
but Modernism’s deeper futility, its lack 
of meaningful and nourishing substance, 
its inexorable, relentless regression to- 
ward the suffocation of the human spirit 
can no longer be ignored, can no longer 
be tolerated, can no longer be accepted, 
can no longer be endured. 

“Abstract Art” now exists as nothing 
more than a fruitless, failed experiment, 
driven by the corrupt ideology and 
vested interest of a narrow cultural elite 
and supported by broad cultural apa- 
thy, ignorance, and gullibility. “Abstract 
Art” has grown and temporarily thrives, 
like a malignant tumor pursuing its own 
and its host’s imminent demise, by in- 
vading, contaminating, and then drain- 
ing the life-force out of its environment. 
By negating the fundamental role of hu- 
man experience in genuine art, “Abstract 
Art” denies the value of human life; and 
by denying the value of human life, it 
threatens the future of all humanity. “Ab- 

stract Art” is a menacing, nihilistic lie 
that must be ended: once, for all, and the 
sooner, the better. 

When that lie is ended, the under- 
standing that art is the representation of 
human experience will prevail; and, from 
this core of simple but essential wisdom, 
the waning, weakening spirit nf our soci- 
ety will be replenished and revitalized. 
History will be rerouted out of the dead- 
end of Modernism, and a healthy culture 
will flourish from roots  in fertile, 
uninfected philosophical ground. Paint- 
ing, having surmounted the century’s 
atrocities and absorbed its intensity, 
having achieved a progressive synthesis 
of Post-Impressionism, and having re- 
gained a sense of positive, meaningful 
direction, will lead the arts, and the arts 
will lead humanity, into a culturally en- 
lightened era of increased integrity, en- 
hanced refinement, and true, enduring 
significance. 

Summer End 
A tarnished white butterfly 
zig-zagging across the singed grass 
of Summer End. 

Looking for something it remembered 
a dewy blossom 
a flash of color 
a Fragrance 

something of summer still, 

With no other winged thing 
for confidence or collaboration 
it balances its timorous innocence 
against the dark Immense 
the metamorphosis of Autumn. 

Already it is gone. . . 
A tiny wistful Odysseus 
breasting its seas sirens 
clasping rocks monsters.. . 
What harbour what homeland what Ithaca 

now? 
Louise Dauner 
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