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TRANSLATOR'S INTRODUCTION

'The Problem of light' is extracted from Gleizes's book Homocentrisme. Gleizes wrote Homocentrisme in 1935 and submitted it for publication to the journal Les Cahiers du Sud, a journal which covered a wide range of interests but was mainly known for its engagement with poetry and philosophy. Getting no response he wrote to the editor, Jean Ballard, who replied in December 1936, apologising for the delay and suggesting that while they could not publish the whole text they could publish a substantial extract on the subject of light. He suggested the title 'Le Problème de la lumière' and this appeared in the Cahiers du Sud in March 1937. Gleizes self-published ('Éditions Moly Sabata') the full text of Homocentrisme later in the year.
Ballard's explanation of why he could not publish the full text is interesting. He says that it had been circulated among the 'conseil des lecteurs' and 'My friends have given the most different opinions on this subject, depending on whether they belonged to the class of intransigeant agnostic minds or, like [the poet Joë] Bousquet, to that sort of mind that is inclined by a sympathy mixed with curiosity towards Ecumenism.' It is Bousquet who has suggested publishing the extract. He gives part of Bousquet's written advice and continues: 'Having got used through the tendencies of recent philosophy to not using the word 'mind' [esprit - word which covers both the English meaning of 'mind' and 'spirit'. Since the English word 'spirit' seems to me to have no meaning outside a very specific context I prefer the word 'mind'] with the meaning given it by theology, and which is more or less the meaning you give it, we have on the contrary the habit of seeing mind as an aspect of matter, or vice versa. This is the monist form of philosophic thinking, which is the one supported by science; you show it yourself in your essay [last phrase underlined by Gleizes with a written comment which unfortunately - very unfortunately! - I was unable to decipher]. This prompts me to avoid presenting our reader with the fundamental conclusion of your essay and on the contrary proposing to him a part whose argument is no less rigorous and which is probably what is essential in your text, I mean the whole part which has to do with the problem of light.'

I hope soon to put up a translation of the whole Homocentrisme but 'Le probleme de la lumière' was published as a separate essay in the collection Puissances du Cubisme, prepared for publication by Gleizes but only published after his death. This implies that Gleizes thought it useful in its own right, especially for the reader Ballard has in mind who is not situated in any particular religious world view.
FROM COLOUR TO LIGHT

During the course of a conference I gave recently on ‘Mural Art and Tradition’, I posed the following question:  ‘Has anyone ever seen Light?’.  The problem of light is a problem of Faith.  For, in fact, it is the problem of something which isn’t concrete, which is perfectly metaphysical since it is perfectly ineffable.  The physicist, the theologian of times past, the mathematician and the poet are, with respect to it, living under the same sign:  they have never seen light.  However, the physicist and mathematician speak with the conviction that they are on intimate terms with it.  They are persuaded that the light of the theologian or of the poet is but a word without any idea attached to it, an image, a metaphor.  Theirs alone is reality and, consequently, susceptible to analysis. 

Well, personally, I think that the theologian and the poet are infinitely less taken in by words than the mathematician and the physicist.  Light is of a nature that transcends what scientific analysis claims to be able to see in it.  When we apply to certain experiences which are based on the senses and are therefore relative and contingent, an idea that is pure, ineffable, absolute, we are attributing to them characteristics that belong properly to the sublime.  In those periods of human history which are, it seems, the most deprived of any lyrical feeling - periods like our own, in which the ‘down to earth’ dominates everything, does man still, then, have a hankering to rise above the level of all those things that he has made by his own efforts?  Without even being conscious of the fact, he insists on jumping straight from the heaviest of sensations into a world that is filled uniquely with concepts and abstractions.  So, because his senses render extension possible for him, he rushes to deduce from this extension the abstract reality of SPACE.  Because he has certain possibilities of retaining his sensations in memory, and of anticipating their recurrence, he is anxious to enclose them in the entity of TIME.  We may conclude that at each of the different levels of himself there is always an emergency exit, a way of salvation, whose secret he may not understand, but which he nonetheless uses in order to arrive at some sort of consciousness of the ABSOLUTE.  SPACE, TIME, LIGHT - these are words that designate one and the same idea.  They are words that indicate a single end, which cannot be denied, which is at once intelligible and inconceivable. 

We have evidence of the existence of light through the nature of our senses and through the nature of our memory.  We have evidence of it but we do not apprehend it.  If we are closed up in a perfectly dark cellar, the light has not followed us.  If we concentrate our gaze on the burning sun, we are blinded by the light and can no longer see anything. Only in circumstances that are neither black nor white can we have evidence of the existence of the light and so it is between white and black, between the sum of all things and the void, that the infinitely varied range of its intensities can be found. 

But the senses do not give us such a monodic notion of light.  White and black are accompanied by colours and by their nuances, and these enable the light to sing like a lover.  It is this accompaniment, this counterpoint, that the physicist has studied in the hopes of entering into the impenetrable nature of light.  Because at will he can produce, through the spectrum, a regular scale of colours, the physicist thought that he had decomposed light.  In reality, what he had done was simply to restore, in their living order, the series of links that bind the lower level of man - that in which the single, individual colour sits, isolated, in a state of stagnation - to the sublime transformation this level undergoes in transcendent light.  A clever, artificial product of the life of colour which, starting from its state of lonely isolation, goes towards light - the prism, the colour wheel.  The same phenomenon, natural, divine, in the clouds after rain - the Rainbow. 

The rainbow, the spectrum, bear witness to the unchangeable ORDER of the life of colours and to their relations of growth and decline.  The cause of colour cannot be found either in darkness, by way of contrast, nor in the brightness of an incandescent source.  These are, rather, extreme effects.  The spirit of the rainbow, always undergoing a process either of growth or of decline, is a more suitable object of meditation if we wish to reflect on the true, the good and the beautiful nature of light. 

The rainbow and the spectrum reveal to us the order assumed by colours as they descend from a sovereign authority.  Colours, we say.  It seems, then, that each of the colours, if taken in isolation, is something other than what it is when subject to the rule imposed by the overall colour circle.  We may conclude that we are in the presence of two phenomena that are quite distinct - that of the movement of colour in the spectrum;  that of the colour taken separately. 

Without the help of REASON, we would derive no benefit from the observation of these two phenomena.  We would mix them up and we would never be able to understand what it is that opposes them one to the other - or, rather, we would never be able to understand their two, quite different natures and what distinguishes them. 

A FUNCTION OF THE MIND

It is in ourselves that we must find the key.  No-one has seen light and yet every one of us is bathed in light from the moment of his first appearance in the world.  These two phenomena, which are the witnesses of light, will be known by us if we know ourselves.  The two natures - that of the order of the spectrum and that of the individual colour - correspond to what is particularly characteristic of the nature of our memory and to what is particularly characteristic of the nature of our senses.  REASON knows this very well and, as it is she who is in charge, we may conclude that it is because we have senses that an isolated colour is experienced by us (or several colours in a harmonious relationship, which amounts to the same thing though its action is more complicated);  and that it is because we have a memory that the order of the spectrum can be retained.  If we put observation BEFORE reason, we tend to think of these two phenomena as apprehended, both of them equally, by the senses.  This is because, since mere observation is so closely involved with the action of sight, it cannot distinguish the change that takes place in sight between the ways in which the isolated colour and that in which the succession of colours in the prism are experienced.  But, when the colour, or the arrangement of colours, strikes the sight, it is the eyes at rest that bring the phenomenon to the attention of the intellect.  When they are interwoven with each other in the spectrum, the colours are seized by the eyes in movement, and in this case it is the memory that brings the phenomenon to the attention of the intellect. 

The order of the spectrum corresponds to what reason persuades us to call by the name of movement.  The colour that is alone, or put into a harmonious arrangement with other colours, corresponds to what reason persuades us to call rest, suspension, stasis, that is to say, immobility.  It is only through the action of memory that it is possible for us to conceive of movement;  only the phenomenon at rest can be perceived by the senses. 

Reason will also inform us that the distinctive characteristic of sensations which gives us this apparent notion of rest can be expressed generally in terms of measurement.  What characterises succession, made up as it is of periods of variable duration, is its dependence on numbers.  What is at rest can, figuratively, be characterised as rectilinear.  What is in movement is, figuratively speaking, curved.  In its reality, the spectrum is a circular system which is why it is known as the chromatic circle.  The least arbitrary of measures, on the other hand, is that of the straight line.  In the realm of our ideas it is expressed in geometry.  Succession is of the very nature of the curve - it is expressed concretely in arithmetic, through numeration, which is a continual return of number upon itself.  We lack finesse and we never, before making our observations, think of consulting our reason.  That is why we are able to look at a square and at a circle as if they are of the same nature, each of them equally capable of being seen at rest.  Our reason would be able to inform us better, just as it has informed us on the isolated, immobile, colour, and on the mobile succession that characterises the colour wheel. 

‘Mural painting’ is a human act which is realised on the wall, starting from colour to finish in light.  It is an anticipation of something that is known in mystical experience where it works not on equivalent, substitute materials but directly, on the human subject itself.  There is indeed something sacred about the human act of painting a wall.  As, not only is it a means of conveying doctrine, but it is a means of helping those who want, themselves, to attempt that great epic journey upwards to the unity of Form and of Light.  A religious act, worthy of respect.  It is through the rainbow, through the chromatic circle, that the work is undertaken.  The chromatic circle, the rainbow, has this astounding property, that it is accessible to all colours, to all arrangements of colours, infinitely variable in their tonalities, their values, the combinations to which they give rise.  Colours and arrangements of colours stand for the experience of the senses, for everything in that experience that is differentiated and individualised. 

So it is not difficult to see that what, at this level of the senses, is indeterminate can nonetheless pass, sure of being received, to what exists in a determined order at the level of the memory, a level that is circular, in which intensities of colour and durations of growth and of decline - whose origins lie in the impressions that were received at the level of the senses - become like so many milestones, marking the intervals imposed by a cadence that is invariable.  For example: every possible variety of red can find an equivalent colour with which it can establish a resonance in the moving path of the chromatic circle.  That resonance will enable it to assume its mobile nature.  From the unmoving it passes to the moving, which is to say that, from being a spatial extension, it passes into the periodicity of time. It dies to what is experienced by the senses, and to the immobility that is its principle characteristic - it dies to its own individuality - to rise again to the memory, to the movement of succession in which its appearance as a red will be totally transformed.  This movement of succession will reveal it in its fullness because everything it had absorbed in order, selfishly, to affirm its lowest level as a colour at the level of the senses, will be revealed.  So that, from red it will pass to violet, from violet to indigo, from indigo to blue, from blue to green, from green to yellow, from yellow to orange.  And, as it has delivered itself up to something greater, something more complete, so it will have achieved a level of reality that is higher than that level on which, previously, it was isolated and immobilised.  And, when the cycle has been completed, when there is nothing now that is lacking, then it will die to this level of memory, to this movement of the rainbow, to be reborn yet again, in light. 

What I have indicated in the case of ONE colour can also be realised for a harmonious arrangement of several colours, since colour, by its very nature, is capable of establishing resonances for as many combinations of colours as you like.  One more comment:  the death to the rainbow and the resurrection in light will take place through a relation of intensity which will bring those themes and harmonies which correspond to the level of the senses together with the fugue or counterpoint which correspond to the memory.  This intensity will itself stand outside colour.  It is here, between black and white - in grey, consequently - that the luminous intensity of the longed-for realisation will be revealed. 

THREE STAGES

Three stages, therefore, if the living experiment (which is to say, a human act guided by reason) that is mural painting is to succeed, if colour is once again to be joined to light: 

A)  First, the stage of organisation at the bodily level of the senses.  The figures, coloured, combined together, arranged harmoniously in, for the figures, a game of proportions and, for the colours, of colour-harmonies.  Nonetheless, figures and colours are inseparable, as that which contains and that which is contained.  Domination of the straight line.  Magnitudes modified by TRANSLATION.  Everything is subject to measure. 

B)  Next the stage of movement, a series of undulations that can be seized at the level of the memory. 

Since the centre of the wall is occupied with the theme that is there to satisfy the senses, it is round about this theme, in a rotating succession, through a series of concentric circles, that the interweaving of the movement of the colours will be established.  In such a system, the resonances given by the central theme take off after the manner of a fugue or a counterpoint, developing a given melody.  The successive series, interlacings, combinations, values will unfold logically, by the mere fact that this level represents the unbodied nature of TIME at an intensity of colour that is less strong than that of the arrangement given for the gratification of the senses, which is where all the most dramatic effects are concentrated.  Here, on the level of the memory, it is the principle of cadence that is in charge. 

C)  Finally, a circle, wrapped round all the interweaving, all the interpenetrating, combinations which the rainbow has inspired.  This circle will be reserved for the ‘grey’ which gives to the whole its intensity of light and on which, each of the colours employed resounds.  The level of light is attained, the perfection of the rhythm. 

These principles were known and applied throughout the Christian Middle Ages.  Because the Christian Middle Ages were religious.  And because they were religious, they were homocentrist.  These principles allow man to realise a work on the basis of his own centre;  and that is how all religious expression proceeds, independently of its iconography, which is only valid if it is expressed according to these principles  Religious expression is, first and foremost, an ACT, and so it is itself, at one and the same time, its subject and its object.  It accomplishes a mystery through the total realisation of the man who engages in it.  Its subject and its object is man, freeing himself from his senses by means of his senses and from his memory by means of his memory, in order to arrive at his true FORM.  In other words, through wall painting, man as colour, through the intermediation of the chromatic circle, can arrive at the realisation of man as light.  Thus, a religious expression, by its nature as much as by its etymological definition, is directly related [reliée] to the men who contemplate it; whose reason dominates over their sensation; who know that their soul has for faculties understanding, will and memory; who wish to accomplish their own ascension and who are persuaded that it is by renouncing successively what at first appeared to them to be real, through the senses, through the memory, that, finally, they will come to their highest level, to their transcendent reality, in the light of the creation as it came from the hands of God. This light-creation is something other than the opaque universe which is the subject of the analytical studies of the scientists and which, whatever anyone may say or do, is not the Creation of the Creator. 

The earthly painter puts himself at the centre of his work.  From there he expands to the extreme limits of the reality that is accessible to his senses;  and it is this that enables him to enter into the circle of his memory.  It is the same when the work is contemplated by one of the faithful.  He too places himself in relation to its axis.  In this respect it is not necessary for the relations that have been established between the figures to evoke any picturesque reminiscences of the external world so long as there is a genuine harmony mastering the geometrical organisation of the elements.  Then the believer will feel perfectly at ease, his curiosity will be awakened, and the desire to go further will be stimulated. Since the painter has submitted himself to the principles of homocentrism, the person contemplating the work will do the same. 

IN THE PRACTISE OF A CRAFT

He will do it all the more easily because, in the religious ages, it was with experience - consequently with the knowledge of a craft - that the formation of minds began.  Since everyone participated in the nature of ‘man in act’, no-one could fail to know how to enter into the human act of his neighbour as that act was revealed in his work;  and no-one could possibly confuse subject with object, since the act was experience and it was through experience that every man created himself.  No-one thought of asking; ‘What did he want to say?’  Rather they asked:  ‘How was it made?’  And since they knew that, above the level of the senses there was the level of the soul operating through MEMORY, it didn’t take long to find out how to enter into the work.  Poetry, creation.  All the crafts, whatever they were, were the stuff of creation, the stuff of poetry.  Coopers, cutlers, potters, painters, shoemakers were poets and the proof can be found in those of their master works - which is to say, simply, objects fully realised - which have come down to us.  These works, these master works, these human acts that we cannot devalue without devaluing ourselves, were, then, much more of the nature of general ideas than of particular circumstances.  The REALISM of these periods, which the clerks associated with ideas and principles, found its application in the different crafts
. Over the material technique that was specific to each of the crafts there prevailed a technique of the spirit that was common to every one.  Everyone knew the relations between geometrical figures and numbers that were to be found at the basis of each of the particular means of expression
.  It was easy, in the means of expression determined by each of the different techniques, to recognise constants that were part of a great fund held in common.  That is what explains the Unity that is so striking in all the productions of those times.  It is not a matter of ‘style’, which is merely external, but of ‘order’, which derives from the principles themselves.  One arrived at the business of shoemaking through numbers and through simple geometrical figures (Humanism would eventually turn the problem upside down and, starting out from a pair of shoes, arrive at great quantities of numbers and piled up stocks of geometrical figures).  It was by the same route that people approached painting, sculpture,the poetry of words, and architecture. 

From the simple figures of geometry to numbers.  Everything I have tried to explain can be summed up in that one phrase.  The man who looked at a mural painting was, first of all, sensitive to what he recognised as being most general in its nature.  That is, to the generalising relations of geometry.  At that level, the shoemaker and the painter could understand each other in a common, fundamental, human language.  And that is probably why, once they begin unquestionably to assume a certain importance, the ‘images’ seem to our modern judges - who have passed through the discipline of the Renaissance and have learned to see the images of Greece at the time of Pericles as the real beauties of Art - deformed, crude, proofs of the collapse of the technique into a barbarous state of ignorance.  In fact, in that period, these images were still secondary, subordinated to the real problem, which was expressed in geometrical figures and in relations between numbers.  And there, all is faultless, there is never a mistake.  On the side of the image, a certain indifference, a little scorn for what is only perishable flesh.  The work, I repeat, had to affirm something that could not be shown in a representation.  And its earthly reality could not pass into the successive nature of numbers without sacrifices.  The geometry was itself one of these sacrifices and the one that was perhaps closest to the soul because - at the level of the senses which do not possess it of themselves - it had already introduced an element of understanding.  

From the level of the senses, from the central theme, the spectator, faithful to life, knew how to pass to the level of memory, to the realm of numbers - the world of those waves that are stirred by memories of the past but which are put into movement by our aspirations.  A world that is incorporeal but still of a reality more powerful, more lasting than that of the material world.  Reality ceaselessly in manifestation, in anticipation, always vibrant, always undulating.  Even if, at the lower level of the senses, there were images, here there are none.  At its own level, the image accessible to the senses represented a certain reality;  but once it has passed into the memory it is like the trace left in the sea by a ship going on its way, a furrow which raises up around it, foaming, the temporal world of the water.  But, very different as it may be from its reality as an object when it was experienced by the senses, the trace, by itself, of its own nature, imposes in the memory a mark of that reality which is almost indelible.  In thus assuming a period of existence that triumphs over its death in space, the image continues to live in time.  When, out of ignorance, we deform its nature, it ceases to be that reality that is above the reality of the level of the senses - that intermediary way between the lowest that is in us and the heights, the heights where the light shines directly.  It becomes a shop, a warehouse full of notions that are more or less negative, and the soul ceases to have any responsibility for it.  It is the senses that have taken it over and fill it up. 

The spectator, in those great religious ages, knew how to pass - by an act that was of the nature of reason - from colour, in geometry, to the rainbow, in arithmetic.  And there he could resound with the cadence of greens, blues, reds, yellows, until the break occurred by which he was born to the light, which revealed him to himself. 

*

*    *  

THE MODERN PHYSICIST

Abandoning ‘the logic of the rainbow’, the West has put all its faith in the senses.  Sensation has become the basis of knowledge and it is towards sensation that all the activity of the logical, reasoning faculty is directed.  A precarious edifice has been raised which is now beginning to tremble, and nothing can be done to prevent its fall.  The act of observation has passed into magnitudes that are purely intellectual, incompatible with the scale of man.  However, some worried, conscientious men have, finally, been obliged to try to address the problem of light.  Perhaps it is less of a problem in the field of the arts than it is in those fields in which observation is the characteristic activity of men more exclusively intellectual than the painters. 

The painters may be in a very degenerate state.  They may be convinced that the justification of their craft lies in the schematic representation of some spectacle at the level of the senses, external to themselves, interpreted in a particular way as a result of certain circumstances of a contingent, sentimental nature.  But they are still craftsmen, making objects with their hands.  If they are worried about themselves and about what they do; if they express doubts about the real, esemplastic value of the schematic representations that seemed to be the foundation stone of their art - then they are on the way of regeneration through the twin means of reflection and of the worker’s act.  Reason once again assumes its place in the nature of things, passing before experience, preparing the way for it.  This experience, in which man occupies the central place, at once becomes a poetic act, an act of creation that has been imposed on man so that he may become conscious of his humanity and of his divinity.  The painter may suffer all the turbulence of those struggles in which things apparently contradictory confront each other;  but it is still quite clear that, by the mere fact that he acts and reasons at the same time, he will finish, sooner or later, by emerging out of his confusion, out of the contradictions, the heresies. 

In the field in which pure intellectualism reigns, regeneration is more difficult.  Instead of remaining, to the limits of their ability, makers of objects through the use of their hands, the pure intellectuals have become observers and commentators.  Working on the basis of hypotheses that seem reasonable so long as one does not question the foundations on which they are raised, they continued to extend theories derived from observation of what is accessible to the senses to such a degree that they are now completely lost.  They have been misled all the more easily because the acrobatic tricks which could be performed through the practical applications to which these theories gave rise seemed to support them with a great mass of apparently unquestionable proofs.  But among these intellectuals there are still some who question the real meaning of what they have gained from their hypotheses and theories.  This questioning is accompanied by a feeling of anguish with regard to their own nature and that of the men around them.  The need ‘for light’ becomes urgent the moment when, from one cut to another, from one blow of the chisel to another, the intellect has come to the hypothesis that light is the very essence of material reality - of that which can be observed as well as of that which can be surmised theoretically. 

At that point, the problems begin to multiply, strangely.  The contradictions with what are called ‘the classical premisses of the experimental method’ begin to seem insurmountable.  The attitude adopted by Renaissance man - external, waiting for something to happen - is no longer able to provide a convincing explanation of the reality that has been glimpsed.  In short, we are coming to a more or less openly admitted disavowal of the position of the humanist.  When the problem of light is addressed seriously in the realm of the pure intellect, it will oblige a total re-assessment of that notion of man which understands him as existing separately from the phenomena around him.  We will be forced to adopt a new idea of what reality is. Or, rather, we will have to return to a traditional idea of reality that will, once again, have become irresistible. 

Where are we with regard to this problem nowadays?  What is happening among the physicists? 

Light can be reduced, so it seems at least, to particles and to waves.  Once there were physicists who would only admit the existence of the particles.  Today the two theories are run together into one.  That is a wonderfully important development.  But the problem presents itself immediately.  For particle and wave contradict each other, as do the state of rest and the state of movement when they are treated together as one single state.  Is it really a solution to draw a distinction between MATTER and ENERGY and to present this distinction as a matter of course, as a postulate?  Is that the way to unravel the contradiction which cannot fail to appear between what is inert - matter - and what is in a state of agitation - energy?   to replace the mechanical determinism of Laplace with an indeterminate theory of probability?  confidence in the regularity of the laws of the Universe with uncertainty raised to the status of a law, a generalised indeterminism?  and finally to arrive at a denial of the reality of the Universe and of everything that lives in it, as they are experienced by the senses?  A strange fate for materialistic science, that it finishes by evaporating into the unfathomable mysteries of metaphysics. 

PARTICLES AND WAVES

In any case, the problem has been posed, rigorously.  It requires a solution that will satisfy both the need for freedom and the need for order which are both fundamental to the nature of man.  Is it impossible that we might catch a glimpse of it simply by changing the attitude of the observer?  if we give up the human attitude that is passive in favour of that which is active, that of the man-in-his-act, whose reason sets to work BEFORE experience, experience that radiates out from him as from a centre in expansion?  

First, some remarks which will show that the active attitude has begun to be assumed by the mere force of events.  In the ‘hypothesis’ which comes before observation, can we not see the return of reason, by devious means once again assuming its own place, guiding experience by provoking it?  Might not the intellectual, without knowing it, be on the way towards becoming a true experimenter, a man-in-act?  And then - travelling by tortuous paths in which the senses are still, in the last analysis, the basis on which the work of induction and deduction takes place - could the change in the scale of man not end up by achieving a reconciliation between, on the one hand,  the image that has been formed within us and, on the other, the essential nature of the senses, which, we still imagine, have no role to play other than that of simply observing it?  Finally, summing up, if at the present time light commands the attention of the physicist as well as that of the philosopher and of the artist, is it not because SIGHT is, for us, the intellectual sense par excellence? 

Wave theory - a mechanical synthesis that is not in contradiction with the old classical habits of mind - manages, once its postulates are granted, to be coherent.  But that isn’t sufficient for it to be of the nature of life. It might rather be sufficient to prove that the most wonderful of scientific constructions is outside life. 

Because of its postulate, it falls into machinism, which is a putting together on the same level of reality of two natures that are different and that belong to different levels of reality.  It is like the action of concave elements on convex elements or vice versa.  To a material state, an immaterial state reacts;  and it in turn acts on a material state, and so on.  The tooth wheel of a machine gives a good enough notion of a wave system.  The teeth represent matter, the spaces between them, energy.  So that the reaction, as smooth as it may appear to be, occurs in a series of ratchets.  Which permits us to say that the system is discontinuous. 

But all that that gives us is a clever, and practically useful, transposition of a living action.  Nothing more.  The living action itself is very different.  It takes place on two levels, SUCCESSIVELY; but at each of the levels, within its own nature, the system is continuous
.  The living action is everywhere the same and its principle remains faithful to itself, whatever may happen to be accidentally accessible to the senses, whatever the experience that is being lived.  It is to that that we must constantly return.  

To say that light is propagated by particles, or by vibrations, or by emission, or by waves does not at all change the nature and solution of the problem, the same as we have shown it to be in the case of mural painting.  It is always, under all its different names, the ascension of colour towards light.  By the intermediary, we must immediately add, of the vibration, of the wave.  It is this vibration or wave which now performs the intermediary role which, in the means used by the mural painter, was occupied by the chromatic circle, the rainbow. 

What we have to call the synthesis of emission and of vibration can be nothing more than a sort of mechanical juxtaposition of the particle, standing for matter, and of the wave which represents the action of energy.  For, whatever anyone says, THE PARTICLE is static, immobile, and this despite the wonderful property that has been discovered in it - entirely similar to the Seven League Boots of the ogre in the Tale of Tom Thumb - by which it can, as it wishes, following its own needs and aspirations, shrink or increase in size.  ENERGY, on the other hand, is the mobile factor which seems to disturb THE PARTICLE and permits us to explain, not movement, which is absolute, but a certain kind of agitation which, if it is ordered, will give an impression of movement.  The attempt to establish a synthesis between this particle and this energy ought to produce, not any mechanical theory, but a living understanding of light, as ineffable for the physicist as it is for the artist. 

FUNCTIONS OF THE EYE

To what does THE PARTICLE correspond?  The painter would ask: to what does the colour correspond?  To sensation, whose cause is to be found in the sense in question.  What sense gives the physicist and the painter the right to speak of the particle and of colour?  Sight, it seems.  Colour, seen as a quantity, grows, bigger or smaller depending on whether it comes closer or goes further away from, the eyes.  It is the same with the particle.  Optical phenomenon of TRANSLATION which becomes PERSPECTIVE when it is engaged in the business of an ocular accommodation to external spectacles.  There is nothing extraordinary about that.  The eye is quite capable of turning the Eiffel Tower into an atom or a petit pois into an immense globe, if it wasn’t - happily, in spite of the regrets that have been expressed about its supposed inadequacy - subject to the authority of the intelligence.  THE PARTICLE, then, is a specialist term used to talk about a phenomenon that, although it is very small, is still of the nature of that reality which is accessible to the senses. It has everything, including immobility and limits, that is necessary for a phenomenon to be measured and weighed.  It coincides with the essential principle of the stopped eye which is what MAKES magnitudes.  The particle, or the eye in its static principle - they are one and the same thing.  A purely intellectual observation is at one with what is essential in the sensorial organ in question.  THE PARTICLE is reality in itself, apprehended in itself, total in itself, CONTINUOUS because it is independent in its own kingdom.

To what, now, does THE WAVE correspond?  The painter would ask: to what does the chromatic circle correspond?  To memory, which is the cause both of particular memories of the past and of foresight.  Sight still has this property of being a sense under the control of memory, which is the lowest of the faculties of the soul, that by which we have the idea of movement.  So, this is the property that corresponds most clearly to man’s mnemonic nature.  The eye adapts itself to TRANSLATION.  It can also turn on its centre and realise a CONTINUOUS MOVEMENT OF ROTATION, and it is thus that it enters into relation with the memory.  This movement of rotation becomes the wave, the vibration, in the mechanical theory of light.  In reality, if we want to understand the living synthesis, we must restore to this movement its own nature, which is independent of what is accessible to the senses and so independent of the particle.  We must understand that living movement is immaterial - energy is a word that conveys this meaning without admitting it.  It is dependent on a nature that is immaterial but nonetheless affirmed, which is embodied and made conscious in the memory.  The memory of the particle, FELT at the level of the senses, whose return is anticipated at the higher stage, that of memory - this corresponds to the memory of the colour, FELT at the level of what is accessible to the senses, whose return is anticipated at the level of the memory. The return?  Rather the growth, following an order by which the particle will be complemented by what it lacks if it is to realise its end, which is light.  Just like the growth of the colour, following a regular order which complements it with what it lacks to realise its end, which is light.  The wave and the rainbow follow the same principle of the same nature;  wave and rainbow are two expressions of one and the same thing, which coincides with the continuous movement in rotation of the eye;  a movement passing along the furrows which are of the nature of memory.  Here again, intellectual deduction joins up again with the intellectual organ par excellence, as the eye was once called. The eye’s circular movement is reality in itself, CONTINUOUS because it is independent of sensation, of the particle, which, however, is what has set the process of its resonance going. 

The error of wave theory lies in its wish to remain orthodox in relation to the dogmas of classicism.  It aspires to realise a simultaneous accord between the mobile and the immobile.  The tooth wheel of a machine, subtly disguised in a theory that is purely intellectual, allows us to present a sort of synthesis of space and time which, for the man of experience, is quite unsustainable - which can only satisfy the attitude of the man-spectator.  It ends up with the mechanisation of life; it does nothing to advance our knowledge of that life.  The reason which only intervenes for the purpose of explaining an event which it hasn’ t foreseen, is not the same reason as that which organises, following the rules of human nature, a human act, whose point of departure is in the senses and whose end is in the unity of light.  Reason which only intervenes for the purpose of recording something, and reason which organises and directs the voyage from the beginning to the end - they are not the same.  That is the source of the physicist’s difficulties. It is there that the contradictions appear.  In this mechanism, which appears well regulated, in which matter and energy follow one another as particle and as vibration, troublesome elements, of a biological nature, are beginning to appear.  The magnitude of the particle begins to alter; the wave shifts, slows down, speeds up.  We cannot tell where all that is going.  The fact is that the TRANSLATION of the eye is following its nature, contracting or expanding;  the vibration, result of ocular rotation, changes the lengths of time as they succeed one another.  And that is where, instead of deploring the contradictions, we ought rather to admire the possibilities of freedom that are given by the rule. 

Indeed, the rainbow can serve to demonstrate the perfect integrity of the indeterminate in the determinate, of free will in dependence.  It is the real synthesis of scientific time and of philosophical time.  For, in the rainbow, the periods can go through a series of changes that is infinite, always following an inflexible finite order. The reason that organises and directs can understand that; the reason that is subject to observation cannot. 

That is why, already, wave theory is carrying more than just the seeds of its own destruction.  Bringing matter and energy ever closer together, speeding vibration up in a competition between extension and time, each searching to go beyond itself, the catastrophe is bound to follow.  The whole lot will telescope together and extension and time fuse in an embrace in which both will disappear. As time - here understood as energy - has no reality for the intellectual observer, for whom only what is accessible to the senses can be real, we arrive at this conclusion: matter does not exist. 

*

*     * 

THE 'LIVING EXPERIENCE OF THE RAINBOW'

And then?  Would it not be reasonable for the observer to take a step towards observing himself?  If the HYPOTHESIS, placed before observation, is a prelude to the return of the reason that determines experience, that hypothesis is now beginning - as it enters into magnitudes that are so enormously beyond the human scale - to come strangely close to the essence of SIGHT, the sense that informs all the faculties and means of expression of the intellect.  The observer, without realising it, is now observing his own SIGHT in the most intimate of its operations.  The observer is observing himself !  Man looking into man without recognising him.  How can such a thing be possible?  Simply because the observer sees his sight passively, operating in the void, without the voluntary impulse of reason, without an end, without that will to act which gives the act its direction, the human act, the experience in which and through which man, from the lower plane of his potentiality, arrives towards this end - the pure act, light. 

To turn towards oneself, to see oneself as a man, is, once again, to assume the mastery of one‘s own person.  It is, in the end, to know oneself.  That we should be able to count our bones and muscles, to understand the position and role of each of our own organs - that isn’t enough to know oneself.  What is absolutely necessary is to know what is not accessible to the senses - the cause of those moral and spiritual values which are nowadays generally recognised as having been lost.  But those values cannot be seen from the outside.  They are the fruit of an experience that occurs from within.  REASON is the first of these values that has to be recovered.  Its power over ourselves has to be restored.  Reason, which once again becomes responsible, which knows how to distinguish good and evil, which does not at all depend for its existence on any observation of the external world, which has no need for sensations that are always dubious to learn what it knows.  Reason, which is not located in the body, but in the soul, which has its own innate faculties - Memory, Will, Understanding.  Memory of what is on high, of the pure act, perfection, form, light;  the Understanding, the intelligence, of this light, this form, this perfection, this pure act, which no-one has seen, though everyone is bathed in it from the moment of their first appearance in the world; and the Will that enables it, freely, to act of itself in the direction of what is on high.  There are, then, many good reasons why Reason should guide man’s experience for the good, should prevent it from turning against his interest, and should remind him every moment that the end of his existence is either his salvation or his fall.  Reason cannot allow the memory to be encumbered with the weight of corporeal accidents, earthly things, for it knows that that would only darken it, preventing the true light from entering in.  Nor can it permit the corruption of the will, that the soul should submit to wave after wave of suggestions coming from outside, that man should, in short, give himself up to the indolent attitude of the observer who has renounced both his liberty and his sense of responsibility. 

Reason.  It is the living experience of the rainbow which testifies to it.  But, ever since the thirteenth century, the West has lost the secret of the rainbow.  It has thus lost the secret of that true culture which is not an external acquirement, nor encyclopaedic in its scope, nor the fruit of practical applications, but is based on an act by which man assumes the consciousness of himself.  Since we have mixed everything up - what is on the level of the senses with what is on the level of memory; the bodily, concrete things with pure abstraction; living movement which is continuous with mechanical agitation made up of a series of more or less perceptible shocks; talent with state of mind; quantity with quality; the absolute with the relative - now, for all his high opinion of himself, man is being forced to incline before the menaces that threaten him and so he demands the return of Man - the return of the moral and spiritual man - in the hopes of thereby saving something of this accumulation of material riches which is coming apart and disappearing in his hands. 
�  [Note by Gleizes] The specialisation that prevails at the present time means that those who study the ideas of a particular age never look at what that age did, least of all at the most humble of its deeds.  As a result, the cause is isolated, cut off from the effect.  The UNIVERSALS were not an intellectual juggling trick;  they were the means by which man himself was built.  There were no thick walls separating the clerk from the artisan as there are today where the pure intellectual no longer has any understanding of the craftsman or the farmer, and when it is almost against the law for a craftsman to have ideas.


�  [Note by Gleizes] Up until the Revolution, in the guilds - already degenerate as they were by that time - the apprentices were required to know the principles of fugue and counterpoint. There at least tradition was still stronger than classical modernism.


�  [Note by Gleizes] Ocular TRANSLATION - cause of the alteration in the magnitude of the particle - is CONTINUOUS in its nature. Ocular ROTATION - cause of the VARIATIONS IN THE FREQUENCY of the waves is CONTINUOUS in its nature.  The DISCONTINUOUS is nothing more than a result of the mechanisation of these two natures.  We have, for the needs of analysis and of our practical applications, placed a PARTICLE before an INSTANT OF UNDULATION, and we’ve continued in the same way. We have finished, because of the practical results that have thus been obtained, by confusing this transposition with the living order.  Hence the confusion and negligence into which we have fallen with regard to man and to his natures.
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