THE DEARTH OF CRITICS

THERE is just cause for wonder at the noticeable
absence of critics in the field of painting, of indi-
viduals who are capable of some serious approach to
the current tendencies in art. We have witnessed a
very general failure to rise above the common or
high-class reportorial level in this particular sphere.
Why do so many people who write specifically about
painting say so little that really relates to it? It is
because most of them are journalists or men of let-
ters who have made emotional excursions into this
field, which is in most instances foreign to them;
well-known literary artists, occasionally, intent upon
varying their subject matter.

We read Meier-Graefe, for instance, on the de-
velopment of modern art, and we find his analogies
more or less stimulating, but taken as a whole his
work is unsatisfactory from an artist’s point of view;
not much more than a sort of novel with art for its
skeleton, or rather a handbook from which the un-
tutored layman can gather superficial information
about group and individual influences, a kind of
verbal entertainment that is altogether wanting in
true critical values. I have listened to lectures on
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