
THE AMERICAN DWELLING-HOUSE

BY LEWIS MUMFORD

WHEN a man builds a house for him-
self, says a contemporary French
critic, he is not content with a

building: he seeks to create a poem. The
dwelling-house is the last romantic place
of refuge, the last portion of the environ-
ment wherein a man can express himself,
and fulfill his personality, and live after
the manner of his dreams.

But what poetry! what dreams! Putting
to one side the majority of the population,
condemned to live in the ramshackle flats
of Boston, the mean tenements of New
York, the orderly rabbit-hutches of Phila-
delphia, the slum-bungalows of the Middle
West, to say nothing of niggardly farm-
houses all over the country—what remains
is still unsatisfactory. The poems are hack-
neyed, labored, above all lacking in sin-
cerity; not one house in a thousand has
been thought out in all its relationships.
Perhaps it would clear the atmosphere a
little if we dropped the notion that a house
should express personality, and began to
consider it in terms of its essential func-
tions. A fresh-water bath of rational criti-
cism would clean off the barnacles that
sloppy feeling and misdirected interest
have allowed to accumulate on the bottom
of the subject.

It will be easiest to define the modern
point of departure if we think back a gen-
eration to the old-fashioned house—that
vast, roomy, formidable building which
either made one of a row of deep build-
ings in New York, Philadelphia or Balti-
more, or stood alone in spacious ugliness
in such Middle Western cities as Cleveland.

That old-fashioned house was exceed-
ingly rudimentary in its functions and very

complicated in its ornamental detail. In
Winter it was heated by hot air; at least a
part of the house got some of the heat. The
kitchen contained a self-sufficient coal
range. The bathtub had only recently be-
come a necessity, and the toilet had but a
generation before entered the interior of
the house. The paving in front, and the
various street connections, were all simple
and elementary, even in the city; in the
country the cesspool was still an innova-
tion. With these elementary facilities for
service, such a house should have been an
easy one to live in; but the exact opposite
was true, for it existed, not to shelter the
inhabitants, but to mark the status of the
owner in society, and all the economies of
its crude working elements were destroyed
by the debris of decoration under which
every nook and corner groaned.

The floors were covered by carpets, laid
over wadded paper; the fifteen-foot ceilings
terminated in elaborate cornices of plaster;
the mantel-shelf was covered with bric-a-
brac, and the hearth contained a dusty
bouquet which might have been burned
with profit had the flues been capable of
working. In proportion as the wealth and
prestige of the owner grew, more and more
of the space was taken up by elegant dust-
collectors, regarded as objects of art and
beauty. Writhing in curley-cues, bitten
with random indentations, the furniture
retained dust in a hundred crevices, and
added thereto the luxury of superfluous
ugliness, while the washing of the crystal
chandelier, the sweeping of the carpets,
the periodic cleaning of the china closet
and curio cabinet, were all Sisyphean op-
erations which broke the backs and the
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hearts of a whole generation of decent
menials. This house had, from the stand-
point of today, only one virtue: in spite of
its clutter and litter it was still spacious.
There "was space to breathe in, if not room
to move around in. But owing to fantastic
notions as to what constituted hominess,
comfort, and beauty, such houses were
little better than kitchen middens, and the
amount of useless labor they entailed upon
generations of housewives and servants
makes one gasp and sweat to think about.

The old-fashioned house was undermined
by three different factors. The first of these
was the gradual development of taste.
Strange as it may seem, this cause was the
first to operate, for it came into existence
during the eighties, partly through the in-
fluence of a few distinguished architects
like Richardson and his pupil, Stanford
White, and partly because of the impres-
sion made by craftsmen like William
Morris, and popularizers of Ruskinian
ideas like Oscar Wilde, who made a tour
of America and spoke audaciously on the
subject. A little later Gustav Stickley, the
founder of the Craftsman magazine, brought
to the design of houses and furniture a cer-
tain sobering sense of reality which, if it
rarely achieved beauty, still served as a
thrust against the aimless debauchery of
house-design since the forties.

Taste was, and still is, largely a negative
influence with us; but it had the happy
effect of inexorably ruling out, one by one,
the sentimental dew-jigs, the auction room
bric-a-brac, the multiplicity of bad repro-
ductions and fatuous engravings that were
once the authentic symbols of domesticity.
Charles Richards, our foremost authority
on industrial art, is in the habit of illustrat-
ing this change by two pictures, one of a
Smith girl's dormitory in the eighties,
filled with flags, mottoes, samplers, and
sheer junk, and the other of such a room
today, with little in it but the necessary
chairs, lamps, brightly colored walls, and
perhaps an occasional print or two.

The second limitation that helped ruin
the old-fashioned house was the difficulty

of obtaining menial service. Our perverse
conception of the dwelling as something
between an auction room and a museum
was carried on the backs of servants; with-
out them, the elegance and the ugliness
would have been alike impossible. Like
modern soldiers, these wretches were
brought up to the battlefront of domestic-
ity with little training, if any; kept dusting
and scouring and oiling and scrubbing and
climbing until they were exhausted, or, in
vain rebellion, looked for lighter work in
homes of their own, and when they were
unfit for service their ranks were filled by
fresh levies of gullible recruits from Ire-
land, Germany, or Sweden. Occasionally,
growing daughters, in the more modest
homes of America, were used as substitutes
for the menial; certainly, the heroic task of
keeping the old-fashioned home moder-
ately fit to live in was nothing for anyone
to achieve single-handed.

The rebellion of growing daughters and
what has been called for two generations
the servant problem came at about the
same time; in addition, as the American
family became smaller, the overhead of
domestic service became disproportionate;
and it needed only the restriction of immi-
gration through the war and later legisla-
tion, from 1914 onwards, to raise menial
service into the ranks of a luxury. People
who always kept a cook and a maid were
forced to reduce their establishment to a
single domestic; and those who managed
before with one now relied only on spo-
radic help.

The old-fashioned house could not sur-
vive this constriction: when the maid
went, a good part of the furnishing per-
force went with her. What taste was
achieving in slow stages, economics forced
upon the home with a peremptory gesture.
The question became, not How much can
we show ? but How much can we put in the
attic or the junk-heap and still keep our
status and station intact in the eyes of the
neighbors? If sentiment acted as a brake,
necessity was an accelerator.

Finally, a third element, perhaps more
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exacting and relentless than either of the
other two, corrupted the old-fashioned
home; this was the steady development of
technical devices for enabling the various
branches of housework to be done more
expeditiously or efficiently. Along with
this, went a general industrialization of
household equipment: heating, cooling,
refrigeration, cooking, washing, lighting,
sanitation, and, with the introduction of
the telephone and the radio, communica-
tion with the outside world, broke down
the rough-and-ready domesticity of the
past. On the one hand, a new array of soaps
and chemicals to remove dirt; on the other,
mechanical devices for keeping rooms at
even temperature or disposing of waste. In
the traditional house good design required,
for instance, that windows should be re-
duced in size to the minimum needed for
light and ventilation, since hot-air-heating
was incapable of coping with the leakage
through large window surfaces in cold
weather. Such considerations may not be
altogether ignored in an economic design
today; but they are no longer imperative.
So, too, the old-fashioned icebox was usu-
ally separated from the kitchen; today,
with the invention of more effective in-
sulating materials, and with the domestic
manufacture of ice through electricity or
gas, the refrigerator becomes an inevitable
part of the kitchen.

II

Since such utilities were introduced and
absorbed, one by one, into the modern
house, over a considerable period of years,
their influence upon construction and de-
sign was never properly analyzed or ap-
praised. So far as I know, the first person
who attempted it was Henry Wright, who
five years ago, in the Journal of the American
Institute of Architects, published a series of
graphs and diagrams which showed that
the amount spent on mechanical utilities
had risen from almost zero in 1800 to from
.10% to 15% of the total cost of housing—
and was still rising. None of the other costs

has gone down; on the contrary, they have
all gone up in about the same proportion
as other commodities: so it is obvious that
this extra 2.5% must be "found" some-
where, all the more because such inside
utilities as electric lights and bathrooms
need expensive outside connections with
lighting mains and sewers; and though the
owner may be unaware of it, these costs
enter into both the original price and the
upkeep.

Mr. Wright suggested that the change
had been met in two ways. One was by a
process of consolidation: that is, by put-
ting a number of households under one
roof, in the multi-family or the apartment
house, and so decreasing the cost of pipes
and connections and cellar and roof per
unit. In brief, our mechanical improve-
ments tended to improve the free-standing
single-family house, known to song and
story, out of existence, even in little towns
and suburbs where there was no shortage
of cheap land. The other was by a shrink-
age in the cubic contents of a house: the
fifteen-foot ceiling gave way to the eight-
foot ceiling, and families that had once
luxuriated in nine or ten rooms somehow
contrived to coop themselves up into five
or six, with a corresponding diminution of
space all along the line. Space disappeared.
Instead of elbow room, the new house had
labor-saving devices, slick mechanical con-
traptions. If one corrects for income and
the value of the dollar, the total rise in the
cost of housing during the last fifty years
has not been as portentous as the radical
re-distribution of these costs. The me-
chanical house, within a generation, had
worked havoc with the sentimental house;
the budget schedule had cruelly defaced the
poem.

The mechanical utilities which now
characterize the modern house have not yet
been rigorously appraised for their several
contributions to life-efficiency. Let us ex-
amine the positive gains that have been
made. First, these devices have partly
transferred the burdens of housekeeping
from the back of a human being to the in-
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different shoulders of a machine; in fact,
the constriction of domestic service would
have created a really serious situation if
such mechanical auxiliaries had not taken
up the task at the point where the vanish-
ing menial put it down. Some of these aids
have succeeded more than others. The auto-
matic oil or gas furnace is far more effective
in relieving labor than, say, the vacuum
cleaner, although the latter promotes effi-
ciency and hygiene when applied to the
old-fashioned house. Again, the indirect re-
sult of mechanical improvements, namely,
that they have decreased the amount of
space in a house, is not altogether a matter
for weeping and regret, for every reduction
in the area of floors to be swept or polished,
or to be traversed in answering the door or
the telephone, or in cooking dinner, is a
reduction of labor. The constriction be-
comes annoying only when one endeavors
to maintain the habits, tastes, standards,
forms of life which went with the old-
fashioned house.

Both the house and the apartment today,
it is pretty plain, are merely transitional
types. The changes that have been effected
in them have been forced from the outside,
without sufficient imaginative effort to
meet and mold them. It is this final stage
in the relation of need and desire that we
must now enter. The modern houses which
we grudgingly accept and attempt to soften
and prettify must be transformed into some-
thing superb and creative in their own
right—not a half-baked machine, still less
a flimsy piece of imitation Spanish or Tudor,
nor yet a pallid compromise between fading
memories and new opportunities.

Ill

What is the modern house? The only way
to define it is to ask ourselves what any
house is in terms of its essential functions.

Primarily, a dwelling-house is a biolog-
ical institution. At one time or another, to
be sure, it has been made, by accident, to
serve many other purposes: the nobleman's
house has been fortified for warfare, the

city tradesman's house has contained his
shop and office, and the opulent financier's
house has been a means of exhibiting his
financial solvency or proud winnings. But
when one strips away these excrescences,
and asks how the house differs from the
factory or the office, one sees that it is
primarily a building equipped to serve the
normal functions of nutrition and repair,
reproduction, and the elemental care of the
young. It is, to expand the definition, a
place where food can be readily prepared
and served, where the hygiene of the body
can be attended to, where sleep may be
secured with a minimum of friction and
disturbance, and where—let us speak with
medical rigor—the sexual act may be per-
formed in privacy.

Sociability, entertainment, hospitality,
complete the notion of the home; but they
do not by themselves make the house.
Various special institutions may, of course,
take over one or another of these biolog-
ical functions. The restaurant may special-
ize in food or the hospital in the care of
the sick; but the place where these things
are made commonly available for the mass
of mankind is the dwelling-house. Anyone
who doubts that we are dealing with a
permanent institution has only to investi-
gate the economics of housekeeping: no
specialized institution that must reckon
with physical overhead and wages, to say
nothing of profits, can compete with the
domestic communism of the house.

Once we accept the notion that biolog-
ical functions create the norm of the house,
problems of design that were once based
upon taste or caprice must be treated with-
in well-defined limits. The first question of
all is orientation for sunlight and ventila-
tion, and in every urban community this
is a matter which rests, not so much with
the individual builders as with the city
plan. Above the tropical belt, good house
design requires that a maximum amount
of sunlight be permitted to enter the rooms,
particularly those that are most constantly
lived in—the kitchen, the living-room,
and the children's nursery or play-room.
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This is a point where almost all our
present architecture, in one fashion or
another, falls down. The city apartment is,
alas! usually surrounded by other high
buildings which cut off the free circulation
of air and block a good part of the sunlight,
and even the suburban apartment wantonly
wastes its opportunities because the builder
continues to overcrowd the land—without
the shadow of a serious economic excuse.
Genuine sun-porches are still mythical; yet
ten minutes' exposure naked to sunlight is
probably worth a whole day's exposure
with clothes on; and the architect who
does not incorporate a private sun-porch in
his plan need not pride himself upon his
cleverness in the kitchen. It may be that
the problem will remain architecturally
insoluble in our congested centers until we
drop our false modesty and face nakedness
itself as cheerfully as we have faced the
rapid approach to it in women's dresses; at
all events, whether the solution be in the
realm of building or etiquette, we must
include it in the programme of the modern
house.

Exposure to the sun is a vital matter,
particularly to children, and above all in
the Winter; but in our torrid Summers,
clear up to Maine, the capital problem is a
different one, namely, how to temper the
heat and secure an adequate circulation of
air. Artificial refrigeration, such as is now
provided in many moving-picture houses,
is a very doubtful domestic expedient;
when one leaves the cooled quarters to
return to the superheated air of an August
day, the result is not merely disgusting but
dangerous. Summer ventilation depends
upon two things: the provision of gentle
drafts, partly by exposure to the prevailing
winds, supplemented on still days by fans
or blowers, and the provision of shade
trees and foliage which absorb the heat
without re-radiating it to the extent that
stone and asphalt do. The problem here is
to reduce the amount of paving about the
house to the lowest possible point. For-
tunately, good community planning de-
mands exactly the same thing, since

domestic streets should be wide enough
only for service and access, not for through
traffic.

Trees and gardens thus become an essen-
tial part of the environment of the modern
house. In addition to their beauty and the
pleasure of their cultivation, they perform
a mechanical function with an exquisite
automatism that no manufactured device
Can begin to compete with, and in the
matter of costs, they win hands down. A
house deprived of trees and gardens is no
more a modern house than a house deprived
of sunlight: the notion of introducing con-
crete shrubbery and green tiles, which
certain French and American architects
have dallied with, falls down, not for
aesthetic reasons, but for more fundamental
mechanical and physiological ones. The
leader of the European modernists, Le
Corbusier, is, I am happy to say, in agree-
ment with this position.

With these criteria in mind, it is plain
that much of our modern urban housing is
obsolete before it is finished: obsolete and
inefficient. No modernist fagade can con-
ceal these vital deficiencies.

IV

If the biological house is first of all a sun-
house, it is at the same time a playhouse.
Without facilities for play, without floors
that can be danced upon, without a room
for children's games and constructions,
without an external playground for ball
and gymnastics, the house would be as
incomplete as a furnace without a flue.
Curiously, most Americans are under the
delusion that they have provided suffi-
ciently for play if they clutter up the once
spacious back-yard or back-garden with a
garage containing a car which will take
the family on a weekly picnic, or permit
the older members a little freedom of move-
ment at night. That there should be space
for spontaneous games and exercises, and
that each house should have such space
immediately about it, is scarcely remem-
bered any more. The playground is an
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after-thought, and when it comes, it
arrives by way of the school, rather than
the house itself, and only by good fortune
will it escape a dose of organized priggish-
ness.

But plainly, the need for play affects
both the inner design and the exterior
relationships. Considered from within, the
modern house, no matter how small, must
not be chopped up into a number of small
compartments, not one of which is large
enough to permit more than the original
family to gather in and move about in and
dance. Nor, while Prohibition remains in
force, may the modern house relinquish
the cellar, although there is now current
more than one clever expedient—the Flagg
house, for example, and the house on a
pedestal proposed by the Brothers Rasch
in Germany and Buckminster Fuller in
Chicago—to do away with the need for
this expensive excavation. The great do-
mestic industry of brewing and wine-
making needs an apartment of its own for
manufacture and storage; and the cellar,
no longer entirely subterranean, is the
obvious place for it.

Beside, the cellar has one further advan-
tage: mid the order, compactness, neatness
of the modern house at least one room
should be sacred to the spirit of anarchy
and insurrection; one place should remain
where litter, disorder, the desire to
accumulate useless mementos, will carry
neither stigma nor burden. Where the eco-
nomic means are sufficient, there is no
reason why this should not be a separate
room; indeed, if memory serves me, Mr.
Frank Lloyd Wright has at least once pro-
vided such a repository for Grandmother's
walnut furniture, dear Uncle Alfred's
toupee, and the champagne corks that were
popped on the night that the last century
died; but at least, for the present, the cellar
must be preserved. It is not without point
that it should be the last refuge of freedom.

The old-fashioned house, the show
house, insisted upon the inviolacy of each
room. The parlor remained a parlor for
"best occasions"; each other room kept

itself to itself. The play-house demands
space; and in demanding it, is more willing
to have one large room serve three pur-
poses than to perform three separate func-
tions quite inadequately in three separate
rooms. Outdoors, space again is the chief
requirement for play; and except for a
narrow group of rich people, it cannot be
obtained even in a small place like ' 'Middle-
town" without combining individual por-
tions of land and creating common areas
under certain provisions for common care
and upkeep. The modern house, in other
words, cannot solve its major problems by
itself. This applies not alone to sunlight
and play areas; it applies equally to such
essential matters as quiet sleep; and in such
functions as have been taken over by the
community, education for example, it is
only by community planning that the
daily walk to school can be saved from the
nightmare of automobile accidents.

No longer is the modern house four
walls and roof on a patch of ground: it
has become the nucleus of communal and
domestic services with connections and fila-
ments throughout the rest of the com-
munity. Its isolation cannot be preserved;
its self-sufficiency is a myth. To achieve
the results of individualism it cannot
escape the duties of cooperation. Today no
one can build an adequate house who does
not also take pains to create an adequate
community. The failure to emphasize this
fact is one of the little jokers in the Own-
Your-Own-Home Movement. (There are
others.)

Let us now consider the interior. How
shall we decorate the modern house? Par-
don: there is one question that comes be-
fore this; namely, how shall we keep it
clean?

Where shall we find an answer to this
question? The best answer I know is to be
found in the modern hospital, where the
question is of major importance. Examine
that solution. First of all, the floor must

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



THE AMERICAN DWELLING-HOUSE 475

be made of a compact, resilient material
that can either be washed or waxed: this
allows a wide latitude, ranging from the
well-laid hardwood floor of ancient usage
through cork strips, linoleum, and in
warmer climates brick or tile. What place
has a rug on the floor of a modern house?
The rug performs a function in only two
places; one is the living-room, where as a
sort of picture on the floor it provides a
spot on which to focus one's gaze, either
when alone or when one does not wish to
look directly into the faces of one's com-
panions; the other place is in the bedroom,
where, before one finds one's slippers, the
rug breaks the chill of leaving a warm bed.

The next characteristic of the hospital
solution is in the baseboard, no longer a
succession of moldings, but a strip of hard
material, tile or cement composition, meet-
ing the floor in a rounded corner. Since the
molded baseboard is merely a relic of
classical Georgian ornament, we may
cheerfully bid it good-bye. Its sole decora-
tive value now is as a band of color, and in
a concrete house it would disappear alto-
gether. The same criticism applies to the
door. The flat-surfaced hospital door, of
variously laminated woods, or at its sim-
plest, with painted surface, has decorative
possibilities quite as great as the old-
fashioned panelled door. In lightening the
labor of cleaning and dusting we are not
committed to utilitarian anesthesia: we
are rather opening the path for fine and
intelligent design.

We now approach the walls, and we do
this with trepidation. At whatever extra
cost, it is preferable that these walls should
be soundproof and fireproof, if there are
neighbors on the other side of them. If they
are of well-laid brick and if their color is
effective, one may leave them in this state;
but if the brick or stone or tile or composi-
tion must be backed with lath and plaster,
then we must walk very carefully indeed.
The plasterer and the architect, with
exquisite ingenuity, have lately invented
or resurrected a whole host of smears and
scratches and blobs to be executed in stucco

or plastic paint; and, dust and dirt and the
fine fabrics of women's clothes being what
they are, we must use them with great
discrimination. A close-textured surface
and a dull finish are the desiderata of a
good wall: reflection without high lights.
Certain woods serve admirably for this pur-
pose; but since panelling lies outside the
purse of most of the population, we must
be ready to accept a solution in plaster and
paint, or in certain limited cases, in wash-
able wall paper. Naturally, there are no
panels or cornices; the ceiling, too, is
unbroken unless the wood or the concrete
can be integrated in the pattern of the
room.

As far as the constitution of the room is
concerned, we have now solved the prob-
lem of cleanliness: the daily dusting of six
such chambers need take but half an hour
at the utmost. But this solution may well
be upset as soon as furniture is introduced;
and our houses would not only look better
but keep better if each time one wished to
add a chair, a table, a stool, a smoking-
stand, one asked oneself, How many
minutes will this add to the burden of
cleaning? The answer does not merely
depend upon the number of pieces: it de-
pends also upon the individual design. I am
sure that our furniture would suffer noth-
ing, but on the contrary would gain, by the
general establishment of a rigorous stand-
ard of labor and hygiene. Automatically a
good part of "period" furniture, designed
before the status of servants had improved,
would disappear; and our manufacturers
would have to rely upon fine materials and
intelligent adaptation, instead of upon
tricks and weird stratagems and fake
stylicisms.

Obviously, I am not suggesting the
establishment of hygienic rules as the sole
standard of taste. Proportion, fitness, accu-
rate workmanship, color, total form, will
count for as much as ever: the point is that
the requirements of labor and hygiene
would establish a minimum standard.
Finishes that scratch or flake easily, metal
that must be polished frequently, lamina-

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



476 THE AMERICAN MERCURY

tions or inlays that crack perilously at the
first desiccation of steam-heating—all these
things must be excluded from modern
decoration. The minimum standard has
already been applied in the bathroom and
the kitchen; and the results are admirable.

Remembering all the expensive mechani-
cal utilities we have introduced into our
cramped quarters, we must find a way of
expanding our rooms without raising the
total cost of the house. The only way of
achieving this, except by practicing magic,
is to make every available room perform
more than one function. Instead of two
small rooms, each of which remains idle
50% of the day, let us have one large room
that works both day and night; and in
order to take advantage of this combina-
tion, let every fixture in the room be as
flexible as possible. There are limitations
to this programme, for certain rooms must
remain specialized; but we can go a long
way without reaching them.

To make a room perform more than one
set of functions, one must consider both
construction and decoration together. In
England it is the practice to build houses
for workmen and middle-class people with-
out any built-in fittings; hence the bed-
room discloses itself as such, no matter
what the character of the bed, by reason of
the fact that it will contain a wardrobe:
similarly, the dining-room will contain a
china closet. Once the character of a room
is so established, there is no possibility of
turning it to more than one function with-
out obviously resorting to makeshift. The
real solution of the problem has gradually
been approached by the American archi-
tect; and by a curious chance, he has
reached it in quarters where neither crowd-
ing nor economy were necessary. Instead of
permitting a dresser, let us say, to bulk out
in a dressing-room, he arranges a set of
drawers in a closet: not merely does he get
it out of the way, but he makes it more
dustproof than before. This principle is
capable of being pushed much further.
With the aid of sliding doors, a whole wall
may be turned into a closet, neatly embrac-

ing a chest of drawers, a dressing-table, and
a clothes-rack; or, on a well-hung door, a
dressing-table and stool may be brought
out temporarily into the room and restored
to the wall when needed.

By sacrificing thirty inches in the depth
of a room, all the necessary utilities can be
contained in a dust-proof closet, much
easier to clean and keep in order than if
they projected into the room. Our in-
genuity has scarcely begun to work here.
While our Puritan ancestors devised chairs
that served as writing-desks and tables
that became settles, almost the only con-
tribution modern America has made is the
bed that folds into a. closet. In a highly
cramped bedroom, this solution may
occasionally be useful; but of all possible
objects to stow away, a bed is the poorest
candidate. For a well-constructed daybed is
capable of performing twenty-four hour
service; and to hide it in a closet two-thirds
of the day is the height of uneconomic
furnishing.

By the expedient just described we have
done something more than robbed the
room of its specialized character and made
it available as a general workroom or
gathering place during the day—permit-
ting the bedroom to be also a living-room
or the living-room to be a dining-room: we
have increased the amount of apparent
space. The effect of spaciousness in a room
is created by decreasing the number of
objects in it and reducing their size. In this
department, too, hygiene and utility have
the backing of aesthetics. One of the anom-
alies of present-day manufacture is that our
furniture makers continue to be sublimely
unaware that the actual living space of a
modern urban family is highly embarrassed
by their ostentatious products. The scale
and general design of furniture must take
into account this fact: a certain lightness
and delicacy must be achieved, without of
course sacrificing comfort or durability. At
a recent exhibition, Kem Weber showed
some dining-room chairs which had this
quality; and one wishes it were achieved
more often.
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VI

So much for the programme of the modern
house. I have been talking about sunlight,
cleanliness, efficiency, space, hygiene, play;
and I have dealt with these things as if I
were ignorant of the fact that a home must
be lovable and attractive as well as neat
and efficient. Is there to be no decoration?
Is life just to be a stale utilitarian formula?
Is there no space then for personality, taste,
for precious human intangibles? In short,
shall there be no more cakes and ale? By no
means: it is because all the biological
requirements of the house must be met as
preliminary to the robust development of
the personality that I have been treating
them first. They were forgotten in the old-
fashioned show house, as completely as
sexual intercourse and childbirth were for-
gotten in the Victorian novel; and in order
to restore them to their true order of im-
portance it has been necessary to over-
emphasize them a little.

Now, however, in the modern house, the
eye may come into its own. If the house be
well-set and the surrounding land well-
gardened, the wide windows meant pri-
marily for the sun will open each day on a
new picture. Against the bare walls, the
flowers drawn from the garden will gleam
more vividly; or, if not flowers, then pic-
tures, which will no longer be mistreated

as spots on the wall, nor smothered in a
clutter of irrelevant decorations; and if the
owner has taste and means, both the
flowers and the pictures will be changed
frequently.

With the background stripped clean of
every piece of meaningless ornament, the
foreground will become more prominent:
the body, the face, the dress of each inhabi-
tant of the room will not be absorbed by
the furnishings, but will stand out in fine
relief. The chief forms of decoration in the
modern house will be living things: flowers,
pictures, people. Here is a style of interior
decoration that perpetually renews itself
and that never goes out of fashion, because
it is inexhaustible, the stable patterns and
colors of the furnishings sounding antiph-
onally against the dynamic patterns and
colors of the occupants. For the modern
house is not built for show but for living;
and the beauty it seeks to create is insep-
arable from the personalities that it har-
bors. Modern decoration does not hide the
personality behind a pretentious front of
decoration: rather, it remains incomplete,
until it is enriched by the presence of a
human being. The old house was essen-
tially institutional, for allj its aimless
freedom; the new house, despite its stand-
ardization, despite its rigorous design, has
a greater respect for the uniqueness of
personalities.
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HAND-PRESS JOURNALIST

BY H. L. DAVIS

THE editor of the cow-town weekly-
was a middle-aged man with a nar-
row black mustache that would have

been saturnine if it hadn't looked run to
seed, and a presence that carried with it
an immense dignity and a flavor of printer's
ink, benzine, paper-dust, and I. W. Har-
per Fine Old Sour Mash Whiskey. He wore
a black sombrero and a stand-up collar,
like a professional candidate for Congress,
and, though he was below the average in
height and limped from a touch of gout in
one foot, he carried these things as if they
were ornaments of his calling, which not
everybody could have done. One would
have expected him to be soured and tired
of editing, which he had followed all his
life without getting anything to show for
it. But he not only believed in it, but, en-
tirely by the simplicity of his conviction,
he made all the townspeople believe in it
too. None of them read the paper to find
out whether it was worth editing or not.

I was the only living soul in the cow-
town who had ever seen him drunk. That
was because I worked for him. Every week,
as soon as the paper was printed and in the
mail, he adjourned to the backroom where
we dumped the file-racks when they got
full. It was a sad hole, with one dirty win-
dow and no furniture of any kind; but the
dirt on the window kept people from look-
ing through at him, and the cords of old
newspapers were all the furniture he needed.
When I came down to work Saturday
morning, I would hear him breathing reg-
ularly, and look in.

He had built the old papers into a mat-
tress and pillow on which he lay asleep.
His black sombrero, string tie, stand-up
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collar and elastic-sided shoes were all set
in a neat row along the window-sill within
easy reach, and, also within easy reach, the
hair of the dog in the form of a pint flask
of Fine Old Sour Mash with three good
drinks left in it. That in itself was enough
to set him apart from everybody else. In
the cow-town it was almost a matter of
etiquette for a man on a drunk to blow in
all hismoney, booze up all his credit, and
then trapse timidly over the ground he had
carpeted with dollars, bumming pick-me-
up drinks in the name of charity.

It was also the usual thing for a man on
a jag to want witnesses. The drunker, the
sociabler,—that was a rule of conduct
which the men of the town bowed to and
obeyed principally because they didn't
know how else to act. But the editor did
know. One of his responsibilities was to
act like an editor, and so, when he got
drunk, he hid from everybody and slept
it off quietly on stacks of newspapers, all
written, edited and printed by himself.

Not all the files were of the same paper.
He had carried about the country all the
files of all the newspapers he had ever run,
and some of the elements of his couch car-
ried the names of towns that had ceased to
exist even as water-holes. It would have
been impossible to find out what kind of
towns they had been; but, upon what they
had intended to become, the files them-
selves testified in big letters, in the names
of the newspapers. A mining-settlement
had been served up with the Weekly Pros-
pector. The center of some caved-in hydraulic
project had nurtured the Inland Irrigator.
The BuzxSaw had obviously kept the rec-
ord of some lumbering community, and
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