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tuitions at a distance to the final stages of union, were not accompanied
at every moment by that direct sense of touch, that tact, which removes
the need for words and signs and breaks down the formidable distance
between object and subject, between thine and mine?

In all the meanings of the adjective, sex was primarily the realm of tac-
tile values. Stieglitz was to discover these values and intensify them in his
photography even before Berenson had used them, too narrowly, as a
key to the great painting of the Italian Renaissance. The blindness of
love, debased as a mere figure of speech, is indeed one of the most char-
acteristic of its attributes. It is blind in the fact that it reaches deeper lev-
els of consciousness, below the open-eyed rationality of practical
achievement. It is blind in the way that it often shuts out the outer world
in order to concentrate upon the inner stimulus, blind as in terror, blind
as in prayer; and finally, it has the beautiful compensation of blindness,
for it learns to see with its fingertips, and to offset the closed eyes, reacts
more quickly with the other available senses in every region of the body.

It was Stieglitz’s endeavor, at first mainly instinctive, finally, through
a better self-knowledge, with a fuller awareness of his actions, to trans-
late the unseen world of tactile values as they develop between lovers not
merely in the sexual act but in the entire relationship of two personali-
ties—to translate this world of blind touch into sight, so that those who
felt could more clearly see what they felt, and so those who could merely
see might reach, through the eye, the level of feeling. Observe the work
of Stieglitz’s contemporaries in photography, moved perhaps by the same
desires but deeply inhibited. See, in the many reproductions in Camera
Work—which doubtless helped pave the way to the sun-bathing and eas-
ier nudity of a later day—see how they portray the nude body. However
honest their efforts, they nevertheless surround the body with a halo of
arcadian romanticism; note how resolutely they equip their naked mod-
els with glass bubbles; how they compel these naked girls painfully, for
the first time in their lives, to pour water out of narrow-necked jugs; how
they lash them to tree stumps or make them shiver at the edge of icy
pools. Sex must be disguised as art—that is, as artiness—Dbefore one may
peep at it without blushing. Undisguised, the girl averts her face from the
camera, so that the self-conscious and self-righteous face shall not ac-
knowledge the powers of the body. The efforts of these earlier photog-
raphers are not to be despised; but the tantalizing fear of sex, a fear of
its heady realities, is written over their pictures, with their dutiful aver-
sions, their prescribed degrees of dimness, their overarch poses.

It was his manly sense of the realities of sex, developing out of his own
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renewed ecstasy in love, that resulted in some of Stieglitz’s best photo-
graphs. In a part-by-part revelation of a woman’s body, in the isolated
presentation of a hand, a breast, a neck, a thigh, a leg, Stieglitz achieved
the exact visual equivalent of the report of the hand or the face as it trav-
els over the body of the beloved. Incidentally, this is one of the few as-
pects of photography that had not been anticipated in one fashion or an-
other by the painter, since the dismembered anatomical studies of the
Renaissance, which casually resemble these photographs, are purely in-
struments of factual knowledge: they make no appeal to sentiments and
feelings. In more abstract, yet not in less intimate form, Stieglitz sought
to symbolize the complete range of expression between man and woman
in his cloud pictures, relying upon delicacies and depths of tone, and
upon subtle formal relationships, to represent his own experiences.
Earth and sky, root and topmost branch, animal intimacy and spiritual
expression—these things, which were so remote from the routine of the
metropolitan world, or which there existed in such loud disharmony,
were restored to their natural integrity in Stieglitz’s life and work. What
was central became central again; what was deep was respected for its
profundity, instead of being ignored; what was superficial was thrust be-
hind the essential.

Stieglitz was never a better son of the city he loved and identified him-
self with than when he turned his back on her desiccated triumphs and
recalled, in word, in photography, in the tenacious act of existence, the
precious elements that the city had excluded. With Whitman, with
Ryder, with the handful of other men that each generation has produced
in New York, Stieglitz has served his city, not by acquiescing in its decay,
nor yet by furthering its creeping paralysis: he has served it by nurturing
in himself, and in those who have witnessed his work, the living germs
that may reanimate it, quickening the growth of the higher forms of life
it has excluded. For, as Whitman said, the place where the great city
stands is not the place of markets and stretched wharves and multiply-
ing population and ships bringing goods from the ends of the earth: it is
the city of the faithfulest lovers and friends.
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