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found there a clear warning against the blunder
he was about to commit, the blunder of treating the
average of a small number of instances as more
valid than the average of a large number.

But instead of pausing to realize that the army
tests had knocked the Stanford-Binet measure of
adult intelligence into a cocked hat, he wrote his
book in the belief that the Stanford measure is as
good as it ever was. This is not intelligent. It
leads one to suspect that Mr. Stoddard is a propa-
gandist with a tendency to put truth not in the first
place but in the second. It leads one to suspect,
after such a beginning, that the real promise and
value of the investigation which Binet started is in
danger of gross perversion by muddleheaded and
prejudiced men.

WALTER LirpMaNN.

(To be continued next week)

To an Inquirer

(R. L. R.)

It is better sometimes that there be no fruit,
Only a mist of blossom blown away:

If never flower had ripened from the root

Long since, it would be Eden still, they say.

Yet if the tempering and seasoning

May come to you as they have come to me,
I wish for you the broken breath of spring
And the salt of wintry cypress by the sea.

Watch how a petal drifts upon your hand
And dims and withers. Watch a thistle passing,
Light in the air. Watch how the waters stand
And fall along the shore, ebbing and massing.

Let other fools fathom the more or less
Of melancholy and of happiness.
‘WrirTER BYNNER.

And Now at Sunset

And now at sunset, ripples flecked with gold

Leap lightly over the profounder blue;

The wind is from the north, and days are few

That still divide us from the winter cold.

O ¢t was easy in the morning dew

To make the vow that never sheuld grow old,

But now at dusk, the words are not so bold,—

Thus have 1 learned; how fares the hour with you?

A heron rises from the trembling sedge,
His vigil at an end. Mine too is done.
A late sail twinkles on the watery edge,
And up the shore lights flicker one by one.
Seasone will change before tomorrow’s sun,
So speaks the dune-grass on the windy ledge.
RoserT SiLLiManNn HiLLyer.

REPUBLIC

Alfred Stieghtz

Old man—perpetually young——we salute you.
Young man—who will not grow old—we salute you.
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PO not know, cannot know, when the thing

happened to Alfred Stieglitz that made him a
man beloved of many men. It may have been when
he was a young fellow but, as he is an American,
it perhaps did not happen with him, within him,
until he had come into middle life. At any rate
any man going into the presence of Alfred Stiege
litz knows that, on a day long ago, something did
happen that has sweetened the man’s nature, made
him a lover of life and a lover of men. It has come
about that many men go gladly and freely in and
out of this man’s presence. Knowing the man you
may not agree with his judgments on this or that
piece of work, you may say to yourself that he
talks too much, is too much and somectimes too
consciously the prophet of the new age, but in a
moment, and -after you have gone out of his
physical presence, something happened within
you too.

You are walking in a city street and suddenly you
walk more gladly and lightly, Weariness goes out
of you. You are in a street lined with buildings,
for the most part ugly and meaningless, but some-
thing within is now telling you that a preath can
blow even this colossal stone and brick ugliness
away. Again, and now quite definitely and per-
manently you know that, although men have blun-
dered terribly in building up the physical world
about themselves and although most men have been
incurably poisoned by the ugliness created by men,
there is at the very heart of humanity a something
sweet and sound that has always found and always
will find among men, here and there an individual
to strive all his life to give voice to man’s inner
sweetness and health.

As for myself, I have quite definitely come to
the conclusion that there is in the world a thing
one thinks of as maleness that is represented by
such men as Alfred Stieglitz. It has something to
do with the craftsman’s love of his tools and his
materials. In an age when practically all men have
turned from that old male love of good work well
done and have vainly hoped that beauty might be
brought into the world wholesale, as Mr. Ford
manufactures automobiles, there has always been,
here in America, this one man who believed in no
such nonsense, who perhaps often stood utterly
alone, without fellows, fighting an old, man’s fight
for man’s old inheritance—the right to his tools,
his materials, and the right to make what is sound
and sweet in himself articulate through his han-
dling of tools and materials.
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There is something definite to be said in this
matter, something very important to be said.
Whether or not I am clear-headed enough to say
it I can’t be sure. What I do know is that, in some
way, the figure of Alfred Stieglitz stands at the
heart of the matter. What I think I believe 1s
that we Americans, in the age that has just passed,
have been a very sick people. Let me speak of
that for a moment. To me it seems that the out-
ward signs of that impotence that is the natural
- result of long illness are all about us in America.
It i$ to be seen in the city skyscrapers, in the cow-
hoy plays in our moving picture theatres and in our
childish liking of the type of statesman who boasts,
of walking softly and carrying a big stick. True
maleness does not boast of its maleness. Only,
truly strong men can be gentle, tender, patient, and
kindly; and sentimental male strutting is perhaps
always but an outpouring of poison from the bodies
of impotent men. Might it not be that with the
coming into general use of machinery men did
lose the grip of what is perhaps the most truly
important of man’s functions in life—the right
every man has always before held dearest of all
his human possessions, the right in short to stand
alone in the presence of his tools and his materials
and with those tools and materials to attempt to
twist, to bend, to form something that will be the
expression of his inner hunger for the truth that
is his own and thadt is beauty. A year ago Mr.
Gilbert Cannan made this dark and threatening
comment on our modern life. “Befoul the work-
man’s tools and materials long enough,” said Mr.
Cannan, “and in the end the workman will turn
on you and kill' you.”

I myself think we have gone rather far on the.

road of befouling. To me it seems that the Ford
automobile is about the final and absolute expres-
sion of our mechanical age—and is not the Ford
car an ugly and ill-smelling thing? And against
thke Ford car and the vast Ford factories out in
Detroit I would like to put for a moment the figure
of Alfred Stieglitz as the craftsman of genius, in.
short the artist. Born into a mechanical age and,
having lived in an age when practically all Amer-
ican men followed the false gods of cheapness and
expediency, he has kept the faith. To me his life
i1s a promise that the craftsmen, who are surely
to be reborn into the world, will not have to kill
in order to come back into their old inheritance.
Against the day of their coming again Alfred St'eg-
litz has held to the old faith with an iron grip.
Through perhaps almost the single strength of this
man, something has been kept alive here in America
that we had all come near to forgetting.

I have been walking in the streets of New York
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and thinking of my friend Alfred Stieglitz and
suddenly he no longer stands alone. Certain other
figures appear and in them I understand in him
certain impulses I have not always understood. 1
have myself come into the years of manhood in an
age of Ford factories, and often enough I have
run with the pack. Too often in my own work I
have not been patient enough. I have stopped
half way, have not gone all the way. Shame comes
to me and suddenly memories appear. I remember
that when I was a lad in Ohio there were in my
town certain fine old workmen come down into our
new age out of an older time. In fancy now I see
again two such men, and hear them speaking of
their work as they stand idling in the evening be-
fore one of the stores of my town. The lad, who
was myself, is fascinated by their talk and stands
behind them, listening. And now suddenly one of
the workmen has remembered something he wants
to explain to his fellow. They are both wagon-
makers and each, in his young manhood, has served
his long years of apprenticeship and has gone on
his workman’s journey. The workman who is talk-
ing is trying to explain to his fellow how, in a cer-
tain shop where he once worked in the state of
Vermont, they made a wagon felloe.

“You come on,” he says, and the two old men
go away together along the street in the dusk of a
summer evening with a boy tagging at their heels.
How sharply their figures remain in my mind, the
two old lovers filled with a man’s love, we moderns
have almost forgotten. And now they have gone
to one of the two wagon shops in the town, and
one of them has lighted a lamp and has opened his
chest of tools. How affectionately he handles them,
and how bright and clean and sharp the tools are.
He begins fitting two pieces of wood together. At
that place I was telling you about we did it like
this. Afterward I found out a quicker way but
I believe the harder way is the best. It makes a
better joint, stands up better in all kinds of
weather; that’s what I mean,” the old workman
says—and how sharply his figure comes back to
me now as I think of Alfred Stieglitz, the prophet
of the old workmen—who by the intensity of his
love of tools and materials has made himself such
an outstanding American artist.

There is another man in my mind, of the Stieg-
litz sort. He lives now at Cleveland, Ohio, where
he runs a book store, but some twenty years ago
he came to America from Germany as a workman,
as a church organ builder., On an evening last
sumnmer he walked and talked with me, and as he
walked and talked his mind went back to his boy-
hood in a German town. He spoke of the work-
men in his father’s shop and their treatment of



