
The fantastic countries which exist in the minds of international critics 
are destroyed by a "whiff or two of reaUty" from the pen of one of the 
most influential exponents of a real American criticism. Mr. Mumford 
points out the richness and validity of the American tradition and the su

periority of Europe in certain phases of industry and progress. 

American Condescension and 
European Superiority 

BY LEWIS MUMFORD 

F 
OR a century and a half Europe and the charm of novelty; and when our im-
America have been eying each aginary differences sink, our real ones 

may significantly emerge, to our better 
common understanding. 

other and endeavoring to find out 
wherein their likenesses and differences 
consist. A host of personalities, as dif
ferent as Franklin and Crevecoeur and 
Tocqueville and Dickens and Matthew 
Arnold and Waldo Frank have con
tributed to this discussion; and since the 
war, with the appearance of observers 
like Andre Siegfried, Lucien Romier, 
and Herman Keyserling, the literature 
on the subject has become vast, not to 
say flatulent. 

It is doubtful if one can add any origi
nal data to a topic that has been so vari
ously exhausted. Is it not rather time to 
step in and confront both groups with 
some of the facts they have missed, and 
so, temporarily, sum up this long strife 
of debate ? The failure to come to any 
solid conclusions has been due to the fact 

II 

Let us first examine what the Euro
pean thinks of America. Suppose one 
is seated at a little sidewalk cafe in Ge
neva, that natural meeting-place of those 
who are concerned with international 
affairs. In the solitude of this quiet hum
drum place, over a lazy glass of beer, one 
conjures up two or three absurd com
panions—a Frenchman, a German, an 
Englishman, let us say—whose notions 
about America compose into a single 
soliloquy. It would sound something 
like this: 

Your America is a great country; but, 
unfortunately, the land itself is entirely 

that both the American in Europe and without individuality. We have travelled 
the European in America have been through it in the winter, leaving New 
dealing largely with fantastic construe- York late in the afternoon and arriving 
tions which existed chiefly in the mind in Chicago twenty hours later; and, up-
of the observer: in emphasizing these on our honor, we have never seen outside 
false stereotypes they have neglected the 
real individualities that lie behind them. 
If it is less exciting to steer close to the 
coast-line of fact, it at least should have 

Siberia such a vast monotonous stretch 
of steppes, unrelieved by mountain or 
hill or massed and spired city. It is no 
wonder that the cult of uniformity per-
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vades your institutions: that must be the 
inevitable result of such a barren land
scape, such a flat theatre of action. You 
even lack a name of your own: citizens 
of the United States, you call yourselves 
only Americans, as if that were not 
equally good for a Mexican or a Ca
nadian; and not merely do you lack a 
name, but the fact that you are so largely 
descended from the original English 
stock, the fact that you speak the Eng
lish language, puts you in the rank of 
colonials: an Englishman feels not that 
you are fully an American but that you 
are a little less than an Englishman. 

You are a nation without a history, 
and you exult in that fact: did not your 
great industrialist, Henry Ford, express 
your common sentiment in his historic 
confession of ignorance ? You have sought 
to compensate for this by living in the 
future; hence you are always in a fever
ish effort to catch up with yourselves, 
and by denying the past you lack that 
sense of cumulative effort which gives 
ground and bottom to every new 
achievement. With no secure tradition, 
it is obvious that you can have no cul
ture: when your wealthy citizens wish 
to enjoy art or polite society they natu
rally come over to Europe, since your 
own country is in a state of relative bar
barism; and except for Whistler and 
Sargent, whom we appreciate in Europe, 
you have never produced a great artist. 
In the drama you occasionally show us a 
talented actor, like Tom Mix; and Jack 
London and the author of "Tarzan of 
the Apes," whom we read with great 
avidity in France and Norway, are cer
tainly writers of very nearly the first 
rank; while in philosophy we must ac
knowledge the extraordinary influence 
of that really fine mind, Ralph Waldo 
Trine, the author of a book which we 
translate into German as "Der Unsinn 
des Sterbens"—you of course have read 
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it.?—but beyond this bare handful of 
creative minds we have seen nothing of 
yours that we care for, nothing that has 
the true American spirit as we conceive 
it—a mixture of coarse strength and op
timism and practical ingenuity. 

Your greatest achievements, to be 
frank, have been in the realm of the 
practical; and here we are paralyzed by 
admiration, if we are not equally over
come by fear. Some of our architects, 
like Le Corbusier, Mendelsohn, and 
Gropius, have praised your grain ele
vators and your factories as the very pat
tern of elegance, and as the foundation 
of all future construction; and this cor
responds with the predictions of our 
philosophical historian, Spengler, who 
had told us that finance and engineering, 
the control of the practical, must take the 
place that philosophy and lyric poetry 
and humanized architecture once oc
cupied. We acknowledge your example; 
we are learning your lesson. Witness the 
Citroen sign which lights the highest 
structure in Paris: witness the cult of 
advertising in Germany, with its vast 
blocks of letters that shout like a loud
speaker in the ear of the passerby: we are 
all Americans now! 

We admire your office furniture, your 
typewriters, your efficiency systems; and 
we cannot understand why you laugh 
at a Babbitt or seek to undermine the 
complacency of a Dodsworth; for these 
men are the true leaders and creators of 
the machine age. The lesson of Ford 
has become the very catechism of the 
modern business man. We visit your of
fices in New York as the pious Hindu 
visits the temples at Benares: while we 
are sometimes a little dubious about the 
results, since there are some of us who 
feel that the old values of craft, industry, 
pure science, philosophy, cannot be em
braced by finance and efficiency alone, 
we still envy them. Your leadership is 
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undisputed. When one talks of the 
Americanization of Europe, as our Ger
man philosopher Miiller-Freienfels does 
in "The Mysteries of the Soul," our feel
ings are plainly, as the psychologists 
would say, ambivalent: we praise that 
which we loathe and turn away from 
the creature we hasten to embrace. But 
in your country, despite this one pinnacle 
of achievement, all the things that Eu
rope has valued, all the things that have 
given us our individuality, our soul, have 
disappeared—or have never existed. 

Ill 

Our composite European has finished 
this harangue; and we are gathering our 
wits from revery when an American 
tourist, who has sneaked away from 
his Cook's party in order to quench his 
thirst, sits down at the table. Let us listen 
to him. 

He is sick of Europe, he tells us; and 
so many things make him sick. The food 
is always his first complaint: instead of 
being served the same nondescript menu, 
composed chiefly of calories and mineral 
salts, with no recognizable distinction 
in either the quality or the mode of prep
aration, he has been faced in his pro
miscuous travels with a succession of 
native dishes, which differ with the cli
mate, the vegetation, the very history of 
the locality. Even the cheeses are varied; 
each region has its peculiar product to 
offer. He is sick of it. The multiplicity 
of flavors and styles upsets his stomach; 
and the multiplicity of languages upsets 
his mind, even though he makes no ef
fort to master them. 

Europe is old, he says—old, shopworn, 
second-hand. The water-closets do not 
work, and even large cities do not boast 
Statler Hotels and servidors. His pil
grimage has been confined chiefly to 
castles and museums; and he thinks of 

Europe as a place where for thousands of 
years people have been killed, tortured, 
or subjected to the portrait painter. 
There are a few new things in Europe; 
but they exist side by side with the old, 
and insensibly become a part of it, as the 
latest shop-windows in the Rue Casti-
glione exist side by side with the arcades 
of the Rue de Rivoli, and Haussmann's 
Rue de Rivoli in turn falls in with the 
Louvre. Time stretches before and be
hind in Europe: the future is only half 
the length it is in America, because the 
tail of the past hangs on to it. Europeans 
are uninventive, indifferent to progress, 
bound to tradition. There is no life 
there: the live ones have all gone to 
America. The roads ought to be widened 
and straightened; the timeclock ought 
to be introduced; bathtubs ought to be 
made compulsory by law; and the habit 
of taking two hours for lunch with one's 
family ought to be made a misdemeanor. 
What the old countries need is a dictator 
of the United States of Europe, who 
would combine the political strength 
of Caesar with the practical sagacity of 
Henry Ford. 

Our American forgets, of course, that 
Napoleon I made a pass at this very pro
gramme; and he would be nettled—net
tled if not disgusted—by the reminder 
that modern industry, so far from stand
ardizing Europe, has been accompa
nied during the last hundred years by 
the rise of nationalities and cultures 
which had hitherto been politically sub
merged—Ireland, Scotland, Wales, Pro
vence, Brittany, Czecho-Slovakia, Cata
lonia, to mention no others. 

Enough for our American's picture of 
a lazy, caste-bound, feudal Europe, in
ertly smothered in old customs. The very 
electric power-station he is staring at, 
while he drinks his beer, grins contra
diction at his dearest beliefs; but he 
passes by the power-station with a blind 
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eye as he vainly tries to remember 
whether the prisoner of Chillon was a 
captive in Geneva, Berne, or Lucerne, 
and whether he had a lion or a bear to 
keep him company. In truth, the real 
Europe exists for the American behind a 
veil he himself carries over there, a veil 
cornposed in equal parts of Scott's "Ivan-
hoe," the scandalous memoirs of a petty 
European prince, the humorous obser
vations of Mark Twain, and the general 
contempt he feels toward those unfortu
nate castes in America—a land proudly 
free of class distinctions—who are con
demned to shine shoes, sell fruits, or wait 
upon tables. The art and culture and 
science that modern Europe has pro
duced are for him dead, dead and un
real : a Delacroix, a Cezanne, a Matisse, 
a Brancusi are even more remote than 
Michelangelo and Raphael; while Clerk 
Maxwell and Hertz and Einstein do not 
hold a candle to the great American in
ventors who gave us the electric light 
and the audion tube. 

IV 

We have listened to these fantastic as
sumptions, these partial interpretations, 
these complacent exhibitions of arro
gance quite long enough: it is time for 
us to answer them back, and to blow 
down such fabulous beliefs with a whiff 
or two of cold reality. And first let us 
turn to the European. 

To do him justice, one must admit 
that our own countrymen are respon
sible for at least half the false statements 
and beliefs he has uttered. They have 
as grotesquely misinterpreted our de
velopment as the most prejudiced Euro
pean observer, and, out of sheer igno
rance or absence of mind, have permitted 
our real character to be obscured. Any 
one who has gone through the cities and 
countrysides of America in the daylight 

as well as by night, and in summer as 
well as winter, is aware that the notion 
that our country lacks physical individ
uality is a singularly inept one: we do 
not need a treatise on regional geog
raphy like J. Russell Smith's "North 
America" to remind us of this. But while 
the country was being settled the notion 
that republican institutions were the 
greatest blessing of life was dominant, 
and men traded beautiful landscapes for 
barren ones, and the gardened home
steads of New York and Pennsylvania 
for a row of dirty shacks, with a small 
sense of loss. The delight in regional in
dividuality was called sectionalism after 
the Civil War and treated as a menace: 
but no amount of mechanical standardi
zation can obscure the differences that 
separate New England from New 
Mexico, Virginia from California, or 
Alabama from Minnesota. Real indi
viduality may be helpfully abetted by 
self-consciousness: an Anderson, a Sand
burg, a Frank Lloyd Wright may make 
manifest to the communities of the prai
ries the source and flavor and creative 
possibilities of their regional life; but it 
springs out of daily influences, the land
scape, the climate, the racial and na
tional traditions; which are effective 
even when they are unconscious. 

Of this individuality we have had 
plenty in America, and so far from its 
disappearing the signs point rather to an 
increase. In the physical struggle and 
movement of the pioneer period, when 
the old patterns of life were breaking up, 
there was little opportunity for individ
ual life to develop, and the newer parts 
of the country submitted to a low sort of 
standardization. It is, in fact, only since 
1890 that a period of general settlement 
may be said to have begun: the recent 
appearance of such an excellent State his
tory as that of Illinois exactly parallels 
the sort of self-consciousness that created 
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the interesting town histories of early 
nineteenth-century New England; and 
in an historic, if not a literary, sense the 
author of the "Spoon River Anthology" 
is a Middle Western Hawthorne. 

Our European who stops in the stand
ardized hostelries and the standardized 
metropolises is not aware of this growing 
individuality: so he places too much 
faith in the statistics of motor-car pro
duction and his own rapid impressions, 
and has no just notion of the quiet but 
effective work which is going on, for 
instance, in universities like Wisconsin, 
Minnesota, North Carolina, Oklahoma, 
Michigan, New Mexico. One of the to
kens of this new individuality lies in the 
very changes in the language, subtly 
colored, as it is, not merely by local al
lusions and customs but by the influence 
of European languages other than Eng
lish. Contemporary literary names, like 
Mencken, Dreiser, Sandburg, Rolvaag, 
Ostenso, Rosenfeld, Kreymborg, re
mind us of the fact that a good part of 
our population is not of English stock 
and feels no necessary affiliations with 
English literature. 

Indeed, as the nationalities which have 
been absorbed since 1850 get past the 
struggle of the first generation, with new 
customs and a new tongue, the contribu
tion of other languages, and other modes 
of feeling and expression, will probably 
become even more vigorous, and the 
divergence from Colonial English more 
obvious. We have partly absorbed the 
Indian in foods and place-names, and 
perhaps, as Mrs. Mary Austin suggests, 
in our unconscious rhythms. Mr. Alfred 
Zimmern pointed out long ago how de
liberately we impoverished ourselves by 
the doctrine of the melting-pot, which 
robbed the newcomer of his own indi
viduality without giving him a fresh cul
ture in anything but the externals of 
manners. Now, however, that our re

gional cultures are beginning to emerge 
through the dull whitewash of political 
and industrial uniformity, it will be pos
sible to encourage the existence of older 
cultural traditions, thus permitting their 
integration in a new America, instead 
of hastening their disuse and annihila
tion. 

The chief obstacle to this process has 
been our lack, not of history but of his
toric appreciation, which preserves the 
sense of continuity between men of suc
ceeding generations and their institu
tions. We have covered up this lack by 
overstressing the purely political aspects 
of our life and by giving to the Consti
tution and the Fathers of the Country a 
character so sacrosanct as to defy verbal 
alteration. So far our European is right; 
and if this were all that constituted our 
history Mr. Ford would have been right, 
too, when he characterized it as bunk. 
As a matter of fact, the history of our 
country, the sum of significant things 
that have been created or enacted here, 
is only just beginning to be written: in 
literature, Mr. Van Wyck Brooks and 
Mr. Vernon Parrington and Mr. Waldo 
Frank, in history proper, Mr. Frederick 
Turner, Mr. Samuel Eliot Morrison, Mr. 
and Mrs. Charles Beard, and a whole 
group of assiduous scholars, have only 
recently begun to bring to light our real 
past as distinguished from an iconog
raphy of political documents and a hagi-
ography of mouldy saints. 

Our medisval architecture, the New 
England village, the clipper ship, the 
whaler, the covered wagon, the frontier, 
the great writers who clustered around 
Emerson, the great engineers and archi
tects, Eads, Roebling, Richardson, Sulli
van, Root, Charles Eliot, Jr.—these and a 
hundred other items of our past and our 
living present are just beginning to be 
taken in by us. Much remains to explore. 
Extraordinary minds, like Hegel's pupil. 
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John Roebling, the designer of the 
Brooklyn Bridge, are still without a bi
ography; and our most original phi
losopher, Charles Peirce, waited long for 
the collection of his published papers, 
to say nothing of his note-books. Only 
lately have we begun to discover Tho
reau the moralist as distinguished from 
Thoreau the writer on Nature, or Mel
ville the epic poet as well as Melville the 
writer of adventure yarns; and so young 
is our tradition that but a few minds 
have as yet dared to accept it in its en
tirety, recognizing the connection be
tween Emerson and George Woodberry 
and Paul Elmer More and John Jay 
Chapman, between Hawthorne and 
Henry James and Howells, between 
Thoreau and Robert Frost, Whitman 
and Jeflfers, Poe and Wallace Stevens, or 
between Artemus Ward and Mark 
Twain and Finley Peter Dunne and 
Ring Lardner. It is not the poverty of 
American thought so much as the ab
sence of our own self-respect that has 
made the European confine his notions 
of our literature to such motley repre
sentatives as Longfellow, Edgar Rice 
Burroughs, Jack London, and Upton 
Sinclair. 

One need say little about the monu
ments we are uncovering, as we find 
them in the carpentry of the eighteenth-
century house, and the bedspreads and 
hooked rugs of the early nineteenth-cen
tury farm; in the genuine primitives of 
the itinerant portrait-painter or the racy 
wood-engravings of the early magazine 
artists; in the railroad stations of Rich
ardson, the office buildings of Louis Sul
livan and John Root and the dwelling 
houses of Frank Lloyd Wright, to say 
nothing of the work of anonymous en
gineers, all of whom laid the foundation 
for the modern movement in European, 
if not in American, architecture. Scat
tered and isolated though these examples 

may be, they nevertheless give a new 
color to a past that has hitherto been 
painted in the purely subjective gray of 
Puritanism or the smutty black of in
dustrialism. One may say, without para
dox, that our past still lies ahead of us; 
and the more we recover it the more 
deeply conscious we will be of an in
dividuality which does not rest solely 
upon our pre-eminence in financial or
ganization and industrial activity. The 
existence of a painter like Ryder rein
forces our faith in a Marin to-day; the 
work of an Eakins brings closer a con
temporary like Thomas Benton; for a 
genuine tradition does not stifle but re
inforces our interest in the present, and 
makes it easier to assimilate what is fresh 
and original. Has not the establishment 
of this essential continuity been perhaps 
the most important contribution of the 
last fifteen years in criticism.? Seeking, 
in Mr. Van Wyck Brooks's phrase, for a 
usable past, we are surprised not by its 
existence but its richness. 

When one turns to that part of our life 
which the European regards with such 
uneasy admiration—our mass produc
tion, our card indexes, the cult of adver
tising, the worship of efficiency—one is 
conscious, as an American, of two ele
ments which are usually left out of ac
count. One of them is the fact that, due 
to an original scarcity of hands, we have 
gone farther than any other civilization 
in doing away with degrading menial 
labor. Neither card indexes nor mass 
production has been responsible for this; 
for a good part of our mass production 
is devoted to articles, like fashionable 
clothes, which actually increase rather 
than diminish the item of labor; but the 
fact itself exists, hand in hand with a cer
tain habit of self-help, independence, 
willingness to face the whole round of 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



A M E R I C A N C O N D E S C E N S I O N 514 

life. This flexibility of function and de
sire to master the material conditions of 
existence derive directly, I think, from 
our pioneering past, and antedate mass 
production by at least a century. 

Europe has always had a stable work
ing class to stand between well-bred and 
cultivated people and these realities. 
While we have not entirely done away 
with this class, we have to a considerable 
degree transferred its functions to ma
chines, and the menials that remain have 
an independence and self-respect one 
does not meet in Europe except in 
Switzerland, or, according to good re
port, in the Scandinavian countries. 
Ferrero was shocked, half a generation 
ago, when he found that the wife of an 
American intellectual cooked the dinner 
that was served him; but, from a thor
oughly humane point of view, his re
action was even more shocking. The 
simple bedroom, the self-service, the 
willingness to do "bread labor," the 
achievement of which was such an heroic 
task for Tolstoi, is not unknown in 
America even among the rich; and 
among the middle classes, especially in 
the small towns and the countryside, it 
is of course a commonplace. Aristotle 
said that if the shuttle could weave by 
itself and the plectrum play on the lyre, 
chief workmen would not need helpers 
nOr civilization slaves. We have not yet 
abolished slavery, but as a civilization 
we have taken a deliberate step in that 
direction. 

The other interesting fact about our 
material standards is that while the Eu
ropean is worshipping at the shrine of 
Taylor, Ford, and company, it is among 
our own scholars and men of letters that 
the real dangers of this civilization and 
its underlying weaknesses have been 
most keenly assessed, most drastically 
criticised. Just because we have gone far
ther in the matter of mechanical tech-

nic than most of our European rivals, we 
have been able better to see the inherent 
weaknesses of a regime which devotes 
itself wholly to producing certain flimsy 
end-products and thrusting them upon 
the market, without regard for what 
happens to the worker, or what the total 
result is upon society at large. The late 
Thorstein Veblen and, after him, Mr. 
Stuart Chase have pointed out the gross 

, inefficiencies that take place in the whole 
order of industrial production—ineffi
ciencies due to the irregularity of mark
ets, the misdirection of energies, and the 
instability and falsity of current stand
ards of consumption, which are based 
upon manufactured pecuniary "needs" 
and not upon vital wants. A whole series 
of writers, Sinclair Lewis, Waldo Frank, 
Upton Sinclair, Ring Lardner—almost 
all, be it noted, popular writers—have 
written parables about the ineptitude 
of concentrating upon practical affairs 
alone the passion which should be spread 
over the totality of life, over love and art 
and animal joy and the idealities. 

While Spengler tells his European 
contemporaries to devote themselves to 
finance and technic, our masters of 
business, our Fords and Rockefellers, 
with a sentiment that does credit to their 
hearts if not to their minds, proclaim by 
every gesture of their uneasy souls that 
business is not enough; and belatedly 
they seek to preserve, in wax if not in 
flesh, the memory of the very rural cul
ture they have, by their ruthless concen
tration upon the machine process alone, 
demolished! It is not without signifi
cance that Babbitt the booster, in Mr. 
Lewis's recent novel, became the some
what deprecatory Dodsworth, who 
stands aside from his business preoccu
pations for a considerable time and tor
tures himself with revery and thought. 
Having made industry an "end-in-
itsell" for at least a century, we have 
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awakened during the present generation 
to realize that it is only a subsidiary 
function of life, and that when it pre
dominates over every other function, it 
is a sign of cultural emptiness, if not 
actually of personal neurosis. 

In short, we are through with pioneer
ing, the period of preparation; and we 
are entering upon a period of fulfil
ment. Those who fear the "American
ization" of the world judge us by the 
shallow self-confidence and vainglo-
riousness of our past. But look at our 
literature! That note is only a hangover 
there, an echo in the minds of the vulgar. 
In America all things flow, and the least 
reliable way of gauging our future is 
by examining the contents of our past. 
Our very lack of tradition, which has 
prevented us from building upon our 
successes, also keeps us from stewing so 
long in our errors. Give us another thirty 
years of self-examination and readjust
ment and America may be the last place 
in which to find "Americanism." It is far 
more likely that the cult will survive in 
Italy, Russia, or China. 

VI 

Our American's complaint against 
Europe is the obverse of the European's 
praise of America. He has an unreason
ing dread of individuality, of nuance, 
a dread which was partly a self-protec
tive one in the pioneer who never suffi
ciently identified himself with a partic
ular landscape, a particular way of life, 
to become thoroughly a part of it. Just 
because the American community was 
originally composed of dissident reli
gions, creeds, nationalities, political be
liefs, the pioneer placed an excessive 
value upon external similarities: hence, 
when his descendant visits Europe he 
is irritated by the variety of individuali
ties that greets him at every turn. 

Doubtless, these differences in Europe, 
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like the political frontiers, make life 
harder for the traveller; but by what 
canon of reason or faith should the life 
of the community be adjusted to the con
venience of those who do not share its 
existence permanently ? It is just because 
superficial movement over the skin of 
the planet has become easy that men 
must preserve all the more zealously 
those flavors of a community which 
evaporate with distance and constant 
handling. It is not the regionahsm of 
Provence or the intense localism of a 
little Swiss canton that causes interna
tional misunderstandings and war: our 
gross brutal antagonisms are caused by 
just the opposite process, by the imperial
ism which attempts to inflict an alien 
culture upon a local community, as the 
Italians are doing in the Austrian Alps, 
as the Americans have done with the 
Indian; or which reaches out for the 
exclusive possession of territories, re
sources, and markets, and comes into 
conflict with other states expanding ob
streperously in the same manner. True 
individuality creates that deep self-re
spect which works against mean con
quests and exploitations; and when 
August Comte looked forward to the 
creation of a hundred and sixty separate 
regional unities in the future Europe 
he was anticipating a period, not of war, 
but of progressive federalization and 
harmony, since no culture, however in
dividual, can be self-subsistent. 

What is inimical to both peace and 
culture is the notion that any one indi
viduality is capable of supplanting or 
doing away with the necessity for others. 
The American who thinks that people 
are, after all, just the "same" the world 
over is assuming, secretly, that they are 
all Americans; and he is at a loss when 
he runs up against a set of assump
tions, a habit of mind, an outlook on 
life totally different from his own. Any 
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peace between communities which was 
achieved by the suppression of individu
ality would be a form of death: on the 
contrary, what is needed for permanent 
peace is the fundamental assumption 
that individuality is a value, a value that 
cannot be suppressed, and that the har
monious interplay between the cultures 
of the world can take place, along with 
the necessary measures of practical co
operation, only when the fear of being 
aggressively absorbed or assimilated has 
been done away with. 

The notion that the world would be en
riched by a process of superficial "Amer
icanization," by spreading the same 
practices in education, the same litera
ture, the same language, the same break
fast foods throughout the planet is an 
idle one. There is a certain intimate 
complex of cities and landscapes and 
institutions that is as necessary for a 
community's full development as the 
special partnership of atmosphere, soils, 
bacteria, insects, birds, and other plants 
which supports the existence of a bo
tanical species; and there is no patent 
substitute for this stable synthesis. The 
American who rebels against the re
gional cultures of Europe is rebelling 
against a chief source of Europe's 
strength. As our own country settles 
down and develops we will, no matter 
how thick the spread of highways and 
radio stations and power lines, become 
more and more conscious of the essen
tial differences, sometimes obvious, 
sometimes subtle and delicate, between 
one region and another. If the American 
would take this lesson back from Europe 
he could well leave behind the panelled 
interiors and the religious icons he so 
zealously loots and transports; for he 
would have within his own soul part 
of that precious essence out of which 
such works of art were originally cre
ated. 

VII 

It is this hold upon communal indi
viduality which has enabled certain 
parts of Europe to adopt the efficiencies 
of modern industrialism without being 
altogether overwhelmed by its barba
rism. One grants that the effort has not 
always been successful: in the poorly 
settled parts of Europe, as in the Eng
lish Midlands, for example, where the 
remains of an old culture were very 
thin, the process had the same brutality 
it exhibited in, say, Pittsburgh or Chi
cago; but there are other countries, like 
Switzerland or Holland or Sweden, 
where the new and the old have been 
admirably combined. The American 
who buries his head in old castles ignores 
that fact in the art of building cities, 
from ancient mediseval ones down to 
the latest garden city at Welwyn, Eng
land, it is the European and not the 
American who has constantly led. He 
forgets that even for traffic Paris beats 
Chicago, that in the matter of parks Lon
don led the way for Boston, that the 
Eiffel Tower scraped the skies long be
fore the Woolworth Building, that the 
docks of Hamburg put to shame all our 
Atlantic ports, and that the new work
ers' housing in Amsterdam or London 
or Vienna or Berlin leaves our "pros
perous" municipalities ridiculously in 
the rear, stewing helplessly in slums they 
have neither the initiative to demolish 
nor the power to replace. While it is 
only belatedly that the American sky
scraper has sloughed off its fatuous an
tique decorations, it is to Europe that 
we must turn for ringing examples of 
modern architecture, in Hilversum, 
Amsterdam, Frankfort, Berlin—exam
ples which, to our shame be it said, owe 
not a little to the initiatives of our own 
pioneers. 

For leadership in painting, we must 
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turn to the country that produced Ce
zanne, and for initiative and daring in 
thought we have only a handful of 
names, like those of Willard Gibbs and 
Charles Peirce, to put alongside the great 
galaxy Europe produced during the last 
century; and, as an Einstein, a Freud, a 
Whitehead, a Geddes, a Haldane, show, 
is still producing. A civilization which 
can out of its orthodox creeds produce 
a Spinoza or a Kant, out of the strict 
alignment of its social classes a Fai-aday 
or a Napoleon, is, one need hardly say, 
neither moribund nor decrepit nor hope
lessly caked in stale ritual. Surpassed in 
one department of the practical life or 
another by the temporary ascendancy 
of some mechanical dodge we have per
fected, like the chain production of 
cheap motors, Europe has in her cul
ture reserves of power and energy that 
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are illimitable, because they are based 
upon the work of prime movers, like 
the poet, the philosopher, the pure scien
tist, rather than upon derivative trans
mitting mechanisms like the technician 
and the business man. Even invention, 
even technic, cannot, as the most em
inent of our engineers has reminded us, 
exist or continue to improve without 
support from basic activities which are 
entirely free from any immediate prac
tical application. The respect for the 
thinker is fortunately still a mark of 
the European mind; and as long as this 
respect remains pervasive, Europe need 
not fear American competition. Until 
America more fully absorbs that lesson 
from Europe, or until Europe herself 
forgets it, all our chance advantages of 
men or resources or money will only be 
passing ones. 

''^Tfei^Sa^ C i - * * ' ^ 

Song 
BY LOUISE BOGAN 

IT is not now I learn 
To turn the heart away 
From the rain of a wet May 
Good for the grass and leaves. 
Years back I paid my tithe, 
And earned my salt in kind, 
And watched the long slow scythe 
Move where the grain was lined. 
And saw the stubble burn 
Under the darker sheaves. 
Whatever now must go 
It is not the heart that grieves. 
It is not the heart—the stock, 
The stone,—the deaf, the blind— 
That sees the birds in flock 
Steer narrowed to the wind. 
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