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Headings in capital letters are by Gleizes, subheadings by me.
NOTICE

Non-Figurative art. From the painter as an observer to painting as an act 

I have published nothing for more than ten years.  That does not mean that I have not worked and have not thought about what I was doing.  Far from it.  More than ever, I am convinced of the legitimacy and timeliness of what has been called 'non-figurative painting' - a term that can be used without too much possibility of misconception so long as by ‘non-figuration’ is meant the absence of a subject presented as a spectacle.  But I still find myself experiencing a certain disquiet about the over hasty infatuation which I see - among certain painters as well as among a particular kind of public - for everything in which every trace of the figurative image has been suppressed.  Not that I cannot explain or understand it.  In a world which has gone to ruin, whose values are no longer capable of offering any sort of security, it is not surprising that a mere desire to feel that we are still alive should lead us to the extreme limits of the possible; hence, for some, there is a tendency for painting to go back to the humanist mode, while, for others, the tendency is to take up anything that has a superficial appearance of novelty.  Both of them are bound to end up in the same state of poverty.  We cannot deliberately go back in time, and we cannot go forward merely by exacerbating confusion and anarchy.  

Humanism was more than just the means by which a particular type of image could be conceived.  It was founded on a whole way of thinking  which, in its time, excited passionate commitment.  That is what lay behind the manifestations with which it has endowed the world.  Our so-called classical painters, inspired, more or less, by the work of these great ancestors, are no longer able to think in a way that corresponds to what it is that they are attempting to do, and that is why all they can realise is an act of deceit, a deceit that can only work for those who wish to be deceived.  But, at the same time, a renewed way of thinking - and that is the primary support necessary for all serious innovation - cannot be brought into existence merely by suppressing the identity of the image and replacing it with nothing other than the fantasies of a particular individual. 

So, I can easily understand the suspicion which is felt by certain prudent and cautious minds when faced with the growing torrent of amorphous paintings.  I can understand it all the better since, from the very first day when I began to suspect that painting was capable of justifying itself nakedly, without copying anything outside itself, I was quick to add that, to get there, time was necessary: 'one cannot raise an art all at once to the level of a pure effusion.'  That was in 1912
, and here we are in 1948.  Thirty six years have passed, and I know how they have been filled.  With a painter's work, beginning in the studio but sustained afterwards by a constant necessity of self-examination, of understanding what had been done.  Hence the various books I have published which mark the stages of my life - clarifications made at certain moments, that were necessary in order to co-ordinate my paintings with the development of my thought.  Not for anything in the world was I content with the approximate, the more-or-less, to sacrifice to aesthetics a reality that seemed to me to be more and more certain, which distanced me from the uncertainties of the age in which I was obliged to live, and brought me closer to Man - not to humanist man, but to the man whom I have called 'homocentrist'.  A total reversal of the position of the one in relation to the other.  The man who observes becomes the man who acts.  The ground I explored after the event, on the basis of my practical work as a painter, allowed me to confirm certain things and laid me under an obligation of humility.  Thanks to what I was thus able to see, I had a better grasp of the profound meaning behind the words: 'there is nothing new under the sun. '  Like the revolutions of the sun which bring back life to the same parts of the world in a regular succession, the same regular series of states of mind, rising or falling, are revealed through periodical revolutions in the life of men.  The sun never goes back on itself, but, once it has fallen, it again begins its ascent.  It is only in the external appearances of the realities it reveals that any change has taken place. 

To renounce that figuration which is based on the appearances of the sensible world, to renounce the figuration which was characteristic of Humanism at its zenith, but whose possibilities have now all been expressed - that, at least, indicates the existence of a certain state of intuition.  It is better than pretending that we can climb back up the slope to revive the great classics, or devoting one's talent to pointless variations on archaeological themes, which only serve to camouflage a very deep feeling of despair.  But intuition of itself can never come to a resolution, even if it is able to offer, momentarily, a glimpse of the end that ought to be pursued.  What we need is the steady, patient state of mind of a person with a job to do.  Where are the specifications of the job to be found?  Where, equally, can we find the first principles of the technique that such a state of mind requires?  I hope to give some idea of them in the course of this essay.  

Whatever doubts we may have about this violent irruption of painting that claims to be non-figurative, whatever its real value - and I am the first to question it - may be, the hard fact is there, and it is impossible not to be struck by it.
  It corresponds - rather obscurely, I admit - to something which, in itself, is perfectly valid: a categorical rejection of the cast of mind that produced Naturalism and Humanism.  We cannot escape from the problem merely by questioning the sincerity of the artists who make up this disparate mass, nor by wondering if many of the young painters who have adopted this mode of expressing themselves have not done so as the result of a lack of talent.  Such doubts may not, truth to tell, be completely groundless, but what is important is to recognise that, in the crudest possible way, what is being revealed is a need for radical change in painting which has now become irresistible, a courageous refusal of ways of seeing that are no longer possible.  In this respect, these young painters share needs that are felt throughout the whole of the society in which they were born, a society which can no longer be satisfied with compromise or with going back to the past; a society which longs for a new order whose nature it is not yet able to see.
  

The dice have been thrown.  This is not just the turning of another page in the ‘History of Art’.  It is something other than what is implied by the title of the salon in which these scattered aspirations have been brought together: 'Les Réalités Nouvelles'.  It is the renewal of Man, after he has been reduced to dust; it is the affirmation of a man who, still unaware of what he is doing, is once again taking the reality of his own existence into account and asserting it, for good or ill, as a painter, in the first feeble efforts of a work which needs to be solidly rooted in a good soil if it is to grow. 

It is quite natural that those of the older painters, the forerunners, who are still alive, should feel a little uneasy about this awakening and about the excitement it has generated.  It is their duty, more than ever, to do what they can to ensure that out of this incoherence some sort of order might appear, and that, out of all the excitement, an interest that is rational and durable may be born.  They need, first of all, to examine themselves with perfect honesty and then to pass on to the younger generations the lessons they have learned from their own experience.  In this way, the troublesome elements which always appear even among the purest of movements, will disappear of their own accord, since they cannot endure the trials which their disciplines impose if they are to arrive at a goal which is still a long way off.  Those who stay the course will be those who recognise, honestly, that they have much to learn about themselves, both as men and as painters - the two being complementaries that cannot be separated one from the other.                                                                                               

Everyone has need of an authority.  It is better that it should be an authority of principles and of natural laws rather than of simple conventions or models to be copied.  With the first, one is free, and the work, once it is realised, stands on its own merits; with the second, one is the slave of the arbitrary and the victim of monopoly.  While what is natural is based on permanent principles, the conventional falls victim to the versatility of fashion.  Everything has to be taken up again from the beginning;  many are those who feel it and there is no lack of good will.  I have often had occasion to observe it through the correspondence which comes to me from more or less all directions, through the visits I receive, through the talks I am asked to give . . .  The destiny of the painter is certainly linked to that of Man and, if the one refuses to know himself, I wonder how he will ever come to know the other.  

It is in the interests of this coming together of man and painter that I have written the pages that follow, to which I have thought it useful to add several studies that are older in time but still relevant.

NOTE ON SPACE AND TIME

The imprecision which exists these days with regard to space and time, as much in science as in philosophy, and which has such dangerous consequences for our capacity to think rationally, derives precisely from an inability to distinguish their different natures. For considerations that are entirely practical - establishing the position and the displacements of a body - time, which is to say movement, has been measured by a standard that is, necessarily, static. How could it be otherwise? The unit with which we measure space and the unit with which we measure time are immobile extensions to which the place and movement of a body, each, without distinction, are referred; but this practical consideration shouldn't prevent our good sense from correcting its faults. Above all when we claim to be throwing light on the order of nature.

It is true that positivist philosophy and science have accepted a priori certain limitations - a refusal to consider first causes or last ends. It is even more true that by nature we mean everything around us that might strike the senses, but we pay no attention to the nature of this 'us' which we are keen to pronounce is a negligible quantity, while the absolute quantity is entirely external.

In any case, this confusion of two different quantities isn't something that is unique to our own time. History tells us this clearly - if only through the so-called sophisms of the Eleatics, paradoxes that can easily be resolved by a little bit of experimental reason, operating on the basis of its own mode of operation. Zeno, with his arrow which, immobile in space, nonetheless goes to its target through a series of immobilities, knows perfectly well what the flaw is in his operation; but he also knows what is wrong with the thinking of his age and he poses this sticking point to the intellectuals surrounding him who, already, are inclined to submit their power of reasoning to inert sensations and to the absurdity that follows - a confusion of the natures of space and time which is caused by calculations that can only operate, for both the one and the other, on the basis of units of measurement.

The false reasoning with an appearance of truth proposed by Zeno exposes in advance all the reasonings that derive from these false foundations, not only in Greece but everywhere else and in all the centuries to follow.

As for our own time, we can without hesitation say that the present state of our philosophy and, even more, of our physics, derives from this aberration. And yet nothing is simpler than to put it right. When the arrow is in the bow it is in a place, it is immobile, relatively so but nonetheless immobile in its nature as an arrow. When it will have reached the target it will once again have found a place, once again it will be immobile. That is what is called being in space, in an extension, an inert unit of measurement. Between these two places, when it is flying, it is, while to all appearances remaining an arrow, in reality a period of the impulse received from the movement. It is nowhere, place is suppressed, that is what is called being in time, characterised by cadence, by periods more or less short and more or less numerous as the case may be: sequens, sequentes, sequentia.

If one is unfortunate enough to take arrow, unit of measurement and period for one and the same thing, one has abandoned reason. All the more so if one calls on a perfected mechanical observer which can, basically, do nothing more than register what appears before the senses, that is to say, a body that is perfectly stupid and incapable of establishing any difference between a unit of measurement that is located and a period, which isn't - between that which is a static extension and that which is a process of flowing.

A complaint that can moreover be made against all those instruments of observation that can operate only on the apparent immobility of bodies, whatever might be their size and their appearances as they move. Movement, which essentially belongs to the past and to the future, is closed to them as it is to our senses, concentrated as they are exclusively on the impressions they receive. Yet anyone with a reasoning faculty can, on the basis of their own experience and their ability to reflect on it, conclude that, while never ceasing to be themselves, when they are seated they are not walking and when they are walking they are no longer seated. In other words, when they are seated they are in a place but they cease to be in a place once they are walking, no matter how slowly or how fast. Even if a photographic eye is introduced that will falsify the process of walking, for example stopping it on a raised leg. This misleading image is still not enough to fool the reason so far as to take it as a proof that all movement is made up of a succession of immobile places.

But we still need to explain how and when these immobilities cease to be immobile and are interwoven to become their own opposites in movement. The truth is that space and time are two natures with different characteristics that belong to us, and they cannot coexist since they contradict each other. At least so far as concerns Man, who is their source through his own natural and practical duality. Their absolute simultaneity can only be transcendent. But that is a matter for the theologian, not for the philosopher nor the physicist who, these days, seem to have no notion of it.
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Non-figurative art - the subject becomes a phantom, but is still a subject 

Painting is painting, as music is music.  This may seem a rather elementary thing to say but it is worth saying since many errors of judgment can be avoided once its nature and its limits are understood.  Painting is the most excellent  nourishment for the sight, as indispensable to it as good bread is for the stomach.  And, as the stomach works this bread joyfully to convert it into blood, so the sight joyfully works over real painting to extract from it light for the soul.  Painting in its own nature is neither a spectacle nor an object glimpsed from a particular angle determined by the principles of perspective; it is its own object, total like the fullness of the act of vision through which it is realised and which, consequently, determines what it is.  

We are, then, talking about painting.  About the painter and his act, two things that are entirely inseparable one from the other.  It is important that we do not forget this, and that we do not give a name to something to which it does not belong.  Many of the difficulties of our time derive precisely from this abuse - a terminology which does not correspond to that to which it is supposed to apply.  And this is not a new phenomenon.  In its beginnings, ‘Humanism’ seemed by definition to be concerned with Man; but this was an illusion and the closer Humanism came to realising its programme, the more the illusion began to fade.  In the last analysis, Humanism was to do with the atom; it had little to do with Man; this is a truth that, nowadays, can be understood with ease.  And so we are led, if we want to recover their real meaning, to ask ourselves first about the word, 'Humanism'  and then about the thing, 'Man'.  Is there really any correspondence between this word and this thing?  The answer can be found in works of art. They are more categorical than literary texts, less given to dialectical subtleties; they show, brutally, what the phraseologies conceal.  

The painters and sculptors of the sixteenth century go straight to the point.  They are humanists who express magnificently man as he is understood by the new formula.  What a marvellous sense of theatre!  What talent and, often, what genius!  Man presents himself as a spectacle for himself, and all the objects that surround him, produced by himself or by nature, they too become spectacles  ... Look, and observe ... perspective unity, only recently adopted and presented  as a discovery of capital importance, stupefies the vision by depriving sight of its living activity.  But what does it matter!  The painters continue to call themselves painters, though they are no longer concerned with anything other than subjects to be rendered with brushes and with colours.  For  it is certainly the 'subject' that matters; the brushes and the colours are no longer anything other than accessories at the service of the subject.  Could they possibly have any other role?  And if ever they did have any other role, was it not - this is, surely, what we think - just a matter of human ignorance?  It is the same  for the sculptors, who are certainly still chipping away at their blocks of stone, but who do everything they possibly can to transform them into a spectacle of flesh or of cloth, depending on the appearances of the subject they have chosen or been commissioned to do.  The hammers and chisels  have no role other than to hide the stone under seductive reminiscences  of sensible impressions.  Knowing the standards that this new creed imposed, it is easy to imagine the judgments they must have passed on the stone sculptors who precede them.  Painters and sculptors were certainly  convinced, following the humanist way of thought, that they had mastered nature, that it was she who had become the basis of their works and that, if they presented her in an ideal way, it was with a view to improving her.  This will be the conviction of the centuries that follow, down to our own times. 

Of course, those spectacles will decline in vigour; points of view determined by the perspective system will lose their authority;  the subjects, in a word, dictated by the needs of a passive observer, will change, will become detached from the co-ordinates that had been commonly agreed by the world at large; they will become particular manifestations of the most isolated subjectivism; but, whatever we say or whatever we do, none of this marks any real change in the essentials of the humanist position.

*

*      *

Since the Renaissance, since the apotheosis of Humanism
, we have developed the habit of confusing the act of painting with the act of copying the visual appearances of the things that surround us.  It is these visual appearances that determine the nature of the painting, that hold our attention, and, worse still, arouse our emotions and feelings.  It is certainly in them that we have placed our understanding of what it is to be human.  Strange confusion, which attributes more humanity to the image of a man shown in perspective than to the man's own song; which sees more of human nature in the most rudimentary nervous reflex than it does in those co-ordinated  gestures which, depending on the support that is used, become dance, music, painting ... whose mere presence is always a joy and a delight.  Whatever the reason for it, it is this confusion which lies behind the conflict we see at the present time between those who are attached to the subject and those who reject it.  Of course, the first of these have a wider appeal than the second; they have the advantage of habit.  Nonetheless, in principle, it is the others who are right.  But merely banishing 'the subject'  is not of itself sufficient to give us a clear idea of what should take its place.  We can see this only too clearly in the works that have been presented before us, and even in the propositions of the artists, which serve as their commentary and justification.  I do not say this for the pleasure of indulging in criticism but simply to state a fact and, more importantly, to point out some of the dead ends into which those who are full of good intentions are all too likely to stray.  The young 'Salon des Réalités Nouvelles' in Paris is the meeting place of those who claim to have broken with the subject; there we find ourselves face to face with the results as they are produced and also with the personal reflections to which they have given rise. A special album with illustrations and commentaries has been produced to this end.  There can be no doubt of the chaos that prevails around a call to arms that, in itself, is perfectly justified and timely.  

This chaos, surprising as it may seem, is a simple consequence of the fact that, actually, our opponents of the subject are still in perfect agreement with its supporters, despite certain superficial changes which do no more than suppress the gross and obvious clichés of the subject, while still conserving its state of mind and embodying its main distinguishing features.  The proof of this can be seen very easily when we observe what marks of individualism can still be found at the heart of this group who launch their impassioned polemics against the subject, and when we compare them with what that same individualism is doing among those who still believe in the subject as necessary to their idea of what constitutes human value.  In the one we can see the work of subjectivism abandoned entirely to its own demon.  In the other, this same subjectivism is exasperated by being obliged to adapt itself to the representation of geometrical figures or impenetrable graffiti.  ‘The real object’ of the conflict escapes the one just as surely as it escapes the other - that cannot be denied - and this ‘object’ is none other than painting itself, expelled [chassé] by the magical charm of the classical subject in the great days of the Renaissance, followed [pourchassé], so to speak, by the discredited subject of our own day and, eventually and inevitably, replaced by a subjectivism that is free of all restraint.

For, once the active reality of the object has been lost, once it has been situated outside ourselves, once we are able to look at it from a distance, then we can start to dismantle it.  That is what is called ‘analysing’ it.  And, from one cut to another, from analysis to analysis, we reduce it to particles and to dust, we disintegrate it completely, we separate it more and more thoroughly from its own coherent nature and give ourselves up to the hopeless game of representing it in ever more wild and improbable ways.  In substituting  an external and irresponsible point of view for the creative action of a subject going towards self-realisation through and within the object, Humanism had to end up in the intellectual position of a subject wandering like a phantom, detached from any physical or corporeal reality.  

So, the disorder which surrounds us everywhere and, in reaction, the desperate need that is being felt to pull the world out of it - these are shown at once by the exacerbation of the subject and, at the same time, by a longing for the object.  In all those fields in which experiments based on observation are piled up one on top of the other (what I am saying is as true in the fields of philosophy and in science as it is in the field of aesthetics) subjectivism, while it is troubled by a sort of foreboding that weakens it, is sill refusing to stand aside in favour of the primary  object - Man, source of all the problems and only possible solution to them.  Painting is a variant of these problems, or, rather, of this problem, since it is unique in its principle as is the real Man, despite the way in which he has been analysed and cut up into many pieces.  Each of us is a being  that has been diminished but which is still endowed with possibilities in which, if they were to be developed intelligently, we would find what we need.  

From all this, from everything that has already been said, we can see how urgent and necessary it is to acquire a full consciousness of the nature of Man - not 

Man as he appears to us when we observe him from a distance, but Man as he is experienced by us when we ourselves act.  To recognise our own nature - to know oneself - that is the natural rule to follow;  and once it becomes a habit, an internal property of the soul, at that point our judgment will cease to be obscured by Naturalism, whether that Naturalism presents itself in the form of subjective feeling or of an external spectacle.  We will know where it comes from and, consequently, that, in itself, it has no meaning and can in no way pretend to be  'nature' . Whether such a spectacle is adapted to the scale of the senses, or whether it has taken off into degrees of magnitude that dizzy the imagination, the fundamental error remains the same; it is impossible for the observer to enter into an intelligible relationship with the object when he is unable to recognise it as being of one substance with himself.  He chases after an insubstantial chimera that draws him into the void.  

The painters continued to respect the rules of the classical spectacle right up to the end of the eighteenth century, but nothing in the essential nature of that spectacle was changed on the day when they began to take liberties with the rules, when they obliged the spectacle to pass from a state of repose to a state of agitation.  The spectator was just a bit annoyed for a certain period of time but he quickly calmed down and adapted himself to the new representation, converted to the idea that individualism alone was the sole justification for a work of art.  We know where this has led, and we know that it has not brought any advantages other than the suppression of all control, thus opening the door to every subversion under the cover of genius fortified by literary sentiment.  But do not think  that this phenomenon is confined to the domain of the arts.  In spite of the passion for spreading knowledge which we indulge in such an unrestrained and uncoordinated way, there is a widespread lack of general culture and even of elementary curiosity; and this has been brought about by specialisation.  Individuals are closed up in boxes determined by the appearances that they  observe, or those that they themselves have brought into existence; and this has prevented us from seeing in other fields, perhaps better protected by their jargon, the signs of the same phenomenon.  The static classical spectacle has given way to a spectacle in a state of agitation and this has been presented - falsely - as a change in its fundamental nature.  

The phantom subject as it appears in physics 

This is true of the changes that occurred fifty years ago in physics.  If we look at them closely, if we listen attentively to what the physicist has to say when he tries to express himself in human language, if we really understand what it is that he is trying to demonstrate, then we will be struck more than we can say by  the weakness of the arguments, and by the improbability of the representations employed.  We imagine that sensational discoveries have been made in microphysics as a result of the confusion into which the old classical figures have been thrown by the introduction of an agitation, sententiously called ‘energy’.  But for whose benefits have these discoveries been made?  Could it be that they are there uniquely to serve the well-being of the atom  and of the electron, to which, it seems, the physicist ascribes the freedom of will that he should, properly, ascribe to himself?  The observer’s observation has become more complicated simply because, without even noticing what he has done, he has changed his point of view.  It is impossible to be more subjective or more determined not to take account of that personal responsibility that is implicit in the very fact of our being, ourselves, present.  This is most obvious when the physicist declares that we can reasonably abandon the idea of ‘mass’ - which is the necessary consequence of our own corporeal reality, of the unquestionable, fundamental postulate ‘I am’.
It is thus that the physicist resembles the painter who throws the subject away, replaces it with a nameless agitation, and then, having no idea of the value of words, proclaims that he has discovered unheard of properties of space.  And again the physicist is not far removed from the painter when he puts space and time on the same plane.  What a misuse of words!  And again, what perfect agreement there is between them on the subject of Naturalism, which, whether on a very large, macroscopic, or on a very small, microscopic, scale, is becoming ever further removed from nature.  Nature which is uniquely a property of Man.  Man - whether he is incarnate in space, fixed in a precise location, through extension, which is a characteristic of himself;  or whether he is moving in time - travelling, without any location, even though he may divide time up into periods for the purpose of drawing breath!  Nature, which will, when we come to know it, enable us by analogy to understand the real value of the objects, similar or various, which fill the world about us, while naturalistic observation can give us only symbols, subjective deformations.  

But to be fair.  Despite the barriers that have been raised between the different fields of specialised interest, this is a debate that concerns everyone, and there is more to it than just errors of understanding and mistakes of judgement.  There are also certain presentiments whose accuracy and whose grandeur of spirit will be revealed in the future when, at last, Humanism has been disavowed, and has given way in favour of the 'real man', the principle of the universe, nature in itself, total object, transcending in his unity the contradictory duality of immobile space and mobile time.

Each of us is, I repeat, the image and resemblance of a real man.  We go towards him through actions that are authentic to our own nature;  we aspire to the perfection of the model.  When the painters reject the subject, they are showing signs of a deeply hidden intuition of the existence of this Universal Man.  That much must be conceded to them.  They anticipate, and it would be wrong for those of us who, through long experience, know what difficulties have to be overcome before we can begin to see our way clear, to reproach them with being unable to de more than to express their good intentions.  

What is wrong is that, instead of simplifying the problem, it has been made much more complicated, as can be seen clearly enough in the terminologies that have been advanced, rather over-hastily - abstract, non-figurative, non-objective, etc. ...  all of which mean exactly the opposite of what they ought to mean.  And then, it is altogether strange that painting is hardly ever mentioned in these efforts to thrash out in words a doctrine that could justify the refusal of the subject.  In the end, we always came back  to the same old thing.  The rules of the classical subject were trampled on during the course of the nineteenth century in the name of the liberty of the artist.  So it is honestly believed that this liberty is a progress which must not be given up at any cost.  And the rejection of the subject is seen as just a further step in the progress towards ever greater liberty.  Alas, they  do not see that, by reasoning in this way, they are still playing the game of the subject, exaggerating it through their subjectivism and their individualism, interchangeable as cause and effect.  For a subject can only produce a subject, and  the individual is one who is subject to his subject and not to his object.  There is no fundamental difference in nature between a subject whose appearances can be identified by the whole collectivity of subjects, and a spectacle whose appearances have been pushed to the extreme limits of individualism.  

But one doesn't have to be a great historian to know that, if the myth of liberty a priori - a liberty that is intrinsic and not the result of the mastery of our means - was widespread throughout the nineteenth century, and if plenty of dupes were taken in by it, a strong opposition was, nonetheless, raised against its poison, its tendency towards disintegration.  The best artists of the century are the unquestionable proof.  They too were suspicious of the subject, but they recognised 'the object', so that, if we turn to them, we will find that they were pioneers worthy of being listened to, masters, well able to instruct the painters of the present day.  We should, then, pay attention to them if we are interested in order, and if our passion is sufficiently strong to enable us to break free from those little personal vanities through which we always end up losing the prey for the shadow.  Most importantly, we must have absolutely nothing to do with those flatterers and evil counsellors who, without any qualifications based on any relevant experience, pretend that they have the right to determine first principles. The decisive orientation of these principles is uniquely a matter for those who are responsible for putting them into practice.  The critics must be made to realise that this is not a matter of mere opinion, and that no pertinent criticism is possible where anarchy  is in control.
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Nineteenth century pioneers - Baudelaire and Delacroix 

Here we are, then, with the subject put on the index.  Noisy as the proclamation of this event has been, it is not, for that reason, new.  

In 1861, Eugene Delacroix wrote to Baudelaire: 'These mysterious effects of line and colour which, alas, only a handful of adepts feel ... This  aspect of music and arabesque ... for many people it is nothing ... '.  Was he not touching the heart of the problem when he said that?  And did he not put the object of painting into clear relief, in opposition to what disturbed him, the subject - that subject which nearly everyone considered was the whole raison d’être for the act of painting?  And do we not find the same idea reinforced, so to  speak, in his journal: 'Painting does not always need a subject' (Delacroix: Journal, 13/1/1857)?  Certainly, Delacroix could not follow through to the extreme consequences of what his foresight had enabled him to see; we cannot suppress the habits of centuries in a day.  But the problems of painting never ceased to occupy his attention, and what wonderful solutions his mastery and his genius were able to provide!  

Baudelaire, tireless explorer of the Word, understood him by analogy and was able - indeed several years earlier - to add some precisions of the greatest  importance.  From his 1846 Salon, Ch. III. 'On Colour',  we extract these  few lines: 'We find  harmony. melody, counterpoint in colour ... harmony  is the basis of the theory of colour.  Melody is unity in colour, or general colour.  Melody needs a conclusion;  it is a whole, in which all the effects come together for a general effect.  So melody leaves a profound memory in the mind.  Most of our young colourists lack melody.  The best way to see if a picture is melodious is to look at it long enough so as no longer to understand either the subject or the lines.  If it is melodious, it  already has a direction, and it has already taken its place in the repertoire  of memory ... ‘    When one thinks that these reflections were written over one hundred years ago, in a world that was less riven with anxiety over its own destiny than our own, infinitely less under the control of commercial speculation and snobbery, and, consequently, unprepared to accept all the extravagances that might be offered to it, then one can only admire unreservedly the lucid genius of Baudelaire, who, in terms that are precise, simple and measured, situates painting once again in its object, defines its substance and its poetic value, and, at the same time, obliges us to consider the subject as an accessory, and thus as something that is relative.
  

So, a point of history has been clarified.  The affirmation of the predominance of painting as object over that of the subject, the support of Classicism, goes back about a hundred years.  The revolution, the change, begins.  Moreover, this change does not open the way to disorder - to what will be produced by the fraudulent doctrine of individual liberty in the domain of subjective Classicism when once it has been turned into an item of commercial speculation.  Baudelaire  and Delacroix make no mistake.  Against the rules of the classical subject, they, both of them, oppose a certain number of objective values that are of the nature of painting understood as such - values that are as definite and as important as the human eye, from which they derive, and as the matter on which that eye works, a matter that is not susceptible to change.  These are the secrets of a traditional craft, always faithful to itself in its principles, which are part of its very substance.  Secrets that can only be learned through apprenticeship, work, application and talent.  When we know how to use them automatically, then we are free, and the evidence of it can be seen in our work.  Planted in a soil that is provided by our emotional life, they develop and, eventually, realise their fullness, under the constant protection of rules.  Delacroix and Baudelaire are certainly the forerunners of the 'painting object' and, moreover, they are masters, for they taught, truthfully, what had to be known if that painting-object was - even partially - to be realised.  It would be unjust to reproach them with a failure to spell it out more fully.  What they said and what they did is still of value, and their lesson was understood by the true painters who came after them.  

Sérusier - Van Gogh - Cézanne 

The Impressionists learnt something of what they had to teach and, even if they were still unable to free themselves from having to use the subject as a support, we cannot deny that their first loyalty was always given to painting itself.  It is true that 'the mysterious effects of line' escaped  them, but 'the harmony, the melody and the counterpoint of colour' were their constant concern, to such an extent that they were led to challenge the conformist etiquette of the static, classical drawing.  

Then there were the Nabis, Gauguin at their head, exploring, under the impulse given by their predecessors, this domain of painting, always full of mysteries, and always revealing itself to be rich in human and technical possibilities.  It is easy to make facile criticisms of a painter such as Sérusier, but he is still a mine of profound ideas, which every authentic painter  ought to explore, while, certainly, distinguishing the dross that is mixed up in it and which can, nowadays, be easily identified - scientific and literary nonsense, a result of the persistence of the subject, which hinders the expansion of the object.  

The work of Van Gogh has been seen as the product of a madness which never existed outside the heads of his interpreters.  Drawn towards the resolution of this essentially pictorial, essentially ocular, problem of space and time, of equilibrium and movement, Van Gogh was the first to search how measure, cadence and rhythm could be linked together by means of line and colour.  He is still constrained by the subject - the habit is hard to kick - but he is obsessed by the object.  For a moment he holds it in his hand, then it escapes him, then he catches it again, and brings us up close to 'the arabesque and the music of line and colour which for many people are nothing.'   How Delacroix would have understood him!  And how Baudelaire would have seen in him something other than madness.  The fact is that the ability to reason is a privilege that is reserved to only a few.  

The problem is clearly stated by Cezanne, whose work is a frontal attack on the subject.  It is shaken by the object, and, for those who understand the drama as it unfolds, it is the struggle in full action between nature and Naturalism, between the man who acts and the man who is nothing more than a spectator.  The strategy that Cézanne employs is not a matter of sensibility, but of method, of logic. That is why what he taught - heavy in consequences - will oblige those generations that followed him to come to a conclusion.  Cezanne, as soon as he finds a suitable occasion, as, for example, in his Still Lifes, dismantles the subject.  He breaks the effects of the unified perspective and  multiplies the points of view.  And that enables him to lift his head and to allow his eyes to turn.  For perspective has only one point of view, that of the eye that is fixed on the geometrical plane;  plural perspective is the sight raised up in its wholeness, and assuming, putting it into cadence, the whole vertical plane of the canvas or of the wall.  Consequently, this canvas and this wall are no longer a matter of indifference to painting, but become its inert support, which the painter will invest with properties of equilibrium or of movement according to the duality of his nature as man.  Cezanne recognised the existence and potentialities of the plane surface of the canvas and of the wall.  ‘It is as I am’.  That is probably what is at the origin of his famous remarks on the cube, the cylinder, and on nature.  What exactly did he understand by nature?  In fact, it seems likely that he had an intuition of something connected with the 'temperament' to which he attached so much importance, and which was really nothing other than himself, but which he could not formulate because of the deference to the enemy-subject which he never quite managed to lose.  The proof that this was the direction of his thought lies in the gradual and prudent reduction of the importance of the subject in his works - which continues right to the end, and becomes more and more obvious - in favour of the object-painting, made up of ‘lines and colours, arabesques and music, which for many people are nothing’.  

Delacroix and Baudelaire continue to point the way for the technical researches of the painters who come after them, whose justification - we must never stop repeating it - lies in the restoration of painting as such, and not as an accessory to the expression of intellectual, literary or sentimental ideas - ideas which, with the help of talent and of persistence, were trying then, as they are trying still, to usurp painting to their own advantage.  We are, then, dealing with a craft, many of whose secrets still need to be rediscovered; and the artist, victim of an imposture, dazzling in the marvels by which it was imposed, must accept, humbly, that, before all else, he is a craftsman.  Otherwise, he will be lost, and eventually reclaimed by what he says he wishes to escape.  It is as a craftsman that he must turn to the masters of yesterday and to those of the older painters who are still alive.  They will speak to him in his own language, and not in a jargon that is foreign to him..  They will teach him certain laws and rules of syntax to which he must submit if he is to be free and, in turn, become a master of his art.  They will, in the end, give him the means of finding things that they themselves were unable to find.  A slow and continuous initiation which, never allowing the painter to stray from his object, endows, with the most perfect objectivity, the painted work.  Delacroix is not to be found in a Lion, nor in a Horseman, neither in the  episode of the Taking of Constantinople by the Crusaders, nor in that of  Sardanapalus.  Seen in one way - exercises of the hand and of the eye;  seen in another - bombastic, subjective literature.  He is in what he really was and what, unquestionably, he wanted to put above everything else: a painter, through his painting, creating himself !  His researches were technical; his writings proclaim it to all who, knowing the craft, have eyes to see and ears to hear. The Impressionists, the Nabis, Van Gogh, Cezanne, were  craftsmen, able to understand the lesson and to see it.  

Signac - Matisse - Redon - Bonnard 

It was the same for the Pointillists, who extracted from colour those properties which it only possesses by virtue of the eye, the painter’s eye, whose mission it is to awaken to their own nature, their own activity, the eyes of men.  They too are unquestionably masters whom we must follow without hesitation, without lingering over the systematic aspect of their work.  Their discoveries are objective; they are still relevant to our present day needs, and they will last.  All that is necessary, if we want to make use of them, is a critical sense able to distinguish them from what is still acting as a hindrance -  the fact of their application to subjects which, themselves, are still derived from humanist Naturalism.  When once it has been freed from its dependence on the subject, the Divisionist technique becomes an objective means which can be used to slow down, or to speed, the melodic movement towards light, to control the movement of the cadences, to emphasise the precise location in space of a particular surface, and, by way of contrast, to interest the eye more profoundly in the flat tint of an individual colour, or of a colour harmony, from whence it will be able to gain the rapid, musical arabesque that is found in the modulation of the lines.

When they first appeared on the scene, the Fauves seemed to want to make use of the conquests of the Pointillists, at least through the use of the point, but this had the effect of dispersing the pure tones whose power they wanted to try.  Unable to arrive at a melodious organisation of colour - a series of colours organised in a melodious succession - they tried to extricate themselves by using the rather clumsy technique of breaking the direction of the brush strokes, of imposing a series of patches of colour.  Dissatisfied with the result, they gave up the attempt.  We know the rather disappointing destiny of most of the first Fauves.  The experiment nonetheless deserves to be thought about and to be retained, as it was conducted by people of talent, who  had a sense of their craft.  

Only Matisse did not go back on himself.  He persisted with his study of the relations between colours, and will always be recognised as a master of harmony.  Baudelaire would rightly have reproached him with ignoring 'melody and counterpoint'.  He deformed the classical subjective drawing, thinking that by this means he would be able to form his colours;  but he did not succeed, despite his great talent as a painter.  The problem is that the one prevents the other. The naturalist, classical mode of drawing and that which is required by a painting that is traditional and objective, each of them have their own demands to make.  There is no bridge that can be thrown between the two.  The rhythm of things, which Matisse intuitively wanted to achieve, does not depend on the greater or lesser sinuosity of a contour, but on a germinating growth, whose development is marked by cadences, and thus it has the appearance of evolving from within the interior of the painting.  A colour goes towards form, to rhythm, through its own movement, hence the indispensable need for melody.  If we try to get there by closing it up in a  contour which is not of its own nature, we run into a blind alley, the eye is stopped by the double effect of the static colour and of the meandering line that limits it; for this latter, no matter how daring it might be, only deforms, without changing either its spirit or its letter, the immobile, classical drawing that is the contrary of the mobile drawing that corresponds to the nature of the object-painting.  Nonetheless, once these reservations have been stated, Matisse is still a master.  What he has to teach is bound to bear fruit and, with regard to harmony, it would be foolish to ignore him.  A demanding painter will not find everything in Matisse, but what he will find is a solid basis  for painting.  Once the limitations of this approach are recognised, however, there is nothing for it but to look elsewhere for the means to overcome them. And we do not have far to look.  

Straightaway, I think of the personalities of two painters who had little to do with the activities of the groups - that of Odilon Redon and that of Bonnard, who parted company from the Nabis with whom, initially, he had been connected.  We may regret, when we recognise his exceptional qualities as a painter, that Redon was so much attracted to the backwaters of literary intentions, but there is little point in getting worked  up about it. The lesson he gives us on harmony, cadence and counterpoint is so wonderful that it compels our admiration.  And there are some of Redon's works that have nothing more in them than that.  It is the subject and object joined together in the song of the painter for the pleasure of the eye and the glory of the soul.  Someone who knew Odilon Redon very well told me that he
 once heard him reply to a young painter who asked his advice: 'Open your box of pastels.  Choose the one that pleases you most, and crush it on your paper.  Surround it with what suits it, and in that way organise your picture.'   That is painting expressed in its object.  Beginning with the feeling of sight, and finishing with the formed work;  between these two limits, the movement of cadences and of counterpoint.  The order is perfect.  It only remains for us to acquire through experience the secret of the rules through which the vagaries of our feeling can be corrected, while still, constantly, taking the feeling itself into account.  That is what is meant by mastery.  Odilon Redon often shows us that he is a master painter.

The lesson that Bonnard has to offer us is also relevant.  Let the littérateurs who do not know the craft admire Bonnard for his spontaneous way of treating intimate subjects.  Let them seize the opportunity to bring grist to their mill if they like.  But, as far as painters are concerned, it is uniquely the painter and the objective fact of his painting, that is interesting.  And what interest the painters will find in him !  They will understand that, even if he still continues to use the common subject as a makeshift through which he can give a structure to his work, it is treated so casually that his real interest is clearly lying somewhere else.  It lies, unhesitatingly, on the side of painting, of the coloured, harmonised, cadenced, that is to say, modulated object.  It is certainly by his painting that he can attract, and hold, the attention of painters.  If they study him, they will be keeping to the right path, and they will learn lessons with respect to colour that will enable them, if they have sufficient intelligence and initiative, to know where to search for the structure, the drawing, that this colour requires - a structure that is still lacking in Bonnard, as great a painter as he was.

From this rapid survey of the pictorial activity of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries we can see that it is Delacroix who is the starting point from which the notion of reality, of the object in itself, of painting as a fact in its own right, begins to take shape.  This is the antithesis of the notion of the spectacle which had been imposed on painting by Humanism.  It stands opposed to the subject-reflex, which diverts to its own advantage feelings that are, properly, of the nature of the object.  It is actually the reality of Man, defined as such, engaged in the painter, that is at stake.  It is among the most important of ontological problems, and, if Delacroix - and we must not forget Baudelaire - were not able to present it in its entirety, as it is, the fact remains that they were able, through their acts and through their words, to orientate it towards the only path that was suitable and that could lead to a solution.  It is not surprising that certain particularly gifted painters, coming after them, had some understanding of what the engagement they had entered into meant, and devoted themselves to returning to painting its living values, simultaneous as they are to the living values of the eye.  

We must, however, recognise that, in exploring the properties of sight, they were thinking too exclusively in terms of the properties of colour.  What Delacroix  indicated by 'the harmony of lines'  shows that he at least had the presentiment of a real act of drawing, an arabesque in movement, something other than the frozen representation of a sensation expressed as a figure; the presentiment of that drawing that is inseparable from colours and from their music.  These painters, taken as they were with colours and with music, did not do much to bring this reality to light.  They did not have a sufficiently strong suspicion of its real nature.  That is why, one and all, they continued to use classical drawing, without seeing that, even if it was treated in a casual manner, or severely stylised, it was still acting in contradiction to the lyrical flight of the harmony, the melody, the counterpoint of colours, which more or less all of them were able to achieve.  

The problem of drawing was left to those painters who set themselves the job of solving it, the painters who were called the Cubists .  At last, the structures of the subjective, spectacular, representations of Humanism were overthrown  and, definitively, rejected.  But this took years of research, of unrelenting work, and personal sacrifices.  For nothing can be acquired easily and in a day.  'Under certain circumstances, painting can very well do without  a subject'.  Once again, Delacroix saw beyond what was immediately possible in his own time, and so he appears to us to have been a great visionary.  And justice demands that his name should always be associated with that of Baudelaire, whose comment, which I quoted earlier, is sufficient proof of how little interest he showed in the subject, and of the importance he placed on the object of painting, whose different levels of action, of line and of colour, he defined so lucidly.
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 Cubism - variations on the subject
The Cubists were not spontaneous products, know-nothings, trying to cover up their ignorance.  They had behind them twelve years or so of experience in their art before they appeared, determined to question everything - form and colour.  Their masters had been the Impressionists, the Pointillists and others again among those whom I have mentioned, who had received and who had developed the lesson of Delacroix.  Certainly, they still admired them, but this admiration was not without reservations, the most important of which touched precisely on the way in which they had understood drawing.  And that is why, still seeing nothing other than the classical, the Cubists gave their own mode of drawing that angular and polyhedric character which caused such a scandal but which, at bottom, had only been done with a view to emphasising the principles on which it was based.  The scandal was all the greater because this emphasis had required the artist to use exclusively greyish tones, to the detriment of those coloured seductions which were beginning at the time to enchant the surrounding world.  

The first manifestations of Cubism were, then, done more with a view towards restoration than with any desire for revolution .  The name 'Cubism' suits these efforts perfectly well - cube, volume, the three dimensional extension of perspective, the representation on a plane surface of objects and spectacles that are conditioned by these figures and by this space;  it is the subject of the Renaissance, with its laws stated explicitly.  The appearances caused anger; their rigour and their austerity shocked a careless world for which painting was a sort of dilettantism.  With the passing of the years - I say what I think, though I know I am both judge and plaintiff - one can see how modest our ambitions were at that time.  Doctrinaire though they may have been, they demanded no more than a little solidity in a kind of drawing that was still conformist, still faithful to the idea of drawing that was accepted by everyone without discussion.

 Happily for the future of Cubism, it didn't stop there.  From volume, it passed on to the subject itself.  It asked what the reality of that subject was worth, when it was seen only from the single point of view allowed by the perspective mechanism.  It thought that this subject could be greatly enhanced by multiplying the perspective points.  And that is really the moment at which it joined up again with Cezanne.  The 'total image' which we talked about at that time could not be attained by such a small step, but this was still, already, an unacceptable deviation from that much-vaunted progress in human knowledge, the perspective unity of the subject.
  We were made to know it, to the extent that questions were raised about us in the Chamber of Deputies and the Municipal Council of Paris.  However, in spite of our failure to achieve the end proposed (the 'total image'), the multiplication of perspective points was not an experiment without profit or without a future.  Indeed, it gave us the idea that - contrary to the formula adopted without discussion, which situated painting only in space and, consequently, declared it to be a static art - it could perhaps be less opposed, less alien than we had thought, to time , that is to say, to a certain movement.  This idea was the logical deduction to be derived from that succession of points of view which had been brought about through the rejection of perspective unity, a perspective unity which only allows the subject to be seen from a single point of view.  

At this moment, Cubism no longer corresponded to the name that had been appropriate for the earlier works.  It was still classical by virtue of the position adopted in relation to the subject, to the spectacle which was still treated as if it were a plastic, objective reality.  But, since it had attacked the foundations of this Classicism by rejecting the orthodoxy of the single point of view, it began to hint at heresy and its Classicism became quite inconsistent.  It is always the first step that is difficult;  once that is accomplished, the others become easier.  We may say that it was this step that was bound, inevitably, to produce a complete modification of the humanist idea of drawing - the painter drawing an external image - and to restore to drawing its living character, that of the painter drawing according to his own resemblance, traditional drawing.  The harmony of lines and their arabesque, as autonomous realities in their own right, were becoming more than just an ideal that could be imagined.  They were becoming possible, and this harmony was to achieve its full development in cadences and counterpoint and, eventually, to enter into unison with the same harmony, the same cadences and counterpoint in the colour.  When it was possible to achieve this, it would be possible to achieve the 'total image', which is really painting as an object in itself.  The craft of the painter would be restored in its rules, based on the nature of Man, not of a man stopped in front of an external appearance, but of a man in act, incarnating the quality of his own reality in the reality of his work.  

It is not my intention to describe all the different particular paths that followed from the adoption of plural perspective.  That would oblige me to consider each of the Cubist painters in the light of his own personality, his tastes, and to invoke the more or less original manner he developed to take advantage of this shattering of the subject which, up to then, had been kept in a state of equilibrium by the dogma of perspective unity.  Such a study would certainly be most absorbing and it certainly needs to be done, without losing sight of the starting point.  But I am not going to attempt it, just to indicate the reverberations that this effort towards emancipation, which was not lightly undertaken, caused in the work of other painters.  They heard it badly.  What did we see?  So many painters, so many varied presentations of a subject taken apart, delivered up to all sorts of fantasies and all sorts of subversions.  That, on a superficial level at least, was what was provoked in the world about us by a work which, without being really methodical, had, nonetheless, been the product of a long period of reflection.  

A door had been opened for the worst of subjective manifestations which appeared, timidly at first but, little by little, picking up courage.  It was as if a disorder which was already potentially present had only been waiting for the right moment in order to break out.  That moment had now arrived because, from now onwards, the subject was no longer obliged to remain confined in a state of perfect immobility.  The painter could now agitate it as he wished.  He could keep certain aspects and elements that he wanted, taking only his own taste into account.  Freedom had just won a victory.  It was used largely to the detriment of the organic drawing.  A certain pleasing coloration (a habit gained from frequenting masters of colour whose teaching, however, barely penetrated beyond the surface of the work that came after them) - was enough to cover up the poverty of the drawing and to prevent people from understanding what the real meaning of the Cubist initiative had been.  

It was, at the same time, the artist as subject who attributed to himself this liberty with regard to the subject - the one does not go without the other.  So much so that, little by little, the painted subject began to lose those connections that had made it accessible to the 'average intelligence' and, without changing its own nature, it began to adopt spatial shapes that only served to reduce its pictorial possibilities - the square, the triangle, the circle, and, finally, as a sign of even greater liberty, the deformed figures of the square, the triangle and the circle.  Who, possessing even the smallest degree of perspicacity, could fail to see the persistence of the classical subject in these unquestionable representations of a subjectivism that no longer feels any need to account to anyone other than itself?  Persistence of the subject in its spirit, a spirit that is infinitely more serious than the letter, because it is more apt to nourish disorder through the consequences which, inevitably, it provokes.  In fact, for the many painters who have, in all sincerity, got themselves stuck in this cul de sac, and for the greater number of people for whom the mysterious effects of line and colour are nothing, the fact that they cannot discern the subject under a recognisable form is enough to persuade them that the subject no longer exists.  Nothing could be less true, and what proves it is the flood of facile literature that is poured out over these works: to subjectivism is added subjectivism multiplied.  

The error is even more obvious when it is said that these works exist beyond reality.  But what do these people mean when they say 'real'?  The grandiose representations of the Renaissance and what came after them?  We have already explained why these spectacles are the very reverse of real.  So, we have to conclude that the state of mind that gave rise to them, the state of mind of Humanism, has not been subjected to any very careful criticism.  It has been taken as valid currency and, by virtue of the process of the dissolution of the subject which we have already indicated, when that same humanist state of mind no longer evokes any reminiscence of what we perceive by means of the senses, we imagine that it has gone beyond the real.  But it is the reverse that has taken place, the fall into the abyss.  If we wish to go beyond the real, we cannot start off on the basis of a misapprehension as to what it is.  

Towards the object 

The serious Cubists, once they had rejected perspective unity by multiplying the viewpoints, did not seek to transform into a premature freedom what was for them no more than a method of working and of engaging in further investigation.  They did not confuse what was only provisional with something definitive, which would have been - and was for others, as we have just seen - very dangerous.  Very cautiously, they tested the exact worth, in terms of objective, formal values, of the plurality of points of view which was what had now become characteristic of the subject.  And that led some of them to notice that the plasticity of the picture derived, not from the dispersed elements of the subject, but from the, in a sense unavoidable, way of working which had had to be adopted if these elements were to be coordinated in a logical manner - a network of plane areas, vertical and horizontal, sometimes inclined to the right or to the left, defined by lines.  These networks of harmonious lines, arranged following definite, measured relations, enclosing the different extensions defined on the plane of the canvas, seemed to them to be much more real, pictorially, than the fragments of anecdote portrayed as figures which had, both directly and indirectly, given them birth.  'The mysterious effects of line and colour ...  that musical and arabesque aspect ...  which for many people is nothing' - certain painters were, finally, beginning to have the notion of its internal mechanism, a notion that had escaped their predecessors, masters of colour, but prisoners of the classical outline and of the illusion it had provoked of a third dimension.  

It now remained to unravel the laws of this mechanism.  We had had a very clear intuition of the autonomy of the painting as an object in itself.  Jean Metzinger and myself had expressed it in 1912, in our work, Du Cubisme, but we honestly admitted that we were not at that point capable of realising it.  We warned against the temptation to go too fast;  we refused to entrust the future to a throw of the dice.  The hour came in the normal course of events, bringing with it those clarifications that were necessary for realising the painting-object, its laws and the infinite variety of possible combinations it allowed.  If the subject did not disappear completely once all our attention was turned towards the object, it was because, even after it has been formally renounced, it is hard to break free of a habit.  It holds on, and to such an extent that it is prepared to behave in a very discreet manner, if only it is allowed to remain.  And that was what happened.  The network of lines and zones, vertical, horizontal or inclined, became the structures of the picture.  A picture that is flat, through the nature of the canvas, and which remained so in its structures.  The subject adapted itself to the discipline of this reality, and its representation took on the character of a sign and no longer that of an imitation of things as they are perceived by the senses.  A tacit agreement between the object , master of the house, and the subject , as domestic servant, reconciled what was real with an image which was now no more than an allusion, with a rather hieratic quality.  It is certain that this sort of integration of the subject in the object, which did not in any way alter the reality of the thing in itself, had at that moment no other end than to maintain, if only in effigy, the presence of the subject - a convention which we did not renounce.  I insist on that, emphatically.  But I would also take this opportunity to add that, by an interesting turn of events, when the possibility of realising a painting object without any interference on the part of the figurative element was fully realised and it was then necessary to consider the complexity of the field that had been opened up, and to respond to needs which it was impossible to avoid, such as that of iconography, at that point this integration of the subject to the object to the end I have just described - the maintenance of the image - began to occur of its own accord, but under the control of reason, and in the opposite direction: the reintegration of the subject without falsifying the nature of the object.  

As one can easily imagine, if the intentions were different, the practical realisations were very similar in their superficial appearances.  It is, however, good to be able to say that, from this point onwards, these efforts, instead of being empirical, were becoming methodical, intentional.  We will return to this again, shortly, when we come to discuss this problem of figuration which the new, hastily flung together, groupings tend to reject with the battle-cry: 'down with the subject!'  For the moment, it is just a matter of a misunderstanding based on the confusion between the classical appearance - a spectacle without any consciousness of form - and a figurative suggestion that can be integrated into the traditional form.  It is a confusion from which only ignorant or misled painters, or fishers in troubled waters, can hope to derive any benefit.  

What had to happen happened.  The brief moment of agreement between subject and object of which I have spoken could not last.  The reality had to appear, free from all concessions to the remains of Humanism which, in spite of their submissive and retiring character, were not able to disguise their origins.  So true it is that, when two lines start out from opposite directions, there is always a point at which they meet.  Our good instincts have need of a clear head at that meeting point if they are not to lose their way.  The reality of the structures won the day, finally and categorically.  The verticality and horizontality of the lines, following the sides of the flat canvas;  the inclination on the axis of this plane, which had derived from the substitution of plurality for perspective unity - these now declared themselves to be the laws of the objective drawing, of that ‘total image’  which had been sought, wrongly, in the subject, but intuitively felt and realised in the object.  Jean Metzinger and Juan Gris were the first to deduce from what had been revealed experimentally the theory it implied in logic.  Shortly after them, for my own part, I tried to formulate it in my little work: Painting and its Laws: What Should Come out of Cubism.  

This was the period of the first objective paintings, paintings which derived their reality, and therefore their justification, uniquely from what we thought - improperly - were the 'capabilities' of the flat surface.  That flat surface had, since the Renaissance, been considered as having no value in itself, as being uniquely the screen on which appearance-spectacles could be projected.  It was the appearance-spectacle which, reproduced with paint-brush and paint, was what painting meant for nearly everyone.  The so-called 'capabilities of the plane' I named as verticality and horizontality - translation of the plane;  and - turning round the axis - rotation of this plane.  The consequences of the Renaissance were altogether done away with, and the painting-object was now based upon nothing other than its own laws and its own nature.  With these fundamental, simple, and usable elements, the revolution in drawing - form - had found a solid basis.  Good intentions, and talent at the service of fantasy, were now relegated to the status of preliminary exercises.  Painting was now definitively its own master;  non-figurative, objective painting without a subject was no longer an aspiration;  it freed the painter, but not by throwing him into the liberty of disorder.  It demanded, on the contrary, that he become conscious of order, that he come to her humbly, that he learn through his work to conform to her living rhythm.   

How were the first painting-objects received and appreciated?  I can reply from first-hand experience.  While the use of 'translations' and 'rotations' clearly did not yet allow for the production of definitive works - it was still too soon to dream of producing a masterpiece - still, it was already capable of invoking 'these mysterious effects of line ...  this musical and arabesque aspect' whose value had been well sensed by Eugene Delacroix.  But, as he had bitterly remarked, 'for many people, it is nothing' .  The first painting-objects were indeed nothing for the surrounding world, including, with some rare, and for that reason, precious exceptions, those who professed to be critics of art.  Also, for the great majority of painters, busily defending 'their personality', making use of the humanist subject.  The works were nothing, but they were something all the same, and the future was obliged to admit it.  That future is today's present, which admits the legitimacy of non-figurative painting, even if it is unable to make, with regard to it, an honest indictment of the elements of disorder in favour of order.  A little further in the future, and this judgment will be made, there can be no doubt of it.  It would be ridiculous to ask non-figurative painting, which is, in its positive aspect, the painting-object in itself, to be nothing more than the product of a psychological delirium, when the pseudo-painting of the humanists was able to justify itself by appealing to the authority and power of what it understood to be ‘reason’.  The painting-object is certainly more reasonable in the real sense of the word than that which it replaced.  Its reason is not that of a man abandoned to his reflexes by an eye fixed on distant appearances, but of an eye that is acting under the authority and power of Man, who endows it with his own internal movement.  Total man, total painting.  

Let us pause for a moment to reflect upon and attempt to summarise the state in which Cubism found itself at the moment when the rupture with the state of mind of the Renaissance, with Humanism, was complete.  A rupture which was the consequence of a series of experiments which had been pursued with much prudence in the studio and which had finished in a complete reversal of what had previously been the recognised position of the painter with regard to his work.  No longer did he occupy the position that had made of him a commentator, a sort of designer of naturalistic scenery, a man at the mercy of appearances as they are recorded by the senses, a Narcissus, stopped in front of a reflection of his own image.  He now occupied a position which, from that point onwards, would restore to him his place in the world, his nature, his role, which would engage his full responsibility and would give him the means to come to a knowledge of himself through his own objective action, which would make of painting a reality in itself, image and resemblance of Man.  Man's song, in sum, once again considered to be more human than the representation, even the idealised representation, of his physical appearance.  Of course, such an outcome had not been foreseen at the time of the first manifestations of Cubism.  I have shown that, far from wanting to break with Classicism, the Cubists wanted, rather, to restore its basic principles.  But, as, above all else, they wanted their art to possess a truly plastic character, it did not take long before they saw that the spatial volume they were emphasising was far too heavily dependent on a mere trompe l'oeil.  The researches continued, still concentrating their attention on the subject, which was taken apart and analysed through the plurality of points of view.  The method that had been adopted brought out the contradictions that there were between the subject and the object;  and the conditions required by the latter in relation to the plane of the canvas began to appear, without having been envisaged beforehand.  The successions of points of view also suggested to those who were engaged in the experiment the idea of time, a capacity that had been refused to painting ever since the adoption of perspective unity.  

The idea of presenting the subject, following a series of different, successive, appearances seen from different points of view, implied an essentially cinematic, discontinuous idea of time.  Once the painters had rejected it, they found the mobility of the painting in the inter-relations of the structures themselves.  It appeared as a series of cadences whose numerically based succession established a time that was able to flow, that was at once both supple and continuous.  Every trace of the subject vanished.  It was now possible to establish a theoretical formulation of the two principles which had to be respected if the painting-object was to be built.  These were translation, entirely limited to relations in space, which modified the figures and the different magnitudes that corresponded to the nature of the plane-canvas;  and rotation, which instigated the movement of time that determined the order of succession and the direction to be followed by the cadences and, at the same time, gave rise to the particular, unified form in which the overall rhythm of the painting could be fulfilled.  That is where the researches of the Cubism of 1910 had led.  The Renaissance mode, under which painting is dominated and determined by the subject, was replaced by the traditional mode, which gives painting its own autonomy through the full recognition of the means that are natural to it..  Painting is painting, and painting does nothing other than sing the nature of Man through the intervention of the painter.  It becomes once again a craft, like any other - a craft which must be learnt so well that its rules pass into a higher automatism, after which, if it seems that the rules have been neglected, the neglect is only apparent.  It is the proof of a real mastery of the means.  

After the conquests which our masters had made over colour, then, their negligence, or the timidity of their efforts, with respect to drawing, was, happily, resolved around 1920.  This, of course, was no more than a beginning.  Much still had to be developed, much else remained to be discovered, but this beginning was a true beginning.  And the ground to be worked was solid; all the literary parasites were kept out of it - it could only be held by people seriously interested in developing their craft.  As for the exhibition-going public, that consisted of those 'few adepts, alas! who can feel those mysterious effects of line and colour ...  that aspect of music and arabesque that for most people is nothing'.  Delacroix and Baudelaire would not have hesitated to recommend the effort required finally to see and to taste fully those harmonies of line, games of cadence, this music and arabesque (which is what drawing is when it is concerned with the overall form of the painting), instead of remaining fixed in that lazy attitude for which painting can only be understood through being confused with the sentimentality of subjects, through reflexes which turn us away from its real poetry.  

I must add to what has already been said an event of capital importance which took place several years earlier, around 1913, and whose full, deeply moving, significance must be understood.  It shows what continuity there was in this effort, and to what extent we can feel a sense of the inevitable governing the succession of events.  We owe it to that turbulent genius, Robert DELAUNAY.  Too essentially lyrical by temperament to confine himself to a patient, critical, experimental work, Delaunay had little enthusiasm for the enterprise which we had undertaken with regard to drawing.  He devoted his attention to colour, and, profiting from the victories won by his predecessors, he added another, of decisive importance: the use, for its own sake, as a moving reality of colour, of the chromatic circle, or, if we want to sum it up in its entirety, the rainbow.  Yet another of Delacroix's presentiments realised!  Delacroix had retrieved it and put it back onto the painters’ agenda.  Sérusier and the Divisionists had used it, but they had only seen it as a guide to establishing different harmonious relations of colour.  Delaunay understood its real nature, and proclaimed it as the key to melody and to its modulation.  His works are the proof.  

This was an enormous discovery, and it was only years later that I, personally, was able to appreciate it.  For that is how it is.  Yoked together in the same researches, strictly of interest to painting, we pursued them, each of us, by different routes, though coming together to a single conclusion - the reality of the painted work.  Delaunay did not see the sense of our work, neither could we see the sense of his.  Once the drawing was integrated with the colour, the cadences began to take on flesh, the flesh of the painter;  so, the colour had to be unified with the drawing, with its harmonies, its melodies, its counterpoint.  How could the chromatic circle in the form of the rainbow fail to assume its full living value?  How could Robert Delaunay fail to appear in his real nature, as a precursor?  A precursor whose life had been devoted to further developing the work of those who had gone before him?  

4 

Capacities of the eye 

I haven’t written at such length on the Cubist experience simply for the pleasure of praising the cause to which I am, personally, committed.  Nor is that my reason for concluding that it I Cubism that has given u the possibility of realising the object-painting in a rational manner, independent of the classical subject, which had taken the place of the object-painting and thus rendered its realisation impossible.  To say this is to do no more than to recognise a fact which has to be acknowledged by anyone with good sense and an honest judgment.  And this same good sense and honest judgment will also insist that Cubism cannot be dissociated from its forerunners and its teachers, of whom the earliest were certainly Delacroix and Baudelaire, prophets and, already, legislators. 

It is, then, about 1920 that the two first principles of the construction of the painting-object - translation and rotation - were formulated in a rigorous way.  These are the two properties of the eye, of sight, projected into the painter's work.  They are the work of the eye par excellence.  It seems amazing that it should have taken so much time and effort to discover, or, rather, to rediscover, things so simple and obvious.  That was the necessary consequence of the Humanist state of mind.  It had the effect of propelling Man out of himself.  It misled him to the point at which he could imagine that what he observes is quite independent of his own responsibility as an observer.  The 'principle of causality' tricked the reason - the true operation of our reason - through the appearance of a causation that was entirely mechanical in nature.  It thus prevented it from seeing that the relations of cause and effect are simultaneous.  Starting on the plane of the supernatural, they remain consistent right down to the humblest manifestation of the natural plane, a plane that is quite distinct from the plane of subjective naturalism.  So, the simplest situations have become impossible and, even when we have been forced by our own experience to make certain precise statements that are of the order of the object, our reason is so intimidated by its old routine that we have to try to explain what we have found by clinging tenaciously to this inadequate ground of rationalism which is not at all suitable and which prevents us from having a clear vision of the real meaning and direction of the thing that we have touched upon. 

That was the case in 1920 with regard to these translations and rotations, which were quite true in themselves but which it never occurred to any of us to relate to their real cause - the human eye.  When I re-read what I wrote about this at the time in my study Painting and Its Laws: What Should Come out of Cubism, I remain astonished at my blindness.  The explanations I gave of them were dominated by that sort of intellectual affectation which can overwhelm and paralyse a person, even if he hasn't been broken into it by a particular type of education.  It took me years to get rid of it, to disentangle myself, and of course that has greatly lengthened the time it took for these two principles, whose true origin I still could not see, to realise their worth.  I had no idea what they were.  They remained the fruits of observation.  They had nothing to do with me.  I was not their cause, and my researches remained external to myself.  In practising them, I realised the object in a summary fashion, but I thought of it in terms that were more appropriate to the subject.  Contradictions that I can distinguish very clearly now, but which hindered me for a long time, because I had no idea of their existence.  

I think that if only we could become conscious of our own presence in the work we do, we would then be able to criticise the cacophony of groups that are presently rallying round the war-cry ‘Down with the subject!’ in a way that would be useful, and pertinent.  The reasons for this disorder would then be apparent.  It is, essentially, determined by the absence of any connection between, on the one hand, the intention - which is to get rid of the subject, a concept which in turn implies that the end to be achieved is the object - and, on the other, the object as it is, in its reality.  They cannot see that this reality is located in the reality of the painter and, consequently, in the reality of Man.  And that is what gives rise to those unsuitable terminologies and to that subjectivism which is still at work, even though everyone is deceived into thinking it has gone away.  All that has happened is that painting has become a matter of individualities and nothing else, whereas the spectacles offered by the Renaissance were limited, through the application of very strict rules, to a subjectivism which everyone could share in common, the subjectivism of the spectator, the observer.  

That is the difference, a difference in presentation, not in principles.  Just as the physicist, dazzled by his atoms and sub-atoms, thinks that, because he has changed the scale of his work, things happen differently than they do at the normal level, so the ‘non-figurative’, ‘abstract’, ‘non-objective’ painter believes, quite sincerely, that, because he has given up the representations that everyone can understand, he has accomplished a revolution and changed the course of events.  Our present-day intellectualism, which has very little to do with the Intellect, consists in building up theories and inconsistent hypotheses, which have no basis in what is real, solid, objective in the proper sense of the word.  And it is for that reason that we can conclude without fear of contradiction that we have now reached the extreme limit of our degradation, as much in the sciences as in the arts.  Subjectivism wanders further and further off into the desert, and thus it loses all possibility of recovering the object of the work of the intellect, the source of that knowledge which derives from experience and whose categorical principle is, first and foremost, Man.  

For the painter, this experience is the experience of painting, and it cannot be anything else so long as the painter himself is nothing else.  And, as the painter is a particular category [qualification] of Man, it follows naturally that the mere fact of belonging to this category does not of itself have the effect of abolishing the fundamental properties of Man, who is its first support.  It is, then, important to recognise this reality and not to deform its nature.  It is not a word, it is a being.  Man is not a passive observer.  He is an active creator of himself; it is by his nature that he exists, and not by a series of suggestions that come from the world that surrounds him, from that naturalism that offers him only signs of a reality which he can never discover unless he first discover himself.  Humanism   adorned itself with a very seductive title.  The active being gave way to the observer, and nature was hidden by naturalism; signs became indisputable facts, subjects were considered as objects.  

The signs were subjected to calculation and analysis with a view to grasping the secret that, precisely, would lead to that being the desire for which the Humanist still felt.  An exhausting, fruitless disintegration.  Whatever we do, we can never come close to infinity.  On the contrary, if we don't resist the temptation, and if we let ourselves be drawn towards it, we approach ever closer and closer to the void.  As much through the multiplicity of practical applications as through the theories developed in the laboratory.  

So that its spectacles could be conveyed, communicated or, in a word, seen, the Renaissance was obliged to search for the mechanism of transmission, of communication, of visibility in the natural mechanism of sight, once it has been reduced to the immobility of a spectator.  Perspective has no other source than the human eye in a particular position, adapted to certain conditions which have been adopted purposefully and with deliberation.  To think about perspective as if it were a thing in itself, separate from its cause, is to indulge in intellectualism and to wander off course for no good reason.  Perspective, then, is the fixed framework.  The picture derives its variety from the figures that we see in it, but these are simply different ways in which the fixed framework is applied.  They are, so to speak, accidental.  If we forget the frame and its dependence on the operations of our sight, if we think of these pictorial accidents as being unquestionable facts, thus rendering them independent of what determines them, then we shall advance, unawares, into a cul de sac.  Intellectualism dreams, it invents, it imagines, it attributes laws to nature, then it declares these laws to be invalid, it changes them, it suggests hypotheses, it never doubts that these laws and these hypotheses are real properties of the Universe, and then, suddenly, one fine day, it finds itself in front of a wall, with all possibilities of movement stopped, through the enormity of having forgotten that the whole edifice was only built up on the basis of a man whose senses - those marvellous means he has been given - have been reduced to inaction.  Subjective perspective, which finishes up in the uncertainty of subjectivism in general.

When he denies the subject, does this mean that the painter wishes to renounce himself?  Does he think the problems to which such a denial gives rise can be rendered easy merely by avoiding them and by changing the nature of his materials?  Those are some of the questions we find ourselves having to ask when we look at the works that are presented under the name 'non-figurative'.  Everyone has a right to their own opinion.  But, as for us, we wish to remain painters.  It is, then, about painting as an object that we speak, and, in all the efforts we have made, we have had no aim other than to arrive at a recognition of the living laws by which it is determined.  It is characterised by drawing and colour [dessin et couleur en sont les qualificatifs].  Drawing and colour have nothing to do with perspective.  Their whole area of operation has to do with the eye.  They cannot possibly exist independently of vision.  Vision is not a passive eye, tied to perspective.  It is active sight.  It makes form and it makes light through the harmonious relations of lines and colours and through the direction to which they give rise, a direction that is of the nature of song, of melody, and which facilitates the meditation and the contemplation of the man who sees, and for whom painting is one of the many and varied expressions of his incarnate reality. 

Translation and rotation are the two properties of sight in its living reality.  We must, then, learn to integrate them into our drawing and our colour, to train ourselves to explore their relations, to assimilate their rules, to the point at which they become automatic, so that we no longer have to think about them.  

Finally, we must learn to sing, to arouse in those who are of the same nature as ourselves, that meditation and that contemplation which are true poetry, which awakens the being to himself, object of his object.  The painter returning to painting is man-subject returning to man-object, learning to know himself at his different levels of reality - of the nature of the senses, entering into activity, of the nature of Form.  Let perfection be the end proposed at each of these three different levels.  Through beauty and through its effect on the soul, Orpheus charmed the animals, but that was not the end of it.  It was the lowest level of a process of ascension that was fulfilled in the transcendence of a nature immanent at all its levels.  The animals are the senses; above them there is action, direction; and above that again, there is the fulfilment, in ineffable light.  Throughout, knowledge of the Order.  Which presupposes knowledge of one's craft.  

Delacroix and Baudelaire showed us the way.  After them came painters who continued the explorations which they had begun and who brought to light materials that we must learn to understand; that is what is durable in the heritage that has been passed on to us and for which we must be grateful.  I have tried to indicate their principle lines, which belong strictly to painting and are most specifically of interest to those who are actively engaged in the craft.  

To be descended from a great line is a fine title to nobility, and nobility has its obligations.  I fear that the brains of our time are so muddled by the aberration of individualism that it has become a superstition and we have to defend ourselves against it.  Before they have learned the first principles of their craft, the young painters nowadays talk about their personality, they think only of their sensibility, and they claim to be forearmed against all influence.  But this does not keep them from falling victim to the letter and remaining quite ignorant of the spirit, for there is nothing new under the sun and everything that can be done more or less has been done.  That is why no-one can say: everything begins with me.  In spite of their proclamations to the contrary, we can see that every one of these painters has been touched by all sorts of influences.  No-one can start from zero.  Of course, hardly anyone nowadays speaks in favour of the imitation of external appearances, yet this is still what is most typical of our time.  And that is why so many of these works have been left unfinished.  All that they have been able to seize, hastily, from the pioneers, has been a formula to cover something for which no formula exists - the element in the appearance of the paintings that is distinctive and individual.  Would it not have been better, since the need to be taught is inescapable, to search to learn something about what is the common foundation of every painted work - the traditional principles of the craft, principles that belong to those who have enough sense to judge that they exist, and who are willing to unite their own nature as Man to their nature as painter?  

In saying that painting is a craft, I know very well that I risk raising a thousand cries of protest.  There is no lack of dupes in our age in which every man has achieved his freedom at the moment of his birth.  'It is an art!', they will say.  And art obeys no laws other than those of the sensibility and of the personality.  And God knows just how far they have had to go in order to find this personality.  In the subconscious, and through the intervention of mediums!  As always, even in our errors, we are never the first; there are always forerunners.  These are the people whom Moliere ridiculed in the eighteenth century, when he made them say: 'People of quality know everything without ever having learnt anything' ! Moliere, who had the vision of a seer, was not just attacking a particular social class.  He was able to identify certain tendencies of his own time which, since then, have become ever more marked until, now, they are out of control completely.  In fact, this heresy is no more than the natural result of the Renaissance point of view, which carried the seeds of that of the present day.  To the general point of view succeeded the individual point of view, and this point of view is subordinate only to itself and is therefore beyond all criticism.  It is this which justifies itself with reference to the sensibility - we still need to refer to something, however feeble it might be.  It is this which, using the sensibility as a cover, has reduced the personality to nothing more than a pernicious, excessive, awareness of 'Me!'.  Immediately we ask the question why, since they boast of their isolation and their solitude, these painters should want, through their exhibitions, to establish any sort of contact with the rest of the world at all.  It can only be through a misunderstanding, or on the strength of those marks of a common good which their work still bears in spite of themselves - marks which are all that remain of a craft that has been cut off from its inheritance.  

It is better honestly to acknowledge that craftsmanship is quite indispensable, and that it is only through the mastery of a craft that our sensibility and personality can be exalted.  And we should have sufficient of a critical spirit to be able, from the outset, to avoid mistaking what that craft is.  The instruction given in the schools, whether official or independent, has nothing to do with craft, which, in principle, can only be taught through the living experience of the workshop.  Just as the craft of the musician cannot be learnt through the commentaries published in opera librettos, so nothing can be learnt about painting from illustrated commentaries on naked women, or on any other so-called pictorial motif.  Painting is painting, and painting is its own true teaching.  This teaching passes its materials and its syntax, the function and the arrangement of lines and colours, on to the apprentice.  It is a teaching that is simple and direct, and which aims immediately at the end that is to be achieved.  This has been distorted by the Humanist attitude, which has sent the object-painting off in the wrong direction, questing after the subject, the naked woman or any of the other so-called pictorial motifs.  

Since that time, painting has been taught in the way it is still being taught in the Official and Independent academies.  It can hardly be denied that the talent for imitation has been taught and has been developed magnificently; it has given us masterpieces of genre painting, and a marvellous variety of treatment and interpretation.  But we owe to it also, and this is more questionable, the different ideologies promoted by aestheticism - which, etymologically, has to do with irritability - an aestheticism based on physical, psychological and sentimental beauty.  All of which can be summed up in the image of the shadow cast by the prey.  We can see nowadays where all that has led, now that our hearts and our minds are weary with the subjects of the Golden Age, and individualism has taught us to prefer to the quality of the work the torments and affectations of the painter, which reflect exactly the disorder of Man lost in the denial of himself.  

Logically, then, the attitude of mind implied in the banning of the subject is the attitude of mind of the painter in painting, a recognition that he knows nothing, and that he needs to learn.  There is no way of overcoming this lack of knowledge other than to turn to the craft, the true craft that has its laws and its rules which are acquired and thanks to which personal values can express themselves freely, without our either being aware of the fact or talking about it.  The laws and rules of a craft are not numerous, they do not require any intellectual effort, they are accessible to all.  But, if they are to bear flowers and fruit, they require work, even self-denial, patience in following them, continuous effort, and a mind sufficiently disinterested to engage in rigorous self-criticism.  And, obviously, talent.  A true artist is never satisfied with what he does, even if he has won the approval of those around him.  All his life, he will advance towards his own self-perfection as a man and as a painter, through work pursued, day after day, under the stimulation of a love that can never be satisfied.  The contract he entered into on the day on which he told himself 'I will be a painter' is irrevocable.  No-one can release him, for he has made a commitment to perfection, and it is to this perfection alone, immanent and transcendent, that he is accountable.  It is to the glory of this perfection that his work is dedicated.  

It is this objective craft, a craft which is not at the mercy of particular moods and fantasies, that will eventually silence the regrettable cacophony which we hear among those groups that have been brought together round the quite justifiable cry, 'Down with the subject!.  The works that have been shown, and the explanations that have been given by those who are responsible, demonstrate that, so far, hardly anyone has any clear notion how the subject is to be replaced.  As we have already said, the object-painting escapes them, and the pavilion of non-figurative art is still mistakenly adorned with subjective opinions, exaggerated to the point that they become no more than a sort of spontaneous graffiti.  For all their good intentions and all their sound intuitions, the critical comments that have been passed on these works from outside are no better calculated to encourage order, least of all, a turning towards that order whose foundation is the craft.  A complete, not a faltering, craft, bringing drawing and colour together in an intimate union.  Pretty colours on evanescent structures are only dust thrown in the eyes; the pleasurable sensation they give at first sight does not last, and it is a void for the soul.  It is the same if the nature of drawing is misunderstood, if we replace the classical, figurative drawing with some sort of elementary geometry, or with chaotic improvisations, stripped of all organic logic.  The spirit has nothing to do with it, all we have is the intellect, tormented by the remains of intellectualism. 

THE CRAFT 

What, then, is the painter’s craft, the craft of a painter who wants, simply and in all sincerity, to achieve through painting his own self-realisation and to communicate this reality to those who, participating in the nature of Man, resemble him.

1. Knowledge of materials
1.  First of all it involves the recognition and knowledge of the material aspect of the craft - what causes it to be itself and nothing else.  It may seem childish to want to draw attention to this, it seems so obvious.  But, thinking it over, I am of the opinion that, obvious as it may seem, it has been much neglected - that, for many painters, it does not seem to be very obvious at all.  Otherwise, we would never see anyone, wanting to engage in the practice of painting, use materials which are contrary to its nature.  But this is not the case.  Too many aberrations of this sort have appeared without exciting the legitimate protest that they deserve, if only with regard to the proper use of words.  Let me be clearly understood.  I am not opposed to each and everyone’s individual fantasies.  If they are put together, using anything you like, but with talent, then I am broad-minded enough to be able to appreciate them.  But don’t trick them out in a language that doesn’t belong to them - a cat is a cat, and not a box of cigars.  That we should find new words for a new fantasy, that is all I ask.  We should have enough initiative and imagination to be able to do that.  This seems to me to be elementary, and will avoid all sorts of useless confusion.  

If, then, we are talking strictly about painting, we have to take account of the material means.  And we have to resolve to use those materials and nothing else if we want to be a painter.  In the past, when the young apprentice entered a workshop while he was still almost a child, he picked up, almost unthinkingly, a knowledge of the materials that were proper to his craft.  They became familiar to him merely through daily contact.  It is true that he played an important role in their preparation - all the substances used in the work of drawing and painting - fabrication of the brushes, of tracing paper, of glues, oils, siccatives, colours etc.  These weren’t things of no importance, whose quality could safely be entrusted to the hands of persons unknown.  The apprentice learned what they were worth for his own work, in the future, the work on which his own livelihood would depend.  So, he never forgot it and, above all, he kept it in mind when he himself became a master. 

It is certainly not in the academies, the state academies or the independent academies -  or otherwise, that these indispensable bases of painting can be learned these days.  The men in charge of them are 'Masters of Arts'.  They are not master craftsmen.  They never think of giving a lesson on crayons, on charcoal, on how to prepare a canvas or a wall, on the chemistry of colours; all that is terribly small beer, isn't it?  Can you, then, be surprised if the young painters come out of the academies full of scorn for everything that touches on the foundations of their craft?  No-one has ever talked to them about it.  The aim was to make artists out of them, and it has been successful.  And that is why, possessing none of the elements of their art, they can only think about their sensibility, their personality, their genius, and, in order that these may be properly expressed, of expedients and gimmicks.  A little talent, which is to say, know-how, plenty of trickery, and the thing is done.  It must be admitted that certain of their elders - talented painters, of value in many ways, but lacking in professional conscience or in knowledge of their craft, have encouraged them in their error.  But a little critical sense would have been sufficient to save them.  Any old canvas, bought anywhere, unsized, the paint peeling off after several years, the colours blackening through improper mixing ...  These are heartbreaking, eloquent witnesses arguing in favour of an honest craftsmanlike approach which would at least assure the work a normal course of life.  Does anyone pay any attention?  Alas! I don't think so.  In the past, and, at the time, with better reason, the painter took care that his work should be presented properly.  The person who appreciated painting knew something about the art and demanded good workmanship, fine craftsmanship, and that was still the distinguishing characteristic of a work of art.  Neither the one nor the other could be fooled. And this did not inhibit the expression of personal feelings, of sensibility, personality, or genius.  It is from those days that we have the saying: ‘Genius is a long patience’.  

The decline in the quality of craftsmanship which marks that sort of production which we style, pretentiously, 'the fine arts' coincides with the meteoric rise of industry.  The proliferation of machines provoked a proliferation of theorists whose role it was to boast of their merits under the cover of ‘progress’, which was destined to liberate man from the servitude of work.  The nineteenth century gave itself up to this kind of psychosis, and to a state of enchantment with a series of ever more amazing mechanical applications.  Peasants and craftsmen abandoned their fields and their workshops for factories which, with a very few rare exceptions, did not require anything in the way of a specialist expertise.  The long apprenticeships which had been required by the crafts in general became memories of times of ignorance and of the servitude of the people.  Mechanical science was destined to free the slaves and to fill their heads with knowledge.  And the manoeuvres performed on the production line would be as numerous as the products that emerged from them, without, to the slightest degree, engaging the consciousness of the worker.  Why should artists remain independent of this state of mind?  Why should they have persisted in wanting to learn their craft?  Why should they have wanted to remain reactionary, refusing to profit from the emancipation brought about by progress?  They did not hesitate.  They went with the tide, and, though factories have not been built for them yet, they have, all the same, joined with the general mood. In the name of defending their individual liberty.  They have renounced everything to do with their craft.  

They do ‘art’, exclusively, without learning the necessary preconditions.  Materials, and how they should be used, do not interest them.  And that is why a painting hardly has any longer a life than any industrial product.  

2. Drawing and colour 

2.  The second aspect of the painter’s craft involves the question of how the painter’s materials are to be used with a view to realising his work - the coming together of the drawing and of the colour.  The work understood as objective painting not as a subjective expression, as painting-object, not subject-painting.  Drawing does not have the same meaning in relation to the reality of the object as it does when it is a question of creating the illusory appearance of a subject.  The principles are different and they are opposed to each other.  I will come back to this with a view to making it as clear as possible and to getting rid of any equivocations.  There are plenty of them.  The most serious and dangerous of them, it seems to me, is the conviction that the qualities of the object can be realised simply by deforming, or torturing, the ordinary, classical, representational style of drawing.  The pretext that is offered is the defence of our sensibility and, of course, the ‘human’ value of the painting.  You can see the flaw in the argument.  The quality of ‘humanity’ is placed in the external image of a man as reflected in a mirror.  The man’s own song, or his act, is not to be regarded as ‘human’.

In order to be effective, the practical means that are proposed in this approach would require the establishment of a common ground between two elements that are wholly contradictory: the one corresponding to the object, which has the possibility of growth - the other corresponding to the subject, which is, at present, withering away.  The one rising, the other falling.  But a common ground of this kind is incompatible with the two ways in which the operation of the sight can be understood - passively receptive, or active, and formative.  At least, so long as we ask from the eye something more than just a series of perceptions, so long as we are not satisfied with being immobilised by our points of view.  It is in vain that we break up and torture the images of these points of view.  We will never arrive by this means at the kind of drawing that corresponds to the needs of the active vision.  We can intellectualise these formulae, these inert silhouettes, as much as we like.  They will give us no more than what they are - appearances.  Look, in these operations of the disintegration of the image, for the capacity of the sight to generate form, but you will never find it.  All you have is a perception, which you are trying to dismantle, and it will draw you ever further away from the object, from yourself, from your own capacity to put the form into action through the real action of sight.

Rather than indulging in the distortion of the classical image, it would be better straightforwardly to take up perspective, which, if it does not attain to form, is at least based on something that is, truly, an operation of the eye.  Faithfulness to the perspective mechanism will prevent you from falling into an arbitrary formula - one which can satisfy neither the subject nor the object and in which the principles of the academy are only very barely concealed. To respect perspective is to respect classical drawing and the masters who were able to use it to produce great works.  You keep control, to the benefit of yourself and of other people.  There is an advantage for each.  Even if you have understood what objective drawing is and are capable of using its resources to produce the painting-object, I think that exercises for the eye and for the hand, executed carefully, following the classical way, can only be helpful.  I recommend them to those who would think of asking for my advice, and I insist on warning them against the superstition that rejoices in all these different sorts of deformations.  It seems to me to be really indecent with regard to the great masters.  These masters were perfectly well able to bear witness to their sensibility and to their personality without having to resort to this sort of subterfuge.  Wasn’t it they who said: ‘Without knowledge, art is nothing;
There is a great deal to be gained from drawing in the classical manner.  From the rapid sketch to the drawing that has been studied, thought about, realised, there is a wide range of possibilities offered to the faithful student - the student who does not mistake the errors made by his eye or by his hand for the virtues of his sensibility, or his ignorance of the principles of his art for the manifestation of his personality.  He will find in classical drawing a means by which his eye and his hand can learn to work together, the strength of his will can be affirmed, and his line purified. He will learn, without any intrusion of intellectual  ideas, simply by feeling, what proportions are good and harmonious, how line can be organised into cadences, what symmetry is, what are the circumstances in which it is suitable, and what, in other circumstances, should replace it.  He will appreciate the quality of the choices that can be made through all the numerous complications that spectacles seen in perspective can offer.  He will arrange his compositions with a view to affirming and to maintaining the domination of this choice, using no other guide than his own taste, which will improve through constant interaction with his own self-criticism.  Finally, he will even be able to make some use of the values that belong to the nature of the object, which will enable him to assign everything to its proper place and, most importantly, to take up a position in relation to, and to understand, the nature of his preferences.  Through these exercises - understood precisely as exercises and not as an end in themselves - he will learn that real sensibility lies in the mastery of himself and not in the indulgence of his imperfections; that a hand that trembles, or an eye that sees things askew, are not signs of talent; that personality is something more than a mere hankering after originality.  It is, on the contrary, the sign of his whole being.  It marks with its own image and resemblance - without it being necessary even to think about it - the work of the head, of the heart and of the hands.  

All that having been said, these exercises - which are certainly good in themselves, and which ought to be practised all the time - must not be allowed to obscure the critical faculty to such an extent that it loses sight of the object of the painter's desire: painting, which is quite another matter, and which has nothing to do with perspective and its descriptive character.  Perspective is confined to the realm of the subject, and the subject can only react.  We must not be afraid of repeating that it is precisely the reduction of man to this state of slavery that is at the very basis of Humanism.  The painting of the Renaissance put the materials of the object at the disposal of the subject which is incapable of envisaging anything other than itself.  The naturalism of the spectacle became ever more alien to the nature that acts, that is capable of creating forms;  the spectacles seen by the eye were increasingly diminished, they became increasingly intellectual in nature, and sight was to have no function other than merely to record their existence. 

The painters are now turning away from this intellectual aberration, which has reached the end of its course.  Painting is now, once again, trying to find the way of Man.  The painters who wish to achieve it are many.  It is in the technical aspect of their craft that they can find the living means by which they can reach their goal, so long as they turn towards themselves determinedly, to become conscious of the origins and conditions of the work that is to be realised.  It is not by trusting to luck, by covering the canvas with cabbalistic signs that have no significance other than that of a personal opinion, in throwing paint around in a more or less competent manner; it is not by these means that they can renounce the subject in favour of the object.  It is by co-ordinating sight - spherical in nature - with the plane of the surface which is to be painted.  And that is already sufficient to persuade us that, plastically, painting, if it is to be considered in its nature as an object, is flat.  Sight does not at all contradict itself merely by changing its position; it remains itself.  The impression of deformation which is conveyed by perspective is not part of its nature; it is as external to sight as it is to those objects that the perspective seems to deform.  I cannot think that there will be any disagreement about that.  Sight does not deform things when it is allowed to act naturally.  On the contrary.  It is by sight that the form is formed.  

The two operations which we have already mentioned - translation and rotation - are its natural attributes.  Translation, in its principle, establishes the position of the different proportions and endows them with variety, but, no matter what position or what proportion it may adopt, it does not change their formal nature.  Rotation is, specifically, the action of sight - its more or less rapid movement, given a direction but not situated in a precise location.  It is generated by a circular displacement, whose axis it shares with the translation.  Hence the need to know that every form is centred, and that it is limited.  The practical technique of the painting-object is to be found in these two properties of sight.  It is no longer under the false domination of perspective; it rejoins the eye in its real capacity, which creates a plastic reality out of its own, exact nature.  The painter who wants to do away with the subject must advance towards an understanding of his own eyes.  That seems to me to be an indispensable and irreducible necessity.  If anyone should question it, then I admit that I am no longer capable of understanding anything - or that I understand only too well, which amounts to the same thing.  

Since painting cannot exist independently of sight, an understanding of sight is, clearly, the first thing that we have to acquire.  Then it becomes a matter of embodying the laws of sight in the work that is determined by them.  It is thus that painting can become a real object, instead of serving ends to which it can never be anything more than an accessory.  Hence, the practical technique of painting, which is very simple, because it can be summed up as the application to the plane of the canvas, or of the wall, of translation and rotation, properties of the eye.  

A moment ago, I recommended classical drawing, based on perspective, as an exercise, but, since we must always start with the elementary means of any technique, it is clear that the beginner, the apprentice, must, before anything else, be taught how to draw lines - straight lines and curves.  That seems to be nothing, but it is, nonetheless, the ABC of drawing.  Of course, it is not the usual practice nowadays.  Nowadays, we rely on gifts, inspiration, inventions, on 'something to say', and we are no longer aware that the painter, above all, is charged with 'something to do'.  In the past, these rudiments of the craft were learned, without any discussion, through the system of apprenticeship.  It occurred quite naturally.  Now that the craft is scorned and regarded as nothing more than an old wives' tale - when those who are going to be the painters of the future can think only of demonstrating their own originality, when art colleges are considered to be a progress from the workshop, when the painters come to their art late in life with their opinions already formed from following a set course of academic studies, when they no longer have masters for their guides - then the ABC of the craft is completely set aside.  Merely to mention it is to cause raised eyebrows.  

But drawing is like writing; and just as, if he wants to learn how to write, the pupil must start on a diet of straight lines [‘des batons’] and circles [‘des O’], the same must be done by the person who wishes to draw.  The suppleness of the hand and the co-ordination of hand and eye - those are the prerequisites of drawing.
  They even provide a useful means of judging our sensibility and our critical sense.  If an apprentice, lifting his hand up from the paper, traces a line wanting it to be straight and vertical, but ends up with a line that is wandering and bent, he has shown that he is master neither of his eye nor of his hand.  It cannot be blamed in a beginner.  But, still, he can hardly be expected to improve if we shower him with compliments in the name of his sensibility and his personality.  And that is what seems to be done these days.  

Seeing that the academic approach is a trap, which is perfectly true, we think to avoid it by asserting the rights of ignorance and fancy.  But this is still the academic approach protecting its essential state of mind.  To one formula without a soul, whose external appearance is therefore empty of any consequence, we counterpose another which is even more harmful, a formula which manages to corrupt even the external appearance.  The young man who is unable to draw the line he wishes to draw is treated with deference, as a draughtsman of great sensibility and personality.  And that is how, without meaning to, we are in the process of creating a generation of dupes and tricksters.  

The truth is very  different, and the future of drawing depends upon it.  That the young man should be clumsy at the start, nothing is more natural.  But he should at least be aware of the fact.  He should not be allowed to mistake his clumsiness for a proof of his temperament.  It is by submitting himself to criticism that he will be able to demonstrate the liberty of his temperament and of his sensibility.  And this will strengthen his longing to attain, through his work and through his will, perfection.  In direct opposition to the superstitions of our time, I believe that it is only on the day when the young draughtsman can draw a beautiful line, light or heavy, straight or curved, just as he wants it, that he will have shown that he is master of his sensibility, and that his hand is the devoted servant of his eye for the sake of joy and of the spirit.  A thousand linear exercises will then became possible and fruitful.  This 'harmony of lines ...  this musical and arabesque part’, of which Delacroix speaks, 'which is recognised by few adepts, which for many people is nothing’  will be revealed to the novice in all its truth and beauty.  

The value of the line was known in the days when the real nature of painting was recognised, when it was not changed or denied for the sake of the parasitical subject.  So, if its expressive power was to be realised, the painter had to be able to draw it deliberately, and to oblige it to follow the course that was desired.  We know what mastery of this sort was able to produce in the West, not just in painting, but also in sculpture - Irish manuscripts, Merovingian and Carolingian interlacings - in the period that we call ‘Romanesque’.  Nor was it despised by Da Vinci or by Michelangelo at the time of the Renaissance.  They, indeed, have left us with studies of interlacings and of arabesques which should be a cause for serious reflection on the part of our young painters, who are too inclined to see in such interlacing and arabesques only a series of decorative games, with the result that, since they have been very much frightened by the word ‘decorative’ - whose exact meaning, ‘decere’, that which is fitting, escapes them - most of them will never know what there is to be gained by being able to appreciate the very great depth of knowledge that such studies required. Still less will they understand their mobile nature, a mobility that draws the living eye up to the heights of the soul.   

For painters who have outlawed the subject, - which, whatever they themselves may think, means affirming the primacy of painting - the study of the line is of capital importance, for that is the melodic aspect of the work, the formal element par excellence, which is to be realised in rhythm.  So, the painter must not allow any confusion between what is - whether it is static, or whether it is disturbed in some way or another - merely a contour, and what is of the nature of the mobile flexibility of line, which corresponds to the vibrant nature of the eye.  

If all that, for many people, is nothing, there are still a few who have been able to see it; and what that few lack in quantity, they make up in quality.  So, Goethe, for example, has written: 'a beautiful line is the manifestation of a truth that is hidden and whose existence would otherwise never have been suspected’  We know the story of Apelles.  Apelles visited Protogenes one day and, finding him out, indicated that he had been there, simply by drawing a line on a panel.  When Protogenes returned, he saw the line and said: 'Apelles has been here.’  In his turn, he drew, very close to Apelles' line, a line that was more subtle.  Several days later, Apelles came back to see his friend, but he had no better success than he had had the first time, since the other, once again, was not at home.  Seeing, on the panel, Protogenes' reply to the line he had drawn, Apelles drew another line between the two initial ones, still finer, more controlled, more subtle.  In this tournament of mastery, it was Apelles who won.  Protogenes, coming back from his walk, saw that the painter had been there, and, seeing the line that he had been able to introduce, parallel to the other two, admitted defeat.  

Virtuosity, you will say, at the expense of sensibility.  Not at all.  Mastery of oneself, through the perfect co-ordination of the will, of the eye, and of the hand.  A unity that is indispensable for the combinations it allows which are valid according to the needs and principles of the object, and which will enable an infinite variety of appearances in the works that are to come.  Straight lines, and curved lines, skilfully divided in a linear structure, will also provide an exercise for the taste, for the young draughtsman's faculty of appreciation.  A beautiful line will seem to him to be more true than just any line, and that without having recourse to intellectual means, frigid calculations which involve those golden sections, the pre-packaged harmonies and proportions with which we have been stuffing the brains of our painters over these past years.  His own faculty of discernment will be sufficient to persuade him that, the more the experiment is repeated, the more it will improve.  I do not think we need to consult learned disquisitions before we can recognise that a well-formed body is beautiful, and a humped back unshapely.  Our own feelings will not allow us to be deceived, unless they have been perverted beyond repair.  Undoubtedly, they will assert themselves differently, become more and more critical, more prudent and reflective, they will make ever greater use of reason, based on experience, they will surround themselves with the conscience as with a wall, but they will remain at the source of everything and, as I have already said, the rules are only there to correct our mistakes.  Let us repeat that these linear exercises will enable us, through our feelings, to appreciate the intrinsic quality of line-for-its-own-sake, a quali j‘Ä      ù ÇÀ¿ people, sta 8ˇàg with the painters themselves, seem to be quite insensible. 

Once he has acquired these initial technical abilities, the painter will be able to make use of them in a way that will be interesting way, organic, corresponding to the more complex properties of the eye.  They will be embodied in the plane of the canvas, thanks to the drawing and to the colour which are, in reality, inseparable, though they must be separated here, for the moment, to enable us to study them.  A separation that is essentially more apparent than real since engaging in drawing without colour, for example, is only really a matter of using exclusively what is most general and most common among the colours when, at the lowest level of the scale of values, they all came together in more or less varied nuances of black.  

TRANSLATION

The first exercises are done on translation.  Translation in its most simple and immediate nature, founded on the base given by the flat surface of the canvas as it is placed before the painter's eyes.  Immobile canvas, space that is empty and limited, but which is about to waken into existence as a result of the act of looking when, without in any way changing the overall form, it changes the proportions.  Then immobility will become equilibrium and the space will be peopled.  

Let me explain.  The eye (sight), we have said, is an organ that enjoys two prerogatives; it can concentrate the attention on one particular place and thus, for that moment, can be considered to be practically immobile.  But it can also shift its position by turning on itself, following a line, and thus it becomes mobile.  The Humanist eye is an eye whose most noble prerogative has been suppressed - that must be repeated ceaselessly - in order to confine it, enclosed in what belongs to the lowest level of its nature, and to reduce it to its most banal mode of functioning - reacting passively to the stimulation it receives from whatever surrounds it.  The dogma of perspective unity subjects it wholly to the illusory and to the subjective: to see becomes a matter of looking at something - observing - and the object becomes inaccessible and incomprehensible to the subject.  The subject (the spectator) has no role to play with regard to it, because he is no longer engaged in making it - .  It is nothing more than an appearance of the external appearance of the reality of its objective being .  Quite other is the eye of that being who is engaged in the creation of himself, who acts for the sake of his whole reality.  And already, in translation, we can appreciate - in spite of its relative immobility - the fundamental difference that there is between the eye that acts as the source of this translation, and the eye that is exclusively under the domination of the perspective mechanism.  

As far as the painter is concerned, the translation is practised on the basis of the verticality of the picture plane, whose nature it leaves intact.  I specify 'the painter', since this is a property of the eye which will continue to operate in whatever way it is applied.  In the case of a potter, for example, it is practised in a way that is analogous but different, since the mass of clay is a volume.  For a weaver, the plane is horizontal.  For a sculptor, the inert support will be wood, or stone, and, thus, a volume.
  Whatever might be its variants, translation is of the nature of sight, and not of the material support that carries it.  Its distinguishing characteristic is to be found in the ability to assign a position to the various magnitudes which it imposes on this material support through its own contraction or expansion.  Which means, in other words, that all translation stands opposed to action.  It only maintains 'place', which is to say, it locates the body, extension, in stasis, in the spatial, in an immediate equilibrium.  The painter, advancing towards or stepping back from his flat canvas which is the material body, changes the size of the canvas optically, without changing its plane form.  He can inscribe on this canvas all the contractions or expansions he sees fit to give it.  The parallelism of its sides will be respected, the right angles will stay right angles, the proportions will be maintained.  With regard to their quality, these different magnitudes, corresponding to the nature of the plane, will, when they are combined together, remain as they were.  Moreover, they will remain confined in their original shape, an outline that does no more than to specify the place which they occupy.  

The eye in translation differs from the perspective eye in that it is able to enjoy the reality of its state of rest, instead of having to undergo the perception of phenomena which are alien to it, phenomena which, reproduced on the canvas plane, suppress its plastic reality.  The translation of the eye, reverberating throughout the whole of the plane surface that acts as its support, will be experienced as symmetry.  It will be given its axis by the axis of the canvas, and the equilibrium will be maintained by parts that resemble each other, suitably disposed about the whole area of the object.  Whence all the possibilities the painter has of using translation by itself, alone, to give an infinite variety to the real appearance of the whole - a reality which, I repeat, is still static, and limited.  He can do this because the multiplicity of variations rendered possible through the interplay of particular defined areas is recovered in the unity of place which is given by the whole coherence of the organism.  But the plurality of these spatial extensions will never change into movement, which cannot of its own nature take place into account, and which, indeed, is incompatible with the very notion of place, as we shall see further on.  

ROTATION 

Movement as a property of the eye
After these exercises for the eye, for sight, done, horizontally, on the base of the canvas - translations, which will, for the organ concerned, register a series of different states of rest - we can, now, begin to approach the other property of the eye - the one that implies circular movement.  So, to the static character of the eye will succeed its mobile character.  

All circular movement turns about a pivot, a fixed point, which may be said to be the limit of the possible contraction of its static, spatial extension.  We are not now concerned with trying to define movement in itself, but it still has to be taken into account.  That is why I repeat that movement is independent of space, and that it passes this absence of space on to those bodies which, by shifting their position, adopt its nature.  So that, when this happens, such bodies must not be considered in the same way as they were when they were in space, at rest.  Here, they are extensions, surfaces
; there, they are periods in a succession.  And these are very different, one from the other.  A man running is a period of the movement of his trajectory, while, at the start and at the finish, he is an extension.  When he is running, he is in time; before and after, he is in space.  These distinctions are indispensable if we wish to understand the difference that there is between the two natures - spatial and temporal - and to put them to the service of the real, whether it is the real as it is experienced by the painter, or by the philosopher or by the physicist.  

There is, I believe, the greatest possible confusion in these three domains - which, while they remain distinct, are still one in the nature of Man - and also in the two natures which correspond, relatively, to the mobile and the immobile.  And, through this confusion, we have ended up in a state of impotence, for this reason alone, that we have not been able to distinguish the absolute reality - the support - from what is specific, and therefore relative, to these two manifestations.  When the man is at rest, waiting for the signal to start his race, he is a body.  He appears as a sign of immobile space.  When he runs, he is a sign that signifies time.  He appears to be in movement.  Let the intelligence make an effort to understand!  The relative immobility and the relative mobility are, then, very distinct.  In order to come to know them, our reason passes from one to the other.  The confusion derives from the fact that, for the observer, Man, when he is become a runner, is the same thing as he was when he was at rest, either before or after the race.  The observer does not see the change that has taken place.  He continues to see only the image of the man.  And if a 'Kodak'  were to be introduced to take a snapshot, the error would only be magnified in a scientific way, since the snapshot stops the course of the movement.  It cannot register the movement, and so, suppressing the instant - the period - instead of the runner, it records, in a stupid, unintelligent fashion, the man, frozen in a position which is perfectly untenable.  The observer and the Kodak are, both of them, deprived of reason and, thus, of intelligence.  The one of them has no more understanding than the other.  

These differences in nature must be recognised by the painter.  Indeed, that is where 'nature' is to be found.  And so, the eye can be allowed to act according to its natural properties, and, from translation, it will pass to rotation.  Let the painter, then, know that these properties cannot be jumbled up into one single phenomenon after the manner of the chimerical space-time continuum of the scientist.  Space and time are not simultaneous, but they alternate, in an order that is unchangeable and indisputable: first, there is space/rest, then there is time/movement.  The link between them and the relations of our everyday experience is provided by our reason, and by the conjugation of the verb 'I am', 'I was',  and 'I will be'.  The whole can be summed up by saying that our relativity is only a prefiguration in duality of the Unity which is absolute and transcendental.  But that is another matter ...  It is, however, right and proper that it should be mentioned.  

After what has already been said, we should now be able to at least suspect the possibility that the painting-object, incarnate act of the painter, can be endowed with movement, since movement is a capacity of the eye.  And, as painting sings the eye, which sings painting, nothing can lead us to suppose that this eye, which contains within itself all the conditions which are necessary for its own activity, is not able, through its own act, to manifest its own two natures.  It would, rather, seem paradoxical to assert the contrary.  Nearly forty years ago, there was a group of painters who attempted to realise this movement.  They talked of pictorial dynamism, because they had the intuitive awareness of a capacity which, up to that point, had been thought of as being foreign to painting.  These painters were the Italian Futurists.  Let us salute them in passing, and above all among them, my friend, Boccioni, killed before his time, in 1914.
  

A sculptor and painter, full of talent, and of a magnificent intelligence that was extinguished far too soon for us.  In our age, irritable and irritated, only interested in the instantaneous, the immediate, we no longer know the value of memory, of that past that generates the movement that is to come.  We forget, and we imagine this loss to be an advantage.  Let us, then, stand up against the trend.  The Futurists, intuitively, with Boccioni at their head, saw the possibility of introducing movement into the painted work.  An intuition that was profoundly right, but which could not be realised around 1912.  It probably derived from the cinema, which was then in its early stages, from the machinism that was imposing on us the idea of speed through its motorcars, its aeroplanes and the general agitation of life.  Painters, sensitive to these manifestations which had become part of the very fabric of their lives, tried to give them some sort of pictorial representation, but they were not yet ready to alter the Humanist position, based on the spectacle - on subjects seen in perspective.  Observers, unaware of their eyes, they thought that they could arrive at movement by making images, or parts of images, succeed one another.  They did not know that a distinction has to be drawn between, on the one hand, the body at rest, and periodicity on the other.  They did not know that periodicity is something quite other than the body at rest, that when periodicity is under discussion, the body at rest is no longer present.  They were quite unaware of the characteristics that are proper to each of the two functions of the eye; and that is why their intuition and their intentions could not arrive at any conclusion.  Let us remember this struggle, which was, apparently, without consequence, and bear it in mind when we consider what came after it.  Nowadays, the problem appears in a clearer light, and the painter, freed from the need to represent a subject, is obliged to find the order that corresponds to the object.  And so he must, sooner or later, renew his connections with his sight and learn how it works.  We have tried to outline its two natures - the one that suggests static space, the other that suggests mobile time, the two becoming, in practical terms for the painter, translation and rotation.  

Let us explore rotation further.  

Every circular movement - and every complete movement is circular - turns on a point.  The eye turning on itself describes a rotation, a circular movement pivoting around the fixed position which is arrived at through the process of translation.  The plane surface of the canvas turns because the eye turns.  That is what I failed, in 1922, to explain with sufficient clarity when I tried to outline a 'new mechanism', corresponding to the ordered realisation of the 'picture-object'.  I did not forget the eye, but I did not sufficiently understand its responsibility for a phenomenon that belongs to it, exclusively.
  

When I return to what I wrote at that time, I can see to what extent I was still the slave of the intellectual deformation of the world about me, with its tendency to abstract from reality certain of its modes of behaviour and to treat them as if they had their own, independent existence.  In fact, I felt more than I could understand.  And the proof is that, while I talked about rotation, I did not achieve it.  My plane turned on its axis, and my eye remained an observer, an observer who was interested in equilibrium, who was attached to the plane, and who was completely unaware of the authentic nature of movement.  That is why I was content to register only two of the appearances which are evoked by the plane in the course of its rotary movement - two aspects: the first, when it appears inclined to the right; the other, when it appears, inclined to the left.  The end result was that the rotation was suppressed and the translation brought back - no longer on the basis of the flat canvas, but, rather, on that of the inclination of its plane surface.  

All things considered, it was a valuable discovery with regard to the translation, which was freed from having to act exclusively on the basis of the plane.  Nonetheless, what I had imagined and what I had proposed - rotation - was still nothing more than a word.  And, certainly, I was quite unaware of the fact.  Why?  Because I still did not know my own eyes.  I kept them stopped, the eye of the Kodak, the eye of the Humanist, and they could show me nothing other than what was stopped.  Wanting rotation, I suppressed it, letting myself be ruled by immediate perception rather than by intelligence, by reason, which, alone, could have lighted me on my way.  I observed what could be observed - the plane - and I did not see that, in its rotary movement, the eye no longer has any interest in the plane - that it describes a circular line marked by a succession of periods which register the presence of this movement, a movement that is of the nature of that which is accessible to the intellect, the intelligible, rather than of the sensible, of that which is accessible to the senses.  

All that having been said, let us, then, retain from this inadequate rotation the advantages which it has given to the translation.  And let us recommend its use, without forgetting to add that this sort of St Andrew's Cross, formed by two planes, belongs to the order of the equilibrium of the painting-object, and not to that of its movement.  Translation, corresponding to the basic verticality of the plane, is brought to its completion by the translation inclined on its axis - the bodily, and, consequently, static, structure is enriched.  It becomes complex, and offers a greater variety of possible combinations.  Harmony is provided for, but melody and counterpoint are still missing.  

For the real expression of rotation, of melody, is no longer the plane, but the line.  Movement cannot be seized by sensation, by observation, by the Kodak.  It requires the faculties of memory and of anticipation.  Nor can it be grasped through the ingenuity of the cinema, which can only offer us a pretty crude impression of the agitation of external appearances.  The cinema works on the basis of a series of shocks, a succession of images, which are of an order that is quite different from the order of the images we experience, continually, in our relations with the world about us.  Of course it can be very amusing, but what is certain is that, without our even noticing the fact, it perverts our sight to the point at which that sight begins to disintegrate, and it throws the intelligence into a state of confusion, by falsifying the true nature of movement.

Continuous, not saccadic 

In fact, it does not require a great effort of the critical faculty to see that the way in which images are interlinked in nature is not a matter of a series of shocks but rather of passages which are ineffable, which cannot be seized or measured by the intellect, but which are conditioned by sight itself, managing thing, as far as possible, to avoid unnecessary fatigue.  It seems that the retina can register only four or five images a second.  There are those who have imagined that this suggests an inferiority in our sight.  But does it not, rather, suggest the contrary?  The mobility of the eye triumphs over its state of rest, and four or five periods are enough to trace the underlying course of whatever has happened in the course of a second.  The eye does not work by leaps or bounds, but by a sort of inter-weaving of space and time, of extensions and periods, which correspond to the continuity of the eye’s circular movement, which is a line and nothing else.  Along this invisible line are collections of images that follow, one after the other, images that are accessible to the senses and which therefore correspond to translation, to the eye fixed on a place, at rest, static.  The way in which these images succeed each other remains invisible, though we think that we can see it because the passages from one to the other are made with such constant overlapping, the changes modulated so subtly, determined by the eye itself - which is to say, they occur of their own accord, through an adaptation of the eye, they are not imposed on the eye as in the mechanism of the cinema, which is the very reverse of reasonable, where the changes have been cut up arbitrarily into a series of syncopated states that are then obliged to follow one after the other with more or less speed in front of an eye that is stupefied, paralysed, stunned.  

We have, contrary to what we wanted to do, placed the cart before the horse, agitating what is actually immobile - the sensible impression - and stopping what is actually mobile - the active nature of the eye.  The result, apart from the slavery to which our sight is subjected, is the loss of the real intelligence of movement, the loss, in sum, of Man, of the human ...  '’Put it in the can’ [enchainons, enchainons],is an expression that has been used spontaneously by our cinéastes.  It could not have been expressed better ... But they do not have any idea what exactly it is that they have closed up in a can [ce qu'ils enchainent].  

I wonder if, rather than the source that is usually quoted - certain discoveries in radio-activity
 - it wasn't the cinema (which was beginning to surprise the world at the end of the nineteenth century) that lies behind the famous principle of discontinuity proposed by Planck: 'Nature proceeds by jumps and by shocks like the needles of a watch'.  It is, in any case, the cinematic heresy, which is behind all this, seducing learned heads who are taken in by what they imagine to be highly perfected means of observation.  It is this that has completely thrown the real nature of movement out of joint by fixing the attention on what is only an external sign; and, again, by pushing the aberration to the point where that sign is confused with the image as it appears before the senses.   Since, as I have already remarked, they do not understand that 'the image as it appears before the senses'  becomes 'a period' in movement, and, consequently, that it is no longer the static image, the image which the eye registers when it is at rest ; or which the still or movie camera, based on the model of the stopped eye, can only seize in a snapshot, in a more or less fleeting moment of time.  

Movement, then, can only be expressed by a line ; it is an active, ineffable, absolute presence which, at the very limits of our being, can only be symbolised, in a way that is entirely relative, by using a circle, which appears to be closed, without any accident.  In other words, it is the circumference which, seeming to u to be perfect, is the line that can best symbolise movement-in)itself, which I transcendent.  It is, for us, the very principle of movement, and its origin is the eye in rotation on itself - a course that is irreducible, that escapes analysis or calculation, because it is continuous in reality.  It corresponds to the nature of reason in fact and not just in words.  

If the physicist was, truly, determined to proceed on the basis of experiments, of his own real experience, and if he was willing to exercise more caution than he does with regard to what he calls 'the facts', then he would not be slow to appreciate the value of the eye, starting with his own; and, realising to what an extent the observation of the subject is determined by the eye, he would then be in a position to return to the object.  And so he would understand why 'nature is such that it is impossible to determine absolute movement by any conceivable experiment'.  That was how Einstein formulated the first principle of what has been called Relativity in June 1905; a brave confession of the inevitable disappointment of a subjective scientist [savant].  It is, in fact, the 'nature' of his eye - not of naturalism - in movement that no experiment can apprehend.  The source of what we see, or of the way in which we think about thing, is not difficult to find so long as we do not forget, or so long as we are not ignorant of, the first cause.  Our living experience is enough in and of itself to keep us informed as to what is inaccessible to us and as to what we can, nonetheless, do, in practical terms, using it a support.

Independently of all accidents, circular movement 'is'.  It is easy to be convinced of this in the darkness - easier than it is in the case of translation.  Simply because translation is incorporated, and movement is not.  Movement has no body, and no place, as I have already explained.  It is through the circumference that we have the intelligence of it, and the circumference, consequently, is linear.  But it must be stressed that this circumference is itself only an approximation.  However it might appear, or however well it may serve for our practical needs, a circumference closed on itself, in which the Alpha and the Omega come together, is impossible for us.  The coming together of the Alpha and the Omega as we might imagine it in absolute terms never occurs, so that we can only pretend to spirals, to gyres, more or less close to each other, relative in relation to the absolute of movement, which, being an absolute, exists beyond the level at which there is a differentiation between space and time.  

We can only pretend to spirals!  What a stroke of luck for painters!  For if we could effectively realise the circumference, we would no longer have any reason to leave the blessedness of its 'Nirvana'.  And we advance towards this perfection, towards which every painter deeply committed to his work must tend, by continual and repeated experiments which are only possible through the countless varieties of paths available to the spiral.  The circumference and spirals dominated by the rotation of the eye are, thus, the primary lines of this movement.  It is up to us to make them 'vibrate'
 according to our feelings and to our knowledge of the rule which naturally - which is to say, optically - conditions them.  As a direct consequence of the movement that exists as a property of the eye, we have the eye, moving, strolling along the line, where it is bound to follow the course marked out by the periods we have proposed to it, cadences, which enable us to trace the melodies given by the colour, and which weave into counterpoint those points at which the different melodies meet.  Arabesque of line and of colour, whose sinuous movements are, of themselves, sufficient to mark the cadences - periods, broken at regular intervals, which leave the cadences open, as in the warp and woof of an invisible chain.  The rotation of the eye allows all the combinations that can possibly bring delight to the painter's imagination; it gives free rein to his personal feelings, constantly subject to correction by the rule, which is the constraint that is common to all men, and which permits communication between them.  

Understood in its real nature, then, rotation can be reduced to line.  I know that this term is very relative, but, nonetheless, what is implicit in it is already sufficient to enable us to distinguish a line, lightly applied, from the surface on which it has been traced - from everything that belongs to the plane, to translation.  Line implies a direction, and, thus, a movement, fast or slow, according to the way in which it has been stressed, to which the eye, turning on itself, conforms.  Direction is opposed to dimension, as time is to space.  That is why the classical, Humanist, naturalist mode regarded the line with contempt - because this classical, Humanist, naturalist mode was situated uniquely in the space of appearances.  

Painting, in the course of once again discovering that it is human, capable of action, natural, has to rediscover the real importance of the line - its ability to draw the spectator along, its melody.  This cannot be done in a day because, as I think I demonstrated when I made my own mea culpa, bad habits cannot easily be shaken off.  The premonition of rotation, though, in itself, it was perfectly correct, was not sufficient to enable me to express the rotation in the way that was required.  

That is why it could not be realised, because, in trying to perform the act, we were still thinking of it in a way that was static, and, in the last analysis, we continued to tie the linear and the cursive down, locating them in opposed, balanced planes.  However, and I insist on this, the fact that we did not grasp the true meaning of rotation too soon turned out to be an advantage with regard to translation, which thus revealed itself to be more complex than it had appeared to be at the beginning, when it was only produced on the basis of the flat canvas.  And, what is more, the inclination of the axis also proved to be the necessary means by which the translation could, in a harmonious manner, affect the passage between itself, nature of space, and the linear rotation, nature of time.  So we have nothing to regret.  Above all, if we think of those first attempts to discover a painting based on the plane surface, a painting that would be justified uniquely in terms of what we then considered as the 'capacities of the plane' - experiments that finished up in a severe, rigid, intellectual compartmentalisation of the plane surface, whose dimensions were carefully proportioned following precise, inflexible calculations.  

Worthy as they are of respect, these were efforts without a future, since no intellectual intention can ever put a halt to that which, ultimately, finds its origins in the needs and nature of our physiological life.  Between the act of dividing a plane in an abstract manner, and that of realising its worth through the power of the eye, there is nothing in common.  In the first case, even painting itself is forgotten, while, in the second, the origin of painting, which is purely optical, is acknowledged.  Translation is not a mental operation.  It is, quite simply, the eye, living its life, expressing its initial power.  Translation on the base-line of the plane, translation on the inclination of the plane - these are possibilities whose successful manifestation in a concrete reality enables us to arrive at other possibilities of the eye, possibilities that are superior because they in turn lead the way to a final resolution, one in which we arrive at unity, in light, in rhythm, in form.  Translation, rotation, form-light - these are the hierarchical, ordered stages which every painter who wishes to escape the illusions of naturalism must recognise and know before attempting the realisation of the painting-object.  This painting-object we may call traditional painting, so long as we are ready to recognise that tradition is a living principle.  It is categorically opposed to all Humanist naturalism, not just to its external shapes but, above all, to its organisational principles.  It recognises that this Humanist naturalism is only a subjective subversion that begins with spectacles that are quite dazzling, but ends, inevitably, by showing them in a state of decomposition.

RHYTHM

I gave much more attention to rotation than to translation because translation does much less than rotation to change our usual habits of mind.  These days, of course, we are passionately interested in speed.  It is one of the manifestations of that passion for quantity which is so characteristic of our age.  But speed, under all its aspects, has done nothing for us other than simply to feed our sense of our own importance.  It certainly has done nothing to help us to acquire any exact notions of what it itself signifies in relation to movement.  We continue to refer it to static, Humanist postulates, and we remain fooled by appearances, whether these appearances take the form of image, or whether scientists have taken the trouble to reduce them to schemas or to symbols.  I have tried to point out where the error lies, first by separating what constitutes 'measures'  from what constitutes 'periods’, then, afterwards, by distinguishing movement-in-itself - which is the postulate, the universal, ineffable support - from relative movement, practical movement, whose origin is man, situated in his body.  

‘Speed’, or energy, is the name we have given to the more or less intensive exploitation of this practical movement.  It follows, headlong, a succession of intervals, which appear as periods, cadences, waves, vibrations ... whose form, and whose vividness, depend uniquely on us, when we act, or when we try to understand.  We seem hardly to be conscious of any of this, despite all our boasted rationalism, which is, clearly, not the same thing as reason.  But it is still only by knowing ourselves that we can become aware of what we are doing and that we can, by making comparisons, understand, to a large extent, beings and things that are similar, or analogous, to us - as well as, to a very limited extent, beings and things that are very different. 

If we do not take ourselves into account, but try, all the same, to interpret the signs and traces which are scattered and which run through what surrounds us, then we are merely chasing after our own shadow without recognising it for what it is.  We feed ourselves intellectually with the hollow meat of abstraction, and we turn away from the bread and the source of life.  It is with the intention of recovering the man who paints - drawn as he is towards a naturalistic and psychological abstraction, and, thus, lost in the empty desert - that I have spoken at such length on the nature of the painter's eye, in movement and rotation, life, and source of action.  

There is, at present, a superstition which has, for a whole variety of reasons, been carefully cultivated, and which seeks to fool the young artist with the advantages to be had from ignorance and the refusal of all serious thought.  But I note that, among the younger generations, there is a very definite tendency to rebel.  Their elders, then.  should try to help them, bringing them the fruits of their experience as painters, as craftsmen, and, simply, as men.  Doubtless, the language they use will seem surprising at first sight.  Its content will seem difficult to understand, a sustained effort will be necessary.  But that should not discourage them.  Nothing solid or true can be acquired in a day, without perseverance or without many sacrifices.  But, with good will and a disinterested spirit, the obstacles will come to an end, all the more so because most of them are of our own making.  Respect for ourselves, and respect for our own work - these are the first conditions that have to be fulfilled if our existence is to have any meaning.  

A painter is a man like any other man, and painting, equally, a craft like any other.  The worth of the painter is equal to the worth of the man.  Those young painters who distrust the excesses of the present day must face this problem of Man courageously.  It has become, in our age which questions everything, beginning with reality, desperately urgent.  The first thing to be done is to learn to know oneself as man, to take account of oneself in the physical body, to become aware of the properties and range of the senses, to know the limits and characteristics of the one and of the other, to be able to distinguish between what they convey of the external world in the form of sensations, and what they are able to realise when put in action under the direction of the will.  Finally, the painter - a man defined by an activity that he has chosen, consciously and deliberately - will be able to create himself objectively.  He will be able to embody his personal feelings in a material which is itself without the capacity for action, but which is always available for service, and always pure, determined by the conditions that are proper to the particular sense in question, the eye, and by the co-ordination of our gestures.  

It is for this reason that I have insisted on the properties of sight - living properties, which cannot be grasped by any sort of merely physiological analysis.  And also on the need to master one's hand, to make of the hand a faithful servant for the eye, which directs it, and which is, itself, commanded by the will, mistress of the house, instrument and, at one and the same time, manifestation of the spirit.  Has my insistence on all that taken us away, even for one moment, from our object, which is painting?  I don't think so, even though I have not felt the slightest need to justify myself by talking about sensibility, personality, genius - persuaded, as I am, that no worthwhile work can be built on banalities or on pretentious hypotheses, but only on experience at its most real, and on the most carefully reasoned reflection, which extends it and which makes it fully human.  Painting is painting.  It is the object that exists through its own underlying reality and through its form.  Through the object, the subject can rise to the level of his own objective reality, his reality as a being who has a real, objective, existence.  That is why the painter and the painting are, simultaneously, cause and effect, mysterious ontological harmony, in flesh, in love, in the present.  

The chaos which prevails in this world of the Réalités Nouvelles is an inevitable consequence of the fact that many of the artists who are refusing to use the external appearances of things are, nonetheless, lacking in this awareness of themselves and of their own presence in the painting.  So, if we are to bring some order into the situation, we must try to 'open the way'.  This is quite indispensable for a painter.  When we have renounced the subject, we must not imagine that we have gained something, merely because we have taken certain liberties with formalism, because we have trampled on it, without putting anything in its place.  And the only thing with which it can be replaced is the real object.  We must know how to enter into the beginnings of this object and to be 'born' with each of its successive developments.  I have tried to show it first in Man, then in the painter, then in the painter's eyes, then in the painter's hand, and, finally, realised through these diverse yet intimately united elements working together, in the inert primal matter of the canvas or of the wall, which wakens, comes alive, is transfigured, step by step, thanks to their activity.  Translation endows it with a series of relations between different magnitudes, which are like the organs of a total, harmonious organism.  The rotation brings in the circulation of life, of melody, of movement, and opens the way to light, to the perfect rhythm that, in its unity, transcends all the dualities that have turned towards it.  

The objective painting culminates in rhythm.  That is all that remains for me to say.  

Rhythm is the final coming together of these two separated states that are translation and rotation.  Rhythm is the form of these two apparently contradictory phenomena - fixed figures, and successive periods.  Translation - with the feeling of place that it suggests, and of spatial extension, which is the same thing, whatever anyone may say to the contrary - presupposes a transcendental support that is absolutely localised, situated, and, therefore, immovable.  Rotation, with the feeling of mobility that it suggests, and of temporal periodicity, presupposes a transcendental support which is perfectly active, tirelessly in movement.  In its formal unity, rhythm may be said to resolve what is irreconcilable in these two absolutes of opposite character, the immobile and the mobile.
  It is the rhythm which dominates all objective painting as its unity - a unity which goes far beyond the means which are, necessarily, dissociated, precisely because of the two natures of Man, manifested in the operations of sight.  It is the same for all the works of Man.  We may call these contradictory elements ‘details’ and say that the details finally pass away so that the whole may be built.  The whole is the rhythm, the form, unity of what is merely instantaneous and of the instant as a period of time.  

Let us take an example, not far removed from painting, the analogous case of a piece of music in which, also, there is no subject.  A Bach fugue will suffice, without going any further back in history.  I am only a listener, who knows nothing about the technique.  I let myself be enchanted by the interlacing sounds made by the ear and for the ear; they are there, they were there, and they will be there, right to the last moment.  What will be left to me when the last note has gone away?  Nothing that can be experienced; no past or future.  So?  But I don't even have to pose the question, I am so transfigured, so taken up with my whole being in a presence that is more real than the ebb and flow of the sounds I have just been listening to.  Sensations, sentiments, perceptions, tensions [épreuves], harmony in chords, melody in a rising and falling of waves, counterpoint - their place is taken by silence.  But what a silence! The full, substantial silence of rhythm, which is not troubled by accident, but which has a form, a form which touches my form and which, beyond the senses, beyond the heart, joins with the spirit.  

Baudelaire assigned to melody what properly belongs to rhythm.  That can easily be seen nowadays.  But his feeling was still quite accurate.  Melody and cadence possess all the properties he assigned to them except that unity which is the rhythmic conclusion, the very form of the work.  For, I will stress this characteristic of rhythm - its substance is immovable, but its form can be varied.  This form has one perfect model.  But for us it can have an infinite variety of inflections.  This is what gives each of the works their individual personality.  

To show what I mean I will take the circumference of a rubber band as a perfect example of rhythm.  In changing its shape through pressing it in various different ways, we can see that the appearances thus obtained have no effect other than that of setting it at a distance from its initial purity.  They do not touch its nature.  That having been said, we can deduce the importance, with regard to the rhythmic model, of the right order of the underlying stages that lead to it.  If the ways are many and have different attractions, if we are free to choose among them and can travel along them at our own pace, we must still never forget that the direction to be followed must lead to the unity of the end, to the most accomplished possible rhythm.  The principle is expressed in the circumference.  It can be seen as a totality of clearly located translations, or it can be seen as a mobile journeying, and, thus, unsituated.  It can be taken as a symbol for the simultaneity of these two states, in a nature that transcends them.  

COLOUR 

Consciousness of light 

So far, I have, temporarily, dissociated the consideration of drawing from that of colour.  But, at the same time, I stressed that this separation was more apparent than real, since, in choosing black, all that we have done has been to distil from colours the element which reduces them all to the lowest point in the scale of values, which unifies them by plunging them all into darkness.  It is now time to bring them back up into the daylight, which is, primarily, the normal support for sight, the support which enables our eyes to exercise their creative capacities.  This is where translation and rotation will be revealed to the fullest extent of their possibilities, in the service of rhythm, which is form-light.  Painting which is painting will, thus, be realised in its integral object, and it will then be understood as belonging to the category of song, passing by the eyes to reach as far as the soul.  What could be more simple, or more human! 

No painting without the act of seeing, no painting without the painter, no painter without the man.  Hence the indispensable necessity of knowing what each of these objects means, and what are the attributes they possess.  This is not something that can be achieved by a study of aesthetics, still less by the seductions of talent wasting itself on a fruitless subjectivism.  It can only be achieved by reason working on the basis of experience, which, if it is handled conscientiously and with courage, will never lose touch with what is real.  Such experience will be able to go right back to its sources, right to the Alpha and Omega of all reality.  The painter, then, should possess this courage and should let his own experience guide him as far as he can go.  It will serve Man more than we can possibly imagine.  The painted work which he realises - and which, provided the work and the painter are not distracted from the aim they have in common, realises him - this work is not something that we engage in exclusively for those economic reasons which, nowadays that the ‘arts’ no longer have any profoundly social significance, seem to follow all too easily after the vanities which the artists proclaim, with plenty of noise, as they set out on their careers.  Like no matter what work, in no matter what craft, painting has an ontological mission.  It must enable the painter to know what he is, so that he can pass this knowledge on to others.

A society such as our own is one in which awareness of how the real is to be identified and of what our human reason is - the consciousness of Man in whose nature we all participate - has been lost.  We have, in the end, reduced all problems to the level of economic problems, but this has not helped us to resolve them.  We have, indeed, complicated them beyond all measure.  To try to stave off the final collapse and to gain time, our society has had to resort to expedients with a view to diverting our attention, to calming the feeling of unease, which is very widespread.  It has invented a series of psychoses, of shorter or longer duration, which play on our hopes or on the more superficial of our feelings.  But we must not allow ourselves to be fooled. For the painter, the ’elimination of the subject'  must be more than just a good intention.  The painter must arrive at a recognition of the fact of painting - of the painting-object, whose real source is in himself.  I will try once again to demonstrate what this means, through the various thoughts which follow on the subject of colour.  

Between the maximum of day and the minimum of day, the intensity of light can be found - thus, between white and black, to speak as a painter.  What is the 'day'?  What is 'light'?  The two questions are inseparable, one from the other, and the reply is that which we gave earlier as the transcendent end to be achieved by the optical phenomena, translation and rotation - the rhythm-form, an expression which can now be completed by the addition of the word ‘light’.  What we call light is, then, inseparable from vision, as vision is inseparable from man.  We immediately fall into subjectivism if we think we can know it from the outside, from observation, if we forget its optical origins and disregard the characteristics of the eye - spatial and temporal, localised and, at one and the same time, nowhere and everywhere.  That is the trap that the modern physicist failed to avoid.  He fell headlong into it when he devised his theory of the particle and wave, rightly attributing two natures to the electron, but wrongly placing both of them in space, which is to say, in a condition that is, essentially, static.  The body is localised in space, whether it is treated as a body, or as a measure, or as a linear extension, on a plane or in three dimensions.  The wave, by contrast, is in time.  It turns the movement which is its immaterial support into cadences, through periods - the vibratory pulsations of the physicist.
  

To understand 'nature'  - and that is what we must always try to do - we must identify ourselves with its action.  We will never get there through attachment to 'Naturalism', which is to say, by observing perceptions whose origins we disregard - perceptions which, in the end, are only indications, traces, signs left by an objective, non-situated reality.  Since without the eye there would be no such thing as light, let us turn to the eye, let us test it, think about it, and ask it to inform us, so that we might be conscious of its teaching.  The light of day is, in a sense, for man in general, what the plane of his canvas is for the painter.  It is the inert, primordial support for everything which sight will situate and develop on it, according to the duality of its nature, stable and unstable.  It is the object-in-itself, unconsciously experienced by the subject, which, passing by successive stages of space and time, becoming its own object, will bring it up to consciousness.  Light is, in sum, the reward given to a state of consciousness.  Certainly, it is a substance, which is not to say that it is material in the powdery/atomic sense of the word.  As a substance, it is safe from accidents, but it is susceptible to variation in its form, its rhythm.  We have already spoken of this elsewhere.  It is quite comprehensible, and can even be represented - the rubber band is sufficient as an image.  

Only the subject-in-its-act can become conscious of light.  We must not understand consciousness to mean uniquely a work of the intellect.  We must take it as meaning much more - an identification of the whole being with light, a participation, in which consciousness and unconsciousness no longer have any meaning, since the union is already complete, the end attained.  The man who wants to be a painter has already taken a step beyond the simple existence of the subject; he enters into its action by the mere fact that the painter is unthinkable without his object, the painting.  The experience/painting still, however, has to be guided on the right way, if it is to keep in line with the object.  What will act as guide is constant reference to our ocular experience in the way that I have just shown, when I insisted on those two characteristics of the eye which are translation and rotation.  With colour, those two characteristics become more acute.  There is no colour without the eye, working on its support - the day, the light.  

What, then, becomes of the translation, once drawing and colour have been put together again?  First of all, I don't think anyone will be surprised when I say that there are no colours without the eye.  Just as there cannot be any sounds without the ear, or smells without the nose, etc.  ...  

The subjective, observer-based science recognised this.  They are only perceptions, nothing more, reality is elsewhere.  Perceptions, yes, but, above all, something else, something that makes of vision the seat of an objective reality.  The eye makes colours before experiencing them.  On the particular structural bases provided by the objects in the surrounding world - objects bathed in the day/light, their common support - the eye distinguishes colours.  These are, consequently, its personal fabrication.  Colours are, strictly speaking, degrees of magnitude which act as an obstruction to the action of light, and which the sight of man is unable to reduce.  It is a question of the degradation of light [ c'est de la lumière dégradée], which is not at all the same thing as its distortion.  Colours are static, localised, extended, incorporated.  They are, obviously, of the nature of space.  They each have their own characteristic type, which is susceptible of variations, in tonality and in intensity.  Translation plays with them, and combines different groupings - these are harmonies, chords.  Delacroix and Baudelaire understood it well.  Today's painters must take account of it if they want, through knowledge of their craft, to be worthy of affirming their independence of the subject, of the spectacular perception of the Humanist Renaissance - if they want, as fully as possible, to realise their mission: to bear witness to light.  

Pre-existent tonality 

Just as the day, the light, is pre-existent to all colours, and marks them with its intensity, so the coloured harmonies of the painter must be commanded by a tonality that is pre-existent to them.  Baudelaire reproached the young colourists of his time with lacking melody.  Those of today lack tonality.  They paint directly on the white canvas regardless of any intentions they may have as to the general colouring of the final work.  In their studios these artists will talk about the 'dominant', or the 'dominants', but, truth to tell, all they mean is a simple emphasis put upon a particular colour, an accent that is more lively, more marked, in a harmony that is relatively understated and restrained.  They do not cause anything to dominate at all.  And that is what makes the exhibitions of the present day so monotonous, as painters place a certain number of their works one beside the other.  The colour relations may vary, certain tones may be preponderant, but this is not enough to stimulate the eye, which looks at them, but which cannot find the support that it needs if it is to orientate itself for the beginning of its journey through the painting.  

This neglect of the tonality, which ought to have been taken up before all else - this forgetfulness of the need immediately to define the colour of the day in every painting - is, clearly, a consequence of the Humanist substitution of the subject for the object, of the spectacle for the painting.  Most of those pictures which claim to be 'without a subject' remain nonetheless subjected to the classical mode they reject by virtue of the mere fact that the artists have not known where to begin.  Whatever they might claim to the contrary, their dominant is still, actually, the subject,.  And, paradoxical as it might seem at first, we can even see, on reflection, that they are much more under the rule of the 'subject', in its disguised appearance, than  the great masters of the Renaissance and afterwards ever were.  The latter at least knew the basic foundations of their craft.  In fact, what is called the 'underpainting' of a picture is, in a way that has become, more or less, debased, simply the primary affirmation of the tonality which will support what is particular to the drawing and to the colour, and will situate them in the right, appropriately chosen, environment.  

I will go further and say that, though the living nature and traditional character, passed on from one generation to the next, have been lost, the persistence of this elementary necessity was, nonetheless, still to be seen only very recently in the pseudo-teaching of the official academies of fine art, where the preparation of the picture with a monochrome sketch was imposed, generally done in a conventional tone, using bitumen, or other materials of the same sort.  In spite of the devastating results to which these proceedings gave rise - whether due to the materials or to the way in which they were employed - it would have been better to have asked from what they were a deviation, rather than to be content with rejecting them purely and simply, and painting haphazardly on a canvas primed with any old tone or material supplied by the market.  

What, then, is the good of this ‘sensibility’ whose primacy over everything else is continually being vaunted, when the painters are themselves so insensitive to what, obviously, is the factor that determines the whole field of the series of resonances in which they are called upon to work - the initial tonality which is the authority that ought, clearly and consciously, to be acknowledged: the tonality, which is the qualification, in colour and in intensity, of the light of day in which the action of the painter's eye is to be made manifest.  

That, sometimes, the painter may use the white support - that is perfectly legitimate, so long as he knows that this is an extreme tonality, which he must then maintain throughout the whole work.  It is not legitimate if he does not know this, and if he imposes on it colour harmonies that do not suit it; that is to say when, at the end of his labours, he has realised, with greater or lesser competence, a general tonality which bears no relation to that white tonality which was the starting point for his journey.  Oil painting has, more than any other kind of painting, proved favourable to the aberration of which I speak.  The worker in pastels is almost obliged to rely on a particular tonality before he starts.  The watercolourist - though he is justified in using the white sheet of paper because of the speed with which he works, and because of the transparencies which are the charm of his medium, may equally well need to fix the initial tonality when he comes to doing more considered works.  For painting in gouache, the tonality is indispensable, and is imposed of its own accord; it is what is called the base [fond].  

If the painter who uses oil colours would begin by deciding the tonality of the work he is undertaking, he would, already, have shown that the rudiments of his craft were not entirely unknown to him.  But who, today, can be persuaded that an artist needs to know his craft?  Everyone paints, and everyone knows that this has nothing to do with the practice of a craft, but rather with sensitivity and personality, and that the stranger the appearance that is produced by this sensitivity and this personality, the closer they have come to genius.  The consequences of not giving the work its tonality at the right moment, at the very beginning, can be seen among artists of value, and this only makes them all the more regrettable.  They buy their canvasses in any old place, and throw themselves with gay abandon on to the whitish coating that seems to them to have no importance; but, because they have an eye that really is, in itself, fine and sensitive, they are careful not to push the first colour harmonies very far, they are so fearful of diminishing the quality of this initial white by being more affirmative.  And so, what has not been covered over, but what, at the same time, does not belong to us, since it has been done by the worker who has whitewashed metres of canvas without giving a thought as to what was to be painted over it - this remains in the state in which it was found, and continues to play a role, intuitively and obscurely.  We have no right either to conjure it away or, even less so, to ignore it.  There is in all this a lack of respect for oneself which is all the more serious if one possesses a real talent which would have been able to manifest itself better through respect for the work.  And I say nothing of the quality of the priming itself, which, two or three years later, cracks, peels away, turns yellow.  

The tonality is, then, the first manifestation of the painting.  It is the authority that determines the whole of the rest of the work.  It is through this initial tonality that the colour, or colours, which will be placed on the canvas whose day is thus defined, will acquire their real significance.  The eye will be the master workman, and sensitivity will be allowed to act in the way that is most appropriate.  Otherwise, what role could it have to play, and to what could it be sensitive, if the environment proper to its activity is denied it?  This is all the more necessary, and all the more obvious, if the subject has been rejected in favour of the object - painting, whose resources we must get to know.  

If, without even being aware of the fact, we are always thinking about the subject, and the subject is always coming back, camouflaged, then we can continue to live in blessed ignorance of these resources.  But when we have come back truly to the object, then this ignorance becomes intolerable.  It is necessary at all costs that it should be put to an end so that it can give way to knowledge.  What has previously been said about drawing realises its full value with colour.  Painting is a total object.  

Colour in translation - childrens drawing 

The plane surface of the canvas or of the wall is the inescapable support of all painting.  It is a support that is inert, but which is still seen.  The eye will invest it with its own creative properties, but it will not be able either to change, or to degrade, its nature.  We showed how the operation takes place when we talked about translation.  Once the plane surface has been defined by the colour-tonality, it still remains inert.  Its nature has not in any way been changed by the decision our eye, our feeling, has made.  Now, the eye is going to stir it up, this time by defining it with a series of colour harmonies - a series of proportions organised in space by means of different displacement of the coloured plane which advances or which recedes, without losing its initial tonality.  The will of the painter guides the eye by choosing what these relations are to be.  It may want them to be supple or it may want them to be complex.  Whatever the choice, these relations in translation are, by definition, static relations, determined by the harmony, by the eye's need for a static equilibrium.  You can refer to what has been said in the paragraph 'Translation' for the schematic ordering of all those figures and combinations of figures which are susceptible to being able to assume these colour harmonies; translation, not just on the basis of the plane surface, but also on that of the rotation, when once that basis has been suppressed, when all that is left of it are certain moment of rest.  

I won't come back to this.  I will confine myself simply to trying to situate the function of colour, which - it must never be forgotten - is a function of the eye.  Colour to begin with, then tonality, finishing with intensity, those are the principle elements of that level which will attain its fullness in the accords, the harmonious relations, of the colours.  These colour relations are the lower reality of the pictorial problem.  They remain situated in space and so, consequently, these harmonies are products of the eye when it is localised, at rest - the cause simultaneous to the effect.  Putting the colours into harmonious relations one with the other is - relatively - easy, and that is why, for many painters, painting stops there.  That is also why we see children achieving with almost absolute certainty, superb and often very audacious coloured harmonies, which more hardened painters would not dare to attempt.  

In this respect, and since these days there is a great deal of interest in children's paintings, I want to say a few words to dispel a misunderstanding which seems to me to be very dangerous.  This misunderstanding consists in not sufficiently discerning those elements which, in children, deserve to be kept, from those that are without interest.  Or in failing to distinguish what, being capable of development, should be developed, from what is only accidental and unwelcome, despite certain pleasing things that may be found in it.  The aspect that is really worth something in a child's painting is that which unquestionably belongs to painting - the game of the relations between colours.  It must be said clearly that, though the awkwardness with which the child draws can be amusing, it has in truth no value in itself, neither for him, nor for others.  Unfortunately, since this drawing carries with it the usual idea of the subject, it is the naive fashion of interpreting the subject that strikes and holds most people's attention.  Once again, we can see the damage done by the Humanist state of mind.  We lose the prey for the shadow and, out of this shadow cast by childhood, we have, to the great delight of the art snobs, already produced systematic collections of 'Sunday painters', or 'painters of popular realism', as if popular painting was a product of ignorance.  This despite the witness given by the popular painted works of the entire Middle Ages, which were, in fact, objective, despite the iconography, and which, starting from the ground, rose, stage by stage, right to the heaven of the spirit.  

Developing this false viewpoint further, we have, at the same time, sought, in the child's naive attempts to express the world of appearances, precepts that could serve to enrich the Humanist way of thinking - for example, in the way certain children make use of several perspective points to draw a face or a house.  I have shown that, around 1912, this was the way in which the Cubists proceeded, but it was for reasons that had been carefully thought over, and this experiment in the multiplicity of points of view was to be the starting point for a mode of drawing that would be real, objective.  It is not at all surprising that children, for psychological reasons which belong to them and which are, therefore, quite inaccessible to us, submitting to and trying to formulate the conventional and classical idea of imitation that has become indissociable from drawing, should, instinctively, multiply the points of view.  But what is truly surprising is that artists should be so entirely lacking in critical spirit that they should think of this as a source of rejuvenation and that they should fail to see the difference there is between what the child does without any deliberate purpose, and what they themselves do, intellectually and systematically.  

An innocence of this kind is quite bewildering.  And we are surely obliged to see in it a clear proof of the bankruptcy to which the classical Humanist attitude has come, especially when this evident proof of childishness follows previous works that show a perfect knowledge of classical drawing.  An order of events that reveals clearly the difference there is between the aspirations of the artist and those of the child, who wants to achieve this classical drawing of which he is still ignorant, and who accepts it willingly when his so-called teachers offer it to him.  These latter are guilty of a failure to understand what, in the child’s early work, is capable of having a future - those colour harmonies which ought to have been developed in the direction they themselves suggest - towards objective painting, harmonies of lines and colours culminating in melody and counterpoint.  But do these teachers themselves suspect that painting is capable of being painting?  I do not think so, and that is why they cannot see it in the song of the child.  They are still at the stage of believing that it lies in the subject, in that parasitic element beneath which painting has been entirely lost to view.  

Finally, I would add that the ease of producing harmonious colour relations (all that is needed is a certain good taste) has led to a bizarre vulgarisation of the complex craft of the painter.  It has been reduced to the level of what one might call a 'leisure activity'  [‘art d'agrément’].  That explains why so many people have taken painting up, and why the results obtained by the amateurs are neither better nor worse than those of the inveterate specialists who think they have a particular right to call themselves painters.  These latter cannot see that they are victims of their own refusal to call themselves craftsmen, and to assume the responsibilities that are implied in such a status through accepting the need to undergo a process of apprenticeship.  They have introduced the wolf right into the middle of the sheepfold, and we may well pose the question why people other than themselves should not equally have the right to operate on the basis of nothing other than their own sensibility, their personality or, even, their genus.

Nonetheless, leaving these observations and warnings aside, the fact remains as it is, a certain reality: the colour harmonies, obtained within the overall, determining tonality, are the primary structures that make up the body of the painting, a body that is immobile, at rest, an extension in space, corresponding to the nature of sight when it is situated, subject to the same conditions.  

Colour in rotation - the chromatic circle 

Let us now pass on to colour in movement, in rotation, according to the other nature of sight, the one that has been completely lost with the position imposed by the state of mind of Humanism.  How could it have been otherwise, when the eye is reduced to being no more than an observer of objects and of spectacles external to itself?  Those objects and spectacles being nothing more than appearances which have been frozen, deprived of all movement, because the eye itself has been frozen.  Once the attention of the eye has been turned to the plane surface of the canvas given a certain tonality, its corporeal, static, spatial nature is now free to expand and it becomes, from that moment onward, an organiser, working in depth with a primary material that is, truly, plastic.  'The physical acts [‘gestes’] that the eye is now going to accomplish are, then, those of its own movement.  All along the paths that this movement will trace, life will be manifest.  The coloured line will assume its full significance.  

I will not repeat what I have already said about movement.  I refer you to the paragraph in which I showed it as it really is in its ultimate nature, which cannot be expressed, and also it is when our own, human, activity is adapted to it for practical purposes, punctuating it with periods, cadences, of lesser or greater length, or of lesser or greater speed.  We must not allow ourselves to be mistaken as to the origin of these periods.  We must not imagine that they belong to the nature of movement-in-itself.  They have no origin other than the process of our own adaptation to our own visual system.  And this is so even when the physicist calls them ‘waves’ and attributes them to ‘nature’, when there can be no question of anything other than a subjective ‘naturalism’, of a trace left by something that, in itself, transcends this trace - a trace which has been imposed by the human ‘nature’ of the physicist himself, through the intervention of his eye, whether that eye is looking at the world about it, or at what is going on at the other end of a microscope.  For everything comes back to this: without a pre-existent support there cannot be any extension or any movement.  Space is the invisible, underlying canvas on which everything that, for us, occupies a fixed place, is spread.  Movement is the invisible web that lies between the periods, full or empty, that we make out of everything that passes by, in time. 

The key to understanding how colours work in rotation is to be found in the chromatic circle, the rainbow.  The chromatic circle understood as a successive series of modulations following one after the other and not, as I remarked when I spoke about Robert Delaunay, as nothing more than a useful guide for establishing the harmony.  Yet again, it is Delacroix who was the first, in the nineteenth century, to restore the chromatic circle to honour among painters.  After him, it became more and more common to turn to it for the purpose of orchestrating the colour - for the Nabis and for the Divisionists it became a sort of warhorse.  But its use remained static, conformable to the idea of painting as an art of space, that fixed idea which was still imposed - even among the most daring painters, painters whose liberation was prevented by the subject - through the burdensome legacy of Humanism.  Captivated by colours, struck by the contrasts - simultaneous or successive - that colours establish among themselves, Delaunay, desperate to make his painting live, seized on the chromatic circle and was not afraid to use it in a pure state in compositions that are astounding, even if they are still, more or less, endowed by the classical, subjective mode of drawing with a figuration still bound to a precise location in space.  

Delaunay sought to make his colour 'turn', and it must be acknowledged that, often, he succeeded.  To have made the chromatic circle pass from fixity to movement at a time when the rest of us, the Cubists, had not yet isolated the principles of translation and rotation in drawing - this was an achievement that impressed me deeply when, years later, I had very good reasons to see all the possibilities it opened up for the development of an objective painting, a painting no longer reliant for its self realisation on the heresies which rationalism had imposed with regard to the nature of the spectacle.  What is more surprising in our time is that, apart from a small number of young painters who have gone to his wife Sonia to study the lesson of Robert Delaunay, most of those who cry loudest 'the subject to the scaffold’  are quite content with offering a homage to Delaunay in retrospect.  They seem quite incapable of understanding anything of what he has given them, a gift which they have to learn to use if, really, they want to know what must take the subject's place.  It is true, as I have already said, that painting, in its object, is far from being known by these violent opponents of the subject who remain, in reality, its last supporters.  

The chromatic circle, made up of colours, is a function, not of light, not of the tonality that has been given to the canvas, but - like that light, that tonality, and those colours - of the eye.  It is the eye that creates the chromatic modulation.  This modulation does not exist as a reality outside the human eye.  It is, certainly, perceived but, before what has been found in the outside world can come back to us, it has first to have been created within us.  To study the chromatic circle as a thing in itself, as is done by the scientists, is a heresy, a pseudo-gnosis.  It makes an abstraction of the cause.  We must, certainly, insist on this error that turns Man away from himself, causing him to abstract himself out of what he himself has produced.  

The consequence of the reintegration of Man among the phenomena that surround him is the recognition that these so-called properties of the chromatic circle are, in reality, no more than properties of the eye.  It is the eye that moves, not the colour.  It is the eye which makes the contrasts, the eye which makes the melody, and these contrasts, and this melody, are nothing if one does not take account of the eye that is looking at them.  We can go further.  The chromatic circle which results from the natural mobility of the eye is the most perfect example of the order that regulates nature  - universal nature, which is not quantitative, external, but, quite simply, the nature of Man, the subject realising its real, objective totality.  

The mobility of the eye is continuous, absolutely circular, or, more exactly in our case, spiralling.  It is this mobility of principle which enables us to establish lines, relays, periods, infinitely variable in their divisions and durations.  This periodicity in any particular journey has an orientation.  It is of the order of a movement that has a direction and this directed movement is what is expressed in the chromatic circle.  Our eye assures us, in the last analysis, that its nature, our nature, nature itself, loves exactitude and precision - that nature is flexible to this degree: that it is at once free and determined.  This is its dual character, which may, at first, seem contradictory and which large numbers of intellectual observers have failed to understand.  The chromatic circle enables us to understand it easily.  Through it, the order of succession of the colours is determined.  But the passage of one colour into another can be realised, faster or slower, according to the wishes of the person travelling.  That is liberty in melody, modulation.  There is, therefore, no opposition at all between order on the one hand and liberty on the other.

How does the eye set about constituting the chromatic circle?  In the simplest way imaginable.  Let us see how the eye works according to the laws of its own nature.  The time has come to make use of our sensibility.  On the tonality of the plane surface of the canvas - the qualification we have given to the light of day - let us place a mixture of white and black, a grey, subtly harmonising with the value of the tonality.  What happens to it?  Once this mixture without colour is proposed to the eye, the eye immediately gives it a colour.  Which?  That which is furthest away from the tonality.  If the tonality is a red, it is the tonality of a green that appears; if the tonality is a blue, it is an orange that intervenes ...The tonality is complemented by its opposite, as if each was creating the other in the circularity of the eye.  The state of inertia of the plane, which had not been altered by the tonality, is altered now.  It is a state of equilibrium, which only needs to be broken for movement to be introduced.  The eye is adequate to the job.  It turns between these two poles on its way towards light; and so it makes the most direct, the most regular melody; it establishes itself its range of tones.  We know it, but we do not know it well enough to understand that this is no mere consequence of the reactions of different materials to light.  It is a consequence of the action of the eye on materials variously situated in a world that is lit.  The tonality and intensity of this world act on the eye and cause it to alter the colours, according to the relation that results between the light that is unqualified - white, for the practical purposes of the painter - and the light that is qualified by such and such a tonality and such and such an intensity.  That is the painter's freedom of choice.  

What needs to be taught 

If the young painters were to learn by studying themselves, if they were helped to take possession of their reality as Man - physiologically, to begin with - then I am quite sure that those who are tempted by what is called 'abstract' or 'non-figurative' painting would know all the better how legitimate this aspiration is.  They would know to what it corresponds, and how human it is, since, already, they would know that the reality of colours belongs to their eye - their sight - and that the green of a tree, or the red of a flower, are neither in the tree, nor in the flower, but in the act of seeing.  It is the act of seeing that makes the chromatic scale, which orders its course, its life, its movement, which makes it a gift to the man become painter, so that, in combining all its possibilities, he can, through his song, enchant his eyes, his heart, and his spirit which is light, and the eyes, the heart, the spirit of his fellows.  

But this education of Man and of the painter, where does it take place these days?  Where is Man taught once again to centre himself on his own bodily reality?  Where is the painter told that the laws of his craft are the laws of his own eyes?  We still continue to keep Man at a great distance from himself, and, alas, we do it in all good faith.  As for the painter, we persist in directing his attention on everything that is not of himself.  We talk to him wrongheadedly about all sorts of things which keep him from becoming aware of his role, of his mission.  We introduce him to the classical masterpieces which, whatever else might be said about them, are a distortion of his craft.  We worry him with this and turn him into a tormented soul, a copyist, or a rebel.  This is revealed in the present state of what is called the arts.  It is the result of compromise, of falsifications, of a definite lack of courage in declaring in favour of the painter's eye, master of form and colour.  

The chromatic scale was not made by the eye for the mere purpose of filling in the details of an anatomy or of a landscape, but in order that the combinations to which it lends itself, and which are in harmony with the different levels of human nature - that of space, accessible to the senses, and that of non-located time - should be transfigured in light.   Light-rhythm, which the painter will not find outside himself, but in himself, in being born, in growing with himself.  

It is by means of the chromatic scale that the eye has produced colours.  It has endowed it own movement with variety by means of a succession of tones that are, in themselves, clearly distinguished but linked together through a series of imperceptible undulations.  Where in all that will the physicist find any leaps or jerks?  What will he find that is indeterminate?  Can he see anything there that will support his imprudent assertion: that nature detests exactitude and precision?  On the contrary, the chromatic scale- the scale of time, as it is derived from movement-in-itself - perpetuates and adapts itself without any surprises.  It is, clearly, determined in its course.  It is precise and rigorous.  It is formal, and that is why it is circular.  It is universal, unus vertere, the one that turns.  To express it in a rectangular diagram, as is done too often, is to distort its nature, to strip it of its living shape, to tear it away from its visual source and deliver it up to an intellectual sacrilege.  The eye is round, and it turns round, and it is the eye, and only the eye, that responds to roundness and to the development in the curve of the chromatic scale, where all is order and beauty.  

The eye has made the chromatic scale because it is an organ of light.  This prerogative was acknowledged in the past.  Closer to our own day it was challenged, and the eye was recognised only as an organ capable of receiving light, which latter was understood above all, in the sense of illumination.  I think that, today, we must go back to the original way of understanding it - visibility pre-existent to the visible, as light transcends the obstacles that bear witness to it, as life is greater than the organisms in which it is revealed.  

The eye only reflects the illumination that comes from the sun because it is in intimate union with light itself, as movement in time is only the sign of movement in itself, as the circle traced by the compass is only an imitation of the real, transcendent circle.  The necessity of a support as a precondition for every intellectual demonstration is strongly affirmed as one of the axioms, those articles of rationalist faith.  All the more reason, then, to assert the necessity of a transcendental support, which is yet more indispensable if objective - living - reality is to be understood.  Since Humanist man has reduced himself to nothing more than a mechanics of observation, it is not surprising that, following on his premisses, he has mechanised everything about him to such an extent that he has forgotten the starting point, the mechanisation of himself, the fundamental axiom.  From here to the belief that nature is a mechanism, it is only a step.  This step has been taken with regard to light, and with regard to the eye, a simple apparatus for seeing clearly, a receiver, which never gives anything.  Nor have we failed to replace the eye with means that, so we imagine, are more suitable for informing the observer on the nature of light, at least of the light of the sun.  And, by means of analysis, we have convinced ourselves that this light is composed of a bundle of luminous rays.  Luminous rays that, of course, have nothing to do with the participation of the eye, just as perspective, a science in itself, has nothing to do with anything other than our own intellectuality.  With the help of clever means of representation, imagination, a lack of good sense among the general public, and of faith diverted from its proper object for the benefit of science, we are convinced that we have acquired hitherto unsuspected certainties about the nature of light.  In fact, all our efforts have been directed towards the mechanised eye, in a fixed, frozen, state; and it is only this mechanism that has been studied through its consequences, which amounts to no more than a simple subjectivism which has nothing to do with the object - light.  

So we imagine a bundle of luminous rays without that which is responsible, the eye in certain conditions, which is replaced by a perforated screen that is supposed to imitate its constitution!  Truly we have taken the effect for the cause itself, the illusion of perspective for the reality, the impression that we experience for the object - that object which is, successively and relatively, at rest and in movement.  Let us go still further and imagine the possibility of a blind physicist studying light.  The absurdity becomes obvious, and no-one can miss it.  It comes down to this - that the eye counts for something in this would-be study of Light, and we have the right to ask: do these hypotheses and descriptions which are proposed with respect to light derive from the light itself or do they derive from the eye?  Or from the eye abstracted from its true reality?  In fact, the man who refuses to know himself and who gives himself up naively to his perceptions, hoping to gain knowledge of the sum total of these perceptions which he calls the Universe, is certain to fall, inextricably, into the swamp of his own contradictions.  

The mechanical eye is capable only of perception.  But, living, the eye is something quite different.  If it receives external traces of light, it is because it possesses light itself, implicitly.  That is a perfectly reasonable postulate.  It does not emit light.  One does not emit reality, which is not subject to space and time.  But it is, mysteriously, united with light and it proves it by, in a way, translating it spatially and turning it, temporally, localising it and then restoring its mobility through periods, cadences etc.  ...  according to the two natures of Man.  The eye is a generator of light, and it is this generation that is shown in the chromatic scale.  It is a renewal of the struggle to gain a definitive victory over that light which is beyond our knowledge, and the proofs of this struggle remain as colours in a precise order, which the eye has been unable to conquer, but which it has, nonetheless, taken prisoner.  

The discovery of the chromatic scale has been attributed to Newton.  But this is, surely, a rather hasty judgment.  It would be closer to the truth to say that Newton rediscovered it after it had been forgotten.  For we only have to study and come to understand the two great models of mediaeval sacred painting - the Christ in Glory and the Virgin in Glory (or in Majesty) - to realise that the key to their understanding is the rainbow, the chromatic circle.  In my work, Homocentrism, or The Return of Christian Man, I also point to the use of the rainbow that is recommended to painters in the Mount Athos Guide to painting.  And I recall that it is not with the intention of producing a literary metaphor that in Genesis Ch.IX, vv 11,13,16,17, the rainbow is introduced as the basic witness, the intermediary between transcendent light and isolated, localised, embodied light.  I stress 'embodied' and not perceived, real in its relativity and not at all simple appearance.  

But the classifications are so exclusive that a scientist cannot let them go.  It was Newton who invented the rainbow, and our scientist cannot admit that, a long time beforehand, it was used by painters to bear witness to this light which has, for him, become a hypothetical theory.  First of all, can painting have any connection with science?  Nowadays we know of course that it can't, that it is only a superfluous luxury without importance, that it is based only on the sensibility of a particular personality which can express itself all the better the more it is stripped of reason.  And, since we are in a constant state of progress, what good purpose can be served by asking questions about the painted works of other times, which, unquestionably, can only be inferior to those of the present day?  At least, that is what we think, even if we don't say it openly.  And it is certainly the misfortune of our age.  

The chromatic circle is the key to harmony, but, much more importantly, it is the key to melody.  We must turn to it if painting is to become painting.  Delacroix wrote that 'painting does not always need a subject', thus anticipating the aspirations which have become urgent at the present time.  Let painting, then, become subject to its own object!  Let the painter become conscious of himself, of his eye which, humanly, makes the painting.  

I think that we have now easily understood that the chromatic circle becomes movement when it is allowed to do so by the eye.  By the same token, we can understand that this movement can be stopped simply by stopping the eye and that in this way it becomes a colour-harmony - an accord.  It can also be stopped if its periods are situated, given a precise location, isolated, one from the other.  That is how colours are arranged on the palette, waiting ...  They have, for all practical purposes, been realised once each tone has been brought to a particular limited degree of saturation.  The painter's role, then, begins with putting these colours qualitatively and qualitatively in relation with each other in such a way that they achieve a harmony.  That, as I have said, is the function of the eye in translation.  Various efforts have been made to use the chromatic circle to realise harmonious effects that will be sure and certain.  An equilateral triangle has been used, on a pivot, whose points, when they are fixed on a large chromatic circle,  should indicate, without fail, triads of colour.  An English chemist has even devised a sort of code of colour harmonies, a prescription formula for the use of colourists.  All that is more or less futile.  In truth, all the possible relations of colour are valuable - none can be ruled out, so long as the master of harmony is involved, the eye at rest, who establishes the relations that should prevail in each of the particular localities.  It is here that sensitivity, taste, the feeling of quality, and also inventiveness, can and must reveal themselves.  The rule can do no more than enable us to understand and to confirm the rightness of the feeling.

Feeling precedes the rule, reason.  Feeling [sentiment] is a very different thing from sensibility [sensibilité] with which too often it is confused.  Sensibility is a mechanical irritability, while feeling is a sympathy, or antipathy, that is revealed.  The sensibility of the eye is not peculiar to itself.  It is a reflex reaction common to all the parts of the body.  But its feeling is its own.  This is proved by the path traced by the colours on the chromatic circle.  The feeling of sympathy that blue bears to yellow and vice versa is rendered visible by their coming together, which is green.  There is, flowing about the colour circle, a whole current of feeling and of sympathy.  Reason has not failed to understand this and - with a view to rendering these affinities of practical use, to adapt them to the mysteries of the painter's craft - it has distinguished three fundamental colours, from which all the others are derived.  They are blue, yellow and red.  The young painter must know them and know from whence they come.  With these three colours, he will make all the others.  To have these three primary colours at his disposal, as well as a white and a black to vary their tonalities, that is all that is needed to satisfy the needs of the eye and, therefore, of the painter.  Today's palettes are too overloaded with a host of colours as parasitical as they are violent, which falsify the instinct of the true colourist.  This overloading is probably an attempt to compensate for the destruction of the resources of the craft which the painter has, knowingly, accepted because he thinks that there are advantages in ignorance.  He wants to scream because he no longer knows how to sing.  

In a real workshop, one that would be worthy of the name, an apprentice painter would, for the purpose of knowing colour, be subjected to a course of study that would complement the study of drawing.  Everyone, we have said, has, more or less, the feeling for harmony, which indicates an irrational, metaphysical presence of the truth of colour.  The future painter, however, who is not just anyone, must develop this feeling.  It is through experience that he will manage to give it its full force, and to vary the different ways in which it is revealed.  This experience will demonstrate the existence of rules which cannot be avoided and which he had better acknowledge so that he can become their master and be able to put them to use without having to think about them.  

When once we have learnt our craft correctly, it becomes impossible to lose contact with the 'object' because we make it, and, in this way, we avoid confusion with the subject.  So, we come to see that the object is lovely in its reality, and that it is sufficient in itself.  If we admire an old cupboard, it is not so much because it is a cupboard as because it is a beautiful object of carpentry.  The practical side is infinitely less important than the objective fact, the more so because the practical needs of one age differ from those of another and, so far as that is concerned, what suits one time may no longer be suitable for the next.  The object is permanent because it is a reality in itself and because its successful realisation is synonymous with beauty.  

If we think about it seriously, we are obliged to admit that this traditional nature of the object has been entirely forgotten, that we are, now, more and more attached to what is perishable, instantaneous, and of mediocre interest.  Overcome by technology, we only talk of the object's 'function', in other words, its practical utility.  We only pay attention to the 'cupboard-function', and we abandon ourselves to wearisome efforts to satisfy it.  This tendency of the soul today predominates everywhere, and over everything, and ends up in irritating results - in things that leave us feeling ill at ease, in weirdness, the disappearance of the quality of our manual work, at the same time as that of the materials which we use.  The ‘function'  is the ‘subject', and if we place all our sense of the importance of our work uniquely in this utilitarian motive - a motive which changes according to everyone's point of view - then we lose sight of what is essential, the object.  

A cupboard is made to hold an infinite variety of things, certainly, but the object we are looking for is the cupboard and it is on that that the carpenter must concentrate his attention while he is making it.  We thought of this in the past, and thought well.  The admiration which we feel at the present time proves it.  The subject, the function, is of little importance to us, since, truth to tell, we feel more at our ease even on a practical level with these old articles of furniture than with those of our own time, in which some clever designer has thought to put everything together, in which every detail is predetermined, and on which a precise function and even a precise situation have been imposed.  

The first complete exercise 

So, the young painter must, as a craftsman, think about the object, constantly.  Maurice Denis expressed this necessary reference to the object very well when he said 'a painting is above all a flat surface covered with colours put together in a certain order'  - though his own work did not often live up to this ideal.  The painter will become conscious of this truth through the initial exercises of translation and rotation in colour, in making  the object.  He will soon come to see the weakness of the subject with regard to true painting, and that this true painting carries within itself all the values for which he longs, values of emotion, of persuasion and of elevation.  He will come to see that the principles of painting lie in painting, and not in the interpretation of a tree, of an anatomy, or of anything else which is external to it and different both in structure and in colouring.  Let him, then, make chromatic circles of differing intensities and tonalities according to a coloured support, a resonant plane, chosen beforehand.  In the same way, let him combine the primary colours, let him look for harmonious relations, simple or complex.  Those are the first exercises a beginner should do, exercises that will give him pleasure and cultivate his feeling at the same time that they open his mind to the three stages that, never being confused with each other, build, in a logical manner, the work that he has in mind: measure, cadence, rhythm.  

After which, the young apprentice can take on translation in its fullness, no longer just in drawing, but also in colour.  This will be his opportunity to build his colours into figures [figurer ses couleurs] in an organism that is already more real and which, owing nothing to the subject, will be the object situated in static space.  It is after these exercises, which must be carefully supervised, that he can pass on to coloured rotation, which is nothing more than the putting into practice of the principle of the chromatic circle.  In translation, we must be careful to recommend the use of rectilinear figures.  It is only when the apprentice knows how to use these figures with some success and liberty that he can be allowed to loosen them up with curves, which will prepare him to pass on to rotation, which is, by definition, dominated by curved lines.  The object, up to now situated in space, will then become mobile in time, as seen, we repeat, by the eye, which will put its capacity for movement to work, and which will follow paths in cadence, chosen and determined by the painter.  

It is quite certain that the management of rotation cannot be picked up in a day.  Before playing with it freely, it will be necessary to work at it over long periods of time, putting the work twenty times back on the stocks.  Rotation is the most difficult part of the painter's craft, the part that has been completely buried under Naturalism, and, thus, the part of which the present day painters have the least idea.  If everyone, these days, can realise seductive colour harmonies with more or less success, no-one knows how to lead one or several colours into rotation without having learnt how to do it.  Such knowledge cannot be replaced by improvisation, chance, intuition, those life-buoys to which the ignorant are obliged to cling.  This stage must be entered into in good shape, well prepared, at the risk of encountering not only failure but ridicule.  

The rotation of colours may be defined as the reality of the colour harmony changing its state.  Its static reality gives way to another reality, that which it assumes when it enters into movement.  To repeat what I have already said before: the immobile, localised measure gives way to the period, the cadence, the pulsation of periods, which no longer implies localisation but continual change, so long, it must be understood, as we do not mistake its nature and, consequently, do not stop it by stopping the eye.  

To give an idea of the way in which we should understand and make use of the periods of rotation, permit me to use yet another example, one which I think is striking, and which few people have not experienced .  We know that main roads are marked with milestones.  Well, these milestones do not have the same reality for someone who might live at number 54 - to take a number at random - as they do for the motorist in action.  For the first, this stone has the real value of a place, a measure; for the second, it is just as real, but it is not that of a place, it marks the end of a period in a continual journey.  For the first, this limit is immobile in space; for the second, it is an instant, punctuating time through a series of relays [points d'appui].   The two persons, then, do not use this milestone in the same way.  The resident understands it as stopped.  The motorist, so long as he does not stop moving - for, in that case he, in turn, becomes more or less resident and is now no longer a motorist - uses it to count the arbitrary, but, for practical purposes, useful divisions of the road, the line that he is following.  There are, in fact, two states of consciousness dealing with one single thing, which shows that the thing, though it may seem to adapt itself indifferently to the one as to the other, has, nonetheless, changed, depending on whether it acts in participation with the static mode of consciousness or with the mode of consciousness in movement.  

From this we can see how important it is not to mistake the nature of these two users, or the conditions in which they operate, and we can also understand that these natures, and these conditions, go beyond the unified procedures by which time and space are, usually, measured - procedures that, if we take them too seriously, will prevent us from being able to distinguish the true natures of rest and of movement, of the measure and of the period.
 

When the painter passes from translation to rotation, he is, clearly, passing from rest to movement.  We should, therefore, understand these periods in cadence for what they are, steps on a way, and should let our eyes move, follow the furrow they have ploughed, become, by degrees, conscious of the overall design, of what is, in the last analysis, the flow of the song which the man-become-painter sings.  For it is, essentially, in rotation that 'the musical and arabesque aspect that is nothing for many people', as Delacroix put it, - 'the melody and the counterpoint', as Baudelaire wrote so well - is to be found.  Rotation - through the activity of an eye which has been restored to its living prerogatives and which is no longer distorted by fixed perspective and by the naturalistic images which it implies - is the principle agent of objective painting.  It is on the basis of rotation, and of that alone, that the change can take place which many young painters wish when they 'banish the subject', without having any clear idea of what can replace it.  

How tenacious is habit, and how difficult it is to turn our intentions into realities!  It is only too obvious when we look at the works and read the declarations that accompany them.  Imprisoned ever since the Renaissance, in a space which is peopled with figures, the painters are unable to free themselves.  They do not even seek to escape.  It is space which holds their attention, which keeps them back, to which they claim they have added unheard of properties, filling it up with curves, with triangles, with flat structures evoking, moreover, obscure metaphysical intuitions or manifestations of the subconscious.  Are these 'new realities'?  They are, rather, the leftovers of a Naturalism which they condemn but from which they cannot disentangle themselves.  

It is, however, a very simple thing to understand that it is time, mobility, that must be integrated once again into the painted work.  That is what is important, that is what can change passivity, characteristic of space, into poetic activity.  It is equally simple to see the marks of this time, of this mobility, rotation, merely by paying a little attention to the buzzing of the machines that surround us.  I have no affection for them, but that does not prevent me from hearing them and from retaining, out of the stupidity of speed that they encourage and which is taking all before it, the useful lesson which can be learnt by anyone who has, again, become aware of the necessity of his own personal activity.  

It is this idea of movement, which Man has not yet managed to restore there where it is living, within himself, that is forced upon our attention by the machine.  Apart from the Italian Futurists, who tried, unsuccessfully, to inscribe it in their pictures, we have to admit that none of the painters who claim to be attached to industrialism have shown any sign that they have noticed the one and only idea that should have been grasped - the idea of movement, whose existence was proclaimed through the rotation of the motors, the turbines, wheels of all sorts, production belts, propellors etc. etc..  Of course, had they attempted it, they would have found themselves faced with a thousand problems that would have to be resolved before this movement could be adapted to painting, reduced as it has been by Humanism  to being no more than a static and, consequently, spatial, expression.  But facile conformism won the day, and our painters of industrial agitation were content with the imperfect, frozen portrayal of machines and of their operators, reduced to the level of Punch and Judy silhouettes.  The Renaissance subject was given a new, much less demanding, lease of life, but the object, which is embodied in the machine in action, went unnoticed.  

The simplest and most instructive exercise for learning how to manage rotation - an exercise that, in fact, sums up the total object of the painting - is that which keeps closest to its principle.  It is undoubtedly at once the most direct and the most beautiful.  I shall try to explain it in a few words.  

Every object is centred, in equilibrium on the basis of its pivot and of its axis.  It is an indivisible organism.  We must be convinced of this if we do not wish to fall back into the naturalistic abstraction of the Renaissance, which takes no account of the nature of the surface of the canvas as the support, and limit, of the work to be done.  The plane surface of the canvas or wall is, first, given a tonality, the freely chosen mode of the basic light [ambiance lumineuse] that will condition everything that will follow after.  The spatial organism - the object in its reality as situated in a particular place - will develop, on this pivot and this axis, colour harmonies in translation parallel to the base provided by the canvas, and also in the inclination of the planes that prepare the way for the rotation.  

It is this plane organism, made up of elements which have been rendered supple through the play of straight lines and curves, that will enable us to introduce the complete, definitive rotation.  This, in turn, will be realised objectively by several concentric circumferences, quite close together, moving round the central harmonious arrangement of colours.  It is in these linear paths that the chromatic melody will unfold.  Of what does this melody consist?  Of a succession of coloured modulations which pass about the concentric rotative lines to support, complementing them, the colours of the colour harmony.  It is in this way that the static theme is developed into combinations of cadences, in time.  The colour harmony could, in a way, be said to have separated out into its parts, and these set up a counterpoint as they interweave one with the other, combining their particular melodies.  These melodic developments operate at once in order and in liberty - the feeling of the eye going beyond the rule and slowing the movement down or speeding it up, insisting on certain periods or passing over others, shepherding contrasts and oppositions of colours and values, balancing them in their continuous dynamism.  

Finally, when the melodic combinations have reached their fullness, when they have arrived at their limit, then they will attain the final object - the rhythm - which encloses in a single form, form-light, the lesser reality of the spatial harmony, and the intermediate reality of the lines of the melodies.  Here, rhythm is to be found in its greatest purity.  It is a grey line which wraps the whole in a circle and brings it to a conclusion, this grey being obtained strictly by a mixture of black and white, consequently without colour and responding symmetrically, so to speak, to the intensity of the starting point - the first tonality of the canvas/space, support for the different levels of reality of the work, that of the extensions at rest and that of the cadences which draw us into their movement.  This grey line is the intensity of ineffable light in the finished painting.  It is, so to speak, the single resonator on which the colours and their sinuous movements sound and sing to the joy of the eye looking at them, and of the soul.  

You will notice (as I noticed it myself when, after many efforts in the dark, I came upon the right way of organising the three levels of objective reality, distinct one from the other, or brought together in the unity of light) the analogy, even the identity, which there is between this natural - not naturalistic - order, and the organisation of the mediaeval Christian sacred works, the models they follow and the principles they embody: Christ in Glory and Majesty; Virgin, also in Glory and Majesty.  I was struck by this all the more since I had never thought of these works with regard to my own, personal, researches and discoveries.  It was only after the event  that I saw the resemblance.  And that was a source of many very valuable reflections, and a proof that I had not gone astray, since, without wishing it, I had simply rediscovered an order of things which had once been known, as these works testified.  There is nothing new under the sun.  And I easily concluded from this that it had been the refusal of this order - in which, from the very start, nature is situated in man, as he is, in his body - that had led, through Humanist Naturalism,  to the total disintegration of the present day, when man, an active being, understood in his reality as a process of growth, has been replaced by an agitation of particles of dust.

Restoring the painter's craft, reformulating the laws of painting, those had been my ambitions, which, I believed, could be satisfied by engaging myself fully in the way that had been opened up by the first experiments of Cubism.  I did not shrink from the task and, by way of control, I often took a look over my neighbour's wall, convinced that, in spite of differences of expression, the end we were pursuing was the same - the more and more urgently required resurrection of Man.  But this resurrection could take place only by way of the seed, not by the way of matter, reduced to ashes.  The seed - which is all activity, the true source of energy, and not at all something that has been left over after a long period of analysis, something to which, intellectually, we attribute properties it does not possess, properties that are only hypotheses and subjectivities.  

For the painter, who must testify to this germination of Man through his own, living, activity, it has become categorically necessary to flee the naturalistic subject.  But its ‘abolition’, which we see more or less everywhere in the world at the present time, is not something that should be undertaken lightly.  It corresponds to a deeply rooted intuitive sense of the direction life is taking, at a moment when the proofs of the death of a civilisation are there to dazzle the eyes of even the least perceptive.  Let this intuition, then, become a reality!  To banish the subject is fine, to set to work to build the object is better.  But do not go heading off in the wrong direction.  Go towards yourself, towards the man that you are, with reawakened senses that have, once again, been put to work, well ordered in their reciprocal relations, well led by the faculties that are involved in all these efforts.  And, finally, you may ask yourself if the presence of the reality of Man is not affirmed better through self-mastery, through a work that is accomplished, ceaselessly renewed and perfected, than it is through subterfuges which are only a means of refusing to face the problem, subjective subterfuges which do not fool anyone, even yourself, and which leave behind them nothing but bitterness and disappointment.  

This 'abolition of the subject'  will only be justified if we do not deprive 'the object'  of its nature and laws - a nature that is simple and laws that are few, accessible to all those who have enough courage and independence of spirit to admit their existence and to learn their secrets.  Painting is painting, a craft like any other, out of which it is possible to produce masterpieces without even being aware of the fact.  All that is needed is to love it truly and to be very severe with oneself; and then to set oneself to doing what it is that one does well, without being carried away by the concoctions of the intellectuals, things to say, which, insidiously, turn the object in the direction of the subject.  The reason that lies behind painting is to sing light, and nothing else.  The song is Man, and there are a thousand ways of singing.  I confess I can find no place in it for a house, or a tree, for a naked woman or a horse, but all is open to colours that are formed, harmonised and melodic, realities of my eyes for the joy or sadness of my heart or of my soul.  Measure, cadence and rhythm follow each other happily, and I possess them truly, there where they are, when I wish, without having to look, for the work I am doing, in appearances which have no connection with it - other than that of the fact of being based on similar principles.  Appearances which can only lead me into error with regard to the object which I must, above all, serve.  

Let no-one attribute to me something that I haven't said.  I do not in any way advocate indifference to the appearances of the outside world.  Quite the contrary.  I have become an inveterate country-dweller, precisely because I am extremely sensitive to my surroundings.  I am like that redskin chief who was brought to visit New York and asked to give his reactions.  'The houses of men are so tall that we cannot see God's sky', he replied.  I do not like towns, and I have never liked them.  I feel, on the contrary, a perfect affinity with the country.  That is why I live there, tenaciously; not as a visitor, but as a real native, assuming all the duties of a peasant, those to do with cultivation and those to do with husbandry.  That attaches you solidly to existence and to its realities.  Every minute you can see objective, creative, naturing nature [la nature naturante], which cannot be explained by any amount of analysis.  You cannot imagine anything abstract entering into the problems which present themselves every day, problems to which correct solutions must be found.  These vital problems don't pussyfoot around the object.  They take it head on, directly, and hypotheses and intellectual representations crumble before its solidity.  

All that leads one to think, and to take oneself as the starting point for one's reflections.  I am therefore I think.  At the same time as this work with the soil, there is the overall frame - the landscape, the sky, the waters.  Can you escape them?  You are soaked in them like a sponge, and you become a reservoir of colours and nuances which have, one way or the other, to be restored to the world about you.  The painter, however thoroughly he might be turned towards the active reality of painting-painting, towards his true object, brings this process of impregnation to his work, without premeditation, without thinking about it, like something received as a shock that must, inevitably, rebound.  His colouring and his melody bear the characteristics of the surrounding world which are brought together and revealed in the synthesis.  

I noticed this fact with regard to certain of my own paintings when I saw them in an exhibition.  They evoked for me the atmosphere that is so distinctive of Provence, which was then so far away.  I saw it in the insistence of certain lines which belong to these paintings alone.  Without my knowing it (I was only concerned with the theme I had to develop), my measures, my cadences, and my rhythm, submitting to the charm of the coloured light stored up in my eyes, restored it in a way that at once resembled, and, at the same time, was very different from, its own identity.  I understood then that I could not have painted these pictures anywhere else; that, although they were perfectly objective, they were not, for all that, without an effective relation to the subject, by means of feeling, controlled by the rule. 

MODES OF EXPRESSION

The accidental image 

I think I have said the essential about what I consider ought to be known for the methodical re-establishment of this painting-object, which is the sole positive response that can be given to the battle-cry 'The subject to the scaffold'.  Now I would like to show that the rigour of its principles and the use of its rules are not, all the same, lacking in flexibility;  that they offer to the painter, once he possesses them to the extent that he can apply them without having to think about them, different modes of expression which are not to be despised.  The present infatuation with what is called, among other things, non-figurative painting tends to accept everything that evokes no figurative memories as an authentic manifestation opposed to the subject.  I have tried to warn against this illusion by pointing out that the mere disappearance of the subject is not of itself enough to change the naturalist position in any way, since the subject can be clearcut as it was in the sixteenth century, or it can be ground into dust through its decomposition into atoms, or, again, it can be represented by geometrical figures and by intellectual ideas.  What needs to be done is truly to work on the substance of painting, to make of it its object - through the body to go towards light.  

But if the object, through its natural reality, is independent of subjective perceptions and opinions - if it is, itself, above all, the painting-object, which obeys only the laws of its own nature - then it has its own existence, independent of the reactions it can provoke in the subject, in the person who, through his eyes, enters into contact with it - and, in the first place, in the painter who is realising it and whose imagination is constantly awoken in the course of his work.  

I will explain.  

When we see clouds pass in a turbulent sky, is it not often the case that we glimpse, one or other of us, strange images in these clouds, images which evoke familiar figurative memories, animals, or people, signs which are suggested to us, with greater or with lesser clarity, by our imagination?  At the junction of certain masses, or of certain lines - lines which are born uniquely from the game of melody and of counterpoint to which the development of the images is tied - our taste for analogy sometimes, insistently, raises up mirages which belong, uniquely, to ourselves.  Ought we to hold the clouds responsible and accuse them of betraying their object?  Do they, because, all of a sudden, our memory gets the better of their real existence, cease to be themselves?  It is not only in the sky that this subjective phenomenon may be remarked.  Every moment of the day, we are presented with examples - in roots, tree trunks, puddles, stains, curious stimulants to this propensity we have to turn from reality to the sideshow of our dreams.  Is this a bad thing?  Is it a good thing?  It is a simple fact which we cannot avoid when the occasion presents itself.  It is itself a natural fact which changes nothing with regard to the object, its nature, its reality.  Let us take it into account and use it to our advantage.  We should not refuse what accident can offer; we should learn, by making use of its principle, to transform the accidental into the willed, for the sake of certain needs to which we ought to be in a position to respond.  

The great current fashion for non-figuration has, naïvely and prematurely, put a stigma on everything which, in a painting, could possibly suggest the idea of an image.  So long as appearances are saved, that is all that is required, and, for many, that is the end of the problem.  I think it would be better first to come to an agreement as to what is meant by 'image'.  There is between naturalistic figuration and the suggestion of an image a difference that is irreconcilable.  The naturalistic, classical, Humanist figuration is at once the base and the summit of painting dependent on the subject.  But the suggestion of an image, whether accidental or willed, is something that is external to the painting realised in its object.  I have just explained this, and will not insist on it, it is so obvious.  But I suspect that this fear of figuration may, in the last analysis, be just a cover-up for an inability to break free of the classical method.  Its elements are kept and its more healthy consequences, those which render it more susceptible to control, are suppressed: 'Hide this breast that I must not see.' !  That is certainly what 'abstract art'  is all about, since 'to abstract'  means simply to take from a whole one or two of its characteristics.  So, are 'abstract art' and 'non-figurative art' not justified sufficiently through the mere elimination of the subject-spectacle?  That is to make light of what could render them really effective, the realisation of the object, and, in it, the suggestions that, intentionally or by chance, it may evoke.  

For that is the crux of the matter.  If we do not take the legitimacy of these suggestions into account and recognise that not only should they be accepted but that we should know how they can be provoked, then we show clearly that we have not renounced the classical mode, either in its spirit or in its means.  We disguise the subject so that it will be unrecognisable.  Nothing could be more contrary to the reason of the object than to take a classical figuration as the starting point and to distort it through a laborious series of operations which reduce it to being no more than a caricature of itself, or a flattened, geometrical schema.  What does one hope to achieve by that?  What serious advantage do we hope to gain by way of form through such stylisations?  We fall into conventionalism, there can be no doubt of it, and the truth of the direction to be followed is more than compromised.  But the appearance of certain figures, suggested, in an organism perfectly attuned to its objective reality, that cannot raise any objections among those capable of avoiding any misunderstanding as to the basis of the work.  That they should prefer, in the name of the purity of the painting (and here I would be entirely in agreement with them) works in which no figurative allusions appear, nothing could be more reasonable.  But they should know not to confuse what, though born in the natural ordering of the painting, nonetheless touches the memory with a sort of stylisation of the classical drawing which is consciously sought after and which, by that very fact alone, is anti-objective.  

When, in my third chapter, I sketched out the course that had been taken by the plastic researches of Cubism, I showed that, shortly before the painters had been enabled, by means of translation and rotation, to organise the object of painting freely, without any recourse to the figurative subject, a compromise was established between the new means which were becoming imperative, and the classical image, which persisted in wanting to stay in the painter's mind.  This image was no more than the shadow of itself, its effigy or, more precisely, simulacrum.  It bore no relation to anatomy or to naturalistic imitation.  All that was needed was to notice the way certain elements were placed in relation to each other and to stress them, with a point for the eye, a vertical line for the nose, a horizontal line for the mouth, several wavy parallel lines for the hair etc.  In this way, the image could be evoked, and sufficiently strongly to be able to hold its own in relation to the new, infinitely more important, fact that was coming into existence all around it. 

 I thought it important to stress the distinction which should be made between this last manifestation of the classical image, and the first reappearance, by a road going in the opposite direction, of the 'sign of the image' in the picture-object.  The sign of the image was born in the interweaving of the melodic lines of objective painting.  Nonetheless, there is a certain analogy between these two images, so true it is that opposite extremes can resemble one another.  The figurative sign in the picture-object too is suggested by means of points and lines, situated by virtue of certain relations that are sufficiently familiar to enable us to interpret their meaning and to impress it upon our memory.  

It may happen that, during the development of a theme, of a particular harmony in the translation, with the infinite resources that are offered by rotation when one knows how to manage it freely, one, or several, images appear, so to speak, of their own accord, in the supple game of the linear inflexions of the melody and counterpoint.  If one has been very much struck by these sudden suggestions, I do not see why one should refuse to accept them and to endow them with an even greater intensity.  Is it because the object is too weak to be able to take them in hand?  Does it never have any right to a little fantasy?  In again taking up the basis of the painter's craft, in returning to painting its laws and its measures, in refusing to make it tributary to the subject-spectacle and to all the subversions of subjectivism, have we, for all that, wanted to renounce the right to make use of those caprices of chance, those whimsical marks, whose suggestions will enable us to indulge a freedom that, surely, must be regarded as unquestionable?  Have we finally decided that we are, forever, to be the Jansenists of painting?  

If, on the contrary, we acknowledge the legitimacy of using these propositions which are offered to us, without our asking, by a simple process of coincidence;  if we can refrain from accusing the cloud of indulging in Naturalism just because its eddying evokes a figure in our minds, when it cannot, through its very nature as a cloud, prevent itself from moving and from forming different shapes - we can, by studying the conditions that give birth to these phantoms, learn how they work, isolate the chain of events, and become able to make use of them to turn the accidental into the willed.  In this way, the picture-object, realised from a starting point that is quite opposed to that of the Humanist - man in action instead of man in submission - implies not only the problem of structures but, equally, that of the image.  Who can do the greater can do the lesser, and this 'lesser' is neither to be despised nor ignored.  The 'new realities', if they are to be well understood, must, necessarily, include everything which the old classical mode was able to do that was really useful in the social environment.  And, in addition, it must embrace everything  which it had not been able to do because of the limitations imposed by its status as a spectacle [sa limitation spectaculaire].  

If, on the other hand, they think it sufficient that they have been derived solely from a non-figuration that has been achieved without reference to any sort of method, then we may reasonably suspect them of being nothing more than yet another spectacle or representation - spectacle and representation of our present day world, which abounds in destructions of what has been left to it by its pre-Humanist and Humanist past.  The successive movements of our western world which have passed away, reduced to rubble by the rage for destruction that possesses all civilisations as they fall apart, they have all been devoted to the disfigurement of their own earlier figures.  Does that make them new realities?  Will they be even newer realities tomorrow, when the atomic whirlwind has been unleashed above them, and there is nothing left but dust?  If the painters who have been tempted by the principle of non-figuration see in it anything more than a piece of escapism, an easy way of seeming to be what they are not; if they have enough humility to admit that everything needs to be learnt about their craft, restored to its rules after having been separated from its reality by several hundred years of deviation; if they are not fooled by the smooth appearances about them; - then they will make the effort that is needed for this reconstruction of Man and of the painter, and agree to respond to the various needs of the one and of the other - needs which differ according to the circumstances and which are separated into the grades of a hierarchy because they must not be confused one with the other in the order of their ascension.

That the strictly 'non-figurative' work is at the summit of this hierarchy, that is not in doubt.  But, again, this non-figuration must - I will never stop saying and repeating it - be order, not subjective negation.  It will answer to the human need for dreaming, meditation, contemplation - for that disinterested poetry that touches those regions of the soul in which the spirit lives in consciousness of its own unconsciousness.  Man, however, is not always able for those highest regions.  They are accessible, but they are not usual.  There are others equally honourable which should not be ignored or left infertile.  The reality of the object is not diminished in them.  It is there in its entirety, whatever about momentary fixations on figurative memories.  These regions may be marked with points of rest that enable us to relax.  At the crossroads as we advance along the way, the signposts which modify our activity slow it down for a moment, suspend it, without localising it, and the eye again takes up the course of the melody, follows the succession of cadences to the end of seeing the work finished in rhythm, in light.  

The hieratic image 

Here, then, are three modes of expression for objective painting; three modes that are particularly suited to it.  There is, first, the pure work which makes no appeal to the memory through image or story.  Then there is the work that freely and, as it were, by chance, evokes hints of images through the interweaving of melodic lines.  Finally, there is the work in which a given iconographical image has been deliberately aimed at.  In these two latter cases there can be no question of a deformation of classical drawing.  On the contrary, it is the formation, by means of signs with an objective value, of a propensity human nature has for analogy; whether it appears unconsciously and is respected, or whether it is sought through subtle combinations with a view to satisfying a willed intention, to convey a given episode or a precise symbol.  

The shape of the image, by virtue of being born from melodic structures and movements, takes on a particular character, very different from that of the classical image, subjected as it is to the imitation of sensible appearances and determined by the desire to evoke illusions based on the study of anatomy.  The new image, by contrast, is, really, of the nature of painting as painting itself.  There is no distinction that can be established between what it is and what it may appear to be when seen from any particular point of view.  Sérusier saw the need for this reversal of the idea of the image.  Feeling the insufficiency of the stylisation of the classical image which he was, himself, trying to achieve, did he not , one day, say to Maurice Denis: 'Yes, you are right.  Art must be hieratic.'?  It is indeed a hieratic shape which is born from this germination of melodic lines, a traditional, spiritual shape that may recall a condition that is inferior, but which enables it to free itself through being raised up towards Form, towards Unity, the Universal, the one that turns.  

There is, nowadays, a tendency, in the disarray in which the world is plunged, to demand that painting, among other things, find the means of its rejuvenation not just in the drawing of children - which is, as I have indicated earlier, a patent error - but in the representations of epochs that are called 'archaic', which is another mistake, all the more serious because here one is taking the effect for the cause itself.  So we see excellent painters with a tormented mind, using these works to extract from them variations on their superficial appearances which have nothing to do with the state of mind that brought them into existence and gave them their real character.  I will confine myself here to pointing out that these works, whatever they are and from wherever they come, are traditional expressions of the religious spirit, which is, essentially, ontological and which, consequently, acts by a process of germination, understanding nature as a perpetual creation; nature which, for each of us, is seated in ourselves, and which we must know - Ars imitatur naturam in sua operatione  - if it is to be really manifested in our works.  This is the principle to which the 'archaic arts' bear witness and of which we are ignorant, because archaeology is a profane science, marked by the tares of Humanism.  

So, to see only the external appearance of these works and to travesty it by deforming it is a real nonsense.  What is legitimate is, first, to rediscover the laws of the object, and then, as I have stressed, to suggest the presence of the image, more or less intentionally.  In this way it becomes a sign or symbol, and has no pretension to act as a substitute for the plastic organisation of the painting.  

The painting-object also has modes of expression other than those which remain faithful to the limitations of the classical picture.  I am thinking here of ways of applying it, of the practical purpose that the work is to serve.  Nothing seems to me to be more lacking in judgment than a desire to keep the expansion of painting, once it has been freed from the subject, confined within the limit imposed by the ‘picture’.  First of all, given that we owe the picture as it is in its present form to the classical method, we are not showing very much sense of initiative when all we can do with our painting is to increase the ever widening gap that there is between architecture on the one hand and aesthetics on the other - between the people considered as a whole, organised hierarchically, and that particular category of men of good taste who seem at present to enjoy a monopoly with regard to serious concern for works of art.  

The picture corresponds exactly to the dimensions of the subject as it is whittled away.  In the  mind of the subject, it is a spectacle looked at through a fictitious window broken into the wall.  I wish that we would become aware of this and, if we are obliged by the circumstances of the moment, to make use of its form and its dimensions, I wish that we would resist the blind infatuation we seem to have with regard to it and which makes us condemn what is, by contrast, the true support for objective painting, the wall - a wall which requires considerable expertise and which, of itself, is able to restore the painted work to its proper place in relation to what surrounds it.

Mural painting 

Certainly, it seems that there are still many painters who share the intellectual aberration which treats decorative painting as the poor ancestor of the chamber painting, of the picture, for which all virtues and honours are still reserved.  Among the 'non figuratives' there are many who are attached to the picture and who express contempt for mural painting, for decorative painting.  Is there not in this attitude and in these declarations, leaving aside the deep ignorance they show of the object of their scorn, a tendency to perpetuate that spirit of individualism which has made fools of so many of us?  The truth of the matter is that it is mural decorative painting which answers, in every way, to the needs of popular painting; that it requires men who know their craft; that it demands the hierarchy of the workshop; it needs the master, the worker [companion] and the apprentice, being, as it is, all order and subordination; that neither words nor diversions can substitute for it; that it is useful and takes its place in everyone’s everyday life; that, consequently, it is freely accessible and human.  Mural painting poses a host of problems that the elaboration of the picture will never know since the latter is abandoned to the moods and humour of the artist and worked out empirically - without the support of a craft, which is handed on traditionally - through methods, procedures, ways of doing things which have no certainty about them and which, most of the time, soon reveal how troublesome their nature is. 

There has, however, been some concern in recent years with mural painting, as a certain number of structures [bâtiments] - I do not say ‘buildings’ [édifices] - have been raised which seemed to call for it.  The scorn which so many painters have affected with regard to decorative painting begins to appear rather suspect given the ease and enthusiasm with which we see them scrambling after such commissions.  As soon as the occasion presents itself, all their scruples vanish.  It is a good sign and shows that the hunt after what is natural is beginning to turn into a gallop.  Let us only hope that the results will be worthy of the task that has been undertaken, and that the walls will not become pretexts for pieces of individual delirium or insolent figurative provocations.  For the property which is specific to mural art, and this is what distinguishes it from the poster, is to put the man who is at rest into movement, while the poster aims to bring the man who is in movement to a stop.  

This property of putting the man at rest into movement was, at least, what was asked of mural painting traditionally, and that is why the religious epochs, ontologically active, used it so abundantly - non-figurative, objective paintings; plainsong, made of linear, coloured, interlacing and melody; objective paintings implying also the signs of an iconographical language answering to the need for stories and to the need for symbols by which, for one and for all, a transcendental and supernatural reality could appear.  In sum, painting useful to the service of Man and of God.  The painting-object which is demanded when we banish the subject - 'harmony of lines and colours, melody and counterpoint'  is it not, with all the modes of expression it allows, the true mural art, subject to its own distinctive rules, and to the authority of architecture understood in its most noble dignity - 'architektonike' - 'versed in the sacred art'.  

Painting-picture, mural painting; these are, already, two of the modes which painting is obliged to address.  No personal point of view can have anything to say against that, the more so when we try to imagine the future of non-figurative painting - more precisely, objective painting : that which emphasises painting and its natural developments, and which places the human and his emotions into the context of their own epic reality.  

There are other modes to which it is equally suitable.  It would be madness to confine it to being only this and not that.  The painters of other times were, even during the classical centuries, men of culture, knowing their craft well enough to be able to extract from it a host of applications which they did not consider in any way unworthy of them..  They were capable of painting cartoons for tapestries, taking account first of all of the conditions in which they would be executed, that is to say, knowing how, while painting them, to adapt them to the colours in use at the time.  They did not scorn the task of designing patterns for clothes and for wall papers, illuminating books etc. etc.  When anyone asked them to do something, they did not wrap themselves up in an infantile vanity to avoid what I, for one, would regard as their duty.  The painter's craft was so large in terms of all the things it enabled one to do that it could not possibly be shut up in the limits of a sort of intellectual onanism in which, at bottom, the agony of the man-dust of the present day is barely able to conceal itself.  Objective painting, painting which once again becomes painting - it must be tirelessly repeated - requires serious knowledge on the part of the man who agrees to become a painter.  It also opens many doors that are closed to the artist because he has refused to be a craftsman and is paralysed by superstitions which have no foundation in the reality of things.  

It is also - and this follows from what has already been said - the painter's role to know a certain number of technical procedures.  To confine oneself uniquely to the use of oils is, again, to accept the narrowest of the conventions passed on from Humanism  .  Other techniques are available, bringing diversity and quality to painting.  Just because they have been neglected, do we imagine that they have lost their value?  Fresco painting, painting with size, with wax.  And even mosaic.  Would it not be good just to think about them, even if the age in which we are living is no longer capable of understanding what purpose they fulfilled, socially?  No-one can say that there will never be any occasion in the future, tomorrow, in a world that has been reconquered for Man, a world in which painters are, once again, useful, to have recourse to the material truths which they embody.  Real painting is a means of advancing towards Perfection, as much for the painter as for those who contemplate it.  Perfection does not refuse any beautiful technique since beauty is one of its attributes.  The body of painting, its flesh, which is in colours, must, already, be perfect.  That is where the real sensuality lies, which sight can, truly, fully experience in painting once it has been returned to its nature.  

Let there be no mistake about this.  We must, simply, know how to guide the senses, not to give them any more than is necessary, so that, once they are satisfied, they can climb the steps that lead finally to light, to the transcendent spirit.  Materials which are too seductive, and the systematic choice of aggressive materials, must, equally, be condemned, for reasons which are very easy to understand.  If the first are used abusively, the senses, weighed down and submissive, hold the soul back; if one affects to use only aggressive materials, the senses rebel and sympathy is withheld from the start.  As in every human adventure which is to embrace all the degrees of being, the prudent rule is always measure, balance, the golden mean.  

CONCLUSION 

Painting is painting.  It has its limits, and its nature obeys rules - rules which are general, and rules which are specific to its own sphere of jurisdiction.  The general rules derive from its humanity.  The rules which are specific derive from the painter.  Man and painting are related.  I think it is important to be conscious of the fact.  

Let man, and let painting, then, begin by knowing themselves and then, afterwards, they will be able to recognise each other, easily.  It is already a fine thing to be able to proclaim excellent intentions.  To banish the subject, then, is very commendable.  But we still have to pass from the negative to the positive, and that is where the difficulties begin.  The first step, from which all the others follow, is to know the direction that must be followed.  For that, we must know from whence we come and where we are, what we are, and why we are right intuitively to reject the subject.  I have tried in the course of this essay to bring some light to this debate, which, for the moment, appears to me to be very confused.  Am I wrong to assert that, once the subject is disposed of, it is painting as object  which comes back, once again assuming the control of its own destiny?  

I am sure that I am right, and my certainty is based on long experience.  I have long been a participant in this business of the elimination of the subject, which was not something that just occurred spontaneously, but was the normal result of a series of well-directed, scrupulous efforts, in which several, and not the least, of the painters of my generation played a part.  The young painters of today need to understand what these efforts mean and to retain from them what is of value.  That is what will enable them to go beyond the realm of good intentions and really to free themselves from the hold of the subject in its most dangerous form - subjectivism.  They will find, in what their immediate predecessors have discovered, all the elements they need to realise the object, which is painting.  What is left to them is the best part, the part which falls to those who follow the first explorers of new territories.  Even though these territories are not as new as they might seem!  It would be better to say - territories that had been forgotten and have once again been found.  

I have tried at the same time to stress the importance of those nineteenth and twentieth century painters who, following on from Delacroix, explored the foundations of painting which his genius had uncovered.  Leaving to others the task of studying their individual personalities, I have only been interested in asking of each of them what link he represents in the uninterrupted chain of discovery that has led to the needs of the present day.  That, to my mind, is the most truly human part that each of them has played, much more important for the lasting value of their work than those accidents that appear on the surface, which may be more seductive in the eyes of the chroniclers, but which can only be of any profit if they are placed strictly within the solid context of the craft.  

Painters who truly desire to build painting - the object as opposed to the subject - on something other than sand, have more to gain than they can possibly imagine from considering, freely, what has been done in the past - a past which, in reality, is still very much with us.  We never part from zero.  It is only through the purest naïvety that we can imagine otherwise.  It is much better to clear the ground which is already available to us and to accept, joyfully, what we have in common.  Above all, when it is good and true.  That can save us a lot of time lost wandering about in the darkness of the ruins.  We quickly learn how to orientate ourselves and to know where we are coming from and where we are going.  

Nor have I hesitated to affirm the two necessary conditions of painting, translation and rotation, which, since painting is essentially a manifestation of the eye, derive from the nature of the eye, once it too has renounced the subject to form the object.  I refuse to regard the painter as someone who is, by definition, crazed, even though this sort of abdication of responsibility has, against all reason, been called for in the name of our sensibility and personality.  That is why I have thought it would be useful to insist on the two distinct natures of rest and of movement.  I have only wanted to help the man become painter to acquire a little consciousness of himself, of his own reality, so that, knowing himself, he may be able, through work and through perseverance, to be free in his act.  Of course, one can never know oneself sufficiently.  One is never entirely master of what one does, and the most premeditated work always holds surprises and imponderables.  And then this constant aiming at perfection, which never, during his whole life, gives the artist any rest, is it anything other than the imperious, underlying need to go beyond himself?  And can that be done otherwise than by constantly renewed efforts to realise in consciousness what exist only as potencies, virtualities, in the unconscious?  

To conclude, I wish to say again how great is my admiration and my respect for the giants of the classical mode.  They were of their time.  If, today, we turn away from them, it is because the state of mind which they embodied has run its course.  The atom, and the general decomposition that surrounds us, can leave us in no doubt on the matter.  'One does not carve rotten wood' is a Chinese proverb.  Let us think of other things, pass on to what alone can bring about the return of forms that are of the nature of life.  Let us be seeds, infinitely small as they are, but nature naturing and real presence.  Let us not say, when we want to try to affirm that we are real, 'I think therefore I am'.  Let us simply affirm our reality by saying 'I am', and let us grow through the conjugation of the verb in action: 'I was, I will be' 

And, painter, let painting be for us and for others, a witness of this active reality.  Turning away from the subject, which is only an illusion, let us, determinedly, bring forth, out of our own material being, the object.

Les Méjades  St-Rémy-de-Provence  October 1948 

� Albert Gleizes and Jean Metzinger: Du “Cubisme”, Ed Figuière, 1912.


� ‘People can say whatever they like but that exists’ was Bonnard’s comment after visiting the Salon des Réalités Nouvelles in 1946. Frédo Sidès cannot be enough congratulated, nor those who helped him enough thanked for having brought this Salon into existence. But what will be its future? Is it not destined to open the doors to all the heresies?


� Certain circles have not been afraid to assert that the arts should not concern themselves with social matters. To say that is to misrepresent their meaning in history. The arts always reflect the state of mind of the world about them, by expressing it, or by opposing it, or, which is the best, by being ahead of it. It is nowadays impossible for anyone with any degree of freedom of judgement not to notice this. There are tendencies which want to go back to the past, there are those, opportunist, that correspond to what the age may require of them, and there are also those who announce the coming of a new man-painter in a world in which the spirit of tradition has been rediscovered.


� The apotheosis of Humanism in the fifteenth and, above all, sixteenth centuries is characterised by the exclusivity of nature in its passive mode [la nature naturée]. The thirteenth century - as can be seen in the case of St Thomas - is characterised by an unstable equilibrium between active nature [la nature naturante] and passive nature [la nature naturée]. At that moment, the West has reached the furthest point possible for that order of magnitudes [ordre de grandeurs] which corresponds to the elaboration of its form. The preceding centuries were, essentially, ontological: it is active nature which provides the impulse that has enabled this order of magnitudes to expand. They are like seeds, in a process of germination. Time for them is positive, in act, projected towards the future. [But from the thirteenth century onwards,] the form begins to fold back on itself, time becomes more and more negative, destructive, heading in the direction of the atom, of dust. Nowadays, we are free to choose between the atom, what is left over after a long process of analysis, and the seed, which has the capacity to create organisms, between a process of disintegration and a process of integration, one that goes in the direction of a new form, a birth.


� Some conclusions of present-day physics: ‘The Universe is an empty space and an empty time’. ‘The Universe is a thought which simultaneously looks upon the past, the present and the future.’ (Planck). ‘Nature does not know either space or time’ (Minkovsky). ‘Nature is such that there is no possible experiment by which absolute time may be determined’ (Einstein). Niels Bohr, father of the atomic bomb, has a very pessimistic opinion of the value of science. The physicist attaches only a very small value to mass; the one thing that he still recognises as certain is energy and the fact of its conservation. The mechanical theory based on the principle of causality has been abandoned in favour of the indeterminate and of the balance of probabilities (Planck). There was a physicist who declared not long ago: ‘Have I the right to consider an atom, a corpuscle, the particle-matter-light, as being something with a distinct unified existence of its own, with its own distinct action? I really don’t know.’ And since he was speaking to an audience of philosophers he asked them: ‘Do you have any better ideas?’ The reply was ‘We don’t know any more than you do.’ We can see in these admissions of impotence the necessary end of the naturalist attitude of Humanism, that way of thinking that takes the perception of the senses as being the foundation of experience. When we stop making the 'object’ we begin to observe it and all we can have in relation to it is an opinion, a point of view, a subjective effect whose immediate cause is the subject-observer. Whether it is a concept for the philosopher or a subject of analysis for the physicist or the mathematician. In the end there is nothing of it left in our hands. As professor Paul Langevin once said to me: ‘We have lost all sense of identity, there is nothing left to us but symbols’. Passive nature [la nature naturée] has been destroyed by analysis. She is only concerned with the object coming apart of its own accord or taken apart in an arbitrary manner by the observer, the maker of experiments - the radio activity given out by something that is dead and in a state of decomposition. In the end we will have to return to good sense and to active nature [la nature naturante]; even if we have to do it by a roundabout way [par la bande, tout au moins]. The signs of such a development can be seen in the timid hints of an ontological approach which we are hearing these days from physicists and philosophers. And, let us think about this: also in the intuitive aspirations that are shown by those artists who are abandoning the subject as the support of their work and trying to get back on the right tracks through the realisation of the object.


� It was at this time that ‘philosophical materialism’ reached its highest point. In science, it was ‘the reduction of all the natural sciences to mechanical systems’. In art, it was the extreme importance attributed to the matter of painting, a too thick layer of paint and the crude application of these too thick layers by the painter. Courbet, quite independently of the systematic choice he made of everyday subjects, put his enormous talent to the service of this theory, which was part of the normal course of the decline of the naturalist, humanist way of thinking. After having turned the representations over and over again, the painters began to search reality in the material with which the representations had been realised. It was the material that became the responsible element. We can understand why Baudelaire found this Mr Courbet a little too primitive. There are still some painters highly regarded in our own time who continue to root about in this impasse from which all the other fields of intellectual activity are now more or less free. I say ‘more or less’ because we are still looking for the origins of life in matter reduced to atoms without, of course, getting anywhere, so that one is beginning to hint at the opposite of the materialist theory which pretended that it was matter which, through a series of random accidents, was the cause of life ... the absurdity of this theory can be shown easily with one simple example: a painting that could be explained rationally as the result of the simple evolution of a cell of matter under the pressure of chance events through thousands of years. The materialist consistent with himself must see any desire to insist on the presence of the painter as a product of superstition.


� Gleizes says ‘he’, but the reference is probably to Mme Gleizes - Translator


� In fact, in its own nature, the eye is only capable of seizing the flat surface. The idea of volume is passed on to it by the intellect which, in turn, has derived it, not from the sense of touch, but from a process of muscular prehension. As far as the eye is concerned, it is just a simple matter of adapting itself to a knowledge that has come from another source.


� Throughout the objective, traditional, ontological epochs, active being and its activity was assured by the co-ordination of its gestures - gesta, the totality of the physiological acts of the body or of a part of the body. It is this co-ordination that is at the basis of the process by which the subject is formed so that it can be realised in the object. The subject learns to co-ordinate those gestures which, while he is doing nothing, exist within him only as potentialities. He learns to eat, to drink, to speak, to walk etc. When he knows them (to know, con-naître, naître avec, to be born with), he no longer thinks about them and, at that point, the gestures become automatic. But, I repeat, it is because he has learnt them. Every act, every action, is a gesture. From which we can understand why the Middle Ages, which were traditional and ontological, used the word ‘gestes’ in its ‘naturing’, objective meaning, as action that is worthy of remark, a heroic, epic poem. In the course of learning a craft, the apprentice learns how to co-ordinate his gestures. When he succeeds, he is a master, both of his art and of himself. Nowadays, we tend to prefer to gestures gesticulations; we see in them the signs of sensibility and of personality. It is an idea that escapes those of us who still have a little common sense.


� Moreover, these specifications - line, plane, volume - only really correspond to certain needs of a practical kind. Despite the intellectual abstractions we may make with regard to them, none of them, any more than any of the others, is really deprived of all three dimensions. It is only a matter of intensity. A linear extension possesses a width and a thickness that are very small. Similarly, a plane extension also has a very small thickness. In the volume, the three dimensions are simply more strongly marked. Of course, intellectually, we can abstract from them one or two dimensions and thus, arbitrarily, study them and make use of them for the sake of constructions that have nothing to do with the reality of things. But it is completely lacking in interest because there is nothing to which it corresponds. It is pure subjectivism. And I say nothing about the point, which becomes transcendental, since all three dimensions are refused to it.


� Extension must be understood as “surface”, in space, and not as unfolding ['déploiement'], undulation, the succession of states of one or several particles, periods in time. If it is only a matter of one particle that is undergoing a process of undulation, that is quite simply because it has ceased to be precisely situated [and is moving - ?] through a succession of temporal cadences. It is no longer situated, and so it is nowhere. What leads the physician to think of it as an extension that is in the process of unfolding is that his over-sensitive retina is no longer able to see it. It sees only a prolonged line, like a child who, in darkness, shakes rapidly the end of a match which is still red, and thus appears to describe the course of a luminous wavy line. The end of the match is an extension, in space. The wavy line that unfolds in movement is in time. In the truth of the matter, there is no contradiction between them, once one has distinguished the two characteristics of space and time, of what is stopped and what is in movement. But when this distinction is not made and the two are mixed together, then it is no longer possible to understand anything.


� sic! Should be 1916 - Translator.


� La Peinture et ses Lois, ce qui devait sortir du Cubisme, Paris 1924 and in La Vie des Lettres et des Arts, vol xii, n° 5, nd [1922 or 3]. English translation, Painting and Its Laws, Francis Boutle publishers, London, 2000.


� Discoveries in radio-activity! Radio activity is, rather, a consequence of the decomposition of inorganic matter. A body, whether it is organic or not, only begins to disintegrate once active nature [nature naturante] no longer contributes anything to it, once this active nature has left it to its fate: the radio-activity of a corpse. Observation in the laboratory is only made on the basis of the falling apart of the naturalism - the external appearance of nature - of the corpse ... No one has ever discovered a positive radio-activity, one capable of creating living organisms[. Imagine?] naturing nature, a seed growing through a process of jumps, of shocks ...! With regard to naturing nature, all that has been done has been to record in a crude fashion various phases, far separated one from the other, something anyone could do ... And that’s all. And yet it is on that side of things that a true science could be of use. It is only in taking the object apart, in denying it, that subjective naturalism tries to come to know it. It is only some mediaeval alchemists, and Faust, who, with the help of the devil, were able to create a homunculus.


� To vibrate. What is “vibration”? It is the way we have of marking different stages in the course followed by a body, a prolonged impulse, a shock which reverberates throughout the world that surrounds it. The periods that mark the course of a runner are vibrations; a ball that has been thrown vibrates; a stone thrown into water puts what surrounds it into a state of agitation so that it reacts with a series of undulations, vibrating. We translate these sequences of events into periods, into discontinuous vibrations, when, by nature, there is only an absolute continuity which we are incapable of grasping. The vibrations have been made by us and not by nature, which knows neither space nor time and whose absolute movement we cannot determine by any sort of calculation. Vibrations belong to naturalism, to an analytical, subjective process of disintegration. They have nothing to do with objective, ontological nature. 


It is the same for that energy which is based on vibration. Energy too is not to be found in material nature but only in the use we make of certain natural, negative, propensities, tendencies to disintegration, to self-abandonment. We derive energy, we put it to work, by, with a great deal of ingenuity, taking advantage of certain favourable circumstances. To talk about the energy of coal, of waterfalls, of swamps, of petrol, of electricity ... is nonsense. If we were not there, none of that would ever turn into energy. If our will did not stir our own muscles into activity, none of that would ever produce work or energy. We might as well talk about the energy of a pencil, of colour, of a brush, of colours ... without the painter.


There is no such thing as a source of material energy other than our own ability to make use of something which, of itself, is coming apart ... To be able to provoke this process of disintegration to serve our own needs - and to make use, through an operation of the will and of the intelligence, of our muscles and of our senses for ends that are objective, on a human scale. That is the real reward for weariness - acts that are of value - and it is followed by a natural process of recovery. Energy is only conserved to the extent that the person who provokes it is conserved.


� Rhythm - unity of space and time, of the immobile and the mobile. A simple car engine can give us the idea of it. The body of the engine isn’t the motor, the source of movement. The body of the motor is, itself, immobile and distinct from the motor which is only a motor when it is in movement. Distinct and yet, nonetheless, one, the body of the engine and the motor provide a good enough relative image of the immobile and mobile, space and time, joined together in rhythm, which is their unity.


� ‘When we want to know where the electron is, it is in movement, and when we want to measure its speed, we are obliged to stop it’ a great physicist, one of my friends, said to me, in a state of embarrassment, a long time ago. And all simply because the natures of space and time, our natures, had not been distinguished. To be situated is the principle of space. To be nowhere is the nature of time, in spite of the various ways in which it can be divided up into periods, periods which are only of practical value, corresponding to the needs of the person who is using it, or observing it. The observer was disappointed because he was observing it wrongly. He was looking for the body of the electron there where it was absent, and trying to measure its absence by studying the perception of its body.


� These problems which we encounter when we try to identify movement are implicit in the very foundation-stone of Humanism, based, as it is, on perception, sensation, which we have considered to be the most reliable witness as to the nature of the real. So, after having engaged in a bit of philosophising, we pass, normally, to the experimental method with a view to measuring and calculating this so-called reality. But it is only possible to measure and to calculate whatever it is that is susceptible to observation, that is to say, whatever is immobile, localised, an extension in space, inert. Measure and calculation are limited to having to deal with nature only when it is stopped, and when it is material. We have presented as a real postulate what is, in fact, only an appearance. Rationalism is founded on such false appearances and it has raised whole intellectual systems to understand and to explain the world on something which, though it is unquestionably of practical value, is, even more unquestionably, without any value for the purposes of knowledge. It has no meaning for the Intelligence, no reality, in the categorical sense in which the word ‘reality’ must be understood.


The rationalist construction is, of itself , perfectly unreasonable and is no more than a simple mirage, a product of the subjective imagination. It must, necessarily, vanish under the shocks it receives from its own means of investigation - those that are based on the analytical method. Rationalism was obliged, necessarily, to try to resolve the problems of movement which, at a practical level, were posed through questions relating to different sort of speed. It measured and calculated these different sorts of speed and, in so doing, it had to treat the nature of movement as if it were an extension in space; hence the total lack of intelligence as to the real nature of this movement, which is, precisely, intelligible, even though it is nowhere.


It is, indeed, the intelligence of movement which is the reasonable base, the only base, for that reality which is action and which is, consequently, the support for all knowledge. Only, if we recognise this true reality, what becomes of the pretensions of science? What do its measures and its calculations represent? Illusions, which have lasted for a certain time but which go up in smoke, leaving behind them only bitter memories. This science seemed to have been justified by and reinforced by certain inventions of a practical nature, whether they had, in fact, been realised with its help or without it. But such inventions, and such practical applications, no matter how astonishing they may be, still belong only to that same feeling of reality that enables us to say ‘I am’. A reality which is relative but still sufficient to enable us to take account of the place in which we find ourselves. It tells us nothing about the more profound, more mysterious reality of Nature-in-itself.


Whether we like it or not, we are obliged to come back to movement ‘which cannot be measured by any sort of calculation’ as Einstein has informed us. A declaration which has nothing abut it which is irrational, which indeed, this time, is truly reasonable, which has escaped out of the consciousness of the rationalist, which is to say, in the last analysis, of the Humanist. We have no need, if we want to understand the Universe, the meaning and direction of life, to turn towards calculation or measurement, nor to the observations that can be made in a laboratory. We must turn, rather, to the Intelligence, Intelligence which is quite distinct from intellectualism and which has been hopelessly compromised by the abuses of rationalism. If we could, once again, orientate knowledge in the direction of movement, the result would be a state of mind that is living, that would bring each individual man back to life, putting him once again into activity - a manual activity for the great majority, an intellectual activity for a minority should their natural faculties incline them in that direction.
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