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[...] That flood of slime and ordure which the year 1918 belched forth into our lives was not a 
product of the lost war, but was only freed in its rush to the surface by that calamity. Through the 
defeat, an already thoroughly diseased body experienced the total impact of its inner 
decomposition. Now, after the collapse of the social, economic, and cultural patterns which 
continued to function in appearance only, the baseness already underlying them for a long time, 
triumphed, and indeed this was so in all strata of our life. 
 [...] On (these) cultural grounds, more than on any others, Judaism had taken possession 
of those means and institutions of communication which form, and thus finally rule over public 
opinion. Judaism was very clever indeed, especially in employing its position in the press with 
the help of so-called art criticism and succeeding not only in confusing the natural concepts 
about the nature and scope of art as well as its goals, but above all in undermining and destroying 
the general wholesome feeling in this domain.... 
 Art, on the one hand, was defined as nothing but an international communal experience, 
thus killing altogether any understanding of its integral relationship with an ethnic group. On the 
other hand its relationship to time w as stressed, that is:  There was no longer any art of peoples 
or even of races, but only an art of the times. [...] 
 According to such a theory, as a matter of fact, art and art activities are lumped together 
with the handiwork of our modern tailor shops and fashion industries. And to be sure, following 
the maxim: Every year something new. One day Impressionism, then Futurism, Cubism, maybe 
even Dadaism, etc. A further result is that even for the most insane and inane monstrosities 
thousands of catchwords to label them will have to be found, and have indeed been found. If it 
weren”t so sad in one sense, it would almost be a lot of fun to list all the slogans and clichés with 
which the so-called “art initiates” have described and explained their wretched products in recent 
years.... 
 Until the moment when National-Socialism took power, there existed in Germany a so-
called “modern art,” that is, to be sure, almost every year another one, as the very meaning of 
this word indicates. National-Socialist Germany, however, wants again a “German Art,” and this 
art shall and will be of eternal value, as are all truly creative values of a people. Should this art, 
however, again lack this eternal value for our people, then indeed it will mean that it also has no 
higher value today. 
 When, therefore, the cornerstone of this building was laid, it was with the intention of 
constructing a temple, not for a so-called modern art, but for a true and everlasting German art, 
that is, better still, a House for the art of the German people, and not for any international art of 
the year 1937, ‘40, ‘50 or ‘60. For art is not founded on time, but only on peoples. It is therefore 
imperative for the artist to erect a monument, not so much to a period, but to his people. For time 
is changeable, years come and go. Anything born of and thriving on a certain epoch alone would 
perish with it. And not only all which had been created before us would fall victim to this 
mortality, but also what is being created today or will be created in the future. 
 But the National-Socialists know only one mortality, and that is the mortality of the 
people itself: Its causes are known to us. As long as a people exists, however, it is the fixed pole 
in the flight of fleeting appearances. It is the being and the lasting permanence. And, indeed, for 
this reason, art as an expression of the essence of this being, is an eternal monument[...].  
 Art can in no way be a fashion. As little as the character and the blood of our people will 
change, so much will art have to lose its mortal character and replace it with worthy images 
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expressing the life-course of our people in the steadily unfolding growth of its creations. Cubism, 
Dadaism, Futurism, Impressionism, etc., have nothing to do with our German people. For these 
concepts are neither old nor modern, but are only the artifactitious stammerings of men to whom 
God has denied the grace of a truly artistic talent, and in its place has awarded them the gift of 
jabbering or deception. I will therefore confess now, in this very hour, that I have come to the 
final inalterable decision to clean house, just as I have done in the domain of political confusion, 
and from now on rid the German art life of its phrase-mongering. 
 “Works of art” which cannot be understood in themselves but, for the justification of 
their existence, need those bombastic instructions for their use, finally reaching that intimidated 
soul, who is patiently willing to accept such stupid or impertinent nonsense—these works of art 
from now on will no longer find their way to the German people. 
 All those catchwords: “inner experience,” “strong state of mind,” “forceful will,” 
emotions pregnant with the future,” “heroic attitude,” “meaningful empathy,” “experienced order 
of the times,” “original primitivism,” etc. - all these dumb, mendacious excuses, this claptrap or 
jabbering will no longer be accepted as excuses or even recommendations for worthless, 
integrally unskilled products. [... ] 
 I have observed among the pictures submitted here, quite a few paintings which make 
one actually come to the conclusion that the eye shows things differently to certain human beings 
than the way they really are, that is, that there really are men who see the present population of 
our nation only as rotten cretins; who, on principle, see meadows blue, skies green, clouds 
sulphur yellow, and so on, or, as they say, experience them as such. I do not want to enter into an 
argument here about the question of whether the persons concerned really do or do not see or 
feel in such a way; but, in the name of the German people, I want to forbid these pitiful 
misfortunates who quite obviously suffer from an eye disease, to try vehemently to foist these 
products of their misinterpretation upon the age we live in, or even to wish to present them as 
“Art.” 
 No, here there are only two possibilities: Either these so-called “artists” really see things 
this way and therefore believe in what they depict; then we would have to examine their 
eyesight-deformation to see if it is the product of a mechanical failure or of inheritance. In the 
first case, these unfortunates can only be pitied; in the second case, they would be the object of 
great interest to the Ministry of Interior of the Reich which would then have to take up the 
question of whether further inheritance of such gruesome malfunctioning of the eyes cannot at 
least be checked. If, on the other hand, they themselves do not believe in the reality of such 
impressions but try to harass the nation with this humbug for other reasons, then such an attempt 
falls within the jurisdiction of the penal law. 
 This House, in any case, has neither been planned, nor was it built for the works of this 
kind of incompetent or art criminal.... 
 [...] No, I say. The diligence of the builder of this House and the diligence of his 
collaborators must be equaled by the diligence of those who want to be represented in this 
House. Beyond this, I am not the least bit interested in whether or not these “also rans” of the art 
world will cackle among themselves about the eggs they have laid, thereby giving to each other 
their expert opinion. 
 For the artist does not create for the artist, but just like every one else he creates for the 
people. 
 And we will see to it that from now on the people will once again be called upon to be the 
judges of their own art.... 
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 I do not want anybody to have false illusions: National-Socialism has made it its primary 
task to rid the German Reich, and thus, the German people and its life of all those influences 
which are fatal and ruinous to its existence. And although this purge cannot be accomplished in 
one day, I do not want to leave the shadow of a doubt as to the fact that sooner or later the hour 
of liquidation will strike for those phenomena which have participated in this corruption. 
 But with the opening of this exhibition the end of German art foolishness and the end of 
the destruction of its culture will have begun. 
 From now on we will wage an unrelenting war of purification against the last elements of 
putrefaction in our culture. [. . .] 
 


