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Outlines of the Art-Work of the Future

If we consider the relation of modern art - so far asit istruly Art - to public life, we shall
recognize at once its complete inability to affect this public life in the sense of its own noblest
endeavor. The reason hereof is, that our modern art is a mere product of Culture and has not
sprung from Life itself; therefore, being nothing but a hot-house plant, it cannot strike root in the
natural soil, or flourish in the natural climate of the present. Art has become the private property
of an artist-caste; its taste it offers to those alone who understand it; and for its understanding it
demands a special study, aloof from actual life, the study of art-learning. This study, and the
understanding to, be attained thereby, each individua who has acquired the gold wherewith to
pay the proffered delicacies of art conceives to-day that he has made his own: if, however, we
were to ask the Artist whether the great mgjority of art's amateurs are able to understand him in
his best endeavors, he could only answer with a deep-drawn sigh. But if he ponder on the
infinitely greater mass of those who are perforce shut out on every side by the evils of our
present social system from both the understanding and the tasting of the sweets of modern art,
then must the artist of to-day grow conscious that his whole art-doings are, at bottom, but an
egoistic, self-concerning business; that his art, in the light of public life, is nothing else than
luxury and superfluity, a self-amusing pastime. The daily emphasized, and bitterly deplored
abyss between so-called culture and un-culture is so enormous; a bridge between the two so
inconceivable; a reconcilement so impossible; that, had it any candor, our modern art, which
grounds itself on this unnatural culture, would be forced to admit, to its deepest shame, that it
owes its existence to a life-element which in turn can only base its own existence on the utter
death of culture among the real masses of mankind.

The only thing which, in the position thus assigned to her, our Modern Art should be able
to effect - and among honest folk, indeed, endeavors - namely, the spreading abroad of culture,
she cannot do; and simply for the reason that, for Art to operate on Life, she must be herself the
blossom of anatural culture, i.e., such an one as has grown up from below, for she can never
hope to rain down culture from above. Therefore, taken at its best, our “cultured' art resembles an
orator who should seek to address himself in a foreign tongue to a people which does not
understand it: his highest flights of rhetoric can only lead to the most absurd misunderstandings
and confusion. -

Let usfirst attempt to trace the theoretic path upon which Modern Art must march
forward to redemption from her present lonely, misprised station, and toward the widest
understanding of general public Life. That this redemption can only become possible by the
practical intermediation of public Life, will then appear self-evident.

[ ... ] Plastic Art can only attain creative strength by going to her work in unison with
artistic Man, and not with men who purpose mere utility.

Artistic Man can only fully content himself by uniting every branch of Art into the
common Artwork: in every segregation of his artistic faculties he is unfree, not fully that which
he has power to be; whereas in the common Artwork he is free, and fully that which he has
power to be.
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The true endeavor of Art istherefore all-embracing: each unit who is inspired with atrue
art-instinct develops to the highest his own particular faculties, not for the glory of these specid
faculties, but for the glory of general Manhood in Art.

The highest conjoint work of art isthe Drama: it can only be a hand in al its possible
fullness, when in it each separate branch of art isat hand in its own utmost fullness.

The true Dramais only conceivable as proceeding from a common urgence of every art
towards the most direct appeal to a common public. In this Drama, each separate art can only
bare its utmost secret to their common public through a mutual parleying with the other arts; for
the purpose of each separate branch of art can only be fully
attained by the reciprocal agreement and co-operation of all the branches in their common

message.

Architecture can set before herself no higher task than to frame for a fellowship of artists, who in
their own persons portray the life of Man, the special surroundings necessary for the display of
the Human Artwork. Only that edifice is built according to Necessity, which answers most
befittingly an aim of man: the highest aim of man is the artistic aim; the highest artistic am - the
Drama. In buildings reared for daily use, the builder has only to answer to the lowest aim of men:
beauty is therein a luxury. In buildings reared for luxury, he has to satisfy an unnecessary and
unnatural need: his fashioning therefore is capricious, unproductive, and unlovely. On the other
hand, in the construction of that edifice whose every part shall answer to acommon and artistic
aim alone, - thusin the building of the Theatre, the master-builder needs only to comport himself
asartist, to keep a single eye upon the art-work. In a perfect theatrical edifice, Art's need alone
gives law and measure, down even to the smallest detail. This need is twofold, that of giving and
that of receiving, which reciprocally pervade and condition one another. The Scene has firstly to
comply withall the conditions of “space” imposed by the joint [gemeinsam| dramatic action to
be displayed thereon: but secondly, it has to fulfill those conditions in the sense of bringing this
dramatic action to the eye and ear of the spectator in intelligible fashion. In the arrangement of
the space for the spectators, the need for optic and acoustic understanding of the artwork will
give the necessary law, which can only be observed by a union of beauty and fitnessin the
proportions; for the demand of the collective [gemeinsam] audience is the demand for the
artwork, to whose comprehension it must be distinctly led by everything that meets the eye. Thus
the spectator transplants himself upon the stage, by means of all his visual and aural faculties;
while the performer becomes an artist only by complete absorption into the public. Everything,
that breathes and moves upon the stage, thus breathes and moves alone from eloquent desire to
impart, to be seen and heard within those walls which, however circumscribed their space, seem
to the actor from his scenic standpoint to embrace the whole of humankind; whereas the public,
that representative of daily life, forgets the confines of the auditorium, and lives and breathes
now only in the artwork which seemsto it as Life itself, and on the stage which seems the wide
expanse of the whole World. [ ... ]

But not the fairest form, the richest masonry, can alone suffice the Dramatic Artwork for
the perfectly befitting spatial terms of its appearance. The Scene which is to mount the picture of
Human Life must, for a thorough understanding of this life, have power to also show the lively
counterfeit of Nature, in which aone artistic Man can render up a speaking likeness of himself.
The casings of this Scene, which look down chill and vacantly upon the artist and the public,
must deck themselves with the fresh tints of Nature, with the warm light of heaven's ether, to be
worthy to take their share in the human artwork. Plastic Architecture here feels her bounds, her
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own unfreedom and casts herself, athirst for love, into the arms of Painting, who shall work out
her redemption into fairest Nature.

Here Landscape painting enters, summoned by a common need which she alone can
satisfy, What the painter's expert eye has seen in Nature, what he now, as artist, would fain
display for the artistic pleasure of the full community, he dovetails into the
united work of al the arts, as his own abundant share. Through him the scene takes on complete
artistic truth: his drawing, his colour, his glowing breadths of light, compel Dame Nature to serve
the highest claims of Art. That which the landscape-painter, in his struggle to impart what he had
seen and fathomed, had erstwhile forced into the narrow frames of panel-pictures, - what he had
hung up on the egoist's secluded chamber-walls, or had made away to the inconsequent,
distracting medley of a picture-barn, - therewith will he henceforth fill the ample framework of
the Tragic stage, calling the whole expanse of scene as witness to his power of recreating Nature.
Theillusion which his brush and finest blend of colours could only hint at, could only distantly
approach, he will here bring to its consummation by artistic practice of every known device of
optics, by use of al the art of “lighting." The apparent roughness of his tools, the seeming
grotesqueness of the method of so-called 'scene-painting,” will not offend him; for he will reflect
that even the finest camel's-hair brush is but a humiliating instrument, when compared with the
perfect Artwork; and the artist has no right to pride until he isfree, i.e., until his artwork is
completed and alive, and he, with al his helping tools, has been absorbed into it. But the finished
artwork that greets him from the stage will, set within this frame and held before the common
gaze of full publicity, immeasurably more content him than did his earlier work, accomplished
with more ddlicate tools. He will not, forsooth, repent the right to use this scenic space to the
benefit of such an artwork, for sake of his earlier disposition of aflat-laid scrap of canvas! For
as, at the very worgt, his work remains the same no matter what the frame from which it looks,
provided only it bring its subject to intelligible show: so will his artwork, in this framing, at any
rate effect a livelier impression, a greater and more universal understanding, than the whilom
landscape picture.

The organ for all understanding of Nature, is Man: the landscape-painter had not only to
impart to men this understanding, but to make it for the first time plain to them by depicting Man
in the midst of Nature. Now by setting his artwork in the frame of the Tragic stage, he will
expand the individual man, to whom he would address himself, to the associate manhood of full
publicity, and regp the satisfaction of having spread his understanding out to that, and made it
partner in his joy. But he cannot fully bring about this public understanding until he allies his
work to ajoint and al-intelligible aim of loftiest Art; while this aim itself will be disclosed to the
common understanding, past all mistaking, by the actual bodily man with all his warmth of life.

Of al artistic things, the most directly understandable is the Dramatic-Action
[Handlung], for reason that its art is not complete urtil every helping artifice be cast behind it, as
it were, and genuine life attain the most faithful and intelligible show. And thus each branch of
art can only address itself to the understanding in proportion as its core - whose relation to Man,
or derivation from him, alone can animate and justify the artwork - is ripening toward the
Drama. In proportion as it passes over into Drama, as it pulses with the Drama’s light, will each
domain of Art grow all-intelligible, completely understood and justified.*

On to the stage, prepared by architect and painter, now steps Artistic Man, as Natural
Man steps on the stage of Nature. What the statuary and the historical painter endeavored to limn
on stone or canvas, they now limn upon themselves, their form, their body's limbs, the features of
their visage, and raise it to the consciousness of full artistic life. The same sense that led the
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sculptor in his grasp and rendering of the human figure, now leads the Mime in the handling and
demeanor of his actual body. The same eye which taught the historical painter, in drawing and in
color, in arrangement of his drapery and composition of his groups, to find the beautiful, the
graceful and the characteristic, now orders the whole breadth of actual human show. Sculptor
and painter once freed the Greek Tragedian from his cothurnus and his mask, upon and under
which the real man could only move according to a certain religious convention. With justice,
did this pair of plastic artists annihilate the last disfigurement of pure artistic man, and thus
prefigure in their stone and canvas the tragic Actor of the Future. As they once descried himin
his undistorted truth, they now shall let him pass into reality and bring his form, in a measure
sketched by them, to bodily portraya with al its wealth of movement.

Thustheillusion of plastic art will turn to truth in Drama: the plastic artist will reach out
hands to the dancer, to the mime, will lose himself in them, and thus become himself both mime
and dancer. - So far as lies within his power, he will have to impart the inner man, his feeling and
hiswilling, to the eye. The breadth and depth of scenic space belong to him for the plastic
message of his stature and his motion, as a single unit or in union with his fellows. But where his
power ends, where the fullness of hiswill and feeling impels him to the uttering of the inner man
by means of Speech, there will the Word proclaim his plain and conscious purpose: he becomes a
Poet and, to be poet, atone-artist [Tonkinstler]. But as dancer, tone-artist, and poet, he till is
one and the same thing: nothing other than executant, artistic Man, who, in the fullest measure of
his faculties, imparts himself to the highest expression of receptive power. [...]

Not onerich faculty of the separate arts will remain unused in the United Artwork of the
Future; in it will each attain its first complete appraisement. Thus, especially, will the manifold
developments of Tone, so peculiar to our instrumental music, unfold their utmost wealth within
this Artwork; nay, Tone will incite the mimetic art of Dance to entirely new discoveries, and no
less swell the breath of Poetry to unimagined fill. For Music, in her solitude, has fashioned for
herself an organ which is capable of the highest reaches of expression. This organ is the
Orchestra. The tone-speech of Beethoven, introduced into Drama by the orchestra, marks an
entirely fresh departure for the dramatic artwork. While Architecture and, more especiadly,
scenic Landscape-painting have power to set the executant dramatic Artist in the surroundings of
physical Nature, and to dower him from the exhaustless stores of natural phenomena with an
ample and significant background, - so in the Orchestra, that pulsing body of many-colored
harmony, the personating individual Man is given, for his support, a stanchless elemental spring,
at once artistic, natural, and human.

The Orchestra is, so to speak, the loam of endless, universal Feeling, from which the
individual feeling of the separate actor draws power to shoot aloft to fullest height of growth: it,
in a sense, dissolves the hard immobile ground of the actual scene into a fluent, elastic,
impressionabl e ether, whose unmeasured bottom is the great sea of Feeling itself. Thus the
Orchedtraiis like the Earth from which Antaeus, so soon as ever his foot had grazed it, drew new
immortd life-force. By its essence diametrically opposed to the scenic landscape which
surrounds the actor, and therefore, as to locality, most rightly placed in the deepened foreground
outside the scenic frame, it at like time forms the perfect complement of these surroundings;
inasmuch as it broadens out the exhaustless physical element of Nature to the equally exhaustless
emotional element of artistic Man. These elements, thus knit together, enclose the performer as
with an atmospheric ring of Art and Nature, in which, like to the heavenly bodies, he moves
secure in fullest orbit, and whence, withal, he is free to radiate on every side his feelings and his
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views of life, - broadened to infinity, and showered, as it were, on distances as measureless as
those on which the stars of heaven cast their rays of light.

The Artist of the Future

Having sketched in general outline the nature of the Art-work into which the whole art-family
must be absorbed, to be there redeemed by universal understanding, it remains to ask: What are
the life-conditions which shall summon forth the Necessity of this Art-work and this
redemption? Will this be brought about by Modern Art, in impatient need of understanding, from
out her own premeditated plan, by arbitrary choice of means, and with fixed prescription of the
"modus of the union that she has recognized as necessary? Will she be able to draw up a
congtitutional chart, atariff of agreement with the so-called un-culture of the Folk? And if she
brought herself to stoop to this, would such an agreement be actually effected by that
“congtitution'? Can Cultured Art press forward from her abstract standpoint into Life or rather,
must not Life press forward into Art, - Life bear from out itsdlf its only fitting Art, and mount up
into that, - instead of art (well understood: the Cultured Art, which sprang from regions outside
Life) engendering Life from out herself and mounting thereinto?

Let us therefore first agree as to whom we must consider the creator of the Art-work of
the Future; so that we may argue back from him to the life-conditions which alone can permit his
art-work and himself to take their rise.

Who, then, will be the Artist of the Future?
Without a doubt, the Poet.?

But who will be the Poet?

Indisputably the Performer [Darsteller].

Y et who, again, will be the Performer?
Necessarily the Fellowship of all the Artists -

In order to see the Performer and the Poet take natural rise, we must first imagine to
ourselves the artistic Fellowship of the future; and that according to no arbitrary canon, but
following the logical course which we are bound to take in drawing from the Art-work itself our
conclusions as to those artistic organs which alone can call it into retura life. -

The Art-work of the Future is an associate work, and only an associate demand can call it
forth.

*k*

Thefree Artistic Fellowship is therefore the foundation, and the first condition, of the
Art-work itself. From it proceeds the Performer, who, in his enthusiasm for this one particular
hero whose nature harmonizes with his own, now raises himself to the rank of Poet, of artistic
Lawgiver to the fellowship; from this height, again, to descend to complete absorption in the
fellowship. The function of this lawgiver is therefore never more than periodic, and is confined
to the one particular occasion which has been prompted by his individuality and thereby raised to
acommon “objective' for the art of al; wherefore his rule can by no means be extended to all
occasions. The dictatorship of the poet-actor comes to its natural close together with the
attainment of his specific purpose: that purpose which he had raised into a common one, and in
which his personality was dissolved so soon as ever his message had been shared with the
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community. Each separate member may lift himself to the exercise of this dictatorship, when he
bears a definite message which so far answers to his individuality that in its proclamation he has
power to raise it to a common purpose. For in that artistic fellowship which combines for no
other aim than the satisfaction of ajoint artistic impulse, it isimpossible that any other thing
should come to definite prescription and resolve, than that which compasses the mutual
satisfaction of thisimpulse: namely, Art herself, and the laws which summon forth her perfect
manifestment by the union of the individua with the universal.

*k*

Who, then, will be the Artist of the Future? The poet? The performer? The musician? The
plastician? - Let us say it in one word: the Folk. That selfsame Folk to whom we owe the only
genuine Art-work, still living even in our modern memory, however much distorted by our
restorations; to whom alone we owe all Art itself.

*k*

If we have finally proved that the Folk must of necessity be the Artist of the future, we must be
prepared to see the intellectual egoism of the artists of the Present break forth in contemptuous
amazement at the discovery. They forget completely that in the days of national blood-
brotherhood, which preceded the epoch when the absolute Egoism of the individual was elevated
to areligion, - the days which our historians betoken as those of prehistoric myth and fable, - the
Folk, in truth, was aready the only poet, the only artist; that all their matter, and all their form -
if it isto have any sound vitality - they can derive alone from the fancy of these art-inventive
Peoples. On the contrary, they regard the Folk exclusively under the aspect lent it nowadays by
their culture-spectacled eyes. From their lofty pedestal, they deem that only their direct
antithesi's, the raw uncultured masses, can mean for them “the Folk.' As they look down upon the
people, there rise but fumes of beer and spirits to their nostrils; they fumble for their perfumed
handkerchiefs, and ask with civilized exasperation; "What! The rabble isin future to replace us
in Art-making? The rabble, which does not so much as understand us, when me provide its art?
Out of the reeking gin-shop, out of the smoking dung- heap, are we to see arise the mould of
Beauty and of Art? —

Quite so! Not from the filthy dregs of your Culture of to-day, not from the loathsome
subsoil of your modern “polite education,’ not from the conditions which give your modern
civilization the sole conceivable base of its existence, shall arise the Art-work of the Future. Y et
reflect! that this rabble isin no wise a normal product of real human nature, but rather the
artificial outcome of your denaturalized culture; that all the crimes and abominations with which
ye now upbraid this rabble, are only the despairing gestures of the battle which the true nature of
Man wages against its hideous oppressor, modern Civilization; and that these revolting features
are no wise the real face of Nature, but rather the reflection of the hypocritical mask of your
State, and Criminal-Culture. Further reflect: that, where one portion of the social system busies
itself alone with superfluous art and literature, another portion must necessarily redress the
balance by scavenging the dirt of your useless lives; that, where fashion and dilettantism fill up
one whole unneedful life, there coarseness and grossness must make out the substance of another
life, - alife ye cannot do without; that, where needless luxury seeks violently to still its all-
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devouring appetite, the natural Need can only balance its side of the account with Luxury by
drudgery and want, amidst the most deforming cares. [ ... |

... Neither you nor this rabble do we understand by the term, the Folk: only when neither
Yenor It shall exist any longer, can we conceive the presence of the Folk. Y et even now the Folk
is living, wherever ye and the rabble are not; or rather, it isliving in your twin midst, but ye wist
not of it. Did ye know it, then were ye yourselves the Folk; for no man can know the fullness of
the Folk, without possessing a share therein. The highest educated alike with the most
uneducated, the learned with the most unlearned, the high-placed with the lowly, the nestling of
the amplest lap of luxury with the starveling of the filthiest den of Hunger, the ward of heartless
Science with the wastrel of the rawest vice, - so soon as €er he feels and nurturesin himself a
stress which thrusts him out from cowardly indifference to the criminal assemblage of our social
and political affairs, or heavy-witted submission thereunder, - which inspires him with loathing
for the shallow joys of our inhuman Culture, or hatred for a Utilitarianism that brings its uses
only to the need-less and never to the needy, - which fills him with contempt for those self-
sufficient thralls, the despicable Egoists! or wrath against the arrogant outragers of human
nature, - he, therefore, who not from this conglomerate of pride and baseness, of shamel essness
and cringing, thus not from the statutory rights which hold this composite together, but from the
fullness and the depth of naked human nature and the irrefutable right of its absolute Need,
draws force for resistance, for revolt, for assault upon the oppressor of this nature, - he then who
must withstand, revolt, and deal assault, and openly avows this plain necessity in that he gladly
suffers every other sorrow for its sake, and, if need should be, will even offer up hislife, - he,
and he alone belongs to the Folk; for he and al his fellows feel a common Want.

1 It can scarcely be indifferent to the modern |landscape-painter to observe by how few his work
is redly understood to-day, and with what blear-eyed stupidity his nature-paintings are devoured
by the Philistine world that pays for them; how the so-called “charming prospect' is purchased to
assuage the idle, unintelligent, visual gluttony of those same need-less men whose sense of
hearing is tickled by our modern, empty music- manufacture to that idiotic joy which is as
repugnant a reward of his performance to the artist asit fully answers the intention of the artisan.
Between the “charming prospect’ and the “pretty tune' of our modern times there subsists a
doleful affinity, whose bond of union is certainly not the musing calm of Thought, but that
vulgar dipshod sentimentality which draws back in selfish horror from the sight of human
suffering in its surroundings, to hire for itself a private heavenlet in the blue mists of Nature's
generality. These sentimentals are willing enough to see and hear everything: only not the actual,
undistorted Man, who lifts his warning finger on the threshold of their dreams. But thisis the
very man whom we must set up in the forefront of our show!

2 We must beg to be allowed to regard the Tone-poet as included in the Word-poet,-whether
personally or by fellowship, is here a matter of indifference.



