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2. Dado Manifesto 1918

The magic of a word—Dada—which has brought journalists to the gates of a world
unforeseen, is of no importance to us.

To put out a manifesto you must want: ABC

to fulminate against 1, 2, §,

to fly into a rage and sharpen your wings to conquer and disseminate little abcs
and big abcs, to sign, shout, swear, t0 organize prose into a form of absolute and
jrrefutable evidence, fo prove your non plus ultra and maintain that novelty
resembles life just as the latest appearance of some whore proves the essence of
God. His existence was previously proved by the accordion, the landscape, the
wheedling word. To impose your ABC is a natural thing--hence deplorable.
Everybody does it in the form of crystalbluffmadonna, monetary system, pharma-
ceutical product, or a bare leg advertising the ardent sterile spring. The love of
novelty is the cross of sympathy, demonstrates a naive je m’enfoutisme, it is a transi-
tory, positive sign without a cause.

But this need itself is obsolete. In documenting art on the basis of the supreme
simplicity: novelty, we are human and true for the sake of amusement, impulsive,
vibrant to crucify boredom, At the crossroads of the Iights, alert, attentively await-
ing the years, in the forest, I writea manifesto and 1 want nothing, yet I say certain
things, and in principle I am against manifestoes, as I am also against principles
{half-pints to measure the moral value of every phrase too too convenient; approxi-
mation was invented by the impressionists). 1 write this manifesto to show that
people can perform contrary actions together while taking one fresh gulp of air;
I am against action; for continuous contradiction, for affirmation too, 1 am neither
for nor against and I do not explain because 1 hate common sense.

Dada—there you have a word that Jeads ideas to the hunt: every bourgeois isa
Kittle dramatist, he invents all sorts of speeches instead of putting the characters
suitable to the quality of his intelligence, chrysalises, on chairs, seeks causes or aims
(according to the psychoanalytic method he practices) to cement his plot, a story
that speaks and defines itself. Every spectator is a plotter if he tries to explain 2
word: (to know!) Safe in the cottony refuge of serpentine complications he manipu-
Jates his instincts. Hence the mishaps of conjugal life.

To explain: the amusement of redbellies in the mills of empty skulls.
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DADA MEANS NOTHING

If you find it futile and don’t want to waste your time on a word that means
nothing. . . . The first thought that comes to these people is bacteriological in
character: to find its etymological, or at least its historical or psychological origin,
We see by the papers that the Kru Negroes call the tail of a holy cow Dac'a. The cube
and the mother in a certain districc of Italy are called: Dada. A hobby horse, a
nurse both in Russian and Rumanian: Dada. Some learned journalists regard it as
an art for babies, other holy jesusescallingthelittlechildren of cur day, as a relapse
into a dry and noisy, noisy and monotonous primitivism, Sensibility is not con-
structed on the basis of a word; all constructions converge on perfection which is
boring, the stagnant idea of a gilded swamp, a relative human product. A work
of art should not be beauty in itself, for beauty is dead; it should be neither gay
nor sad, neither light nor dark to rejoice or torture the individual by serving him
the cakes of sacred aurcoles or the sweets of a vaulted race through the atmospheres.
A work of art is never beautiful by decree, objectively and for all. Hence criticism
is useless, it exists only subjectively, for each man separately, without the slightest
character of universality. Does anyone think he has found 2 psychic base common
to all mankind? The attempt of Jesus and the Bible covers with their broad
benevolent wings: shit, animals, days. How can one expect to put order into the
chaos that constitutes that infinite and shapeless variation: man? The principle:
“love thy neighbor” is a hypocrisy. “Know thyself” is utopian but more ac-
ceptable, for it embraces wickedness. No pity. After the carnage we still re-
tain the hope of a purified mankind. I speak only of myself since I do not wish to
convince, I have no right to drag others into my river, I oblige no one to follow me
and everybody practices his art in his own way, if he knows the joy that rises like
arrows to the astral layers, or that other joy that goes down into the mines of
corpse-flowers and fertile spasms. Stalactites: seek them everywhere, in mangers
magnified by pain, eyes white as the hares of the angels.
And so Dada® was barn of a need for independence, of a distrust toward unity,
Those who are with us preserve their freedom. We recognize no theory. We have
enough cubist and futurist academies: Iaboratories of formal ideas. Is the aim of art
to make money and cajole the nice nice bourgeois? Rhymes ring with the assonance
of the currencies and the inflexion slips along the line of the belly in profile. All
groups of artists have arrived at this trust company after riding their steeds on
various comets; While the door remains open to the possibility of wallowing in
cushions and good things to eat.
Here we cast anchor in rich ground. Here we have a right to do some proclaiming,
for we have known cold shudders and awakenings. Ghosts drunk on energy, we
dig the trident into unsuspecting flesh, We are a downpour of maledictions as tropi-
cally abundant as vertiginous vegetation, resin and rain are our sweat, we bleed and
burn with thirst, our blood is vigor.
Cubism was born out of the simple way of looking at an object: Cézarine painted a

*in 1916 in the Cabaret Voltaire, in Zurich.
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Cup 20 centimeters below his eyes, the cubists look at it from above, others compli-
tate appearance by making a perpendicalar section and arranging it conscientiously
on the side. (T do not forget the creative ardists and the profound laws of matter
which they established once and for all) The futurist sees the same cup in move-
ent, a succession of objects one beside the other, and maliciously adds a few
force lines. This does not prevent the canvas from being a good or bad painting
suitable for the investment of intellectual capital.

‘The new painter creates a world, the elements of which are also its implements, a
sober, definite work without argument, The new artist protests: he no longer
paints (symbolic and iltusionise reproduction) but creates—directly in stone, wood,
iron, tin, boulders—locomotive organisms capable of being turned in all directions
by the limpid wind of momentary sensation. All pictorial or plastic work is use-
less: let it then be a monsirosity that frightens servile minds, and not sweetening
to decorate the refectories of animals in human costume, illustrating the sad fable
of mankind.—

Painting is the art of making two lines geometrically established ag parallel meet
on a canvas before our eyes in a reality which transposes other conditions and
possibilities into a world. This world is not specified or defined in the work, it
belongs in its innumerable variations to the spectator. For its creator it is widhout
cause and without theory. Order=disorder; €go=non-ego; a{ﬁrmmion:negaiion:
the supreme radiations of an absolute art. Absolute in the purity of a cosmic,
ordered chaos, eternal in the globule of a second without duration, without
breath without control. I love an ancient work for its novelty, It is only contrast
that connects us with the past. The writers who teach morality and discuss or jm.
prove psychological foundations have, aside from a hidden desire to make money, an
absurd view of life, which they have classified, cur into sections, channelized; they
insist on waving the baton as the categorics dance. Their readers snicker and go on:
what for> .
There is a literature that does not reach the voracious mass. It is the work of
creators, issued from g regl necessity in the author, produced for himself. It
expresses the knowledge of o supreme egoism, in which laws wither away, Every
Dage must explode, either by profound heavy seriousness, the whitlwind, poetic
frenzy, the new, the eternal, the crushing joke, enthusiasm for principles, or by
the way in which it is printed. On the one hand 4 tottering world in flight, be-
trothed tv the glockenspiel of hell, on the other hang: new men. Rough, bouncing,
riding on hiccups. Behind them a crippled world and literary quacks with o mania
for improvement.

I say unto you: there is no beqz’nniazg and we do not fremble, we are not senti-
mental. We are a furious wind, tearing the dirty linen of clouds and prayers, pre-




wherever I go and cast my hand from heaven to hell, my eyes from hell to heaven,
restore the fecund wheel of a universal circus (o objective forces and the Imagination
of every individual.

Philosophy is the question: from which side shall we look at life, God, the idea
or other phenomena. Everything one looks at is false. T do not consider the relative
result more important than the choice between cake and cherries after dinner.
‘The system of quickly looking at the other side of a thing in order to impose your
opinion indirectly is called dialectics, in other words, hageling over the spitit of
fried potatoes while dancing method around it.

T oy out:

Ideal, ideal, ideal,

Kn.ow[edge, Imr)wledge, knowledge,

Boomboom, boomboom, boomboeom,

I have given a prety faithful version of progress, law, morality and all other fine
qualities thar various highly intelligent men have discussed in so many books, only
to conclude that afrer al) everyone dances to his own persenal boomboom, and
that the writer is entitled to his boomboom: the satisfaction of pathological
curiosity; a private bell for inexplicable needs; a bath; pecuniary difficulties; a
stomach with repercussions in life; the authority of the mystic wand formulated
as the bouquet of a phantom orchestra made up of silent fiddle bos greased with
philtres made of chicken manure. With the blue eye-glasses of an angel they have
excavated the inner life for a dime's worth of unanimous gratitude. If all of them are
right and if all pills are Pink Pills, let us try for once not to be right. Some people
think they can explain rationally, by thought, what they think. But that is ex-
tremely refative. Psychoanalysis is a dangerous discase, it puts to sleep the anti-
objective impulses of man and systematizes the bourgeoisie. There is no ultimate
Truth. The dialectic is an amusing mechanisin which guides us / in a banal kind
of way / to the opinions we had in the first place, Does anyone think that, by a
minute refinement of logic, he has demonstrated the truth and established the
correctness of these opinions? Logic imprisoned by the senses is an organic disease.
To this. element philosophers always like to add: the power of observation. But
aciually_this magnificent quality of the mind is the proof of its impotence, We
observe, we regard from one or more points of view, we choose them among the
millions that exist. Experience is also a product of chance and individual faculties.
Science disgusts me as soon as it becomes a speculative system, loses its character
of utility—that is so useless but is at least individual, I detest greasy objectivity,
and harmony, the science that finds everything in order. Carry on, my children,
humanity . . | Science says we are the servants of nature: everything is in order,
make love and bash your brains in, Carry on, my children, humanity, kind bour-
geois and journalist virgins . . . Iam against systems, the most acceptable system
is on principle to have none, To complete oneself, to perfect oneself in one’s own
littleness, 10 &1 the vessel with one's individuality, to have; the courage to fight for
and against thought, the mystery of bread, the sudden burst of an infernal propeller
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