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A Sermon from the Sanctum

For My TEXT, on this brisk October morning, I have
selected those wise words which have been handed
down to us from ancient times, whereby we are in-
formed that ‘‘a little knowledge is a dangerous
thing.”’

I will endeavor, for my unseen congregation, to
illustrate one phase of the truth contained in this
statement for the benefit of our friends, the dec-
orators. It is needless to say what has been so
often pointed out, namely that in many architec-
tural quarters exists a prejudice against decorators
in general, the reasons for which are not far to seek.

The principal cause of this undoubted prejudice lies
in the fact that there are so many ‘‘decorators’’ who
are really not decorators at all but merely charming
ladies who have set up a smart shop and proceed to
go gunning for business with the minimum of study,
if any, regarding their subject. A vocabulary of
trick names for the latest fashionable shades is
about the extent of their equipment which prompted
one architect to say, ‘‘when that woman begins to
talk about beige-tan and lovebird green all I can see
is red!”’

But let us not forget that there are other decorators
who are decorators, serious men who have trained

taithfully for their jobs. We are familiar with their
cooperation on monumental work. We view with
interest and admiration their photographs and car-
toons for this or that library, state or court house.
Many of our great office buildings are made beauti-
ful by our FEzra Winters, Poganys, Hewletts and
other enlivening craftsmen. This is well and good.

Theirs is no ‘‘little knowledge’’ but the real thing,
based on years of study and experience. It is when
we consider the decorators’ place in the design of
residential projects, private houses of the better
sort, that we realize most fully that they are
ordinarily counted ‘‘out of it’’ by a large majority
of the architectural profession.

It is our belief that this theory can be over-done,
that in too many instances it ¢s overdone. It is hard
to think of an important house which does not pre-
sent special problems in its principal rooms which,
in many instances, the architect is mnot fully
equipped to cope with. His design for trim, mantel,
panelling and proportion of openings may be
of the most chic but when the questions of colors
and textures arise he is sunk. If he tries, as he
sometimes does, to tackle these things, has he
not transferred to himself the charge of possessing
that ‘‘little knowledge’’, the danger of which is
mentioned in my text?

It is here that the decorator should be called in.
This applies not only to large houses but to small.
It is interesting to know, for instance, that a well-
known decorateuse does a large ‘‘mail-order’’ busi-
ness, preparing from the plans a definite scheme for
houses of all sizes, sending samples of chintz and
photographs of furniture with information as to
where they may be procured and at what price. Is
it not evident that results will be achieved in cre-
ating a home far more beautiful than if the selection
were left to the average untrained taste. The
architects must be taught to modify somewhat the
prejudices which have held over from earlier and
more benighted years when the ‘‘lady-decorator’’
was writ down as a menace.

When, therefore, I re-quote those sapient words,
“A little knowledge is a dangerous thing,’’ it is to
suggest the salutary thought that they are a two-
edged sword. They cut both ways.

“The cArchitect” Index Filing System
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The “Development of Our Regional Types

By REXFORD NEWCOMB, A. 1. A.

SoMEONE, IN commenting upon American hotels, has
said that they are all alike and all patterned with
deadly monotony after the hostelries of New York.
This remark might, with equal truth, have been
made of American urban architecture in general
and, with few exceptions, of the whole body of our
present-day types. It used to be said that each
American city had a personality—a feeling—all its
own but, as time progresses, it would seem that
every effort is being made to have every American
city as nearly like the others as possible and all of
them as much like the metropolis as may be. Thus
Spring Street in Los Angeles, State Street in
Chicago and numberless other American city streets
present the same hackneyed phases of the ‘‘aver-
age’’ American street-types.

Therefore, when one wants to get the real spirit of
an American city, he does not resort to the busy
modern streets, shops, automobile rows and the like.
He goes to the older portions of the city, to places
where the real character, the past of the city is to be
read. To be sure, one senses something of the
modern New York in the skyline, especially as seen
from the water, and something of Chicago by trips
northward along Michigan Boulevard, but there is
also the New York of Washington Square, Green-
wich Village, Wall Street, the Battery and Brooklyn
Bridge. When one seeks the spell of Philadelphia
he does not look for it in the modern hotels but in
Christ Church, Independence Square, Saint Peter’s
Churchyard, Camack Street and the long rows of
interesting old Georgian houses that hark back to
the time when the city had a distinct Quaker per-
sonality. Again, New Orleans isn’t sensed in visits
to structures like the Hibernian Building but in
rambles in the old French quarter, along the
wharves and in Jackson Square.

All of this is to say that in a great land like ours—
a far-flung sisterhood of states, with varying back-
grounds, ethnic relationships and historic signifi-
cances—it would seem ridiculous that down-town
Salt Lake City or Seattle should resemble down-
town Minneapolis, Pittsburgh or Atlanta, but this is
nevertheless the case. Perhaps we have not had
enough experience with the modern steel-framed
structure to give each example a character of its
own and perhaps as time progresses each centre will
develop a characteristic regional flavor. Perhaps,
after all, our street types are similar enough in
function, meaning and usage to be of like mass and
import in San Francisco and New York. At any
rate their utter similarity in appearance at the

present time would seem to claim similarity of cli-
mate, historic background and usage.

To be sure New York seems to be developing a
distinct type of modern structure and a type emi-
nently expressive of her great surging commercial
soul, hut why the accident of a zoning law in New
York, where land is high and streets are narrow,
should modify the lines of a soaring ‘‘Boston”’
Store in Wichita, Peoria or Spokane, places which,
in the very nature of things, have no real need for
such architectural expedients, is more than logic
can explain. Most of these architectural insin-
cerities result from our present-day inverted and
artificial reasoning, if reasoning it be, our utter dis-
regard for the relationship that should exist between
architectural expression and its backgrounds and
the present American gregariousness of mind that
results from ‘‘standardization’’ throughout every
walk of American life.

The present facilities for the dissemination of
knowledge regarding anything and everything
rather encourages this standardization and reduces
all of our expression, artistic and otherwise, to a
common dead-level of uniformity. Pick up a strange
American daily paper. There will be little in it that
is different in character or idea from that which
vou find each morning in your own favorite daily
for, with few exceptions, all American newspapers
are almost identical in form, make-up and editorial
attack. This, of course, is only another index of the
artificial attitude that permits California bunga-
lows, which are logical, appropriate, and perhaps
even beautiful in their palm-embowered home-land,
to be scattered all over the prairies of Illinois, Iowa
and Kausas where, in the heat of summer, their low-
pitched roofs successfully facilitate the par-boiling
of the occupants and in winter equally facilitate the
dissemination of the heat which should be retained
for the comfort of the inhabitants. Yet as ridicu-
lous as are these artificial crazes that sweep our
land they seem to persist with frequent regularity.
Indeed, I believe that there are men in the profes-
sion who rather encourage these fads and crazes in
architecture as natural and logical.

I remember once of examining in Texas the house
of an early settler who had formed a structure
divided into two parts with an intervening porch,
the whole arrangement orientated so as to capital-
ize upon the prevailing Gulf breezes. The old types
of the country were all built along these lines and
were efficient and functional and not without certain
charm of line and mass. It occurred to me at the
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time that here was the cue for modern residential
types in this vicinity. But a search did not reveal a
single modern house that capitalized upon this in-
teresting and logical folk-expression. Thus our
modern designers, men who are supposed to think,
miss the whole point of the ‘‘background’’ consid-
erations, which apparently the unlettered pioneers
grasp almost unconsciously.

But what are the ‘‘background’’ considerations
that should predetermine and have, under normal
conditions, from time immemorial, predetermined
our expressions, architectural or otherwise? A
simple analysis will immediately indicate the prin-
cipal ones. They are: (a) climate, (b) geologic
background, including considerations of terrain and
the materials at hand, (¢) historic significances, (d)
ethnic relationships and (e) social and ecomomic
conditions. 1 wonder how many architects, sitting
down to make their preliminary sketches, really
study or even make a survey of the above-named
influencing conditions. Usually the performance
degenerates into a compliance with the utilitarian
requirements laid down by the owner and the
“dressing up’’ of the structure in a form that is
interesting or pleasant to the designer and which is,
in too many cases, predetermined by the school at
which the man studied, the office in which he got his
training, the country in which he sketched, or even
the pure accident of the ‘‘books’’ with which he is
familiar.

This thoughtless and artificial ‘‘attack’ of the
problems of architecture is bound to result in insin-
cere and meaningless creations and this in spite of
the fact that the building may be perfectly proper
and grammatical as to style and fulfill all the tests of
beauty of line, form and color. However handsome
may be the sealskin coat of the Eskimo, it would
have little meaning upon some belle of the Congo
in Africa. Yet one sees in America every day resi-
dential and other types that are as appropriate to
their situations and the use made of them as palm
trees would be along Fifth Avenue.

It would seem that seeking ‘‘freedom’’ we have
achieved license and have thrown over board all
those laws and procedures which a study of historic
architecture down through the ages should have
taught us. What, indeed, is the meaning of his-
tory? Moreover, how strange it is that often the
very tests we would make of the performances of
our fellows, we throw to the winds when we sit down
to the board ourselves. It has not been long since
one of our American architects declared that
““When logic enters, art flies out of the window’’.
Is this indeed really to be the attitude?

Someone has pointed out that the great art of the
past was never conscious of its whitherward. This

may have been true but alas, it cannot be true today.
In a synthetic age it would seem that art, like every-
thing else must he conscious of its ends, its aims.
WE KNOW TOO MUCH to be unconscious of the
trends, and today we do not build our art by piecing
on to what our ‘‘master’’ taught us. The whole
world of expression is open to us and it would seem
that, gazing intently at the myriad expressions of
it, we have forgotten the great meanings, the sig-
nificances behind it all. I think we need a compass.

We have achieved a certain unity of purpose
in America, a unity politically, socially and
economically and this has resulted in a normal unity
of architectural expression. One has constantly
borne home to him the fact that, no matter in what
part of the country he encounters American archi-
tectural art, be it in frugal New England or sunny
~alifornia, there is, after all, running through all
this work, divergent as it may be in style and char-
acter, a certain feeling that indelibly stamps it as
American. This spirit is normal and logical and in
no wise resultant of the indiscriminate copying of
ideas and forms of which I spoke earlier in this
discussion. But while this ‘“‘family resemblance’’
is to be expected there can never and will never be
(unless the unnatural, parrot-like copying com-
plained of above prevails) any general, blanket
American style the characteristics of which will re-
main equally good for Maine and (‘alifornia, Min-
nesota and Florida. The contributing conditions to
architectural expression in our land are too varied
to permit this. Therefore, instead of trying artifi-
cially to make every American city and town like
every other, would it not be more logical to permit
cach locality to work out as naturally and beauti-
fully as possible its own architectural expression?

But how is this to be accomplished? Simply in this
wise: by never forcing into any community a build-
ing that does not meet the tests of utility, appro-
priateness and beauty, both of function and of
form. Thoughtless architecture, like thoughtless
poetry, is of little meaning and few of us would care
to be authors of structures so denominated. Yet
thoughtless architecture is bound to result unless
the creator carefully and thoroughly studies his
“‘background’’ material. Thoughtful, beautiful art
does not arrive by pushing a pencil glibly over
cameo paper. It results from study, the attempt to
make the building not only beautiful in form and
logical in function but reflective of its terrain—
constructed of materials indigenous to the locality—
appropriate to its climatic background and its floral
associates, expressive of its day and time and above
all carrying a measure of the personality, the ideal-
ism, of its creator.

The foregoing remarks are not designed to produce
the impression that nothing fulfilling these high
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test of good architecture has been accomplished in
our country. This would he far from the truth,
particularly in the field of residential architecture.
Moreover, our residential essays are surer indexes
to the real expression of our pcople than are our
monumental or commercial t{ypes. Indeed, in sev-
eral sections of our country, feeling and thinking
architects have created and are creating work that
is in every way appropriate to and reflective of the
particular region in which it is sitnated. I refer to
the brilliant way in which some of the architects of
Pennsylvania have caught the real message of the
honest and lovable old Quaker and ‘‘Dutch” types
of the section and have sensed the capacity of these
forms for the expression of modern American life;
the way in which the practitioners of California
have caught the spirit of the delightful land of His-
panic lineage and have reflected all the meaning of
its essential sunniness, its sweeping terrain and its
colorful and romantic past in residential types that
in every way meet the criteria laid down above; the
way in which some of the men in New Mexico, par-
ticularly at Santa Fe and Albuquerque, have
capitalized (in the best sense of the much-abused
word) upon the cues offered by the indigenous and
appropriate Spanish-Pueblo forms for the expres-
sion of the modern life of that section.

There are other portions of our country already
doing the same thing, but as compared with the
great bulk of our building, these are as ‘‘drops in a
bucket’’ and only a minority of the architects seem
to realize that the America of Kansas and the
America of Ohio or Georgia are essentially differ-
ent. The same architect who joys at the wonderful
variety of expression encountered as he wheels
through each new locality in France or England and
anticipates a change in architectural expression for
each few miles of translation geographically, re-

turns home to do essentially the same sort of thing
in Keokuk that he would do in Louisville. He may
even copy one of the lovely things seen abroad. He
forgets that in France the historic associations, the
material of the district, the climatic exposure or the
accidents of racial intermixture are the contributing
conditions that have brought about such a charming
virtuosity of architectural expression.

But our country is vastly greater than France in
area, in resources, in climatic variation, and it con-
tains a mixture of peoples the variety of which
France never experienced. Thus, it would seem
that the problem of the American designer, since it
is impossible to get a ‘‘style’’ that will answer the
purposes of all the settings and situations in the
United States, becomes omne of developing our
various regional types and of putting into them as
much of the spirit of America, as much of our
thought, and life, and idealism as is possible. A pro-
cedure of this sort does not imply a slavish or
archaeological use even of the native American prec-
edents offered but a mastery of the attitude of the
old builders who met the work-a-day problem in the
spirit of honest craftsmanship and with a sincerity
that was admirable.

Should we build upon the beginnings that have
already been made, taking all the inspiration that
we can muster from the best that the world has to
offer, but at the same time shrinking from parrot-
like ‘‘adaptations’’ of the forms offered, American
architecture cannot help but develop into some-
thing more logical, more meaningful and therefore
more appropriate and beautiful than has yet been
attained. It will behoove the designer, then, to
master not only the larger message of our national
expression as a whole, but also the genius, the
spirit, the feeling of the particular situation in
which he works.

IIT—-Letters from an cArchitectural Son to His) Father

With Comments By GEORGE S. CHAPPELL

As I passep into the Athletic Club yesterday there
was my friend F. X. Rafferty, ‘‘Gineral Conthrac-
tor,”’ to use his own words, yarning with the clerk.

‘“Any news from John?’’ I asked.

“Sure’n I have,’’ he replied. ‘‘Come up to me room
an’ I’ll slip ye a couple of his letters. An’ I’ll ask
ye to give me a wurd of advice.’’

““You’re on,”’ I said, glad of a chance to chat with
the old man and to hear more of his son’s archi-
tectural progress.

Installed in his comfortable room, my host pro-
duced a virgin bottle of that Celtic elixir, ‘‘Old
Bushmills,”” of which he seems to have an inex-
haustible supply. Having enjoyed his hospitality
on more than one occasion I have discovered that
with each bottle he has a different story of how he
came by it. After swallowing the first two....

- gtories, not bottles. .. I realized that these exposi-

tions were merely pleasant fairy tales which the
author enjoyed extemporizing after the fashion of
the ancient bards of his native land. It was, there-
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fore, a sort of obligation for me to say, ‘‘Man, this
is grand stuff. Where do you get it?”’

His eyes twinkled. ‘‘It has quite a hist’ry, this
bottle,”’ he averred. ‘‘’T'was part av a consignment
thransported into this country with a bunch av
rifles, destined for the great Irish Republic up-
rising. The whole thing bust wide open whin De
Valera was arrested. I was doin’ governmint wurk
thin an’ one of the customs men slipped me this.
But that dream is gone.”’

““We still have this,”’ I said.

““Yis, an’ Ireland is still there. To the Irish, God
bless thim. They run ivery counthry but their own.
But now look over these letters av John’s an’ tell
me what you think av thim.”’

I read.

““Dear Dad, All’s well. John Francis looks more
like a white hope every day. I’m thinking seriously
of training him for the ring. That’s where the big
money is today, and with less work apparently than
there is in most jobs. Now that the house is settled
down we’re all ready for that visit you have been
kidding us about for so long, so pack up the old bag
as soon as you can and come on over. I’ll take you
round to some of my jobs and you can pick ’em to
pieces from a builder’s angle. Maybe that big, new
job in Crestwood that I wrote you about will be
going by that time and if so, Wow!

“‘But first let me report on the Country Club addi-
tion. The contract is let, so that’s that, and what’s
more, work has begun. We had a grand hulla-balloo
when the bids came in. They ran all the way from
thirty ta sixty thousand. How do figures get that
way? I thought my specification was pretty good
but 1 guess there were a few blow-holes in it. Well,
anyway, we finally split the job up into two con-
tracts, one for the excavation and masonry and an-
other for the rest of it. They both went to local
men with good reputations. The city men were all
sky-high.

“The masonry man is an Italian, Pasquale Domen-
ico, but his first name has been shortened to
‘Scully’ and that’s what he goes by. Dad, he’s a
secream but one of the most efficient guys I ever ran
into. The morning after he got the job he had four
teams and a bunch of drags over at the Club and
the way he yanked that dirt out of there was a
caution. At the same time another crew was dump-
ing stone around the place where it would come in
handy.

““A funny thing about him is that he can’t read or
write, or so he claims, but sometimes I think he
knows a lot more than he makes out. I’m sure that
writing is hard for him because I watched him sign

the contract. He rolled his eyes, lolled his tonguc
out, grabbed the pen as if he would break it in two
and finally, with a stab at the paper, made a wild
sort of design that might conceivably be his name.
He didn’t read the document at all. Said it looked
all right to him and that his daughter, Maria, would
read it to him that night.

“A few days after that they were setting stone and
1 began to understand why he can figure so low and
do such corking work, you can’t bheat these
wop masons. He’s doing a culvert job for the
railroad not a quarter of a mile away, blasting out
a regular quarry, so he gets his stone for nothing.
Then there was the little item of steel heams for the
tile floor of the new piazza. Scully got the job of
taking up two miles of abandoned trolley tracks,
vou kuow, the kind with flanges on ’em, top and
bottom, infant I-bcams and just the right size. So
he got those for nothing, too, or rather for less than
nothing as the trolley company is paying him for
taking them away. I don’t know where he gets his
cement but I can’t believe that he pays anything
for it. Isn’t he a wonder?

“I’ll have to confess that I feel awful green and
ignorant when I go over to the job for my daily
inspection which I do on the way to the train. No
matter how early I get there Scully is always on
deck and if he can’t write things he sure can say
’em. He’s on his foreman’s neck like a ton of
bricks. I sort of stand round and look wise. If
Scully sees any improvement he thinks he ean make
he goes ahead and does it. For instance he made
my footings four inches wider than I had shown ’em
so that the walls which he refers to as ‘she’ would
‘stand up good’.

“I began to feel as if he were the architect instead
of me until a few days ago when they began to lay
up one of the walls above grade. I had been very
particular on my detail to show the kind of joint T
wanted with the stone laid as flat as possible and
most of the joints running horizontal. Scully
thought he would change all that and give me what
I suppose he thinks is beautiful, a kind of cob-web
effect, as if all the stones were roughly octagonal.
He had abhout five yards of the wall up when I ar-
rived and led me up to it and said with a proud
smile, ‘There she is. How you like, eh?’

“There was only one thing to say. ‘It’s terrible.

It’s just what I don’t want. It will have to comec
down.’ )

“Scully looked pained for a moment. Then his face
cleared and he barked at his foreman, ‘Hey you!
Pull this damn thing down pretty quick. She’s
terrible!’

““T spent about half the morning there, showing the
workmen exactly what 1 wanted and I’'m glad to
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say that while I was at it Committeeman Harris
came snooping round and heard me give a few
orders. I know it improved my standing with him
and I also seem to see a slight difference in Scully’s
attitude so maybe I will have the Club look like I
want it to after all.

“I won’t bore you with any more about that now.
Just. a word about the Peters house in Crestwood
which I’'m making sketches for. I do ’em home in
the evening and Mary suggests things to put in to
make housekeeping more easy. It’s a little hard
for us, who do our own work, to figure just how to
take care of a family that employs eight servants,
not counting chauffeurs and gardeners. Mr. Peters
told me that one man did nothing but clip hedges all
Summer.

¢‘Because I felt so totally at sea I have been making
a careful study of the most elaborate house plans
that I have been able to find and I really think I
have doped out a pretty snappy layout. If there is
any kind of room I haven’t put in I don’t know what
it is. For instance, on the ground floor, in addition
to the living room and dining room, both of which
are enormous, I've got a reception room, breakfast
room, billiard room, library, office (for the running
of the ‘estate’) two dressing rooms for guests, about
the size of our living room and innumerable closets.
Mary. .. .bless her heart... .said, ‘Aren’t their
guests dressed when they arrive?’

“I've only gotten the plans in fairly reasonable
shape so far and now I am tackling the elevations.
It keeps me up late and my eyes are slightly out of
focus in consequence. Maybe I’ll have to get me a
pair of those horn-rimmed dimmers that will make
me look collegiate. Mary’s favorite movie hero is
Harold Lloyd so the specs would fit in all right.

““(tee, Dad, this letter has run into reams. As all
the New York telephone operators say ‘Excuse it,
please’. And don’t forget about that visit. Faith-
fully, John.”’

““Well,”’ T observed, ‘‘that sounds as if things were
moving along nicely.”’

“‘Read the next one,”’ said Mr. Rafferty, ‘‘that’s
the one I wanted to ask you about.”” So I began the
second letter.

“Dear Dad, This is going to be a bum letter with
nothing but bad news because I am sore as a boil.
I feel as if T would like to chuck architecture and go
round trying to sell life insurance, which I have
always considered the lowest form of animal life.

““Well, here’s what happened. You remember the
Peters job, the one I gave you such an earful about
in my last letter? She’s blew. She’s flew the coop.
She’s noch nichts.

“It happened like this. I met Jim Moffat on the
street the day before yesterday. He was beaming.
I’d always thought of him as a half-wit, back in the
Tech days. He’s about the same, full of wisecracks
and applesauce. He hailed me as ‘little brother of
the T-square and triangle’ and 1 naturally paused
to waste a minute with him. The least I could do
was to ask if he was busy.

¢ ‘Busier’n a cat in a sand pile’ he said. ‘I’m doing
a whale of a house for an old bird out in Crestwood,
Peters by name. Got in on the ground floor through
a friend of mine and it looks like little James was
fixed for the next year.”’

‘“‘He wanted to tell me a lot more but I had heard
enough. Peters was playing us against each other
and God knows how many more. And I had no
assurance from him that 1 was hired or anything.
I went right to Mr. Crissman about it. You ought
to have seen his grin.

““‘“You don’t have to explain, John,’ he said. ‘I've
been through all that, when I was about your .age.
There is no reason why Peters shouldn’t employ
fifty architects if he wants to and if he really does
employ them. But if he simply asks them, as a
favor to him, to make sketches for his house and
they fall over themselves to do it, the more fools
they....and that means you, John. Now there is
only one thing for you to do. Write to Peters. ...
don’t telephone; write, so that you will have a car-
bon copy of your remarks....and tell him that the
Institute schedule for preliminary sketches is one
per cent. of the estimated cost and that you pre-
sume that you are working on that basis. If he falls
for that you have something to go by. Write him
today. Do it now.’

“I did, special delivery. I got his answer this
morning. He utterly repudiates any obligation.
Says he never hired me, simply asked me to ‘show
goods’ which I seemed eager to do and that I
haven’t shown anything so far, that if I have any-
thing for him to see he will be very glad to consider
it, without incurring any financial obligation, of
course. The old swine! *

“Mary called me up a little later to tell me that
John Francis had just cut a tooth and I said ‘So
have I.” She saw....or heard. .. .right away that
something was wrong and I told her the Peters job
was a false alarm and that I would be home early.
I didn’t have the heart to tackle a locker layout ot
the Club job. Just then Svenson, the office manager,
came in and said he’d like to talk over my new filing
system and I told him to get the hell out of there
Do you know anybody in one of the big insurance
companies? Yours, John.”’
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Mr. Granger Says—

TaAT Last May the Building Trades Council of
Chicago in its constant efforts to make life inter-
esting for the architects, sprung a nice private little
bomb of its own in the form of an announcement
that after June 1st strikes would be called on all
buildings where non-union men were employed with
union men, under the Landis Award. Later the
date for the calling of the strikes was postponed
until June 16th and before that day arrived archi-
tects were informed that no strikes would be called
until October 1st. At that the architects comforted
themselves with the idea that the Trade Council had
gotten cold feet and nothing would happen. Alas
and alack for all such foolish hopes! On August
25th all union men were called off from a large
building being constructed at Clark and Monroe
Streets in the heart of the loop. This involved four
trades, the steam-fitters, electricians, structural
steel workers and hoisting engineers. The Citizens
Committee to enforce the Landis Award was ready
to meet the situation and bring in non-union men,
has added the steel-erectors to the list of the
so called ‘‘outlaw unions’’ and is prepared to meet
other emergencies. The list of ‘‘outlaw unions’’
now covers caisson men, carpenters, cemeunt finish-
ers, plasterers, lathers, fixture hangers, gas fitters.
glaziers, painters, plumbers, roofers, sheet metal
workers, sprinkler fitters, terrazzo workers, hoisting
engineers and common labor—making seventeen in
all. Explaining its attitude on August 31st, the
Citizens Committee gave to the press the following
statement:

““The structural and architectural iron workers and
electricians struck on the building on the northwest
corner of Clark and Monroe Streets last Wednesday
to force the contractor to lay off his open-shop men
in the Landis Award trades.

““This is in direet violation of the principles of the
Landis Award that there should be no sympathetic
strikes and that all controversies should be settled
by mediation or arbitration.

“‘The Structural Iron Workers Union has failed to
order back its men. The policy of the Citizens Com-
mittee is that work should proceed with such men
as are willing to continue work and this morning
work was started with a full ecrew of open-shop
structural iron-workers.

““The Citizens Committee henceforth cannot sup-
port the Structural Iron Workers Union and will
support any contractor who desires to ercct steel in
Chicago on the open-shop basis.

‘‘For many years the structural iron-workers have
claimed the work of laying rods for concrete work

which is performed in most cities by laborers. The
Citizens Committee will also support any contractor
henceforth who desires to use laborers for this
work.”’

By thus throwing down the guage the Citizens Com-
mittee has not only met the Building Trades Council
face to face in an open fight but has also definitely
settled the vexing question of re-inforcing rods
which will, to some degree, lower prices. Almost
every reputable architect and a large number of the
highest class contractors are enthusiastically back
of the Citizens Committee and it looks as if the goal
of open-shop in all the building trades, with union
and non-union men working side by side, might not
be merely a dream.

cAre We Building Too Fast?

Ux~bEr THE protection of the Citizens Committee, for
the past five years Chicago has enjoyed such a
building boom as she had never before known. Not
even in those hectic years immediately before the
Columbian Kxposition of 1893, when she was making
ready to welcome all the world to her doors. The
number of huge hotels and office buildings recently
built, now building or being planned for, is so
appalling that one wonders how they can be occu-
pied for years to come. Is there not grave danger
of our larger American cities being over-built and
our architects and contractors being out of jobs?
That is a question worthy of consideration especial-
ly at this season of the year when plans for next
year’s work are being hatched.

Boulevard cArchitecture

New Wacker Drive along the Chicago River is
almost completed and it is a magnificent thing in
itself. The question now agitating the public mind
is the type of building which will be built along this
beautiful thoroughfare. The Mayor early in August
called together a large group of architects, con-
tractors, real-estate men and citizens known to be
interested in the city’s highest development to get
an expression of opinion as how best to bring out
the possible beauty of the drive. These expressions
were many and varied and no conclusion reached.
But one architect, who has the courage of his con-
viction, urged that the Council pass an ordinance
demanding that the design of all buildings to be
erected on public parks or boulevards be approved
by the Fine Arts Commission before a building
permit is received from the city. This seems
wholly reasonable and gives the Art Commission a
real reason for its existence and yet in no way inter-
feres with the liberty of the owner to erect upon his
land the type of building he wishes. However, no
one except the architect above mentioned thought
much of this suggestion. Perhaps the idea may
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germinate and the next new boulevard to be opened
up may profit from it.

Make Way for the Motor

WHILE our cities are striving to create beautiful
streets it seems as if our smaller towns and villages
and even the open country had adopted as the latest
slogan ‘‘To hell with beauty!”’ And the reason for
all this? Simply the speed mania which has obsessed
the nation. One cannot pick up a daily paper in any
section of the country without seeing more and
more demands for broader and straighter roads.
Everywhere beautiful trees which have stood for
many, many years, are ruthlessly ecut down, winding
roads, the joy of former days, are straightened and
our highways are becoming broad ribbons of con-
crete without a vestige of shade or beauty, all be-
cause the motorists demand room for more cars and
greater speed. One highway commissioner—endowed
with a sense of beauty and a love of his native coun-
try side—asked the representatives of a Motor Club
who were demanding that a certain lovely shaded
road be widened at a sacrifice of every tree along
its borders why commit such vandalism and de-
stroy such beauty? He was told that the motorist had
no time to look at views and such because at the
present rate of travel one can see nothing but the
road, so nothing else matters. Isn’t this a comment
on our boasted cultural progress?

Once cAgain the cAmerican Style

Forty vEsRs ago H. H. Richardson died when he was
at the height of his career, a comparatively young
man of the age of forty-eight. In comparison with the
output of McKim or Burnham the number of build-
ings designed by him was small, only sixty-three in
all including Marshall Field’s Wholesale Store and
the Pittsburgh Court House and Jail which were
built after his death. He began his work when Ameri-
can Architecture was at its very lowest ebb and be-
cause of that fact his influence spread like wild fire
over the length and breadth of the land. Americans
in those days were just beginning to travel and com-
pare the beauty of European cities and towns with
the tawdry ugliness of our own. The beauty of the
buildings which Richardson himself designed was
so great that young practitioners tried to copy him
indiseriminately without understanding any of the
fundamental principles of his design and without
any sound architectural education. Most of these
copies were so flagrantly bad that the reaction
against their badness soon set in. During theso
years real architectural schools had sprung up at
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Columbia
and the University of Pennsylvania and a small but
steadily increasing number of students had gone to

the Ecole des Beaux Arts. These school-trained
men, grounded in the Classic, revolted against
Romanesque as being crude, heavy and barbaric.
The would-be designers in this style were self
trained while Richardson was thoroughly grounded
in the listory of architecture and the historic styles
and he appreciated more than any other man of his
day the potential greatness of America and her
future position in the world. Unfortunately for
himself he lived too soon and even more unfor-
tunately for his country he died before he had really
begun to live, but it seems as if the visions which he
saw were about to be realized. He instinctively felt
that the established styles, the Classic and the
Gothie, had reached their greatest development and
become too fixed to be adapted by a new country
which had already begun to outgrow its clothes.
Looking back over the history of architecture in
Europe he saw that there were but two fluid styles,
the Romanesque bridging the gulf between the
Classic and the Gothic and the transitional style be-
tween the Gothic and the Renaissance which was
known on the continent as Francois I and in England
as Tudor or Perpendicular. The revival of Classic
literature on the Continent and its reaction upon
Architecture and all the Arts brought about what I
consider the architectural tragedy of England which
was due to the tremendous influence against every-
thing medieval of those two classic geniuses, Inigo
Jones and Christopher Wrenn. Without the in-
fluence of these two great men that beautiful and
national style which has left such examples of per-
fect beauty as the nave of Winchester Cathedral,
Henry VII'’s Chapel at Westminster, St. George’s
(‘hapel at Windsor and King’s College Chapel at
Cambridge might have developed into a great
national style such as we are looking for in America
and spared Kngland the atrocities of the Victorian
Era. Richardson felt that the style of Francis 1
was not adapted to a people that had to conquer a
continent and build up a nation.

Do cArchitects Have Time for Study ?

WiLL A ¢reaT architecture develop in this country?
Certainly not unless the question at the head of this
paragraph can be answered in the affirmative. At
present the speed mania referred to above has
attacked all the professions with such velocity that
exhausted nature is beginning to revolt. People are
beginning to see that one of the reasons for the
orgy of crime in this country which has shocked the
entire world is in a measure due to shattered nerves
and that if the natlion is to exist we must slow down
—in other words we must stop and think. Thought
invariably leads to study and study to ereation and
one of the things on the eve of being created is a
fluid national architectural style.
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A Monthly Forum to discuss problems affecting
Architects and Manufacturers, that the latter may
better meet the need of the former for information
and research on Building Materials, thus promoting
the Ideal of Architecture and Building-Service to
the Client. Conducted by John F. (iowen, Member
Ezecutive Commiattee.

On Theft

I've BEeN complimented—and damned—about this
page. Lots of people don’t see how I think of what
to say. Well, to be frank, I don’t. I simply look
round and steal what others have written. So
long as it’s pertinent to our high purpose—to pro-
mote contact between architect and producer—I
know no law. The greater good outweighs the
lesser evil. So let us sing with Kipling—how does
it go?

They knew ’e stole, ’e knew they knowed.
They didn’t kick, nor raise no fuss,

But winked at ’Omer down the road.

And ’e winked back—the same as us.

Indian Summer

I must have been very much out of sorts last month,
for 1 certainly did bear down on the architects. And
several of them remarked about it, too. It’s one of
the best things I do in hot weather—point out the
faults in others. If I only had my way after a ride
in the subway during August I could fix up the
whole world. But I feel better now. The coal is in
and the awnings are down.

Manufacturers Have Faults Too

As any architect will tell you, a conspicuous failing
among producers, I should say, is the salesmen
they employ.

There cAre Three Kinds of Salesmen

Tue rirst is the ‘‘Contact Man,”” who knows the
architect and has his confidence. He’s employed to
keep in touch with offices and at the right time put
them in touch with the technical fellows in his com-
pany. le’s of real use to everybody, but he’s too
few in numbers.

Second is the Sales Engineer, the man who knows
his product, its uses and its limitations. He is gen-

The “Producers’ “Research Council

AFFILIATED WITH THE AMERICAN INSTITUTE OF ARCHITECTS.
O. C. HarN, CHAIRMAN or THE COUNCIL

THE PRODUCERS’ Research Council is an organization of some forty nationally known man-
ufacturers of building materials who have a broader vision of selling than a mere moving
of goods from maker to user. They believe cooperation and understanding will benefit them,
their friends the architects, and the Building Industry. The vital and fundamental thing in
the whole program is the working contact effested between the Architect and the Producer.

erally a competent adviser, but he ought to have
some way of timing his calls to make them more
effective.

The third type is interested in nothing but getting
the order. On him we fasten all the crimes in the
calendar. And the hell of it is he’s so hard-boiled
he carries the load with a grin and goes on his way,
serenely self-sufficient.

The cArchitects’ Buying Power

The buying power of the building industry is con-
centrated in several thousand architects. Think
that over. C(‘onsider also that in no other industry
does 8o small a group of specialists control so much
money—about two billion a year.

These architects are well paid for spending this vast
amount. During 1926 they will collect more than
thirty-five million dollars. Think of that, too.

Many manufacturers have the idea that architects
are not business men.

Is the cArchitect a Salesman ?

THaT, AND more. He is also a purchasing agent.
Every day, because he has been convinced that it is
good, he is buying some one’s product by selling it
to his client. But the foolish producer allows his
salesmen to nourish a superiority complex toward
the architect, and the fat is in the fire. It may well
be that some—many—architects have the same atti-
tude toward salesmen, but that is neither here nor
there. When each is so dependent upon the other
neither can afford to be superior. And architects
wouldn’t be, except that it is their only defence
against hard-boiledosis.

Salesmen Make Many Mistakes

Amonc THESE a few stand out. Some put the archi-
tect on the defensive by knocking a competitor’s
product which is being considered. An unfortunate
approach which belittles the architect’s judgment,
and makes no friends.

Some talk about ‘‘our best architects’’ who use the
product. That’s enough to make anyone mad. And
some enlarge upon important buildings where the
material has been used. I’'ll bet that in seventy-five
per cent of such cases it was bought strictly on a
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price consideration under a general covering speci-
fication.

And he misrepresents (o horribile dictu) does sales-
man No. 3. Not by deliberate lying, but by specially
alluring samples, and by stretching the truth.

The cArchitect Is Not to “Blame

wHO TREATS salesmen with scant courtesy when he
is approached by even the least of the above
methods. What a shameful waste of precious time
it all is. And how long I could talk about correcting
it!

‘We of the Council are committed to reform. With
the co-operation of the professional man (which
must be hearty, not acquiescent) maybe we can per-
form the miracle of improving these conditions.

cAlready (onditions cAre Better

WHaT ArcHITECTS complain about today is not the
quality of salesmen—I think everyone will admit
that this has improved—but the quantity. More
materials are being manufactured and sold now
than ever before. More of them are advertised and
sold nationally. The makers of these have long
recognized the value of honest quality and repre-
sentation. Thus it is that the architect meets daily
an endless procession of salesmen, some good and
some bad, but most of them in the employ of a com-
pany that makes a good product.

Three (lasses of Materials

I~ a RECENT publication an architect opines that his
fraternity classifies materials of construction in
three ways, viz:

1. Raw materials—such as cement, copper, slate,
ete.

2. Manufactured materials—such as paints, pitch,
pipe, roofings, etc.

3. Specialities—such as mechanical appliances.

Here is something for the manufacturer to think
about. What class does his product fall into? And
how can he best advertise it to the architect?

Portland cement, for instance, is the same no mat-
ter who makes it, because it is a standardized
product. But service rendered is something par-
ticular to each company.

Manufactured materials have a much bigger field,
and arc more complicated. Basic materials, manu-
facturing processes, performance records, and the
reputation of the manufacturer are pertinent points
for the architect.

Specialties are even more complicated. Sometimes
the selling is done more by engineering service given
than by actual test performance. The architect
can’t employ an engineer to test out all appliances,
and the concern that will do the most design work
for nothing gets the order.

All of which coneerns us manufacturers, as well as
you architects. Sometimes 1 wish that the world
were perfect, without any Damoclean swords. But
a perfect world would be stupider than Eden before
Eve and the serpent went into conference.

Some of Our Members Are Busy

Tue CouxciL is working individually as well as
collectively to improve contacts; not necessarily to
sell the architect more goods, but to make life a
little easier all around. Some of the individual
efforts of our members are worth noting.

Portable Movies: Atlas Portland Cement Company
has a film on stucco textures, carried, machine and
all, in a suit case. It can be shown in the architect’s
private office or in the contractor’s shanty on the
job. Everyone, including the masons, can see
exactly what is wanted and the way it is done.

Animated Cartoons: American Brass Company
has a five-reel film on the brass and copper industry.
The last reel is animated. Finished materials
(brass pipe and such) march up the street in mili-
tary array and deploy into place in a house. 1It’s a
most amusing visual object-lesson.

Touring England: International Casement Com-
pany is studying the possibilities of a tour of the
Tudor country of England by architectural students
—a trip by bicycle and auto with a sketch book. All
details arranged in advance, and one charge to
cover the whole.

Revising ‘‘Handbook’’: Copper and Brass Re-
search Association is preparing a third edition of
Copper Flashings—a Handbook. Suggestions for
improvement over previous editions will be wel-
comed. ’

Editonial (omment

Beauty and ‘Bunk

Some of our more advanced students of aesthetics
are fond of crying out loud over the slightest
tendency toward ornamentation on our buildings or
public monuments. They find in the stark realities

of such objects as grain elevators and water tanks
a truthfulness which they loudly proclaim as
Beauty, with a capital B. ¢‘This is the real thing!’*
they shriek, reinforcing their verdict with much
gkillful patter.
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There is something in it, of course. When
Whistler painted or etched the dilapidated pic-
turesqueness of the Thames water-front he seemed
suddenly to have uncovered undreamed of beauties
in what the passer-by had thought of as merely
ugly. Our own Pennell gave us the stacks of Pitts-
burgh blast furnaces and a chiaro-obscuro of
Dante-esque impressiveness. But it is another and
quite different thing when the ardent appreciators
of this sort of beauty try to apply it, with malice
aforethought, to the realm of creative design, in-
sisting that we should not mask or conceal the awk-
ward and ungainly parts of our buildings but should
express them, ‘‘honestly and frankly’’ for, they
say, ‘‘what is True must be Beautiful.”” This, in
our opinion, is the veriest Bunk, and in so saying,
we too claim the right to the capital B.

(Changing Elements in cArchitecture

We have been intrigued, as the girls say, by the re-
marks of an up-and-coming architect anent certaia
accepted forms of construction which, in his mind,
were rapidly becoming obsolete. Among other
things he opened fire on that respectable old insti-
tution, the double-hung window.

“It is a most absurd form of fenestration,’”’ he
averred. ‘‘We have endured it for years because it
seemed to be, as it was, the most practical type of
window for our climate. But it has never been satis-
factory. The fact that it cannot give the inmate of
a house more than one half of the actual window
opening is enough to condemn it. But the old wood-
en casement had serious faults. If it opened in, it
leaked. If it opened out, it involved insurmount-
able difficulties in connection with screens, blinds,
cleaning and so on. We were up against it.

“But all that is changed now. Human ingenuity
and the blessed proclivity of mankind never to be
satisfied has cured all that. The metal casement,
opening outward, that used to be prohibitive on the
score of expense is now being manufactured in this
country, from stock designs and in standard sizes,
that ‘bring it within reach of all’, to use the sales-
man’s spiel. The screens, inside, may now cover
the entire opening and never be opened at all, for
the window (as well as blinds, if they are desirable
for the type of house, Colonial, say) may be operated
by ingenious devices which work through the frame
of the screen. There are a number of these devices,
ratchets, rods, and other types. Ventilation, that
priceless boon during our hot summers, is doubled.
The setting of a steel window frame, without weights
or window boxes, effects economies in construction
which are helpful in offsetting the increased cost of
the window itself. Weather stripping is done away
with, for the window is as tight as a safe door. No,

old man, I'm not trying to sell these windows, but
I am using them.”’

This, we thought, was interesting talk. Changes
of this sort take place slowly, but they do take place.
As we said before, we were intrigued.

HModern cAccessories

New elements, it appears, enter into the planning of
American homes with the development of new con-
ditions. We were recently looking over the plans
for a biggish house to be constructed on Long
Island and were struck by a number of floor spaces
which while not entirely novel were at least un-
usual. There was, for instance, the ‘‘duffle’”’ or
‘“‘“mud room,’’ designed especially as a spot in which
the master of the house and his growing sons might
kick off their muddy boots when coming in from an
early morning duck-hunt, a ride or a round of golf,
played, as like as not, in a downpour. In the room
were lockers for the members of the family, with a
‘spare’ or two for guests. There was a lavatory
and toilet, a gun rack and a convenient bench for
the cleaning of the firearms. Surely, we felt, a
splendid adjunct for an out-of-doors family and one
which no one would appreciate more than the
mistress of the house.

Then, for her own particular use was the flower
room, with its own entrance from the garden. Ob-
viously there would be a small sink, a rack for the
garden tools, a hook for the basket, a locker for
gloves and feminine overalls, aprons and kneeling
pads, shelves for vases and, crowning touch, a chute
leading to an outside receptacle into which were
swept discarded stems, roots, faded flowers and the
other by-products of horticulture.

In addition to these items was a roomy closet for
the rolling stock of a husky family, the baby-car-
riage, go-cart, kiddy car and miniature Rolls. A
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