INTRODUCTION

sages of modern Europe: he has gone deep in the
classic forms of the ancient Indian Dance. But he
is, still, not very far from Ryder. He is always
the child—whatever wise old worlds he contemplates
—the child, wistful, poignant, trammeled, of New
England. 1

Hartley has adventured not alone deep but wide.
He steps from New Mexico to Berlin, from the
salons of the Paris of Marie Laurencin to the dust
and tang of the American Circus. He is eclectic.
But wherever he goes he chronicles not so much
these actual worlds as his own pleasure of them.
They are but mirrors, mamy-shaped and lighted,
for his own delicate, incisive humor. For Hartley
is an innocent and a naif. At times he is profound.
Always he is profoundly simple.

Tragedy and Comedy are adult. The child’s
world is Tragicomic. So Marsden Hartley’s. He
is not deep enough—like most of our Moderns—
in the pregnant chaos to be submerged in blackness
by the hot struggle of the creative will. He may
weep, but he can smile next moment at a pretty
song. He may be hurt, but he gets up to dance.

In this book—the autobiography of a creator—
Marsden Hartley peers variously into the modern
world : but it is in search of Fairies.
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