteenth century; but s�nce the upper classes of
European soc�ety, hav�ng lost fa�th �n the Church teach�ng, d�d not
accept real Chr�st�an�ty but rema�ned w�thout any fa�th, one can no
longer speak of an art of the Chr�st�an nat�ons �n the sense of the
whole of art. S�nce the upper classes of the Chr�st�an nat�ons lost



fa�th �n Church Chr�st�an�ty, the art of those upper classes has
separated �tself from the art of the rest of the people, and there have
been two arts—the art of the people and genteel art. And therefore
the answer to the quest�on how �t could occur that human�ty l�ved for
a certa�n per�od w�thout real art, replac�ng �t by art wh�ch served
enjoyment only, �s, that not all human�ty, nor even any cons�derable
port�on of �t, l�ved w�thout real art, but only the h�ghest classes of
European Chr�st�an soc�ety, and even they only for a comparat�vely
short t�me—from the commencement of the Rena�ssance down to
our own day.
And the consequence of th�s absence of true art showed �tself,
�nev�tably, �n the corrupt�on of that class wh�ch nour�shed �tself on the
false art. All the confused, un�ntell�g�ble theor�es of art, all the false
and contrad�ctory judgments on art, and part�cularly the self-
conf�dent stagnat�on of our art �n �ts false path, all ar�se from the
assert�on, wh�ch has come �nto common use and �s accepted as an
unquest�oned truth, but �s yet amaz�ngly and palpably false, the
assert�on, namely, that the art of our upper classes[65] �s the whole of
art, the true, the only, the un�versal art. And although th�s assert�on
(wh�ch �s prec�sely s�m�lar to the assert�on made by rel�g�ous people
of the var�ous Churches who cons�der that the�rs �s the only true
rel�g�on) �s qu�te arb�trary and obv�ously unjust, yet �t �s calmly
repeated by all the people of our c�rcle w�th full fa�th �n �ts �nfall�b�l�ty.
The art we have �s the whole of art, the real, the only art, and yet
two-th�rds of the human race (all the peoples of As�a and Afr�ca) l�ve
and d�e know�ng noth�ng of th�s sole and supreme art. And even �n
our Chr�st�an soc�ety hardly one per cent. of the people make use of
th�s art wh�ch we speak of as be�ng the whole of art; the rema�n�ng
n�nety-n�ne per cent. l�ve and d�e, generat�on after generat�on,
crushed by to�l and never tast�ng th�s art, wh�ch moreover �s of such
a nature that, �f they could get �t, they would not understand anyth�ng
of �t. We, accord�ng to the current æsthet�c theory, acknowledge art
e�ther as one of the h�ghest man�festat�ons of the Idea, God, Beauty,
or as the h�ghest sp�r�tual enjoyment; furthermore, we hold that all
people have equal r�ghts, �f not to mater�al, at any rate to sp�r�tual
well-be�ng; and yet n�nety-n�ne per cent. of our European populat�on



l�ve and d�e, generat�on after generat�on, crushed by to�l, much of
wh�ch to�l �s necessary for the product�on of our art wh�ch they never
use, and we, nevertheless, calmly assert that the art wh�ch we
produce �s the real, true, only art—all of art!
To the remark that �f our art �s the true art everyone should have the
benef�t of �t, the usual reply �s that �f not everybody at present makes
use of ex�st�ng art, the fault l�es, not �n the art, but �n the false
organ�sat�on of soc�ety; that one can �mag�ne to oneself, �n the future,
a state of th�ngs �n wh�ch phys�cal labour w�ll be partly superseded by
mach�nery, partly l�ghtened by �ts just d�str�but�on, and that labour for
the product�on of art w�ll be taken �n turns; that there �s no need for
some people always to s�t below the stage mov�ng the decorat�ons,
w�nd�ng up the mach�nery, work�ng at the p�ano or French horn, and
sett�ng type and pr�nt�ng books, but that the people who do all th�s
work m�ght be engaged only a few hours per day, and �n the�r le�sure
t�me m�ght enjoy all the bless�ngs of art.
That �s what the defenders of our exclus�ve art say. But I th�nk they
do not themselves bel�eve �t. They cannot help know�ng that f�ne art
can ar�se only on the slavery of the masses of the people, and can
cont�nue only as long as that slavery lasts, and they cannot help
know�ng that only under cond�t�ons of �ntense labour for the workers,
can spec�al�sts—wr�ters, mus�c�ans, dancers, and actors—arr�ve at
that f�ne degree of perfect�on to wh�ch they do atta�n, or produce the�r
ref�ned works of art; and only under the same cond�t�ons can there
be a f�ne publ�c to esteem such product�ons. Free the slaves of
cap�tal, and �t w�ll be �mposs�ble to produce such ref�ned art.
But even were we to adm�t the �nadm�ss�ble, and say that means
may be found by wh�ch art (that art wh�ch among us �s cons�dered to
be art) may be access�ble to the whole people, another cons�derat�on
presents �tself show�ng that fash�onable art cannot be the whole of
art, v�z. the fact that �t �s completely un�ntell�g�ble to the people.
Formerly men wrote poems �n Lat�n, but now the�r art�st�c
product�ons are as un�ntell�g�ble to the common folk as �f they were
wr�tten �n Sanskr�t. The usual reply to th�s �s, that �f the people do not
now understand th�s art of ours, �t only proves that they are
undeveloped, and that th�s has been so at each fresh step forward



made by art. F�rst �t was not understood, but afterwards people got
accustomed to �t.
“It w�ll be the same w�th our present art; �t w�ll be understood when
everybody �s as well educated as are we—the people of the upper
classes—who produce th�s art,” say the defenders of our art. But th�s
assert�on �s ev�dently even more unjust than the former; for we know
that the major�ty of the product�ons of the art of the upper classes,
such as var�ous odes, poems, dramas, cantatas, pastorals, p�ctures,
etc., wh�ch del�ghted the people of the upper classes when they were
produced, never were afterwards e�ther understood or valued by the
great masses of mank�nd, but have rema�ned, what they were at
f�rst, a mere past�me for r�ch people of the�r t�me, for whom alone
they ever were of any �mportance. It �s also often urged �n proof of
the assert�on that the people w�ll some day understand our art, that
some product�ons of so-called “class�cal” poetry, mus�c, or pa�nt�ng,
wh�ch formerly d�d not please the masses, do—now that they have
been offered to them from all s�des—beg�n to please these same
masses; but th�s only shows that the crowd, espec�ally the half-spo�lt
town crowd, can eas�ly (�ts taste hav�ng been perverted) be
accustomed to any sort of art. Moreover, th�s art �s not produced by
these masses, nor even chosen by them, but �s energet�cally thrust
upon them �n those publ�c places �n wh�ch art �s access�ble to the
people. For the great major�ty of work�ng people, our art, bes�des
be�ng �naccess�ble on account of �ts costl�ness, �s strange �n �ts very
nature, transm�tt�ng as �t does the feel�ngs of people far removed
from those cond�t�ons of labor�ous l�fe wh�ch are natural to the great
body of human�ty. That wh�ch �s enjoyment to a man of the r�ch
classes, �s �ncomprehens�ble, as a pleasure, to a work�ng man, and
evokes �n h�m e�ther no feel�ng at all, or only a feel�ng qu�te contrary
to that wh�ch �t evokes �n an �dle and sat�ated man. Such feel�ngs as
form the ch�ef subjects of present-day art—say, for �nstance, honour,
[66] patr�ot�sm and amorousness, evoke �n a work�ng man only
bew�lderment and contempt, or �nd�gnat�on. So that even �f a
poss�b�l�ty were g�ven to the labour�ng classes, �n the�r free t�me, to
see, to read, and to hear all that forms the flower of contemporary art
(as �s done to some extent �n towns, by means of p�cture galler�es,
popular concerts, and l�brar�es), the work�ng man (to the extent to



wh�ch he �s a labourer, and has not begun to pass �nto the ranks of
those perverted by �dleness) would be able to make noth�ng of our
f�ne art, and �f he d�d understand �t, that wh�ch he understood would
not elevate h�s soul, but would certa�nly, �n most cases, pervert �t. To
thoughtful and s�ncere people there can therefore be no doubt that
the art of our upper classes never can be the art of the whole people.
But �f art �s an �mportant matter, a sp�r�tual bless�ng, essent�al for all
men (“l�ke rel�g�on,” as the devotees of art are fond of say�ng), then �t
should be access�ble to everyone. And �f, as �n our day, �t �s not
access�ble to all men, then one of two th�ngs: e�ther art �s not the v�tal
matter �t �s represented to be, or that art wh�ch we call art �s not the
real th�ng.
The d�lemma �s �nev�table, and therefore clever and �mmoral people
avo�d �t by deny�ng one s�de of �t, v�z. deny�ng that the common
people have a r�ght to art. These people s�mply and boldly speak out
(what l�es at the heart of the matter), and say that the part�c�pators �n
and ut�l�sers of what �n the�r esteem �s h�ghly beaut�ful art, �.e. art
furn�sh�ng the greatest enjoyment, can only be “schöne Ge�ster,” “the
elect,” as the romant�c�sts called them, the “Uebermenschen,” as
they are called by the followers of N�etzsche; the rema�n�ng vulgar
herd, �ncapable of exper�enc�ng these pleasures, must serve the
exalted pleasures of th�s super�or breed of people. The people who
express these v�ews at least do not pretend and do not try to
comb�ne the �ncomb�nable, but frankly adm�t, what �s the case, that
our art �s an art of the upper classes only. So, essent�ally, art has
been, and �s, understood by everyone engaged on �t �n our soc�ety.



CHAPTER IX

The unbel�ef of the upper classes of the European world had th�s
effect, that �nstead of an art�st�c act�v�ty a�m�ng at transm�tt�ng the
h�ghest feel�ngs to wh�ch human�ty has atta�ned,—those flow�ng from
rel�g�ous percept�on,—we have an act�v�ty wh�ch a�ms at afford�ng
the greatest enjoyment to a certa�n class of soc�ety. And of all the
�mmense doma�n of art, that part has been fenced off, and �s alone
called art, wh�ch affords enjoyment to the people of th�s part�cular
c�rcle.
Apart from the moral effects on European soc�ety of such a select�on
from the whole sphere of art of what d�d not deserve such a
valuat�on, and the acknowledgment of �t as �mportant art, th�s
pervers�on of art has weakened art �tself, and well-n�gh destroyed �t.
The f�rst great result was that art was depr�ved of the �nf�n�te, var�ed,
and profound rel�g�ous subject-matter proper to �t. The second result
was that hav�ng only a small c�rcle of people �n v�ew, �t lost �ts beauty
of form and became affected and obscure; and the th�rd and ch�ef
result was that �t ceased to be e�ther natural or even s�ncere, and
became thoroughly art�f�c�al and bra�n-spun.
The f�rst result—the �mpover�shment of subject-matter—followed
because only that �s a true work of art wh�ch transm�ts fresh feel�ngs
not before exper�enced by man. As thought-product �s only then real
thought-product when �t transm�ts new concept�ons and thoughts,
and does not merely repeat what was known before, so also an art-
product �s only then a genu�ne art-product when �t br�ngs a new
feel�ng (however �ns�gn�f�cant) �nto the current of human l�fe. Th�s
expla�ns why ch�ldren and youths are so strongly �mpressed by those
works of art wh�ch f�rst transm�t to them feel�ngs they had not before
exper�enced.



The same powerful �mpress�on �s made on people by feel�ngs wh�ch
are qu�te new, and have never before been expressed by man. And
�t �s the source from wh�ch such feel�ngs flow of wh�ch the art of the
upper classes has depr�ved �tself by est�mat�ng feel�ngs, not �n
conform�ty w�th rel�g�ous percept�on, but accord�ng to the degree of
enjoyment they afford. There �s noth�ng older and more hackneyed
than enjoyment, and there �s noth�ng fresher than the feel�ngs
spr�ng�ng from the rel�g�ous consc�ousness of each age. It could not
be otherw�se: man’s enjoyment has l�m�ts establ�shed by h�s nature,
but the movement forward of human�ty, that wh�ch �s vo�ced by
rel�g�ous percept�on, has no l�m�ts. At every forward step taken by
human�ty—and such steps are taken �n consequence of the greater
and greater eluc�dat�on of rel�g�ous percept�on—men exper�ence new
and fresh feel�ngs. And therefore only on the bas�s of rel�g�ous
percept�on (wh�ch shows the h�ghest level of l�fe-comprehens�on
reached by the men of a certa�n per�od) can fresh emot�on, never
before felt by man, ar�se. From the rel�g�ous percept�on of the anc�ent
Greeks flowed the really new, �mportant, and endlessly var�ed
feel�ngs expressed by Homer and the trag�c wr�ters. It was the same
among the Jews, who atta�ned the rel�g�ous concept�on of a s�ngle
God,—from that percept�on flowed all those new and �mportant
emot�ons expressed by the prophets. It was the same for the poets
of the M�ddle Ages, who, �f they bel�eved �n a heavenly h�erarchy,
bel�eved also �n the Cathol�c commune; and �t �s the same for a man
of to-day who has grasped the rel�g�ous concept�on of true
Chr�st�an�ty—the brotherhood of man.
The var�ety of fresh feel�ngs flow�ng from rel�g�ous percept�on �s
endless, and they are all new, for rel�g�ous percept�on �s noth�ng else
than the f�rst �nd�cat�on of that wh�ch �s com�ng �nto ex�stence, v�z. the
new relat�on of man to the world around h�m. But the feel�ngs flow�ng
from the des�re for enjoyment are, on the contrary, not only l�m�ted,
but were long ago exper�enced and expressed. And therefore the
lack of bel�ef of the upper classes of Europe has left them w�th an art
fed on the poorest subject-matter.
The �mpover�shment of the subject-matter of upper-class art was
further �ncreased by the fact that, ceas�ng to be rel�g�ous, �t ceased



also to be popular, and th�s aga�n d�m�n�shed the range of feel�ngs
wh�ch �t transm�tted. For the range of feel�ngs exper�enced by the
powerful and the r�ch, who have no exper�ence of labour for the
support of l�fe, �s far poorer, more l�m�ted, and more �ns�gn�f�cant than
the range of feel�ngs natural to work�ng people.
People of our c�rcle, æsthet�c�ans, usually th�nk and say just the
contrary of th�s. I remember how Gontchareff, the author, a very
clever and educated man but a thorough townsman and an
æsthet�c�an, sa�d to me that after Tourgen�eff’s Memo�rs of a
Sportsman there was noth�ng left to wr�te about �n peasant l�fe. It was
all used up. The l�fe of work�ng people seemed to h�m so s�mple that
Tourgen�eff’s peasant stor�es had used up all there was to descr�be.
The l�fe of our wealthy people, w�th the�r love affa�rs and
d�ssat�sfact�on w�th themselves, seemed to h�m full of �nexhaust�ble
subject-matter. One hero k�ssed h�s lady on her palm, another on her
elbow, and a th�rd somewhere else. One man �s d�scontented
through �dleness, and another because people don’t love h�m. And
Gontchareff thought that �n th�s sphere there �s no end of var�ety. And
th�s op�n�on—that the l�fe of work�ng people �s poor �n subject-matter,
but that our l�fe, the l�fe of the �dle, �s full of �nterest—�s shared by
very many people �n our soc�ety. The l�fe of a labour�ng man, w�th �ts
endlessly var�ed forms of labour, and the dangers connected w�th
th�s labour on sea and underground; h�s m�grat�ons, the �ntercourse
w�th h�s employers, overseers, and compan�ons and w�th men of
other rel�g�ons and other nat�onal�t�es; h�s struggles w�th nature and
w�th w�ld beasts, the assoc�at�ons w�th domest�c an�mals, the work �n
the forest, on the steppe, �n the f�eld, the garden, the orchard; h�s
�ntercourse w�th w�fe and ch�ldren, not only as w�th people near and
dear to h�m, but as w�th co-workers and helpers �n labour, replac�ng
h�m �n t�me of need; h�s concern �n all econom�c quest�ons, not as
matters of d�splay or d�scuss�on, but as problems of l�fe for h�mself
and h�s fam�ly; h�s pr�de �n self-suppress�on and serv�ce to others, h�s
pleasures of refreshment; and w�th all these �nterests permeated by
a rel�g�ous att�tude towards these occurrences—all th�s to us, who
have not these �nterests and possess no rel�g�ous percept�on, seems
monotonous �n compar�son w�th those small enjoyments and
�ns�gn�f�cant cares of our l�fe,—a l�fe, not of labour nor of product�on,



but of consumpt�on and destruct�on of that wh�ch others have
produced for us. We th�nk the feel�ngs exper�enced by people of our
day and our class are very �mportant and var�ed; but �n real�ty almost
all the feel�ngs of people of our class amount to but three very
�ns�gn�f�cant and s�mple feel�ngs—the feel�ng of pr�de, the feel�ng of
sexual des�re, and the feel�ng of wear�ness of l�fe. These three
feel�ngs, w�th the�r outgrowths, form almost the only subject-matter of
the art of the r�ch classes.
At f�rst, at the very beg�nn�ng of the separat�on of the exclus�ve art of
the upper classes from un�versal art, �ts ch�ef subject-matter was the
feel�ng of pr�de. It was so at the t�me of the Rena�ssance and after �t,
when the ch�ef subject of works of art was the laudat�on of the strong
—popes, k�ngs, and dukes: odes and madr�gals were wr�tten �n the�r
honour, and they were extolled �n cantatas and hymns; the�r portra�ts
were pa�nted, and the�r statues carved, �n var�ous adulatory ways.
Next, the element of sexual des�re began more and more to enter
�nto art, and (w�th very few except�ons, and �n novels and dramas
almost w�thout except�on) �t has now become an essent�al feature of
every art product of the r�ch classes.
The th�rd feel�ng transm�tted by the art of the r�ch—that of d�scontent
w�th l�fe—appeared yet later �n modern art. Th�s feel�ng, wh�ch, at the
commencement of the present century, was expressed only by
except�onal men; by Byron, by Leopard�, and afterwards by He�ne,
has latterly become fash�onable and �s expressed by most ord�nary
and empty people. Most justly does the French cr�t�c Doum�c
character�se the works of the new wr�ters—“c’est la lass�tude de
v�vre, le mépr�s de l’époque présente, le regret d’un autre temps
aperçu à travers l’�llus�on de l’art, le goût du paradoxe, le beso�n de
se s�ngular�ser, une asp�rat�on de raff�nés vers la s�mpl�c�té,
l’adorat�on enfant�ne du merve�lleux, la séduct�on malad�ve de la
rêver�e, l’ébranlement des nerfs,—surtout l’appel exaspéré de la
sensual�té” (Les Jeunes, René Doum�c).[67] And, as a matter of fact,
of these three feel�ngs �t �s sensual�ty, the lowest (access�ble not only
to all men but even to all an�mals) wh�ch forms the ch�ef subject-
matter of works of art of recent t�mes.



From Boccacc�o to Marcel Prévost, all the novels, poems, and
verses �nvar�ably transm�t the feel�ng of sexual love �n �ts d�fferent
forms. Adultery �s not only the favour�te, but almost the only theme of
all the novels. A performance �s not a performance unless, under
some pretence, women appear w�th naked busts and l�mbs. Songs
and romances—all are express�ons of lust, �deal�sed �n var�ous
degrees.
A major�ty of the p�ctures by French art�sts represent female
nakedness �n var�ous forms. In recent French l�terature there �s
hardly a page or a poem �n wh�ch nakedness �s not descr�bed, and �n
wh�ch, relevantly or �rrelevantly, the�r favour�te thought and word nu
�s not repeated a couple of t�mes. There �s a certa�n wr�ter, René de
Gourmond, who gets pr�nted, and �s cons�dered talented. To get an
�dea of the new wr�ters, I read h�s novel, Les Chevaux de D�omède. It
�s a consecut�ve and deta�led account of the sexual connect�ons
some gentleman had w�th var�ous women. Every page conta�ns lust-
k�ndl�ng descr�pt�ons. It �s the same �n P�erre Louÿs’ book, Aphrod�te,
wh�ch met w�th success; �t �s the same �n a book I lately chanced
upon—Huysmans’ Certa�ns, and, w�th but few except�ons, �t �s the
same �n all the French novels. They are all the product�ons of people
suffer�ng from erot�c man�a. And these people are ev�dently
conv�nced that as the�r whole l�fe, �n consequence of the�r d�seased
cond�t�on, �s concentrated on ampl�fy�ng var�ous sexual
abom�nat�ons, therefore the l�fe of all the world �s s�m�larly
concentrated. And these people, suffer�ng from erot�c man�a, are
�m�tated throughout the whole art�st�c world of Europe and Amer�ca.
Thus �n consequence of the lack of bel�ef and the except�onal
manner of l�fe of the wealthy classes, the art of those classes
became �mpover�shed �n �ts subject-matter, and has sunk to the
transm�ss�on of the feel�ngs of pr�de, d�scontent w�th l�fe, and, above
all, of sexual des�re.



CHAPTER X

In consequence of the�r unbel�ef the art of the upper classes became
poor �n subject-matter. But bes�des that, becom�ng cont�nually more
and more exclus�ve, �t became at the same t�me cont�nually more
and more �nvolved, affected, and obscure.
When a un�versal art�st (such as were some of the Grec�an art�sts or
the Jew�sh prophets) composed h�s work, he naturally strove to say
what he had to say �n such a manner that h�s product�on should be
�ntell�g�ble to all men. But when an art�st composed for a small c�rcle
of people placed �n except�onal cond�t�ons, or even for a s�ngle
�nd�v�dual and h�s court�ers,—for popes, card�nals, k�ngs, dukes,
queens, or for a k�ng’s m�stress,—he naturally only a�med at
�nfluenc�ng these people, who were well known to h�m, and l�ved �n
except�onal cond�t�ons fam�l�ar to h�m. And th�s was an eas�er task,
and the art�st was �nvoluntar�ly drawn to express h�mself by allus�ons
comprehens�ble only to the �n�t�ated, and obscure to everyone else.
In the f�rst place, more could be sa�d �n th�s way; and secondly, there
�s (for the �n�t�ated) even a certa�n charm �n the cloud�ness of such a
manner of express�on. Th�s method, wh�ch showed �tself both �n
euphem�sm and �n mytholog�cal and h�stor�cal allus�ons, came more
and more �nto use, unt�l �t has, apparently, at last reached �ts utmost
l�m�ts �n the so-called art of the Decadents. It has come, f�nally, to
th�s: that not only �s haz�ness, myster�ousness, obscur�ty, and
exclus�veness (shutt�ng out the masses) elevated to the rank of a
mer�t and a cond�t�on of poet�c art, but even �ncorrectness,
�ndef�n�teness, and lack of eloquence are held �n esteem.
Théoph�le Gaut�er, �n h�s preface to the celebrated Fleurs du Mal,
says that Baudela�re, as far as poss�ble, ban�shed from poetry



eloquence, pass�on, and truth too str�ctly cop�ed (“l’éloquence, la
pass�on, et la vér�té calquée trop exactement”).
And Baudela�re not only expressed th�s, but ma�nta�ned h�s thes�s �n
h�s verses, and yet more str�k�ngly �n the prose of h�s Pet�ts Poèmes
en Prose, the mean�ngs of wh�ch have to be guessed l�ke a rebus,
and rema�n for the most part und�scovered.
The poet Verla�ne (who followed next after Baudela�re, and was also
esteemed great) even wrote an “Art poét�que,” �n wh�ch he adv�ses
th�s style of compos�t�on:—

De la mus�que avant toute chose,
Et pour cela préfère l’Impa�r
Plus vague et plus soluble dans l’a�r,
Sans r�en en lu� qu� pèse ou qu� pose.

Il faut auss� que tu n’a�lles po�nt
Cho�s�r tes mots sans quelque mépr�se:
R�en de plus cher que la chanson gr�se
Où l’Indéc�s au Préc�s se jo�nt.

And aga�n:—

De la mus�que encore et toujours!
Que ton vers so�t la chose envolée
Qu’on sent qu� fu�t d’une âme en allée
Vers d’autres c�eux à d’autres amours.

Que ton vers so�t la bonne aventure
Éparse au vent cr�spé du mat�n,
Qu� va fleurant la menthe et le thym ...
Et tout le reste est l�ttérature.[68]

After these two comes Mallarmé, cons�dered the most �mportant of
the young poets, and he pla�nly says that the charm of poetry l�es �n
our hav�ng to guess �ts mean�ng—that �n poetry there should always
be a puzzle:—



Je pense qu’�l faut qu’�l n’y a�t qu’allus�on, says he. La contemplat�on
des objets, l’�mage s’envolant des rêver�es susc�tées par eux, sont le
chant: les Parnass�ens, eux, prennent la chose ent�èrement et la
montrent; par là �ls manquent de mystère; �ls ret�rent aux espr�ts
cette jo�e dél�c�euse de cro�re qu’�ls créent. Nommer un objet, c’est
suppr�mer les tro�s quarts de la jou�ssance du poème, qu� est fa�te du
bonheur de dev�ner peu à peu: le suggérer, vo�là le rêve. C’est le
parfa�t usage de ce mystère qu� const�tue le symbole: évoquer pet�t à
pet�t un objet pour montrer un état d’âme, ou, �nversement, cho�s�r
un objet et en dégager un état d’âme, par une sèr�e de
déch�ffrements.
... S� un être d’une �ntell�gence moyenne, et d’une préparat�on
l�ttéra�re �nsuff�sante, ouvre par hasard un l�vre a�ns� fa�t et prétend
en jou�r, �l y a malentendu, �l faut remettre les choses à leur place. Il
do�t y avo�r toujours én�gme en poès�e, et c’est le but de la l�ttérature,
�l n’y en a pas d’autre,—d’évoquer les objets.—“Enquête sur
l’évolut�on l�ttéra�re,” Jules Huret, pp. 60, 61.[69]

Thus �s obscur�ty elevated �nto a dogma among the new poets. As
the French cr�t�c Doum�c (who has not yet accepted the dogma) qu�te
correctly says:—
“Il sera�t temps auss� d’en f�n�r avec cette fameuse ‘théor�e de
l’obscur�té’ que la nouvelle école a élevée, en effet, à la hauteur d’un
dogme.”—Les Jeunes, par René Doum�c.[70]

But �t �s not French wr�ters only who th�nk thus. The poets of all other
countr�es th�nk and act �n the same way: German, and Scand�nav�an,
and Ital�an, and Russ�an, and Engl�sh. So also do the art�sts of the
new per�od �n all branches of art: �n pa�nt�ng, �n sculpture, and �n
mus�c. Rely�ng on N�etzsche and Wagner, the art�sts of the new age
conclude that �t �s unnecessary for them to be �ntell�g�ble to the
vulgar crowd; �t �s enough for them to evoke poet�c emot�on �n “the
f�nest nurtured,” to borrow a phrase from an Engl�sh æsthet�c�an.
In order that what I am say�ng may not seem to be mere assert�on, I
w�ll quote at least a few examples from the French poets who have
led th�s movement. The name of these poets �s leg�on. I have taken
French wr�ters, because they, more dec�dedly than any others,



�nd�cate the new d�rect�on of art, and are �m�tated by most European
wr�ters.
Bes�des those whose names are already cons�dered famous, such
as Baudela�re and Verla�ne, here are the names of a few of them:
Jean Moréas, Charles Mor�ce, Henr� de Régn�er, Charles V�gn�er,
Adr�en Remacle, René Gh�l, Maur�ce Maeterl�nck, G. Albert Aur�er,
Rémy de Gourmont, Sa�nt-Pol-Roux-le-Magn�f�que, Georges
Rodenbach, le comte Robert de Montesqu�ou-Fezensac. These are
Symbol�sts and Decadents. Next we have the “Mag�”: Joséph�n
Péladan, Paul Adam, Jules Bo�s, M. Papus, and others.
Bes�des these, there are yet one hundred and forty-one others,
whom Doum�c ment�ons �n the book referred to above.
Here are some examples from the work of those of them who are
cons�dered to be the best, beg�nn�ng w�th that most celebrated man,
acknowledged to be a great art�st worthy of a monument—
Baudela�re. Th�s �s a poem from h�s celebrated Fleurs du Mal:—

No. XXIV.

Je t’adore à l’égal de la voûte nocturne,
O vase de tr�stesse, ô grande tac�turne,
Et t’a�me d’autant plus, belle, que tu me fu�s,
Et que tu me para�s, ornement de mes nu�ts,
Plus �ron�quement accumuler les l�eues
Qu� séparent mes bras des �mmens�tés bleues.

Je m’avance à l’attaque, et je gr�mpe aux assauts,
Comme après un cadavre un chœur de verm�sseaux,
Et je chér�s, ô bête �mplacable et cruelle,
Jusqu’à cette fro�deur par où tu m’es plus belle![71]

And th�s �s another by the same wr�ter:—

No. XXXVI.

DUELLUM.



Deux guerr�ers ont couru l’un sur l’autre; leurs armes
Ont éclaboussé l’a�r de lueurs et de sang.
Ces jeux, ces cl�quet�s du fer sont les vacarmes
D’une jeunesse en pro�e à l’amour vag�ssant.

Les gla�ves sont br�sés! comme notre jeunesse,
Ma chère! Ma�s les dents, les ongles acérés,
Vengent b�entôt l’épée et la dague traîtresse.
O fureur des cœurs mûrs par l’amour ulcérés!

Dans le rav�n hanté des chats-pards et des onces
Nos héros, s’étre�gnant méchamment, ont roulé,
Et leur peau fleur�ra l’ar�d�té des ronces.

Ce gouffre, c’est l’enfer, de nos am�s peuplé!
Roulons-y sans remords, amazone �nhuma�ne,
Af�n d’étern�ser l’ardeur de notre ha�ne![72]

To be exact, I should ment�on that the collect�on conta�ns verses less
comprehens�ble than these, but not one poem wh�ch �s pla�n and can
be understood w�thout a certa�n effort—an effort seldom rewarded,
for the feel�ngs wh�ch the poet transm�ts are ev�l and very low ones.
And these feel�ngs are always, and purposely, expressed by h�m w�th
eccentr�c�ty and lack of clearness. Th�s premed�tated obscur�ty �s
espec�ally not�ceable �n h�s prose, where the author could, �f he l�ked,
speak pla�nly.
Take, for �nstance, the f�rst p�ece from h�s Pet�ts Poèmes:—

L’ÉTRANGER.
Qu� a�mes-tu le m�eux, homme én�gmat�que, d�s? ton père, ta
mère, ta sœur, ou ton frère?
Je n’a� n� père, n� mère, n� sœur, n� frère.
Tes am�s?



Vous vous servez là d’une parole dont le sens m’est resté jusqu’
à ce jour �nconnu.
Ta patr�e?
J’�gnore sous quelle lat�tude elle est s�tuée.
La beauté?
Je l’a�mera�s volont�ers, déesse et �mmortelle.
L’or?
Je le ha�s comme vous haïssez D�eu.
Et qu ’a�mes-tu donc, extraord�na�re étranger?
J’a�me les nuages ... les nuages qu� passent ... là bas, ... les
merve�lleux nuages!

The p�ece called La Soupe et les Nuages �s probably �ntended to
express the un�ntell�g�b�l�ty of the poet even to her whom he loves.
Th�s �s the p�ece �n quest�on:—

Ma pet�te folle b�en-a�mée me donna�t à dîner, et par la fenêtre
ouverte de la salle à manger je contempla�s les mouvantes
arch�tectures que D�eu fa�t avec les vapeurs, les merve�lleuses
construct�ons de l’�mpalpable. Et je me d�sa�s, à travers ma
contemplat�on: “Toutes ces fantasmagor�es sont presque auss�
belles que les yeux de ma belle b�en-a�mée, la pet�te folle
monstrueuse aux yeux verts.”
Et tout à coup je reçus un v�olent coup de po�ng dans le dos, et
j’entend�s une vo�x rauque et charmante, une vo�x hystér�que et
comme enrouée par l’eau-de-v�e, la vo�x de ma chère pet�te
b�en-a�mée, qu� me d�sa�t, “Allez-vous b�entôt manger votre
soupe, s ... b ... de marchand de nuages?”[73]

However art�f�c�al these two p�eces may be, �t �s st�ll poss�ble, w�th
some effort, to guess at what the author meant them to express, but
some of the p�eces are absolutely �ncomprehens�ble—at least to me.
Le Galant T�reur �s a p�ece I was qu�te unable to understand.



LE GALANT TIREUR.
Comme la vo�ture traversa�t le bo�s, �l la f�t arrêter dans le
vo�s�nage d’un t�r, d�sant qu’�l lu� sera�t agréable de t�rer quelques
balles pour tuer le Temps. Tuer ce monstre-là, n’est-ce pas
l’occupat�on la plus ord�na�re et la plus lég�t�me de chacun?—Et �l
offr�t galamment la ma�n à sa chère, dél�c�euse et exécrable
femme, à cette mystér�euse femme à laquelle �l do�t tant de
pla�s�rs, tant de douleurs, et peut-être auss� une grande part�e de
son gén�e.
Plus�eurs balles frappèrent lo�n du but proposé, l’une d’elles
s’enfonça même dans le plafond; et comme la charmante
créature r�a�t follement, se moquant de la maladresse de son
époux, celu�-c� se tourna brusquement vers elle, et lu� d�t:
“Observez cette poupée, là-bas, à dro�te, qu� porte le nez en l’a�r
et qu� a la m�ne s� hauta�ne. Eh b�en! cher ange, je me f�gure que
c’est vous.” Et �l ferma les yeux et �l lâcha la détente. La poupée
fut nettement décap�tée.
Alors s’ �ncl�nant vers sa chère, sa dél�c�euse, son exécrable
femme, son �név�table et �mp�toyable Muse, et lu� ba�sant
respectueusement la ma�n, �l ajouta: “Ah! mon cher ange,
comb�en je vous remerc�e de mon adresse!”[74]

The product�ons of another celebr�ty, Verla�ne, are not less affected
and un�ntell�g�ble. Th�s, for �nstance, �s the f�rst poem �n the sect�on
called Ar�ettes Oubl�ées.

“Le vent dans la pla�ne
Suspend son hale�ne.”—F�����.

C’est l’extase langoureuse,
C’est la fat�gue amoureuse,
C’est tous les fr�ssons des bo�s
Parm� l’étre�nte des br�ses,
C’est, vers les ramures gr�ses,
Le chœur des pet�tes vo�x.



O le frêle et fra�s murmure!
Cela gazou�lle et susurre,
Cela ressemble au cr� doux
Que l’herbe ag�tée exp�re ...
Tu d�ra�s, sous l’eau qu� v�re,
Le roul�s sourd des ca�lloux.

Cette âme qu� se lamente
En cette pla�nte dormante
C’est la nôtre, n’est-ce pas?
La m�enne, d�s, et la t�enne,
Dont s’exhale l’humble ant�enne
Par ce t�ède so�r, tout has?[75]

What “chœur des pet�tes vo�x”? and what “cr� doux que l’herbe
ag�tée exp�re”? and what �t all means, rema�ns altogether
un�ntell�g�ble to me.
And here �s another Ar�ette:—

VIII.

Dans l’�nterm�nable
Ennu� de la pla�ne,
La ne�ge �ncerta�ne
Lu�t comme du sable.

Le c�el est de cu�vre,
Sans lueur aucune.
On cro�ra�t vo�r v�vre
Et mour�r la lune.

Comme des nuées
Flottent gr�s les chênes
Des forêts procha�nes
Parm� les buées.

Le c�el est de cu�vre,
Sans lueur aucune.



On cro�ra�t vo�r v�vre
Et mour�r la lune.

Corne�lle pouss�ve
Et vous, les loups ma�gres,
Par ces b�ses a�gres
Quo� donc vous arr�ve?

Dans l’�nterm�nable
Ennu� de la pla�ne,
La ne�ge �ncerta�ne
Lu�t comme du sable.[76]

How does the moon seem to l�ve and d�e �n a copper heaven? And
how can snow sh�ne l�ke sand? The whole th�ng �s not merely
un�ntell�g�ble, but, under pretence of convey�ng an �mpress�on, �t
passes off a str�ng of �ncorrect compar�sons and words.
Bes�des these art�f�c�al and obscure poems, there are others wh�ch
are �ntell�g�ble, but wh�ch make up for �t by be�ng altogether bad, both
�n form and �n subject. Such are all the poems under the head�ng La
Sagesse. The ch�ef place �n these verses �s occup�ed by a very poor
express�on of the most commonplace Roman Cathol�c and patr�ot�c
sent�ments. For �nstance, one meets w�th verses such as th�s:—

Je ne veux plus penser qu’ à ma mère Mar�e,
S�ège de la sagesse et source de pardons,
Mère de France auss� de qu� nous attendons
Inébranlablement l’honneur de la patr�e.[77]

Before c�t�ng examples from other poets, I must pause to note the
amaz�ng celebr�ty of these two vers�f�ers, Baudela�re and Verla�ne,
who are now accepted as be�ng great poets. How the French, who
had Chén�er, Musset, Lamart�ne, and, above all, Hugo,—and among
whom qu�te recently flour�shed the so-called Parnass�ens: Leconte
de L�sle, Sully-Prudhomme, etc.,—could attr�bute such �mportance to
these two vers�f�ers, who were far from sk�lful �n form and most
contempt�ble and commonplace �n subject-matter, �s to me



�ncomprehens�ble. The concept�on-of-l�fe of one of them, Baudela�re,
cons�sted �n elevat�ng gross egot�sm �nto a theory, and replac�ng
moral�ty by a cloudy concept�on of beauty, and espec�ally art�f�c�al
beauty. Baudela�re had a preference, wh�ch he expressed, for a
woman’s face pa�nted rather than show�ng �ts natural colour, and for
metal trees and a theatr�cal �m�tat�on of water rather than real trees
and real water.
The l�fe-concept�on of the other, Verla�ne, cons�sted �n weak
profl�gacy, confess�on of h�s moral �mpotence, and, as an ant�dote to
that �mpotence, �n the grossest Roman Cathol�c �dolatry. Both,
moreover, were qu�te lack�ng �n naïveté, s�ncer�ty, and s�mpl�c�ty, and
both overflowed w�th art�f�c�al�ty, forced or�g�nal�ty, and self-
assurance. So that �n the�r least bad product�ons one sees more of
M. Baudela�re or M. Verla�ne than of what they were descr�b�ng. But
these two �nd�fferent vers�f�ers form a school, and lead hundreds of
followers after them.
There �s only one explanat�on of th�s fact: �t �s that the art of the
soc�ety �n wh�ch these vers�f�ers l�ved �s not a ser�ous, �mportant
matter of l�fe, but �s a mere amusement. And all amusements grow
wear�some by repet�t�on. And, �n order to make wear�some
amusement aga�n tolerable, �t �s necessary to f�nd some means to
freshen �t up. When, at cards, ombre grows stale, wh�st �s
�ntroduced; when wh�st grows stale, écarté �s subst�tuted; when
écarté grows stale, some other novelty �s �nvented, and so on. The
substance of the matter rema�ns the same, only �ts form �s changed.
And so �t �s w�th th�s k�nd of art. The subject-matter of the art of the
upper classes grow�ng cont�nually more and more l�m�ted, �t has
come at last to th�s, that to the art�sts of these exclus�ve classes �t
seems as �f everyth�ng has already been sa�d, and that to f�nd
anyth�ng new to say �s �mposs�ble. And therefore, to freshen up th�s
art, they look out for fresh forms.
Baudela�re and Verla�ne �nvent such a new form, furb�sh �t up,
moreover, w�th h�therto unused pornograph�c deta�ls, and—the cr�t�cs
and the publ�c of the upper classes ha�l them as great wr�ters.



Th�s �s the only explanat�on of the success, not of Baudela�re and
Verla�ne only, but of all the Decadents.
For �nstance, there are poems by Mallarmé and Maeterl�nck wh�ch
have no mean�ng, and yet for all that, or perhaps on that very
account, are pr�nted by tens of thousands, not only �n var�ous
publ�cat�ons, but even �n collect�ons of the best works of the younger
poets.
Th�s, for example, �s a sonnet by Mallarmé:—

A la nue accablante tu
Basse de basalte et de laves
A même les échos esclaves
Par une trompe sans vertu.

Quel sépulcral naufrage (tu
Le so�r, écume, ma�s y baves)
Suprême une entre les épaves
Abol�t le mât dévêtu.

Ou cela que fur�bond faute
De quelque perd�t�on haute
Tout l’abîme va�n éployé

Dans le s� blanc cheveu qu� traîne
Avarement aura noyé
Le flanc enfant d’une s�rène.[78]

(“Pan,” 1895, No. 1.)

Th�s poem �s not except�onal �n �ts �ncomprehens�b�l�ty. I have read
several poems by Mallarmé, and they also had no mean�ng
whatever. I g�ve a sample of h�s prose �n Append�x I. There �s a
whole volume of th�s prose, called “D�vagat�ons.” It �s �mposs�ble to
understand any of �t. And that �s ev�dently what the author �ntended.
And here �s a song by Maeterl�nck, another celebrated author of to-
day:—



Quand �l est sort�,
(J’entend�s la porte)
Quand �l est sort�
Elle ava�t sour� ...

Ma�s quand �l entra
(J’entend�s la lampe)
Ma�s quand �l entra
Une autre éta�t là ...

Et j’a� vu la mort,
(J’entend�s son âme)
Et j’a� vu la mort
Qu� l’attend encore ...

On est venu d�re,
(Mon enfant j’a� peur)
On est venu d�re
Qu’�l alla�t part�r ...

Ma lampe allumée,
(Mon enfant j’a� peur)
Ma lampe allumée
Me su�s approchée ...

A la prem�ère porte,
(Mon enfant j’a� peur)
A la prem�ère porte,
La flamme a tremblé ...

A la seconde porte,
(Mon enfant j’a� peur)
A la seconde porte,
La flamme a parlé ...

A la tro�s�ème porte,
(Mon enfant j’a� peur)
A la tro�s�ème porte,



La lum�ère est morte ...

Et s’�l revena�t un jour
Que faut-�l lu� d�re?
D�tes-lu� qu’on l’attend�t
Jusqu’à s’en mour�r ...

Et s’�l demande où vous êtes
Que faut-�l répondre?
Donnez-lu� mon anneau d’or
Sans r�en lu� répondre ...

Et s’�l m’�nterroge alors
Sur la dern�ère heure?
D�tes lu� que fa� sour�
De peur qu’�l ne pleure ...

Et s’�l m’�nterroge encore
Sans me reconnaître?
Parlez-lu� comme une sœur,
Il souffre peut-être ...

Et s’�l veut savo�r pourquo�
La salle est déserte?
Montrez lu� la lampe éte�nte
Et la porte ouverte ...[79]

(“Pan,” 1895, No. 2.)

Who went out? Who came �n? Who �s speak�ng? Who d�ed?
I beg the reader to be at the pa�ns of read�ng through the samples I
c�te �n Append�x II. of the celebrated and esteemed young poets—
Gr�ff�n, Verhaeren, Moréas, and Montesqu�ou. It �s �mportant to do so
�n order to form a clear concept�on of the present pos�t�on of art, and
not to suppose, as many do, that Decadent�sm �s an acc�dental and
trans�tory phenomenon. To avo�d the reproach of hav�ng selected the
worst verses, I have cop�ed out of each volume the poem wh�ch
happened to stand on page 28.



All the other product�ons of these poets are equally un�ntell�g�ble, or
can only be understood w�th great d�ff�culty, and then not fully. All the
product�ons of those hundreds of poets, of whom I have named a
few, are the same �n k�nd. And among the Germans, Swedes,
Norweg�ans, Ital�ans, and us Russ�ans, s�m�lar verses are pr�nted.
And such product�ons are pr�nted and made up �nto book form, �f not
by the m�ll�on, then by the hundred thousand (some of these works
sell �n tens of thousands). For type-sett�ng, pag�ng, pr�nt�ng, and
b�nd�ng these books, m�ll�ons and m�ll�ons of work�ng days are spent
—not less, I th�nk, than went to bu�ld the great pyram�d. And th�s �s
not all. The same �s go�ng on �n all the other arts: m�ll�ons and
m�ll�ons of work�ng days are be�ng spent on the product�on of equally
�ncomprehens�ble works �n pa�nt�ng, �n mus�c, and �n the drama.
Pa�nt�ng not only does not lag beh�nd poetry �n th�s matter, but rather
outstr�ps �t. Here �s an extract from the d�ary of an amateur of art,
wr�tten when v�s�t�ng the Par�s exh�b�t�ons �n 1894:—
“I was to-day at three exh�b�t�ons: the Symbol�sts’, the
Impress�on�sts’, and the Neo-Impress�on�sts’. I looked at the p�ctures
consc�ent�ously and carefully, but aga�n felt the same stupefact�on
and ult�mate �nd�gnat�on. The f�rst exh�b�t�on, that of Cam�lle P�ssarro,
was comparat�vely the most comprehens�ble, though the p�ctures
were out of draw�ng, had no subject, and the colour�ngs were most
�mprobable. The draw�ng was so �ndef�n�te that you were somet�mes
unable to make out wh�ch way an arm or a head was turned. The
subject was generally, ‘effets’—Effet de brou�llard, Effet du so�r,
Sole�l couchant. There were some p�ctures w�th f�gures, but w�thout
subjects.
“In the colour�ng, br�ght blue and br�ght green predom�nated. And
each p�cture had �ts spec�al colour, w�th wh�ch the whole p�cture was,
as �t were, splashed. For �nstance �n ‘A G�rl guard�ng Geese’ the
spec�al colour �s vert de gr�s, and dots of �t were splashed about
everywhere: on the face, the ha�r, the hands, and the clothes. In the
same gallery—‘Durand Ruel’—were other p�ctures, by Puv�s de
Chavannes, Manet, Monet, Reno�r, S�sley—who are all
Impress�on�sts. One of them, whose name I could not make out,—�t
was someth�ng l�ke Redon,—had pa�nted a blue face �n prof�le. On



the whole face there �s only th�s blue tone, w�th wh�te-of-lead.
P�ssarro has a water-colour all done �n dots. In the foreground �s a
cow ent�rely pa�nted w�th var�ous-coloured dots. The general colour
cannot be d�st�ngu�shed, however much one stands back from, or
draws near to, the p�cture. From there I went to see the Symbol�sts. I
looked at them long w�thout ask�ng anyone for an explanat�on, try�ng
to guess the mean�ng; but �t �s beyond human comprehens�on. One
of the f�rst th�ngs to catch my eye was a wooden haut-rel�ef,
wretchedly executed, represent�ng a woman (naked) who w�th both
hands �s squeez�ng from her two breasts streams of blood. The
blood flows down, becom�ng l�lac �n colour. Her ha�r f�rst descends
and then r�ses aga�n and turns �nto trees. The f�gure �s all coloured
yellow, and the ha�r �s brown.
“Next—a p�cture: a yellow sea, on wh�ch sw�ms someth�ng wh�ch �s
ne�ther a sh�p nor a heart; on the hor�zon �s a prof�le w�th a halo and
yellow ha�r, wh�ch changes �nto a sea, �n wh�ch �t �s lost. Some of the
pa�nters lay on the�r colours so th�ckly that the effect �s someth�ng
between pa�nt�ng and sculpture. A th�rd exh�b�t was even less
comprehens�ble: a man’s prof�le; before h�m a flame and black
str�pes—leeches, as I was afterwards told. At last I asked a
gentleman who was there what �t meant, and he expla�ned to me that
the haut-rel�ef was a symbol, and that �t represented ‘La Terre.’ The
heart sw�mm�ng �n a yellow sea was ‘Illus�on perdue,’ and the
gentleman w�th the leeches was ‘Le Mal.’ There were also some
Impress�on�st p�ctures: elementary prof�les, hold�ng some sort of
flowers �n the�r hands: �n monotone, out of draw�ng, and e�ther qu�te
blurred or else marked out w�th w�de black outl�nes.”
Th�s was �n 1894; the same tendency �s now even more strongly
def�ned, and we have Böckl�n, Stuck, Kl�nger, Sasha Schne�der, and
others.
The same th�ng �s tak�ng place �n the drama. The play-wr�ters g�ve us
an arch�tect who, for some reason, has not fulf�lled h�s former h�gh
�ntent�ons, and who consequently cl�mbs on to the roof of a house he
has erected and tumbles down head foremost; or an
�ncomprehens�ble old woman (who exterm�nates rats), and who, for
an un�ntell�g�ble reason, takes a poet�c ch�ld to the sea and there



drowns h�m; or some bl�nd men, who, s�tt�ng on the seashore, for
some reason always repeat one and the same th�ng; or a bell of
some k�nd, wh�ch fl�es �nto a lake and there r�ngs.
And the same �s happen�ng �n mus�c—�n that art wh�ch, more than
any other, one would have thought, should be �ntell�g�ble to
everybody.
An acqua�ntance of yours, a mus�c�an of repute, s�ts down to the
p�ano and plays you what he says �s a new compos�t�on of h�s own,
or of one of the new composers. You hear the strange, loud sounds,
and adm�re the gymnast�c exerc�ses performed by h�s f�ngers; and
you see that the performer w�shes to �mpress upon you that the
sounds he �s produc�ng express var�ous poet�c str�v�ngs of the soul.
You see h�s �ntent�on, but no feel�ng whatever �s transm�tted to you
except wear�ness. The execut�on lasts long, or at least �t seems very
long to you, because you do not rece�ve any clear �mpress�on, and
�nvoluntar�ly you remember the words of Alphonse Karr, “Plus ça va
v�te, plus ça dure longtemps.”[80] And �t occurs to you that perhaps �t
�s all a myst�f�cat�on; perhaps the performer �s try�ng you—just
throw�ng h�s hands and f�ngers w�ldly about the key-board �n the
hope that you w�ll fall �nto the trap and pra�se h�m, and then he w�ll
laugh and confess that he only wanted to see �f he could hoax you.
But when at last the p�ece does f�n�sh, and the persp�r�ng and
ag�tated mus�c�an r�ses from the p�ano ev�dently ant�c�pat�ng pra�se,
you see that �t was all done �n earnest.
The same th�ng takes place at all the concerts w�th p�eces by L�szt,
Wagner, Berl�oz, Brahms, and (newest of all) R�chard Strauss, and
the numberless other composers of the new school, who
unceas�ngly produce opera after opera, symphony after symphony,
p�ece after p�ece.
The same �s occurr�ng �n a doma�n �n wh�ch �t seemed hard to be
un�ntell�g�ble—�n the sphere of novels and short stor�es.
Read Là-Bas by Huysmans, or some of K�pl�ng’s short stor�es, or
L’annonc�ateur by V�ll�ers de l’Isle Adam �n h�s Contes Cruels, etc.,
and you w�ll f�nd them not only “abscons” (to use a word adopted by
the new wr�ters), but absolutely un�ntell�g�ble both �n form and �n



substance. Such, aga�n, �s the work by E. Morel, Terre Prom�se, now
appear�ng �n the Revue Blanche, and such are most of the new
novels. The style �s very h�gh-flown, the feel�ngs seem to be most
elevated, but you can’t make out what �s happen�ng, to whom �t �s
happen�ng, and where �t �s happen�ng. And such �s the bulk of the
young art of our t�me.
People who grew up �n the f�rst half of th�s century, adm�r�ng Goethe,
Sch�ller, Musset, Hugo, D�ckens, Beethoven, Chop�n, Raphael, da
V�nc�, M�chael Angelo, Delaroche, be�ng unable to make head or ta�l
of th�s new art, s�mply attr�bute �ts product�ons to tasteless �nsan�ty
and w�sh to �gnore them. But such an att�tude towards th�s new art �s
qu�te unjust�f�able, because, �n the f�rst place, that art �s spread�ng
more and more, and has already conquered for �tself a f�rm pos�t�on
�n soc�ety, s�m�lar to the one occup�ed by the Romant�c�sts �n the th�rd
decade of th�s century; and secondly and ch�efly, because, �f �t �s
perm�ss�ble to judge �n th�s way of the product�ons of the latest form
of art, called by us Decadent art, merely because we do not
understand �t, then remember, there are an enormous number of
people,—all the labourers and many of the non-labour�ng folk,—who,
�n just the same way, do not comprehend those product�ons of art
wh�ch we cons�der adm�rable: the verses of our favour�te art�sts—
Goethe, Sch�ller, and Hugo; the novels of D�ckens, the mus�c of
Beethoven and Chop�n, the p�ctures of Raphael, M�chael Angelo, da
V�nc�, etc.
If I have a r�ght to th�nk that great masses of people do not
understand and do not l�ke what I cons�der undoubtedly good
because they are not suff�c�ently developed, then I have no r�ght to
deny that perhaps the reason why I cannot understand and cannot
l�ke the new product�ons of art, �s merely that I am st�ll �nsuff�c�ently
developed to understand them. If I have a r�ght to say that I, and the
major�ty of people who are �n sympathy, w�th me, do not understand
the product�ons of the new art s�mply because there �s noth�ng �n �t to
understand and because �t �s bad art, then, w�th just the same r�ght,
the st�ll larger major�ty, the whole labour�ng mass, who do not
understand what I cons�der adm�rable art, can say that what I reckon
as good art �s bad art, and there �s noth�ng �n �t to understand.



I once saw the �njust�ce of such condemnat�on of the new art w�th
espec�al clearness, when, �n my presence, a certa�n poet, who wr�tes
�ncomprehens�ble verses, r�d�culed �ncomprehens�ble mus�c w�th gay
self-assurance; and, shortly afterwards, a certa�n mus�c�an, who
composes �ncomprehens�ble symphon�es, laughed at
�ncomprehens�ble poetry w�th equal self-conf�dence. I have no r�ght,
and no author�ty, to condemn the new art on the ground that I (a man
educated �n the f�rst half of the century) do not understand �t; I can
only say that �t �s �ncomprehens�ble to me. The only advantage the
art I acknowledge has over the Decadent art, l�es �n the fact that the
art I recogn�se �s comprehens�ble to a somewhat larger number of
people than the present-day art.
The fact that I am accustomed to a certa�n exclus�ve art, and can
understand �t, but am unable to understand another st�ll more
exclus�ve art, does not g�ve me a r�ght to conclude that my art �s the
real true art, and that the other one, wh�ch I do not understand, �s an
unreal, a bad art. I can only conclude that art, becom�ng ever more
and more exclus�ve, has become more and more �ncomprehens�ble
to an ever-�ncreas�ng number of people, and that, �n th�s �ts progress
towards greater and greater �ncomprehens�b�l�ty (on one level of
wh�ch I am stand�ng, w�th the art fam�l�ar to me), �t has reached a
po�nt where �t �s understood by a very small number of the elect, and
the number of these chosen people �s ever becom�ng smaller and
smaller.
As soon as ever the art of the upper classes separated �tself from
un�versal art, a conv�ct�on arose that art may be art and yet be
�ncomprehens�ble to the masses. And as soon as th�s pos�t�on was
adm�tted, �t had �nev�tably to be adm�tted also that art may be
�ntell�g�ble only to the very smallest number of the elect, and,
eventually, to two, or to one, of our nearest fr�ends, or to oneself
alone. Wh�ch �s pract�cally what �s be�ng sa�d by modern art�sts:—“I
create and understand myself, and �f anyone does not understand
me, so much the worse for h�m.”
The assert�on that art may be good art, and at the same t�me
�ncomprehens�ble to a great number of people, �s extremely unjust,
and �ts consequences are ru�nous to art �tself; but at the same t�me �t



�s so common and has so eaten �nto our concept�ons, that �t �s
�mposs�ble suff�c�ently to eluc�date all the absurd�ty of �t.
Noth�ng �s more common than to hear �t sa�d of reputed works of art,
that they are very good but very d�ff�cult to understand. We are qu�te
used to such assert�ons, and yet to say that a work of art �s good, but
�ncomprehens�ble to the major�ty of men, �s the same as say�ng of
some k�nd of food that �t �s very good but that most people can’t eat
�t. The major�ty of men may not l�ke rotten cheese or putrefy�ng
grouse—d�shes esteemed by people w�th perverted tastes; but bread
and fru�t are only good when they please the major�ty of men. And �t
�s the same w�th art. Perverted art may not please the major�ty of
men, but good art always pleases everyone.
It �s sa�d that the very best works of art are such that they cannot be
understood by the mass, but are access�ble only to the elect who are
prepared to understand these great works. But �f the major�ty of men
do not understand, the knowledge necessary to enable them to
understand should be taught and expla�ned to them. But �t turns out
that there �s no such knowledge, that the works cannot be expla�ned,
and that those who say the major�ty do not understand good works
of art, st�ll do not expla�n those works, but only tell us that, �n order to
understand them, one must read, and see, and hear these same
works over and over aga�n. But th�s �s not to expla�n, �t �s only to
hab�tuate! And people may hab�tuate themselves to anyth�ng, even
to the very worst th�ngs. As people may hab�tuate themselves to bad
food, to sp�r�ts, tobacco, and op�um, just �n the same way they may
hab�tuate themselves to bad art—and that �s exactly what �s be�ng
done.
Moreover, �t cannot be sa�d that the major�ty of people lack the taste
to esteem the h�ghest works of art. The major�ty always have
understood, and st�ll understand, what we also recogn�se as be�ng
the very best art: the ep�c of Genes�s, the Gospel parables, folk-
legends, fa�ry-tales, and folk-songs are understood by all. How can �t
be that the major�ty has suddenly lost �ts capac�ty to understand what
�s h�gh �n our art?



Of a speech �t may be sa�d that �t �s adm�rable, but �ncomprehens�ble
to those who do not know the language �n wh�ch �t �s del�vered. A
speech del�vered �n Ch�nese may be excellent, and may yet rema�n
�ncomprehens�ble to me �f I do not know Ch�nese; but what
d�st�ngu�shes a work of art from all other mental act�v�ty �s just the
fact that �ts language �s understood by all, and that �t �nfects all
w�thout d�st�nct�on. The tears and laughter of a Ch�nese �nfect me
just as the laughter and tears of a Russ�an; and �t �s the same w�th
pa�nt�ng and mus�c and poetry, when �t �s translated �nto a language I
understand. The songs of a K�rgh�z or of a Japanese touch me,
though �n a lesser degree than they touch a K�rgh�z or a Japanese. I
am also touched by Japanese pa�nt�ng, Ind�an arch�tecture, and
Arab�an stor�es. If I am but l�ttle touched by a Japanese song and a
Ch�nese novel, �t �s not that I do not understand these product�ons,
but that I know and am accustomed to h�gher works of art. It �s not
because the�r art �s above me. Great works of art are only great
because they are access�ble and comprehens�ble to everyone. The
story of Joseph, translated �nto the Ch�nese language, touches a
Ch�nese. The story of Sakya Mun� touches us. And there are, and
must be, bu�ld�ngs, p�ctures, statues, and mus�c of s�m�lar power. So
that, �f art fa�ls to move men, �t cannot be sa�d that th�s �s due to the
spectators’ or hearers’ lack of understand�ng; but the conclus�on to
be drawn may, and should be, that such art �s e�ther bad art, or �s not
art at all.
Art �s d�fferent�ated from act�v�ty of the understand�ng, wh�ch
demands preparat�on and a certa�n sequence of knowledge (so that
one cannot learn tr�gonometry before know�ng geometry), by the fact
that �t acts on people �ndependently of the�r state of development
and educat�on, that the charm of a p�cture, of sounds, or of forms,
�nfects any man whatever h�s plane of development.
The bus�ness of art l�es just �n th�s—to make that understood and felt
wh�ch, �n the form of an argument, m�ght be �ncomprehens�ble and
�naccess�ble. Usually �t seems to the rec�p�ent of a truly art�st�c
�mpress�on that he knew the th�ng before but had been unable to
express �t.



And such has always been the nature of good, supreme art; the Il�ad,
the Odyssey, the stor�es of Isaac, Jacob, and Joseph, the Hebrew
prophets, the psalms, the Gospel parables, the story of Sakya Mun�,
and the hymns of the Vedas: all transm�t very elevated feel�ngs, and
are nevertheless qu�te comprehens�ble now to us, educated or
uneducated, as they were comprehens�ble to the men of those
t�mes, long ago, who were even less educated than our labourers.
People talk about �ncomprehens�b�l�ty; but �f art �s the transm�ss�on of
feel�ngs flow�ng from man’s rel�g�ous percept�on, how can a feel�ng
be �ncomprehens�ble wh�ch �s founded on rel�g�on, �.e. on man’s
relat�on to God? Such art should be, and has actually, always been,
comprehens�ble to everybody, because every man’s relat�on to God
�s one and the same. And therefore the churches and the �mages �n
them were always comprehens�ble to everyone. The h�ndrance to
understand�ng the best and h�ghest feel�ngs (as �s sa�d �n the gospel)
does not at all l�e �n def�c�ency of development or learn�ng, but, on
the contrary, �n false development and false learn�ng. A good and
lofty work of art may be �ncomprehens�ble, but not to s�mple,
unperverted peasant labourers (all that �s h�ghest �s understood by
them)—�t may be, and often �s, un�ntell�g�ble to erud�te, perverted
people dest�tute of rel�g�on. And th�s cont�nually occurs �n our soc�ety,
�n wh�ch the h�ghest feel�ngs are s�mply not understood. For
�nstance, I know people who cons�der themselves most ref�ned, and
who say that they do not understand the poetry of love to one’s
ne�ghbour, of self-sacr�f�ce, or of chast�ty.
So that good, great, un�versal, rel�g�ous art may be �ncomprehens�ble
to a small c�rcle of spo�lt people, but certa�nly not to any large
number of pla�n men.
Art cannot be �ncomprehens�ble to the great masses only because �t
�s very good,—as art�sts of our day are fond of tell�ng us. Rather we
are bound to conclude that th�s art �s un�ntell�g�ble to the great
masses only because �t �s very bad art, or even �s not art at all. So
that the favour�te argument (naïvely accepted by the cultured crowd),
that �n order to feel art one has f�rst to understand �t (wh�ch really
only means hab�tuate oneself to �t), �s the truest �nd�cat�on that what



we are asked to understand by such a method �s e�ther very bad,
exclus�ve art, or �s not art at all.
People say that works of art do not please the people because they
are �ncapable of understand�ng them. But �f the a�m of works of art �s
to �nfect people w�th the emot�on the art�st has exper�enced, how can
one talk about not understand�ng?
A man of the people reads a book, sees a p�cture, hears a play or a
symphony, and �s touched by no feel�ng. He �s told that th�s �s
because he cannot understand. People prom�se to let a man see a
certa�n show; he enters and sees noth�ng. He �s told that th�s �s
because h�s s�ght �s not prepared for th�s show. But the man well
knows that he sees qu�te well, and �f he does not see what people
prom�sed to show h�m, he only concludes (as �s qu�te just) that those
who undertook to show h�m the spectacle have not fulf�lled the�r
engagement. And �t �s perfectly just for a man who does feel the
�nfluence of some works of art to come to th�s conclus�on concern�ng
art�sts who do not, by the�r works, evoke feel�ng �n h�m. To say that
the reason a man �s not touched by my art �s because he �s st�ll too
stup�d, bes�des be�ng very self-conce�ted and also rude, �s to reverse
the rôles, and for the s�ck to send the hale to bed.
Volta�re sa�d that “Tous les genres sont bons, hors le genre
ennuyeux”;[81] but w�th even more r�ght one may say of art that Tous
les genres sons bons, hors celu� qu’on ne comprend pas, or qu� ne
produ�t pas son effet,[82] for of what value �s an art�cle wh�ch fa�ls to
do that for wh�ch �t was �ntended?
Mark th�s above all: �f only �t be adm�tted that art may be art and yet
be un�ntell�g�ble to anyone of sound m�nd, there �s no reason why
any c�rcle of perverted people should not compose works t�ckl�ng
the�r own perverted feel�ngs and comprehens�ble to no one but
themselves, and call �t “art,” as �s actually be�ng done by the so-
called Decadents.
The d�rect�on art has taken may be compared to plac�ng on a large
c�rcle other c�rcles, smaller and smaller, unt�l a cone �s formed, the
apex of wh�ch �s no longer a c�rcle at all. That �s what has happened
to the art of our t�mes.



CHAPTER XI

Becom�ng ever poorer and poorer �n subject-matter and more and
more un�ntell�g�ble �n form, the art of the upper classes, �n �ts latest
product�ons, has even lost all the character�st�cs of art, and has been
replaced by �m�tat�ons of art. Not only has upper-class art, �n
consequence of �ts separat�on from un�versal art, become poor �n
subject-matter and bad �n form, �.e. ever more and more
un�ntell�g�ble, �t has, �n course of t�me, ceased even to be art at all,
and has been replaced by counterfe�ts.
Th�s has resulted from the follow�ng causes. Un�versal art ar�ses only
when some one of the people, hav�ng exper�enced a strong emot�on,
feels the necess�ty of transm�tt�ng �t to others. The art of the r�ch
classes, on the other hand, ar�ses not from the art�st’s �nner �mpulse,
but ch�efly because people of the upper classes demand amusement
and pay well for �t. They demand from art the transm�ss�on of
feel�ngs that please them, and th�s demand art�sts try to meet. But �t
�s a very d�ff�cult task, for people of the wealthy classes, spend�ng
the�r l�ves �n �dleness and luxury, des�re to be cont�nually d�verted by
art; and art, even the lowest, cannot be produced at w�ll, but has to
generate spontaneously �n the art�st’s �nner self. And therefore, to
sat�sfy the demands of people of the upper classes, art�sts have had
to dev�se methods of produc�ng �m�tat�ons of art. And such methods
have been dev�sed.
These methods are those of (1) borrow�ng, (2) �m�tat�ng, (3) str�k�ng
(effects), and (4) �nterest�ng.
The f�rst method cons�sts �n borrow�ng whole subjects, or merely
separate features, from former works recogn�sed by everyone as



be�ng poet�cal, and �n so re-shap�ng them, w�th sundry add�t�ons, that
they should have an appearance of novelty.
Such works, evok�ng �n people of a certa�n class memor�es of art�st�c
feel�ngs formerly exper�enced, produce an �mpress�on s�m�lar to art,
and, prov�ded only that they conform to other needful cond�t�ons,
they pass for art among those who seek for pleasure from art.
Subjects borrowed from prev�ous works of art are usually called
poet�cal subjects. Objects and people thus borrowed are called
poet�cal objects and people. Thus, �n our c�rcle, all sorts of legends,
sagas, and anc�ent trad�t�ons are cons�dered poet�cal subjects.
Among poet�cal people and objects we reckon ma�dens, warr�ors,
shepherds, herm�ts, angels, dev�ls of all sorts, moonl�ght, thunder,
mounta�ns, the sea, prec�p�ces, flowers, long ha�r, l�ons, lambs,
doves, and n�ght�ngales. In general, all those objects are cons�dered
poet�cal wh�ch have been most frequently used by former art�sts �n
the�r product�ons.
Some forty years ago a stup�d but h�ghly cultured—ayant beaucoup
d’acqu�s—lady (s�nce deceased) asked me to l�sten to a novel
wr�tten by herself. It began w�th a hero�ne who, �n a poet�c wh�te
dress, and w�th poet�cally flow�ng ha�r, was read�ng poetry near some
water �n a poet�c wood. The scene was �n Russ�a, but suddenly from
beh�nd the bushes the hero appears, wear�ng a hat w�th a feather à
la Gu�llaume Tell (the book spec�ally ment�oned th�s) and
accompan�ed by two poet�cal wh�te dogs. The authoress deemed all
th�s h�ghly poet�cal, and �t m�ght have passed muster �f only �t had not
been necessary for the hero to speak. But as soon as the gentleman
�n the hat à la Gu�llaume Tell began to converse w�th the ma�den �n
the wh�te dress, �t became obv�ous that the authoress had noth�ng to
say, but had merely been moved by poet�c memor�es of other works,
and �mag�ned that by r�ng�ng the changes on those memor�es she
could produce an art�st�c �mpress�on. But an art�st�c �mpress�on, �.e.
�nfect�on, �s only rece�ved when an author has, �n the manner
pecul�ar to h�mself, exper�enced the feel�ng wh�ch he transm�ts, and
not when he passes on another man’s feel�ng prev�ously transm�tted
to h�m. Such poetry from poetry cannot �nfect people, �t can only
s�mulate a work of art, and even that only to people of perverted



æsthet�c taste. The lady �n quest�on be�ng very stup�d and devo�d of
talent, �t was at once apparent how the case stood; but when such
borrow�ng �s resorted to by people who are erud�te and talented and
have cult�vated the techn�que of the�r art, we get those borrow�ngs
from the Greek, the ant�que, the Chr�st�an or mytholog�cal world
wh�ch have become so numerous, and wh�ch, part�cularly �n our day,
cont�nue to �ncrease and mult�ply, and are accepted by the publ�c as
works of art, �f only the borrow�ngs are well mounted by means of the
techn�que of the part�cular art to wh�ch they belong.
As a character�st�c example of such counterfe�ts of art �n the realm of
poetry, take Rostand’s Pr�ncesse Lo�nta�ne, �n wh�ch there �s not a
spark of art, but wh�ch seems very poet�cal to many people, and
probably also to �ts author.
The second method of �mpart�ng a semblance of art �s that wh�ch I
have called �m�tat�ng. The essence of th�s method cons�sts �n
supply�ng deta�ls accompany�ng the th�ng descr�bed or dep�cted. In
l�terary art th�s method cons�sts �n descr�b�ng, �n the m�nutest deta�ls,
the external appearance, the faces, the clothes, the gestures, the
tones, and the hab�tat�ons of the characters represented, w�th all the
occurrences met w�th �n l�fe. For �nstance, �n novels and stor�es,
when one of the characters speaks we are told �n what vo�ce he
spoke, and what he was do�ng at the t�me. And the th�ngs sa�d are
not g�ven so that they should have as much sense as poss�ble, but,
as they are �n l�fe, d�sconnectedly, and w�th �nterrupt�ons and
om�ss�ons. In dramat�c art, bes�des such �m�tat�on of real speech, th�s
method cons�sts �n hav�ng all the accessor�es and all the people just
l�ke those �n real l�fe. In pa�nt�ng th�s method ass�m�lates pa�nt�ng to
photography and destroys the d�fference between them. And,
strange to say, th�s method �s used also �n mus�c: mus�c tr�es to
�m�tate not only by �ts rhythm but also by �ts very sounds, the sounds
wh�ch �n real l�fe accompany the th�ng �t w�shes to represent.
The th�rd method �s by act�on, often purely phys�cal, on the outer
senses. Work of th�s k�nd �s sa�d to be “str�k�ng,” “effectful.” In all arts
these effects cons�st ch�efly �n contrasts; �n br�ng�ng together the
terr�ble and the tender, the beaut�ful and the h�deous, the loud and
the soft, darkness and l�ght, the most ord�nary and the most



extraord�nary. In verbal art, bes�des effects of contrast, there are also
effects cons�st�ng �n the descr�pt�on of th�ngs that have never before
been descr�bed. These are usually pornograph�c deta�ls evok�ng
sexual des�re, or deta�ls of suffer�ng and death evok�ng feel�ngs of
horror, as, for �nstance, when descr�b�ng a murder, to g�ve a deta�led
med�cal account of the lacerated t�ssues, of the swell�ngs, of the
smell, quant�ty and appearance of the blood. It �s the same �n
pa�nt�ng: bes�des all k�nds of other contrasts, one �s com�ng �nto
vogue wh�ch cons�sts �n g�v�ng careful f�n�sh to one object and be�ng
careless about all the rest. The ch�ef and usual effects �n pa�nt�ng are
effects of l�ght and the dep�ct�on of the horr�ble. In the drama, the
most common effects, bes�des contrasts, are tempests, thunder,
moonl�ght, scenes at sea or by the sea-shore, changes of costume,
exposure of the female body, madness, murders, and death
generally: the dy�ng person exh�b�t�ng �n deta�l all the phases of
agony. In mus�c the most usual effects are a crescendo, pass�ng
from the softest and s�mplest sounds to the loudest and most
complex crash of the full orchestra; a repet�t�on of the same sounds
arpegg�o �n all the octaves and on var�ous �nstruments; or that the
harmony, tone, and rhythm be not at all those naturally flow�ng from
the course of the mus�cal thought, but such as str�ke one by the�r
unexpectedness. Bes�des these, the commonest effects �n mus�c are
produced �n a purely phys�cal manner by strength of sound,
espec�ally �n an orchestra.
Such are some of the most usual effects �n the var�ous arts, but there
yet rema�ns one common to them all, namely, to convey by means of
one art what �t would be natural to convey by another: for �nstance,
to make mus�c descr�be (as �s done by the programme mus�c of
Wagner and h�s followers), or to make pa�nt�ng, the drama, or poetry,
�nduce a frame of m�nd (as �s a�med at by all the Decadent art).
The fourth method �s that of �nterest�ng (that �s, absorb�ng the m�nd)
�n connect�on w�th works of art. The �nterest may l�e �n an �ntr�cate
plot—a method t�ll qu�te recently much employed �n Engl�sh novels
and French plays, but now go�ng out of fash�on and be�ng replaced
by authent�c�ty, �.e. by deta�led descr�pt�on of some h�stor�cal per�od
or some branch of contemporary l�fe. For example, �n a novel,



�nterest�ngness may cons�st �n a descr�pt�on of Egypt�an or Roman
l�fe, the l�fe of m�ners, or that of the clerks �n a large shop. The reader
becomes �nterested and m�stakes th�s �nterest for an art�st�c
�mpress�on. The �nterest may also depend on the very method of
express�on; a k�nd of �nterest that has now come much �nto use. Both
verse and prose, as well as p�ctures, plays, and mus�c, are
constructed so that they must be guessed l�ke r�ddles, and th�s
process of guess�ng aga�n affords pleasure and g�ves a semblance
of the feel�ng rece�ved from art.
It �s very often sa�d that a work of art �s very good because �t �s
poet�c, or real�st�c, or str�k�ng, or �nterest�ng; whereas not only can
ne�ther the f�rst, nor the second, nor the th�rd, nor the fourth of these
attr�butes supply a standard of excellence �n art, but they have not
even anyth�ng �n common w�th art.
Poet�c—means borrowed. All borrow�ng merely recalls to the reader,
spectator, or l�stener some d�m recollect�on of art�st�c �mpress�ons
they have rece�ved from prev�ous works of art, and does not �nfect
them w�th feel�ng wh�ch the art�st has h�mself exper�enced. A work
founded on someth�ng borrowed, l�ke Goethe’s Faust for �nstance,
may be very well executed and be full of m�nd and every beauty, but
because �t lacks the ch�ef character�st�c of a work of art—
completeness, oneness, the �nseparable un�ty of form and contents
express�ng the feel�ng the art�st has exper�enced—�t cannot produce
a really art�st�c �mpress�on. In ava�l�ng h�mself of th�s method, the
art�st only transm�ts the feel�ng rece�ved by h�m from a prev�ous work
of art; therefore every borrow�ng, whether �t be of whole subjects, or
of var�ous scenes, s�tuat�ons, or descr�pt�ons, �s but a reflect�on of
art, a s�mulat�on of �t, but not art �tself. And therefore, to say that a
certa�n product�on �s good because �t �s poet�c,—�.e. resembles a
work of art,—�s l�ke say�ng of a co�n that �t �s good because �t
resembles real money.
Equally l�ttle can �m�tat�on, real�sm, serve, as many people th�nk, as a
measure of the qual�ty of art. Im�tat�on cannot be such a measure, for
the ch�ef character�st�c of art �s the �nfect�on of others w�th the
feel�ngs the art�st has exper�enced, and �nfect�on w�th a feel�ng �s not
only not �dent�cal w�th descr�pt�on of the accessor�es of what �s



transm�tted, but �s usually h�ndered by superfluous deta�ls. The
attent�on of the rece�ver of the art�st�c �mpress�on �s d�verted by all
these well-observed deta�ls, and they h�nder the transm�ss�on of
feel�ng even when �t ex�sts.
To value a work of art by the degree of �ts real�sm, by the accuracy of
the deta�ls reproduced, �s as strange as to judge of the nutr�t�ve
qual�ty of food by �ts external appearance. When we appra�se a work
accord�ng to �ts real�sm, we only show that we are talk�ng, not of a
work of art, but of �ts counterfe�t.
Ne�ther does the th�rd method of �m�tat�ng art—by the use of what �s
str�k�ng or effectful—co�nc�de w�th real art any better than the two
former methods, for �n effectfulness—the effects of novelty, of the
unexpected, of contrasts, of the horr�ble—there �s no transm�ss�on of
feel�ng, but only an act�on on the nerves. If an art�st were to pa�nt a
bloody wound adm�rably, the s�ght of the wound would str�ke me, but
�t would not be art. One prolonged note on a powerful organ w�ll
produce a str�k�ng �mpress�on, w�ll often even cause tears, but there
�s no mus�c �n �t, because no feel�ng �s transm�tted. Yet such
phys�olog�cal effects are constantly m�staken for art by people of our
c�rcle, and th�s not only �n mus�c, but also �n poetry, pa�nt�ng, and the
drama. It �s sa�d that art has become ref�ned. On the contrary, thanks
to the pursu�t of effectfulness, �t has become very coarse. A new
p�ece �s brought out and accepted all over Europe, such, for
�nstance, as Hannele, �n wh�ch play the author w�shes to transm�t to
the spectators p�ty for a persecuted g�rl. To evoke th�s feel�ng �n the
aud�ence by means of art, the author should e�ther make one of the
characters express th�s p�ty �n such a way as to �nfect everyone, or
he should descr�be the g�rl’s feel�ngs correctly. But he cannot, or w�ll
not, do th�s, and chooses another way, more compl�cated �n stage
management but eas�er for the author. He makes the g�rl d�e on the
stage; and, st�ll further to �ncrease the phys�olog�cal effect on the
spectators, he ext�ngu�shes the l�ghts �n the theatre, leav�ng the
aud�ence �n the dark, and to the sound of d�smal mus�c he shows
how the g�rl �s pursued and beaten by her drunken father. The g�rl
shr�nks—screams—groans—and falls. Angels appear and carry her
away. And the aud�ence, exper�enc�ng some exc�tement wh�le th�s �s



go�ng on, are fully conv�nced that th�s �s true æsthet�c feel�ng. But
there �s noth�ng æsthet�c �n such exc�tement, for there �s no �nfect�ng
of man by man, but only a m�ngled feel�ng of p�ty for another, and of
self-congratulat�on that �t �s not I who am suffer�ng: �t �s l�ke what we
feel at the s�ght of an execut�on, or what the Romans felt �n the�r
c�rcuses.
The subst�tut�on of effectfulness for æsthet�c feel�ng �s part�cularly
not�ceable �n mus�cal art—that art wh�ch by �ts nature has an
�mmed�ate phys�olog�cal act�on on the nerves. Instead of transm�tt�ng
by means of a melody the feel�ngs he has exper�enced, a composer
of the new school accumulates and compl�cates sounds, and by now
strengthen�ng, now weaken�ng them, he produces on the aud�ence a
phys�olog�cal effect of a k�nd that can be measured by an apparatus
�nvented for the purpose.[83] And the publ�c m�stake th�s phys�olog�cal
effect for the effect of art.
As to the fourth method—that of �nterest�ng—�t also �s frequently
confounded w�th art. One often hears �t sa�d, not only of a poem, a
novel, or a p�cture, but even of a mus�cal work, that �t �s �nterest�ng.
What does th�s mean? To speak of an �nterest�ng work of art means
e�ther that we rece�ve from a work of art �nformat�on new to us, or
that the work �s not fully �ntell�g�ble, and that l�ttle by l�ttle, and w�th
effort, we arr�ve at �ts mean�ng, and exper�ence a certa�n pleasure �n
th�s process of guess�ng �t. In ne�ther case has the �nterest anyth�ng
�n common w�th art�st�c �mpress�on. Art a�ms at �nfect�ng people w�th
feel�ng exper�enced by the art�st. But the mental effort necessary to
enable the spectator, l�stener, or reader to ass�m�late the new
�nformat�on conta�ned �n the work, or to guess the puzzles
propounded, by d�stract�ng h�m, h�nders the �nfect�on. And therefore
the �nterest�ngness of a work not only has noth�ng to do w�th �ts
excellence as a work of art, but rather h�nders than ass�sts art�st�c
�mpress�on.
We may, �n a work of art, meet w�th what �s poet�c, and real�st�c, and
str�k�ng, and �nterest�ng, but these th�ngs cannot replace the
essent�al of art—feel�ng exper�enced by the art�st. Latterly, �n upper-
class art, most of the objects g�ven out as be�ng works of art are of
the k�nd wh�ch only resemble art, and are devo�d of �ts essent�al



qual�ty—feel�ng exper�enced by the art�st. And, for the d�vers�on of
the r�ch, such objects are cont�nually be�ng produced �n enormous
quant�t�es by the art�sans of art.
Many cond�t�ons must be fulf�lled to enable a man to produce a real
work of art. It �s necessary that he should stand on the level of the
h�ghest l�fe-concept�on of h�s t�me, that he should exper�ence feel�ng
and have the des�re and capac�ty to transm�t �t, and that he should,
moreover, have a talent for some one of the forms of art. It �s very
seldom that all these cond�t�ons necessary to the product�on of true
art are comb�ned. But �n order—a�ded by the customary methods of
borrow�ng, �m�tat�ng, �ntroduc�ng effects, and �nterest�ng—
unceas�ngly to produce counterfe�ts of art wh�ch pass for art �n our
soc�ety and are well pa�d for, �t �s only necessary to have a talent for
some branch of art; and th�s �s very often to be met w�th. By talent I
mean ab�l�ty: �n l�terary art, the ab�l�ty to express one’s thoughts and
�mpress�ons eas�ly and to not�ce and remember character�st�c
deta�ls; �n the dep�ct�ve arts, to d�st�ngu�sh and remember l�nes,
forms, and colours; �n mus�c, to d�st�ngu�sh the �ntervals, and to
remember and transm�t the sequence of sounds. And a man, �n our
t�mes, �f only he possesses such a talent and selects some spec�alty,
may, after learn�ng the methods of counterfe�t�ng used �n h�s branch
of art,—�f he has pat�ence and �f h�s æsthet�c feel�ng (wh�ch would
render such product�ons revolt�ng to h�m) be atroph�ed,—
unceas�ngly, t�ll the end of h�s l�fe, turn out works wh�ch w�ll pass for
art �n our soc�ety.
To produce such counterfe�ts, def�n�te rules or rec�pes ex�st �n each
branch of art. So that the talented man, hav�ng ass�m�lated them,
may produce such works à fro�d, cold drawn, w�thout any feel�ng.
In order to wr�te poems a man of l�terary talent needs only these
qual�f�cat�ons: to acqu�re the knack, conformably w�th the
requ�rements of rhyme and rhythm, of us�ng, �nstead of the one really
su�table word, ten others mean�ng approx�mately the same; to learn
how to take any phrase wh�ch, to be clear, has but one natural order
of words, and desp�te all poss�ble d�slocat�ons st�ll to reta�n some
sense �n �t; and lastly, to be able, gu�ded by the words requ�red for
the rhymes, to dev�se some semblance of thoughts, feel�ngs, or



descr�pt�ons to su�t these words. Hav�ng acqu�red these
qual�f�cat�ons, he may unceas�ngly produce poems—short or long,
rel�g�ous, amatory or patr�ot�c, accord�ng to the demand.
If a man of l�terary talent w�shes to wr�te a story or novel, he need
only form h�s style—�.e. learn how to descr�be all that he sees—and
accustom h�mself to remember or note down deta�ls. When he has
accustomed h�mself to th�s, he can, accord�ng to h�s �ncl�nat�on or the
demand, unceas�ngly produce novels or stor�es—h�stor�cal,
natural�st�c, soc�al, erot�c, psycholog�cal, or even rel�g�ous, for wh�ch
latter k�nd a demand and fash�on beg�ns to show �tself. He can take
subjects from books or from the events of l�fe, and can copy the
characters of the people �n h�s book from h�s acqua�ntances.
And such novels and stor�es, �f only they are decked out w�th well
observed and carefully noted deta�ls, preferably erot�c ones, w�ll be
cons�dered works of art, even though they may not conta�n a spark
of feel�ng exper�enced.
To produce art �n dramat�c form, a talented man, �n add�t�on to all that
�s requ�red for novels and stor�es, must also learn to furn�sh h�s
characters w�th as many smart and w�tty sentences as poss�ble,
must know how to ut�l�se theatr�cal effects, and how to entw�ne the
act�on of h�s characters so that there should not be any long
conversat�ons, but as much bustle and movement on the stage as
poss�ble. If the wr�ter �s able to do th�s, he may produce dramat�c
works one after another w�thout stopp�ng, select�ng h�s subjects from
the reports of the law courts, or from the latest soc�ety top�c, such as
hypnot�sm, hered�ty, etc., or from deep ant�qu�ty, or even from the
realms of fancy.
In the sphere of pa�nt�ng and sculpture �t �s st�ll eas�er for the talented
man to produce �m�tat�ons of art. He need only learn to draw, pa�nt,
and model—espec�ally naked bod�es. Thus equ�pped he can
cont�nue to pa�nt p�ctures, or model statues, one after another,
choos�ng subjects accord�ng to h�s bent—mytholog�cal, or rel�g�ous,
or fantast�c, or symbol�cal; or he may dep�ct what �s wr�tten about �n
the papers—a coronat�on, a str�ke, the Turko-Grec�an war, fam�ne



scenes; or, commonest of all, he may just copy anyth�ng he th�nks
beaut�ful—from naked women to copper bas�ns.
For the product�on of mus�cal art the talented man needs st�ll less of
what const�tutes the essence of art, �.e. feel�ng wherew�th to �nfect
others; but, on the other hand, he requ�res more phys�cal, gymnast�c
labour than for any other art, unless �t be danc�ng. To produce works
of mus�cal art, he must f�rst learn to move h�s f�ngers on some
�nstrument as rap�dly as those who have reached the h�ghest
perfect�on; next he must know how �n former t�mes polyphon�c mus�c
was wr�tten, must study what are called counterpo�nt and fugue; and
furthermore, he must learn orchestrat�on, �.e. how to ut�l�se the
effects of the �nstruments. But once he has learned all th�s, the
composer may unceas�ngly produce one work after another; whether
programme-mus�c, opera, or song (dev�s�ng sounds more or less
correspond�ng to the words), or chamber mus�c, �.e. he may take
another man’s themes and work them up �nto def�n�te forms by
means of counterpo�nt and fugue; or, what �s commonest of all, he
may compose fantast�c mus�c, �.e. he may take a conjunct�on of
sounds wh�ch happens to come to hand, and p�le every sort of
compl�cat�on and ornamentat�on on to th�s chance comb�nat�on.
Thus, �n all realms of art, counterfe�ts of art are manufactured to a
ready-made, prearranged rec�pe, and these counterfe�ts the publ�c of
our upper classes accept for real art.
And th�s subst�tut�on of counterfe�ts for real works of art was the th�rd
and most �mportant consequence of the separat�on of the art of the
upper classes from un�versal art.



CHAPTER XII

In our soc�ety three cond�t�ons co-operate to cause the product�on of
objects of counterfe�t art. They are—(1) the cons�derable
remunerat�on of art�sts for the�r product�ons and the
profess�onal�sat�on of art�sts wh�ch th�s has produced, (2) art
cr�t�c�sm, and (3) schools of art.
Wh�le art was as yet und�v�ded, and only rel�g�ous art was valued and
rewarded wh�le �nd�scr�m�nate art was left unrewarded, there were no
counterfe�ts of art, or, �f any ex�sted, be�ng exposed to the cr�t�c�sm of
the whole people, they qu�ckly d�sappeared. But as soon as that
d�v�s�on occurred, and the upper classes accla�med every k�nd of art
as good �f only �t afforded them pleasure, and began to reward such
art more h�ghly than any other soc�al act�v�ty, �mmed�ately a large
number of people devoted themselves to th�s act�v�ty, and art
assumed qu�te a d�fferent character and became a profess�on.
And as soon as th�s occurred, the ch�ef and most prec�ous qual�ty of
art—�ts s�ncer�ty—was at once greatly weakened and eventually
qu�te destroyed.
The profess�onal art�st l�ves by h�s art, and has cont�nually to �nvent
subjects for h�s works, and does �nvent them. And �t �s obv�ous how
great a d�fference must ex�st between works of art produced on the
one hand by men such as the Jew�sh prophets, the authors of the
Psalms, Franc�s of Ass�s�, the authors of the Il�ad and Odyssey, of
folk-stor�es, legends, and folk-songs, many of whom not only
rece�ved no remunerat�on for the�r work, but d�d not even attach the�r
names to �t; and, on the other hand, works produced by court poets,
dramat�sts and mus�c�ans rece�v�ng honours and remunerat�on; and
later on by profess�onal art�sts, who l�ved by the trade, rece�v�ng



remunerat�on from newspaper ed�tors, publ�shers, �mpresar�os, and
�n general from those agents who come between the art�sts and the
town publ�c—the consumers of art.
Profess�onal�sm �s the f�rst cond�t�on of the d�ffus�on of false,
counterfe�t art.
The second cond�t�on �s the growth, �n recent t�mes, of art�st�c
cr�t�c�sm, �.e. the valuat�on of art not by everybody, and, above all,
not by pla�n men, but by erud�te, that �s, by perverted and at the
same t�me self-conf�dent �nd�v�duals.
A fr�end of m�ne, speak�ng of the relat�on of cr�t�cs to art�sts, half-
jok�ngly def�ned �t thus: “Cr�t�cs are the stup�d who d�scuss the w�se.”
However part�al, �nexact, and rude th�s def�n�t�on may be, �t �s yet
partly true, and �s �ncomparably juster than the def�n�t�on wh�ch
cons�ders cr�t�cs to be men who can expla�n works of art.
“Cr�t�cs expla�n!” What do they expla�n?
The art�st, �f a real art�st, has by h�s work transm�tted to others the
feel�ng he exper�enced. What �s there, then, to expla�n?
If a work be good as art, then the feel�ng expressed by the art�st—be
�t moral or �mmoral—transm�ts �tself to other people. If transm�tted to
others, then they feel �t, and all �nterpretat�ons are superfluous. If the
work does not �nfect people, no explanat�on can make �t contag�ous.
An art�st’s work cannot be �nterpreted. Had �t been poss�ble to
expla�n �n words what he w�shed to convey, the art�st would have
expressed h�mself �n words. He expressed �t by h�s art, only because
the feel�ng he exper�enced could not be otherw�se transm�tted. The
�nterpretat�on of works of art by words only �nd�cates that the
�nterpreter �s h�mself �ncapable of feel�ng the �nfect�on of art. And th�s
�s actually the case, for, however strange �t may seem to say so,
cr�t�cs have always been people less suscept�ble than other men to
the contag�on of art. For the most part they are able wr�ters,
educated and clever, but w�th the�r capac�ty of be�ng �nfected by art
qu�te perverted or atroph�ed. And therefore the�r wr�t�ngs have
always largely contr�buted, and st�ll contr�bute, to the pervers�on of
the taste of that publ�c wh�ch reads them and trusts them.



Art�st�c cr�t�c�sm d�d not ex�st—could not and cannot ex�st—�n
soc�et�es where art �s und�v�ded, and where, consequently, �t �s
appra�sed by the rel�g�ous understand�ng-of-l�fe common to the
whole people. Art cr�t�c�sm grew, and could grow, only on the art of
the upper classes, who d�d not acknowledge the rel�g�ous percept�on
of the�r t�me.
Un�versal art has a def�n�te and �ndub�table �nternal cr�ter�on—
rel�g�ous percept�on; upper-class art lacks th�s, and therefore the
apprec�ators of that art are obl�ged to cl�ng to some external cr�ter�on.
And they f�nd �t �n “the judgments of the f�nest-nurtured,” as an
Engl�sh æsthet�c�an has phrased �t, that �s, �n the author�ty of the
people who are cons�dered educated, nor �n th�s alone, but also �n a
trad�t�on of such author�t�es. Th�s trad�t�on �s extremely m�slead�ng,
both because the op�n�ons of “the f�nest-nurtured” are often
m�staken, and also because judgments wh�ch were val�d once cease
to be so w�th the lapse of t�me. But the cr�t�cs, hav�ng no bas�s for
the�r judgments, never cease to repeat the�r trad�t�ons. The class�cal
traged�ans were once cons�dered good, and therefore cr�t�c�sm
cons�ders them to be so st�ll. Dante was esteemed a great poet,
Raphael a great pa�nter, Bach a great mus�c�an—and the cr�t�cs,
lack�ng a standard by wh�ch to separate good art from bad, not only
cons�der these art�sts great, but regard all the�r product�ons as
adm�rable and worthy of �m�tat�on. Noth�ng has contr�buted, and st�ll
contr�butes, so much to the pervers�on of art as these author�t�es set
up by cr�t�c�sm. A man produces a work of art, l�ke every true art�st
express�ng �n h�s own pecul�ar manner a feel�ng he has exper�enced.
Most people are �nfected by the art�st’s feel�ng; and h�s work
becomes known. Then cr�t�c�sm, d�scuss�ng the art�st, says that the
work �s not bad, but all the same the art�st �s not a Dante, nor a
Shakespear, nor a Goethe, nor a Raphael, nor what Beethoven was
�n h�s last per�od. And the young art�st sets to work to copy those
who are held up for h�s �m�tat�on, and he produces not only feeble
works, but false works, counterfe�ts of art.
Thus, for �nstance, our Pushk�n wr�tes h�s short poems, Evgen�y
Oneg�n, The G�ps�es, and h�s stor�es—works all vary�ng �n qual�ty,
but all true art. But then, under the �nfluence of false cr�t�c�sm



extoll�ng Shakespear, he wr�tes Bor�s Godunoff, a cold, bra�n-spun
work, and th�s product�on �s lauded by the cr�t�cs, set up as a model,
and �m�tat�ons of �t appear: M�n�n by Ostrovsky, and Tsar Bor�s by
Alexée Tolstoy, and such �m�tat�ons of �m�tat�ons as crowd all
l�teratures w�th �ns�gn�f�cant product�ons. The ch�ef harm done by the
cr�t�cs �s th�s, that themselves lack�ng the capac�ty to be �nfected by
art (and that �s the character�st�c of all cr�t�cs; for d�d they not lack th�s
they could not attempt the �mposs�ble—the �nterpretat�on of works of
art), they pay most attent�on to, and eulog�se, bra�n-spun, �nvented
works, and set these up as models worthy of �m�tat�on. That �s the
reason they so conf�dently extol, �n l�terature, the Greek traged�ans,
Dante, Tasso, M�lton, Shakespear, Goethe (almost all he wrote), and,
among recent wr�ters, Zola and Ibsen; �n mus�c, Beethoven’s last
per�od, and Wagner. To just�fy the�r pra�se of these bra�n-spun,
�nvented works, they dev�se ent�re theor�es (of wh�ch the famous
theory of beauty �s one); and not only dull but also talented people
compose works �n str�ct deference to these theor�es; and often even
real art�sts, do�ng v�olence to the�r gen�us, subm�t to them.
Every false work extolled by the cr�t�cs serves as a door through
wh�ch the hypocr�tes of art at once crowd �n.
It �s solely due to the cr�t�cs, who �n our t�mes st�ll pra�se rude,
savage, and, for us, often mean�ngless works of the anc�ent Greeks:
Sophocles, Eur�p�des, Æschylus, and espec�ally Ar�stophanes; or, of
modern wr�ters, Dante, Tasso, M�lton, Shakespear; �n pa�nt�ng, all of
Raphael, all of M�chael Angelo, �nclud�ng h�s absurd “Last
Judgment”; �n mus�c, the whole of Bach, and the whole of
Beethoven, �nclud�ng h�s last per�od,—thanks only to them, have the
Ibsens, Maeterl�ncks, Verla�nes, Mallarmés, Puv�s de Chavannes,
Kl�ngers, Böckl�ns, Stucks, Schne�ders; �n mus�c, the Wagners,
L�szts, Berl�ozes, Brahmses, and R�chard Strausses, etc., and all
that �mmense mass of good-for-noth�ng �m�tators of these �m�tators,
become poss�ble �n our day.
As a good �llustrat�on of the harmful �nfluence of cr�t�c�sm, take �ts
relat�on to Beethoven. Among h�s �nnumerable hasty product�ons
wr�tten to order, there are, notw�thstand�ng the�r art�f�c�al�ty of form,
works of true art. But he grows deaf, cannot hear, and beg�ns to wr�te



�nvented, unf�n�shed works, wh�ch are consequently often
mean�ngless and mus�cally un�ntell�g�ble. I know that mus�c�ans can
�mag�ne sounds v�v�dly enough, and can almost hear what they read,
but �mag�nary sounds can never replace real ones, and every
composer must hear h�s product�on �n order to perfect �t. Beethoven,
however, could not hear, could not perfect h�s work, and
consequently publ�shed product�ons wh�ch are art�st�c rav�ngs. But
cr�t�c�sm, hav�ng once acknowledged h�m to be a great composer,
se�zes on just these abnormal works w�th spec�al gusto, and
searches for extraord�nary beaut�es �n them. And, to just�fy �ts
laudat�ons (pervert�ng the very mean�ng of mus�cal art), �t attr�buted
to mus�c the property of descr�b�ng what �t cannot descr�be. And
�m�tators appear—an �nnumerable host of �m�tators of these
abnormal attempts at art�st�c product�ons wh�ch Beethoven wrote
when he was deaf.
Then Wagner appears, who at f�rst �n cr�t�cal art�cles pra�ses just
Beethoven’s last per�od, and connects th�s mus�c w�th
Schopenhauer’s myst�cal theory that mus�c �s the express�on of W�ll
—not of separate man�festat�ons of w�ll object�v�sed on var�ous
planes, but of �ts very essence—wh�ch �s �n �tself as absurd as th�s
mus�c of Beethoven. And afterwards he composes mus�c of h�s own
on th�s theory, �n conjunct�on w�th another st�ll more erroneous
system of the un�on of all the arts. After Wagner yet new �m�tators
appear, d�verg�ng yet further from art: Brahms, R�chard Strauss, and
others.
Such are the results of cr�t�c�sm. But the th�rd cond�t�on of the
pervers�on of art, namely, art schools, �s almost more harmful st�ll.
As soon as art became, not art for the whole people but for a r�ch
class, �t became a profess�on; as soon as �t became a profess�on,
methods were dev�sed to teach �t; people who chose th�s profess�on
of art began to learn these methods, and thus profess�onal schools
sprang up: classes of rhetor�c or l�terature �n the publ�c schools,
academ�es for pa�nt�ng, conservato�res for mus�c, schools for
dramat�c art.



In these schools art �s taught! But art �s the transm�ss�on to others of
a spec�al feel�ng exper�enced by the art�st. How can th�s be taught �n
schools?
No school can evoke feel�ng �n a man, and st�ll less can �t teach h�m
how to man�fest �t �n the one part�cular manner natural to h�m alone.
But the essence of art l�es �n these th�ngs.
The one th�ng these schools can teach �s how to transm�t feel�ngs
exper�enced by other art�sts �n the way those other art�sts transm�tted
them. And th�s �s just what the profess�onal schools do teach; and
such �nstruct�on not only does not ass�st the spread of true art, but,
on the contrary, by d�ffus�ng counterfe�ts of art, does more than
anyth�ng else to depr�ve people of the capac�ty to understand true
art.
In l�terary art people are taught how, w�thout hav�ng anyth�ng they
w�sh to say, to wr�te a many-paged compos�t�on on a theme about
wh�ch they have never thought, and, moreover, to wr�te �t so that �t
should resemble the work of an author adm�tted to be celebrated.
Th�s �s taught �n schools.
In pa�nt�ng the ch�ef tra�n�ng cons�sts �n learn�ng to draw and pa�nt
from cop�es and models, the naked body ch�efly (the very th�ng that
�s never seen, and wh�ch a man occup�ed w�th real art hardly ever
has to dep�ct), and to draw and pa�nt as former masters drew and
pa�nted. The compos�t�on of p�ctures �s taught by g�v�ng out themes
s�m�lar to those wh�ch have been treated by former acknowledged
celebr�t�es.
So also �n dramat�c schools, the pup�ls are taught to rec�te
monologues just as traged�ans, cons�dered celebrated, decla�med
them.
It �s the same �n mus�c. The whole theory of mus�c �s noth�ng but a
d�sconnected repet�t�on of those methods wh�ch the acknowledged?
masters of compos�t�on made use of.
I have elsewhere quoted the profound remark of the Russ�an art�st
Bruloff on art, but I cannot here refra�n from repeat�ng �t, because
noth�ng better �llustrates what can and what can not be taught �n the



schools. Once when correct�ng a pup�l’s study, Bruloff just touched �t
�n a few places, and the poor dead study �mmed�ately became
an�mated. “Why, you only touched �t a wee b�t, and �t �s qu�te another
th�ng!” sa�d one of the pup�ls. “Art beg�ns where the wee b�t beg�ns,”
repl�ed Bruloff, �nd�cat�ng by these words just what �s most
character�st�c of art. The remark �s true of all the arts, but �ts just�ce �s
part�cularly not�ceable �n the performance of mus�c. That mus�cal
execut�on should be art�st�c, should be art, �.e. should �nfect, three
ch�ef cond�t�ons must be observed,—there are many others needed
for mus�cal perfect�on; the trans�t�on from one sound to another must
be �nterrupted or cont�nuous; the sound must �ncrease or d�m�n�sh
stead�ly; �t must be blended w�th one and not w�th another sound; the
sound must have th�s or that t�mbre, and much bes�des,—but take
the three ch�ef cond�t�ons: the p�tch, the t�me, and the strength of the
sound. Mus�cal execut�on �s only then art, only then �nfects, when the
sound �s ne�ther h�gher nor lower than �t should be, that �s, when
exactly the �nf�n�tely small centre of the requ�red note �s taken; when
that note �s cont�nued exactly as long as �s needed; and when the
strength of the sound �s ne�ther more nor less than �s requ�red. The
sl�ghtest dev�at�on of p�tch �n e�ther d�rect�on, the sl�ghtest �ncrease or
decrease �n t�me, or the sl�ghtest strengthen�ng or weaken�ng of the
sound beyond what �s needed, destroys the perfect�on and,
consequently, the �nfect�ousness of the work. So that the feel�ng of
�nfect�on by the art of mus�c, wh�ch seems so s�mple and so eas�ly
obta�ned, �s a th�ng we rece�ve only when the performer f�nds those
�nf�n�tely m�nute degrees wh�ch are necessary to perfect�on �n mus�c.
It �s the same �n all arts: a wee b�t l�ghter, a wee b�t darker, a wee b�t
h�gher, lower, to the r�ght or the left—�n pa�nt�ng; a wee b�t weaker or
stronger �n �ntonat�on, or a wee b�t sooner or later—�n dramat�c art; a
wee b�t om�tted, over-emphas�sed, or exaggerated—�n poetry, and
there �s no contag�on. Infect�on �s only obta�ned when an art�st f�nds
those �nf�n�tely m�nute degrees of wh�ch a work of art cons�sts, and
only to the extent to wh�ch he f�nds them. And �t �s qu�te �mposs�ble to
teach people by external means to f�nd these m�nute degrees: they
can only be found when a man y�elds to h�s feel�ng. No �nstruct�on
can make a dancer catch just the tact of the mus�c, or a s�nger or a
f�ddler take exactly the �nf�n�tely m�nute centre of h�s note, or a



sketcher draw of all poss�ble l�nes the only r�ght one, or a poet f�nd
the only meet arrangement of the only su�table words. All th�s �s
found only by feel�ng. And therefore schools may teach what �s
necessary �n order to produce someth�ng resembl�ng art, but not art
�tself.
The teach�ng of the schools stops there where the wee b�t beg�ns—
consequently where art beg�ns.
Accustom�ng people to someth�ng resembl�ng art, d�saccustoms
them to the comprehens�on of real art. And that �s how �t comes
about that none are more dull to art than those who have passed
through the profess�onal schools and been most successful �n them.
Profess�onal schools produce an hypocr�sy of art prec�sely ak�n to
that hypocr�sy of rel�g�on wh�ch �s produced by theolog�cal colleges
for tra�n�ng pr�ests, pastors, and rel�g�ous teachers generally. As �t �s
�mposs�ble �n a school to tra�n a man so as to make a rel�g�ous
teacher of h�m, so �t �s �mposs�ble to teach a man how to become an
art�st.
Art schools are thus doubly destruct�ve of art: f�rst, �n that they
destroy the capac�ty to produce real art �n those who have the
m�sfortune to enter them and go through a 7 or 8 years’ course;
secondly, �n that they generate enormous quant�t�es of that
counterfe�t art wh�ch perverts the taste of the masses and overflows
our world. In order that born art�sts may know the methods of the
var�ous arts elaborated by former art�sts, there should ex�st �n all
elementary schools such classes for draw�ng and mus�c (s�ng�ng)
that, after pass�ng through them, every talented scholar may, by
us�ng ex�st�ng models access�ble to all, be able to perfect h�mself �n
h�s art �ndependently.
These three cond�t�ons—the profess�onal�sat�on of art�sts, art
cr�t�c�sm, and art schools—have had th�s effect that most people �n
our t�mes are qu�te unable even to understand what art �s, and
accept as art the grossest counterfe�ts of �t.



CHAPTER XIII

To what an extent people of our c�rcle and t�me have lost the
capac�ty to rece�ve real art, and have become accustomed to accept
as art th�ngs that have noth�ng �n common w�th �t, �s best seen from
the works of R�chard Wagner, wh�ch have latterly come to be more
and more esteemed, not only by the Germans but also by the French
and the Engl�sh, as the very h�ghest art, reveal�ng new hor�zons to
us.
The pecul�ar�ty of Wagner’s mus�c, as �s known, cons�sts �n th�s, that
he cons�dered that mus�c should serve poetry, express�ng all the
shades of a poet�cal work.
The un�on of the drama w�th mus�c, dev�sed �n the f�fteenth century �n
Italy for the rev�val of what they �mag�ned to have been the anc�ent
Greek drama w�th mus�c, �s an art�f�c�al form wh�ch had, and has,
success only among the upper classes, and that only when g�fted
composers, such as Mozart, Weber, Ross�n�, and others, draw�ng
�nsp�rat�on from a dramat�c subject, y�elded freely to the �nsp�rat�on
and subord�nated the text to the mus�c, so that �n the�r operas the
�mportant th�ng to the aud�ence was merely the mus�c on a certa�n
text, and not the text at all, wh�ch latter, even when �t was utterly
absurd, as, for �nstance, �n the Mag�c Flute, st�ll d�d not prevent the
mus�c from produc�ng an art�st�c �mpress�on.
Wagner w�shes to correct the opera by lett�ng mus�c subm�t to the
demands of poetry and un�te w�th �t. But each art has �ts own def�n�te
realm, wh�ch �s not �dent�cal w�th the realm of other arts, but merely
comes �n contact w�th them; and therefore, �f the man�festat�on of, I
w�ll not say several, but even of two arts—the dramat�c and the
mus�cal—be un�ted �n one complete product�on, then the demands of



the one art w�ll make �t �mposs�ble to fulf�l the demands of the other,
as has always occurred �n the ord�nary operas, where the dramat�c
art has subm�tted to, or rather y�elded place to, the mus�cal. Wagner
w�shes that mus�cal art should subm�t to dramat�c art, and that both
should appear �n full strength. But th�s �s �mposs�ble, for every work
of art, �f �t be a true one, �s an express�on of �nt�mate feel�ngs of the
art�st, wh�ch are qu�te except�onal, and not l�ke anyth�ng else. Such �s
a mus�cal product�on, and such �s a dramat�c work, �f they be true art.
And therefore, �n order that a product�on �n the one branch of art
should co�nc�de w�th a product�on �n the other branch, �t �s necessary
that the �mposs�ble should happen: that two works from d�fferent
realms of art should be absolutely except�onal, unl�ke anyth�ng that
ex�sted before, and yet should co�nc�de, and be exactly al�ke.
And th�s cannot be, just as there cannot be two men, or even two
leaves on a tree, exactly al�ke. St�ll less can two works from d�fferent
realms of art, the mus�cal and the l�terary, be absolutely al�ke. If they
co�nc�de, then e�ther one �s a work of art and the other a counterfe�t,
or both are counterfe�ts. Two l�ve leaves cannot be exactly al�ke, but
two art�f�c�al leaves may be. And so �t �s w�th works of art. They can
only co�nc�de completely when ne�ther the one nor the other �s art,
but only cunn�ngly dev�sed semblances of �t.
If poetry and mus�c may be jo�ned, as occurs �n hymns, songs, and
romances—(though even �n these the mus�c does not follow the
changes of each verse of the text, as Wagner wants to, but the song
and the mus�c merely produce a co�nc�dent effect on the m�nd)—th�s
occurs only because lyr�cal poetry and mus�c have, to some extent,
one and the same a�m: to produce a mental cond�t�on, and the
cond�t�ons produced by lyr�cal poetry and by mus�c can, more or
less, co�nc�de. But even �n these conjunct�ons the centre of grav�ty
always l�es �n one of the two product�ons, so that �t �s one of them
that produces the art�st�c �mpress�on wh�le the other rema�ns
unregarded. And st�ll less �s �t poss�ble for such un�on to ex�st
between ep�c or dramat�c poetry and mus�c.
Moreover, one of the ch�ef cond�t�ons of art�st�c creat�on �s the
complete freedom of the art�st from every k�nd of preconce�ved
demand. And the necess�ty of adjust�ng h�s mus�cal work to a work



from another realm of art �s a preconce�ved demand of such a k�nd
as to destroy all poss�b�l�ty of creat�ve power; and therefore works of
th�s k�nd, adjusted to one another, are, and must be, as has always
happened, not works of art but only �m�tat�ons of art, l�ke the mus�c of
a melodrama, s�gnatures to p�ctures, �llustrat�ons, and l�brettos to
operas.
And such are Wagner’s product�ons. And a conf�rmat�on of th�s �s to
be seen �n the fact that Wagner’s new mus�c lacks the ch�ef
character�st�c of every true work of art, namely, such ent�rety and
completeness that the smallest alterat�on �n �ts form would d�sturb
the mean�ng of the whole work. In a true work of art—poem, drama,
p�cture, song, or symphony—�t �s �mposs�ble to extract one l�ne, one
scene, one f�gure, or one bar from �ts place and put �t �n another,
w�thout �nfr�ng�ng the s�gn�f�cance of the whole work; just as �t �s
�mposs�ble, w�thout �nfr�ng�ng the l�fe of an organ�c be�ng, to extract
an organ from one place and �nsert �t �n another. But �n the mus�c of
Wagner’s last per�od, w�th the except�on of certa�n parts of l�ttle
�mportance wh�ch have an �ndependent mus�cal mean�ng, �t �s
poss�ble to make all k�nds of transpos�t�ons, putt�ng what was �n front
beh�nd, and v�ce, versâ, w�thout alter�ng the mus�cal sense. And the
reason why these transpos�t�ons do not alter the sense of Wagner’s
mus�c �s because the sense l�es �n the words and not �n the mus�c.
The mus�cal score of Wagner’s later operas �s l�ke what the result
would be should one of those vers�f�ers—of whom there are now
many, w�th tongues so broken that they can wr�te verses on any
theme to any rhymes �n any rhythm, wh�ch sound as �f they had a
mean�ng—conce�ve the �dea of �llustrat�ng by h�s verses some
symphony or sonata of Beethoven, or some ballade of Chop�n, �n the
follow�ng manner. To the f�rst bars, of one character, he wr�tes verses
correspond�ng �n h�s op�n�on to those f�rst bars. Next come some
bars of a d�fferent character, and he also wr�tes verses
correspond�ng �n h�s op�n�on to them, but w�th no �nternal connect�on
w�th the f�rst verses, and, moreover, w�thout rhymes and w�thout
rhythm. Such a product�on, w�thout the mus�c, would be exactly
parallel �n poetry to what Wagner’s operas are �n mus�c, �f heard
w�thout the words.



But Wagner �s not only a mus�c�an, he �s also a poet, or both
together; and therefore, to judge of Wagner, one must know h�s
poetry also—that same poetry wh�ch the mus�c has to subserve. The
ch�ef poet�cal product�on of Wagner �s The N�belung’s R�ng. Th�s
work has atta�ned such enormous �mportance �n our t�me, and has
such �nfluence on all that now professes to be art, that �t �s necessary
for everyone to-day to have some �dea of �t. I have carefully read
through the four booklets wh�ch conta�n th�s work, and have drawn
up a br�ef summary of �t, wh�ch I g�ve �n Append�x III. I would strongly
adv�se the reader (�f he has not perused the poem �tself, wh�ch would
be the best th�ng to do) at least to read my account of �t, so as to
have an �dea of th�s extraord�nary work. It �s a model work of
counterfe�t art, so gross as to be even r�d�culous.
But we are told that �t �s �mposs�ble to judge of Wagner’s works
w�thout see�ng them on the stage. The Second Day of th�s drama,
wh�ch, as I was told, �s the best part of the whole work, was g�ven �n
Moscow last w�nter, and I went to see the performance.
When I arr�ved the enormous theatre was already f�lled from top to
bottom. There were Grand-Dukes, and the flower of the ar�stocracy,
of the merchant class, of the learned, and of the m�ddle-class off�c�al
publ�c. Most of them held the l�bretto, fathom�ng �ts mean�ng.
Mus�c�ans—some of them elderly, grey-ha�red men—followed the
mus�c, score �n hand. Ev�dently the performance of th�s work was an
event of �mportance.
I was rather late, but I was told that the short prelude, w�th wh�ch the
act beg�ns, was of l�ttle �mportance, and that �t d�d not matter hav�ng
m�ssed �t. When I arr�ved, an actor sat on the stage am�d decorat�ons
�ntended to represent a cave, and before someth�ng wh�ch was
meant to represent a sm�th’s forge. He was dressed �n tr�co-t�ghts,
w�th a cloak of sk�ns, wore a w�g and an art�f�c�al beard, and w�th
wh�te, weak, genteel hands (h�s easy movements, and espec�ally the
shape of h�s stomach and h�s lack of muscle revealed the actor) beat
an �mposs�ble sword w�th an unnatural hammer �n a way �n wh�ch no
one ever uses a hammer; and at the same t�me, open�ng h�s mouth
�n a strange way, he sang someth�ng �ncomprehens�ble. The mus�c
of var�ous �nstruments accompan�ed the strange sounds wh�ch he



em�tted. From the l�bretto one was able to gather that the actor had
to represent a powerful gnome, who l�ved �n the cave, and who was
forg�ng a sword for S�egfr�ed, whom he had reared. One could tell he
was a gnome by the fact that the actor walked all the t�me bend�ng
the knees of h�s tr�co-covered legs. Th�s gnome, st�ll open�ng h�s
mouth �n the same strange way, long cont�nued to s�ng or shout. The
mus�c meanwh�le runs over someth�ng strange, l�ke beg�nn�ngs
wh�ch are not cont�nued and do not get f�n�shed. From the l�bretto
one could learn that the gnome �s tell�ng h�mself about a r�ng wh�ch a
g�ant had obta�ned, and wh�ch the gnome w�shes to procure through
S�egfr�ed’s a�d, wh�le S�egfr�ed wants a good sword, on the forg�ng of
wh�ch the gnome �s occup�ed. After th�s conversat�on or s�ng�ng to
h�mself has gone on rather a long t�me, other sounds are heard �n
the orchestra, also l�ke someth�ng beg�nn�ng and not f�n�sh�ng, and
another actor appears, w�th a horn slung over h�s shoulder, and
accompan�ed by a man runn�ng on all fours dressed up as a bear,
whom he sets at the sm�th-gnome. The latter runs away w�thout
unbend�ng the knees of h�s tr�co-covered legs. Th�s actor w�th the
horn represented the hero, S�egfr�ed. The sounds wh�ch were
em�tted �n the orchestra on the entrance of th�s actor were �ntended
to represent S�egfr�ed’s character and are called S�egfr�ed’s le�t-
mot�v. And these sounds are repeated each t�me S�egfr�ed appears.
There �s one f�xed comb�nat�on of sounds, or le�t-mot�v, for each
character, and th�s le�t-mot�v �s repeated every t�me the person whom
�t represents appears; and when anyone �s ment�oned the mot�v �s
heard wh�ch relates to that person. Moreover, each art�cle also has
�ts own le�t-mot�v or chord. There �s a mot�v of the r�ng, a mot�v of the
helmet, a mot�v of the apple, a mot�v of f�re, spear, sword, water, etc.;
and as soon as the r�ng, helmet, or apple �s ment�oned, the mot�v or
chord of the r�ng, helmet, or apple �s heard. The actor w�th the horn
opens h�s mouth as unnaturally as the gnome, and long cont�nues �n
a chant�ng vo�ce to shout some words, and �n a s�m�lar chant M�me
(that �s the gnome’s name) answers someth�ng or other to h�m. The
mean�ng of th�s conversat�on can only be d�scovered from the
l�bretto; and �t �s that S�egfr�ed was brought up by the gnome, and
therefore, for some reason, hates h�m and always w�shes to k�ll h�m.
The gnome has forged a sword for S�egfr�ed, but S�egfr�ed �s



d�ssat�sf�ed w�th �t. From a ten-page conversat�on (by the l�bretto),
last�ng half an hour and conducted w�th the same strange open�ngs
of the mouth and chant�ngs, �t appears that S�egfr�ed’s mother gave
b�rth to h�m �n the wood, and that concern�ng h�s father all that �s
known �s that he had a sword wh�ch was broken, the p�eces of wh�ch
are �n M�me’s possess�on, and that S�egfr�ed does not know fear and
w�shes to go out of the wood. M�me, however, does not want to let
h�m go. Dur�ng the conversat�on the mus�c never om�ts, at the
ment�on of father, sword, etc., to sound the mot�ve of these people
and th�ngs. After these conversat�ons fresh sounds are heard—those
of the god Wotan—and a wanderer appears. Th�s wanderer �s the
god Wotan. Also dressed up �n a w�g, and also �n t�ghts, th�s god
Wotan, stand�ng �n a stup�d pose w�th a spear, th�nks proper to
recount what M�me must have known before, but what �t �s
necessary to tell the aud�ence. He does not tell �t s�mply, but �n the
form of r�ddles wh�ch he orders h�mself to guess, stak�ng h�s head
(one does not know why) that he w�ll guess r�ght. Moreover,
whenever the wanderer str�kes h�s spear on the ground, f�re comes
out of the ground, and �n the orchestra the sounds of spear and of
f�re are heard. The orchestra accompan�es the conversat�on, and the
mot�ve of the people and th�ngs spoken of are always artfully
�nterm�ngled. Bes�des th�s the mus�c expresses feel�ngs �n the most
naïve manner: the terr�ble by sounds �n the bass, the fr�volous by
rap�d touches �n the treble, etc.
The r�ddles have no mean�ng except to tell the aud�ence what the
n�belungs are, what the g�ants are, what the gods are, and what has
happened before. Th�s conversat�on also �s chanted w�th strangely
opened mouths and cont�nues for e�ght l�bretto pages, and
correspond�ngly long on the stage. After th�s the wanderer departs,
and S�egfr�ed returns and talks w�th M�me for th�rteen pages more.
There �s not a s�ngle melody the whole of th�s t�me, but merely
�ntertw�n�ngs of the le�t-mot�ve of the people and th�ngs ment�oned.
The conversat�on tells that M�me w�shes to teach S�egfr�ed fear, and
that S�egfr�ed does not know what fear �s. Hav�ng f�n�shed th�s
conversat�on, S�egfr�ed se�zes one of the p�eces of what �s meant to
represent the broken sword, saws �t up, puts �t on what �s meant to
represent the forge, melts �t, and then forges �t and s�ngs: He�ho!



he�ho! he�ho! Ho! ho! Aha! oho! aha! He�aho! he�aho! he�aho! Ho! ho!
Hahe�! hoho! hahe�! and Act I. f�n�shes.
As far as the quest�on I had come to the theatre to dec�de was
concerned, my m�nd was fully made up, as surely as on the quest�on
of the mer�ts of my lady acqua�ntance’s novel when she read me the
scene between the loose-ha�red ma�den �n the wh�te dress and the
hero w�th two wh�te dogs and a hat w�th a feather à la Gu�llaume Tell.
From an author who could compose such spur�ous scenes,
outrag�ng all æsthet�c feel�ng, as those wh�ch I had w�tnessed, there
was noth�ng to be hoped; �t may safely be dec�ded that all that such
an author can wr�te w�ll be bad, because he ev�dently does not know
what a true work of art �s. I w�shed to leave, but the fr�ends I was w�th
asked me to rema�n, declar�ng that one could not form an op�n�on by
that one act, and that the second would be better. So I stopped for
the second act.
Act II., n�ght. Afterwards dawn. In general the whole p�ece �s
crammed w�th l�ghts, clouds, moonl�ght, darkness, mag�c f�res,
thunder, etc.
The scene represents a wood, and �n the wood there �s a cave. At
the entrance of the cave s�ts a th�rd actor �n t�ghts, represent�ng
another gnome. It dawns. Enter the god Wotan, aga�n w�th a spear,
and aga�n �n the gu�se of a wanderer. Aga�n h�s sounds, together
w�th fresh sounds of the deepest bass that can be produced. These
latter �nd�cate that the dragon �s speak�ng. Wotan awakens the
dragon. The same bass sounds are repeated, grow�ng yet deeper
and deeper. F�rst the dragon says, “I want to sleep,” but afterwards
he crawls out of the cave. The dragon �s represented by two men; �t
�s dressed �n a green, scaly sk�n, waves a ta�l at one end, wh�le at
the other �t opens a k�nd of crocod�le’s jaw that �s fastened on, and
from wh�ch flames appear. The dragon (who �s meant to be dreadful,
and may appear so to f�ve-year-old ch�ldren) speaks some words �n
a terr�bly bass vo�ce. Th�s �s all so stup�d, so l�ke what �s done �n a
booth at a fa�r, that �t �s surpr�s�ng that people over seven years of
age can w�tness �t ser�ously; yet thousands of quas�-cultured people
s�t and attent�vely hear and see �t, and are del�ghted.



S�egfr�ed, w�th h�s horn, reappears, as does M�me also. In the
orchestra the sounds denot�ng them are em�tted, and they talk about
whether S�egfr�ed does or does not know what fear �s. M�me goes
away, and a scene commences wh�ch �s �ntended to be most
poet�cal. S�egfr�ed, �n h�s t�ghts, l�es down �n a would-be beaut�ful
pose, and alternately keeps s�lent and talks to h�mself. He ponders,
l�stens to the song of b�rds, and w�shes to �m�tate them. For th�s
purpose he cuts a reed w�th h�s sword and makes a p�pe. The dawn
grows br�ghter and br�ghter; the b�rds s�ng. S�egfr�ed tr�es to �m�tate
the b�rds. In the orchestra �s heard the �m�tat�on of b�rds, alternat�ng
w�th sounds correspond�ng to the words he speaks. But S�egfr�ed
does not succeed w�th h�s p�pe-play�ng, so he plays on h�s horn
�nstead. Th�s scene �s unendurable. Of mus�c, �.e. of art serv�ng as a
means to transm�t a state of m�nd exper�enced by the author, there �s
not even a suggest�on. There �s someth�ng that �s absolutely
un�ntell�g�ble mus�cally. In a mus�cal sense a hope �s cont�nually
exper�enced, followed by d�sappo�ntment, as �f a mus�cal thought
were commenced only to be broken off. If there are someth�ng l�ke
mus�cal commencements, these commencements are so short, so
encumbered w�th compl�cat�ons of harmony and orchestrat�on and
w�th effects of contrast, are so obscure and unf�n�shed, and what �s
happen�ng on the stage meanwh�le �s so abom�nably false, that �t �s
d�ff�cult even to perce�ve these mus�cal snatches, let alone to be
�nfected by them. Above all, from the very beg�nn�ng to the very end,
and �n each note, the author’s purpose �s so aud�ble and v�s�ble, that
one sees and hears ne�ther S�egfr�ed nor the b�rds, but only a l�m�ted,
self-op�n�onated German of bad taste and bad style, who has a most
false concept�on of poetry, and who, �n the rudest and most pr�m�t�ve
manner, w�shes to transm�t to me these false and m�staken
concept�ons of h�s.
Everyone knows the feel�ng of d�strust and res�stance wh�ch �s
always evoked by an author’s ev�dent predeterm�nat�on. A narrator
need only say �n advance, Prepare to cry or to laugh, and you are
sure ne�ther to cry nor to laugh. But when you see that an author
prescr�bes emot�on at what �s not touch�ng but only laughable or
d�sgust�ng, and when you see, moreover, that the author �s fully
assured that he has capt�vated you, a pa�nfully torment�ng feel�ng



results, s�m�lar to what one would feel �f an old, deformed woman put
on a ball-dress and sm�l�ngly coquetted before you, conf�dent of your
approbat�on. Th�s �mpress�on was strengthened by the fact that
around me I saw a crowd of three thousand people, who not only
pat�ently w�tnessed all th�s absurd nonsense, but even cons�dered �t
the�r duty to be del�ghted w�th �t.
I somehow managed to s�t out the next scene also, �n wh�ch the
monster appears, to the accompan�ment of h�s bass notes
�nterm�ngled w�th the mot�v of S�egfr�ed; but after the f�ght w�th the
monster, and all the roars, f�res, and sword-wav�ngs, I could stand no
more of �t, and escaped from the theatre w�th a feel�ng of repuls�on
wh�ch, even now, I cannot forget.
L�sten�ng to th�s opera, I �nvoluntar�ly thought of a respected, w�se,
educated country labourer,—one, for �nstance, of those w�se and
truly rel�g�ous men whom I know among the peasants,—and I
p�ctured to myself the terr�ble perplex�ty such a man would be �n
were he to w�tness what I was see�ng that even�ng.
What would he th�nk �f he knew of all the labour spent on such a
performance, and saw that aud�ence, those great ones of the earth,
—old, bald-headed, grey-bearded men, whom he had been
accustomed to respect,—s�t s�lent and attent�ve, l�sten�ng to and
look�ng at all these stup�d�t�es for f�ve hours on end? Not to speak of
an adult labourer, one can hardly �mag�ne even a ch�ld of over seven
occupy�ng h�mself w�th such a stup�d, �ncoherent fa�ry tale.
And yet an enormous aud�ence, the cream of the cultured upper
classes, s�ts out f�ve hours of th�s �nsane performance, and goes
away �mag�n�ng that by pay�ng tr�bute to th�s nonsense �t has
acqu�red a fresh r�ght to esteem �tself advanced and enl�ghtened.
I speak of the Moscow publ�c. But what �s the Moscow publ�c? It �s
but a hundredth part of that publ�c wh�ch, wh�le cons�der�ng �tself
most h�ghly enl�ghtened, esteems �t a mer�t to have so lost the
capac�ty of be�ng �nfected by art, that not only can �t w�tness th�s
stup�d sham w�thout be�ng revolted, but can even take del�ght �n �t.



In Bayreuth, where these performances were f�rst g�ven, people who
cons�der themselves f�nely cultured assembled from the ends of the
earth, spent, say £100 each, to see th�s performance, and for four
days runn�ng they went to see and hear th�s nonsens�cal rubb�sh,
s�tt�ng �t out for s�x hours each day.
But why d�d people go, and why do they st�ll go to these
performances, and why do they adm�re them? The quest�on naturally
presents �tself: How �s the success of Wagner’s works to be
expla�ned?
That success I expla�n to myself �n th�s way: thanks to h�s
except�onal pos�t�on �n hav�ng at h�s d�sposal the resources of a k�ng,
Wagner was able to command all the methods for counterfe�t�ng art
wh�ch have been developed by long usage, and, employ�ng these
methods w�th great ab�l�ty, he produced a model work of counterfe�t
art. The reason why I have selected h�s work for my �llustrat�on �s,
that �n no other counterfe�t of art known to me are all the methods by
wh�ch art �s counterfe�ted—namely, borrow�ngs, �m�tat�on, effects,
and �nterest�ngness—so ably and powerfully un�ted.
From the subject, borrowed from ant�qu�ty, to the clouds and the
r�s�ngs of the sun and moon, Wagner, �n th�s work, has made use of
all that �s cons�dered poet�cal. We have here the sleep�ng beauty,
and nymphs, and subterranean f�res, and gnomes, and battles, and
swords, and love, and �ncest, and a monster, and s�ng�ng-b�rds: the
whole arsenal of the poet�cal �s brought �nto act�on.
Moreover, everyth�ng �s �m�tat�ve: the decorat�ons are �m�tated and
the costumes are �m�tated. All �s just as, accord�ng to the data
suppl�ed by archæology, they would have been �n ant�qu�ty. The very
sounds are �m�tat�ve, for Wagner, who was not dest�tute of mus�cal
talent, �nvented just such sounds as �m�tate the strokes of a hammer,
the h�ss�ng of molten �ron, the s�ng�ng of b�rds, etc.
Furthermore, �n th�s work everyth�ng �s �n the h�ghest degree str�k�ng
�n �ts effects and �n �ts pecul�ar�t�es: �ts monsters, �ts mag�c f�res, and
�ts scenes under water; the darkness �n wh�ch the aud�ence s�t, the
�nv�s�b�l�ty of the orchestra, and the h�therto unemployed
comb�nat�ons of harmony.



And bes�des, �t �s all �nterest�ng. The �nterest l�es not only �n the
quest�on who w�ll k�ll whom, and who w�ll marry whom, and who �s
whose son, and what w�ll happen next?—the �nterest l�es also �n the
relat�on of the mus�c to the text. The roll�ng waves of the Rh�ne—now
how �s that to be expressed �n mus�c? An ev�l gnome appears—how
�s the mus�c to express an ev�l gnome?—and how �s �t to express the
sensual�ty of th�s gnome? How w�ll bravery, f�re, or apples be
expressed �n mus�c? How are the le�t-mot�ve of the people speak�ng
to be �nterwoven w�th the le�t-mot�ve of the people and objects about
whom they speak? Bes�des, the mus�c has a further �nterest. It
d�verges from all formerly accepted laws, and most unexpected and
totally new modulat�ons crop up (as �s not only poss�ble but even
easy �n mus�c hav�ng no �nner law of �ts be�ng); the d�ssonances are
new, and are allowed �n a new way—and th�s, too, �s �nterest�ng.
And �t �s th�s poet�cal�ty, �m�tat�veness, effectfulness, and
�nterest�ngness wh�ch, thanks to the pecul�ar�t�es of Wagner’s talent
and to the advantageous pos�t�on �n wh�ch he was placed, are �n
these product�ons carr�ed to the h�ghest p�tch of perfect�on, that so
act on the spectator, hypnot�s�ng h�m as one would be hypnot�sed
who should l�sten for several consecut�ve hours to the rav�ngs of a
man�ac pronounced w�th great orator�cal power.
People say, “You cannot judge w�thout hav�ng seen Wagner
performed at Bayreuth: �n the dark, where the orchestra �s out of
s�ght concealed under the stage, and where the performance �s
brought to the h�ghest perfect�on.” And th�s just proves that we have
here no quest�on of art, but one of hypnot�sm. It �s just what the
sp�r�tual�sts say. To conv�nce you of the real�ty of the�r appar�t�ons,
they usually say, “You cannot judge; you must try �t, be present at
several séances,” �.e. come and s�t s�lent �n the dark for hours
together �n the same room w�th sem�-sane people, and repeat th�s
some ten t�mes over, and you shall see all that we see.
Yes, naturally! Only place yourself �n such cond�t�ons, and you may
see what you w�ll. But th�s can be st�ll more qu�ckly atta�ned by
gett�ng drunk or smok�ng op�um. It �s the same when l�sten�ng to an
opera of Wagner’s. S�t �n the dark for four days �n company w�th
people who are not qu�te normal, and, through the aud�tory nerves,



subject your bra�n to the strongest act�on of the sounds best adapted
to exc�te �t, and you w�ll no doubt be reduced to an abnormal
cond�t�on and be enchanted by absurd�t�es. But to atta�n th�s end you
do not even need four days; the f�ve hours dur�ng wh�ch one “day” �s
enacted, as �n Moscow, are qu�te enough. Nor are f�ve hours
needed; even one hour �s enough for people who have no clear
concept�on of what art should be, and who have come to the
conclus�on �n advance that what they are go�ng to see �s excellent,
and that �nd�fference or d�ssat�sfact�on w�th th�s work w�ll serve as a
proof of the�r �nfer�or�ty and lack of culture.
I observed the aud�ence present at th�s representat�on. The people
who led the whole aud�ence and gave the tone to �t were those who
had prev�ously been hypnot�sed, and who aga�n succumbed to the
hypnot�c �nfluence to wh�ch they were accustomed. These
hypnot�sed people, be�ng �n an abnormal cond�t�on, were perfectly
enraptured. Moreover, all the art cr�t�cs, who lack the capac�ty to be
�nfected by art and therefore always espec�ally pr�ze works l�ke
Wagner’s opera where �t �s all an affa�r of the �ntellect, also, w�th
much profund�ty, expressed the�r approval of a work afford�ng such
ample mater�al for rat�oc�nat�on. And follow�ng these two groups went
that large c�ty crowd (�nd�fferent to art, w�th the�r capac�ty to be
�nfected by �t perverted and partly atroph�ed), headed by the pr�nces,
m�ll�ona�res, and art patrons, who, l�ke sorry harr�ers, keep close to
those who most loudly and dec�dedly express the�r op�n�on.
“Oh yes, certa�nly! What poetry! Marvellous! Espec�ally the b�rds!”
“Yes, yes! I am qu�te vanqu�shed!” excla�m these people, repeat�ng �n
var�ous tones what they have just heard from men whose op�n�on
appears to them author�tat�ve.
If some people do feel �nsulted by the absurd�ty and spur�ousness of
the whole th�ng, they are t�m�dly s�lent, as sober men are t�m�d and
s�lent when surrounded by t�psy ones.
And thus, thanks to the masterly sk�ll w�th wh�ch �t counterfe�ts art
wh�le hav�ng noth�ng �n common w�th �t, a mean�ngless, coarse,
spur�ous product�on f�nds acceptance all over the world, costs
m�ll�ons of roubles to produce, and ass�sts more and more to pervert



the taste of people of the upper classes and the�r concept�on of what
�s art.



CHAPTER XIV

I know that most men—not only those cons�dered clever, but even
those who are very clever and capable of understand�ng most
d�ff�cult sc�ent�f�c, mathemat�cal or ph�losoph�c problems—can very
seldom d�scern even the s�mplest and most obv�ous truth �f �t be such
as to obl�ge them to adm�t the fals�ty of conclus�ons they have
formed, perhaps w�th much d�ff�culty—conclus�ons of wh�ch they are
proud, wh�ch they have taught to others, and on wh�ch they have
bu�lt the�r l�ves. And therefore I have l�ttle hope that what I adduce as
to the pervers�on of art and taste �n our soc�ety w�ll be accepted or
even ser�ously cons�dered. Nevertheless, I must state fully the
�nev�table conclus�on to wh�ch my �nvest�gat�on �nto the quest�on of
art has brought me. Th�s �nvest�gat�on has brought me to the
conv�ct�on that almost all that our soc�ety cons�ders to be art, good
art, and the whole of art, far from be�ng real and good art, and the
whole of art, �s not even art at all, but only a counterfe�t of �t. Th�s
pos�t�on, I know, w�ll seem very strange and paradox�cal; but �f we
once acknowledge art to be a human act�v�ty by means of wh�ch
some people transm�t the�r feel�ngs to others (and not a serv�ce of
Beauty, nor a man�festat�on of the Idea, and so forth), we shall
�nev�tably have to adm�t th�s further conclus�on also. If �t �s true that
art �s an act�v�ty by means of wh�ch one man hav�ng exper�enced a
feel�ng �ntent�onally transm�ts �t to others, then we have �nev�tably to
adm�t further, that of all that among us �s termed the art of the upper
classes—of all those novels, stor�es, dramas, comed�es, p�ctures,
sculptures, symphon�es, operas, operettas, ballets, etc., wh�ch
profess to be works of art—scarcely one �n a hundred thousand
proceeds from an emot�on felt by �ts author, all the rest be�ng but
manufactured counterfe�ts of art �n wh�ch borrow�ng, �m�tat�ng,



effects, and �nterest�ngness replace the contag�on of feel�ng. That
the proport�on of real product�ons of art �s to the counterfe�ts as one
to some hundreds of thousands or even more, may be seen by the
follow�ng calculat�on. I have read somewhere that the art�st pa�nters
�n Par�s alone number 30,000; there w�ll probably be as many �n
England, as many �n Germany, and as many �n Russ�a, Italy, and the
smaller states comb�ned. So that �n all there w�ll be �n Europe, say,
120,000 pa�nters; and there are probably as many mus�c�ans and as
many l�terary art�sts. If these 360,000 �nd�v�duals produce three
works a year each (and many of them produce ten or more), then
each year y�elds over a m�ll�on so-called works of art. How many,
then, must have been produced �n the last ten years, and how many
�n the whole t�me s�nce upper-class art broke off from the art of the
whole people? Ev�dently m�ll�ons. Yet who of all the conno�sseurs of
art has rece�ved �mpress�ons from all these pseudo works of art? Not
to ment�on all the labour�ng classes who have no concept�on of these
product�ons, even people of the upper classes cannot know one �n a
thousand of them all, and cannot remember those they have known.
These works all appear under the gu�se of art, produce no
�mpress�on on anyone (except when they serve as past�mes for the
�dle crowd of r�ch people), and van�sh utterly.
In reply to th�s �t �s usually sa�d that w�thout th�s enormous number of
unsuccessful attempts we should not have the real works of art. But
such reason�ng �s as though a baker, �n reply to a reproach that h�s
bread was bad, were to say that �f �t were not for the hundreds of
spo�led loaves there would not be any well-baked ones. It �s true that
where there �s gold there �s also much sand; but that can not serve
as a reason for talk�ng a lot of nonsense �n order to say someth�ng
w�se.
We are surrounded by product�ons cons�dered art�st�c. Thousands of
verses, thousands of poems, thousands of novels, thousands of
dramas, thousands of p�ctures, thousands of mus�cal p�eces, follow
one after another. All the verses descr�be love, or nature, or the
author’s state of m�nd, and �n all of them rhyme and rhythm are
observed. All the dramas and comed�es are splend�dly mounted and
are performed by adm�rably tra�ned actors. All the novels are d�v�ded



�nto chapters; all of them descr�be love, conta�n effect�ve s�tuat�ons,
and correctly descr�be the deta�ls of l�fe. All the symphon�es conta�n
allegro, andante, scherzo, and f�nale; all cons�st of modulat�ons and
chords, and are played by h�ghly-tra�ned mus�c�ans. All the p�ctures,
�n gold frames, sal�ently dep�ct faces and sundry accessor�es. But
among these product�ons �n the var�ous branches of art there �s �n
each branch one among hundreds of thousands, not only somewhat
better than the rest, but d�ffer�ng from them as a d�amond d�ffers from
paste. The one �s pr�celess, the others not only have no value but
are worse than valueless, for they dece�ve and pervert taste. And
yet, externally, they are, to a man of perverted or atroph�ed art�st�c
percept�on, prec�sely al�ke.
In our soc�ety the d�ff�culty of recogn�s�ng real works of art �s further
�ncreased by the fact that the external qual�ty of the work �n false
product�ons �s not only no worse, but often better, than �n real ones;
the counterfe�t �s often more effect�ve than the real, and �ts subject
more �nterest�ng. How �s one to d�scr�m�nate? How �s one to f�nd a
product�on �n no way d�st�ngu�shed �n externals from hundreds of
thousands of others �ntent�onally made to �m�tate �t prec�sely?
For a country peasant of unperverted taste th�s �s as easy as �t �s for
an an�mal of unspo�lt scent to follow the trace he needs among a
thousand others �n wood or forest. The an�mal unerr�ngly f�nds what
he needs. So also the man, �f only h�s natural qual�t�es have not been
perverted, w�ll, w�thout fa�l, select from among thousands of objects
the real work of art he requ�res—that �nfect�ng h�m w�th the feel�ng
exper�enced by the art�st. But �t �s not so w�th those whose taste has
been perverted by the�r educat�on and l�fe. The recept�ve feel�ng for
art of these people �s atroph�ed, and �n valu�ng art�st�c product�ons
they must be gu�ded by d�scuss�on and study, wh�ch d�scuss�on and
study completely confuse them. So that most people �n our soc�ety
are qu�te unable to d�st�ngu�sh a work of art from the grossest
counterfe�t. People s�t for whole hours �n concert-rooms and theatres
l�sten�ng to the new composers, cons�der �t a duty to read the novels
of the famous modern novel�sts and to look at p�ctures represent�ng
e�ther someth�ng �ncomprehens�ble or just the very th�ngs they see
much better �n real l�fe; and, above all, they cons�der �t �ncumbent on



them to be enraptured by all th�s, �mag�n�ng �t all to be art, wh�le at
the same t�me they w�ll pass real works of art by, not only w�thout
attent�on, but even w�th contempt, merely because, �n the�r c�rcle,
these works are not �ncluded �n the l�st of works of art.
A few days ago I was return�ng home from a walk feel�ng depressed,
as occurs somet�mes. On near�ng the house I heard the loud s�ng�ng
of a large cho�r of peasant women. They were welcom�ng my
daughter, celebrat�ng her return home after her marr�age. In th�s
s�ng�ng, w�th �ts cr�es and clang�ng of scythes, such a def�n�te feel�ng
of joy, cheerfulness, and energy was expressed, that, w�thout
not�c�ng how �t �nfected me, I cont�nued my way towards the house �n
a better mood, and reached home sm�l�ng and qu�te �n good sp�r�ts.
That same even�ng, a v�s�tor, an adm�rable mus�c�an, famed for h�s
execut�on of class�cal mus�c, and part�cularly of Beethoven, played
us Beethoven’s sonata, Opus 101. For the benef�t of those who
m�ght otherw�se attr�bute my judgment of that sonata of Beethoven to
non-comprehens�on of �t, I should ment�on that whatever other
people understand of that sonata and of other product�ons of
Beethoven’s later per�od, I, be�ng very suscept�ble to mus�c, equally
understood. For a long t�me I used to atune myself so as to del�ght �n
those shapeless �mprov�sat�ons wh�ch form the subject-matter of the
works of Beethoven’s later per�od, but I had only to cons�der the
quest�on of art ser�ously, and to compare the �mpress�on I rece�ved
from Beethoven’s later works w�th those pleasant, clear, and strong
mus�cal �mpress�ons wh�ch are transm�tted, for �nstance, by the
melod�es of Bach (h�s ar�as), Haydn, Mozart, Chop�n (when h�s
melod�es are not overloaded w�th compl�cat�ons and ornament�on),
and of Beethoven h�mself �n h�s earl�er per�od, and above all, w�th the
�mpress�ons produced by folk-songs,—Ital�an, Norweg�an, or
Russ�an,—by the Hungar�an tzardas, and other such s�mple, clear,
and powerful mus�c, and the obscure, almost unhealthy exc�tement
from Beethoven’s later p�eces that I had art�f�c�ally evoked �n myself
was �mmed�ately destroyed.
On the complet�on of the performance (though �t was not�ceable that
everyone had become dull) those present, �n the accepted manner,
warmly pra�sed Beethoven’s profound product�on, and d�d not forget



to add that formerly they had not been able to understand that last
per�od of h�s, but that they now saw that he was really then at h�s
very best. And when I ventured to compare the �mpress�on made on
me by the s�ng�ng of the peasant women—an �mpress�on wh�ch had
been shared by all who heard �t—w�th the effect of th�s sonata, the
adm�rers of Beethoven only sm�led contemptuously, not cons�der�ng
�t necessary to reply to such strange remarks.
But, for all that, the song of the peasant women was real art,
transm�tt�ng a def�n�te and strong feel�ng; wh�le the 101st sonata of
Beethoven was only an unsuccessful attempt at art, conta�n�ng no
def�n�te feel�ng and therefore not �nfect�ous.
For my work on art I have th�s w�nter read d�l�gently, though w�th
great effort, the celebrated novels and stor�es, pra�sed by all Europe,
wr�tten by Zola, Bourget, Huysmans, and K�pl�ng. At the same t�me I
chanced on a story �n a ch�ld’s magaz�ne, and by a qu�te unknown
wr�ter, wh�ch told of the Easter preparat�ons �n a poor w�dow’s fam�ly.
The story tells how the mother managed w�th d�ff�culty to obta�n
some wheat-flour, wh�ch she poured on the table ready to knead.
She then went out to procure some yeast, tell�ng the ch�ldren not to
leave the hut, and to take care of the flour. When the mother had
gone, some other ch�ldren ran shout�ng near the w�ndow, call�ng
those �n the hut to come to play. The ch�ldren forgot the�r mother’s
warn�ng, ran �nto the street, and were soon engrossed �n the game.
The mother, on her return w�th the yeast, f�nds a hen on the table
throw�ng the last of the flour to her ch�ckens, who were bus�ly p�ck�ng
�t out of the dust of the earthen floor. The mother, �n despa�r, scolds
the ch�ldren, who cry b�tterly. And the mother beg�ns to feel p�ty for
them—but the wh�te flour has all gone. So to mend matters she
dec�des to make the Easter cake w�th s�fted rye-flour, brush�ng �t over
w�th wh�te of egg and surround�ng �t w�th eggs. “Rye-bread wh�ch we
bake �s ak�n to any cake,” says the mother, us�ng a rhym�ng proverb
to console the ch�ldren for not hav�ng an Easter cake made w�th
wh�te flour. And the ch�ldren, qu�ckly pass�ng from despa�r to rapture,
repeat the proverb and awa�t the Easter cake more merr�ly even than
before.



Well! the read�ng of the novels and stor�es by Zola, Bourget,
Huysmans, K�pl�ng, and others, handl�ng the most harrow�ng
subjects, d�d not touch me for one moment, and I was provoked w�th
the authors all the wh�le, as one �s provoked w�th a man who
cons�ders you so naïve that he does not even conceal the tr�ck by
wh�ch he �ntends to take you �n. From the f�rst l�nes you see the
�ntent�on w�th wh�ch the book �s wr�tten, and the deta�ls all become
superfluous, and one feels dull. Above all, one knows that the author
had no other feel�ng all the t�me than a des�re to wr�te a story or a
novel, and so one rece�ves no art�st�c �mpress�on. On the other hand,
I could not tear myself away from the unknown author’s tale of the
ch�ldren and the ch�ckens, because I was at once �nfected by the
feel�ng wh�ch the author had ev�dently exper�enced, re-evoked �n
h�mself, and transm�tted.
Vasnetsoff �s one of our Russ�an pa�nters. He has pa�nted
eccles�ast�cal p�ctures �n K�eff Cathedral, and everyone pra�ses h�m
as the founder of some new, elevated k�nd of Chr�st�an art. He
worked at those p�ctures for ten years, was pa�d tens of thousands of
roubles for them, and they are all s�mply bad �m�tat�ons of �m�tat�ons
of �m�tat�ons, dest�tute of any spark of feel�ng. And th�s same
Vasnetsoff drew a p�cture for Tourgen�eff’s story “The Qua�l” (�n wh�ch
�t �s told how, �n h�s son’s presence, a father k�lled a qua�l and felt p�ty
for �t), show�ng the boy asleep w�th pout�ng upper l�p, and above h�m,
as a dream, the qua�l. And th�s p�cture �s a true work of art.
In the Engl�sh Academy of 1897 two p�ctures were exh�b�ted
together; one of wh�ch, by J. C. Dolman, was the temptat�on of St.
Anthony. The Sa�nt �s on h�s knees pray�ng. Beh�nd h�m stands a
naked woman and an�mals of some k�nd. It �s apparent that the
naked woman pleased the art�st very much, but that Anthony d�d not
concern h�m at all; and that, so far from the temptat�on be�ng terr�ble
to h�m (the art�st) �t �s h�ghly agreeable. And therefore �f there be any
art �n th�s p�cture, �t �s very nasty and false. Next �n the same book of
academy p�ctures comes a p�cture by Langley, show�ng a stray
beggar boy, who has ev�dently been called �n by a woman who has
taken p�ty on h�m. The boy, p�t�fully draw�ng h�s bare feet under the
bench, �s eat�ng; the woman �s look�ng on, probably cons�der�ng



whether he w�ll not want some more; and a g�rl of about seven,
lean�ng on her arm, �s carefully and ser�ously look�ng on, not tak�ng
her eyes from the hungry boy, and ev�dently understand�ng for the
f�rst t�me what poverty �s, and what �nequal�ty among people �s, and
ask�ng herself why she has everyth�ng prov�ded for her wh�le th�s boy
goes bare-foot and hungry? She feels sorry and yet pleased. And
she loves both the boy and goodness.... And one feels that the art�st
loved th�s g�rl, and that she too loves. And th�s p�cture, by an art�st
who, I th�nk, �s not very w�dely known, �s an adm�rable and true work
of art.
I remember see�ng a performance of Hamlet by Ross�. Both the
tragedy �tself and the performer who took the ch�ef part are
cons�dered by our cr�t�cs to represent the cl�max of supreme
dramat�c art. And yet, both from the subject-matter of the drama and
from the performance, I exper�enced all the t�me that pecul�ar
suffer�ng wh�ch �s caused by false �m�tat�ons of works of art. And I
lately read of a theatr�cal performance among the savage tr�be the
Voguls. A spectator descr�bes the play. A b�g Vogul and a l�ttle one,
both dressed �n re�ndeer sk�ns, represent a re�ndeer-doe and �ts
young. A th�rd Vogul, w�th a bow, represents a huntsman on snow-
shoes, and a fourth �m�tates w�th h�s vo�ce a b�rd that warns the
re�ndeer of the�r danger. The play �s that the huntsman follows the
track that the doe w�th �ts young one has travelled. The deer run off
the scene and aga�n reappear. (Such performances take place �n a
small tent-house.) The huntsman ga�ns more and more on the
pursued. The l�ttle deer �s t�red, and presses aga�nst �ts mother. The
doe stops to draw breath. The hunter comes up w�th them and draws
h�s bow. But just then the b�rd sounds �ts note, warn�ng the deer of
the�r danger. They escape. Aga�n there �s a chase, and aga�n the
hunter ga�ns on them, catches them and lets fly h�s arrow. The arrow
str�kes the young deer. Unable to run, the l�ttle one presses aga�nst
�ts mother. The mother l�cks �ts wound. The hunter draws another
arrow. The aud�ence, as the eye-w�tness descr�bes them, are
paralysed w�th suspense; deep groans and even weep�ng �s heard
among them. And, from the mere descr�pt�on, I felt that th�s was a
true work of art.



What I am say�ng w�ll be cons�dered �rrat�onal paradox, at wh�ch one
can only be amazed; but for all that I must say what I th�nk, namely,
that people of our c�rcle, of whom some compose verses, stor�es,
novels, operas, symphon�es, and sonatas, pa�nt all k�nds of p�ctures
and make statues, wh�le others hear and look at these th�ngs, and
aga�n others appra�se and cr�t�c�se �t all, d�scuss, condemn, tr�umph,
and ra�se monuments to one another generat�on after generat�on,—
that all these people, w�th very few except�ons, art�sts, and publ�c,
and cr�t�cs, have never (except �n ch�ldhood and earl�est youth,
before hear�ng any d�scuss�ons on art), exper�enced that s�mple
feel�ng fam�l�ar to the pla�nest man and even to a ch�ld, that sense of
�nfect�on w�th another’s feel�ng,—compell�ng us to joy �n another’s
gladness, to sorrow at another’s gr�ef, and to m�ngle souls w�th
another,—wh�ch �s the very essence of art. And therefore these
people not only cannot d�st�ngu�sh true works of art from counterfe�ts,
but cont�nually m�stake for real art the worst and most art�f�c�al, wh�le
they do not even perce�ve works of real art, because the counterfe�ts
are always more ornate, wh�le true art �s modest.



CHAPTER XV

Art, �n our soc�ety, has been so perverted that not only has bad art
come to be cons�dered good, but even the very percept�on of what
art really �s has been lost. In order to be able to speak about the art
of our soc�ety, �t �s, therefore, f�rst of all necessary to d�st�ngu�sh art
from counterfe�t art.
There �s one �ndub�table �nd�cat�on d�st�ngu�sh�ng real art from �ts
counterfe�t, namely, the �nfect�ousness of art. If a man, w�thout
exerc�s�ng effort and w�thout alter�ng h�s standpo�nt, on read�ng,
hear�ng, or see�ng another man’s work, exper�ences a mental
cond�t�on wh�ch un�tes h�m w�th that man and w�th other people who
also partake of that work of art, then the object evok�ng that cond�t�on
�s a work of art. And however poet�cal, real�st�c, effectful, or
�nterest�ng a work may be, �t �s not a work of art �f �t does not evoke
that feel�ng (qu�te d�st�nct from all other feel�ngs) of joy, and of
sp�r�tual un�on w�th another (the author) and w�th others (those who
are also �nfected by �t).
It �s true that th�s �nd�cat�on �s an �nternal one, and that there are
people who have forgotten what the act�on of real art �s, who expect
someth�ng else from art (�n our soc�ety the great major�ty are �n th�s
state), and that therefore such people may m�stake for th�s æsthet�c
feel�ng the feel�ng of d�vert�sement and a certa�n exc�tement wh�ch
they rece�ve from counterfe�ts of art. But though �t �s �mposs�ble to
undece�ve these people, just as �t �s �mposs�ble to conv�nce a man
suffer�ng from “Dalton�sm” that green �s not red, yet, for all that, th�s
�nd�cat�on rema�ns perfectly def�n�te to those whose feel�ng for art �s
ne�ther perverted nor atroph�ed, and �t clearly d�st�ngu�shes the
feel�ng produced by art from all other feel�ngs.



The ch�ef pecul�ar�ty of th�s feel�ng �s that the rece�ver of a true
art�st�c �mpress�on �s so un�ted to the art�st that he feels as �f the work
were h�s own and not someone else’s,—as �f what �t expresses were
just what he had long been w�sh�ng to express. A real work of art
destroys, �n the consc�ousness of the rece�ver, the separat�on
between h�mself and the art�st, nor that alone, but also between
h�mself and all whose m�nds rece�ve th�s work of art. In th�s free�ng of
our personal�ty from �ts separat�on and �solat�on, �n th�s un�t�ng of �t
w�th others, l�es the ch�ef character�st�c and the great attract�ve force
of art.
If a man �s �nfected by the author’s cond�t�on of soul, �f he feels th�s
emot�on and th�s un�on w�th others, then the object wh�ch has
effected th�s �s art; but �f there be no such �nfect�on, �f there be not
th�s un�on w�th the author and w�th others who are moved by the
same work—then �t �s not art. And not only �s �nfect�on a sure s�gn of
art, but the degree of �nfect�ousness �s also the sole measure of
excellence �n art.
The stronger the �nfect�on the better �s the art, as art, speak�ng now
apart from �ts subject-matter, �.e. not cons�der�ng the qual�ty of the
feel�ngs �t transm�ts.
And the degree of the �nfect�ousness of art depends on three
cond�t�ons:—
(1) On the greater or lesser �nd�v�dual�ty of the feel�ng transm�tted; (2)
on the greater or lesser clearness w�th wh�ch the feel�ng �s
transm�tted; (3) on the s�ncer�ty of the art�st, �.e. on the greater or
lesser force w�th wh�ch the art�st h�mself feels the emot�on he
transm�ts.
The more �nd�v�dual the feel�ng transm�tted the more strongly does �t
act on the rece�ver; the more �nd�v�dual the state of soul �nto wh�ch
he �s transferred the more pleasure does the rece�ver obta�n, and
therefore the more read�ly and strongly does he jo�n �n �t.
The clearness of express�on ass�sts �nfect�on, because the rece�ver,
who m�ngles �n consc�ousness w�th the author, �s the better sat�sf�ed
the more clearly the feel�ng �s transm�tted, wh�ch, as �t seems to h�m,



he has long known and felt, and for wh�ch he has only now found
express�on.
But most of all �s the degree of �nfect�ousness of art �ncreased by the
degree of s�ncer�ty �n the art�st. As soon as the spectator, hearer, or
reader feels that the art�st �s �nfected by h�s own product�on, and
wr�tes, s�ngs, or plays for h�mself and not merely to act on others,
th�s mental cond�t�on of the art�st �nfects the rece�ver; and,
contrar�w�se, as soon as the spectator, reader, or hearer feels that
the author �s not wr�t�ng, s�ng�ng, or play�ng for h�s own sat�sfact�on,
—does not h�mself feel what he w�shes to express,—but �s do�ng �t
for h�m, the rece�ver, a res�stance �mmed�ately spr�ngs up, and the
most �nd�v�dual and the newest feel�ngs and the cleverest techn�que
not only fa�l to produce any �nfect�on but actually repel.
I have ment�oned three cond�t�ons of contag�ousness �n art, but they
may all be summed up �nto one, the last, s�ncer�ty, �.e. that the art�st
should be �mpelled by an �nner need to express h�s feel�ng. That
cond�t�on �ncludes the f�rst; for �f the art�st �s s�ncere he w�ll express
the feel�ng as he exper�enced �t. And as each man �s d�fferent from
everyone else, h�s feel�ng w�ll be �nd�v�dual for everyone else; and
the more �nd�v�dual �t �s,—the more the art�st has drawn �t from the
depths of h�s nature,—the more sympathet�c and s�ncere w�ll �t be.
And th�s same s�ncer�ty w�ll �mpel the art�st to f�nd a clear express�on
of the feel�ng wh�ch he w�shes to transm�t.
Therefore th�s th�rd cond�t�on—s�ncer�ty—�s the most �mportant of the
three. It �s always compl�ed w�th �n peasant art, and th�s expla�ns why
such art always acts so powerfully; but �t �s a cond�t�on almost
ent�rely absent from our upper-class art, wh�ch �s cont�nually
produced by art�sts actuated by personal a�ms of covetousness or
van�ty.
Such are the three cond�t�ons wh�ch d�v�de art from �ts counterfe�ts,
and wh�ch also dec�de the qual�ty of every work of art apart from �ts
subject-matter.
The absence of any one of these cond�t�ons excludes a work from
the category of art and relegates �t to that of art’s counterfe�ts. If the
work does not transm�t the art�st’s pecul�ar�ty of feel�ng, and �s



therefore not �nd�v�dual, �f �t �s un�ntell�g�bly expressed, or �f �t has not
proceeded from the author’s �nner need for express�on—�t �s not a
work of art. If all these cond�t�ons are present, even �n the smallest
degree, then the work, even �f a weak one, �s yet a work of art.
The presence �n var�ous degrees of these three cond�t�ons:
�nd�v�dual�ty, clearness, and s�ncer�ty, dec�des the mer�t of a work of
art, as art, apart from subject-matter. All works of art take rank of
mer�t accord�ng to the degree �n wh�ch they fulf�l the f�rst, the second,
and the th�rd of these cond�t�ons. In one the �nd�v�dual�ty of the
feel�ng transm�tted may predom�nate; �n another, clearness of
express�on; �n a th�rd, s�ncer�ty; wh�le a fourth may have s�ncer�ty and
�nd�v�dual�ty but be def�c�ent �n clearness; a f�fth, �nd�v�dual�ty and
clearness, but less s�ncer�ty; and so forth, �n all poss�ble degrees and
comb�nat�ons.
Thus �s art d�v�ded from not art, and thus �s the qual�ty of art, as art,
dec�ded, �ndependently of �ts subject-matter, �.e. apart from whether
the feel�ngs �t transm�ts are good or bad.
But how are we to def�ne good and bad art w�th reference to �ts
subject-matter?



CHAPTER XVI

How �n art are we to dec�de what �s good and what �s bad �n subject-
matter?
Art, l�ke speech, �s a means of commun�cat�on, and therefore of
progress, �.e. of the movement of human�ty forward towards
perfect�on. Speech renders access�ble to men of the latest
generat�ons all the knowledge d�scovered by the exper�ence and
reflect�on, both of preced�ng generat�ons and of the best and
foremost men of the�r own t�mes; art renders access�ble to men of
the latest generat�ons all the feel�ngs exper�enced by the�r
predecessors, and those also wh�ch are be�ng felt by the�r best and
foremost contemporar�es. And as the evolut�on of knowledge
proceeds by truer and more necessary knowledge d�slodg�ng and
replac�ng what �s m�staken and unnecessary, so the evolut�on of
feel�ng proceeds through art,—feel�ngs less k�nd and less needful for
the well-be�ng of mank�nd are replaced by others k�nder and more
needful for that end. That �s the purpose of art. And, speak�ng now of
�ts subject-matter, the more art fulf�ls that purpose the better the art,
and the less �t fulf�ls �t the worse the art.
And the appra�sement of feel�ngs (�.e. the acknowledgment of these
or those feel�ngs as be�ng more or less good, more or less
necessary for the well-be�ng of mank�nd) �s made by the rel�g�ous
percept�on of the age.
In every per�od of h�story, and �n every human soc�ety, there ex�sts
an understand�ng of the mean�ng of l�fe wh�ch represents the h�ghest
level to wh�ch men of that soc�ety have atta�ned,—an understand�ng
def�n�ng the h�ghest good at wh�ch that soc�ety a�ms. And th�s
understand�ng �s the rel�g�ous percept�on of the g�ven t�me and



soc�ety. And th�s rel�g�ous percept�on �s always clearly expressed by
some advanced men, and more or less v�v�dly perce�ved by all the
members of the soc�ety. Such a rel�g�ous percept�on and �ts
correspond�ng express�on ex�sts always �n every soc�ety. If �t appears
to us that �n our soc�ety there �s no rel�g�ous percept�on, th�s �s not
because there really �s none, but only because we do not want to
see �t. And we often w�sh not to see �t because �t exposes the fact
that our l�fe �s �ncons�stent w�th that rel�g�ous percept�on.
Rel�g�ous percept�on �n a soc�ety �s l�ke the d�rect�on of a flow�ng
r�ver. If the r�ver flows at all, �t must have a d�rect�on. If a soc�ety
l�ves, there must be a rel�g�ous percept�on �nd�cat�ng the d�rect�on �n
wh�ch, more or less consc�ously, all �ts members tend.
And so there always has been, and there �s, a rel�g�ous percept�on �n
every soc�ety. And �t �s by the standard of th�s rel�g�ous percept�on
that the feel�ngs transm�tted by art have always been est�mated.
Only on the bas�s of th�s rel�g�ous percept�on of the�r age have men
always chosen from the endlessly var�ed spheres of art that art
wh�ch transm�tted feel�ngs mak�ng rel�g�ous percept�on operat�ve �n
actual l�fe. And such art has always been h�ghly valued and
encouraged; wh�le art transm�tt�ng feel�ngs already outl�ved, flow�ng
from the ant�quated rel�g�ous percept�ons of a former age, has
always been condemned and desp�sed. All the rest of art,
transm�tt�ng those most d�verse feel�ngs by means of wh�ch people
commune together, was not condemned, and was tolerated, �f only �t
d�d not transm�t feel�ngs contrary to rel�g�ous percept�on. Thus, for
�nstance, among the Greeks, art transm�tt�ng the feel�ng of beauty,
strength, and courage (Hes�od, Homer, Ph�d�as) was chosen,
approved, and encouraged; wh�le art transm�tt�ng feel�ngs of rude
sensual�ty, despondency, and effem�nacy was condemned and
desp�sed. Among the Jews, art transm�tt�ng feel�ngs of devot�on and
subm�ss�on to the God of the Hebrews and to H�s w�ll (the ep�c of
Genes�s, the prophets, the Psalms) was chosen and encouraged,
wh�le art transm�tt�ng feel�ngs of �dolatry (the golden calf) was
condemned and desp�sed. All the rest of art—stor�es, songs, dances,
ornamentat�on of houses, of utens�ls, and of clothes—wh�ch was not
contrary to rel�g�ous percept�on, was ne�ther d�st�ngu�shed nor



d�scussed. Thus, �n regard to �ts subject-matter, has art been
appra�sed always and everywhere, and thus �t should be appra�sed,
for th�s att�tude towards art proceeds from the fundamental
character�st�cs of human nature, and those character�st�cs do not
change.
I know that accord�ng to an op�n�on current �n our t�mes, rel�g�on �s a
superst�t�on, wh�ch human�ty has outgrown, and that �t �s therefore
assumed that no such th�ng ex�sts as a rel�g�ous percept�on common
to us all by wh�ch art, �n our t�me, can be est�mated. I know that th�s
�s the op�n�on current �n the pseudo-cultured c�rcles of to-day. People
who do not acknowledge Chr�st�an�ty �n �ts true mean�ng because �t
underm�nes all the�r soc�al pr�v�leges, and who, therefore, �nvent all
k�nds of ph�losoph�c and æsthet�c theor�es to h�de from themselves
the mean�nglessness and wrongness of the�r l�ves, cannot th�nk
otherw�se. These people �ntent�onally, or somet�mes un�ntent�onally,
confus�ng the concept�on of a rel�g�ous cult w�th the concept�on of
rel�g�ous percept�on, th�nk that by deny�ng the cult they get r�d of
rel�g�ous percept�on. But even the very attacks on rel�g�on, and the
attempts to establ�sh a l�fe-concept�on contrary to the rel�g�ous
percept�on of our t�mes, most clearly demonstrate the ex�stence of a
rel�g�ous percept�on condemn�ng the l�ves that are not �n harmony
w�th �t.
If human�ty progresses, �.e. moves forward, there must �nev�tably be
a gu�de to the d�rect�on of that movement. And rel�g�ons have always
furn�shed that gu�de. All h�story shows that the progress of human�ty
�s accompl�shed not otherw�se than under the gu�dance of rel�g�on.
But �f the race cannot progress w�thout the gu�dance of rel�g�on,—
and progress �s always go�ng on, and consequently also �n our own
t�mes,—then there must be a rel�g�on of our t�mes. So that, whether �t
pleases or d�spleases the so-called cultured people of to-day, they
must adm�t the ex�stence of rel�g�on—not of a rel�g�ous cult, Cathol�c,
Protestant, or another, but of rel�g�ous percept�on—wh�ch, even �n
our t�mes, �s the gu�de always present where there �s any progress.
And �f a rel�g�ous percept�on ex�sts amongst us, then our art should
be appra�sed on the bas�s of that rel�g�ous percept�on; and, as has
always and everywhere been the case, art transm�tt�ng feel�ngs



flow�ng from the rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�me should be chosen
from all the �nd�fferent art, should be acknowledged, h�ghly
esteemed, and encouraged; wh�le art runn�ng counter to that
percept�on should be condemned and desp�sed, and all the
rema�n�ng �nd�fferent art should ne�ther be d�st�ngu�shed nor
encouraged.
The rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�me, �n �ts w�dest and most pract�cal
appl�cat�on, �s the consc�ousness that our well-be�ng, both mater�al
and sp�r�tual, �nd�v�dual and collect�ve, temporal and eternal, l�es �n
the growth of brotherhood among all men—�n the�r lov�ng harmony
w�th one another. Th�s percept�on �s not only expressed by Chr�st
and all the best men of past ages, �t �s not only repeated �n the most
var�ed forms and from most d�verse s�des by the best men of our
own t�mes, but �t already serves as a clue to all the complex labour of
human�ty, cons�st�ng as th�s labour does, on the one hand, �n the
destruct�on of phys�cal and moral obstacles to the un�on of men, and,
on the other hand, �n establ�sh�ng the pr�nc�ples common to all men
wh�ch can and should un�te them �nto one un�versal brotherhood.
And �t �s on the bas�s of th�s percept�on that we should appra�se all
the phenomena of our l�fe, and, among the rest, our art also;
choos�ng from all �ts realms whatever transm�ts feel�ngs flow�ng from
th�s rel�g�ous percept�on, h�ghly pr�z�ng and encourag�ng such art,
reject�ng whatever �s contrary to th�s percept�on, and not attr�but�ng
to the rest of art an �mportance not properly perta�n�ng to �t.
The ch�ef m�stake made by people of the upper classes of the t�me of
the so-called Rena�ssance,—a m�stake wh�ch we st�ll perpetuate,—
was not that they ceased to value and to attach �mportance to
rel�g�ous art (people of that per�od could not attach �mportance to �t,
because, l�ke our own upper classes, they could not bel�eve �n what
the major�ty cons�dered to be rel�g�on), but the�r m�stake was that
they set up �n place of rel�g�ous art wh�ch was lack�ng, an
�ns�gn�f�cant art wh�ch a�med only at g�v�ng pleasure, �.e. they began
to choose, to value, and to encourage, �n place of rel�g�ous art,
someth�ng wh�ch, �n any case, d�d not deserve such esteem and
encouragement.



One of the Fathers of the Church sa�d that the great ev�l �s not that
men do not know God, but that they have set up, �nstead of God,
that wh�ch �s not God. So also w�th art. The great m�sfortune of the
people of the upper classes of our t�me �s not so much that they are
w�thout a rel�g�ous art, as that, �nstead of a supreme rel�g�ous art,
chosen from all the rest as be�ng spec�ally �mportant and valuable,
they have chosen a most �ns�gn�f�cant and, usually, harmful art,
wh�ch a�ms at pleas�ng certa�n people, and wh�ch, therefore, �f only
by �ts exclus�ve nature, stands �n contrad�ct�on to that Chr�st�an
pr�nc�ple of un�versal un�on wh�ch forms the rel�g�ous percept�on of
our t�me. Instead of rel�g�ous art, an empty and often v�c�ous art �s set
up, and th�s h�des from men’s not�ce the need of that true rel�g�ous
art wh�ch should be present �n l�fe �n order to �mprove �t.
It �s true that art wh�ch sat�sf�es the demands of the rel�g�ous
percept�on of our t�me �s qu�te unl�ke former art, but, notw�thstand�ng
th�s d�ss�m�lar�ty, to a man who does not �ntent�onally h�de the truth
from h�mself, �t �s very clear and def�n�te what does form the rel�g�ous
art of our age. In former t�mes, when the h�ghest rel�g�ous percept�on
un�ted only some people (who, even �f they formed a large soc�ety,
were yet but one soc�ety surrounded by others—Jews, or Athen�an
or Roman c�t�zens), the feel�ngs transm�tted by the art of that t�me
flowed from a des�re for the m�ght, greatness, glory, and prosper�ty of
that soc�ety, and the heroes of art m�ght be people who contr�buted
to that prosper�ty by strength, by craft, by fraud, or by cruelty
(Ulysses, Jacob, Dav�d, Samson, Hercules, and all the heroes). But
the rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�mes does not select any one soc�ety
of men; on the contrary, �t demands the un�on of all—absolutely of all
people w�thout except�on—and above every other v�rtue �t sets
brotherly love to all men. And, therefore, the feel�ngs transm�tted by
the art of our t�me not only cannot co�nc�de w�th the feel�ngs
transm�tted by former art, but must run counter to them.
Chr�st�an, truly Chr�st�an, art has been so long �n establ�sh�ng �tself,
and has not yet establ�shed �tself, just because the Chr�st�an
rel�g�ous percept�on was not one of those small steps by wh�ch
human�ty advances regularly; but was an enormous revolut�on,
wh�ch, �f �t has not already altered, must �nev�tably alter the ent�re



l�fe-concept�on of mank�nd, and, consequently, the whole �nternal
organ�sat�on of the�r l�fe. It �s true that the l�fe of human�ty, l�ke that of
an �nd�v�dual, moves regularly; but �n that regular movement come,
as �t were, turn�ng-po�nts, wh�ch sharply d�v�de the preced�ng from
the subsequent l�fe. Chr�st�an�ty was such a turn�ng-po�nt; such, at
least, �t must appear to us who l�ve by the Chr�st�an percept�on of l�fe.
Chr�st�an percept�on gave another, a new d�rect�on to all human
feel�ngs, and therefore completely altered both the contents and the
s�gn�f�cance of art. The Greeks could make use of Pers�an art and
the Romans could use Greek art, or, s�m�larly, the Jews could use
Egypt�an art,—the fundamental �deals were one and the same. Now
the �deal was the greatness and prosper�ty of the Pers�ans, now the
greatness and prosper�ty of the Greeks, now that of the Romans.
The same art was transferred �nto other cond�t�ons, and served new
nat�ons. But the Chr�st�an �deal changed and reversed everyth�ng, so
that, as the Gospel puts �t, “That wh�ch was exalted among men has
become an abom�nat�on �n the s�ght of God.” The �deal �s no longer
the greatness of Pharaoh or of a Roman emperor, not the beauty of
a Greek nor the wealth of Phœn�c�a, but hum�l�ty, pur�ty, compass�on,
love. The hero �s no longer D�ves, but Lazarus the beggar; not Mary
Magdalene �n the day of her beauty, but �n the day of her
repentance; not those who acqu�re wealth, but those who have
abandoned �t; not those who dwell �n palaces, but those who dwell �n
catacombs and huts; not those who rule over others, but those who
acknowledge no author�ty but God’s. And the greatest work of art �s
no longer a cathedral of v�ctory[84] w�th statues of conquerors, but the
representat�on of a human soul so transformed by love that a man
who �s tormented and murdered yet p�t�es and loves h�s persecutors.
And the change �s so great that men of the Chr�st�an world f�nd �t
d�ff�cult to res�st the �nert�a of the heathen art to wh�ch they have
been accustomed all the�r l�ves. The subject-matter of Chr�st�an
rel�g�ous art �s so new to them, so unl�ke the subject-matter of former
art, that �t seems to them as though Chr�st�an art were a den�al of art,
and they cl�ng desperately to the old art. But th�s old art, hav�ng no
longer, �n our day, any source �n rel�g�ous percept�on, has lost �ts
mean�ng, and we shall have to abandon �t whether we w�sh to or not.



The essence of the Chr�st�an percept�on cons�sts �n the recogn�t�on
by every man of h�s sonsh�p to God, and of the consequent un�on of
men w�th God and w�th one another, as �s sa�d �n the Gospel (John
xv��. 21[85]). Therefore the subject-matter of Chr�st�an art �s such
feel�ng as can un�te men w�th God and w�th one another.
The express�on un�te men w�th God and w�th one another may seem
obscure to people accustomed to the m�suse of these words wh�ch �s
so customary, but the words have a perfectly clear mean�ng
nevertheless. They �nd�cate that the Chr�st�an un�on of man (�n
contrad�ct�on to the part�al, exclus�ve un�on of only some men) �s that
wh�ch un�tes all w�thout except�on.
Art, all art, has th�s character�st�c, that �t un�tes people. Every art
causes those to whom the art�st’s feel�ng �s transm�tted to un�te �n
soul w�th the art�st, and also w�th all who rece�ve the same
�mpress�on. But non-Chr�st�an art, wh�le un�t�ng some people
together, makes that very un�on a cause of separat�on between
these un�ted people and others; so that un�on of th�s k�nd �s often a
source, not only of d�v�s�on, but even of enm�ty towards others. Such
�s all patr�ot�c art, w�th �ts anthems, poems, and monuments; such �s
all Church art, �.e. the art of certa�n cults, w�th the�r �mages, statues,
process�ons, and other local ceremon�es. Such art �s belated and
non-Chr�st�an art, un�t�ng the people of one cult only to separate
them yet more sharply from the members of other cults, and even to
place them �n relat�ons of host�l�ty to each other. Chr�st�an art �s only
such as tends to un�te all w�thout except�on, e�ther by evok�ng �n
them the percept�on that each man and all men stand �n l�ke relat�on
towards God and towards the�r ne�ghbour, or by evok�ng �n them
�dent�cal feel�ngs, wh�ch may even be the very s�mplest prov�ded only
that they are not repugnant to Chr�st�an�ty and are natural to
everyone w�thout except�on.
Good Chr�st�an art of our t�me may be un�ntell�g�ble to people
because of �mperfect�ons �n �ts form, or because men are �nattent�ve
to �t, but �t must be such that all men can exper�ence the feel�ngs �t
transm�ts. It must be the art, not of some one group of people, nor of
one class, nor of one nat�onal�ty, nor of one rel�g�ous cult; that �s, �t
must not transm�t feel�ngs wh�ch are access�ble only to a man



educated �n a certa�n way, or only to an ar�stocrat, or a merchant, or
only to a Russ�an, or a nat�ve of Japan, or a Roman Cathol�c, or a
Buddh�st, etc., but �t must transm�t feel�ngs access�ble to everyone.
Only art of th�s k�nd can be acknowledged �n our t�me to be good art,
worthy of be�ng chosen out from all the rest of art and encouraged.
Chr�st�an art, �.e. the art of our t�me, should be cathol�c �n the or�g�nal
mean�ng of the word, �.e. un�versal, and therefore �t should un�te all
men. And only two k�nds of feel�ng do un�te all men: f�rst, feel�ngs
flow�ng from the percept�on of our sonsh�p to God and of the
brotherhood of man; and next, the s�mple feel�ngs of common l�fe,
access�ble to everyone w�thout except�on—such as the feel�ng of
merr�ment, of p�ty, of cheerfulness, of tranqu�ll�ty, etc. Only these two
k�nds of feel�ngs can now supply mater�al for art good �n �ts subject-
matter.
And the act�on of these two k�nds of art, apparently so d�ss�m�lar, �s
one and the same. The feel�ngs flow�ng from percept�on of our
sonsh�p to God and of the brotherhood of man—such as a feel�ng of
sureness �n truth, devot�on to the w�ll of God, self-sacr�f�ce, respect
for and love of man—evoked by Chr�st�an rel�g�ous percept�on; and
the s�mplest feel�ngs—such as a softened or a merry mood caused
by a song or an amus�ng jest �ntell�g�ble to everyone, or by a
touch�ng story, or a draw�ng, or a l�ttle doll: both al�ke produce one
and the same effect—the lov�ng un�on of man w�th man. Somet�mes
people who are together are, �f not host�le to one another, at least
estranged �n mood and feel�ng, t�ll perchance a story, a performance,
a p�cture, or even a bu�ld�ng, but oftenest of all mus�c, un�tes them all
as by an electr�c flash, and, �n place of the�r former �solat�on or even
enm�ty, they are all consc�ous of un�on and mutual love. Each �s glad
that another feels what he feels; glad of the commun�on establ�shed,
not only between h�m and all present, but also w�th all now l�v�ng who
w�ll yet share the same �mpress�on; and more than that, he feels the
myster�ous gladness of a commun�on wh�ch, reach�ng beyond the
grave, un�tes us w�th all men of the past who have been moved by
the same feel�ngs, and w�th all men of the future who w�ll yet be
touched by them. And th�s effect �s produced both by the rel�g�ous art
wh�ch transm�ts feel�ngs of love to God and one’s ne�ghbour, and by



un�versal art transm�tt�ng the very s�mplest feel�ngs common to all
men.
The art of our t�me should be appra�sed d�fferently from former art
ch�efly �n th�s, that the art of our t�me, �.e. Chr�st�an art (bas�ng �tself
on a rel�g�ous percept�on wh�ch demands the un�on of man),
excludes from the doma�n of art good �n subject-matter everyth�ng
transm�tt�ng exclus�ve feel�ngs, wh�ch do not un�te but d�v�de men. It
relegates such work to the category of art bad �n �ts subject-matter,
wh�le, on the other hand, �t �ncludes �n the category of art good �n
subject-matter a sect�on not formerly adm�tted to deserve to be
chosen out and respected, namely, un�versal art transm�tt�ng even
the most tr�fl�ng and s�mple feel�ngs �f only they are access�ble to all
men w�thout except�on, and therefore un�te them. Such art cannot, �n
our t�me, but be esteemed good, for �t atta�ns the end wh�ch the
rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�me, �.e. Chr�st�an�ty, sets before
human�ty.
Chr�st�an art e�ther evokes �n men those feel�ngs wh�ch, through love
of God and of one’s ne�ghbour, draw them to greater and ever
greater un�on, and make them ready for and capable of such un�on;
or evokes �n them those feel�ngs wh�ch show them that they are
already un�ted �n the joys and sorrows of l�fe. And therefore the
Chr�st�an art of our t�me can be and �s of two k�nds: (1) art
transm�tt�ng feel�ngs flow�ng from a rel�g�ous percept�on of man’s
pos�t�on �n the world �n relat�on to God and to h�s ne�ghbour—
rel�g�ous art �n the l�m�ted mean�ng of the term; and (2) art
transm�tt�ng the s�mplest feel�ngs of common l�fe, but such, always,
as are access�ble to all men �n the whole world—the art of common
l�fe—the art of a people—un�versal art. Only these two k�nds of art
can be cons�dered good art �n our t�me.
The f�rst, rel�g�ous art,—transm�tt�ng both pos�t�ve feel�ngs of love to
God and one’s ne�ghbour, and negat�ve feel�ngs of �nd�gnat�on and
horror at the v�olat�on of love,—man�fests �tself ch�efly �n the form of
words, and to some extent also �n pa�nt�ng and sculpture: the second
k�nd (un�versal art) transm�tt�ng feel�ngs access�ble to all, man�fests
�tself �n words, �n pa�nt�ng, �n sculpture, �n dances, �n arch�tecture,
and, most of all, �n mus�c.



If I were asked to g�ve modern examples of each of these k�nds of
art, then, as examples of the h�ghest art, flow�ng from love of God
and man (both of the h�gher, pos�t�ve, and of the lower, negat�ve
k�nd), �n l�terature I should name The Robbers by Sch�ller: V�ctor
Hugo’s Les Pauvres Gens and Les M�sérables: the novels and
stor�es of D�ckens—The Tale of Two C�t�es, The Chr�stmas Carol,
The Ch�mes, and others: Uncle Tom’s Cab�n: Dosto�evsky’s works—
espec�ally h�s Memo�rs from the House of Death: and Adam Bede by
George El�ot.
In modern pa�nt�ng, strange to say, works of th�s k�nd, d�rectly
transm�tt�ng the Chr�st�an feel�ng of love of God and of one’s
ne�ghbour, are hardly to be found, espec�ally among the works of the
celebrated pa�nters. There are plenty of p�ctures treat�ng of the
Gospel stor�es; they, however, dep�ct h�stor�cal events w�th great
wealth of deta�l, but do not, and cannot, transm�t rel�g�ous feel�ng not
possessed by the�r pa�nters. There are many p�ctures treat�ng of the
personal feel�ngs of var�ous people, but of p�ctures represent�ng
great deeds of self-sacr�f�ce and of Chr�st�an love there are very few,
and what there are are pr�nc�pally by art�sts who are not celebrated,
and are, for the most part, not p�ctures but merely sketches. Such,
for �nstance, �s the draw�ng by Kramskoy (worth many of h�s f�n�shed
p�ctures), show�ng a draw�ng-room w�th a balcony, past wh�ch troops
are march�ng �n tr�umph on the�r return from the war. On the balcony
stands a wet-nurse hold�ng a baby and a boy. They are adm�r�ng the
process�on of the troops, but the mother, cover�ng her face w�th a
handkerch�ef, has fallen back on the sofa, sobb�ng. Such also �s the
p�cture by Walter Langley, to wh�ch I have already referred, and such
aga�n �s a p�cture by the French art�st Mor�on, dep�ct�ng a l�feboat
hasten�ng, �n a heavy storm, to the rel�ef of a steamer that �s be�ng
wrecked. Approach�ng these �n k�nd are p�ctures wh�ch represent the
hard-work�ng peasant w�th respect and love. Such are the p�ctures
by M�llet, and, part�cularly, h�s draw�ng, “The Man w�th the Hoe,” also
p�ctures �n th�s style by Jules Breton, L’Herm�tte, Defregger, and
others. As examples of p�ctures evok�ng �nd�gnat�on and horror at the
v�olat�on of love to God and man, Gay’s p�cture, “Judgment,” may
serve, and also Le�zen-Mayer’s, “S�gn�ng the Death Warrant.” But
there are also very few of th�s k�nd. Anx�ety about the techn�que and



the beauty of the p�cture for the most part obscures the feel�ng. For
�nstance, Gérôme’s “Poll�ce Verso” expresses, not so much horror at
what �s be�ng perpetrated as attract�on by the beauty of the
spectacle.[86]

To g�ve examples, from the modern art of our upper classes, of art of
the second k�nd, good un�versal art or even of the art of a whole
people, �s yet more d�ff�cult, espec�ally �n l�terary art and mus�c. If
there are some works wh�ch by the�r �nner contents m�ght be
ass�gned to th�s class (such as Don Qu�xote, Mol�ère’s comed�es,
Dav�d Copperf�eld and The P�ckw�ck Papers by D�ckens, Gogol’s and
Pushk�n’s tales, and some th�ngs of Maupassant’s), these works are
for the most part—from the except�onal nature of the feel�ngs they
transm�t, and the superflu�ty of spec�al deta�ls of t�me and local�ty,
and, above all, on account of the poverty of the�r subject-matter �n
compar�son w�th examples of un�versal anc�ent art (such, for
�nstance, as the story of Joseph)—comprehens�ble only to people of
the�r own c�rcle. That Joseph’s brethren, be�ng jealous of h�s father’s
affect�on, sell h�m to the merchants; that Pot�phar’s w�fe w�shes to
tempt the youth; that hav�ng atta�ned the h�ghest stat�on, he takes
p�ty on h�s brothers, �nclud�ng Benjam�n the favour�te,—these and all
the rest are feel�ngs access�ble al�ke to a Russ�an peasant, a
Ch�nese, an Afr�can, a ch�ld, or an old man, educated or uneducated;
and �t �s all wr�tten w�th such restra�nt, �s so free from any superfluous
deta�l, that the story may be told to any c�rcle and w�ll be equally
comprehens�ble and touch�ng to everyone. But not such are the
feel�ngs of Don Qu�xote or of Mol�ère’s heroes (though Mol�ère �s
perhaps the most un�versal, and therefore the most excellent, art�st
of modern t�mes), nor of P�ckw�ck and h�s fr�ends. These feel�ngs are
not common to all men but very except�onal, and therefore, to make
them �nfect�ous, the authors have surrounded them w�th abundant
deta�ls of t�me and place. And th�s abundance of deta�l makes the
stor�es d�ff�cult of comprehens�on to all people not l�v�ng w�th�n reach
of the cond�t�ons descr�bed by the author.
The author of the novel of Joseph d�d not need to descr�be �n deta�l,
as would be done nowadays, the bloodsta�ned coat of Joseph, the
dwell�ng and dress of Jacob, the pose and att�re of Pot�phar’s w�fe,



and how, adjust�ng the bracelet on her left arm, she sa�d, “Come to
me,” and so on, because the subject-matter of feel�ngs �n th�s novel
�s so strong that all deta�ls, except the most essent�al,—such as that
Joseph went out �nto another room to weep,—are superfluous, and
would only h�nder the transm�ss�on of feel�ngs. And therefore th�s
novel �s access�ble to all men, touches people of all nat�ons and
classes, young and old, and has lasted to our t�mes, and w�ll yet last
for thousands of years to come. But str�p the best novels of our t�mes
of the�r deta�ls, and what w�ll rema�n?
It �s therefore �mposs�ble �n modern l�terature to �nd�cate works fully
sat�sfy�ng the demands of un�versal�ty. Such works as ex�st are, to a
great extent, spo�lt by what �s usually called “real�sm,” but would be
better termed “prov�nc�al�sm,” �n art.
In mus�c the same occurs as �n verbal art, and for s�m�lar reasons. In
consequence of the poorness of the feel�ng they conta�n, the
melod�es of the modern composers are amaz�ngly empty and
�ns�gn�f�cant. And to strengthen the �mpress�on produced by these
empty melod�es, the new mus�c�ans p�le complex modulat�ons on to
each tr�v�al melody, not only �n the�r own nat�onal manner, but also �n
the way character�st�c of the�r own exclus�ve c�rcle and part�cular
mus�cal school. Melody—every melody—�s free, and may be
understood of all men; but as soon as �t �s bound up w�th a part�cular
harmony, �t ceases to be access�ble except to people tra�ned to such
harmony, and �t becomes strange, not only to common men of
another nat�onal�ty, but to all who do not belong to the c�rcle whose
members have accustomed themselves to certa�n forms of
harmon�sat�on. So that mus�c, l�ke poetry, travels �n a v�c�ous c�rcle.
Tr�v�al and exclus�ve melod�es, �n order to make them attract�ve, are
laden w�th harmon�c, rhythm�c, and orchestral compl�cat�ons, and
thus become yet more exclus�ve, and far from be�ng un�versal are
not even nat�onal, �.e. they are not comprehens�ble to the whole
people but only to some people.
In mus�c, bes�des marches and dances by var�ous composers, wh�ch
sat�sfy the demands of un�versal art, one can �nd�cate very few works
of th�s class: Bach’s famous v�ol�n ar�a, Chop�n’s nocturne �n E flat
major, and perhaps a dozen b�ts (not whole p�eces, but parts)



selected from the works of Haydn, Mozart, Schubert, Beethoven,
and Chop�n.[87]

Although �n pa�nt�ng the same th�ng �s repeated as �n poetry and �n
mus�c,—namely, that �n order to make them more �nterest�ng, works
weak �n concept�on are surrounded by m�nutely stud�ed accessor�es
of t�me and place, wh�ch g�ve them a temporary and local �nterest but
make them less un�versal,—st�ll, �n pa�nt�ng, more than �n the other
spheres of art, may be found works sat�sfy�ng the demands of
un�versal Chr�st�an art; that �s to say, there are more works
express�ng feel�ngs �n wh�ch all men may part�c�pate.
In the arts of pa�nt�ng and sculpture, all p�ctures and statues �n so-
called genre style, dep�ct�ons of an�mals, landscapes and car�catures
w�th subjects comprehens�ble to everyone, and also all k�nds of
ornaments, are un�versal �n subject-matter. Such product�ons �n
pa�nt�ng and sculpture are very numerous (e.g. ch�na dolls), but for
the most part such objects (for �nstance, ornaments of all k�nds) are
e�ther not cons�dered to be art or are cons�dered to be art of a low
qual�ty. In real�ty all such objects, �f only they transm�t a true feel�ng
exper�enced by the art�st and comprehens�ble to everyone (however
�ns�gn�f�cant �t may seem to us to be) are works of real, good,
Chr�st�an art.
I fear �t w�ll here be urged aga�nst me that hav�ng den�ed that the
concept�on of beauty can supply a standard for works of art, I
contrad�ct myself by acknowledg�ng ornaments to be works of good
art. The reproach �s unjust, for the subject-matter of all k�nds of
ornamentat�on cons�sts not �n the beauty, but �n the feel�ng (of
adm�rat�on of, and del�ght �n, the comb�nat�on of l�nes and colours)
wh�ch the art�st has exper�enced and w�th wh�ch he �nfects the
spectator. Art rema�ns what �t was and what �t must be: noth�ng but
the �nfect�on by one man of another, or of others, w�th the feel�ngs
exper�enced by the �nfector. Among those feel�ngs �s the feel�ng of
del�ght at what pleases the s�ght. Objects pleas�ng the s�ght may be
such as please a small or a large number of people, or such as
please all men. And ornaments for the most part are of the latter
k�nd. A landscape represent�ng a very unusual v�ew, or a genre
p�cture of a spec�al subject, may not please everyone, but



ornaments, from Yakutsk ornaments to Greek ones, are �ntell�g�ble to
everyone and evoke a s�m�lar feel�ng of adm�rat�on �n all, and
therefore th�s desp�sed k�nd of art should, �n Chr�st�an soc�ety, be
esteemed far above except�onal, pretent�ous p�ctures and sculptures.
So that there are only two k�nds of good Chr�st�an art: all the rest of
art not compr�sed �n these two d�v�s�ons should be acknowledged to
be bad art, deserv�ng not to be encouraged but to be dr�ven out,
den�ed and desp�sed, as be�ng art not un�t�ng but d�v�d�ng people.
Such, �n l�terary art, are all novels and poems wh�ch transm�t Church
or patr�ot�c feel�ngs, and also exclus�ve feel�ngs perta�n�ng only to the
class of the �dle r�ch; such as ar�stocrat�c honour, sat�ety, spleen,
pess�m�sm, and ref�ned and v�c�ous feel�ngs flow�ng from sex-love—
qu�te �ncomprehens�ble to the great major�ty of mank�nd.
In pa�nt�ng we must s�m�larly place �n the class of bad art all the
Church, patr�ot�c, and exclus�ve p�ctures; all the p�ctures represent�ng
the amusements and allurements of a r�ch and �dle l�fe; all the so-
called symbol�c p�ctures, �n wh�ch the very mean�ng of the symbol �s
comprehens�ble only to the people of a certa�n c�rcle; and, above all,
p�ctures w�th voluptuous subjects—all that od�ous female nud�ty
wh�ch f�lls all the exh�b�t�ons and galler�es. And to th�s class belongs
almost all the chamber and opera mus�c of our t�mes,—beg�nn�ng
espec�ally from Beethoven (Schumann, Berl�oz, L�szt, Wagner),—by
�ts subject-matter devoted to the express�on of feel�ngs access�ble
only to people who have developed �n themselves an unhealthy,
nervous �rr�tat�on evoked by th�s exclus�ve, art�f�c�al, and complex
mus�c.
“What! the N�nth Symphony not a good work of art!” I hear excla�med
by �nd�gnant vo�ces.
And I reply: Most certa�nly �t �s not. All that I have wr�tten I have
wr�tten w�th the sole purpose of f�nd�ng a clear and reasonable
cr�ter�on by wh�ch to judge the mer�ts of works of art. And th�s
cr�ter�on, co�nc�d�ng w�th the �nd�cat�ons of pla�n and sane sense,
�ndub�tably shows me that that symphony by Beethoven �s not a
good work of art. Of course, to people educated �n the adorat�on of
certa�n product�ons and of the�r authors, to people whose taste has



been perverted just by be�ng educated �n such adorat�on, the
acknowledgment that such a celebrated work �s bad �s amaz�ng and
strange. But how are we to escape the �nd�cat�ons of reason and of
common sense?
Beethoven’s N�nth Symphony �s cons�dered a great work of art. To
ver�fy �ts cla�m to be such, I must f�rst ask myself whether th�s work
transm�ts the h�ghest rel�g�ous feel�ng? I reply �n the negat�ve, for
mus�c �n �tself cannot transm�t those feel�ngs; and therefore I ask
myself next, S�nce th�s work does not belong to the h�ghest k�nd of
rel�g�ous art, has �t the other character�st�c of the good art of our t�me,
—the qual�ty of un�t�ng all men �n one common feel�ng: does �t rank
as Chr�st�an un�versal art? And aga�n I have no opt�on but to reply �n
the negat�ve; for not only do I not see how the feel�ngs transm�tted by
th�s work could un�te people not spec�ally tra�ned to subm�t
themselves to �ts complex hypnot�sm, but I am unable to �mag�ne to
myself a crowd of normal people who could understand anyth�ng of
th�s long, confused, and art�f�c�al product�on, except short snatches
wh�ch are lost �n a sea of what �s �ncomprehens�ble. And therefore,
whether I l�ke �t or not, I am compelled to conclude that th�s work
belongs to the rank of bad art. It �s cur�ous to note �n th�s connect�on,
that attached to the end of th�s very symphony �s a poem of Sch�ller’s
wh�ch (though somewhat obscurely) expresses th�s very thought,
namely, that feel�ng (Sch�ller speaks only of the feel�ng of gladness)
un�tes people and evokes love �n them. But though th�s poem �s sung
at the end of the symphony, the mus�c does not accord w�th the
thought expressed �n the verses; for the mus�c �s exclus�ve and does
not un�te all men, but un�tes only a few, d�v�d�ng them off from the
rest of mank�nd.
And, just �n th�s same way, �n all branches of art, many and many
works cons�dered great by the upper classes of our soc�ety w�ll have
to be judged. By th�s one sure cr�ter�on we shall have to judge the
celebrated D�v�ne Comedy and Jerusalem Del�vered, and a great
part of Shakespeare’s and Goethe’s works, and �n pa�nt�ng every
representat�on of m�racles, �nclud�ng Raphael’s “Transf�gurat�on,” etc.
Whatever the work may be and however �t may have been extolled,
we have f�rst to ask whether th�s work �s one of real art or a



counterfe�t. Hav�ng acknowledged, on the bas�s of the �nd�cat�on of
�ts �nfect�ousness even to a small class of people, that a certa�n
product�on belongs to the realm of art, �t �s necessary, on the bas�s of
the �nd�cat�on of �ts access�b�l�ty, to dec�de the next quest�on, Does
th�s work belong to the category of bad, exclus�ve art, opposed to
rel�g�ous percept�on, or to Chr�st�an art, un�t�ng people? And hav�ng
acknowledged an art�cle to belong to real Chr�st�an art, we must
then, accord�ng to whether �t transm�ts the feel�ngs flow�ng from love
to God and man, or merely the s�mple feel�ngs un�t�ng all men,
ass�gn �t a place �n the ranks of rel�g�ous art or �n those of un�versal
art.
Only on the bas�s of such ver�f�cat�on shall we f�nd �t poss�ble to
select from the whole mass of what, �n our soc�ety, cla�ms to be art,
those works wh�ch form real, �mportant, necessary sp�r�tual food, and
to separate them from all the harmful and useless art, and from the
counterfe�ts of art wh�ch surround us. Only on the bas�s of such
ver�f�cat�on shall we be able to r�d ourselves of the pern�c�ous results
of harmful art, and to ava�l ourselves of that benef�cent act�on wh�ch
�s the purpose of true and good art, and wh�ch �s �nd�spensable for
the sp�r�tual l�fe of man and of human�ty.



CHAPTER XVII

Art �s one of two organs of human progress. By words man
�nterchanges thoughts, by the forms of art he �nterchanges feel�ngs,
and th�s w�th all men, not only of the present t�me, but also of the
past and the future. It �s natural to human be�ngs to employ both
these organs of �ntercommun�cat�on, and therefore the pervers�on of
e�ther of them must cause ev�l results to the soc�ety �n wh�ch �t
occurs. And these results w�ll be of two k�nds: f�rst, the absence, �n
that soc�ety, of the work wh�ch should be performed by the organ;
and secondly, the harmful act�v�ty of the perverted organ. And just
these results have shown themselves �n our soc�ety. The organ of art
has been perverted, and therefore the upper classes of soc�ety have,
to a great extent, been depr�ved of the work that �t should have
performed. The d�ffus�on �n our soc�ety of enormous quant�t�es of, on
the one hand, those counterfe�ts of art wh�ch only serve to amuse
and corrupt people, and, on the other hand, of works of �ns�gn�f�cant,
exclus�ve art, m�staken for the h�ghest art, have perverted most
men’s capac�ty to be �nfected by true works of art, and have thus
depr�ved them of the poss�b�l�ty of exper�enc�ng the h�ghest feel�ngs
to wh�ch mank�nd has atta�ned, and wh�ch can only be transm�tted
from man to man by art.
All the best that has been done �n art by man rema�ns strange to
people who lack the capac�ty to be �nfected by art, and �s replaced
e�ther by spur�ous counterfe�ts of art or by �ns�gn�f�cant art, wh�ch
they m�stake for real art. People of our t�me and of our soc�ety are
del�ghted w�th Baudela�res, Verla�nes, Moréases, Ibsens, and
Maeterl�ncks �n poetry; w�th Monets, Manets, Puv�s de Chavannes,
Burne-Joneses, Stucks, and Böckl�ns �n pa�nt�ng; w�th Wagners,



L�stzs, R�chard Strausses, �n mus�c; and they are no longer capable
of comprehend�ng e�ther the h�ghest or the s�mplest art.
In the upper classes, �n consequence of th�s loss of capac�ty to be
�nfected by works of art, people grow up, are educated, and l�ve,
lack�ng the fert�l�s�ng, �mprov�ng �nfluence of art, and therefore not
only do not advance towards perfect�on, do not become k�nder, but,
on the contrary, possess�ng h�ghly-developed external means of
c�v�l�sat�on, they yet tend to become cont�nually more savage, more
coarse, and more cruel.
Such �s the result of the absence from our soc�ety of the act�v�ty of
that essent�al organ—art. But the consequences of the perverted
act�v�ty of that organ are yet more harmful. And they are numerous.
The f�rst consequence, pla�n for all to see, �s the enormous
expend�ture of the labour of work�ng people on th�ngs wh�ch are not
only useless, but wh�ch, for the most part, are harmful; and more
than that, the waste of pr�celess human l�ves on th�s unnecessary
and harmful bus�ness. It �s terr�ble to cons�der w�th what �ntens�ty,
and am�d what pr�vat�ons, m�ll�ons of people—who lack t�me and
opportun�ty to attend to what they and the�r fam�l�es urgently requ�re
—labour for 10, 12, or 14 hours on end, and even at n�ght, sett�ng
the type for pseudo-art�st�c books wh�ch spread v�ce among
mank�nd, or work�ng for theatres, concerts, exh�b�t�ons, and p�cture
galler�es, wh�ch, for the most part, also serve v�ce; but �t �s yet more
terr�ble to reflect that l�vely, k�ndly ch�ldren, capable of all that �s
good, are devoted from the�r early years to such tasks as these: that
for 6, 8, or 10 hours a day, and for 10 or 15 years, some of them
should play scales and exerc�ses; others should tw�st the�r l�mbs,
walk on the�r toes, and l�ft the�r legs above the�r heads; a th�rd set
should s�ng solfegg�os; a fourth set, show�ng themselves off �n all
manner of ways, should pronounce verses; a f�fth set should draw
from busts or from nude models and pa�nt stud�es; a s�xth set should
wr�te compos�t�ons accord�ng to the rules of certa�n per�ods; and that
�n these occupat�ons, unworthy of a human be�ng, wh�ch are often
cont�nued long after full matur�ty, they should waste the�r phys�cal
and mental strength and lose all percept�on of the mean�ng of l�fe. It
�s often sa�d that �t �s horr�ble and p�t�ful to see l�ttle acrobats putt�ng



the�r legs over the�r necks, but �t �s not less p�t�ful to see ch�ldren of
10 g�v�ng concerts, and �t �s st�ll worse to see schoolboys of 10 who,
as a preparat�on for l�terary work, have learnt by heart the except�ons
to the Lat�n grammar. These people not only grow phys�cally and
mentally deformed, but also morally deformed, and become
�ncapable of do�ng anyth�ng really needed by man. Occupy�ng �n
soc�ety the rôle of amusers of the r�ch, they lose the�r sense of
human d�gn�ty, and develop �n themselves such a pass�on for publ�c
applause that they are always a prey to an �nflated and unsat�sf�ed
van�ty wh�ch grows �n them to d�seased d�mens�ons, and they
expend the�r mental strength �n efforts to obta�n sat�sfact�on for th�s
pass�on. And what �s most trag�c of all �s that these people, who for
the sake of art are spo�lt for l�fe, not only do not render serv�ce to th�s
art, but, on the contrary, �nfl�ct the greatest harm on �t. They are
taught �n academ�es, schools, and conservato�res how to counterfe�t
art, and by learn�ng th�s they so pervert themselves that they qu�te
lose the capac�ty to produce works of real art, and become
purveyors of that counterfe�t, or tr�v�al, or depraved art wh�ch floods
our soc�ety. Th�s �s the f�rst obv�ous consequence of the pervers�on
of the organ of art.
The second consequence �s that the product�ons of amusement-art,
wh�ch are prepared �n such terr�f�c quant�t�es by the arm�es of
profess�onal art�sts, enable the r�ch people of our t�mes to l�ve the
l�ves they do, l�ves not only unnatural but �n contrad�ct�on to the
humane pr�nc�ples these people themselves profess. To l�ve as do
the r�ch, �dle people, espec�ally the women, far from nature and from
an�mals, �n art�f�c�al cond�t�ons, w�th muscles atroph�ed or
m�sdeveloped by gymnast�cs, and w�th enfeebled v�tal energy would
be �mposs�ble were �t not for what �s called art—for th�s occupat�on
and amusement wh�ch h�des from them the mean�nglessness of the�r
l�ves, and saves them from the dulness that oppresses them. Take
from all these people the theatres, concerts, exh�b�t�ons, p�ano-
play�ng, songs, and novels, w�th wh�ch they now f�ll the�r t�me �n full
conf�dence that occupat�on w�th these th�ngs �s a very ref�ned,
æsthet�cal, and therefore good occupat�on; take from the patrons of
art who buy p�ctures, ass�st mus�c�ans, and are acqua�nted w�th
wr�ters, the�r rôle of protectors of that �mportant matter art, and they



w�ll not be able to cont�nue such a l�fe, but w�ll all be eaten up by
ennu� and spleen, and w�ll become consc�ous of the
mean�nglessness and wrongness of the�r present mode of l�fe. Only
occupat�on w�th what, among them, �s cons�dered art, renders �t
poss�ble for them to cont�nue to l�ve on, �nfr�ng�ng all natural
cond�t�ons, w�thout perce�v�ng the empt�ness and cruelty of the�r
l�ves. And th�s support afforded to the false manner of l�fe pursued by
the r�ch �s the second consequence, and a ser�ous one, of the
pervers�on of art.
The th�rd consequence of the pervers�on of art �s the perplex�ty
produced �n the m�nds of ch�ldren and of pla�n folk. Among people
not perverted by the false theor�es of our soc�ety, among workers
and ch�ldren, there ex�sts a very def�n�te concept�on of what people
may be respected and pra�sed for. In the m�nds of peasants and
ch�ldren the ground for pra�se or eulogy can only be e�ther phys�cal
strength: Hercules, the heroes and conquerors; or moral, sp�r�tual,
strength: Sakya Mun� g�v�ng up a beaut�ful w�fe and a k�ngdom to
save mank�nd, Chr�st go�ng to the cross for the truth he professed,
and all the martyrs and the sa�nts. Both are understood by peasants
and ch�ldren. They understand that phys�cal strength must be
respected, for �t compels respect; and the moral strength of
goodness an unperverted man cannot fa�l to respect, because all h�s
sp�r�tual be�ng draws h�m towards �t. But these people, ch�ldren and
peasants, suddenly perce�ve that bes�des those pra�sed, respected,
and rewarded for phys�cal or moral strength, there are others who
are pra�sed, extolled, and rewarded much more than the heroes of
strength and v�rtue, merely because they s�ng well, compose verses,
or dance. They see that s�ngers, composers, pa�nters, ballet-
dancers, earn m�ll�ons of roubles and rece�ve more honour than the
sa�nts do: and peasants and ch�ldren are perplexed.
When 50 years had elapsed after Pushk�n’s death, and,
s�multaneously, the cheap ed�t�on of h�s works began to c�rculate
among the people and a monument was erected to h�m �n Moscow, I
rece�ved more than a dozen letters from d�fferent peasants ask�ng
why Pushk�n was ra�sed to such d�gn�ty? And only the other day a
l�terate[88] man from Saratoff called on me who had ev�dently gone



out of h�s m�nd over th�s very quest�on. He was on h�s way to
Moscow to expose the clergy for hav�ng taken part �n ra�s�ng a
“monament” to Mr. Pushk�n.
Indeed one need only �mag�ne to oneself what the state of m�nd of
such a man of the people must be when he learns, from such
rumours and newspapers as reach h�m, that the clergy, the
Government off�c�als, and all the best people �n Russ�a are
tr�umphantly unve�l�ng a statue to a great man, the benefactor, the
pr�de of Russ�a—Pushk�n, of whom t�ll then he had never heard.
From all s�des he reads or hears about th�s, and he naturally
supposes that �f such honours are rendered to anyone, then w�thout
doubt he must have done someth�ng extraord�nary—e�ther some feat
of strength or of goodness. He tr�es to learn who Pushk�n was, and
hav�ng d�scovered that Pushk�n was ne�ther a hero nor a general, but
was a pr�vate person and a wr�ter, he comes to the conclus�on that
Pushk�n must have been a holy man and a teacher of goodness, and
he hastens to read or to hear h�s l�fe and works. But what must be
h�s perplex�ty when he learns that Pushk�n was a man of more than
easy morals, who was k�lled �n a duel, �.e. when attempt�ng to murder
another man, and that all h�s serv�ce cons�sted �n wr�t�ng verses
about love, wh�ch were often very �ndecent.
That a hero, or Alexander the Great, or Gengh�s Khan, or Napoleon
were great, he understands, because any one of them could have
crushed h�m and a thousand l�ke h�m; that Buddha, Socrates, and
Chr�st were great he also understands, for he knows and feels that
he and all men should be such as they were; but why a man should
be great because he wrote verses about the love of women he
cannot make out.
A s�m�lar perplex�ty must trouble the bra�n of a Breton or Norman
peasant who hears that a monument, “une statue” (as to the
Madonna), �s be�ng erected to Baudela�re, and reads, or �s told, what
the contents of h�s Fleurs du Mal are; or, more amaz�ng st�ll, to
Verla�ne, when he learns the story of that man’s wretched, v�c�ous
l�fe, and reads h�s verses. And what confus�on �t must cause �n the
bra�ns of peasants when they learn that some Patt� or Tagl�on� �s pa�d
£10,000 for a season, or that a pa�nter gets as much for a p�cture, or



that authors of novels descr�b�ng love-scenes have rece�ved even
more than that.
And �t �s the same w�th ch�ldren. I remember how I passed through
th�s stage of amazement and stupefact�on, and only reconc�led
myself to th�s exaltat�on of art�sts to the level of heroes and sa�nts by
lower�ng �n my own est�mat�on the �mportance of moral excellence,
and by attr�but�ng a false, unnatural mean�ng to works of art. And a
s�m�lar confus�on must occur �n the soul of each ch�ld and each man
of the people when he learns of the strange honours and rewards
that are lav�shed on art�sts. Th�s �s the th�rd consequence of the false
relat�on �n wh�ch our soc�ety stands towards art.
The fourth consequence �s that people of the upper classes, more
and more frequently encounter�ng the contrad�ct�ons between beauty
and goodness, put the �deal of beauty f�rst, thus free�ng themselves
from the demands of moral�ty. These people, revers�ng the rôles,
�nstead of adm�tt�ng, as �s really the case, that the art they serve �s
an ant�quated affa�r, allege that moral�ty �s an ant�quated affa�r, wh�ch
can have no �mportance for people s�tuated on that h�gh plane of
development on wh�ch they op�ne that they are s�tuated.
Th�s result of the false relat�on to art showed �tself �n our soc�ety long
ago; but recently, w�th �ts prophet N�etzsche and h�s adherents, and
w�th the decadents and certa�n Engl�sh æsthetes who co�nc�de w�th
h�m, �t �s be�ng expressed w�th espec�al �mpudence. The decadents,
and æsthetes of the type at one t�me represented by Oscar W�lde,
select as a theme for the�r product�ons the den�al of moral�ty and the
laudat�on of v�ce.
Th�s art has partly generated, and partly co�nc�des w�th, a s�m�lar
ph�losoph�c theory. I recently rece�ved from Amer�ca a book ent�tled
“The Surv�val of the F�ttest: Ph�losophy of Power, 1896, by Ragnar
Redbeard, Ch�cago.” The substance of th�s book, as �t �s expressed
�n the ed�tor’s preface, �s that to measure “r�ght” by the false
ph�losophy of the Hebrew prophets and “weepful” Mess�ahs �s
madness. R�ght �s not the offspr�ng of doctr�ne but of power. All laws,
commandments, or doctr�nes as to not do�ng to another what you do
not w�sh done to you, have no �nherent author�ty whatever, but



rece�ve �t only from the club, the gallows, and the sword. A man truly
free �s under no obl�gat�on to obey any �njunct�on, human or d�v�ne.
Obed�ence �s the s�gn of the degenerate. D�sobed�ence �s the stamp
of the hero. Men should not be bound by moral rules �nvented by
the�r foes. The whole world �s a sl�ppery battlef�eld. Ideal just�ce
demands that the vanqu�shed should be explo�ted, emasculated, and
scorned. The free and brave may se�ze the world. And, therefore,
there should be eternal war for l�fe, for land, for love, for women, for
power, and for gold. (Someth�ng s�m�lar was sa�d a few years ago by
the celebrated and ref�ned academ�c�an, Vogüé.) The earth and �ts
treasures �s “booty for the bold.”
The author has ev�dently by h�mself, �ndependently of N�etzsche,
come to the same conclus�ons wh�ch are professed by the new
art�sts.
Expressed �n the form of a doctr�ne these pos�t�ons startle us. In
real�ty they are �mpl�ed �n the �deal of art serv�ng beauty. The art of
our upper classes has educated people �n th�s �deal of the over-man,
[89]—wh�ch �s, �n real�ty, the old �deal of Nero, Stenka Raz�n,[90]

Gengh�s Khan, Robert Maca�re,[91] or Napoleon, and all the�r
accompl�ces, ass�stants, and adulators—and �t supports th�s �deal
w�th all �ts m�ght.
It �s th�s supplant�ng of the �deal of what �s r�ght by the �deal of what
�s beaut�ful, �.e. of what �s pleasant, that �s the fourth consequence,
and a terr�ble one, of the pervers�on of art �n our soc�ety. It �s fearful
to th�nk of what would befall human�ty were such art to spread
among the masses of the people. And �t already beg�ns to spread.
F�nally, the f�fth and ch�ef result �s, that the art wh�ch flour�shes �n the
upper classes of European soc�ety has a d�rectly v�t�at�ng �nfluence,
�nfect�ng people w�th the worst feel�ngs and w�th those most harmful
to human�ty—superst�t�on, patr�ot�sm, and, above all, sensual�ty.
Look carefully �nto the causes of the �gnorance of the masses, and
you may see that the ch�ef cause does not at all l�e �n the lack of
schools and l�brar�es, as we are accustomed to suppose, but �n
those superst�t�ons, both eccles�ast�cal and patr�ot�c, w�th wh�ch the
people are saturated, and wh�ch are unceas�ngly generated by all



the methods of art. Church superst�t�ons are supported and
produced by the poetry of prayers, hymns, pa�nt�ng, by the sculpture
of �mages and of statues, by s�ng�ng, by organs, by mus�c, by
arch�tecture, and even by dramat�c art �n rel�g�ous ceremon�es.
Patr�ot�c superst�t�ons are supported and produced by verses and
stor�es, wh�ch are suppl�ed even �n schools, by mus�c, by songs, by
tr�umphal process�ons, by royal meet�ngs, by mart�al p�ctures, and by
monuments.
Were �t not for th�s cont�nual act�v�ty �n all departments of art,
perpetuat�ng the eccles�ast�cal and patr�ot�c �ntox�cat�on and
emb�tterment of the people, the masses would long ere th�s have
atta�ned to true enl�ghtenment.
But �t �s not only �n Church matters and patr�ot�c matters that art
depraves; �t �s art �n our t�me that serves as the ch�ef cause of the
pervers�on of people �n the most �mportant quest�on of soc�al l�fe—�n
the�r sexual relat�ons. We nearly all know by our own exper�ence,
and those who are fathers and mothers know �n the case of the�r
grown-up ch�ldren also, what fearful mental and phys�cal suffer�ng,
what useless waste of strength, people suffer merely as a
consequence of d�ssoluteness �n sexual des�re.
S�nce the world began, s�nce the Trojan war, wh�ch sprang from that
same sexual d�ssoluteness, down to and �nclud�ng the su�c�des and
murders of lovers descr�bed �n almost every newspaper, a great
proport�on of the suffer�ngs of the human race have come from th�s
source.
And what �s art do�ng? All art, real and counterfe�t, w�th very few
except�ons, �s devoted to descr�b�ng, dep�ct�ng, and �nflam�ng sexual
love �n every shape and form. When one remembers all those novels
and the�r lust-k�ndl�ng descr�pt�ons of love, from the most ref�ned to
the grossest, w�th wh�ch the l�terature of our soc�ety overflows; �f one
only remembers all those p�ctures and statues represent�ng women’s
naked bod�es, and all sorts of abom�nat�ons wh�ch are reproduced �n
�llustrat�ons and advert�sements; �f one only remembers all the f�lthy
operas and operettas, songs and romances w�th wh�ch our world



teems, �nvoluntar�ly �t seems as �f ex�st�ng art had but one def�n�te
a�m—to d�ssem�nate v�ce as w�dely as poss�ble.
Such, though not all, are the most d�rect consequences of that
pervers�on of art wh�ch has occurred �n our soc�ety. So that, what �n
our soc�ety �s called art not only does not conduce to the progress of
mank�nd, but, more than almost anyth�ng else, h�nders the
atta�nment of goodness �n our l�ves.
And therefore the quest�on wh�ch �nvoluntar�ly presents �tself to every
man free from art�st�c act�v�ty and therefore not bound to ex�st�ng art
by self-�nterest, the quest�on asked by me at the beg�nn�ng of th�s
work: Is �t just that to what we call art, to a someth�ng belong�ng to
but a small sect�on of soc�ety, should be offered up such sacr�f�ces of
human labour, of human l�ves, and of goodness as are now be�ng
offered up? rece�ves the natural reply: No; �t �s unjust, and these
th�ngs should not be! So also repl�es sound sense and unperverted
moral feel�ng. Not only should these th�ngs not be, not only should
no sacr�f�ces be offered up to what among us �s called art, but, on the
contrary, the efforts of those who w�sh to l�ve r�ghtly should be
d�rected towards the destruct�on of th�s art, for �t �s one of the most
cruel of the ev�ls that harass our sect�on of human�ty. So that, were
the quest�on put: Would �t be preferable for our Chr�st�an world to be
depr�ved of all that �s now esteemed to be art, and, together w�th the
false, to lose all that �s good �n �t? I th�nk that every reasonable and
moral man would aga�n dec�de the quest�on as Plato dec�ded �t for
h�s Republ�c, and as all the Church Chr�st�an and Mahommedan
teachers of mank�nd dec�ded �t, �.e. would say, “Rather let there be
no art at all than cont�nue the deprav�ng art, or s�mulat�on of art,
wh�ch now ex�sts.” Happ�ly, no one has to face th�s quest�on, and no
one need adopt e�ther solut�on. All that man can do, and that we—
the so-called educated people, who are so placed that we have the
poss�b�l�ty of understand�ng the mean�ng of the phenomena of our
l�fe—can and should do, �s to understand the error we are �nvolved
�n, and not harden our hearts �n �t but seek for a way of escape.



CHAPTER XVIII

The cause of the l�e �nto wh�ch the art of our soc�ety has fallen was
that people of the upper classes, hav�ng ceased to bel�eve �n the
Church teach�ng (called Chr�st�an), d�d not resolve to accept true
Chr�st�an teach�ng �n �ts real and fundamental pr�nc�ples of sonsh�p to
God and brotherhood to man, but cont�nued to l�ve on w�thout any
bel�ef, endeavour�ng to make up for the absence of bel�ef—some by
hypocr�sy, pretend�ng st�ll to bel�eve �n the nonsense of the Church
creeds; others by boldly assert�ng the�r d�sbel�ef; others by ref�ned
agnost�c�sm; and others, aga�n, by return�ng to the Greek worsh�p of
beauty, procla�m�ng egot�sm to be r�ght, and elevat�ng �t to the rank of
a rel�g�ous doctr�ne.
The cause of the malady was the non-acceptance of Chr�st’s
teach�ng �n �ts real, �.e. �ts full, mean�ng. And the only cure for the
�llness l�es �n acknowledg�ng that teach�ng �n �ts full mean�ng. And
such acknowledgment �n our t�me �s not only poss�ble but �nev�table.
Already to-day a man, stand�ng on the he�ght of the knowledge of
our age, whether he be nom�nally a Cathol�c or a Protestant, cannot
say that he really bel�eves �n the dogmas of the Church: �n God
be�ng a Tr�n�ty, �n Chr�st be�ng God, �n the scheme of redempt�on,
and so forth; nor can he sat�sfy h�mself by procla�m�ng h�s unbel�ef or
scept�c�sm, nor by relaps�ng �nto the worsh�p of beauty and egot�sm.
Above all, he can no longer say that we do not know the real
mean�ng of Chr�st’s teach�ng. That mean�ng has not only become
access�ble to all men of our t�mes, but the whole l�fe of man to-day �s
permeated by the sp�r�t of that teach�ng, and, consc�ously or
unconsc�ously, �s gu�ded by �t.
However d�fferently �n form people belong�ng to our Chr�st�an world
may def�ne the dest�ny of man; whether they see �t �n human



progress �n whatever sense of the words, �n the un�on of all men �n a
soc�al�st�c realm, or �n the establ�shment of a commune; whether
they look forward to the un�on of mank�nd under the gu�dance of one
un�versal Church, or to the federat�on of the world,—however var�ous
�n form the�r def�n�t�ons of the dest�nat�on of human l�fe may be, all
men �n our t�mes already adm�t that the h�ghest well-be�ng atta�nable
by men �s to be reached by the�r un�on w�th one another.
However people of our upper classes (feel�ng that the�r ascendency
can only be ma�nta�ned as long as they separate themselves—the
r�ch and learned—from the labourers, the poor, and the unlearned)
may seek to dev�se new concept�ons of l�fe by wh�ch the�r pr�v�leges
may be perpetuated,—now the �deal of return�ng to ant�qu�ty, now
myst�c�sm, now Hellen�sm, now the cult of the super�or person
(overman-�sm),—they have, w�ll�ngly or unw�ll�ngly, to adm�t the truth
wh�ch �s eluc�dat�ng �tself from all s�des, voluntar�ly and �nvoluntar�ly,
namely, that our welfare l�es only �n the un�f�cat�on and the
brotherhood of man.
Unconsc�ously th�s truth �s conf�rmed by the construct�on of means of
commun�cat�on,—telegraphs, telephones, the press, and the ever-
�ncreas�ng atta�nab�l�ty of mater�al well-be�ng for everyone,—and
consc�ously �t �s aff�rmed by the destruct�on of superst�t�ons wh�ch
d�v�de men, by the d�ffus�on of the truths of knowledge, and by the
express�on of the �deal of the brotherhood of man �n the best works
of art of our t�me.
Art �s a sp�r�tual organ of human l�fe wh�ch cannot be destroyed, and
therefore, notw�thstand�ng all the efforts made by people of the upper
classes to conceal the rel�g�ous �deal by wh�ch human�ty l�ves, that
�deal �s more and more clearly recogn�sed by man, and even �n our
perverted soc�ety �s more and more often part�ally expressed by
sc�ence and by art. Dur�ng the present century works of the h�gher
k�nd of rel�g�ous art have appeared more and more frequently, both
�n l�terature and �n pa�nt�ng, permeated by a truly Chr�st�an sp�r�t, as
also works of the un�versal art of common l�fe, access�ble to all. So
that even art knows the true �deal of our t�mes, and tends towards �t.
On the one hand, the best works of art of our t�mes transm�t rel�g�ous
feel�ngs urg�ng towards the un�on and the brotherhood of man (such



are the works of D�ckens, Hugo, Dosto�evsky; and �n pa�nt�ng, of
M�llet, Bast�en Lepage, Jules Breton, L’Herm�tte, and others); on the
other hand, they str�ve towards the transm�ss�on, not of feel�ngs
wh�ch are natural to people of the upper classes only, but of such
feel�ngs as may un�te everyone w�thout except�on. There are as yet
few such works, but the need of them �s already acknowledged. In
recent t�mes we also meet more and more frequently w�th attempts
at publ�cat�ons, p�ctures, concerts, and theatres for the people. All
th�s �s st�ll very far from accompl�sh�ng what should be done, but
already the d�rect�on �n wh�ch good art �nst�nct�vely presses forward
to rega�n the path natural to �t can be d�scerned.
The rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�me—wh�ch cons�sts �n
acknowledg�ng that the a�m of l�fe (both collect�ve and �nd�v�dual) �s
the un�on of mank�nd—�s already so suff�c�ently d�st�nct that people
have now only to reject the false theory of beauty, accord�ng to wh�ch
enjoyment �s cons�dered to be the purpose of art, and rel�g�ous
percept�on w�ll naturally takes �ts place as the gu�de of the art of our
t�me.
And as soon as the rel�g�ous percept�on, wh�ch already
unconsc�ously d�rects the l�fe of man, �s consc�ously acknowledged,
then �mmed�ately and naturally the d�v�s�on of art, �nto art for the
lower and art for the upper classes, w�ll d�sappear. There w�ll be one
common, brotherly, un�versal art; and f�rst, that art w�ll naturally be
rejected wh�ch transm�ts feel�ngs �ncompat�ble w�th the rel�g�ous
percept�on of our t�me,—feel�ngs wh�ch do not un�te, but d�v�de men,
—and then that �ns�gn�f�cant, exclus�ve art w�ll be rejected to wh�ch
an �mportance �s now attached to wh�ch �t has no r�ght.
And as soon as th�s occurs, art w�ll �mmed�ately cease to be, what �t
has been �n recent t�mes: a means of mak�ng people coarser and
more v�c�ous, and �t w�ll become, what �t always used to be and
should be, a means by wh�ch human�ty progresses towards un�ty
and blessedness;
Strange as the compar�son may sound, what has happened to the
art of our c�rcle and t�me �s what happens to a woman who sells her



womanly attract�veness, �ntended for matern�ty, for the pleasure of
those who des�re such pleasures.
The art of our t�me and of our c�rcle has become a prost�tute. And
th�s compar�son holds good even �n m�nute deta�ls. L�ke her �t �s not
l�m�ted to certa�n t�mes, l�ke her �t �s always adorned, l�ke her �t �s
always saleable, and l�ke her �t �s ent�c�ng and ru�nous.
A real work of art can only ar�se �n the soul of an art�st occas�onally,
as the fru�t of the l�fe he has l�ved, just as a ch�ld �s conce�ved by �ts
mother. But counterfe�t art �s produced by art�sans and
hand�craftsmen cont�nually, �f only consumers can be found.
Real art, l�ke the w�fe of an affect�onate husband, needs no
ornaments. But counterfe�t art, l�ke a prost�tute, must always be
decked out.
The cause of the product�on of real art �s the art�st’s �nner need to
express a feel�ng that has accumulated, just as for a mother the
cause of sexual concept�on �s love. The cause of counterfe�t art, as
of prost�tut�on, �s ga�n.
The consequence of true art �s the �ntroduct�on of a new feel�ng �nto
the �ntercourse of l�fe, as the consequence of a w�fe’s love �s the b�rth
of a new man �nto l�fe.
The consequences of counterfe�t art are the pervers�on of man,
pleasure wh�ch never sat�sf�es, and the weaken�ng of man’s sp�r�tual
strength.
And th�s �s what people of our day and of our c�rcle should
understand, �n order to avo�d the f�lthy torrent of depraved and
prost�tuted art w�th wh�ch we are deluged.



CHAPTER XIX

People talk of the art of the future, mean�ng by “art of the future”
some espec�ally ref�ned, new art, wh�ch, as they �mag�ne, w�ll be
developed out of that exclus�ve art of one class wh�ch �s now
cons�dered the h�ghest art. But no such new art of the future can or
w�ll be found. Our exclus�ve art, that of the upper classes of
Chr�stendom, has found �ts way �nto a bl�nd alley. The d�rect�on �n
wh�ch �t has been go�ng leads nowhere. Hav�ng once let go of that
wh�ch �s most essent�al for art (namely, the gu�dance g�ven by
rel�g�ous percept�on), that art has become ever more and more
exclus�ve, and therefore ever more and more perverted, unt�l, f�nally,
�t has come to noth�ng. The art of the future, that wh�ch �s really
com�ng, w�ll not be a development of present-day art, but w�ll ar�se
on completely other and new foundat�ons, hav�ng noth�ng �n common
w�th those by wh�ch our present art of the upper classes �s gu�ded.
Art of the future, that �s to say, such part of art as w�ll be chosen from
among all the art d�ffused among mank�nd, w�ll cons�st, not �n
transm�tt�ng feel�ngs access�ble only to members of the r�ch classes,
as �s the case to-day, but �n transm�tt�ng such feel�ngs as embody the
h�ghest rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�mes. Only those product�ons w�ll
be cons�dered art wh�ch transm�t feel�ngs draw�ng men together �n
brotherly un�on, or such un�versal feel�ngs as can un�te all men. Only
such art w�ll be chosen, tolerated, approved, and d�ffused. But art
transm�tt�ng feel�ngs flow�ng from ant�quated, worn-out rel�g�ous
teach�ng,—Church art, patr�ot�c art, voluptuous art, transm�tt�ng
feel�ngs of superst�t�ous fear, of pr�de, of van�ty, of ecstat�c adm�rat�on
of nat�onal heroes,—art exc�t�ng exclus�ve love of one’s own people,
or sensual�ty, w�ll be cons�dered bad, harmful art, and w�ll be
censured and desp�sed by publ�c op�n�on. All the rest of art,



transm�tt�ng feel�ngs access�ble only to a sect�on of people, w�ll be
cons�dered un�mportant, and w�ll be ne�ther blamed nor pra�sed. And
the appra�sement of art �n general w�ll devolve, not, as �s now the
case, on a separate class of r�ch people, but on the whole people; so
that for a work to be esteemed good, and to be approved of and
d�ffused, �t w�ll have to sat�sfy the demands, not of a few people l�v�ng
�n �dent�cal and often unnatural cond�t�ons, but �t w�ll have to sat�sfy
the demands of all those great masses of people who are s�tuated �n
the natural cond�t�ons of labor�ous l�fe.
And the art�sts produc�ng art w�ll also not be, as now, merely a few
people selected from a small sect�on of the nat�on, members of the
upper classes or the�r hangers-on, but w�ll cons�st of all those g�fted
members of the whole people who prove capable of, and are �ncl�ned
towards, art�st�c act�v�ty.
Art�st�c act�v�ty w�ll then be access�ble to all men. It w�ll become
access�ble to the whole people, because, �n the f�rst place, �n the art
of the future, not only w�ll that complex techn�que, wh�ch deforms the
product�ons of the art of to-day and requ�res so great an effort and
expend�ture of t�me, not be demanded, but, on the contrary, the
demand w�ll be for clearness, s�mpl�c�ty, and brev�ty—cond�t�ons
mastered not by mechan�cal exerc�ses but by the educat�on of taste.
And secondly, art�st�c act�v�ty w�ll become access�ble to all men of
the people because, �nstead of the present profess�onal schools
wh�ch only some can enter, all w�ll learn mus�c and dep�ct�ve art
(s�ng�ng and draw�ng) equally w�th letters �n the elementary schools,
and �n such a way that every man, hav�ng rece�ved the f�rst pr�nc�ples
of draw�ng and mus�c, and feel�ng a capac�ty for, and a call to, one or
other of the arts, w�ll be able to perfect h�mself �n �t.
People th�nk that �f there are no spec�al art-schools the techn�que of
art w�ll deter�orate. Undoubtedly, �f by techn�que we understand
those compl�cat�ons of art wh�ch are now cons�dered an excellence,
�t w�ll deter�orate; but �f by techn�que �s understood clearness, beauty,
s�mpl�c�ty, and compress�on �n works of art, then, even �f the
elements of draw�ng and mus�c were not to be taught �n the nat�onal
schools, the techn�que w�ll not only not deter�orate, but, as �s shown
by all peasant art, w�ll be a hundred t�mes better. It w�ll be �mproved,



because all the art�sts of gen�us now h�dden among the masses w�ll
become producers of art and w�ll g�ve models of excellence, wh�ch
(as has always been the case) w�ll be the best schools of techn�que
for the�r successors. For every true art�st, even now, learns h�s
techn�que, ch�efly, not �n the schools but �n l�fe, from the examples of
the great masters; then—when the producers of art w�ll be the best
art�sts of the whole nat�on, and there w�ll be more such examples,
and they w�ll be more access�ble—such part of the school tra�n�ng as
the future art�st w�ll lose w�ll be a hundredfold compensated for by
the tra�n�ng he w�ll rece�ve from the numerous examples of good art
d�ffused �n soc�ety.
Such w�ll be one d�fference between present and future art. Another
d�fference w�ll be that art w�ll not be produced by profess�onal art�sts
rece�v�ng payment for the�r work and engaged on noth�ng else
bes�des the�r art. The art of the future w�ll be produced by all the
members of the commun�ty who feel the need of such act�v�ty, but
they w�ll occupy themselves w�th art only when they feel such need.
In our soc�ety people th�nk that an art�st w�ll work better, and produce
more, �f he has a secured ma�ntenance. And th�s op�n�on would
serve once more to show clearly, were such demonstrat�on st�ll
needed, that what among us �s cons�dered art �s not art, but only �ts
counterfe�t. It �s qu�te true that for the product�on of boots or loaves
d�v�s�on of labour �s very advantageous, and that the bootmaker or
baker who need not prepare h�s own d�nner or fetch h�s own fuel w�ll
make more boots or loaves than �f he had to busy h�mself about
these matters. But art �s not a hand�craft; �t �s the transm�ss�on of
feel�ng the art�st has exper�enced. And sound feel�ng can only be
engendered �n a man when he �s l�v�ng on all �ts s�des the l�fe natural
and proper to mank�nd. And therefore secur�ty of ma�ntenance �s a
cond�t�on most harmful to an art�st’s true product�veness, s�nce �t
removes h�m from the cond�t�on natural to all men,—that of struggle
w�th nature for the ma�ntenance of both h�s own l�fe and that of
others,—and thus depr�ves h�m of opportun�ty and poss�b�l�ty to
exper�ence the most �mportant and natural feel�ngs of man. There �s
no pos�t�on more �njur�ous to an art�st’s product�veness than that



pos�t�on of complete secur�ty and luxury �n wh�ch art�sts usually l�ve
�n our soc�ety.
The art�st of the future w�ll l�ve the common l�fe of man, earn�ng h�s
subs�stence by some k�nd of labour. The fru�ts of that h�ghest
sp�r�tual strength wh�ch passes through h�m he w�ll try to share w�th
the greatest poss�ble number of people, for �n such transm�ss�on to
others of the feel�ngs that have ar�sen �n h�m he w�ll f�nd h�s
happ�ness and h�s reward. The art�st of the future w�ll be unable to
understand how an art�st, whose ch�ef del�ght �s �n the w�de d�ffus�on
of h�s works, could g�ve them only �n exchange for a certa�n
payment.
Unt�l the dealers are dr�ven out, the temple of art w�ll not be a temple.
But the art of the future w�ll dr�ve them out.
And therefore the subject-matter of the art of the future, as I �mag�ne
�t to myself, w�ll be totally unl�ke that of to-day. It w�ll cons�st, not �n
the express�on of exclus�ve feel�ngs: pr�de, spleen, sat�ety, and all
poss�ble forms of voluptuousness, ava�lable and �nterest�ng only to
people who, by force, have freed themselves from the labour natural
to human be�ngs; but �t w�ll cons�st �n the express�on of feel�ngs
exper�enced by a man l�v�ng the l�fe natural to all men and flow�ng
from the rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�mes, or of such feel�ngs as are
open to all men w�thout except�on.
To people of our c�rcle who do not know, and cannot or w�ll not
understand the feel�ngs wh�ch w�ll form the subject-matter of the art
of the future, such subject-matter appears very poor �n compar�son
w�th those subtlet�es of exclus�ve art w�th wh�ch they are now
occup�ed. “What �s there fresh to be sa�d �n the sphere of the
Chr�st�an feel�ng of love of one’s fellow-man? The feel�ngs common
to everyone are so �ns�gn�f�cant and monotonous,” th�nk they. And
yet, �n our t�me, the really fresh feel�ngs can only be rel�g�ous,
Chr�st�an feel�ngs, and such as are open, access�ble, to all. The
feel�ngs flow�ng from the rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�mes, Chr�st�an
feel�ngs, are �nf�n�tely new and var�ed, only not �n the sense some
people �mag�ne,—not that they can be evoked by the dep�ct�on of
Chr�st and of Gospel ep�sodes, or by repeat�ng �n new forms the



Chr�st�an truths of un�ty, brotherhood, equal�ty, and love,—but �n that
all the oldest, commonest, and most hackneyed phenomena of l�fe
evoke the newest, most unexpected and touch�ng emot�ons as soon
as a man regards them from the Chr�st�an po�nt of v�ew.
What can be older than the relat�ons between marr�ed couples, of
parents to ch�ldren, of ch�ldren to parents; the relat�ons of men to
the�r fellow-countrymen and to fore�gners, to an �nvas�on, to defence,
to property, to the land, or to an�mals? But as soon as a man regards
these matters from the Chr�st�an po�nt of v�ew, endlessly var�ed,
fresh, complex, and strong emot�ons �mmed�ately ar�se.
And, �n the same way, that realm of subject-matter for the art of the
future wh�ch relates to the s�mplest feel�ngs of common l�fe open to
all w�ll not be narrowed but w�dened. In our former art only the
express�on of feel�ngs natural to people of a certa�n except�onal
pos�t�on was cons�dered worthy of be�ng transm�tted by art, and even
then only on cond�t�on that these feel�ngs were transm�tted �n a most
ref�ned manner, �ncomprehens�ble to the major�ty of men; all the
�mmense realm of folk-art, and ch�ldren’s art—jests, proverbs,
r�ddles, songs, dances, ch�ldren’s games, and m�m�cry—was not
esteemed a doma�n worthy of art.
The art�st of the future w�ll understand that to compose a fa�ry-tale, a
l�ttle song wh�ch w�ll touch, a lullaby or a r�ddle wh�ch w�ll enterta�n, a
jest wh�ch w�ll amuse, or to draw a sketch wh�ch w�ll del�ght dozens
of generat�ons or m�ll�ons of ch�ldren and adults, �s �ncomparably
more �mportant and more fru�tful than to compose a novel or a
symphony, or pa�nt a p�cture wh�ch w�ll d�vert some members of the
wealthy classes for a short t�me, and then be for ever forgotten. The
reg�on of th�s art of the s�mple feel�ngs access�ble to all �s enormous,
and �t �s as yet almost untouched.
The art of the future, therefore, w�ll not be poorer, but �nf�n�tely r�cher
�n subject-matter. And the form of the art of the future w�ll also not be
�nfer�or to the present forms of art, but �nf�n�tely super�or to them.
Super�or, not �n the sense of hav�ng a ref�ned and complex
techn�que, but �n the sense of the capac�ty br�efly, s�mply, and clearly



to transm�t, w�thout any superflu�t�es, the feel�ng wh�ch the art�st has
exper�enced and w�shes to transm�t.
I remember once speak�ng to a famous astronomer who had g�ven
publ�c lectures on the spectrum analys�s of the stars of the M�lky
Way, and say�ng �t would be a good th�ng �f, w�th h�s knowledge and
masterly del�very, he would g�ve a lecture merely on the format�on
and movements of the earth, for certa�nly there were many people at
h�s lecture on the spectrum analys�s of the stars of the M�lky Way,
espec�ally among the women, who d�d not well know why n�ght
follows day and summer follows w�nter. The w�se astronomer sm�led
as he answered, “Yes, �t would be a good th�ng, but �t would be very
d�ff�cult. To lecture on the spectrum analys�s of the M�lky Way �s far
eas�er.”
And so �t �s �n art. To wr�te a rhymed poem deal�ng w�th the t�mes of
Cleopatra, or pa�nt a p�cture of Nero burn�ng Rome, or compose a
symphony �n the manner of Brahms or R�chard Strauss, or an opera
l�ke Wagner’s, �s far eas�er than to tell a s�mple story w�thout any
unnecessary deta�ls, yet so that �t should transm�t the feel�ngs of the
narrator, or to draw a penc�l-sketch wh�ch should touch or amuse the
beholder, or to compose four bars of clear and s�mple melody,
w�thout any accompan�ment, wh�ch should convey an �mpress�on
and be remembered by those who hear �t.
“It �s �mposs�ble for us, w�th our culture, to return to a pr�m�t�ve state,”
say the art�sts of our t�me. “It �s �mposs�ble for us now to wr�te such
stor�es as that of Joseph or the Odyssey, to produce such statues as
the Venus of M�lo, or to compose such mus�c as the folk-songs.”
And �ndeed, for the art�sts of our soc�ety and day, �t �s �mposs�ble, but
not for the future art�st, who w�ll be free from all the pervers�on of
techn�cal �mprovements h�d�ng the absence of subject-matter, and
who, not be�ng a profess�onal art�st and rece�v�ng no payment for h�s
act�v�ty, w�ll only produce art when he feels �mpelled to do so by an
�rres�st�ble �nner �mpulse.
The art of the future w�ll thus be completely d�st�nct, both �n subject-
matter and �n form, from what �s now called art. The only subject-
matter of the art of the future w�ll be e�ther feel�ngs draw�ng men



towards un�on, or such as already un�te them; and the forms of art
w�ll be such as w�ll be open to everyone. And therefore, the �deal of
excellence �n the future w�ll not be the exclus�veness of feel�ng,
access�ble only to some, but, on the contrary, �ts un�versal�ty. And not
bulk�ness, obscur�ty, and complex�ty of form, as �s now esteemed,
but, on the contrary, brev�ty, clearness, and s�mpl�c�ty of express�on.
Only when art has atta�ned to that, w�ll art ne�ther d�vert nor deprave
men as �t does now, call�ng on them to expend the�r best strength on
�t, but be what �t should be—a veh�cle wherew�th to transm�t
rel�g�ous, Chr�st�an percept�on from the realm of reason and �ntellect
�nto that of feel�ng, and really draw�ng people �n actual l�fe nearer to
that perfect�on and un�ty �nd�cated to them by the�r rel�g�ous
percept�on.



CHAPTER XX
THE CONCLUSION

I have accompl�shed, to the best of my ab�l�ty, th�s work wh�ch has
occup�ed me for 15 years, on a subject near to me—that of art. By
say�ng that th�s subject has occup�ed me for 15 years, I do not mean
that I have been wr�t�ng th�s book 15 years, but only that I began to
wr�te on art 15 years ago, th�nk�ng that when once I undertook the
task I should be able to accompl�sh �t w�thout a break. It proved,
however, that my v�ews on the matter then were so far from clear
that I could not arrange them �n a way that sat�sf�ed me. From that
t�me I have never ceased to th�nk on the subject, and I have
recommenced to wr�te on �t 6 or 7 t�mes; but each t�me, after wr�t�ng
a cons�derable part of �t, I have found myself unable to br�ng the
work to a sat�sfactory conclus�on, and have had to put �t as�de. Now I
have f�n�shed �t; and however badly I may have performed the task,
my hope �s that my fundamental thought as to the false d�rect�on the
art of our soc�ety has taken and �s follow�ng, as to the reasons of
th�s, and as to the real dest�nat�on of art, �s correct, and that
therefore my work w�ll not be w�thout ava�l. But that th�s should come
to pass, and that art should really abandon �ts false path and take
the new d�rect�on, �t �s necessary that another equally �mportant
human sp�r�tual act�v�ty,—sc�ence,—�n �nt�mate dependence on
wh�ch art always rests, should abandon the false path wh�ch �t too,
l�ke art, �s follow�ng.
Sc�ence and art are as closely bound together as the lungs and the
heart, so that �f one organ �s v�t�ated the other cannot act r�ghtly.
True sc�ence �nvest�gates and br�ngs to human percept�on such
truths and such knowledge as the people of a g�ven t�me and soc�ety



cons�der most �mportant. Art transm�ts these truths from the reg�on of
percept�on to the reg�on of emot�on. Therefore, �f the path chosen by
sc�ence be false so also w�ll be the path taken by art. Sc�ence and
art are l�ke a certa�n k�nd of barge w�th kedge-anchors wh�ch used to
ply on our r�vers. Sc�ence, l�ke the boats wh�ch took the anchors up-
stream and made them secure, g�ves d�rect�on to the forward
movement; wh�le art, l�ke the w�ndlass worked on the barge to draw �t
towards the anchor, causes the actual progress�on. And thus a false
act�v�ty of sc�ence �nev�tably causes a correspond�ngly false act�v�ty
of art.
As art �n general �s the transm�ss�on of every k�nd of feel�ng, but �n
the l�m�ted sense of the word we only call that art wh�ch transm�ts
feel�ngs acknowledged by us to be �mportant, so also sc�ence �n
general �s the transm�ss�on of all poss�ble knowledge; but �n the
l�m�ted sense of the word we call sc�ence that wh�ch transm�ts
knowledge acknowledged by us to be �mportant.
And the degree of �mportance, both of the feel�ngs transm�tted by art
and of the �nformat�on transm�tted by sc�ence, �s dec�ded by the
rel�g�ous percept�on of the g�ven t�me and soc�ety, �.e. by the
common understand�ng of the purpose of the�r l�ves possessed by
the people of that t�me or soc�ety.
That wh�ch most of all contr�butes to the fulf�lment of that purpose w�ll
be stud�ed most; that wh�ch contr�butes less w�ll be stud�ed less; that
wh�ch does not contr�bute at all to the fulf�lment of the purpose of
human l�fe w�ll be ent�rely neglected, or, �f stud�ed, such study w�ll not
be accounted sc�ence. So �t always has been, and so �t should be
now; for such �s the nature of human knowledge and of human l�fe.
But the sc�ence of the upper classes of our t�me, wh�ch not only does
not acknowledge any rel�g�on, but cons�ders every rel�g�on to be
mere superst�t�on, could not and cannot make such d�st�nct�ons.
Sc�ent�sts of our day aff�rm that they study everyth�ng �mpart�ally; but
as everyth�ng �s too much (�s �n fact an �nf�n�te number of objects),
and as �t �s �mposs�ble to study all al�ke, th�s �s only sa�d �n the theory,
wh�le �n pract�ce not everyth�ng �s stud�ed, and study �s appl�ed far
from �mpart�ally, only that be�ng stud�ed wh�ch, on the one hand, �s



most wanted by, and on the other hand, �s pleasantest to those
people who occupy themselves w�th sc�ence. And what the people,
belong�ng to the upper classes, who are occupy�ng themselves w�th
sc�ence most want �s the ma�ntenance of the system under wh�ch
those classes reta�n the�r pr�v�leges; and what �s pleasantest are
such th�ngs as sat�sfy �dle cur�os�ty, do not demand great mental
efforts, and can be pract�cally appl�ed.
And therefore one s�de of sc�ence, �nclud�ng theology and ph�losophy
adapted to the ex�st�ng order, as also h�story and pol�t�cal economy
of the same sort, are ch�efly occup�ed �n prov�ng that the ex�st�ng
order �s the very one wh�ch ought to ex�st; that �t has come �nto
ex�stence and cont�nues to ex�st by the operat�on of �mmutable laws
not amenable to human w�ll, and that all efforts to change �t are
therefore harmful and wrong. The other part, exper�mental sc�ence,
—�nclud�ng mathemat�cs, astronomy, chem�stry, phys�cs, botany, and
all the natural sc�ences,—�s exclus�vely occup�ed w�th th�ngs that
have no d�rect relat�on to human l�fe: w�th what �s cur�ous, and w�th
th�ngs of wh�ch pract�cal appl�cat�on advantageous to people of the
upper classes can be made. And to just�fy that select�on of objects of
study wh�ch (�n conform�ty to the�r own pos�t�on) the men of sc�ence
of our t�mes have made, they have dev�sed a theory of sc�ence for
sc�ence’s sake, qu�te s�m�lar to the theory of art for art’s sake.
As by the theory of art for art’s sake �t appears that occupat�on w�th
all those th�ngs that please us—�s art, so, by the theory of sc�ence for
sc�ence’s sake, the study of that wh�ch �nterests us—�s sc�ence.
So that one s�de of sc�ence, �nstead of study�ng how people should
l�ve �n order to fulf�l the�r m�ss�on �n l�fe, demonstrates the
r�ghteousness and �mmutab�l�ty of the bad and false arrangements of
l�fe wh�ch ex�st around us; wh�le the other part, exper�mental sc�ence,
occup�es �tself w�th quest�ons of s�mple cur�os�ty or w�th techn�cal
�mprovements.
The f�rst of these d�v�s�ons of sc�ence �s harmful, not only because �t
confuses people’s percept�ons and g�ves false dec�s�ons, but also
because �t ex�sts, and occup�es the ground wh�ch should belong to
true sc�ence. It does th�s harm, that each man, �n order to approach



the study of the most �mportant quest�ons of l�fe, must f�rst refute
these erect�ons of l�es wh�ch have dur�ng ages been p�led around
each of the most essent�al quest�ons of human l�fe, and wh�ch are
propped up by all the strength of human �ngenu�ty.
The second d�v�s�on—the one of wh�ch modern sc�ence �s so
part�cularly proud, and wh�ch �s cons�dered by many people to be the
only real sc�ence—�s harmful �n that �t d�verts attent�on from the really
�mportant subjects to �ns�gn�f�cant subjects, and �s also d�rectly
harmful �n that, under the ev�l system of soc�ety wh�ch the f�rst
d�v�s�on of sc�ence just�f�es and supports, a great part of the techn�cal
ga�ns of sc�ence are turned not to the advantage but to the �njury of
mank�nd.
Indeed �t �s only to those who are devot�ng the�r l�ves to such study
that �t seems as �f all the �nvent�ons wh�ch are made �n the sphere of
natural sc�ence were very �mportant and useful th�ngs. And to these
people �t seems so only when they do not look around them and do
not see what �s really �mportant. They only need tear themselves
away from the psycholog�cal m�croscope under wh�ch they exam�ne
the objects of the�r study, and look about them, �n order to see how
�ns�gn�f�cant �s all that has afforded them such naïve pr�de, all that
knowledge not only of geometry of n-d�mens�ons, spectrum analys�s
of the M�lky Way, the form of atoms, d�mens�ons of human skulls of
the Stone Age, and s�m�lar tr�fles, but even our knowledge of m�cro-
organ�sms, X-rays, etc., �n compar�son w�th such knowledge as we
have thrown as�de and handed over to the pervers�ons of the
professors of theology, jur�sprudence, pol�t�cal economy, f�nanc�al
sc�ence, etc. We need only look around us to perce�ve that the
act�v�ty proper to real sc�ence �s not the study of whatever happens
to �nterest us, but the study of how man’s l�fe should be establ�shed,
—the study of those quest�ons of rel�g�on, moral�ty, and soc�al l�fe,
w�thout the solut�on of wh�ch all our knowledge of nature w�ll be
harmful or �ns�gn�f�cant.
We are h�ghly del�ghted and very proud that our sc�ence renders �t
poss�ble to ut�l�se the energy of a waterfall and make �t work �n
factor�es, or that we have p�erced tunnels through mounta�ns, and so
forth. But the p�ty of �t �s that we make the force of the waterfall



labour, not for the benef�t of the workmen, but to enr�ch cap�tal�sts
who produce art�cles of luxury or weapons of man-destroy�ng war.
The same dynam�te w�th wh�ch we blast the mounta�ns to p�erce
tunnels, we use for wars, from wh�ch latter we not only do not �ntend
to absta�n, but wh�ch we cons�der �nev�table, and for wh�ch we
unceas�ngly prepare.
If we are now able to �noculate preventat�vely w�th d�phther�t�c
m�crobes, to f�nd a needle �n a body by means of X-rays, to
stra�ghten a hunched-back, cure syph�l�s, and perform wonderful
operat�ons, we should not be proud of these acqu�s�t�ons e�ther (even
were they all establ�shed beyond d�spute) �f we fully understood the
true purpose of real sc�ence. If but one-tenth of the efforts now spent
on objects of pure cur�os�ty or of merely pract�cal appl�cat�on were
expended on real sc�ence organ�s�ng the l�fe of man, more than half
the people now s�ck would not have the �llnesses from wh�ch a small
m�nor�ty of them now get cured �n hosp�tals. There would be no poor-
blooded and deformed ch�ldren grow�ng up �n factor�es, no death-
rates, as now, of 50 per cent. among ch�ldren, no deter�orat�on of
whole generat�ons, no prost�tut�on, no syph�l�s, and no murder�ng of
hundreds of thousands �n wars, nor those horrors of folly and of
m�sery wh�ch our present sc�ence cons�ders a necessary cond�t�on of
human l�fe.
We have so perverted the concept�on of sc�ence that �t seems
strange to men of our day to allude to sc�ences wh�ch should prevent
the mortal�ty of ch�ldren, prost�tut�on, syph�l�s, the deter�orat�on of
whole generat�ons, and the wholesale murder of men. It seems to us
that sc�ence �s only then real sc�ence when a man �n a laboratory
pours l�qu�ds from one jar �nto another, or analyses the spectrum, or
cuts up frogs and porpo�ses, or weaves �n a spec�al�sed, sc�ent�f�c
jargon an obscure network of convent�onal phrases—theolog�cal,
ph�losoph�cal, h�stor�cal, jur�d�cal, or pol�t�co-econom�cal—sem�-
�ntell�g�ble to the man h�mself, and �ntended to demonstrate that what
now �s, �s what should be.
But sc�ence, true sc�ence,—such sc�ence as would really deserve
the respect wh�ch �s now cla�med by the followers of one (the least
�mportant) part of sc�ence,—�s not at all such as th�s: real sc�ence



l�es �n know�ng what we should and what we should not bel�eve, �n
know�ng how the assoc�ated l�fe of man should and should not be
const�tuted; how to treat sexual relat�ons, how to educate ch�ldren,
how to use the land, how to cult�vate �t oneself w�thout oppress�ng
other people, how to treat fore�gners, how to treat an�mals, and much
more that �s �mportant for the l�fe of man.
Such has true sc�ence ever been and such �t should be. And such
sc�ence �s spr�ng�ng up �n our t�mes; but, on the one hand, such true
sc�ence �s den�ed and refuted by all those sc�ent�f�c people who
defend the ex�st�ng order of soc�ety, and, on the other hand, �t �s
cons�dered empty, unnecessary, unsc�ent�f�c sc�ence by those who
are engrossed �n exper�mental sc�ence.
For �nstance, books and sermons appear, demonstrat�ng the
ant�quatedness and absurd�ty of Church dogmas, as well as the
necess�ty of establ�sh�ng a reasonable rel�g�ous percept�on su�table
to our t�mes, and all the theology that �s cons�dered to be real
sc�ence �s only engaged �n refut�ng these works and �n exerc�s�ng
human �ntell�gence aga�n and aga�n to f�nd support and just�f�cat�on
for superst�t�ons long s�nce out-l�ved, and wh�ch have now become
qu�te mean�ngless. Or a sermon appears show�ng that land should
not be an object of pr�vate possess�on, and that the �nst�tut�on of
pr�vate property �n land �s a ch�ef cause of the poverty of the masses.
Apparently sc�ence, real sc�ence, should welcome such a sermon
and draw further deduct�ons from th�s pos�t�on. But the sc�ence of our
t�mes does noth�ng of the k�nd: on the contrary, pol�t�cal economy
demonstrates the oppos�te pos�t�on, namely, that landed property,
l�ke every other form of property, must be more and more
concentrated �n the hands of a small number of owners. Aga�n, �n the
same way, one would suppose �t to be the bus�ness of real sc�ence
to demonstrate the �rrat�onal�ty, unprof�tableness, and �mmoral�ty of
war and of execut�ons; or the �nhuman�ty and harmfulness of
prost�tut�on; or the absurd�ty, harmfulness, and �mmoral�ty of us�ng
narcot�cs or of eat�ng an�mals; or the �rrat�onal�ty, harmfulness, and
ant�quatedness of patr�ot�sm. And such works ex�st, but are all
cons�dered unsc�ent�f�c; wh�le works to prove that all these th�ngs
ought to cont�nue, and works �ntended to sat�sfy an �dle th�rst for



knowledge lack�ng any relat�on to human l�fe, are cons�dered to be
sc�ent�f�c.
The dev�at�on of the sc�ence of our t�me from �ts true purpose �s
str�k�ngly �llustrated by those �deals wh�ch are put forward by some
sc�ent�sts, and are not den�ed, but adm�tted, by the major�ty of
sc�ent�f�c men.
These �deals are expressed not only �n stup�d, fash�onable books,
descr�b�ng the world as �t w�ll be �n 1000 or 3000 years’ t�me, but also
by soc�olog�sts who cons�der themselves ser�ous men of sc�ence.
These �deals are that food �nstead of be�ng obta�ned from the land by
agr�culture, w�ll be prepared �n laborator�es by chem�cal means, and
that human labour w�ll be almost ent�rely superseded by the
ut�l�sat�on of natural forces.
Man w�ll not, as now, eat an egg la�d by a hen he has kept, or bread
grown on h�s f�eld, or an apple from a tree he has reared and wh�ch
has blossomed and matured �n h�s s�ght; but he w�ll eat tasty,
nutr�t�ous, food wh�ch w�ll be prepared �n laborator�es by the conjo�nt
labour of many people �n wh�ch he w�ll take a small part. Man w�ll
hardly need to labour, so that all men w�ll be able to y�eld to �dleness
as the upper, rul�ng classes now y�eld to �t.
Noth�ng shows more pla�nly than these �deals to what a degree the
sc�ence of our t�mes has dev�ated from the true path.
The great major�ty of men �n our t�mes lack good and suff�c�ent food
(as well as dwell�ngs and clothes and all the f�rst necessar�es of l�fe).
And th�s great major�ty of men �s compelled, to the �njury of �ts well-
be�ng, to labour cont�nually beyond �ts strength. Both these ev�ls can
eas�ly be removed by abol�sh�ng mutual str�fe, luxury, and the
unr�ghteous d�str�but�on of wealth, �n a word by the abol�t�on of a
false and harmful order and the establ�shment of a reasonable,
human manner of l�fe. But sc�ence cons�ders the ex�st�ng order of
th�ngs to be as �mmutable as the movements of the planets, and
therefore assumes that the purpose of sc�ence �s—not to eluc�date
the falseness of th�s order and to arrange a new, reasonable way of
l�fe—but, under the ex�st�ng order of th�ngs, to feed everybody and



enable all to be as �dle as the rul�ng classes, who l�ve a depraved
l�fe, now are.
And, meanwh�le, �t �s forgotten that nour�shment w�th corn,
vegetables, and fru�t ra�sed from the so�l by one’s own labour �s the
pleasantest, health�est, eas�est, and most natural nour�shment, and
that the work of us�ng one’s muscles �s as necessary a cond�t�on of
l�fe as �s the ox�dat�on of the blood by breath�ng.
To �nvent means whereby people m�ght, wh�le cont�nu�ng our false
d�v�s�on of property and labour, be well nour�shed by means of
chem�cally-prepared food, and m�ght make the forces of nature work
for them, �s l�ke �nvent�ng means to pump oxygen �nto the lungs of a
man kept �n a closed chamber the a�r of wh�ch �s bad, when all that �s
needed �s to cease to conf�ne the man �n the closed chamber.
In the vegetable and an�mal k�ngdoms a laboratory for the product�on
of food has been arranged, such as can be surpassed by no
professors, and to enjoy the fru�ts of th�s laboratory, and to
part�c�pate �n �t, man has only to y�eld to that ever joyful �mpulse to
labour, w�thout wh�ch man’s l�fe �s a torment. And lo and behold, the
sc�ent�sts of our t�mes, �nstead of employ�ng all the�r strength to
abol�sh whatever h�nders man from ut�l�s�ng the good th�ngs
prepared for h�m, acknowledge the cond�t�ons under wh�ch man �s
depr�ved of these bless�ngs to be unalterable, and �nstead of
arrang�ng the l�fe of man so that he m�ght work joyfully and be fed
from the so�l, they dev�se methods wh�ch w�ll cause h�m to become
an art�f�c�al abort�on. It �s l�ke not help�ng a man out of conf�nement
�nto the fresh a�r, but dev�s�ng means, �nstead, to pump �nto h�m the
necessary quant�ty of oxygen and arrang�ng so that he may l�ve �n a
st�fl�ng cellar �nstead of l�v�ng at home.
Such false �deals could not ex�st �f sc�ence were not on a false path.
And yet the feel�ngs transm�tted by art grow up on the bases
suppl�ed by sc�ence.
But what feel�ngs can such m�sd�rected sc�ence evoke? One s�de of
th�s sc�ence evokes ant�quated feel�ngs, wh�ch human�ty has used
up, and wh�ch, �n our t�mes, are bad and exclus�ve. The other s�de,



occup�ed w�th the study of subjects unrelated to the conduct of
human l�fe, by �ts very nature cannot serve as a bas�s for art.
So that art �n our t�mes, to be art, must e�ther open up �ts own road
�ndependently of sc�ence, or must take d�rect�on from the
unrecogn�sed sc�ence wh�ch �s denounced by the orthodox sect�on of
sc�ence. And th�s �s what art, when �t even part�ally fulf�ls �ts m�ss�on,
�s do�ng.
It �s to be hoped that the work I have tr�ed to perform concern�ng art
w�ll be performed also for sc�ence—that the falseness of the theory
of sc�ence for sc�ence’s sake w�ll be demonstrated; that the necess�ty
of acknowledg�ng Chr�st�an teach�ng �n �ts true mean�ng w�ll be
clearly shown, that on the bas�s of that teach�ng a reappra�sement
w�ll be made of the knowledge we possess, and of wh�ch we are so
proud; that the secondar�ness and �ns�gn�f�cance of exper�mental
sc�ence, and the pr�macy and �mportance of rel�g�ous, moral, and
soc�al knowledge w�ll be establ�shed; and that such knowledge w�ll
not, as now, be left to the gu�dance of the upper classes only, but w�ll
form a ch�ef �nterest of all free, truth-lov�ng men, such as those who,
not �n agreement w�th the upper classes but �n the�r desp�te, have
always forwarded the real sc�ence of l�fe.
Astronom�cal, phys�cal, chem�cal, and b�olog�cal sc�ence, as also
techn�cal and med�cal sc�ence, w�ll be stud�ed only �n so far as they
can help to free mank�nd from rel�g�ous, jur�d�cal, or soc�al
decept�ons, or can serve to promote the well-be�ng of all men, and
not of any s�ngle class.
Only then w�ll sc�ence cease to be what �t �s now—on the one hand a
system of soph�str�es, needed for the ma�ntenance of the ex�st�ng
worn-out order of soc�ety, and, on the other hand, a shapeless mass
of m�scellaneous knowledge, for the most part good for l�ttle or
noth�ng—and become a shapely and organ�c whole, hav�ng a
def�n�te and reasonable purpose comprehens�ble to all men, namely,
the purpose of br�ng�ng to the consc�ousness of men the truths that
flow from the rel�g�ous percept�on of our t�mes.
And only then w�ll art, wh�ch �s always dependent on sc�ence, be
what �t m�ght and should be, an organ coequally �mportant w�th



sc�ence for the l�fe and progress of mank�nd.
Art �s not a pleasure, a solace, or an amusement; art �s a great
matter. Art �s an organ of human l�fe, transm�tt�ng man’s reasonable
percept�on �nto feel�ng. In our age the common rel�g�ous percept�on
of men �s the consc�ousness of the brotherhood of man—we know
that the well-be�ng of man l�es �n un�on w�th h�s fellow-men. True
sc�ence should �nd�cate the var�ous methods of apply�ng th�s
consc�ousness to l�fe. Art should transform th�s percept�on �nto
feel�ng.
The task of art �s enormous. Through the �nfluence of real art, a�ded
by sc�ence gu�ded by rel�g�on, that peaceful co-operat�on of man
wh�ch �s now obta�ned by external means—by our law-courts, pol�ce,
char�table �nst�tut�ons, factory �nspect�on, etc.—should be obta�ned
by man’s free and joyous act�v�ty. Art should cause v�olence to be set
as�de.
And �t �s only art that can accompl�sh th�s.
All that now, �ndependently of the fear of v�olence and pun�shment,
makes the soc�al l�fe of man poss�ble (and already now th�s �s an
enormous part of the order of our l�ves)—all th�s has been brought
about by art. If by art �t has been �nculcated how people should treat
rel�g�ous objects, the�r parents, the�r ch�ldren, the�r w�ves, the�r
relat�ons, strangers, fore�gners; how to conduct themselves to the�r
elders, the�r super�ors, to those who suffer, to the�r enem�es, and to
an�mals; and �f th�s has been obeyed through generat�ons by m�ll�ons
of people, not only unenforced by any v�olence, but so that the force
of such customs can be shaken �n no way but by means of art: then,
by the same art, other customs, more �n accord w�th the rel�g�ous
percept�on of our t�me, may be evoked. If art has been able to
convey the sent�ment of reverence for �mages, for the euchar�st, and
for the k�ng’s person; of shame at betray�ng a comrade, devot�on to a
flag, the necess�ty of revenge for an �nsult, the need to sacr�f�ce
one’s labour for the erect�on and adornment of churches, the duty of
defend�ng one’s honour or the glory of one’s nat�ve land—then that
same art can also evoke reverence for the d�gn�ty of every man and
for the l�fe of every an�mal; can make men ashamed of luxury, of



v�olence, of revenge, or of us�ng for the�r pleasure that of wh�ch
others are �n need; can compel people freely, gladly, and w�thout
not�c�ng �t, to sacr�f�ce themselves �n the serv�ce of man.
The task for art to accompl�sh �s to make that feel�ng of brotherhood
and love of one’s ne�ghbour, now atta�ned only by the best members
of the soc�ety, the customary feel�ng and the �nst�nct of all men. By
evok�ng, under �mag�nary cond�t�ons, the feel�ng of brotherhood and
love, rel�g�ous art w�ll tra�n men to exper�ence those same feel�ngs
under s�m�lar c�rcumstances �n actual l�fe; �t w�ll lay �n the souls of
men the ra�ls along wh�ch the act�ons of those whom art thus
educates w�ll naturally pass. And un�versal art, by un�t�ng the most
d�fferent people �n one common feel�ng, by destroy�ng separat�on,
w�ll educate people to un�on, w�ll show them, not by reason but by
l�fe �tself, the joy of un�versal un�on reach�ng beyond the bounds set
by l�fe.
The dest�ny of art �n our t�me �s to transm�t from the realm of reason
to the realm of feel�ng the truth that well-be�ng for men cons�sts �n
be�ng un�ted together, and to set up, �n place of the ex�st�ng re�gn of
force, that k�ngdom of God, �.e. of love, wh�ch we all recogn�se to be
the h�ghest a�m of human l�fe.
Poss�bly, �n the future, sc�ence may reveal to art yet newer and
h�gher �deals, wh�ch art may real�se; but, �n our t�me, the dest�ny of
art �s clear and def�n�te. The task for Chr�st�an art �s to establ�sh
brotherly un�on among men.
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APPENDIX I.

Th�s �s the f�rst page of Mallarmé’s book D�vagat�ons:—



LE PHÉNOMÈNE FUTUR.

Un c�el pâle, sur le monde qu� f�n�t de décrép�tude, va peut-être part�r
avec les nuages: les lambeaux de la pourpre usée des couchants
déte�gnent dans une r�v�ère dormant à l’hor�zon submergé de rayons
et d’eau. Les arbres s’ennu�ent, et, sous leur feu�llage blanch� (de la
pouss�ère du temps plutôt que celle des chem�ns) monte la ma�son
en to�le de Montreur de choses Passées: ma�nt réverbère attend le
crépuscule et rav�ve les v�sages d’une malheureuse foule, va�ncue
par la malad�e �mmortelle et le péché des s�ècles, d’hommes près de
leurs chét�ves compl�ces ence�ntes des fru�ts m�sérables avec
lesquels pér�ra la terre. Dans le s�lence �nqu�et de tous les yeux
suppl�ant là-bas le sole�l qu�, sous l’eau, s’enfonce avec le désespo�r
d’un cr�, vo�c� le s�mple bon�ment: “Nulle ense�gne ne vous régale du
spectacle �ntér�eur, car �l n’est pas ma�ntenant un pe�ntre capable
d’en donner une ombre tr�ste. J’apporte, v�vante (et préservée à
travers les ans par la sc�ence souvera�ne) une Femme d’autrefo�s.
Quelque fol�e, or�g�nelle et naïve, une extase d’or, je ne sa�s quo�!
par elle nommé sa chevelure, se plo�e avec la grâce des étoffes
autour d’un v�sage qu’ écla�re la nud�té sanglante de ses lèvres. A la
place du vêtement va�n, elle a un corps; et les yeux, semblables aux
p�erres rares! ne valent pas ce regard qu� sort de sa cha�r heureuse:
des se�ns levés comme s’�ls éta�ent ple�ns d’un la�t éternel, la po�nte
vers le c�el, les jambes l�sses qu� gardent le sel de la mer prem�ère.”
Se rappelant leurs pauvres épouses, chauves, morb�des et ple�nes
d’horreur, les mar�s se pressent: elles auss� par cur�os�té,
mélancol�ques, veulent vo�r.
Quand tous auront contemplé la noble créature, vest�ge de quelque
époque déjà maud�te, les uns �nd�fférents, car �ls n’auront pas eu la
force de comprendre, ma�s d’autres navrés et la paup�ère hum�de de
larmes rés�gnées, se regarderont; tand�s que les poètes de ces
temps, sentant se rallumer leur yeux éte�nts, s’achem�neront vers



leur lampe, le cerveau �vre un �nstant d’une glo�re confuse, hantés du
Rythme et dans l’oubl� d’ex�ster à une époque qu� surv�t à la beauté.



THE FUTURE PHENOMENON—by Mallarmé

A pale sky, above the world that �s end�ng through decrep�tude,
go�ng perhaps to pass away w�th the clouds: shreds of worn-out
purple of the sunsets wash off the�r colour �n a r�ver sleep�ng on
the hor�zon, submerged w�th rays and water. The trees are weary
and, beneath the�r fol�age, wh�tened (by the dust of t�me rather
than that of the roads), r�ses the canvas house of “Showman of
th�ngs Past.” Many a lamp awa�ts the gloam�ng and br�ghtens the
faces of a m�serable crowd vanqu�shed by the �mmortal �llness
and the s�n of ages, of men by the s�des of the�r puny
accompl�ces pregnant w�th the m�serable fru�t w�th wh�ch the
world w�ll per�sh. In the anx�ous s�lence of all the eyes
suppl�cat�ng the sun there, wh�ch s�nks under the water w�th the
desperat�on of a cry, th�s �s the pla�n announcement: “No s�gn-
board now regales you w�th the spectacle that �s �ns�de, for there
�s no pa�nter now capable of g�v�ng even a sad shadow of �t. I
br�ng l�v�ng (and preserved by sovere�gn sc�ence through the
years) a Woman of other days. Some k�nd of folly, naïve and
or�g�nal, an ecstasy of gold, I know not what, by her called her
ha�r, cl�ngs w�th the grace of some mater�al round a face
br�ghtened by the blood-red nud�ty of her l�ps. In place of va�n
cloth�ng, she has a body; and her eyes, resembl�ng prec�ous
stones! are not worth that look, wh�ch comes from her happy
flesh: breasts ra�sed as �f full of eternal m�lk, the po�nts towards
the sky; the smooth legs, that keep the salt of the f�rst sea.”
Remember�ng the�r poor spouses, bald, morb�d, and full of
horrors, the husbands press forward: the women too, from
cur�os�ty, gloom�ly w�sh to see.
When all shall have contemplated the noble creature, vest�ge of
some epoch already damned, some �nd�fferently, for they w�ll not
have had strength to understand, but others broken-hearted and
w�th eyel�ds wet w�th tears of res�gnat�on, w�ll look at each other;



wh�le the poets of those t�mes, feel�ng the�r d�m eyes rek�ndled,
w�ll make the�r way towards the�r lamp, the�r bra�n for an �nstant
drunk w�th confused glory, haunted by Rhythm and forgetful that
they ex�st at an epoch wh�ch has surv�ved beauty.



APPENDIX II.[92]



No. 1.

The follow�ng verses are by V�elé-Gr�ff�n, from page 28 of a volume
of h�s Poems:—

OISEAU BLEU COULEUR DU TEMPS.

1.

Sa�t-tu l’oubl�
D’un va�n doux rêve,
O�seau moqueur
De la forêt?
Le jour pâl�t,
La nu�t se lève,
Et dans mon cœur
L’ombre a pleuré;

2.

O chante-mo�
Ta folle gamme,
Car j’a� dorm�
Ce jour durant;
Le lâche emo�
Où fut mon âme
Sanglote ennu�
Le jour mourant...

3.



Sa�s-tu le chant
De sa parole
Et de sa vo�x,
To� qu� red�s
Dans le couchant
Ton a�r fr�vole
Comme autrefo�s
Sous les m�d�s?

4.

O chante alors
La mélod�e
De son amour,
Mon fol espo�r,
Parm� les ors
Et l’�ncend�e
Du va�n doux jour
Qu� meurt ce so�r.

F������ V����-G������.

BLUE BIRD.

1.

Canst thou forget,
In dreams so va�n,
Oh, mock�ng b�rd
Of forest deep?
The day doth set,
N�ght comes aga�n,
My heart has heard
The shadows weep;



2.

Thy tones let flow
In madden�ng scale,
For I have slept
The l�velong day;
Emot�ons low
In me now wa�l,
My soul they’ve kept:
L�ght d�es away ...

3.

That mus�c sweet,
Ah, do you know
Her vo�ce and speech?
Your a�rs so l�ght
You who repeat
In sunset’s glow,
As you sang, each,
At noonday’s he�ght.

4.

Of my des�re,
My hope so bold,
Her love—up, s�ng,
S�ng ’neath th�s l�ght,
Th�s flam�ng f�re,
And all the gold
The eve doth br�ng
Ere comes the n�ght.



No. 2.

And here are some verses by the esteemed young poet Verhaeren,
wh�ch I also take from page 28 of h�s Works:—

ATTIRANCES.

Lo�nta�nement, et s� étrangement pare�ls,
De grands masques d’argent que la brume recule,
Vaguent, au jour tombant, autour des v�eux sole�ls.

Les doux lo�nta�nes!—et comme, au fond du crépuscule,
Ils nous f�xent le cœur, �mmensément le cœur,
Avec les yeux défunts de leur v�sage d’âme.

C’est toujours du s�lence, à mo�ns, dans la pâleur
Du so�r, un jet de feu souda�n, un cr� de flamme,
Un départ de lum�ère �nattendu vers D�eu.

On se la�sse charmer et troubler de mystère,
Et l’on d�ra�t des morts qu� ta�sent un ad�eu
Trop myst�que, pour être écouté par la terre!

Sont-�ls le souven�r matér�el et cla�r
Des éphèbes chrét�ens couchés aux catacombes
Parm� les lys? Sont-�ls leur regard et leur cha�r?

Ou seul, ce qu� surv�t de merve�lleux aux tombes
De ceux qu� sont part�s, vers leurs rêves, un so�r,
Conquér�r la fol�e à l’assaut des nuées?

Lo�nta�nement, comb�en nous les sentons voulo�r
Un peu d’amour pour leurs œuvres dest�tuées,



Pour leur errance et leur tr�stesse aux hor�zons.

Toujours! aux hor�zons du cœur et des pensées,
Alors que les v�eux so�rs éclatent en blasons
Souda�ns, pour les glo�res no�res et ango�ssées.

É���� V��������,
Poèmes.

ATTRACTIONS.

Large masks of s�lver, by m�sts drawn away,
So strangely al�ke, yet so far apart,
Float round the old suns when fa�leth the day.

They transf�x our heart, so �mmensely our heart,
Those d�stances m�ld, �n the tw�l�ght deep,
Look�ng out of dead faces w�th the�r sp�r�t eyes.

All around �s now s�lence, except when there leap
In the pallor of even�ng, w�th f�ery cr�es,
Some founta�ns of flame that God-ward do fly.

Myster�ous trouble and charms us enfold.
You m�ght th�nk that the dead spoke a s�lent good-bye,
Oh! too myst�cal far on earth to be told!

Are they the memor�es, mater�al and br�ght,
Of the Chr�st�an youths that �n catacombs sleep
’M�d the l�l�es? Are they the�r flesh or the�r s�ght?

Or the marvel alone that surv�ves, �n the deep,
Of those that, one n�ght, returned to the�r dream
Of conquer�ng folly by assault�ng the sk�es?

For the�r dest�tute works—we feel �t seems,
For a l�ttle love the�r long�ng cr�es



From hor�zons far—for the�r err�ngs and pa�n.

In hor�zons ever of heart and thought,
Wh�le the even�ngs old �n br�ght blaze wane
Suddenly, for black glor�es angu�sh fraught.



No. 3.

And the follow�ng �s a poem by Moréas, ev�dently an adm�rer of
Greek beauty. It �s from page 28 of a volume of h�s Poems:—

ENONE AU CLAIR VISAGE.

Enone, j’ava�s cru qu’en a�mant ta beauté
Où l’âme avec le corps trouvent leur un�té,
J’alla�s, m’afferm�ssant et le cœur et l’espr�t,
Monter jusqu’à cela qu� jama�s ne pér�t,
N’ayant été crée, qu� n’est fro�deur ou feu,
Qu� n’est beau quelque part et la�d en autre l�eu;
Et me flatta�s encor’ d’une belle harmon�e
Que j’eusse composé du me�lleur et du p�re,
A�ns� que le chanteur qu� chér�t Pol�mn�e,
En accordant le grave avec l’a�gu, ret�re
Un son b�en élevé sur les nerfs de sa lyre.
Ma�s mon courage, hélas! se pâmant comme mort,
M’ense�gna que le tra�t qu� m’ava�t fa�t amant
Ne fut pas de cet arc que courbe sans effort
La Vénus qu� naqu�t du mâle seulement,
Ma�s que j’ava�s souffert cette Vénus dern�ère,
Qu� a le cœur couard, né d’une fa�ble mère.
Et pourtant, ce mauva�s garçon, chasseur hab�le,
Qu� charge son carquo�s de sagette subt�le,
Qu� secoue en r�ant sa torche, pour un jour,
Qu� ne pose jama�s que sur de tendres fleurs,
C’est sur un te�nt charmant qu’�l essu�e les pleurs,
Et c’est encore un D�eu, Enone, cet Amour.
Ma�s, la�sse, les o�seaux du pr�ntemps sont part�s,
Et je vo�s les rayons du sole�l amort�s.



Enone, ma douleur, harmon�eux v�sage,
Superbe hum�l�té, doux honnête langage,
H�er me rem�rant dans cet étang glacé
Qu� au bout du jard�n se couvre de feu�llage,
Sur ma face je v�s que les jours ont passé.

J��� M�����.

ENONE.

Enone, �n lov�ng thy beauty, I thought,
Where the soul and the body to un�on are brought,
That mount�ng by steady�ng my heart and my m�nd,
In that wh�ch can’t per�sh, myself I should f�nd.
For �t ne’er was created, �s not ugly and fa�r;
Is not coldness �n one part, wh�le on f�re �t �s there.
Yes, I flattered myself that a harmony f�ne
I’d succeed to compose of the worst and the best,
L�ke the bard who adores Polyhymn�a d�v�ne,
And m�ngl�ng sounds d�fferent from the nerves of h�s lyre,
From the grave and the smart draws melod�es h�gher.
But, alas! my courage, so fa�nt and n�gh spent,
The dart that has struck me proves w�thout fa�l
Not to be from that bow wh�ch �s eas�ly bent
By the Venus that’s born alone of the male.
No, ’twas that other Venus that caused me to smart,
Born of fra�l mother w�th cowardly heart.
And yet that naughty lad, that l�ttle hunter bold,
Who laughs and shakes h�s flowery torch just for a day,
Who never rests but upon tender flowers and gay,
On sweetest sk�n who dr�es the tears h�s eyes that f�ll,
Yet oh, Enone m�ne, a God’s that Cup�d st�ll.
Let �t pass; for the b�rds of the Spr�ng are away,
And dy�ng I see the sun’s l�nger�ng ray.
Enone, my sorrow, oh, harmon�ous face,
Hum�l�ty grand, words of v�rtue and grace,



I looked yestere’en �n the pond frozen fast,
Strewn w�th leaves at the end of the garden’s fa�r space,
And I read �n my face that those days are now past.



No. 4.

And th�s �s also from page 28 of a th�ck book, full of s�m�lar Poems,
by M. Montesqu�ou.

BERCEUSE D’OMBRE.

Des formes, des formes, des formes
Blanche, bleue, et rose, et d’or
Descendront du haut des ormes
Sur l’enfant qu� se rendort.

Des formes!

Des plumes, des plumes, des plumes
Pour composer un doux n�d.
M�d� sonne: les enclumes
Cessent; la rumeur f�n�t ...

Des plumes!

Des roses, des roses, des roses
Pour embaumer son somme�l,
Vos pétales sont moroses
Près du sour�re verme�l.

O roses!

Des a�les, des a�les, des a�les
Pour bourdonner à son front.
Abe�lles et demo�selles,
Des rythmes qu� berceront.

Des a�les!

Des branches, des branches, des branches
Pour tresser un pav�llon,



Par où des clartés mo�ns franches
Descendront sur l’o�s�llon.

Des branches!

Des songes, des songes, des songes
Dans ses pensers entr’ ouverts
Gl�ssez un peu de mensonges
A vo�r le v�e au travers

Des songes!

Des fées, des fées, des fées,
Pour f�ler leurs écheveaux
Des m�rages, de bouffées
Dans tous ces pet�ts cerveaux.

Des fées.

Des anges, des anges, des anges
Pour emporter dans l’éther
Les pet�ts enfants étranges
Qu� ne veulent pas rester ...

Nos anges!

C���� R����� �� M����������-F�������,
Les Hortens�as Bleus.

THE SHADOW LULLABY.

Oh forms, oh forms, oh forms
Wh�te, blue, and gold, and red
Descend�ng from the elm trees,
On sleep�ng baby’s head.

Oh forms!

Oh feathers, feathers, feathers
To make a cosy nest.
Twelve str�k�ng: stops the clamour;



The anv�ls are at rest ...
Oh feathers!

Oh roses, roses, roses
To scent h�s sleep awh�le,
Pale are your fragrant petals
Bes�de h�s ruby sm�le.

Oh roses!

Oh w�ngs, oh w�ngs, oh w�ngs
Of bees and dragon-fl�es,
To hum around h�s forehead,
And lull h�m w�th your s�ghs.

Oh w�ngs!

Branches, branches, branches
A shady bower to tw�ne,
Through wh�ch, oh dayl�ght, fam�ly
Descend on b�rd�e m�ne.

Branches!

Oh dreams, oh dreams, oh dreams
Into h�s open�ng m�nd,
Let �n a l�ttle falsehood
W�th s�ghts of l�fe beh�nd.

Dreams!

Oh fa�r�es, fa�r�es, fa�r�es,
To tw�ne and tw�st the�r threads
W�th puffs of phantom v�s�ons
Into these l�ttle heads.

Fa�r�es!

Angels, angels, angels
To the ether far away,
Those ch�ldren strange to carry
That here don’t w�sh to stay ...

Our angels!



APPENDIX III.

These are the contents of The N�belung’s R�ng:—
The f�rst part tells that the nymphs, the daughters of the Rh�ne, for
some reason guard gold �n the Rh�ne, and s�ng: We�a, Waga, Woge
du Welle, Walle zur W�ege, Wagalawe�a, Wallala, We�ala, We�a, and
so forth.
These s�ng�ng nymphs are pursued by a gnome (a n�belung) who
des�res to se�ze them. The gnome cannot catch any of them. Then
the nymphs guard�ng the gold tell the gnome just what they ought to
keep secret, namely, that whoever renounces love w�ll be able to
steal the gold they are guard�ng. And the gnome renounces love,
and steals the gold. Th�s ends the f�rst scene.
In the second scene a god and a goddess l�e �n a f�eld �n s�ght of a
castle wh�ch g�ants have bu�lt for them. Presently they wake up and
are pleased w�th the castle, and they relate that �n payment for th�s
work they must g�ve the goddess Fre�a to the g�ants. The g�ants
come for the�r pay. But the god Wotan objects to part�ng w�th Fre�a.
The g�ants get angry. The gods hear that the gnome has stolen the
gold, prom�se to conf�scate �t and to pay the g�ants w�th �t. But the
g�ants won’t trust them, and se�ze the goddess Fre�a �n pledge.
The th�rd scene takes place under ground. The gnome Alber�ch, who
stole the gold, for some reason beats a gnome, M�me, and takes
from h�m a helmet wh�ch has the power both of mak�ng people
�nv�s�ble and of turn�ng them �nto other an�mals. The gods, Wotan
and others, appear and quarrel w�th one another and w�th the
gnomes, and w�sh to take the gold, but Alber�ch won’t g�ve �t up, and
(l�ke everybody all through the p�ece) behaves �n a way to ensure h�s
own ru�n. He puts on the helmet, and becomes f�rst a dragon and



then a toad. The gods catch the toad, take the helmet off �t, and
carry Alber�ch away w�th them.
Scene IV. The gods br�ng Alber�ch to the�r home, and order h�m to
command h�s gnomes to br�ng them all the gold. The gnomes br�ng
�t. Alber�ch g�ves up the gold, but keeps a mag�c r�ng. The gods take
the r�ng. So Alber�ch curses the r�ng, and says �t �s to br�ng
m�sfortune on anyone who has �t. The g�ants appear; they br�ng the
goddess Fre�a, and demand her ransom. They st�ck up staves of
Fre�a’s he�ght, and gold �s poured �n between these staves: th�s �s to
be the ransom. There �s not enough gold, so the helmet �s thrown �n,
and they also demand the r�ng. Wotan refuses to g�ve �t up, but the
goddess Erda appears and commands h�m to do so, because �t
br�ngs m�sfortune. Wotan g�ves �t up. Fre�a �s released. The g�ants,
hav�ng rece�ved the r�ng, f�ght, and one of them k�lls the other. Th�s
ends the Prelude, and we come to the F�rst Day.
The scene shows a house �n a tree. S�egmund runs �n t�red, and l�es
down. S�egl�nda, the m�stress of the house (and w�fe of Hund�ng),
g�ves h�m a drugged draught, and they fall �n love w�th each other.
S�egl�nda’s husband comes home, learns that S�egmund belongs to
a host�le race, and w�shes to f�ght h�m next day; but S�egl�nda drugs
her husband, and comes to S�egmund. S�egmund d�scovers that
S�egl�nda �s h�s s�ster, and that h�s father drove a sword �nto the tree
so that no one can get �t out. S�egmund pulls the sword out, and
comm�ts �ncest w�th h�s s�ster.
Act II. S�egmund �s to f�ght w�th Hund�ng. The gods d�scuss the
quest�on to whom they shall award the v�ctory. Wotan, approv�ng of
S�egmund’s �ncest w�th h�s s�ster, w�shes to spare h�m, but, under
pressure from h�s w�fe, Fr�cka, he orders the Valkyr�e Brünnh�lda to
k�ll S�egmund. S�egmund goes to f�ght; S�egl�nda fa�nts. Brünnh�lda
appears and w�shes to slay S�egmund. S�egmund w�shes to k�ll
S�egl�nda also, but Brünnh�lda does not allow �t; so he f�ghts w�th
Hund�ng. Brünnh�lda defends S�egmund, but Wotan defends
Hund�ng. S�egmund’s sword breaks, and he �s k�lled. S�egl�nda runs
away.



Act III. The Valkyr�es (d�v�ne Amazons) are on the stage. The
Valkyr�e Brünnh�lda arr�ves on horseback, br�ng�ng S�egmund’s body.
She �s fly�ng from Wotan, who �s chas�ng her for her d�sobed�ence.
Wotan catches her, and as a pun�shment d�sm�sses her from her
post as a Valkyr�e. He casts a spell on her, so that she has to go to
sleep and to cont�nue asleep unt�l a man wakes her. When someone
wakes her she w�ll fall �n love w�th h�m. Wotan k�sses her; she falls
asleep. He lets off f�re, wh�ch surrounds her.
We now come to the Second Day. The gnome M�me forges a sword
�n a wood. S�egfr�ed appears. He �s a son born from the �ncest of
brother w�th s�ster (S�egmund w�th S�egl�nda), and has been brought
up �n th�s wood by the gnome. In general the mot�ves of the act�ons
of everybody �n th�s product�on are qu�te un�ntell�g�ble. S�egfr�ed
learns h�s own or�g�n, and that the broken sword was h�s father’s. He
orders M�me to reforge �t, and then goes off. Wotan comes �n the
gu�se of a wanderer, and relates what w�ll happen: that he who has
not learnt to fear w�ll forge the sword, and w�ll defeat everybody. The
gnome conjectures that th�s �s S�egfr�ed, and wants to po�son h�m.
S�egfr�ed returns, forges h�s father’s sword, and runs off, shout�ng,
He�ho! he�ho! he�ho! Ho! ho! Aha! oho! aha! He�aho! he�aho! he�aho!
Ho! ho! Hahe�! hoho! hahe�!
And we get to Act II. Alber�ch s�ts guard�ng a g�ant, who, �n form of a
dragon, guards the gold he has rece�ved. Wotan appears, and for
some unknown reason foretells that S�egfr�ed w�ll come and k�ll the
dragon. Alber�ch wakes the dragon, and asks h�m for the r�ng,
prom�s�ng to defend h�m from S�egfr�ed. The dragon won’t g�ve up
the r�ng. Ex�t Alber�ch. M�me and S�egfr�ed appear. M�me hopes the
dragon w�ll teach S�egfr�ed to fear. But S�egfr�ed does not fear. He
dr�ves M�me away and k�lls the dragon, after wh�ch he puts h�s f�nger,
smeared w�th the dragon’s blood, to h�s l�ps. Th�s enables h�m to
know men’s secret thoughts, as well as the language of b�rds. The
b�rds tell h�m where the treasure and the r�ng are, and also that M�me
w�shes to po�son h�m. M�me returns, and says out loud that he
w�shes to po�son S�egfr�ed. Th�s �s meant to s�gn�fy that S�egfr�ed,
hav�ng tasted dragon’s blood, understands people’s secret thoughts.



S�egfr�ed, hav�ng learnt M�me’s �ntent�ons, k�lls h�m. The b�rds tell
S�egfr�ed where Brünnh�lda �s, and he goes to f�nd her.
Act III. Wotan calls up Erda. Erda prophes�es to Wotan, and g�ves
h�m adv�ce. S�egfr�ed appears, quarrels w�th Wotan, and they f�ght.
Suddenly S�egfr�ed’s sword breaks Wotan’s spear, wh�ch had been
more powerful than anyth�ng else. S�egfr�ed goes �nto the f�re to
Brünnh�lda; k�sses her; she wakes up, abandons her d�v�n�ty, and
throws herself �nto S�egfr�ed’s arms.
Th�rd Day. Prelude. Three Norns pla�t a golden rope, and talk about
the future. They go away. S�egfr�ed and Brünnh�lda appear. S�egfr�ed
takes leave of her, g�ves her the r�ng, and goes away.
Act I. By the Rh�ne. A k�ng wants to get marr�ed, and also to g�ve h�s
s�ster �n marr�age. Hagen, the k�ng’s w�cked brother, adv�ses h�m to
marry Brünnh�lda, and to g�ve h�s s�ster to S�egfr�ed. S�egfr�ed
appears; they g�ve h�m a drugged draught, wh�ch makes h�m forget
all the past and fall �n love w�th the k�ng’s s�ster, Gutrune. So he r�des
off w�th Gunther, the k�ng, to get Brünnh�lda to be the k�ng’s br�de.
The scene changes. Brünnh�lda s�ts w�th the r�ng. A Valkyr�e comes
to her and tells her that Wotan’s spear �s broken, and adv�ses her to
g�ve the r�ng to the Rh�ne nymphs. S�egfr�ed comes, and by means
of the mag�c helmet turns h�mself �nto Gunther, demands the r�ng
from Brünnh�lda, se�zes �t, and drags her off to sleep w�th h�m.
Act II. By the Rh�ne. Alber�ch and Hagen d�scuss how to get the r�ng.
S�egfr�ed comes, tells how he has obta�ned a br�de for Gunther and
spent the n�ght w�th her, but put a sword between h�mself and her.
Brünnh�lda r�des up, recogn�ses the r�ng on S�egfr�ed’s hand, and
declares that �t was he, and not Gunther, who was w�th her. Hagen
st�rs everybody up aga�nst S�egfr�ed, and dec�des to k�ll h�m next day
when hunt�ng.
Act III. Aga�n the nymphs �n the Rh�ne relate what has happened.
S�egfr�ed, who has lost h�s way, appears. The nymphs ask h�m for
the r�ng, but he won’t g�ve �t up. Hunters appear. S�egfr�ed tells the
story of h�s l�fe. Hagen then g�ves h�m a draught, wh�ch causes h�s
memory to return to h�m. S�egfr�ed relates how he aroused and
obta�ned Brünnh�lda, and everyone �s aston�shed. Hagen stabs h�m



�n the back, and the scene �s changed. Gutrune meets the corpse of
S�egfr�ed. Gunther and Hagen quarrel about the r�ng, and Hagen k�lls
Gunther. Brünnh�lda cr�es. Hagen w�shes to take the r�ng from
S�egfr�ed’s hand, but the hand of the corpse ra�ses �tself
threaten�ngly. Brünnh�lda takes the r�ng from S�egfr�ed’s hand, and
when S�egfr�ed’s corpse �s carr�ed to the pyre she gets on to a horse
and leaps �nto the f�re. The Rh�ne r�ses, and the waves reach the
pyre. In the r�ver are three nymphs. Hagen throws h�mself �nto the
f�re to get the r�ng, but the nymphs se�ze h�m and carry h�m off. One
of them holds the r�ng; and that �s the end of the matter.
The �mpress�on obta�nable from my recap�tulat�on �s, of course,
�ncomplete. But however �ncomplete �t may be, �t �s certa�nly �nf�n�tely
more favourable than the �mpress�on wh�ch results from read�ng the
four booklets �n wh�ch the work �s pr�nted.



APPENDIX IV.
Translat�ons of French poems and prose quoted �n

Chapter X.



BAUDELAIRE’S “FLOWERS OF EVIL.”
No. XXIV.

I adore thee as much as the vaults of n�ght,
O vase full of gr�ef, tac�turn�ty great,
And I love thee the more because of thy fl�ght.
It seemeth, my n�ght’s beaut�f�er, that you
St�ll heap up those leagues—yes! �ron�cally heap!—
That d�v�de from my arms the �mmens�ty blue.

I advance to attack, I cl�mb to assault,
L�ke a cho�r of young worms at a corpse �n the vault;
Thy coldness, oh cruel, �mplacable beast!
Yet he�ghtens thy beauty, on wh�ch my eyes feast!



BAUDELAIRE’S “FLOWERS OF EVIL.”
No. XXXVI.

DUELLUM.

Two warr�ors come runn�ng, to f�ght they beg�n,
W�th gleam�ng and blood they bespatter the a�r;

These games, and th�s clatter of arms, �s the d�n
Of youth that’s a prey to the surg�ngs of love.

The rap�ers are broken! and so �s our youth,
But the dagger’s avenged, dear! and so �s the sword,
By the na�l that �s steeled and the hardened tooth.

Oh, the fury of hearts aged and ulcered by love!

In the d�tch, where the ounce and the pard have the�r la�r,
Our heroes have rolled �n an angry embrace;
The�r sk�n blooms on brambles that erewh�le were bare.

That rav�ne �s a fr�end-�nhab�ted hell!
Then let us roll �n, oh woman �nhuman,
To �mmortal�se hatred that noth�ng can quell!



FROM BAUDELAIRE’S PROSE WORK ENTITLED
“LITTLE POEMS.”

THE STRANGER.

Whom dost thou love best? say, en�gmat�cal man—thy father, thy
mother, thy brother, or thy s�ster?
“I have ne�ther father, nor mother, nor s�ster, nor brother.”
Thy fr�ends?
“You there use an express�on the mean�ng of wh�ch t�ll now rema�ns
unknown to me.”
Thy country?
“I �gnore �n what lat�tude �t �s s�tuated.”
Beauty?
“I would gladly love her, goddess and �mmortal.”
Gold?
“I hate �t as you hate God.”
Then what do you love, extraord�nary stranger?
“I love the clouds ... the clouds that pass ... there ... the marvellous
clouds!”



BAUDELAIRE’S PROSE POEM,
THE SOUP AND THE CLOUDS.

My beloved l�ttle s�lly was g�v�ng me my d�nner, and I was
contemplat�ng, through the open w�ndow of the d�n�ng-room, those
mov�ng arch�tectures wh�ch God makes out of vapours, the
marvellous construct�ons of the �mpalpable. And I sa�d to myself,
am�d my contemplat�ons, “All these phantasmagor�a are almost as
beaut�ful as the eyes of my beaut�ful beloved, the monstrous l�ttle
s�lly w�th the green eyes.”
Suddenly I felt the v�olent blow of a f�st on my back, and I heard a
harsh, charm�ng vo�ce, an hyster�cal vo�ce, as �t were hoarse w�th
brandy, the vo�ce of my dear l�ttle well-beloved, say�ng, “Are you
go�ng to eat your soup soon, you d—— b—— of a dealer �n clouds?”



BAUDELAIRE’S PROSE POEM,
THE GALLANT MARKSMAN.

As the carr�age was pass�ng through the forest, he ordered �t to be
stopped near a shoot�ng-gallery, say�ng that he w�shed to shoot off a
few bullets to k�ll T�me. To k�ll th�s monster, �s �t not the most ord�nary
and the most leg�t�mate occupat�on of everyone? And he gallantly
offered h�s arm to h�s dear, del�c�ous, and execrable w�fe—that
myster�ous woman to whom he owed so much pleasure, so much
pa�n, and perhaps also a large part of h�s gen�us.
Several bullets struck far from the �ntended mark—one even
penetrated the ce�l�ng; and as the charm�ng creature laughed madly,
mock�ng her husband’s awkwardness, he turned abruptly towards
her and sa�d, “Look at that doll there on the r�ght w�th the haughty
m�en and her nose �n the a�r; well, dear angel, I �mag�ne to myself
that �t �s you!” And he closed h�s eyes and pulled the tr�gger. The doll
was neatly decap�tated.
Then, bow�ng towards h�s dear one, h�s del�ghtful, execrable w�fe, h�s
�nev�table, p�t�less muse, and k�ss�ng her hand respectfully, he
added, “Ah! my dear angel, how I thank you for my sk�ll!”



VERLAINE’S “FORGOTTEN AIRS.”
No. I.

“The w�nd �n the pla�n
Suspends �ts breath.”—F�����.

’T�s ecstasy langu�sh�ng,
Amorous fat�gue,
Of woods all the shudder�ngs
Embraced by the breeze,
’T�s the cho�r of small vo�ces
Towards the grey trees.

Oh the fra�l and fresh murmur�ng!
The tw�tter and buzz,
The soft cry resembl�ng
That’s exp�red by the grass ...
Oh, the roll of the pebbles
’Neath waters that pass!

Oh, th�s soul that �s groan�ng
In sleepy compla�nt!
In us �s �t moan�ng?
In me and �n you?
Low anthem exhal�ng
Wh�le soft falls the dew.



VERLAINE’S “FORGOTTEN AIRS.”
No. VIII.

In the unend�ng
Dulness of th�s land,
Uncerta�n the snow
Is gleam�ng l�ke sand.

No k�nd of br�ghtness
In copper-hued sky,
The moon you m�ght see
Now l�ve and now d�e.

Grey float the oak trees—
Cloudl�ke they seem—
Of ne�ghbour�ng forests,
The m�sts �n between.

Wolves hungry and lean,
And fam�sh�ng crow,
What happens to you
When ac�d w�nds blow?

In the unend�ng
Dulness of th�s land,
Uncerta�n the snow
Is gleam�ng l�ke sand.



SONG BY MAETERLINCK.

When he went away,
(Then I heard the door)
When he went away,
On her l�ps a sm�le there lay ...

Back he came to her,
(Then I heard the lamp)
Back he came to her,
Someone else was there ...

It was death I met,
(And I heard her soul)
It was death I met,
For her he’s wa�t�ng yet ...

Someone came to say,
(Ch�ld, I am afra�d)
Someone came to say
That he would go away ...

W�th my lamp al�ght,
(Ch�ld, I am afra�d)
W�th my lamp al�ght,
Approached I �n affr�ght ...

To one door I came,
(Ch�ld, I am afra�d)
To one door I came,
A shudder shook the flame ...

At the second door,
(Ch�ld, I am afra�d)
At the second door



Forth words the flame d�d pour ...

To the th�rd I came,
(Ch�ld, I am afra�d)
To the th�rd I came,
Then d�ed the l�ttle flame ...

Should he one day return
Then what shall we say?

Wa�t�ng, tell h�m, one
And dy�ng for h�m lay ...

If he asks for you,
Say what answer then?

G�ve h�m my gold r�ng
And answer not a th�ng ...

Should he quest�on me
Concern�ng the last hour?

Say I sm�led for fear
That he should shed a tear ...

Should he quest�on more
W�thout know�ng me?

L�ke a s�ster speak;
Suffer�ng he may be ...

Should he quest�on why
Empty �s the hall?

Show the gap�ng door,
The lamp al�ght no more ...
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Footnotes



1.  Bolton Hall has recently publ�shed a l�ttle work, L�fe, and Love,
and Death, w�th the object of mak�ng the ph�losophy conta�ned
�n On L�fe more eas�ly access�ble �n Engl�sh.

2.  Tolstoy’s remarks on Church rel�g�on were re-worded so as to
seem to relate only to the Western Church, and h�s d�sapproval
of luxur�ous l�fe was made to apply not, say, to Queen V�ctor�a
or N�cholas II., but to the Cæsars or the Pharaohs.—Trans.

3.  The Russ�an peasant �s usually a member of a v�llage
commune, and has therefore a r�ght to a share �n the land
belong�ng to the v�llage. Tolstoy d�sapproves of the order of
soc�ety wh�ch allows less land for the support of a whole v�llage
full of people than �s somet�mes owned by a s�ngle landed
propr�etor. The “Censor” w�ll not allow d�sapproval of th�s state
of th�ngs to be expressed, but �s prepared to adm�t that the
laws and customs, say, of England—where a yet more extreme
form of landed property ex�sts, and the men who actually
labour on the land usually possess none of �t—deserve
cr�t�c�sm.—Trans.

4.  Only two, or at most three, senses are generally held worthy to
supply matter for art�st�c treatment, but I th�nk th�s op�n�on �s
only cond�t�onally correct. I w�ll not lay too much stress on the
fact that our common speech recogn�ses many other arts, as,
for �nstance, the art of cookery.

5.  And yet �t �s certa�nly an æsthet�c ach�evement when the art of
cook�ng succeeds �n mak�ng of an an�mal’s corpse an object �n
all respects tasteful. The pr�nc�ple of the Art of Taste (wh�ch
goes beyond the so-called Art of Cookery) �s therefore th�s: All
that �s eatable should be treated as the symbol of some Idea,
and always �n harmony w�th the Idea to be expressed.

6.  If the sense of touch lacks colour, �t g�ves us, on the other
hand, a not�on wh�ch the eye alone cannot afford, and one of
cons�derable æsthet�c value, namely, that of softness,
s�lk�ness, pol�sh. The beauty of velvet �s character�sed not less



by �ts softness to the touch than by �ts lustre. In the �dea we
form of a woman’s beauty, the softness of her sk�n enters as an
essent�al element.
Each of us probably, w�th a l�ttle attent�on, can recall pleasures
of taste wh�ch have been real æsthet�c pleasures.

7.  M. Schasler, Kr�t�sche Gesch�chte der Aesthet�k, 1872, vol. �. p.
13.

8.  There �s no sc�ence wh�ch more than æsthet�cs has been
handed over to the rever�es of the metaphys�c�ans. From Plato
down to the rece�ved doctr�nes of our day, people have made
of art a strange amalgam of qu�ntessent�al fanc�es and
transcendental myster�es, wh�ch f�nd the�r supreme express�on
�n the concept�on of an absolute �deal Beauty, �mmutable and
d�v�ne prototype of actual th�ngs.

9.  See on th�s matter Benard’s adm�rable book, L’esthét�que
d’Ar�stote, also Walter’s Gesch�chte der Aesthet�k �m Altertum.
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59.  Kn�ght, p. 243.

60.  “The foundl�ng of Nuremberg,” found �n the market-place of that
town on 26th May 1828, apparently some s�xteen years old. He
spoke l�ttle, and was almost totally �gnorant even of common
objects. He subsequently expla�ned that he had been brought
up �n conf�nement underground, and v�s�ted by only one man,
whom he saw but seldom.—Trans.

61.  Eastern sects well known �n early Church h�story, who rejected
the Church’s render�ng of Chr�st’s teach�ng and were cruelly
persecuted.—Trans.

62.  Keltch�tsky, a Bohem�an of the f�fteenth century, was the author
of a remarkable book, The Net of Fa�th, d�rected aga�nst
Church and State. It �s ment�oned �n Tolstoy’s The K�ngdom of
God �s W�th�n You.—Trans.

63.  Any one exam�n�ng closely may see that the theory of beauty
and that of art are qu�te separated �n Ar�stotle as they are �n
Plato and �n all the�r successors.

64.  D�e Lücke von fünf Jahrhunderten, welche zw�schen den
Kunstph�losoph�schen Betrachtungen des Plato und Ar�stoteles
und d�e des Plot�ns fällt, kann zwar auffäll�g ersche�nen;
dennoch kann man e�gentl�ch n�cht sagen, dass �n d�eser
Zw�schenze�t überhaupt von ästhet�schen D�ngen n�cht d�e
Rede gewesen; oder dass gar e�n völl�ger Mangel an
Zusammenhang zw�schen den Kunst-anscl�auungen des
letztgenannten Ph�losophen und denen der ersteren ex�st�re.
Fre�l�ch wurde d�e von Ar�stoteles begründete W�ssenschaft �n
N�chts dadurch gefördert; �mmerh�n aber ze�gt s�ch �n jener
Zw�schenze�t noch e�n gew�sses Interesse für ästhet�sche
Fragen. Nach Plot�n aber, d�e wen�gen, �hm �n der Ze�t
nahestehenden Ph�losophen, w�e Long�n, August�n, u. s. f.
kommen, w�e w�r gesehen, kaum �n Betracht und schl�essen
s�ch übr�gens �n �hrer Anschauungswe�se an �hn an,—vergehen
n�cht fünf, sondern fünfzehn Jahrhunderte, �n denen von �rgend



e�ner w�ssenschaftl�chen Interesse für d�e Welt des Schönen
und der Kunst n�chts zu spüren �st.
D�ese anderthalbtausend Jahre, �nnerhalb deren der Weltge�st
durch d�e mann�gfachsten Kämpfe h�ndurch zu e�ner völl�g
neuen Gestaltung des Lebens s�ch durcharbe�tete, s�nd für d�e
Aesthet�k, h�ns�chtl�ch des we�teren Ausbaus d�eser
W�ssenschaft verloren.—Max Schasler.

65.  The contrast made �s between the classes and the masses:
between those who do not and those who do earn the�r bread
by product�ve manual labour; the m�ddle classes be�ng taken
as an offshoot of the upper classes.—Trans.

66.  Duell�ng �s st�ll customary among the h�gher c�rcles �n Russ�a,
as �n other Cont�nental countr�es.—Trans.

67.  It �s the wear�ness of l�fe, contempt for the present epoch,
regret for another age seen through the �llus�on of art, a taste
for paradox, a des�re to be s�ngular, a sent�mental asp�rat�on
after s�mpl�c�ty, an �nfant�ne adorat�on of the marvellous, a
s�ckly tendency towards rever�e, a shattered cond�t�on of
nerves, and, above all, the exasperated demand of sensual�ty.

68.  

Mus�c, mus�c before all th�ngs
The eccentr�c st�ll prefer,
Vague �n a�r, and noth�ng we�ghty,
Soluble. Yet do not err,

Choos�ng words; st�ll do �t l�ghtly,
Do �t too w�th some contempt;
Dearest �s the song that’s t�psy,
Clearness, d�mness not exempt.

Mus�c always, now and ever
Be thy verse the th�ng that fl�es



From a soul that’s gone, escap�ng,
Gone to other loves and sk�es.

Gone to other loves and reg�ons,
Follow�ng fortunes that allure,
M�nt and thyme and morn�ng cr�spness ...
All the rest’s mere l�terature.

69.  I th�nk there should be noth�ng but allus�ons. The contemplat�on
of objects, the fly�ng �mage of rever�es evoked by them, are the
song. The Parnass�ens state the th�ng completely, and show �t,
and thereby lack mystery; they depr�ve the m�nd of that
del�c�ous joy of �mag�n�ng that �t creates. To name an object �s
to take three-quarters from the enjoyment of the poem, wh�ch
cons�sts �n the happ�ness of guess�ng l�ttle by l�ttle: to suggest,
that �s the dream. It �s the perfect use of th�s mystery that
const�tutes the symbol: l�ttle by l�ttle, to evoke an object �n order
to show a state of the soul; or �nversely, to choose an object,
and from �t to d�sengage a state of the soul by a ser�es of
dec�pher�ngs.
... If a be�ng of med�ocre �ntell�gence and �nsuff�c�ent l�terary
preparat�on chance to open a book made �n th�s way and
pretends to enjoy �t, there �s a m�sunderstand�ng—th�ngs must
be returned to the�r places. There should always be an en�gma
�n poetry, and the a�m of l�terature—�t has no other—�s to evoke
objects.

70.  It were t�me also to have done w�th th�s famous “theory of
obscur�ty,” wh�ch the new school have pract�cally ra�sed to the
he�ght of a dogma.

71.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.

72.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.

73.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.

74.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.



75.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.

76.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.

77.  

I do not w�sh to th�nk any more, except about my mother
Mary,

Seat of w�sdom and source of pardon,
Also Mother of France, from whom we
Steadfastly expect the honour of our country.

78.  Th�s sonnet seems too un�ntell�g�ble for translat�on.—Trans.

79.  For translat�on, see Append�x IV.

80.  The qu�cker �t goes the longer �t lasts.

81.  All styles are good except the wear�some style.

82.  All styles are good except that wh�ch �s not understood, or
wh�ch fa�ls to produce �ts effect.

83.  An apparatus ex�sts by means of wh�ch a very sens�t�ve arrow,
�n dependence on the tens�on of a muscle of the arm, w�ll
�nd�cate the phys�olog�cal act�on of mus�c on the nerves and
muscles.

84.  There �s �n Moscow a magn�f�cent “Cathedral of our Sav�our,”
erected to commemorate the defeat of the French �n the war of
1812.—Trans.

85.  “That they may be one; even as thou, Father, art �n me, and I �n
thee, that they also may be �n us.”

86.  In th�s p�cture the spectators �n the Roman Amph�theatre are
turn�ng down the�r thumbs to show that they w�sh the
vanqu�shed glad�ator to be k�lled.—Trans.



87.  Wh�le offer�ng as examples of art those that seem to me the
best, I attach no spec�al �mportance to my select�on; for,
bes�des be�ng �nsuff�c�ently �nformed �n all branches of art, I
belong to the class of people whose taste has, by false
tra�n�ng, been perverted. And therefore my old, �nured hab�ts
may cause me to err, and I may m�stake for absolute mer�t the
�mpress�on a work produced on me �n my youth. My only
purpose �n ment�on�ng examples of works of th�s or that class �s
to make my mean�ng clearer, and to show how, w�th my
present v�ews, I understand excellence �n art �n relat�on to �ts
subject-matter. I must, moreover, ment�on that I cons�gn my
own art�st�c product�ons to the category of bad art, except�ng
the story God sees the Truth, wh�ch seeks a place �n the f�rst
class, and The Pr�soner of the Caucasus, wh�ch belongs to the
second.

88.  In Russ�an �t �s customary to make a d�st�nct�on between
l�terate and �ll�terate people, �.e. between those who can and
those who cannot read. L�terate �n th�s sense does not �mply
that the man would speak or wr�te correctly.—Trans.

89.  The over-man (Uebermensch), �n the N�etzschean ph�losophy,
�s that super�or type of man whom the struggle for ex�stence �s
to evolve, and who w�ll seek only h�s own power and pleasure,
w�ll know noth�ng of p�ty, and w�ll have the r�ght, because he
w�ll possess the power, to make ord�nary people serve h�m.—
Trans.

90.  Stenka Raz�n was by or�g�n a common Cossack. H�s brother
was hung for a breach of m�l�tary d�sc�pl�ne, and to th�s event
Stenka Raz�n’s hatred of the govern�ng classes has been
attr�buted. He formed a robber band, and subsequently headed
a form�dable rebell�on, declar�ng h�mself �n favour of freedom
for the serfs, rel�g�ous tolerat�on, and the abol�t�on of taxes. L�ke
the Government he opposed, he rel�ed on force, and, though
he used �t largely �n defence of the poor aga�nst the r�ch, he st�ll
held to



“The good old rule, the s�mple plan,
That they should take who have the power,
And they should keep who can.”

L�ke Rob�n Hood he �s favourably treated �n popular legends.—
Trans.

91.  Robert Maca�re �s a modern type of adro�t and audac�ous
rascal�ty. He was the hero of a popular play produced �n Par�s
�n 1834.—Trans.

92.  The translat�ons �n Append�ces I., II., and IV., are by Lou�se
Maude. The a�m of these render�ngs has been to keep as close
to the or�g�nals as the obscur�ty of mean�ng allowed. The sense
(or absence of sense) has therefore been more cons�dered
than the form of the verses.

Transcr�ber’s Notes:
Footnotes have been collected at the end of the text, and are
l�nked for ease of reference.
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