the whole work. He needs to be set in t}
y the old sculptors were. Rodin is an astor
the sensibility of our time, who will make
ut he hasn’t a single idea. He lacks a creed,
f Hell, his monument to hard work, som
and you’ll see, he will never build it. T thir
e cortainly hac cauiocht him. fixed hin
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sions, everything that was |
and its windows. As indee
Ages learnt its faith through

‘Le parc

That was the true knowledge
wreviir Frrornd ALLZ Tardif ca



MYSELF
s in Siena . .. Everything is in those littl
ce a Tintoretto, with greens and bluish reds
te, have a simple tragedy, constructed wit
and the women at the tomb facing the grea
uity has their nobility and their triumphan

;{‘rnrv Sy ot hPr canr‘la] T{:vnn caxsrit]



sword. A little ve
bloodlessly to he:
tory’s wings — y«
don’t think abou
doesn’t need ther
with the halos ar
notices. They tak



hero! A man who had
whom he should have
all posterity. Has he p:
down enough in his |
about the painter and 1
ter. And he had the co

the Coronation, the cl
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nothmg 1n h1m separating tl

out abstractions, everythin
same but somehow clothec
inhaled a mysterious music.
middle, where the women ar
it with their strong hands. C
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whole boundless compositio
warm light and convey to t
breasts are really, like you an
that saturates them. I’'m sure
hidden soul of the underpain
gives this strength and lightne



R s et it ™ Aldtanied

painting went wrong with David when it t
onscientious. That’s my greatest horror.
vho knew his job, but what did he make
rouser buttons in The Surrender of the S
e given us was a psychological study in th

> grooms and camp-followers grouped aro
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Degas isn’t enough of a painter
little bit of temperament one c:
have a sense of art, and that ser
most. That’s why institutes, pe
idiots, buffoons and scamps. B
They’re welcome to go to the

dan’t oive 2 damn about them



SO T en )y MBS0, 11 you get excited abo
then you don’t love them ... A picture d
‘doesn’t need to represent anything in the
“As for me, I hate that, all those stories, 1
sm. Goodness knows, it’s there in the pair
s, but you have to see it with your eyes,

ir eyes. That’s all the painter wanted. Hijs r
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like the one down there, come, I’
What an extraordinary still-life!

We arrived in front of the picture.

Murillo had to paint angels, but lo
well their high-mettled feet are pl:
thy of peeling those beautiful ve



Aretino with the genius O1 I
cerebral, driven by will as m
believe, knew everything, bai
human joy and torment . . . Fe
trembling . .. It’s his portrait
familiar to me . .. The one M:
the Dijon Museum . . .
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He went up closer to the picture.

And look at this white foot, here
... he prepared his flesh tints in w
at the edge, he brought them to |
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 be right in theory, but in nature. In spite o
) and his admirers, Ingres is a minor pain
stare: the Venetians and the Spaniards.

0 a window and surveyed the lines of buila
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painting from a false tra
dreamt vaguely of a renai

He walked up to The Wo

You can find us all in this

colour for its own sake, -
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And when he begins |
atragedy . .. you mig
more. I who am speal
disappear. It’s enoug]
ofit... One day notl
green sky. Such inten:
then, the burning shi
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» much Faust. His palette is still the most b
bu no one under the sky had more charm
1e, or more vibration of colour. We all pais
rite in Hugo’s.

MYSELF
et?



coach, that large white
outa break, all velvety
Hallali in the Besancor
bit theatrical, but who,
the groom, remind me (
manner, the heroism, t
And the suncet in The €
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over there. .. You can’t:
opposite The Crusaders,
it’s very fine, those feet,
tion, when all’s said and

He took me by the arm
vouth. All the while he b



e was flushed and beaming. His overcoat,
eeve, swept the carpet behind him. He dre-
exultant. I had never seen him like that. U
umphant looks to right and left. The Louv
ner he spied a copyist’s ladder. He pounce.
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dog-like, even though
-+ . And the choirboy.

somewhere near it . .
He grew more excited

Gasquet, Gasquet . . .
1 g g P
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ring. He started making a real speech.

God’s name! ... No, but really, it’s true
.. I’s robbery ... The State, we are th.
ainting . .. Who is there that understands
oning him in this cave T mrafect






