ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

office, no obligations, no other “mission”, dread-
fullest of all words, than to find out the quality of
humor that exists in experience, or life as we think
we are entitled to call it. I have always felt the
underlying fatality of habit in appreciation, because
I have felt, and now actually more than ever in my
existence, the fatality of habit indulged in by the
artist. The artist has made a kind of subtle crime of
his habitual expression, his emotional monotonies,
and his intellectual inabilities.

If I announce on this bright morning that I am a
“Dada-ist” it is not because I find the slightest need
for, or importance in, a doctrine of any sort, it is

only for convenience of myself and a few others that -

I take up the issue of adherence. An expressionist is
one who expresses himself at all times in any way
that is necessary and peculiar to him. A dada-ist is
one who finds no one thing more important than any
other one thing, and so I turn from my place in the
scheme from expressionist to dada-ist with the easy
grace that becomes any self-respecting humorist.
Having fussed with average intelligence as well as
with average stupidity over the various dogmatic as-
pects of human experience such as art, religion, phil-
osophy, ethics, morals, with a kind of obligatory
blindness, I am come to the clearest point of my
vision, which is nothing more or less than the
superbly enlightening discovery that life as we know
it is an essentially comic issue and cannot be treated
other than with the spirit of comedy in compre-
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