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The
Highlights





Aix-en-Provence, a city in the south of France, about
twenty miles north of Marseille — Cézanne’s birthplace




















The site of the birthplace




















Painted in 1865, this portrait presents the artist’s father,
Louis-Auguste Cézanne (1798–1886), who was the co-founder of a banking firm
that prospered throughout Cézanne’s life. His father’s bank afforded financial
security that was unavailable to most of Cézanne’s contemporary artists, eventually
resulting in a large inheritance.




















‘The Overture to Tannhauser: The Artist’s Mother and
Sister’, 1868 — the artist’s mother, Anne Elisabeth Honorine Aubert (1814–1897)
was a “vivacious and romantic” person, from whom he inherited his “conception
and vision of life”. Cézanne went to a primary school every day with his
younger sisters, Marie and Rose.




















Cézanne, 1861

















THE HIGHLIGHTS





In
this section, a selection of Cézanne’s most celebrated works is provided, with
concise introductions, special ‘detail’ reproductions and additional
biographical images.











THE HANGED MAN’S HOUSE





In 1858, aged
nineteen, Cézanne complied with his father’s wishes and attended the law school
of the University of Aix, though his passion was for art and he continued
receiving drawing lessons. This resulted in him taking the bold step of
displeasing his father by committing himself to pursuing the life of an artist,
leaving Aix for Paris in 1861. Cézanne was strongly encouraged to make this
decision by his old school friend, the novelist Émile Zola, who was already
living in the capital at the time. Eventually, Cézanne’s father would be
reconciled with the decision and supported his son’s choice of career. In later
years, following his father’s death, Cézanne received an inheritance of 400,000
francs, removing all financial worries.


In Paris,
Cézanne met the Impressionist Camille Pissarro, forming a friendship that would
have a lasting impression of both his personal life and his artistic output. He
would later describe Pissarro as “like a father to me; almost like the good God”.
Initially, the friendship between Pissarro and Cézanne was that of master and student,
in which Pissarro exerted a formative influence on the younger artist. However,
over the course of the following decade their landscape painting excursions
together, in Louveciennes and Pontoise, led to more of a collaborative working
relationship between equals.


Now housed in
Paris’ Musée d’Orsay, The Hanged Man’s
House was one of the three canvases that Cézanne presented at the first
Impressionist exhibition of 1874, demonstrating the early influence of Pissarro’s
method. The more experienced artist had taught Cézanne the importance of en plein air painting — the act of
painting outdoors.  The title of the
piece is named after a local legend of a house in Auvers-sur-Oise, where Cézanne
completed the canvas under the careful eye of Pissarro in 1873.


Like the other
Impressionists, Cézanne employs pale colours and broken brushstrokes and has
chosen a commonplace subject for his canvas. The image presents several strong
axes leading away from a central point, with a path that climbs to the left,
while another leads down towards the centre of the painting and a bank curves
away to the right. The branches of the trees angle off to the top of the
painting. The lack of people in the scene and the stiff, austere representation
of the vegetation, balanced with the cool colours, help to conjure an atmosphere
of solitude. Although the painting puzzled the critics when it was first shown,
it was nonetheless the first that Cézanne managed to sell to a collector and
one of the only paintings to be sold at the mostly maligned exhibition.
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Camille Pissarro, c. 1900











THE ORGY





It is believed Cézanne’s
friendship with Zola encouraged him to seek more literary influences in his
early art, especially as he was a regular reader of L’Artiste, from which journal he often borrowed ideas from
engravings.  In 1856 the magazine
featured a serialisation of Gustave Flaubert’s novel The Temptation of St. Anthony, in which Cézanne was inspired by a
description of the Feast of Nebuchadnezzar, the builder of Babylon. The Orgy reveals a large debt to the Old
Masters, whom Cézanne daily spent his time copying in the Louvre.  In the early canvas The Orgy, the large banquet table is presented titled at an
impossible angle, with Rubensesque forms lavishly dining and cavorting in
decadence.  The mass of uplifted drapery,
classical architecture, vivid Titian-like blue sky, blended with a strong
primary range of colours all indicate the artist’s fascination with baroque
art. 
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‘The Wedding at Cana’ by Paolo Veronese, 1563 — a
likely source of inspiration to Cézanne’s ‘The Orgy’











L’ESTAQUE, MELTING SNOW





After the start
of the Franco-Prussian War in 1870, Cézanne left Paris for L’Estaque, a small
French fishing village just west of Marseille, to avoid conscription. He left
with his mistress, Marie-Hortense Fiquet, in July and arrived at the town,
where he changed his canvas themes to predominantly landscapes. While there he
completed four known canvases, all of somewhat gloomy subjects, suggesting the
artist’s frame of mind at the time. During this important stage in the artist’s
early career, he spent much of his time outside, working sur le motif (working before the subject) growing a sensitive
understanding of how nature can be represented easily in situ.


Now held in
the E. G. Bührle Collection in
Zurich, L’Estaque, Melting Snow presents
a view of the town divided by a diagonal line of melting snow, with slurred
brushstrokes imitating the directional flow of the snow.  The earthy shapes of the houses and the
supporting green foliage give the rest of the image a more grounded and stable
basis, juxtaposed to the looming darkness of the sky and threat of danger in
top right of the canvas.
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L’Estaque today











A MODERN OLYMPIA





Many of Cézanne’s
early works were largely inspired by the Old Masters such as Delacroix, Daumier
and Rubens. In A Modern Olympia, it
was not the first time he referenced Manet’s infamous painting, Olympia, which had caused a great
scandal at the 1865 Salon. In 1870 Cézanne painted an earlier version, now
housed in a private collection.  A few
years later, Cézanne chose to tackle the subject once more, but the second
version was much different, featuring luminous, dazzling colours and a
brilliant execution, reminiscent of Fragonard’s rococo paintings. It was during
his stay with Doctor Gachet at Auvers-sur-Oise that, in the heat of a
discussion, Cézanne picked up his paintbrush and produced the coloured sketch,
creating a much more daring interpretation of Manet’s canvas. 


Now housed in
the Musée d’Orsay, A Modern Olympia (1875)
presents a more impressionistic interpretation of Manet’s famous image of a
nude woman (Olympia) lying on a bed, being brought flowers by a black servant. The
contrast of the nudity of the woman, uncovered by her black servant, with the
elegant attire of the man in black, depicted as Cézanne himself watching her,
much like a voyeur, all contribute to the erotic and theatrical character of
the scene. This effect is further accentuated by the presence of a curtain
hanging on the left of the picture. The diagonal line of the sofa invites us up
to Olympia, while the black maid takes a much more dynamic and active role than
in Manet’s original painting.


During the
first Impressionist Exhibition of 1874, this somewhat incredible evocation was
scorned by both public and critics. In a review in L’artiste on 1 May 1874, Marc de Montifaud wrote: “like a
voluptuous vision, this artificial corner of paradise has left even the most courageous
gasping for breath… and Mr Cézanne merely gives the impression of being a sort
of madman, painting in a state of delirium tremens”.
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‘Olympia’ by Édouard Manet, first exhibited at the
1865 Paris Salon, Musée d’Orsay, Paris











SELF-PORTRAIT (PORTRAIT DE L’ARTISTE)





During his
career Cézanne produced over twenty self-portraits, largely due to his
incredibly slow work rate that made most of his sitters, except for his wife,
reluctant to endure his demanding sessions. One portrait, attended by Ambroise
Vuillard, is recorded as having taken no less than 114 sittings, before the
artist abandoned the project, unsatisfied with his work so far.


In the
majority of his portraits, no indication of his sitter’s emotions is given to
us by their facial expressions, nor are we given a glimpse of personality or
character. Often, his sitters evince signs of weariness and blankness, which
can be assigned to their long session of sitting for the portrait. The artist
would instead concentrate upon a unified picture surface through the form of a
single brushstroke, slanted diagonally and applied evenly across the canvas.
This brushstroke would be applied to depict all aspects of the portrait:
sitter, clothing, furniture, décor etc. 


Also located
in the Musée d’Orsay, the following 1875 self-portrait typically reveals little
of Cézanne’s inner thoughts. Instead, we are presented with a view of his
familiar arched eyebrows and heavily bearded lower face. The artist’s large brown
eyes watch us patiently, as though he understands why he must wait so long. The
background is particularly colourful, compared to the other self-portraits,
giving the suggestion that he is standing in front of one of his landscape
paintings, which may explain why the later title Portrait de L’artiste was given to the canvas. 
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Self-Portrait with Pink Background (Portrait de l’artiste
au fond rose)











MAINCY BRIDGE





This 1880 canvas
depicts a single motif, a bridge spanning a river, in Maincy, a commune in the
Seine-et-Marne department in the Île-de-France region in north-central France. The
painting embodies a sense of calm stillness. 
There are many horizontal and vertical lines, juxtaposed to create
interest in the composition. However, unlike the Impressionists, Cézanne does
not appear as concerned in representing the movement of light and air.  The water of the river appears still with no
ripples and the trees appear fixed, like a densely overgrown jungle.


In the image, Cézanne
once again adopts the constrictive brushstroke technique of using a single
diagonal slanting form, continually on an even surface. The same rectangular
shapes are echoed throughout the canvas to indicate different objects and
forms, which are only differentiated by their tone of colour and not by the
technique used to represent them. Cézanne’s flattening of the scene in this way
would be used to a much greater extent in his later and more famous works.
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The bridge today











MADAME CÉZANNE IN A CONSERVATORY





Marie-Hortense
Fiquet Cézanne (1850-1922) was a French artists’ model, who first sat for Cézanne
for 1869 and continued to sit for him late on into the 1890’s. Some art
historians have argued that Hortense’s only contribution to her husband’s art
were her patient sittings for twenty-seven portraits. She had met Cézanne at the
Académie Suisse, an art school in Paris, where major artists would socialise
and paint models that worked there. Hortense’s main job was as a bookseller or
bookbinder, but she combined this with part-time work as a model. Hortense and
Cézanne started a relationship and when the Franco-Prussian War broke out in
1871, they left Paris together for L’Estaque. Afraid of offending his father and
compromising his allowance, Cézanne went to great lengths to conceal his relationship
with Hortense. The existence of their child Paul, born in 1872, was kept from Louis-Auguste
for some years.


They married
on 28 April 1886, in the presence of the artist’s parents, though by that time
he had publicly said that he no longer had any feelings for her. Cézanne is believed
to have been a very difficult person to live with, being unable to communicate
effectively with others and subject to bouts of severe depression; Hortense
chose to live separately from her husband for much of their married life. After
the death of his father that same year, Cézanne and his wife separated, the
artist moving in with his sister and mother and declaring, “My wife only cares
for Switzerland and lemonade”. The psychological distance between husband and
wife appears to be reflected in the portraits, in which the artist conveys an
impression of her being self-absorbed.


The following
plate, completed in 1884 and housed in New York’s Metropolitan Museum of Art, presents
a more sympathetic portrayal of the artist’s lover at the time. As always, her
face is expressionless, but her body language appears less severe and her
location and the use of softer colour tones by the artist suggest a gentler
atmosphere. The pink tones in her face — namely her ears, nose, cheeks and lips
— harmonise with the surrounding flowers in the tree behind her, establishing a
peaceful balance with nature.
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Madame Cézanne in Blue, 1890











THREE BATHERS





Over his
artistic career, Cézanne devoted over two hundred paintings, watercolours and
drawings to the theme of bathing men and women. He commenced working on this
subject in the late 1860’s and carried on developing works on the theme well on
into 1900’s, sometimes even taking several years to finish the larger paintings
in the series. As the compositions gradually evolved, the descriptive elements
would disappear in favour of construction, the stocky figures becoming the
members of a rigorously ordered pictorial assembly, no longer forming the
representatives of corporeal beauty. 


The following
plate was completed in 1882 and is now held in Paris’ Petit Palais.  The
Three Bathers are arranged in a wooded area, with a wide ray of light
passing through the scene and reflected in the water — all portrayed with the artist’s
telltale slanting brushstrokes. The bathers have different colour hair shades —
blonde, red and brunette — and the figures are arranged as part of a pyramidal
composition, demarcated by two trees forming an arch. The use of a nearly
square format reinforces the impression of density and abundance.


Fellow artist
Henri Matisse (1869-1954) was a great admirer of the painting and actually
purchased it in 1899 from the dealer Ambroise Vollard, using part of his wife’s
dowry money for the purchase. Vollard had organised the first exhibition of
Cézanne’s work in Paris four years earlier. Matisse later donated the canvas to
the Petit Palais in 1936 — the first time that a composition with bathers had entered
a western European museum.
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Henri Matisse, 1913











MONT SAINTE-VICTOIRE





Another series
of paintings that would dominate Cézanne’s oeuvre centres upon the motif of Mont
Sainte-Victoire, a mountain in southern France, overlooking the artist’s
hometown of Aix-en-Provence. In these paintings, Cézanne would often sketch the
railway bridge on the Aix-Marseille line at the Arc River Valley, as depicted
in the centre on the right side of the following plate. Especially, in Mont Sainte-Victoire and the Viaduct of the Arc River Valley
(1885–1887), he depicted a moving train on this bridge.


Only half a
year after the opening of the Aix-Marseille line on October 15, 1877, in a
letter to Émile Zola dated April 14, 1878, Cézanne praised the Mont
Sainte-Victoire, which he viewed from the train while passing over the railway
bridge at Arc River Valley, as a “beau motif” and, in about that same year, he
began the series of paintings in which he would immortalise the mountain.


The 1887
canvas Mont Sainte-Victoire presents
a view of the mountain from the south-west of Aix from Bellevue, where the
artist’s brother-in-law had purchased an estate in 1881. The image takes in the
scene from an elevated viewpoint, allowing us to view the Arc valley leading up
to the mountain, which is in fact represented much closer than it would have actually
appeared, emphasising the importance of the artist’s chosen motif. Another favourite technique of Cézanne’s
is utilised deftly in the canvas, linking the foreground with background
elements of the picture plane. The mountain range and the tree foliage blend in
to one another, creating a linked border that surrounds the scene. 
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Montagne Sainte-Victoire, a limestone mountain ridge
in the south of France, extending over 18 kilometres between the départements
of Bouches-du-Rhône and Var











MONT SAINTE-VICTOIRE AND THE VIADUCT OF THE ARC RIVER VALLEY





Housed in New
York’s Metropolitan Museum, this 1885 canvas, once again depicting Mont
Sainte-Victoire, is also represented in the background of one of the artist’s
famous later works The Card Players. Cézanne
presents the mountain dominating the landscape, with Aix-en-Provence visible in
the distance, far back from the valley of the Arc River, while a railway bridge
on the Aix-Marseille line is portrayed in the centre of the composition, with a
train running on it. Once more, Cézanne experiments with the creation of depth
using layers of colour and brushstrokes, building up a set of horizontal planes
that draw the eye into the view, counterbalanced by the imposing vertical line
of the central tree.


The Mont Sainte-Victoire and the Viaduct of
the Arc River Valley previously belonged to Henry Osborne Havemeyer, the
American industrialist and entrepreneur, who founded and became president of
the American Sugar Refining Company in 1891. After Havemeyer died in 1907, the
painting passed to his wife Louisine Waldron Elder Havemeyer, who bequeathed it
to the museum in 1929 as part of the Havemeyer collection of 142 artworks.
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STILL LIFE WITH GINGER POT





Completed in
1890, the following plate demonstrates one of Cézanne’s most influential
developments in the formation of modern art: the representation of multiple
viewpoints to create different perceptions of a still life subject. In the
image, the near side of the fruit basket is represented full frontal, though
the handle has been turned, as from a side view, providing us a deeper view
into the basket than would be possible in reality. Meanwhile, the ginger pot
can be seen from a similar high eye level, sitting solidly on the table and yet
it has been positioned so far back on the table that it would in reality fall
off, appearing to levitate in the air. The artist often used coins and other
small items to prop up his still life objects, which were probably used to
position the sugar bowl and jug titled to the left. 


Another
unusual aspect of the image is the misalignment of the table cloth, with the
right level much higher than the left plane, creating an impossible angle. This
was a technique to feature in many of Cézanne’s later works, going on to
influence the Cubist artists, who would explore the act of perception through
different methods.  Piet Mondrian was
inspired by Cézanne’s method of breaking down compositional elements into
facets of colour. In his version of the subject, Still Life with Gingerpot
I, Mondrian reprised Cézanne’s techniques of passage (brushwork that
continues beyond the designated edges of objects) and a generally looser
handling of paint. 
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Still Life with Gingerpot I by Piet Mondrian, c. 1912











THE BOY IN THE RED VEST





From 1889 to
1890, Cézanne painted four oil portraits of Michelangelo di Rosa, an Italian
boy model, each time seen wearing a distinctive red vest, while adopting
different poses, allowing the artist to study the relationship between the
figure and space.  The most famous canvas
of the four, presented in the following plate, depicts the boy seated in a
melancholic pose with his elbow on a table and his head cradled in his hand.
The pose is most likely inspired by Albrecht Dürer’s Melencolia I and there are also references to Michelangelo’s
depiction of the damned in the Sistine Chapel. Once again playing with
perspective, the artist extends the boy’s right arm, making it unusually long,
adding to the atmosphere of gloom. The painting is currently housed in the
Foundation E. G. Bührle in Zürich, Switzerland, while the other three portraits
are held in museums in America.


In 1895, art
critic Gustave Geffroy said it could stand comparison with the finest figure
paintings of the Old Masters. The portrait fetched a fantastic price at
Sotheby’s in London in 1958, and was reproduced in publications all over the
world, generating numerous articles about the sale. The price was $610,000,
more than five times higher than the amount any painting previously sold at
auction. In February 2008, the painting was stolen from the Zurich gallery, but
was recovered in Serbia in April 2012. 
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Melencolia I by Albrecht Dürer, 1514




















‘Boy in a Red Vest’, Museum of Modern Art, New York,
1888-1890











WOMAN WITH A COFFEE POT





Yet another of Cézanne’s
paintings to be found in Paris’ Musée d’Orsay, Woman with a Coffee Pot is a large canvas, depicting one of the
artist’s servants at Jas de Bouffan, his home in Aix, where he had built a
studio in the early 1880’s. It was located on the upper floor, with an enlarged
window provided, allowing in the northern light, interrupting the line of the
eaves. The studio and invocative window feature remain intact today. 


The woman’s
pose is echoed by the coffee pot’s erect shape and the spoon’s unusually
straight upward point. Throughout the canvas vertical lines are stressed, as
seen in the woman’ dress, the wood panelling and the decorative screen,
reinforcing this impression. The rigidity of the pose is eased by curved lines
in the pleats of the dress and the direction of her arms. The heavy earthy
colours of the sitter’s hand appear to hold down the dress, creating the
illusion of perspective.
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The artist’s studio in Jas de Bouffan











RIDEAU, CRUCHON ET COMPOTIER





Completed in
1893, the following plate marks a level of maturity that can be found in Cézanne’s
later still life paintings, returning to the tradition of studied outlines and
increased depth of shadows. Rideau,
Cruchon et Compotier (which can be translated as ‘The Jug, Curtain and
Fruit Bowl’, aptly describing the subject) is a formal and sober work,
presenting the fruits in an ordered manner on the cloth, with a foliate pattern
on the wall. A print curtain drapes downwards from the top left of the
painting, partially resting on a wooden table. A large earthenware jug nestles
in the folds of the curtain and a white cloth is strewn on the table. The fruit
bowl of the title is at the right of the painting. The bowl is stacked with
apples and oranges. The painting depicts fourteen other items of fruit on the
table. 


But through
the colour, which has its own pairing of spots, the symmetries of the objects
intersect or overlap; the same object belongs then to different groups. The
resulting rivalry of axes gives energy to the otherwise static whole. The
colour is mellow and rich within its narrow range. In the long passage from
light to shade, different in every object, each colour unfolds its scale of
values in visible steps. 


The ellipse of
the compotier becomes a unique composite form, flatter below, more arched
above, contrary to perspective vision and unlike the symmetrical forms of the
glass. In its proportion, it approaches the rectangular divisions of the canvas
and in its curves is adapted to the contrasted forms of the apples and grapes,
the straight lines of the chest, the curves of the fruit below, and the foliage
on the wall. A line drawn around the six apples on the cloth echoes the same
curve of the opening of the compotier. 


Rideau, Cruchon et Compotier belonged to
the Post-Impressionist Paul Gauguin (1848-1903), before it went through the
possession of Paris dealer Ambroise Vollard, Cornelis Hoogendijk, Paul
Rosenberg, Dr Albert C. Barnes, and the Carroll Carstairs Gallery. It was then
sold at Sotheby’s, New York, on 10 May 1999 for $60,502,500, a record price,
during the sale of the Whitney family collection, winning the distinction of
being the most expensive still life ever sold at an auction. The painting was
later resold at a loss.
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THE CARD PLAYERS





Cézanne produced
a series of five oil paintings of card players during what is in now termed his
final period in the early 1890’s. The canvases vary in size and in the number
of players depicted, with numerous drawings and studies completed in
preparation for each of the paintings. One version of The Card Players (presented in the following plates) was sold in
2011 to the Royal Family of Qatar for a price variously estimated at between
$250 million and $300 million, making it the second most expensive work of art
ever sold at the time. The series is considered by art historians to be a
cornerstone of Cézanne’s art, as well as a “prelude” to his final years, when
he painted some of his most acclaimed work.


Each painting
depicts Provençal peasants smoking their pipes and playing cards. The subjects,
all male, are portrayed as absorbed in their game, eyes cast downward, intent
on the hand in play. Cézanne has adapted a motif from seventeenth century Dutch
and French genre painting, which often presented card games with rowdy, drunken
gamblers in taverns, and replaces them instead with stone-faced tradesmen in a
more rustic and simplified setting. Whereas previous paintings of the genre had
illustrated heightened moments of drama, Cézanne’s renditions are noted for
their realism, lack of narrative and conventional characterisation. The models
for the paintings were local farmhands, some of whom worked on the Cézanne
family estate, the Jas de Bouffan. Each scene is depicted as one of quiet,
still concentration; the men look down at their cards rather than at each
other, with the cards being perhaps their sole means of communication outside
of work. One critic famously described the scenes as “human still lifes”; while
another speculated that the men’s intense focus on their game mirrors that of
the painter’s absorption in his art.
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The Card Players, Musée d’Orsay, París, 1895




















The Card Players, Barnes Foundation, Merion,
Pennsylvania, 1892




















The Card Players, Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York
City, 1893




















The Card Players, Courtauld Institute of Art, London,
1895











MAN WITH A PIPE





Now housed in
London’s Courtauld Museum, the following plate, completed by 1895, presents the
frontal view of one of the sitters used in The
Card Players canvases.  Commonly
known in Aix as ‘le père Alexander’, the man worked on Cézanne’s property as a
gardener and appears to be wearing the same clothes as seen in The 
Card Players, while his hat and pipe are also portrayed in the same
manner. Once again the artist adopts
the use of hatched brushstrokes to delineate the gardener’s face and clothing,
varied with different colours to promote a sense of depth. In keeping with the sitter’s occupation, Cézanne utilises an
earthy palette, composed of browns and greens, while Alexander seems to emerge
out of the gloomy background.  The room
itself is minor in detail, allowing us to concentrate solely upon the subject
himself.
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PORTRAIT OF GUSTAVE GEFFROY





This 1895
unfinished canvas depicts the French novelist and art critic Gustave Geffroy,
one of the earliest historians of Impressionism. In March 1894, Geffroy wrote a
sympathetic article in the periodical Le
Journal, praising Cézanne’s work, which, until that point had received
little regard in critical circles. Their mutual friend, Claude Monet, arranged
for a meeting between the two in November of that year, which ended abruptly
due to Cézanne’s oft-noted erratic behaviour. However, Geffroy continued to
write favourably of the reclusive artist’s work, believing, “He is a great
teller of truth. Passionate and candid, silent and subtle, he will go to The
Louvre.” Cézanne expressed thanks in letters to the critic in the months
following their meeting and, in a display of gratitude and he offered to paint
Geffroy’s portrait.


The painter
sent the critic a request in April 1895, resulting in the critic sitting daily
over a span of three months in the study of his home in Paris. After the end of
that time, Cézanne was disappointed with his work and fled both the painting
and Paris for his home in Aix-en-Provence. In a letter to Monet, he explained,
“I am a little upset at the meagre result I obtained, especially after so many
sittings and successive bursts of enthusiasm and despair.” It has also been
speculated that, despite his words of gratitude in the same letter to Monet
noting Geffroy’s patience over the three-month span, the artist had built up
feelings of resentment, even hostility, toward the critic, causing his
abandonment of the project for seclusion in Aix. Reasons for the breakdown in
relations on Cézanne’s part have been attributed to several causes, ranging
from politics to artistic principles to religion.


The painting
was donated to the French state in 1969 by the family of collector Auguste
Pellerin and is now on permanent display at the Musée d’Orsay in Paris. In
spite of its unfinished state, Portrait
of Gustave Geffroy would become a popular retrospective work of the artist
following his death. Cubist painters were interested in the geometrical
dimensions of the bookcase and perspective of vast table space in relation to
the rest of the pictorial space. Geffroy noted that Cézanne painted the entire
canvas at once, leaving the face and hands for last and so ultimately left
unfinished. The portrait has been described as angular, with the figure of
Geffroy centred as a pyramidal figure, surrounded by shelves, books and
figurines complementing and converging on top of his profile. The multiple
angles of perspective, particularly with the books both in cases and on the
table, have been noted for their “zig-zag” effect on the viewer, creating
movement within the painting. The portrait continues a recurring theme of
Cézanne’s, as previously seen in The Card
Players: people in their natural environment, reserved and unimposing,
immersed in their everyday tasks. 
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Gustave Geffroy (1855-1926) was a journalist, art
critic, historian, and novelist. He was one of the ten founding members of the
literary organisation Académie Goncourt in 1900.











ANNECY LAKE





Held in the
Courtauld Institute of Art, London, this landscape presents a view of Lac
d’Annecy looking towards the Château de Duingt, painted by Cézanne, while
holidaying at Talloires in the summer of 1896. The painting balances tones with
contrasting cool blues and warm oranges and browns, as seen in the mountains and
water, juxtaposed with the tree and earthy roof of the hut on the right. The
use of warm and cool colours, as opposed to tonal contrasts, portrays a greater
sense of difference between the depicted forms.


Once again the
artist adopts the technique of linking the foreground to the background through
the large tree on the left, as its leaves and branches merge indistinctively
with the hills in the background, depicted with the same colour tones and types
of brushstrokes. This makes the Château appear closer to the viewer, rendering
it a more prominent feature of the image. Cézanne applies slanting lines in the
composition, which represent mountain ridges and branches, though differing
shades of colour are applied to suggest depth. 
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Château de Duingt today











THE LARGE BATHERS





First exhibited
in 1906, this is title of the largest of Cézanne’s famous series of ‘Bather’
paintings, with two other important versions located in New York’s Museum of
Modern Art and London’s National Gallery. Widely regarded as Cézanne’s
masterpiece, the painting is considered one of the founding works of modern
art, with some critics identifying it being singlehandedly responsible for the
birth of modern art.


While planning
the composition, Cézanne had studied Paolo Veronese’s The Supper at Emmaus — from which he drew a large sketch — and
similarities between both images can be clearly noted. In both works the
figures are grouped into two pyramidal shaped forms, flanking the centre of the
canvas. Veronese presents a three-dimensional table at the heart of his
picture, creating two planes. Instead of this, Cézanne depicts a simple blue
band as a river bed, yet it is still perpendicular to the picture plane.


Cézanne worked
on the canvas for seven years and it remained unfinished in his studio at the
time of his death in 1906. The composition presents a scene of women bathing by
a river bed, adopting a theme that would permeate the paintings of the series:
the harmony of nature.  Cool shades of
Prussian and cobalt blue predominate the colour tones, gently balanced by the
sandy banks the women are lounging on. The bathers are presented as abstract
forms, their faces and limbs appearing in indistinguishable guises. The
multi-faceted planes of the brushstrokes used to depict the women and the
innovative fractured nature of their representation would go on to inspire
Pablo Picasso and the Cubists, as demonstrated in Picasso’s Les Demoiselles d’Avignon, a
proto-Cubist work, widely considered to be seminal in the early development of
both Cubism and modern art.


Previously
owned by Leo Stein, the great American art collector, critic and brother of
Gertrude Stein, The Large Bathers was
purchased in 1937 for Philadelphia’s Museum of Art for $110,000, using money
from a trust fund established by local major benefactor Joseph E. Widener. The
purchase of the painting, while generally praised, was nevertheless questioned
by The Philadelphia Record, which
noted that 41,000 (or ten percent) of Philadelphia’s residents were without
bathtubs, and that the money could therefore have been better spent elsewhere.






































Detail




















Detail




















Detail




















Detail




















Detail




















‘The Supper at Emmaus’ by Veronese, c. 1560




















Bathers, National Gallery, London, c. 1905




















Bathers, Chicago Art Institute, c. 1905




















‘Les Demoiselles d’Avignon’, Museum of Modern Art, New
York, 1907




















Philadelphia Museum of Art











MOUNT
SAINTE-VICTOIRE





From 1890 until his death in 1906, Cézanne
was beset by troubling personal difficulties and he withdrew further into his
painting, spending long periods as a virtual recluse. However, by this time his
paintings were becoming well-known and sought after and he was now the object
of respect from a new generation of painters. The problems began with the onset
of diabetes in 1890, affecting his personality to the point where relationships
with others were again strained. Cézanne alternated between painting at Jas de
Bouffan and in the Paris region, as before. In 1895 he made a germinal visit to
Bibémus Quarries and climbed Montagne Sainte-Victoire. The labyrinthine
landscape of the quarries must have struck a note, as he rented a cabin there
in 1897 and had painted extensively from it, producing a series of paintings
featuring the mountain as his main motif. The shapes he identified on this
visit are believed to have inspired what is now recognised as the embryonic
“Cubist” style. 


In 1901 the artist bought some land along
the Chemin des Lauves, an isolated road on some high ground at Aix, and
commissioned a studio to be built there, which was completed in 1903, ready for
him to begin working in — the studio is now open to the public. From 1903 to
the end of his life he painted in his studio, working for a month in 1904 with
Émile Bernard, who stayed as a guest. After his death it became a monument to
the innovative artist: Atelier Paul
Cézanne.


In his final paintings of Mont
Sainte-Victoire, Cézanne simplifies his canvases to the most rudimentary
representations of mountain, earth and sky, while secondary forms, such as
trees, roads and huts are merely indicated by differing coloured patches. There
is no longer any differentiation between foreground and background.  The image is presented wholly on one plane. 


In his later years Cézanne had turned to
Catholicism and the paintings of his favourite motif appear as a celebration of
the divinity of nature.  The peak of Mont
Sainte-Victoire, pointing heavenwards, was clearly an important symbol for the
artist in his declining months, as the image continued to dominate his
canvases.
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The Paintings





Cézanne’s home in Jas de Bouffan, Aix-en-Provence. The
country house was bought by his father in 1859 and would later incorporate the
artist’s studio, functioning as a source of inspiration until 1899.
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Cézanne’s
paintings are presented in chronological order and divided into decade
sections, with an alphabetical table of contents following immediately after.
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Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Black Marble Clock


c.1870


Oil on canvas


55.2 x 74.3 cm


Private Collection




















The Feast. The Banquet of
Nebuchadnezzar


c.1870


Oil on canvas


130 x 81 cm


Private Collection




















The Gravediggers


1870


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















The Manor House at Jas de
Bouffan


1870


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















The Railway Cutting


1870


Oil on canvas


80 x 129 cm


Neue Pinakothek, Munich,
Germany




















The Robbers and the
Donkey


c.1870


Oil on canvas


Civica Galleria d’Arte
Moderna, Milan, Italy




















The Temptation of St.
Anthony


c.1870


Oil on canvas


52 x 73 cm


Bührle Foundation, Zürich,
Switzerland




















Woman Diving into Water


c.1870


Watercolour on paper


National Museum of Wales
(Amgueddfa Cymru), Wales, UK




















Fortune Mation


c.1871


Oil on canvas


Kunstmuseum Basel, Basel,
Switzerland




















Gustave Boyer in a Straw
Hat


c.1871


Oil on canvas


55 x 39 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Landscape with Watermill


1871


Oil on canvas


Frances Lehman Loeb Art
Center, United States




















Lane of Chestnut Trees at
the Jas de Bouffan


1871


Oil on canvas


Tate Britain, London, England,
UK




















Man in a Straw Hat


1871


Oil on canvas


55 x 39 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Portrait of Antoine
Valabregue


c.1871


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Portrait of Gustave Boyer


c.1871


Oil on canvas


46 x 38 cm


National Gallery of Canada,
Ottawa, Canada




















Promenade


1871


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Road


1871


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life Post, Bottle,
Cup and Fruit


c.1871


Oil on canvas


Staatliche Museen zu Berlin,
Gemäldegalerie, Berlin, Germany




















The Oilmill


1871


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Bathers and Fisherman with
a Line


1872


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Hortense Breast Feeding
Paul


1872


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Self-Portrait in a
Casquette


c.1872


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Strangled woman


1872


Oil on canvas


31 x 25 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















The Fountain


1872


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















The Halle aux Vins, Seen
From the Rue de Jussieu


1872


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Private Collection




















Cottages of Auvers


c.1873


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Dahlias in a Delft Vase


c. 1873


Oil on canvas




















Vase of Flowers


c. 1873


Oil on canvas


77 x 64 cm


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Couple in a Garden


c.1873


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Etude - Paysage a Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Flowers in a Vase


1873


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Girl


c.1873


Oil on canvas


16 x 13 cm


Private Collection




















Guillaumin with the
Hanged Man


1873


16 x 12 cm


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















Madame Cézanne Leaning on
a Table


c.1873


Oil on canvas


46 x 38 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life Apples and a
Glass


1873


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Hanged Man’s House in
Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


21 x 26 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















The House of Dr. Gached
in Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


46 x 38 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















The House of Pere Lacroix
in Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


61.5 x 51 cm


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















The Turn in the Road at
Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















View of Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


65 x 80 cm


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















View of Auvers


1873


Oil on canvas


44.5 x 34.5 cm


Private Collection




















A Modern Olympia


1874


Oil on canvas


46 x 55 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Eremitage, Pontoise


1874


Oil on canvas


46 x 54 cm




















In the Oise Valley


1874


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life with Italian
Earthenware Jar


c.1874


Oil on canvas


41.8 x 55.2 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life, Delft Vase
with Flowers


1874


Oil on canvas


41 x 27 cm




















The House and the Tree


c.1874


Oil on canvas


66 x 55.5 cm


Private Collection




















A Painter at Work


1875


Oil on canvas


24 x 34 cm


Private Collection




















Afternoon in Naples


c.1875


Oil on canvas


37 x 45 cm


National Gallery of
Australia, Canberra, Australia




















Bathers


1875


Oil on canvas


38.1 x 46 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art, New
York City




















Couples Relaxing by a
Pond


c.1875


Oil on canvas




















Don Quixote, View from
the Back


c.1875


Oil on canvas


22.2 x 16.5 cm


Private Collection




















Flowers in a Blue Vase


c.1875


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Landscape in Provence


1875


Oil on canvas




















Life in the Fields


c.1875


Oil on canvas


27.5 x 34.5 cm


Private Collection




















Olympia


1875


Watercolour on paper


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Road at Pontoise


1875


Oil on canvas. 


The Pushkin Museum of Fine
Art, Moscow, Russia




















Self-Portrait


1875


Oil on canvas


64 x 53 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Self-Portrait in Front of
Pink Background


1875


Oil on canvas


66 x 55 cm


Private Collection




















The Etang des Soeurs at
Osny


1875


Oil on canvas


60 x 73.5 cm


Samuel Courtauld Trust, The
Courtauld Gallery, London, UK




















Three Bathers


1875


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Bather with Arms Spread


1876


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Chestnut Trees and
Farmstead of Jas de Bouffin


1876


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Jas de Bouffan, the Pool


c.1876


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Landscape at the Jas de
Bouffin


1876


Oil on canvas


45 x 54 cm


Private Collection




















Landscape. Study After
Nature


1876


Oil on canvas


Fondation Rau pour le Tiers
Monde, Switzerland




















Pot of Flowers


1876


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Road


1876


50 x 65 cm


Private Collection




















The Battle of Love


1876


Watercolour on cardboard


Private Collection




















The Trees of Jas de
Bouffan


1876


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















A Lunch on the Grass


c.1877


Oil on canvas




















Auvers. View from Nearby


c.1877


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Interior with Two Women
and a Child


c.1877


Oil on canvas


Pushkin Museum, Moscow




















Bather


1877


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Bathers


1877


Oil on canvas


14 x 19 cm


Private Collection




















Bathers at Rest


1877


Oil on canvas


82 x 101.3 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Compotier and Plate of
Biscuits


1877


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Dessert


1877


Oil on canvas


60 x 73 cm




















Orchard in Pontoise


1877


Oil on canvas


50 x 58 cm


Private Collection




















Portrait of Victor
Chocquet


1877


Oil on canvas


Virginia Museum of Fine Arts,
United States




















Portrait of Victor
Chocquet


1877


Oil on canvas


45.7 x 36.8 cm


Private Collection




















Portrait of Victor
Chocquet, Seated


c.1877


Oil on canvas


46 x 38 cm


Columbus Museum of Art,
Columbus, Ohio, USA




















Reclining Nude


c.1877


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life


1877


Oil on canvas


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Still Life with apples
and biscuits


1877


Oil on canvas


38 x 55 cm




















Still Life, Bowl and Milk
Jug


c.1877


Oil on canvas


Bridgestone Museum of Art,
Tokyo, Japan




















The Buffet


1877


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Szépművészeti Múzeum,
Budapest, Hungary




















The Eternal Woman


1877


Oil on canvas


43 x 53 cm


Private Collection




















The Eternal Woman


c.1877


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















The Fountain


c.1877


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Obstpfluckerin


1877


Oil on canvas


15.5 x 22.5 cm


Private Collection




















The Orchard


1877




















The Temptation of St.
Anthony


c.1877


Oil on canvas


47 x 56 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Two Vases of Flowers


c.1877


Oil on canvas


56 x 46.3 cm


Private Collection




















Apples


1878


Oil on canvas


Fitzwilliam Museum, England




















Bather From the Back


1878


Oil on canvas


24.2 x 19.4 cm


Private Collection




















Bather with Outstreched
Arms


c.1878


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Five Bathers


1878


Oil on canvas


Musée Picasso, Paris, France




















Legendary Scene


c.1878


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Man Standing, Arms
Extended


c.1878


Oil on canvas


33 x 24 cm


Private Collection




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


1878


Oil on canvas


72.5 x 56 cm


Museum of Fine Arts, Boston,
MA, USA




















Portrait of the Artist’s
Son


1878


Oil on canvas


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Still Life with seven
apples


1878


Oil on canvas


17 x 36 cm




















The Harvesters


1878


Fresco on wall


Private Collection




















The Pond of the Jas de
Bouffan


1878


Oil on canvas


52.5 x 56 cm


Private Collection




















The Pool at Jas de
Bouffan


c.1878


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Sea at l’Estaque


1878


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Musée Picasso, Paris, France




















The Seine at Bercy


1878


Oil on canvas


56 x 72 cm




















Bottom of the Ravine


c.1879


Oil on canvas


73 x 54 cm


Museum of Fine Arts, Houston,
TX, USA




















Dish of Apples


1879


Oil on canvas


45.5 x 55 cm


Private Collection




















Landscape with Waterline


c.1879


Oil on canvas


46 x 56 cm


Private Collection




















L’Estaque. View through
the Trees


1879


Oil on canvas


44.7 x 53.4 cm


Private Collection




















Path at the Entrance to
the Forest


1879


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Seated Woman


1879


Oil on canvas


55 x 46 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life


1879


Oil on canvas




















Still Life with Apples


c.1879


Oil on canvas


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Still Life with open
drawer


1879


Oil on canvas


33 x 41 cm


Private Collection




















The Abandoned House


1879


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Bay of l’Estaque and
Saint-Henri


1879


Oil on canvas


Private Collection


 

















The Bridge at Maincy


1879


Oil on canvas


58.5 x 72.5 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France


 

















Three Pears


1879


Oil on canvas


20 x 26 cm


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Village Behind Trees


1879


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















1880’s




















Apples and a Napkin


1880


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Apples, Pears and Grapes


c.1880


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Bacchanalia. The Battle
of Love


1880


Oil on canvas


38 x 46 cm




















Bathers


1880


Oil on canvas


57.4 x 61.6 cm


Detroit Institute of Arts,
Detroit, MI, USA




















Bouquet of Flowers


c.1880


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Compotier, Glass and
Apples


1880


Oil on canvas


46 x 55 cm


Private Collection




















Self-Portrait


c. 1880


Oil on canvas


Musée d’Orsay, Paris




















Cote du Galet, at
Pontoise


c.1880




















Dark Blue Vase


1880


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Farmyard at Auvers


c.1880


Oil on canvas


65 x 54 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Flowers and Fruit


c.1880


Oil on canvas


Musée de l’Orangerie, Paris,
France




















Flowers in an Olive Jar


c.1880


Oil on canvas


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Four Bathers


1880


Oil on canvas


35 x 39.5 cm


Private Collection




















Four Bathers


c.1880


Oil on canvas




















Houses at the L’Estaque


1880


Oil on canvas


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Ile de France Landscape


1880


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Ile de France Landscape


1880


Private Collection




















Landscape in the Provence


1880




















Melting Snow.
Fontainbleau


1880


Oil on canvas


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















Mountains in Provence.
L’Estaque


c.1880


Oil on canvas


54.2 x 74.2 cm


National Museum of Wales
(Amgueddfa Cymru), Wales, UK




















Nude Female with
Attendants


1880


Watercolour on paper


Arkansas Arts Center, Little
Rock, Arkansas, USA




















Pool and Lane of Chestnut
Trees at Jas de Bouffan


1880


Watercolour on paper


Städelsches Kunstinstitut,
Frankfurt am Main, Germany




















Poplars


1880


Oil on canvas


62 x 78 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Portrait of Louis
Guillaume


c.1880


Oil on canvas


56 x 47 cm




















Self-Portrait


1880


Oil on canvas


61 x 47 cm


Private Collection




















Self-Portrait


1880


Oil on canvas


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Self-Portrait


c.1880


Oil on canvas


Oskar Reinhart Foundation,
Winterthur, Switzerland




















Still Life with Apples,
Servettes and a Milkcan


1880


Oil on canvas




















Still Life with Fruits


1880


Oil on canvas


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















The Battle of Love


1880


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Chateau de Medan


c.1880


Oil on canvas


59.1 x 72.4 cm


Burrell collection, Glasgow,
Scotland




















The Oise Valley


c.1880


Watercolour on paper


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















The Trees of Jas de
Bouffan in Spring


c.1880


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















The Valley of the Oise


1880


Oil on canvas


72 x 91 cm


Private Collection




















Bridge and Waterfall at
Pontoise


1881


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Chateau de Madan


c.1881


Watercolour on paper


Kunsthaus Zürich, Zürich,
Switzerland




















Four Apples


c.1881


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Houses Along a Road


c.1881


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Houses in the Greenery


1881


Oil on canvas


206 x 165 cm


Private Collection




















Landscape


1881


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Moulin de la Couleuvre at
Pontoise


1881


Oil on canvas


Gemaldegalerie, Berlin,
Germany




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


1881


Oil on canvas


81 x 66 cm




















Self-Portrait in Front of
Olive Wallpaper


1881


Oil on canvas


33.6 x 26 cm




















A Turn in the Road


1882


Oil on canvas


60 x 75 cm




















Madame Cézanne in the
Garden


c.1882


Oil on canvas


Musée de l’Orangerie, Paris




















Farm in Normandy. Summer


1882


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Flowers in a Vase


c.1882


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















In the Forest of
Fontainbleau


1882


Oil on canvas


64 x 80 cm


Private Collection




















Landscape


c.1882


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Nationalmuseum, Stockholm,
Sweden




















Leaving on the Water


c.1882


Oil on canvas


25.5 x 33.5 cm


Private Collection




















Leda and the Swan


c.1882


Oil on canvas


59.7 x 74.9 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Medea


1882


Watercolour on cardboard


38 x 20 cm




















Orchard


1882


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Road, Trees and Lake


c.1882


Oil on canvas


Rijksmuseum Kröller-Müller,
Otterlo, Netherlands




















Rocks at L’Estaque


c.1882


Oil on canvas


71 x 73 cm


Museu de Arte, Sao Paulo,
Brazil




















Roofs in L’Estaque


1882


Watercolour on paper


310 x 475 cm


Museum Boijmans van
Beuningen, Rotterdam, Netherlands




















Self-Portrait


1882


Oil on canvas


65 x 50 cm


Kunsthaus Zürich, Zürich,
Switzerland




















Self-Portrait with White
Turbaned


1882


Oil on canvas


55 x 46 cm




















Self-Portrait with White
Turbaned (detail)


1882


Oil on canvas


55 x 46 cm




















Still Life with Apples
and Fruit Bowl


1882


Oil on canvas


43 x 53 cm




















The Bay of L’Estaque from
the East


c.1882


Oil on canvas


Memorial Art Gallery of the
University of Rochester, United States




















Three Bathers


c.1882


Oil on canvas


52 x 55 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Victor Chocquet


1882


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















L’Estaque View Through
The Pines


1883


Oil on canvas


72.5 x 90 cm




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


1883


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















View of L’Estaque


1883


Oil on canvas


60 x 73 cm


Private Collection




















Madame Cézanne in a Striped
Rob


c.1884


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life with Soup
Tureen


1884


Oil on canvas


65 x 815 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Trees


1884


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Rose Bouquet


1884


Oil on canvas


46.4 x 55.4 cm




















Plain by Mont
Sainte-Victoire


c.1885


Oil on canvas


Pushkin Museum, Moscow




















Bathers Outside a Tent


c. 1885


63,5 × 81 cm


Oil on canvas


Staatsgalerie Stuttgart


Germany




















Horse-Chestnut-Trees in
Jas de Bouffan


c.1885


Oil on canvas




















A Turn in the Road at La
Roche-Guyon


1885


Oil on canvas


Smith College Museum of Art,
Northampton, MA, USA




















Bather Entering the Water


1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Blue Flowerpot


1885


Watercolour on paper


21.5 x 12 cm


Private Collection




















Chestnut Tree and Farm


1885


Oil on canvas


65.5 x 81.3 cm


Private Collection




















Cottages


c.1885


Watercolour on cardboard


Smith College Museum of Art,
Northampton, MA, USA




















Curtains


1885


Watercolour on paper


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Fruits


c.1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Gardanne (Horizontal
View)


c.1885


Oil on canvas


65 x 100 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















In the Woods


1885


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Landscape of the Jas de
Bouffan


1885


Oil on canvas


60 x 73 cm




















L’Estaque with Red Roofs


1885


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Private Collection




















Madame Cézanne with
Hortensias


1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Medan Chateau and Village


1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Pine Tree in the Arc
Valley


c.1885


Watercolour on paper


Albertina, Vienna, Austria




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


c.1885


Oil on canvas


46 x 38 cm


Private Collection




















Portrait of the Artist’s
Son


1885


Oil on canvas


Musée de l’Orangerie, Paris,
France




















Portrait of the Artist’s
Son


1885


Oil on canvas


26 x 20.3 cm


Arkansas Arts Center, Little
Rock, Arkansas, USA




















Pot of Geraniums


c.1885


Watercolour on paper


35.5 x 24 cm


Private Collection




















Sea at L’Estaque


1885


Oil on canvas


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Seated Nude


c.1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Self-Portrait


1885


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Study of an Apple


1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















The Gulf of Marseille
Seen from L’Estaque


c.1885


Oil on canvas


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















The Gulf of Marseille
Seen from L’Estaque


c.1885


Oil on canvas


80 x 99.6 cm


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















The Oak


1885


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















View of L’Estaque and
Chateaux d’If


1885


Oil on canvas


71 x 57.1 cm


Private Collection




















Gardanne


1886


Oil on canvas


80 x 64.2 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Houses in Provence, Near
Gardanne


1886


Oil on canvas


65 x 78.5 cm


Indianapolis Museum of Art,
Indianapolis, Indiana, USA




















Mount Sainte-Victoire
Seen from Gardanne


1886


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


c.1886


Oil on canvas


Norton Simon Museum,
Pasadena, CA, USA




















Trees and Houses


1886


Oil on canvas


54 x 73 cm


Musée de l’Orangerie, Paris,
France




















View of Gardanne


1886


Oil on canvas


92 x 74.6 cm


Brooklyn Museum, Brooklyn,
New York, USA




















Bather


1887


Oil on canvas


38.2 x 50 cm


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















Chestnut Trees at the Jas
de Bouffan


1887


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Minneapolis Institute of
Arts, Minneapolis, Minnesota, USA




















Five Bathers


1887


Oil on canvas


Kunstmuseum Basel, Basel,
Switzerland




















Flower Pots


c.1887


Watercolour on paper


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















House and Farm at Jas de
Bouffan


1887


Oil on canvas


60 x 71 cm


The National Gallery in
Prague, Czech Republic




















House Behind Trees on the
Road to Tholonet


1887


Oil on canvas


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Jas de Bouffan


1887


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Landscape at Midday


1887


Oil on canvas


63 x 94 cm


Private Collection




















Landscape with Viaduct:
Montagne Sainte-Victoire


1887


Oil on canvas


65 x 82 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Large Trees at Jas de
Bouffan


1887


Oil on canvas


73 x 59 cm


Private Collection




















Madame Cézanne with
Unbound Hair


c.1887


Oil on canvas


62 x 51 cm


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1887


Oil on canvas


67 x 92 cm


Courtauld Institute of Art,
London, UK




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1887


55 x 65 cm


National Galleries of
Scotland




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1887


Watercolour on paper


Fogg Art Museum, Cambridge,
Massachusetts, USA




















Mont Sainte-Victoire with
Large Pine


1887


Oil on canvas




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


c.1887


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation, United
States




















Self-Portrait


1887


Oil on canvas


44 x 36 cm




















Still Life Apples and
Pears


1887


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life Plate and
Fruit


c.1887


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life with a Chest
of Drawers


c.1887


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Staatsgalerie Moderner Kunst,
Munich, Germany




















Still Life with a Plate
of Cherries


1887


Oil on canvas


50 x 60 cm


Los Angeles County Museum of
Art, Los Angeles, CA, USA




















Tall Trees at the Jas de
Bouffan


1887


Oil on canvas


Courtauld Institute of Art,
London, UK




















The Blue Vase


c.1887


Oil on canvas


62 x 51 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















The Green Pitcher


1887


Watercolour on paper


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Bank of the Oise


1888


Oil on canvas


49 x 60 cm


Private Collection




















Boy in a Red Vest


1888


Oil on canvas




















Bridge over the Marne


1888


Oil on canvas


71 x 90 cm


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Pierrot and Harlequin
(Mardi Gras)


1888


Oil on canvas


102 x 81 cm


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Pots of Geraniums


c.1888


Watercolour on paper


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Rose Bush


c.1888


Watercolour on paper


39.3 x 30 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life Flowers in a
Vase


1888


Oil on canvas


46.5 x 70.5 cm


Private Collection




















The Alley at Chantilly


1888


Oil on canvas




















The Alley at Chantilly


1888


Oil on canvas


81 x 65 cm


Toledo Museum of Art, Toledo,
OH, USA




















The Alley at Chantilly


1888


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Arc Valley


1888


Watercolour on paper


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















The Banks of the Marne


1888


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Boy in a Red Vest


1889


Oil on canvas




















The Great Pine


1889


Oil on canvas


85 x 92 cm


Museu de Arte, Sao Paulo,
Brazil




















1890’s




















Basin and Washing Place
in Jas de Bouffan


c.1890


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York, United States


Oil on canvas




















A Close


1890


Oil on canvas


Honolulu Academy of Arts,
Honolulu, HL, USA




















Boy Resting


1890


Oil on canvas


Armand Hammer Museum of Art
and Cultural Centre, Los Angeles, USA




















Castle of Marines


1890


Oil on canvas


75 x 92 cm




















Forest


c.1890


Oil on canvas


72 x 92 cm


White House Collection




















Bridge over the Pond


c.1890


Oil on canvas




















Bathers


1890


Watercolour on paper


Bridgestone Museum of Art,
Tokyo, Japan




















Bathsheba


c.1890


Oil on canvas


21.4 x 20 cm


Private Collection




















Bathsheba


c.1890


Oil on canvas


32.1 x 23.5 cm


Private Collection




















Boy in a Red Vest


1890




















Boy in a Red Vest


1890


Watercolour on paper


46 x 30 cm


Private Collection




















Boy in a Red Vest


1890


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation, United
States




















Four Bathers


c.1890


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


New Carlsberg Glyptotek,
Copenhagen




















Gardanne


1890


Oil on canvas


60 x 73 cm


Private Collection




















Harlequin


1890


Oil on canvas


92 x 65 cm


Private Collection




















Harlequin


1890


Oil on canvas


92 x 65 cm


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















House with Red Roof


1890


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Private Collection




















Madame Cézanne in a
Yellow Chair


c.1890


Oil on canvas


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Madame Cézanne in Blue


1890


Oil on canvas


74.1 x 60 cm


Museum of Fine Arts, Houston,
TX, USA




















Madame Cézanne with a
Yellow Armchair


c.1890


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Man in a Room


1890


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1890


Oil on canvas


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1890


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Private Collection




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1890


Oil on canvas


62.5 x 91 cm




















Mountains in Provence


1890


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Tate Britain, London,
England, UK




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne


c.1890


Oil on canvas


47 x 39 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Portrait of Madame
Cézanne in a Red Dress


c.1890


Oil on canvas


89 x 70 cm


Museu de Arte, Sao Paulo,
Brazil




















Portrait of the Artist’s
Son


c.1890


Pastel on cardboard


64.5 x 54 cm


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Pot of Ginger and Fruits
on a Table


c.1890


Watercolour on paper


24 x 36 cm


Private Collection




















Potted Plants


1890


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation, United
States




















Preparation for a Banquet


1890


Oil on canvas


45 x 53 cm


National Museum of Western
Art, Tokyo




















Reflections in the Water


c.1890


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Self-Portrait with
Palette


c.1890


Oil on canvas


92 x 73 cm


E. G. Buhrle Collection
(Switzerland)




















Still Life with Apples


c.1890


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Still Life with Basket


c.1890


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Still Life with Flowers
and Fruit


1890


Oil on canvas


82 x 65.5 cm




















Still Life with
Pomegranate and Pears


1890


Oil on canvas


27 x 36 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life with Sugar


1890


Oil on canvas


61 x 90 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Still Life, Bottle of Rum


1890


Oil on canvas


60 x 73 cm


Private Collection




















The Aqueduct and Lock


c.1890


Private Collection




















The Pigeon Tower At
Bellevue


c.1890


Oil on canvas


64 x 80 cm


Cleveland Museum of Art,
Cleveland, OH, USA




















The Farm of Bellevue


c. 1890


Oil on canvas


 

















The Smoker


1890


Oil on canvas


90 x 72 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Bathers


1891


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Madame Cézanne in a Yellow
Chair


c.1891


Oil on canvas


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















Peasant


1891


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















The Drinker


1891


Oil on canvas


47.6 x 39.4 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Jacket on a Chair


1892




















Madame Cézanne in the
Greenhouse


c.1892


Oil on canvas


92 x 73 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Man with a Pipe


1892


Oil on canvas


73 x 60 cm


Courtauld Institute of Art, London,
UK




















Smoker


1892


Oil on canvas


Staedtische Kunsthalle
Mannheim, Germany




















The Card Players


1892


Oil on canvas


135.3 x 181.9 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















The farm of Bellevue


1892




















Tulips in a Vase


1892


Oil on canvas


72.5 x 42 cm


Norton Simon Museum,
Pasadena, CA, USA




















Rocks at Fountainebleau


1893


Oil on canvas


73 x 91 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Still Life with
Pomegranate and Pears


1893


Oil on canvas


46.5 x 55.5 cm


The Phillips Memorial
Gallery, United States




















Still Life with Water Jug


1893


Oil on canvas


Tate Britain, London,
England, UK




















The Card Players


1893


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















The Card Players


1893


Oil on canvas


97 x 130 cm


Private Collection




















Woodland with Boulders


1893


Oil on canvas


57 x 61.5 cm


Kunsthaus Zürich, Zürich,
Switzerland




















Bathers


c.1894


Oil on canvas


50 x 60 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Church of Saint-Pierre in
Avon


c.1894


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Curtain, Jug and Fruit


1894


Oil on canvas


59 x 72.4 cm


Private Collection




















Dish of Peaches


c.1894


Oil on canvas


Oskar Reinhart Foundation,
Winterthur, Switzerland




















Forest


1894


Oil on canvas


Los Angeles County Museum of
Art, Los Angeles, CA, USA




















Fruit and Jug on a Table


c.1894


Oil on canvas




















Fruit Bowl, Pitcher and
Fruit


1894


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















House and Trees


1894


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















In the Woods


1894


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Millstone and Cistern
Under Trees


c.1894


Oil on canvas


65.1 x 81 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Self-Portrait in a Felt
Hat


1894


Oil on canvas


Bridgestone Museum of Art,
Tokyo, Japan




















Still Life with a Ginger
Jar and Eggplants


1894


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Still Life with Apples


1894


Oil on canvas


46 x 55 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life with Apples


1894


Oil on canvas


65.5 x 81.5 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life with Fruit
Geraniums Stock


1894


Oil on canvas


58 x 91 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Still Life, Jug and Fruit
on a Table


1894


Oil on paper


41 x 72 cm




















Still Life, Pitcher and
Fruit


1894


Oil on canvas


43.2 x 62.8 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life, Tulips and
Apples


1894


Oil on canvas


58.5 x 42 cm




















Sugarbowl, Pears and
Tablecloth


c.1894


Oil on canvas


POLA Art Foundation, Tokyo,
Japan




















The House with the
Cracked Walls


1894


Oil on canvas


64.1 x 80 cm


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York, USA




















The Lime Kiln


c.1894


Watercolour on paper


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Woods with Millstone


1894


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm




















Apples and Biscuits


1895


Oil on canvas


Musée de l’Orangerie, Paris,
France




















River in the Plain


c. 1895


Oil on canvas


 

















Ginger Jar


c.1895


Oil on canvas


73.3 x 60.3 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















House in Provence


c.1895


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Large Pine and Red Earth


1895


Oil on canvas


72 x 91 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Woman in a Green Hat
(Madame Cézanne)


1895


Oil on canvas


100.3 x 81.3 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Maison Maria with a View
of Chateau Noir


1895


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Kimbell Art Museum, Fort
Worth, Texas, USA




















Man with a Pipe


1895


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1895


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Portrait of Gustave
Geffroy


1895


Oil on canvas


116 x 82 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Seated Woman


1895


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Self-Portrait


c.1895


Oil on canvas


55 x 46 cm


Private Collection




















Basket of Apples


1895


Oil on canvas


62 x 79 cm




















Still Life with Curtain
and Flowered Pitcher


1895


Oil on canvas


55 x 74 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Still Life with Fruit and
a Ginger Pot


c.1895


Oil on canvas


46 x 61 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life with Plaster
Cupid


1895


Oil on paper


70 x 57 cm


Courtauld Institute of Art,
London, UK




















Still Life with Plaster
Cupid


1895


Oil on canvas


Nationalmuseum, Stockholm,
Sweden




















Still Life, Peppermint
Bottle


1895


Oil on canvas


65.7 x 82 cm




















Woman with a Coffee Pot


c.1895


Oil on canvas


130.5 x 96.5 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















In the Woods


1896


Watercolour on paper


48 x 31 cm


Private Collection




















Old Woman with a Rosary


1896


Oil on canvas


80.6 x 65.5 cm


National Gallery, London, UK




















Portrait of Joachim


1896


Oil on canvas


Národni Galerie, Prague,
Czech Republic




















Self-Portrait


c.1896


Watercolour on paper


26 x 22 cm


Private Collection




















The Card Players


1896


Oil on canvas


48 x 58 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















The Lac d’Annecy


1896


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Samuel Courtauld Trust, The
Courtauld Gallery, London, UK




















Young Italian Girl
Resting on Her Elbow


1896


Oil on canvas


92 x 73 cm


Private Collection




















Bibemus. The Red Rock


1897


Oil on canvas


91 x 66 cm


Musée du Louvre, Paris,
France




















Henry Gasquet


1897


Oil on canvas


McNay Art Museum, United
States




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1897


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Baltimore Museum of Art,
Baltimore, MD, USA




















Peasant in a Blue Smock


c.1897


Oil on canvas


81 x 65 cm


Kimbell Art Museum, Fort
Worth, Texas, USA




















Bibemus Quarry


1898


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Bibemus Quarry


1898


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Chrysanthemums


1898


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation, United
States




















Farm at Montgeroult


1898


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















In the Woods


1898


Oil on canvas


55 x 46 cm


Private Collection




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1898


Oil on canvas


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Still Life with Red
Onions


1898


Oil on canvas


66 x 82 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Still Life with Skull


1898


Oil on canvas


65.4 x 54.3 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Study of Bathers


c.1898


Oil on canvas


26 x 40 cm


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Woman in a Red Striped
Dress


c.1898


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation, United
States




















Young Man and Skull


c.1898


Oil on canvas


130 x 97.5 cm


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















In the Forest


1899


Oil on canvas


61 x 81 cm




















Nude Woman Standing


1899


Oil on canvas


92.7 x 71.1 cm


Private Collection




















Portrait of Ambroise
Vollard


1899


Oil on canvas


100 x 81 cm


Musée de la Ville de Paris,
Musée Carnavalet, Paris, France




















Turning Road at
Montgeroult


1899


Oil on canvas


65 x 52 cm


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















1900’s




















Almond Trees in Provence


1900


Watercolour on paper


58.5 x 47.5 cm


Private Collection




















Apples and Oranges


c.1900


Oil on canvas


74 x 93 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Apples on a Sheet


c.1900


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Bibemus Quarry


c.1900


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Museum Folkwang, Essen,
Germany




















Bibemus Quarry


c.1900


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Foliage


c.1900


Watercolour on paper


Museum of Modern Art, New York,
USA




















In the Park of Chateau
Noir


1900


Oil on canvas


92 x 73 cm


Private Collection




















In the Park of the
Chateau Noir


1900




















In the Woods


c.1900


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Large Bathers


1900


Oil on canvas


136 x 191 cm


National Gallery, London, UK




















Man with Crossed Arms


c.1900


Oil on canvas


Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum,
New York, USA




















Pine and Aqueduct


c.1900


Oil on canvas


91 x 71 cm


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Pyramid of Skulls


c.1900


Oil on canvas


39 x 46.5 cm


Grand Palais, Paris, France




















Seated Man


c.1900


Oil on canvas




















Seated Peasant


1900


Oil on canvas


54.6 x 45 cm


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Self-Portrait with Beret


1900


Oil on canvas


63.5 x 50.8 cm




















Still Life with Blue Pot


1900


Watercolour on paper


46 x 61 cm


Getty Museum, Los Angeles,
California, USA




















Still Life with Oranges


1900


Oil on canvas


60.6 x 73.3 cm


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















Table, Napkin and Fruit


c.1900


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















The Three Skulls


c.1900


Oil on canvas


34.9 x 61 cm


Detroit Institute of Arts,
Detroit, MI, USA




















Three Skulls on a
Patterned Carpet


c.1900


Oil on canvas


Kunstmuseum Solothurn,
Switzerland




















Trees by the Water


1900


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Well by the Winding Road
in the Park of Chateau Noir


c.1900


Watercolour on cardboard


Private Collection




















The Brook


1900


Oil on canvas


59.2 x 81 cm


The Cleveland Museum of Art,
Cleveland, OH, USA




















Bathers. Mont
Sainte-Victoire in the Background


c.1902


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Blue Pot and Bottle of
Wine


1902


Pierpont Morgan Library, New
York, USA




















Child in a Straw Hat


1902


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Corner of Quarry


c.1902


Oil on canvas




















Leaves in a Green Pot


c.1902


Watercolour on paper


47.5 x 30.5 cm


Private Collection




















Man Smoking a Pipe


c.1902


Oil on canvas


91 x 72 cm


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


1902


Watercolour on paper


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1902


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Road near Mont
Sainte-Victoire


c.1902


Oil on canvas


81 x 99 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Still Life Apples, a
Bottle and Chairback


c.1902


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Study of Bathers


c.1902


Oil on canvas


20 x 33 cm


Private Collection




















Woman in Blue. Madame
Cézanne


c.1902


Oil on canvas


88 x 72 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Young Girl with a Doll


c.1902


Oil on canvas


92 x 73 cm


Private Collection




















Blue Landscape


c.1903


Oil on canvas


102 x 83 cm


Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia




















Houses on the Hill


c.1903


McNay Art Museum, United
States




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1903


Watercolour on paper




















Mont Sainte-Victoire Seen
from les Lauves


c.1903


Watercolour on paper


48 x 31 cm


Private Collection




















Still Life with Three
Skulls


c.1903


Watercolour on paper


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















Still Life, Vase with
Flowers


1903


Oil on canvas


73 x 60 cm




















Bathers


c.1904


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Private Collection




















Bathers at Rest


c.1904


Oil on canvas


22 x 33 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Chateau Noir


c.1904


Oil on canvas


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Chateau Noir


c.1904


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Museum of Modern Art, New
York, USA




















Chateau Noir


c.1904


Oil on canvas


Musée du Louvre, Paris,
France




















Chateau Noir


c.1904


Oil on canvas


73 x 92 cm


Private Collection




















Forest near the rocky
caves above the Chateau Noir


1904


Oil on canvas


91 x 71 cm




















Little Girl with a Doll


1904


Oil on canvas


73 x 60 cm


Private Collection




















Rocks Near the Caves
Below the Chateau Noir


c.1904


Oil on canvas


65 x 54 cm


Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France




















Roses in a Bottle


1904


Watercolour on paper


43.6 x 31 cm


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















Seated Peasant


c.1904


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life with Apples, a
Bottle and a Milk Pot


c.1904


Watercolour on paper


Dallas Museum of Fine Arts,
Dallas, Texas, USA




















The Park of the Chateau
Noir with Well


c.1904


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Bathers


1905


Oil on canvas


59 x 80 cm


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















Chateau Noir


c.1905


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Large Bathers


c.1905


Oil on canvas


The Barnes Foundation,
Merion, Pennsylvania, USA




















Large Pine


c.1905


Metropolitan Museum of Art,
New York City




















Mont Sainte-Victoire Seen
from les Lauves


1905


Oil on canvas




















Montagne Sainte-Victoire
and the Black Chateau


c.1905


Oil on canvas


65.6 x 81 cm


Bridgestone Museum of Art,
Tokyo, Japan




















Montagne Sainte-Victoire
from Lauves


c.1905


Oil on canvas


60 x 72 cm


Kunstmuseum Basel, Basel,
Switzerland




















Riverbanks


1905


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Still Life with Flower
Holder


1905


Oil on canvas


81.2 x 106 cm


National Gallery of Art,
Washingon, DC, USA




















The Bend in the Road


c.1905


Oil on canvas


Staatsgalerie Moderner Kunst,
Munich, Germany




















Bathers


1906


Oil on canvas


29.2 x 23.5 cm


Private Collection




















Bend in Forest Road


1906


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Jourdan’s Cottage


1906


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Jourdan’s Cottage


1906


Watercolour on paper


Private Collection




















Large Bathers


1906


Oil on canvas


208 x 249 cm


Philadelphia Museum of Art,
Philadelphia, PA, USA




















Large Bathers


1906


Oil on canvas


210 x 251 cm




















Mill on the River


c.1906


Watercolour on paper


31 x 49 cm




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1906


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1906


Oil on canvas


63.5 x 83 cm




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1906


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm


Private Collection




















Mont Sainte-Victoire


c.1906


Oil on canvas


65 x 81 cm




















Mont Sainte-Victoire Seen
from les Lauves


c.1906


Oil on canvas


Nelson-Atkins Museum of Art,
Kansas City, MO, USA




















Mont Sainte-Victoire Seen
from les Lauves


c.1906


Oil on canvas


Pushkin Museum of Fine Art,
Moscow, Russia




















Morning in Provence


c.1906


Oil on canvas


Albright-Knox Art Gallery,
Buffalo, NY, USA




















Peasant in a Straw Hat


1906


Watercolour on paper


Art Institute of Chicago,
Chicago, IL, USA




















Portrait of the Gardener
Vallier


c.1906


Oil on canvas


Private Collection




















Portrait of Vallier


1906


Oil on canvas


65 x 54 cm


Private Collection
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CÉZANNE
by Ambroise Vollard





It was the
opinion of Degas that “le peintre en général est bête,” and most people seem to
think that Cézanne was no exception to the rule. Before agreeing, I should want
to know what precisely they understood by the word “bête.” Cézanne was silly
certainly, but he was not stupid: he was limited and absurd, but not dull; his
opinions for the most part were conventional, but his intelligence was not
common; and his character was as obviously that of a man of genius as the most
ardent hero-worshipper could desire.


Cézanne was a
great character. It is a mistake to suppose that great characters are always
agreeable ones. Few people, I imagine, found Cézanne agreeable; yet painters,
one would suppose, were eager to meet him that they might hear what he had to
say about painting. Cézanne’s ideas on painting are not like ideas at all: they
are like sensations; they have the force of sensations. They seem to give the
sense of what was in his mind by a method more direct than the ordinary
intellectual one. His meaning reaches us, not in a series of pellets, but in a
block. These sayings of his remind one oddly of his art; and some of his
comments on life are hardly less forcible and to the point. This, for instance,
provoked by Zola’s “L’Oeuvre,” is something more than a professional opinion:


On ne peut
pas exiger d’un homme qui ne sait pas, qu’il dise des choses raisonnables sur
l’art de peindre; mais, N. de D —— et Cézanne se mit à taper comme un sourd sur
sa table — comment peut-il oser dire qu’un peintre se tue parce qu’il a fait un
mauvais tableau? Quand un tableau n’est pas réalisé, on le f... au feu, et on
en recommence un autre!


Réalisé
— Cézanne’s incessant complaint that “he was unable to realize” has been taken
by many stupid people to imply that Cézanne was conscious in himself of some
peculiar and slightly humiliating inhibition from which his fellows were free;
and even M. Vollard has thought it necessary to be continually apologizing for
and explaining away the phrase, which, moreover, he never does explain. Yet the
explanation is as simple as can be. Genius of the very highest order never, probably,
succeeds in completely realizing its conceptions, because its conceptions are
unrealizable. When Cézanne envied M. Bouguereau his power of realization he was
perfectly sincere and perfectly sensible. A Bouguereau can realize completely
the little nasty things that are in his mind: if a Cézanne, a Shakespeare, or
an Æschylus could realize as completely all that was in his the human race
would think more of itself than it does. Cézanne’s consciousness of the
impossibility of realizing completely his conceptions — his consciousness,
rather, that he had not completely realized them — made him regard all his
pictures as unfinished. Some day, he thought — or liked to believe — he would
push them a little further. His habit of destroying his own works, however, had
nothing to do with any sense of failure or incapacity. It was simply a
manifestation of rage and a means of appeasement. Some people like cups and
saucers: Cézanne preferred oil-paintings, and his own were always to hand. A
word of commendation for “les professeurs” (“qui n’ont rien dans le ven..n..tr..re — les salauds — les châtrés — les j.f...s”)
or the least denigration of Chardin or Delacroix was sure to cost a still-life
or a water-colour at any rate.


It is
surprising that M. Vollard should not have made this more clear, for he
certainly understood the genius and character of Cézanne. His book is an
amazingly vivid presentment of both; and to have made such a book out of the
life of a man whose whole life went into the art of painting is a remarkable
feat. For Cézanne poured all his prodigious energy and genius into a funnel
that ended in the point of his brush. He was a painter if ever there was one,
and he was nothing else; he had no notion of being anything else. There is
enough in Paris, one would have supposed, to attract from himself for a moment
the attention of the most preoccupied and self-absorbed of men. When Cézanne
lived in Paris he rose early, painted as long as there was light to paint by,
and went to bed immediately after dinner. The time during which he was not
painting he seems to have spent in wondering whether the light would be
satisfactory (“gris clair”) next day. Cézanne in Paris, like the peasant in the
country, spent most of his spare time thinking about the weather.


Comme il se
couchait de très bonne heure, il lui arrivait de s’éveiller au milieu de la
nuit. Hanté par son idée fixe, il ouvrait la fenêtre. Une fois rassuré, avant
de regagner son lit il allait, une bougie à la main, revoir l’étude qui était
en train. Si l’impression était bonne, il réveillait sa femme pour lui faire
partager sa satisfaction. Et pour la dédommager de ce dérangement, il
l’invitait à faire une partie de dames.


All of
Cézanne went into his painting; only now and then a drop escaped that voracious
funnel and splashed on to life. It is by collecting and arranging these odd
drops and splashes that M. Vollard has managed to construct his lively picture
of this extraordinary character. It is because his task must have been so
abominably exacting — the task of catching the artist outside his work — that
we easily forgive him a few lapses from good sense when he is not talking about
his hero. It is annoying, nevertheless, to hear quite so much of the stupid and
insensitive people who attacked and insulted Cézanne. M. Vollard never tires of
telling us about those who hid their Cézannes or threw them out of window, or
sold them for next to nothing and would now give their eyes to get them back;
of those who jeered at Cézanne and would not hang his pictures at exhibitions,
refusing him that public recognition he was human enough to covet — in a word,
of the now discomfited and penitent majority. I had thoughts once of printing a
selection from the press-cuttings that reached us at the Grafton Galleries
during the first Post-Impressionist exhibition. It would have revealed our
leading critics and experts, our professors and directors, our connoisseurs,
our more cultivated dealers and our most popular painters vying with each other
in heaping abuse and ridicule on the heads of Cézanne, Gauguin, and Van Gogh.
The project is abandoned. That sort of thing I perceive becomes a bore. And I
only wish M. Vollard had perceived it when he was writing about Zola. Zola
failed to appreciate Cézanne, of course. Zola was an ordinary middle-class man:
he was vain, vulgar, petty; he longed for the consideration of people like
himself, and was therefore ostentatious; he had a passion for money and
notoriety; he wanted to be thought not only clever but good; he preached, he
deprecated, he took a moral standpoint and judged by results; and his taste was
execrable. We meet people of Zola’s sort every day in third-class railway
carriages and first, on the tops of omnibuses and in Chelsea drawing-rooms, at
the music-hall, at the opera, at classical concerts, and in Bond Street
galleries. We take them for granted and are perfectly civil to them. So why,
because he happened to have an astonishing gift of statement and rapid
generalization, should Zola be treated as though he were a monster? Though
Diggle, the billiards champion, care little or nothing for poetry, he may have
an excellent heart, as well as a hand far surpassing in dexterity that of our
most accomplished portrait-painters. No one dreams of reviling him.


Let us be
equally just to Zola; let us notice, too, how amusingly he sets off Cézanne.
Both were greatly gifted men: neither was the man of intelligence and talent,
the brilliant man with the discursive intellect, who carries his gift about
with him, takes it out when and where he pleases, and applies it where and how
he likes. Zola, when he was not using his gift, posed as an artist, a saint, or
simply “a great man”; but he never contrived to be anything but a bourgeois — a
“sale bourgeois,” according to Cézanne. Cézanne was all gift: seen as anything
but a painter he looked like a fool. At Aix he tried to pass for a respectable rentier;
he found no difficulty in being silly, but he could not achieve the necessary
commonplaceness. He could not be vulgar. He was always an artist.


Instead of
telling us so much about Zola and tutti quanti M. Vollard might have
told us more about Cézanne’s artistic development. What, for instance, is the
history of his relations with Impressionism? The matter is to me far from
clear. Cézanne began his artistic life amongst the Impressionists, he was
reckoned a disciple of Pissarro; yet it is plain from his early work that he
never swallowed much of the doctrine. Gradually he came to think that the
Impressionists were on the wrong tack, that their work was flimsy and their
theory misleading, that they failed to “realize.” He dreamed of combining their
delicate vision, their exquisite sensation, with a more positive and
elaborate statement. He wanted to make of Impressionism “quelque chose de
solide et de durable comme l’art des Musées.” He succeeded. But at what moment
did his dissent become acute, and to what extent was he aware from the first of
its existence? Towards the end of his life he took to scolding the
Impressionists, but one fancies that he was never very willing that anyone else
should abuse them. “Regardez,” said he to a young painter who had caught him
coming out of church one stormy Sunday morning, as he pointed to a puddle
touched by a sudden ray of sunlight, “comment voulez-vous rendre cela? Il faut
se méfier, je vous le dis, des Impressionnistes...Tout de même, ils voient juste!”


The critical
moment in Cézanne’s life — if in such a life one moment may without
impertinence be thought more critical than another — must have come somewhere
about 1870. M. Vollard once asked him what he did during the war. “Ecoutez un
peu, monsieur Vollard! Pendant la guerre j’ai beaucoup travaillé sur le motif à
l’Estaque.” M. Vollard is too good a patriot to add that during the war he also
went into hiding, having been called up for military service. Cézanne, I am
sorry to say, was an insoumis — a deserter. He seems to have supposed
that he had something more important to do than to get himself killed for his
country. It was not only in art that Cézanne gave proof of a surprisingly sure
sense of values. Some fulsome journalist, wishing to flatter the old man after
he had become famous, represented him hugging a tree and, with tears in his
eyes, crying: “Comme je voudrais, celui-là, le transporter sur ma toile!” For a
moment Cézanne contemplated the picture in terrified amazement, then exclaimed:
“Dites, monsieur Vollard, c’est effrayant, la vie!” Useless to blame the
particular imbecile: it was the world in which such things were possible that
filled him with dismay. I stretch my hand towards a copy of the Burlington
Magazine and come plumb on the following by the present Director of the
Tate Gallery:


The truth is
that the ecstasy of art and good actions are closely interrelated, the one
leading to the other in endless succession or possibly even progression.


“Dites,
monsieur Vollard, c’est effrayant, la vie!”J











PAUL
CÉZANNE by James Huneker





After prolonged study of the art shown at
the Paris Autumn Salon you ask yourself: This whirlpool of jostling ambitions,
crazy colours, still crazier drawing and composition — whither does it tend? Is
there any strain of tendency, any central current to be detected? Is it young
genius in the raw, awaiting the sunshine of success to ripen its somewhat
terrifying gifts? Or is the exhibition a huge, mystifying blague? What,
you ask, as you apply wet compresses to your weary eyeballs, blistered by
dangerous proximity to so many blazing canvases, does the Autumn Salon mean to
French art?


There are many canvases the subjects of
which are more pathologic than artistic, subjects only fit for the confessional
or the privacy of the clinic. But, apart from these disagreeable episodes, the
main note of the Salon is a riotous energy, the noisy ebullition of a gang of
students let loose in the halls of art. They seem to rush by you, yelling from
sheer delight in their lung power, and if you are rudely jostled to the wall,
your toes trod upon and your hat clapped down on your ears, you console
yourself with the timid phrase: Youth must have its fling.


PROMENADES


And what a fling! Largely a flinging of
paint pots in the sacred features of tradition. It needs little effort of the
imagination to see hovering about the galleries the faces of — no, not Gérôme,
Bonnat, Jules Lefèvre, Cabanel, or any of the reverend seigneurs of the
old Salon — but the reproachful countenances of Courbet, Manet, Degas, and
Monet; for this motley-wearing crew of youngsters are as violently radical, as
violently secessionistic, as were their immediate forebears. Each chap has
started a little revolution of his own, and takes no heed of the very men from
whom he steals his thunder, now sadly hollow in the transposition. The pretty
classic notion of the torch of artistic tradition gently burning as it is
passed on from generation to generation receives a shock when confronted by the
methods of the hopeful young anarchs of the Grand Palais. Defiance of all
critical canons at any cost is their shibboleth. Compared to their fulgurant
colour schemes the work of Manet, Monet, and Degas pales and retreats into the
Pantheon of the past. They are become classic. Another king has usurped their
throne — his name is Paul Cézanne.


No need now to recapitulate the story of the
New Salon and the defection from it of these Independents. It is a fashion to
revolt in Paris, and no doubt some day there will arise a new group that will
start the August Salon or the January Salon.


“Independent of the Independents” is a
magnificent motto with which to assault any intrenched organisation.


PAUL CÉZANNE


If riotous energy is, as I have said, the
chief note of many of these hot, hasty, and often clever pictures, it must be
sadly stated that of genuine originality there are few traces. To the very
masters they pretend to revile they owe everything. In vain one looks for a
tradition older than Courbet; a few have attempted to stammer in the suave
speech of Corot and the men of Fontainebleau; but 1863, the year of the Salon
des Refusés, is really the year of their artistic ancestor’s birth. The
classicism of Lebrun, David, Ingres, Prudhon; the romanticism of Géricault,
Delacroix, Decamps; the tender poetry of those true Waldmenschen,
Millet, Dupré, Diaz, Daubigny, or of that wild heir of Giorgione and Tiepolo,
the marvellous colour virtuoso who “painted music,” Monticelli — all these men
might never have been born except for their possible impact upon the so-called
“Batignolles” school. Alas! such ingratitude must rankle. To see the major
portion of this band of young painters, with talent in plenty, occupying itself
in a frantic burlesque of second-hand Cézannes, with here and there a shallow
Monet, a faded Renoir, an affected Degas, or an impertinent Gauguin, must be
mortifying to the older men.


And now we reach the holy precincts. If
ardent youths sneered at the lyric ecstasy of Renoir, at the severe restraint
of Chavannes, at the poetic mystery of Carrière, their lips were hushed as they
tiptoed into the Salle Cézanne. Sacred ground, indeed, we trod as we gazed and
wondered before these crude, violent, sincere, ugly, and bizarre canvases. Here
was the very hub of the Independents’ universe. Here the results of a
hard-labouring painter, without taste, without the faculty of selection,
without vision, culture — one is tempted to add, intellect — who with dogged persistency
has painted in the face of mockery, painted portraits, landscapes, flowers,
houses, figures, painted everything, painted himself. And what paint! Stubborn,
with an instinctive hatred of academic poses, of the atmosphere of the studio,
of the hired model, of “literary,” or of mere digital cleverness, Cézanne has
dropped out of his scheme harmony, melody, beauty — classic, romantic,
symbolic, what you will! — and doggedly represented the ugliness of things. But
there is a brutal strength, a tang of the soil that is bitter, and also
strangely invigorating, after the false, perfumed boudoir art of so many of his
contemporaries.


Think of Bouguereau and you have his
antithesis in Cézanne — Cézanne whose stark figures of bathers, male and
female, evoke a shuddering sense of the bestial. Not that there is offence
intended in his badly huddled nudes; he only delineates in simple, naked
fashion the horrors of some undressed humans. His landscapes are primitive
though suffused by perceptible atmosphere; while the rough architecture,
shambling figures, harsh colouring do not quite destroy the impression of
general vitality. You could not say with Walt Whitman that his stunted trees
were “uttering joyous leaves of dark green.” They utter, if anything, raucous oaths,
as seemingly do the self-portraits — exceedingly well modelled, however.
Cézanne’s still-life attracts by its whole-souled absorption; these fruits and
vegetables really savour of the earth. Chardin interprets still-life with
realistic beauty; if he had ever painted an onion it would have revealed a
certain grace. When Paul Cézanne paints an onion you smell it. Nevertheless, he
has captured the affections of the rebels and is their god. And next season it
may be some one else.


It may interest readers of Zola’s L’Oeuvre
to learn about one of the characters, who perforce sat for his portrait in that
clever novel (a direct imitation of Goncourt’s Manette Salomon). Paul Cézanne
bitterly resented the liberty taken by his old school friend Zola. They both hailed
from Aix, in Provence. Zola went up to Paris; Cézanne remained in his
birthplace but finally persuaded his father to let him study art at the
capital. His father was both rich and wise, for he settled a small allowance on
Paul, who, poor chap, as he said, would never earn a franc from his paintings.
This prediction was nearly verified. Cézanne was almost laughed off the
artistic map of Paris. Manet they could stand, even Claude Monet; but Cézanne —
communard and anarchist he must be (so said the wise ones in official circles),
for he was such a villainous painter! Cézanne died, but not before his
apotheosis by the new crowd of the Autumn Salon. We are told by admirers of
Zola how much he did for his neglected and struggling fellow-townsman; how the
novelist opened his arms to Cézanne. Cézanne says quite the contrary. In the
first place he had more money than Zola when they started, and Zola, after he
had become a celebrity, was a great man and very haughty.


“A mediocre intelligence and a detestable
friend” is the way the prototype of Claude Lantier puts the case. “A bad book
and a completely false one,” he added, when speaking to the painter Emile
Bernard on the disagreeable theme. Naturally Zola did not pose his old friend
for the entire figure of the crazy impressionist, his hero, Claude. It was a
study composed of Cézanne, Bazille, and one other, a poor, wretched lad who had
been employed to clean Manet’s studio, entertained artistic ambitions, but
hanged himself. The conversations Cézanne had with Zola, his extreme theories
of light, are all in the novel — by the way, one of Zola’s most finished
efforts. Cézanne, an honest, hard-working man, bourgeois in habits if not by
temperament, was grievously wounded by the treachery of Zola; and he did not
fail to denounce this treachery to Bernard.


Paul Cézanne was born January 19, 1839. His
father was a rich bourgeois, and while he was disappointed when his son refused
to prosecute further his law studies, he, being a sensible parent and justly
estimating Paul’s steadiness of character, allowed him to go to Paris in 1862,
giving him an income of a hundred and fifty francs a month, which was shortly
after doubled. With sixty dollars a month an art student of twenty-three could,
in those days, live comfortably, study at leisure, and see the world. Cézanne
from the start was in earnest. Instinctively he realised that for him was not
the rapid ascent of the rocky path that leads to Parnassus. He mistrusted his
own talent, though not his powers of application. At first he frequented the
Académie Suisse, where he encountered as fellow-workers Pissarro and
Guillaumin. He soon transferred his easel to the Beaux-Arts and became an
admirer of Delacroix and Courbet. It seems strange in the presence of a Cézanne
picture to realise that he, too, suffered his little term of lyric madness and
wrestled with huge mythologic themes — giant men carrying off monstrous women.
Connoisseurs at the sale of Zola’s art treasures were astonished by the sight
of a canvas signed Cézanne, the subject of which was L’Enlèvement, a romantic
subject, not lacking in the spirit of Delacroix. The Courbet influence
persisted, despite the development of the younger painter in other schools.
Cézanne can claim Courbet and the Dutchmen as artistic ancestors.


When Cézanne arrived in Paris the first
comrade to greet him was Zola. The pair became inseparable; they fought for
naturalism, and it was to Cézanne that Zola dedicated his Salons which
are now to be found in a volume of essays on art and literature bearing the
soothing title of Mes Haines. Zola, pitching overboard many friends, wrote his
famous eulogy of Manet in the Evenement, and the row he raised was so
fierce that he was forced to resign as art critic from that journal. The fight
then began in earnest. The story is a thrice-told one. It may be read in
Théodore Duret’s study of Manet and, as regards Cézanne, in the same critic’s
volume on Impressionism. Cézanne exhibited in 1874 with Manet and the rest at
the impressionists’ salon, held at the studio of Nadar the photographer. He had
earlier submitted at once to Manet’s magic method of painting, but in 1873, at
Auvers-sur-Oise, he began painting in the plein air style and with
certain modifications adhered to that manner until the time of his death. The
amazing part of it all is that he produced for more than thirty years and
seldom sold a canvas, seldom exhibited. His solitary appearance at an official
salon was in 1882, and he would not have succeeded then if it had not been for
his friend Guillaumin, a member of the selecting jury, who claimed his rights
and passed in, amid execrations, both mock and real, a portrait by Cézanne.


Called a communard in 1874, Cézanne
was saluted with the title of anarchist in 1904, when his vogue had begun;
these titles being a species of official nomenclature for all rebels. Thiers,
once President of the French Republic, made a bon mot when he exclaimed:
“A Romantic — that is to say, Communist!” During his entire career this mild,
reserved gentleman from Aix came under the ban of the critics and the
authorities, for he had shouldered his musket in 1871, as did Manet, as did
Bazille, — who, like Henri Regnault, was killed in a skirmish.


His most virulent enemies were forced to
admit that Edouard Manet had a certain facility with the brush; his quality and
beauty of sheer paint could not be winked away even by Albert Wolff. But to
Cézanne there was no quarter shown. He was called the “Ape of Manet”; he was
hissed, cursed, abused; his canvases were spat upon, and as late as 1902, when
M. Roujon, the Director of the Beaux-Arts, was asked by Octave Mirbeau to
decorate Cézanne, he nearly fainted from astonishment. Cézanne! That barbarian!
The amiable director suggested instead the name of Claude Monet. Time had
enjoyed its little whirligig with that great painter of vibrating light and
water, but Monet blandly refused the long-protracted honour. Another anecdote
is related by M. Duret. William II of Germany in 1899 wished to examine with
his own eyes, trained by the black, muddy painting of Germany, the canvases of
Monet, Pissarro, Sisley, Cézanne, and Manet, acquired by Director Tschudi for
the Berlin National Gallery. He saw them all except the Cézanne. Herr Tschudi
feared that the Parisian fat would be in the imperial fire if the Cézanne
picture appeared. So he hid it. As it was his Majesty nodded in emphatic
disapproval of the imported purchases. If he had viewed the Cézanne!


At first blush, for those whose schooling
has been academic, the Cézanne productions are shocking. Yet his is a personal
vision, though a heavy one. He has not a facile brush; he is not a great
painter; he lacks imagination, invention, fantasy; but his palette is his own.
He is a master of gray tones, and his scale is, as Duret justly observes, a
very intense one. He avoids the anecdote, historic or domestic. He detests
design, prearranged composition. His studio is an open field, light the chief
actor of his palette. He is never conventionally decorative unless you can call
his own particular scheme decorative. He paints what he sees without flattery,
without flinching from any ugliness. Compared with him Courbet is as sensuous
as Correggio. He does not seek for the correspondences of light with
surrounding objects or the atmosphere in which Eugène Carrière bathes his
portraits, Rodin his marbles. The Cézanne picture does not modulate, does not
flow; is too often hard, though always veracious — Cézannes veracity, be it
understood. But it is an inescapable veracity. There is, too, great vitality
and a peculiar reserved passion, like that of a Delacroix à ribbers, and
in his still-life he is as great even as Manet.


His landscapes are real, though without the
subtle poetry of Corot or the blazing lyricism of Monet. He hails directly from
the Dutch: Van der Near, in his night pieces. Yet no Dutchman ever painted so
uncompromisingly, so close to the border line that divides the rigid
definitions of old-fashioned photography — the “new” photography hugs closely
the mellow mezzotint — and the vision of the painter. An eye — nothing more, is
Cézanne. He refuses to see in nature either a symbol or a sermon. Withal his
landscapes are poignant in their reality. They are like the grill age one notes
in ancient French country houses — little caseate cut in the windows through which
you may see in vivid outline a little section of the landscape. Cézanne
marvellously renders certain surfaces, china, fruit, tapestry.


Slowly grew his fame as a sober, sincere,
unaffected workman of art. Disciples rallied around him. He accepted changing
fortunes with his accustomed equanimity. Maurice Denis painted for the Champ de
Mars Salon of 1901 a picture entitled Homage à Cézanne, after the well-known hommages
of Fantin-Latour. This homage had its uses. The disciples became a
swelling, noisy chorus, and in 1904 the Cézanne room was thronged by overheated
enthusiasts who would have offered violence to the first critical dissident.
The older men, the followers of Monet, Manet, Degas, and Whistler, talked as if
the end of the world had arrived. Art is a serious affair in Paris. However,
after Cézanne appeared the paintings of that half-crazy, unlucky genius,
Vincent van Gogh, and of the gifted, brutal Gauguin. And in the face of such
offerings Cézanne may yet, by reason of his moderation, achieve the unhappy
fate of becoming a classic. He is certainly as far removed from Van Gogh and
Gauguin on the one side as he is from Manet and Courbet on the other. Huysmans
does not hesitate to assert that Cézanne contributed more to accelerate the
impressionist movement than Manet. Paul Cézanne died in Aix, in Provence,
October 23, 1906.


Emile Bernard, an admirer, a quasi-pupil of
Cézanne’s and a painter of established reputation, discoursed at length in the Mercure
de France upon the methods and the man. His anecdotes are interesting.
Without the genius of Flaubert, Cézanne had something of the great novelist’s
abhorrence of life — fear would be a better word. He voluntarily left Paris to
immure himself in his native town of Aix, there to work out in peace long-planned
projects, which would, he believed, revolutionise the technique of painting.
Whether for good or evil, his influence on the younger men in Paris has been
powerful, though it is now on the wane. How far they have gone astray in
imitating him is the most significant thing related by Emile Bernard, a friend
of Paul Gauguin and a member of his Pont-Aven school.


In February, 1904, Bernard landed in
Marseilles after a trip to the Orient. A chance word told him that there had
been installed an electric tramway between Marseilles and Aix. Instantly the
name of Cézanne came to his memory; he had known for some years that the old
painter was in Aix. He resolved to visit him, and fearing a doubtful reception
he carried with him a pamphlet he had written in 1889, an eulogium of the
painter. On the way he asked his fellow-travellers for Cézanne’s address, but
in vain; the name was unknown. In Aix he met with little success. Evidently the
fame of the recluse had not reached his birthplace. At last Bernard was advised
to go to the Mayor’s office, where he would find an electoral list. Among the
voters he discovered a Paul Cézanne, who was born January 19, 1839, who lived
at 25 Rue Boulegon. Bernard lost no time and reached a simple dwelling house
with the name of the painter on the door. He rang. The door opened. He entered
and mounted a staircase. Ahead of him, slowly toiling upward, was an old man in
a cloak and carrying a portfolio. It was Cézanne. After he had explained the
reason for his visit, the old painter cried: “You are Emile Bernard! You are a
maker of biographies! Signac” — an impressionist— “told me of you. You are also
a painter?” Bernard, who had been painting for years, and was a friend of
Signac, was nonplussed at his sudden literary reputation, but he explained the
matter to Cézanne, who, however, was in doubt until he saw later the work of
his admirer.


He had another atelier a short distance from
the town; he called it “The Motive.” There, facing Mount Sainte-Victoire, he
painted every afternoon in the open; the majority of his later landscapes were
inspired by the views in that charming valley. Bernard was so glad to meet
Cézanne that he moved to Aix.


In Cézanne’s studio at Aix Bernard
encountered some extraordinary studies in flower painting and three death
heads; also monstrous nudes, giant-like women whose flesh appeared parboiled.
On the streets Cézanne was always annoyed by boys or beggars; the former were
attracted by his bohemian exterior and to express their admiration shouted at
him or else threw stones; the beggars knew their man to be easy and were
rewarded by small coin. Although Cézanne lived like a bachelor, his surviving
sister saw that his household was comfortable. His wife and son lived in Paris
and often visited him. He was rich; his father, a successful banker at Aix, had
left him plenty of money; but a fanatic on the subject of art, ceaselessly
searching for new tonal combinations, he preferred a hermit’s existence. In Aix
he was considered eccentric though harmless. His pride was doubled by a morbid
shyness. Strangers he avoided. So sensitive was he that once when he stumbled
over a rock Bernard attempted to help him by seizing his arm. A terrible scene
ensued. The painter, livid with fright, cursed the unhappy young Parisian and finally
ran away. An explanation came when the housekeeper told Bernard that her master
was a little peculiar. Early in life he had been kicked by some rascal and ever
afterward was nervous. He was very irritable and not in good health.


In Bernard’s presence he threw a bust made
of him by Solari to the ground, smashing it. It didn’t please him. In argument
he lost his temper, though he recovered it rapidly. Zola’s name was anathema.
He said that Daumier drank too much; hence his failure to attain veritable greatness.
Cézanne worked from six to ten or eleven in the morning at his atelier; then he
breakfasted, repaired to the “Motive,” there to remain until five in the
evening. Returning to Aix, he dined and retired immediately. And he had kept up
this life of toil and abnegation for years. He compared himself to Balzac’s
Frenhofer (in The Unknown Masterpiece), who painted out each day the work of
the previous day. Cézanne adored the Venetians — which is curious — and
admitted that he lacked the power to realise his inward vision; hence the
continual experimenting. He most admired Veronese, and was ambitious of being
received at what he called the “Salon de Bouguereau.” The truth is, despite
Cézanne’s long residence in Paris, he remained provincial to the end; his father
before becoming a banker had been a hairdresser, and his son was proud of the
fact. He never concealed it. He loved his father’s memory and had wet eyes when
he spoke of him.


Bernard thinks that the vision of his master
was defective; hence the sometime shocking deformations he indulged in. “His optique
was more in his brain than in his eye.” He lacked imagination absolutely, and
worked slowly, laboriously, his method one of excessive complication. He began
with a shadow, then a touch, superimposing tone upon tone, modelling his paint
somewhat like Monticelli, but without a hint of that artist’s lyricism. Sober,
without rhetoric, a realist, yet with a singularly rich and often harmonious
palette, Cézanne reported faithfully what his eyes told him.


It angered him to see himself imitated and
he was wrathful when he heard that his still-life pictures were praised in
Paris. “That stuff they like up there, do they? Their taste must be low,” he
would repeat, his eyes sparkling with malice. He disliked the work of Paul
Gauguin and repudiated the claim of being his artistic ancestor. “He did not
understand me,” grumbled Cézanne. He praised Thomas Couture, who was, he
asserted, a true master, one who had formed such excellent pupils as Courbet,
Manet, and Puvis. This rather staggered Bernard, as well it might; the
paintings of Couture and Cézanne are poles apart.


He had, he said, wasted much time in his
youth — particularly in literature. A lettered man, he read to Bernard a poem
in imitation of Baudelaire, one would say very Baudelairian. He had begun too
late, had submitted himself to other men’s influence, and wished for half a
century that he might “realise” — his favourite expression — his theories. When
he saw Bernard painting he told him that his palette was too restricted; he
needed at least twenty colours. Bernard gives the list of yellows, reds,
greens, and blues, with variations. “Don’t make Chinese images like Gauguin,”
he said another time. “All nature must be modelled after the sphere, cone, and
cylinder; as for colour, the more the colours harmonise the more the design
becomes precise.” Never a devotee of form — he did not draw from the model —
his philosophy can be summed up thus: Look out for the contrasts and
correspondence of tones, and the design will take care of itself. He hated
“literary” painting and art criticism. He strongly advised Bernard to stick to
his paint and let the pen alone. The moment an artist begins to explain his
work he is done for; painting is concrete, literature deals with the abstract.
He loved music, especially Wagner’s, which he did not understand, but the sound
of Wagner’s name was sympathetic, and that had at first attracted him! Pissarro
he admired for his indefatigable labours. Suffering from diabetes, which killed
him, his nervous tension is excusable. He was in reality an amiable,
kind-hearted, religious man. Above all, simple. He sought for the simple motive
in nature. He would not paint a Christ head because he did not believe himself
a worthy enough Christian. Chardin he studied and had a theory that the big
spectacles and visor which the Little Master (the Velasquez of vegetables) wore
had helped his vision. Certainly the still-life of Cézanne’s is the only modern
still-life that may be compared to Chardin’s; not Manet, Vollon, Chase has
excelled this humble painter of Aix. He called the Écoles des Beaux-Arts the
“Bozards,” and reviled as farceurs the German secessionists who imitated him.
He considered Ingres, notwithstanding his science, a small painter in comparison
with the Venetians and Spaniards.


A painter by compulsion, a contemplative
rather than a creative temperament, a fumbler and seeker, nevertheless Paul
Cézanne has formed a school, has left a considerable body of work. His optic
nerve was abnormal, he saw his planes leap or sink on his canvas; he often
complained, but his patience and sincerity were undoubted. Like his friend Zola
his genius — if genius there is in either man — was largely a matter of
protracted labour, and has it not been said that genius is a long labour?


From the sympathetic pen of Emile Bernard we
learn of a character living in the real bohemia of Paris painters who might
have figured in any of the novels referred to, or, better still, might have
been interpreted by Victor Hugo or Ivan Turgenieff. But the Frenchman would
have made of Père Tanguy a species of poor Myriel; the Russian would have
painted him as he was, a saint in humility, springing from the soil, the friend
of poor painters, a socialist in theory, but a Christian in practice. After
following the humble itinerary of his life you realise the uselessness of
“literary” invention. Here was character for a novelist to be had for the
asking. The Crainquebille of Anatole France occurs to the lover of that writer
after reading Emile Bernard’s little study of Father Tanguy.


His name was Julien Tanguy. He was born in
1825 at Plédran, in the north of France. He was a plasterer when he married.
The young couple, accustomed to hardships of all kinds, left Saint-Brieuc for
Paris. This was in 1860. After various vicissitudes the man became a colour
grinder in the house of Edouard, Rue Clauzel. The position was meagre. The
Tanguys moved up in the social scale by accepting the job of concierge
somewhere on the Butte Montmartre. This gave Père Tanguy liberty, his wife
looking after the house. He went into business on his own account, vending
colours in the quarter and the suburbs. He traversed the country from
Argenteuil to Barbizon, from Ecouen to Sarcelle. He met Pissarro, Monet,
Renoir, Cézanne, all youthful and confident and boiling over with admiration
for Corot, Courbet, and Millet. They patronised the honest, pleasant pedlar of
colours and brushes, and when they didn’t have the money he trusted them. It
was his prime quality that he trusted people. He cared not enough for money, as
his too often suffering wife averred, and his heart, always on his sleeve, he
was an easy mark for the designing. This supreme simplicity led him into
joining the Communists in 1871, and then he had a nasty adventure. One day,
while dreaming on sentry duty, a band from Versailles suddenly descended upon
the outposts. Père Tanguy lost his head. He could not fire on a fellow-being,
and he threw away his musket. For this act of “treachery” he was sentenced to
serve two years in the galleys at Brest. Released by friendly intervention he
had still to remain without Paris for two years more. Finally, entering his
beloved quarter he resumed his tranquil occupation, and hearing that the Maison
Edouard had been moved from the Rue Clauzel he rented a little shop, where he
sold material to artists, bought pictures, and entertained in his humble manner
any friend or luckless devil who happened that way. Cézanne and Vignon were his
best customers. Guillemin, Pissarro, Renoir, Gauguin, Van Gogh, Oller,
Messurer, Augustin, Signac, De Lautrec, symbolists of the Pont-Aven school,
neo-impressionists, and the young fumistes of schools as yet unborn,
revolutionaries with one shirt to their back, swearing at the official Salon
and also swearing by the brotherhood of man (with a capital), assembled in this
dingy old shop. Tanguy was a rallying point. He was full of the milk of human
kindness, and robbed himself to give a worthless fellow with a hard-luck story
some of the sous that should have gone to his wife. Fortunately she was a
philosopher as well as an admirable housekeeper. If the rent was paid and there
was some soup-meat for dinner she was content. More she could not expect from a
man who gave away with both hands. But — and here is the curious part of this
narrative of M. Bernard’s — Tanguy was the only person in Paris who bought and
owned pictures by Cézanne. He had dozens of his canvases stacked away in the
rear of his establishment — Cézanne often parted with a canvas for a few
francs. When Tanguy was hard up he would go to some discerning amateur and sell
for two hundred francs pictures that to-day bring twenty thousand francs.
Tanguy hated to sell, especially his Cézannes. Artists came to see them. His
shop was the scene of many a wordy critical battle. Gauguin uttered the
paradox, “Nothing so resembles a daub as a masterpiece,” and the novelist
Elémir Bourges cried, “This is the painting of a vintager!” Alfred Stevens
roared in the presence of the Cézannes, Anquetin admired; but, as Bernard adds,
Jacques Blanche bought. So did Durand-Ruel, who has informed me that a fine
Cézanne to-day is a difficult fish to hook. The great public won’t have him,
and the amateurs who adore him jealously hold on to their prizes.


The socialism of Père Tanguy was of a mild
order. He pitied with a Tolstoyan pity the sufferings of the poor. He did not
hate the rich, nor did he stand at street corners preaching the beauties of
torch and bomb. A simple soul, uneducated, not critical, yet with an instinctive
flair for the coming triumphs of his young men, he espoused the cause of
his clients because they were poverty-stricken, unknown, and revolutionists —
an æsthetic revolution was his wildest dream. He said of Cézanne that “Papa
Cézanne always quits a picture before he finishes it. If he moves he lets his
canvases lie in the vacated studio.” He no doubt benefited by this carelessness
of the painter. Cézanne worked slowly, but he never stopped working; he left
nothing to hazard, and, astonishing fact, he spent every morning at the Louvre.
There he practised his daily scales, optically speaking, before taking up the
brush for the day’s work. Many of Vincent von Gogh’s pictures Tanguy owned.
This was about 1886. The eccentric, gifted Dutchman attracted the poor merchant
by his ferocious socialism. He was, indeed, a ferocious temperament, working
like a madman, painting with his colour tubes when he had no brushes, and
literally living in the boutique of Tanguy. The latter always read Le
Cri du Peuple and L’Intransigeant, and believed all he read. He did
not care much for Van Gogh’s compositions, no doubt agreeing with Cézanne, who,
viewing them for the first time, calmly remarked to the youth, “Sincerely, you
paint like a crazy man.” A prophetic note! Van Gogh frequented a tavern kept by
an old model, an Italian woman. It bore the romantic title of The Tambourine.
When he couldn’t pay his bills he would cover the walls with furious frescoes,
flowers of tropical exuberance, landscapes that must have been seen in a
nightmare. He was painting at this time three pictures a day. He would part
with a canvas at the extortionate price of a franc.


Tanguy was the possessor of a large portrait
by Cézanne, done in his earliest manner. This he had to sell on account of pressing
need. Dark days followed. He moved across the street into smaller quarters. The
old crowd began to drift away; some died, some had become famous, and one, Van
Gogh, shot himself in an access of mania. This was a shock to his friend. A
second followed when Van Gogh’s devoted brother went mad. Good Father Tanguy,
as he was affectionately called, sickened. He entered a hospital. He suffered
from a cancerous trouble of the stomach. One day he said to his wife, who was
visiting him: “I am bored here… I won’t die here… I mean to die in my own
home.” He went home and died shortly afterward. In 1894 Octave Mirbeau wrote a
moving article for the Journal about the man who had never spoken ill of
any one, who had never turned from his door a hungry person. The result was a
sale organised at the Hôtel Drouot, to which prominent artists and literary
folk contributed works. Cazin, Guillemet, Gyp, Maufra, Monet, Luce, Pissarro,
Rochegrosse, Sisley, Vauthier, Carrier-Belleuse, Berthe Morisot, Renoir,
Jongkind, Raffaelli, *Helleu, Rodin, and many others participated in this noble
charity, which brought the widow ten thousand francs. She soon died.


Van Gogh painted a portrait of Tanguy about
1886. It is said to belong to Rodin. It represents the naïve man with his
irregular features and placid expression of a stoic; not a distinguished face,
but unmistakably that of a gentle soul, who had loved his neighbour better than
himself (therefore he died in misery). He it was who may be remembered by those
who knew him — and also a few future historians of the futility of things in
general — as the man who first made known to Paris the pictures of the timid,
obstinate Paul Cézanne. An odd fish, indeed, was this same Julien Tanguy,
little father to painters.
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The dilettante,
avid for accounts of an artist’s eccentricities, will find abundant and varied
material of this nature in half a hundred books written by critics of almost
every nationality on that astounding and grotesque colossus, Cézanne. Perhaps
no great artist in the world’s history has been so wantonly libelled, maligned
and ridiculed as he. Nor has there ever been a painter of such wide influence
so grossly misunderstood. Cézanne has been endowed with most fantastic powers,
dismissed with a coup d’esprit for attributes he never possessed, and canonised
for qualities he would have repudiated. Like Michelangelo he has been both the
admiration and the mystery of critics. And he is at once the idol and the
incubus of present-day artists. His letters alone have formed the technical
basis of one great modern art school. A fragmentary phrase of his mentioning
geometrical figures was seized upon by a Spaniard and made the foundation for
another school. His mention of Poussin drove a horde of Scandinavians,
Austrians and Bohemians to a contemplation of that artist. Cézanne’s very
limitations have been the inspiration for an army of hardy imitators who
believe it is more vital to imitate modernity than to reconstruct the past.
Indeed it may be said that all art since Impressionism is divided into two
groups, one which endeavours to develop some quality or qualities in Cézanne,
the other which attempts the anachronism of resuscitating the primitive art of
a simple-minded antiquity. For even this latter group, Cézanne is in part
responsible. Did he not say that we must become classicists again by way of
nature? And did this not give reactionary and servile minds ample excuse to
cling with even greater passion to a dead and rigid past? In his great sense of
order his disciples saw only immobility; their minds, redundant with parallels,
harked back to the Egyptians. Thus has he been emulated: but, among all these
branches shot out from the mother trunk, it can be stated incontestably that
only one has understood him, has penetrated beneath the surface of his
canvases, has realised his true gift to the art of the future. And this one,
strangely enough, is the furthest removed from imitation.


Cézanne’s
biography is of value to the art student, for it embodies in concrete form the
factors which motivated his æsthetic apperceptions. By Cézanne’s biography is
meant, not the distorted interpretations of the incidents of his life, now so
well known, or the superficial conclusions deduced by his biographers from
hearsay; but those actions and temperamental characteristics which are
impartially set down at first hand by Émile Bernard. To this chronicler we are
indebted for practically all the authentic personal anecdotes of the artist. He
had always admired Cézanne, and in 1904 a personal friendship was established
between them, which endured until the latter’s death. After Cézanne had
overcome parental objections and had definitely decided on an artist’s career,
he spent much of his time in Paris. Many influences entered into his early
life. He had met Zola at school and had been intimate with him. Through him he
had become acquainted with Manet, and while he appreciated Manet’s
friendliness, he could never understand that artist’s great popularity. He
preferred Courbet as a painter, and studied him sedulously. His great
influence, however, came from Pissarro. For that persuasive Jew’s memory he
always harboured a deep respect.


Cézanne’s
youth, if one may call forty years a youth, was, as he himself put it, filled
mostly with “literature and laziness.” Not until his final renunciation of city
life and his return to the south did his best work begin. At first he made
friends timidly. He was a man who could not brook opposition, who was extremely
sensitive to rebuffs; and those good people of provincial France were brusquely
aggressive in all their beliefs and traditions. At every thought he expressed
they sneered. He clashed violently and disastrously with the local celebrities
who had the sanction of the established schools. In Paris he had been a frank
and even garrulous companion; but at each contact with the narrow,
self-centered and righteous community of Aix, he withdrew into himself. His
natural spontaneity and good-fellowship turned inward, became restrained and
pent-up. He grew sensitive and wary, and in later life this defensive attitude
developed into abnormal irritability. To those who could understand, however,
he unburdened himself on all subjects, and his opinions were always the result
of profound thought. But he never entirely divulged his methods. If questions
became too pertinent, he consciously led his interrogators astray. “They think
I’ve got a trick,” he would cry, “and they want to steal it. But nobody will
ever put his hooks on me (pas un ne me
mettra le grappin dessus).” He had already suffered enough at the hands of
self-seekers. He had been extravagantly ridiculed by his boyhood friends. He
had been robbed and bullied by his hired architect; and having money he had
been considered prey by the village widows. He permitted himself to be
browbeaten because of his antipathy to any kind of friction. It is small wonder
he became misanthropic.


The popular
opinion of Aix was that he was crazy, and his chroniclers, almost without
exception, have echoed this belief. But, to the contrary, his was the highest
type of the creative mind, always in search for something better, never
satisfied with present results; the type of mind which gives no thought to the
acquisition or retention of property. His joy lay in his creations of the
moment, but his desires were far ahead. Some one who showed him one of his
early treasured canvases was ridiculed for liking “such things.” Every day
Cézanne watched his evolution: to him this progress was the essential thing. He
left his unfinished works in the meadows, in studio corners, in the nursery.
They have been found in the most out-of-the-way places. He had given large
numbers of them to chance friends on the impulse of the moment. His son cut out
the windows of his masterpieces for amusement, and his servant and his wife
used his canvases for stove cleaners. He saw his work put to these uses
tranquilly, knowing that later he would do better, that he would “realise” more
fully. His mind was too exalted to be impatient with the pettinesses of life.
His great aversion was politics, and unlike Delacroix, he was above
nationality. During the Franco-Prussian War he hid with a relative that he
might pursue his own ideal rather than sacrifice himself for the protection of
his tormentors. What did he care for France when his whole admiration was for
Italy and Holland? Painting, not the preservation of nationality, was his
innermost concern. In evading conscription he called down upon him the public
abuse which such actions evoke. But it passed him by: he was too absorbed in
his work to heed, just as later he was too engrossed to follow his mother’s
hearse to the funeral or to seek a market for his pictures. At every step he
paused to study the rapports of line, of light, of shadow, of colour. At table,
in conversation or at church, he never for a moment lost sight of his desire.
One can find a parallel for this intellectually ascetic creature only in the
old martyrs. He was the type that renounces all the benefits and usufructs of life
in order to follow the face of a dream.


With such
self-confidence no adversity could daunt him, no logic draw from him a
compromise, no flourish of enthusiasm distract him from his course. Zola says
of him: “He is made in one piece, stiff and hard under the hand; nothing bends
him; nothing can wrench from him a concession.” This quality of character was a
thing which Zola, the slave of words, could not understand. Cézanne, through
much contact with letters, saw the danger of literature to the painter. “Literature,”
he wrote, “expresses itself through abstractions, while painting, by means of
drawing and colour, makes concrete the artist’s sensations and perceptions.”
Zola libelled him at great length in L’Œuvre. Cézanne’s reply was simply that
Zola had a “mediocre intelligence” and was a “detestable friend.” In their
youth Cézanne took the ascendency over Zola in Latin and French verse; even in
his old age he could recite long passages from Virgil, Lucretius and Horace. He
knew literature and was able to judge it. His criticisms of Zola are as
penetrating as any that realist has called forth. His reputation for barbarism,
vulgarity and ignorance has little foundation in fact. To be sure, he did not
desert his work for social activities: he despised the polished and shallow wit
of men like Whistler: and he bitterly attacked those painters who strove for salon popularity. It is therefore not
incredible that the accusations against him were but the world’s retaliation
for having been ignored by him.


Cézanne’s work
from the first contained the undeniable elements of greatness. In his first,
almost black-and-white still-lives, executed under the influence of Courbet (it
is not tenable that they were done under Manet, as is commonly believed: they
are too solidly formed for that), there is exhibited a passionate admiration
for volume and for full and rich chiaroscuro. We are conscious of the artist’s
gropings for those fundamentals he was finally to discover in the seclusion of
his rugged country of the south. Even his early figure pieces carry this
sensual delight in objectivity to a greater height than did Delacroix by whom
they were inspired. And they attest to a freedom from academic principles which
was not surpassed by the Impressionists. These paintings are classic in the
best sense; in them is an orderliness which Manet and the Impressionists never
possessed. Yet, withal, they are only the results of the literary influences
from Delacroix and of his admirations for other painters. They are not purely
creative, but the qualities of creation are there. To those who can read the
signs, they unmistakably indicate the beginnings of a full and masterly growth.


His
potentialities began to actualise with his comprehension of El Greco and the
Venetians. From that period on his power for organisation steadily developed,
and it was still advancing at the time of his death. But organisation touched
only the compositional side of his work: it was the resultant element. His
inspiration toward colour which emanated from Pissarro was what precipitated
him irrevocably into painting. Colour, by presenting so many problems, claimed
him entirely. To that Impressionist he owes much, not to that artist’s actual
achievement, but to the incentive he furnished. During his intimacy with Pissarro,
Cézanne completed his assimilation of all the traits in others which were
relative to himself. His beliefs and intransigencies became crystallised. The
road opened into fields where that new element of colour, which had taken on so
vital a significance, led to an infinitude of emotional possibilities. Though
Cézanne never completely became a defender of Pissarro’s theories, he always
looked upon the Impressionists as innovators whose importance as such could not
be overestimated. He realised that without them he himself would not have
existed, and that they had sketched out a preface to all the great art which
was to come. Without them there undoubtedly would have been great artists, but
he knew that a painter with the means of a Renoir is greater than one who,
though equally competent in organisation, is limited in the mechanics of
method. Restricted means permit only of restricted expression. The
Impressionists, having made an advance in æsthetic procedure, facilitated the
experimentations of Cézanne. But he in turn recognised the restrictions of the
Impressionists’ methods: indeed, he saw that their theories could apply only to
a very circumscribed æsthetic field; and he was not content with them. He
studied assiduously in the Louvre and absorbed the myriad impulses which had
impelled the great masters of the past. The Louvre and Pissarro constituted his
primer. From the one he got his impetus toward voluminous organisation; from
the other, his impetus toward colour. From their fragmentary teachings he went
on to greater achievements.


There is
little or no documentary history of Cézanne’s early years. Consequently his
youthful admirations are not recorded in detail. But we know enough to gauge
his early tastes. He travelled in Holland and Belgium, and though he never went
to Italy, he greatly admired Tintoretto and Veronese. He had a high esteem for
that master of style, Luca Signorelli, who, had he not gone into architecture,
might have become one of the world’s great painters. In his studio Cézanne kept
a water-colour by Delacroix — hung face to the wall that it might not fade, and
beside it a lithograph by Daumier whom he regarded highly. We may be sure he
fully understood the limitations of these men aside from their ambitions. To
him they were points of departure rather than goals to aspire to. Both of them
he surpassed early in his career. Cézanne admired also the Dutch and Flemish
masters. He had an old and dilapidated book of their reproductions full of bad
lithographs done by inferior craftsmen. But he overlooked all their defects in
his remembrance of the originals. Here, as elsewhere, he ignored those details
which to another would have militated against enjoyment. His mind was too
comprehensive and analytic to be led astray by the flaws on an otherwise
perfect work: it penetrated to the essentials first and remained there.


Thus it was
in his work. The exact reproduction of nature in any of its manifestations
never held him for a moment. He saw its eternal aspect aside from its
accidental visages caused by fluctuating lights. In this he was diametrically
opposed to the Impressionists who recorded only nature’s temporary phases. They
captured and set down its atmosphere and were satisfied. Cézanne, regarding its
atmosphere as an ephemerality, portrayed the lasting force of light. “One is the master of one’s model and above
all of one’s means of expression,” he wrote. “Penetrate what is before you, and
persevere in expressing yourself as logically as possible.” It is this
penetration which separates Cézanne by an impassable gulf from those purely
sensitive artists who are content with the merely physiological effects of an
emotion. In the process of penetrating he became familiar with those
undercurrents of causation from which has sprung the greatest art of all ages.


In a Cézanne
of the later years not only is the form poised in three dimensions, but the
very light also is poised. We feel in Cézanne the same completion we experience
before a Rubens — that emotion of finality caused by the forms moving, swelling
and grinding in an eternal order; and added to this completion of form,
heightening its emotive power, is the same final organisation of illumination.
The light suggests no particular time of day or night; it is not appropriated
from morning or afternoon, sunlight or shadow. So delicate and perfectly
balanced is this light that, with the raising or the lowering of the curtain in
the room where the picture hangs, it will darken or brighten perfectly,
logically, proportionately with the outer light. It lives because it is painted
with the logic of nature. Whether the picture be hung in a bright sunlight or
in half gloom, it is a creature of its environment. Its planes, like those of
nature, advance and recede, swell and shrink. In short, they are dynamic.



 

If this feat
of Cézanne’s seems to border on metaphysics, the reason is that there has been
no precedent for it in history. It was, in fact, a purely technical
accomplishment based wholly on the most stringently empirical research. The
manner in which he arrived at this achievement may not be entirely
insusceptible of explanation. It has been pointed out how the Impressionists
broke up surfaces into minute sensitive parts, some of which reflected or
absorbed more than others. That which gives us our sensation of colour is the
atomic preponderance of one of these attributes. Thus if an atom or combination
of atoms reflects highly it translates itself through the retina into our
brains as a high force, namely, as a yellow. If an atom absorbs more than it
reflects, it takes and retains the reflective force of light, and, in
discharging this limited power, produces in us the sensation of blue. Now, that
point on a round object where the light is strongest is the point nearest the
light. As the planes of the object curve away from the light they diminish in
brilliancy. The further the plane from the point nearest the illumination, the
less light it has to reflect. Consequently it will appear bluish. The
Impressionists were satisfied with recording this blue of shadow merely as the
complement of the light which was yellow. But Cézanne studied each degradation
of tone from yellow to blue. In this study he discovered that light always
graduates from warm to cold in precisely the same way; and, that, provided the
model is white, each step down the tonic scale is the same on no matter what
object. But this discovery was little more than a premise. He was now
necessitated to solve the problem of just how much the local colour of an
object modifies the natural colours of the light and shadow which reveal that
object. In all coloured objects the modifications are different, according to
the laws of colour complementaries and admixtures. By keeping these laws always
in mind, and by applying his discovery of the consistent gradations of the
colours of light, he was able to paint in such a way that, no matter how much
or how little outside light of a uniform quality fell on his canvas, the
colours he had applied would, as they retreated from the most highly
illuminated point on the picture, absorb a graduatingly smaller quantity of
actual light, and would thus create emotional form in the same manner that
nature creates visual form. Hence, the planes in a Cézanne canvas advance or
recede en masse, retaining their
relativity, as the eye excludes or receives a greater or a lesser quantity of
light; and since the light never remains the same for any period of time, the
planes bulge toward the spectator and retract from him with each minute
variation of illumination.


In all painting
prior to Cézanne, the natural variations of light distorted the objects of a
picture: that is to say, the colours of external light changed the character of
the applied colours, making some advance and others retreat; and because these
applied colours were not put on with the exact logic of natural gradations, the
proportions between them could not be maintained. Thus in one light certain
objects advanced more than others, and in another light certain objects receded
more than others. Their relativity was lost. Hence, not only was the picture’s
composition and balance altered, but the appearance of its objects belied the
actual measurements. These variations were so small that the untrained eye
might not have seen them, any more than an untrained ear may not detect the
slight variations of pitch in music. But to the man whose eye is trained, even
to the degree that a good musician’s ear is trained, pictures appear “off” in
the same way that a poorly tuned piano sounds “off” to the sensitive musician.
Cézanne, had he never achieved any intrinsically great art, would still be a
colossal figure in painting because of this basic and momentous discovery. The
Impressionists had been content with the mere discovery of light. Their theory
was, not that one can enjoy the natural light of out-of-doors more than the
abstract light in a canvas, but that, since every one of nature’s moods is the
result of degrees of illumination, these moods can only be recorded by the
depiction of natural light; and therefore out-of-door light is an æsthetic
means. Cézanne recognised the limitations of this theory, but considered it an
admirable opening for higher achievement. He thereupon stripped the
Impressionists’ means of their ephemeral plasticity, and, by using the
principles, and not the results, of nature’s method, gave them an eternal
plasticity which no great art of the future can afford to ignore, and which in
time, no doubt, will lead to the creation of an entirely new art.


Although
Cézanne had many times given out broad hints of his methods, his friends and
critics were too busy trying to discover other less concise qualities in his
work to appreciate the full significance of his occasional words. Herein lies
the main reason why an untechnical onlooker and admirer can never sound the
depths of art. He is too detached, for, not having followed its logical
evolution from the simplest forms to the most complex, he is unable to
understand the complicated mechanism on which it is built. Critics for the most
part are writers whose admiration for art has been born in front of the
completed works of the great masters. Unable to comprehend them fully, they
turn to a contemplation of the simple and naïf. Their process of valuation is
thus reversed. Great art is as a rule too compounded for their analytical
powers, and they end by imagining that the primitives and the mosaicists
represent the highest and most conscious type of the creative will. What to
them is incomprehensible appears of little value; and here we find the
explanation for the popular theory that the test of great art is its
simplicity, its humanitas, its
obviousness. Persons who would not pretend to grasp without study the
principles of modern science, still demand that art be sufficiently lucid to be
comprehended at once by the untutored mind. A physician may tell them of
profundities in medical experimentation, and they will accept his views as
those of an expert in a science of which they are ignorant. But when an artist
tells them of recondite principles in æsthetics they accuse him of an endeavour
to befuddle them. The isolation of bacilli and the application of serums and
anti-toxins are mysteries which call for respect. The equally scientific and
obscure principles of colour and form are absurd imaginings. And yet without a
scientific basis art is merely an artifice — the New Thought in æsthetics.
Readily comprehensible painting is no further advanced than readily
comprehensible therapeutics.


Émile Bernard
was little different from the average critic. In attributing to Cézanne his own
limitations, he restricted what he might otherwise have learned. But the
literalness with which he recorded the artist’s sayings makes his book of
paramount interest. We read for instance that Cézanne once remarked: “Here is
something incontestable; I am most affirmative on this point: An optical
sensation is produced in our visual organ by what we class as light, half tone
or quarter tone, each plane being represented by colour sensations. Therefore
light as such does not exist for the painter.” By this he broadly hinted at an
absolute relativity between the degrees of light forces — a relativity which
translates itself to us as colour gradations. Again Cézanne said: “One should
not say model but modulate.... Drawing and colour are not distinct; as one
paints one draws. The more the colours harmonise [namely: follow nature’s
logical sequences], the more precise is the drawing.” Precision in drawing to
Cézanne meant among other things the ability to produce volume. Again: “When
colour is richest, form is at its plenitude. In the contrasts and rapports of
tones lies the secret of drawing and of modelling.” In a letter he wrote:
“Lines parallel to the horizon create vastness (donnent l’étendue), whether it
be a section of nature, or if you choose, of the spectacle that the Pater omnipotens æternus Deus spreads
before our eyes. Lines perpendicular to this horizon give depth. And since
nature for us human beings exists in depth rather than surfacely, the painter
is necessitated to introduce into light vibrations, represented by reds and
yellows, a sufficient amount of blue to make the air felt.”


These
observations are of paramount interest because they touch on the essential
principles of his esthétique. They
are at once an explanation and a measure of his significance. Like all great
truths they appear simple after we know them, or rather after we have
experienced them. Daumier might have stated with certitude the same principles
in relation to tone, for he always practised them qualifiedly. Though his means
were limited, he employed those means as fully as his materials permitted.
Cézanne, because he possessed the greater element — colour, constructed his
canvases as nature presents its objects to the sight, as a unique whole. With
all of the older painters drawing came first, chiaroscuro second and colour
third — three distinct steps, each one conceived separately. Daumier was the
first painter to approach simultaneity in execution. Ignorant of colour, he
conceived his drawing and chiaroscuro together. Cézanne went a step beyond, and
conceived his drawing, form and colour as one and the same, in the exact manner
that these qualities, united in each natural object, present themselves to the
eye. His method was the same as the mechanism of human vision. Compared with
Cézanne, Monet was only fragmentary. Not only in methods did they differ but in
objective as well. The Impressionists’ aim was to reproduce nature’s externals:
Cézanne’s desire was to reproduce its solidity. Both achieved their ends. Cézanne’s
pictures are as impenetrable as sculpture. Every object seems hewn out of
marble.


Solidity
alone, however, though a high and necessary virtue of painting, is a limited
quality. Unless it is made mobile it gives off the impression of rigidity. It
is to painting what the rough clay is to sculpture — the dead material of art.
In order for it to engender æsthetic empathy it must be organised, that is, it
must be harmonised and poised in three dimensions in such a way that, should we
translate our bodies into its spacial forms, we should experience its dynamism.
This Cézanne did, and therein lay his claim to greatness. In his best canvases
there seems no way of veering a plane, of imagining one plane changing places
with another, unless every plane in the picture is shifted simultaneously.
Cézanne’s solidity is organised like the volumes in Michelangelo’s best
sculpture. Move an arm of any one of these statues, and every other part of the
figure, down to the smallest muscle, must change position. Their plasticity,
like Cézanne’s, is perfect. There is a complete ordonnance between every minute
part, and between every group of parts. Nothing can be added or taken away
without changing the entire structure in all its finest details. Cézanne once
said to Ambroise Vollard, a picture merchant, who had called attention to a
small uncovered spot on a canvas which the artist had pronounced finished: “You
will understand that if I were to put something there haphazardly, I should
have to start the whole picture over from that point.”


The
individual solidity of Cézanne’s colour planes is due to the eternalism and
absolutism of his light. But it was the other qualities which entered into his
art which brought about the interdependence of the parts and evoked the
sensation of unity we feel before them. One of these qualities was a perfect
rapport of lines. Cézanne, better than any other painter up to his day,
understood how one slanting line modifies its direction when coming in contact
with another line moving from a different direction. When colour was first
investigated realistically, artists saw that two pure complementary tints, when
juxtaposed, tended to draw away from each other and to differentiate
themselves. Therefore they set about to study the influence that one colour has
upon another, assuming that lines were more static and absolute and
consequently did not change at contact with other lines. Cézanne recognised the
fallacy of this assumption, and wrote: “I see the planes criss-crossing and
overlapping, and sometimes the lines seem to fall.” He realised that the laws
governing the opposition of line are most important in the production of the
emotion of movement. In all the old painters this emotion was engendered by
just such devices, but with them the laws were only dimly suspected — instincts
rather than applied science. In contemplating their work we seem torn by some
physical impulse to follow one line, but cannot, because the lure of the other
line is equally great.


To the man of
sensitive and trained eyesight this physical emotion is incited also by nature,
only nature is more complex than art and is without æsthetic finality. Thus in
regarding the rapports of two lines in nature, one leaning to the right and one
to the left, the highly sensitive person feels unrest and strife, and
subconsciously produces order and calm by imagining a third line which
harmonises the original two. Cézanne looked upon nature with perhaps the most
delicate and perceptive eye a painter has ever possessed, and his vision became
a theatre for the violent struggles of some one line against terrible odds, for
the warring clashes of inharmonious colours. He saw in objective nature a chaos
of disorganised movement, and he set himself the task of putting it in order.
In studying the variations and qualifications of linear directions in his
model, he discovered another method of accentuating the feeling of dynamism in
his canvases. He stated lines, not in their static character, but in their
average of fluctuation. We know that all straight lines are influenced by their
surroundings, that they appear bent or curved when related to other lines. The
extent to which a line is thus optically bent is its extreme of fluctuability.
Cézanne determined this extreme in all of his lines, and by transcribing them
midway between their actual and optical states, achieved at once their
normality and their extreme abnormality. The character, direction and curve of
all lines in a canvas change with every shifting of the point of visual
contact. Since the unity of a picture is different from every focus, all the
lines consequently assume a slightly different direction every time our eye
shifts from one spot to another. Cézanne, by recording the mean of linear
changeability, facilitated and hastened this vicissitude of mutation.


Another
contribution he made to painting was his application of the stereoscopic
function of the eye to all models by means of colour. From the earliest art to
Cézanne, objects have been portrayed as if conceived in vacuo, with absolute and delimited contours. Such portrayals are
directly opposed to our normal vision, for whenever we focus our sight on any
natural object whatever, each eye records a different perspective
representation of that object; there is a distinct binocular parallax. Certain
parts are seen by one eye which are invisible to the other. But these two
visual impressions are perceived simultaneously, combined in one image; that is
to say: the optic axes converge at such an angle that both the right and left
monocular impressions are superimposed. The single impression thus produced is
one of perspective and relief. This is a rudimentary law of optics, but on it
our accuracy of vision has always depended. In the lenticular stereoscope the
eye-glasses are marginal portions of the same convex lens, which, when set edge
to edge, deflect the rays from the picture so as to strike the eyes as if
coming from an intermediate point. By this bending of the rays the two pictures
become one impression, and present the appearance of solid forms as in nature.
The problem of how to transcribe on a flat surface in a single picture the
effect later produced by a stereoscope with two pictures, has confronted
painters for hundreds of years. Leonardo da Vinci in his Trattato della Pittura
recorded the fact that our vision encompasses to a slight degree everything
that passes before it; that we see around all objects; and that this encircling
sight gives us the sensation of rotundity. But neither he, nor any artist up to
Cézanne, was able to make æsthetic use of the fact. The vision of all older
painting (although by the use of line and composition it became plastic because
used as a detail) was the vision of the man with one eye, for a one-eyed man
sees nature as a flat plane: only by association of the relative size of
objects is he capable of judging depth. Cézanne saw the impossibility of
producing a double vision by geometric rules, and approached the problem from
another direction. By understanding the functioning elements of colour in their
relation to texture and space, he was able to paint forms in such a way that
each colour he applied took its relative position in space and held each part
of an object stationary at any required distance from the eye. As a result of
his method we can judge the depth and sense the solidity of his pictures the
same as we do in nature.


Cézanne was
ever attempting to solve the problem of the dynamics of vision. An analysis of
his pictures often reveals a uniform leaning of lines — a tendency of all the
objects to precipitate themselves upon a certain spot, like the minute flotsam
on a surface of water being sucked through a drain-hole. We find an explanation
for this convergence in one of his letters. He says: “In studying nature
closely, you will observe that it becomes concentric. I mean that on an orange,
an apple, a ball or a head there is a culminating point; and this point,
despite the strong effects of light and shadow which are colour sensations, is
always the nearest to our eye. The edges of objects retreat toward a centre
which is situated on our horizon.” It is small wonder that Cézanne, obsessed
with the idea of form and depth, should have had little admiration for his
contemporaries, Van Gogh and Gauguin, both of whom were workmen in the flat. He
let pass no opportunity of expressing himself on these artists who of late
years have become so popular. Van Gogh was to him only another Pointillist; and
he called Gauguin’s work “des images
Chinoises,” adding, “I will never accept his entire lack of modelling and
gradation.” Does not this explain his aversion to the primitives in whom he saw
but the rudiments of art? How could Cézanne, preoccupied with the most
momentous problems of æsthetics, take an interest in enlarged book
illuminations, when the most superficial corner of his slightest canvas had
more organisation and incited a greater æsthetic emotion than all the mosaics
in S. Vitale at Ravenna?


Cézanne was
never attracted by the facial expressions, the manual attitudes, or the
graceful poses of his models. The characteristics of materiality meant nothing
to him. He was perpetually searching for something more profound, and began his
art where the average painter leaves off. Realistic attributes are interesting
only as decoration; they are indicative of the simplicity of man’s mind; they
are unable to conduce to an extended æsthetic experience. Van Gogh and Gauguin
said well what they had to say, but it was so slight that it is of little
interest to us today. We demand a greater stimulus than an art of two
dimensions can give; our minds instinctively extend themselves into space. So
it was with Cézanne. He left no device untried which would give his work a
greater depth, a more veritable solidity. He experimented in colour from this
standpoint, then in line, then in optics. With the results of this research he
became possessed of all the necessary factors of colossal organisation. He knew
that, were these factors rightly applied, they would produce a greater
sensation of weight, of force and of movement than any artist before him had
succeeded in attaining.


Their
application presented to Cézanne his most difficult problem. He must use his
discoveries in these three fields in such a way that the very disposition of
weights would produce that perfect balance of stress and repose, out of which
emanates all æsthetic movement. The simplest manifestation of this balance is
found in the opposition of line; but in order to complete this linear
adjustment there must be an opposition of colours which, while they must function
as volumes, must also accord with the character of the natural object
portrayed. In short, there must be an opposition of countering weights, not
perfectly balanced so as to create a dead equality, but rhythmically related so
that the effect is one of swaying poise. Obviously this could not be
accomplished on a flat surface, for the emotion of depth is a necessity to the
recognition of equilibrium. Cézanne finally achieved this poise by a plastic
distribution of volumes over and beside spacial vacancies. He mastered this
basic principle of the hollow and the bump only after long and trying struggles
and tedious experimentations. He translated it into terms of his own
intellection: to the extent that there was order within him so was he able to
put order into his pictures. This vision of his was intellectual rather than
optical; and M. Bernard unnecessarily tells us that, so sure was Cézanne of his
justification, he placed his colours on canvas with the same absolutism he used
in expressing himself verbally. His art was his thought given concrete form
through the medium of nature. His painting was the result of a mental process —
an intellectual conclusion after it had been weighed, added to, substracted
from, modified by exterior considerations, and at last brought forth purged and
clarified and as nearly complete as was his development at the time.


For this
reason Cézanne resented the presence of people while he worked. To attain his
ends his mind had to be concentrated on its ultimate ambition. It could support
no disturbing factors. Even though he had no trick which might be copied, he
once said to a friend: “I have never permitted anyone to watch me while I work.
I refuse to do anything before anyone.” Had he allowed spectators to stand over
him he probably would have fatigued them, for his work progressed by single
strokes interspersed by long periods of reflection and analysis. M. Bernard
would hear him descend to the garden a score of times during the day’s work,
sit a moment and rush back to the studio as if some solution had presented
itself to him suddenly. At other times he would walk back and forth before his
picture awaiting the answer to a problem before him. It is such deliberateness
in great artists that has, curiously enough, acquired for them a reputation for
esotericism. Their moments of deep contemplation and their sudden plunges into
labour have been interpreted as periods of intellectual coma shot through
occasionally by “divine flashes of inspiration” coming from an outside agent. The
reverse is true, however. An artist retains his sentiency at all times. He
necessarily works consciously, with the same intellectual labours as a
scientist. A painter can no more produce a great picture unwittingly than an
inventor can construct an intricate machine unwittingly. They are both
labourers in the most plebeian sense.


Cézanne’s
hatred for facile and thoughtless workmen who continually entertain amateurs,
was monumental. To him they were pupils who, by learning a few rules, were able
to paint conventional pieces after the manner of thousands who had preceded
him. They represented the academicians with whom every country is overrun — the
suave and satisfied craftsmen who epitomise mediocrity, whose appeal is to
minds steeped in pedantry and conservatism. In France they come out of the
government-run Beaux-Arts school to which the incompetents of both America and
England flock. Cézanne harboured a particular enmity for that school; anyone
who had passed through it aroused his scorn. “With a little temperament anyone
can be an academic painter,” he said. “One can make pictures without being a
harmonist or a colourist. It is enough to have an art sense — and even this art
sense is without doubt the horror of the bourgeois. Thus the institutes, the pensions
and the honours are only made for cretins, farceurs and drolls.”


In writing of
Cézanne one is led to make a comparison between him and his great compatriot,
Renoir, for it is almost unbelievable that one century could have produced two
such radically different geniuses. Renoir, first of all, was not an innovator:
he was the consummation of Impressionistic means. In Cézanne, to the contrary,
we see a man dissatisfied with the greatest results of others, ever tortured by
the search for something more final, more potent. “Let us not be satisfied with
the formulas of our wonderful antecedents,” he said many times, and he might
have added, “and of our wonderful contemporaries.” Renoir was the apex of an
art era, while Cézanne was the first segment of a greater and vaster cycle.
Renoir, by mastering his means at an early date, acquired a technical facility
to which Cézanne, ever on the hunt for deeper conceptions, never attained.
Renoir’s genius was for linear rhythm. In the acquisition of this there entered,
in varying degree, form, colour and light; but the line itself was his
preoccupation. Cézanne’s genius was for plastic volume out of which the
rhythmic line resulted. That is: the one constructed his creations out of
colour and made colour appear like form; while in the other’s creations, which
are the result of colour, the colour is felt
to be form. In Renoir is recognised
the solidity and depth of form, while in Cézanne the colour is a functional
element whose dynamism gives birth to form which is felt subjectively. Renoir synthesises nature’s forms, by grouping
them in such a way that the lines move and are harmonious. Cézanne looks for
the synthesis in each subject he sits before, and instead of grouping his forms
arbitrarily, he penetrates to their inherent
synthesis. This is why almost every one of his pictures is built on a different
synthetic form. His penetration gave him at each essay a different vision of
the organisms of a particular subject, a vision which varied as the subject
varied. In Renoir movement is attained by relating
the lines: Cézanne has produced harmony by accentuating their differences. In the former the lines lead
smoothly and fluently into others, until they all culminate in a line which
carries the movement to a finality; while in the latter we feel little of that
suavity of sequence: the lines are formed by the spaces between his volumes
rather than by linear continuation. Cézanne, if less pleasing, is the more
powerful; and with all his lack of suavity he is the more complex and less
monotonous. The extraordinary imprévu
of his formal developments and his unique manner of stating parallels recall
the symphonic works of Beethoven. The ensembles of both are made up of an
infinitude of smaller forms, and both display a colossal power of absoluteness
in setting forth each smallest form. Renoir’s work is more on the lines of
Haydn.


After
Michelangelo there was no longer any new inspiration for sculpture. After
Cézanne there was no longer any excuse for it. He has made us see that painting
can present a more solid vision than that of any stone image. Against modern
statues we can only bump our heads: in the contemplation of modern painting we
can exhaust our intelligences. Cézanne is as much a reproach to sculptors as
Renoir is to those who continue to use Impressionist methods. He is the great
prophet of future art, as well as the consummator of the realistic vision of
his time. Both men deformed nature’s objects — Renoir slightly to meet the
demands of consistency in his preconceived compositions; Cézanne to a greater
extent in order to make form voluminous. Some of his deformations resulted from
extraneous line forces which, when coming in contact with an object’s contour,
made it lean to the right or left, or in some other way take on an abnormal
appearance as of convexity or concavity.


M. Bernard
thinks these irregularities in Cézanne the result of defective eyesight. But
such an explanation is untenable. There is abundant evidence to show that, to
the contrary, they are the result of a highly sensitised sight — a sight which
simultaneously calls up the complementary of the thing viewed, whether it be a
line, a colour or a tone. This double vision is only a dependency of the
plastic mind which, instead of approaching a problem from the nearest side,
throws itself automatically to the opposite side, and, by thus obtaining a
double approach, arrives at a fuller comprehension. While slanting his line and
distorting his volumes Cézanne was unconsciously moulding the parts to echo the
organisation of the whole. In turning his pictures into block-manifestations,
he strove for a result which would conduce to a profounder æsthetic pleasure
than did the linear movements of Renoir. After we have enjoyed Renoir’s rhythms
we can lay them aside for the time as we can a very beautiful but simple
melody. The force of Cézanne strikes us like that of a vast bulk or a mountain.
Contemplating his work is like coming suddenly face to face with an ordered
elemental force. At first we are conscious only of a shock, but when our wonder
has abated, we find ourselves studying the smaller forms which go into the
picture’s making. In the 1902 Baigneuses of Renoir each separate figure is a
beautiful and complete form which fits into and becomes part of the general rhythm.
In Cézanne the importance of parts is entirely submerged in the effect of the
whole. Here is the main difference between these two great men: we enjoy each
part of Renoir and are conducted by line to a completion; in Cézanne we are
struck simultaneously by each interrelated part. Viewing a canvas of the latter
is like going out into the blazing sunlight from the cool sombreness of a
house. At first we are aware only of the force of the light, but as we
gradually become accustomed to the glare, we begin to perceive separately
objects which before had been only a part of the general impression. The fact
that Cézanne invariably spoke of the “motif” should have given his friends a
clue to his conception of composition. Before him composition had been to a great
extent the formation of a simple melody of line in three dimensions,
constructed by the forms of objects. It corresponded to the purely melodious in
music, the opening of the theme, its sequence of phrasing and the finale.
Cézanne chose a motif, and in each movement of his picture it is to be found,
varied, elaborated, reversed and developed. Each part of his canvas is a
beginning, yet each part, though distinct as a form, is perfectly united both
with the opening motif and with every variation of it.



 

In this
little-understood side of Cézanne’s genius lies an infinitude of possibilities.
Without an ability to organise, all his knowledge is worthless to the painter.
He himself could apply it, and his understanding of the exact adaptability of a
form to a hollow permitted him to express his knowledge with a force his
followers lack. His sensitiveness to spaces and the characters of his forms
recall at times the works of Mokkei who used protuberances and hollows (namely:
accidents of portraiture and landscape) to enrich and diversify form. Nature to
Cézanne was not simple, and he never depicted it thus. Even in his bathing
pieces, whose disproportions are deplored by many, the composition is minutely
conceived, not on a simple harmonic figure, but on complicated oppositional
planes. Not only are the surface forms perfectly adapted to a given space, but
the directions taken by these forms are as solidly indicated and the vacancies
made by them are as solidly filled in, as in a Rubens. Indeed these canvases, as
block-manifestations, are nearly as perfect as the pictures of El Greco who was
the greatest master of this kind of composition.


Cézanne
should be numbered among the experimenters in art. With him, as with the
Impressionists, the desire was to learn rather than to utilise discoveries. The
painters from Courbet to Cézanne were the first to usher in an authentically
realistic art mode, and they were also the first who sensed the possibilities
of inanimate reality for æsthetic organisation. Others before them had regarded
nature strictly en amateur, using
only the human body for abstract purposes. Even Michelangelo said that aside
from it there was nothing worth while. These modern innovators refuted his
assertion by proving the contrary, namely: by introducing order into chaotic
nature. Their simple arrangements, however, would not have satisfied
Michelangelo who, like all men who come at a florescence when the lessons have
been learned and it remains only to apply them, demanded an arbitrary
organisation which should be not only ordered but composed. Cézanne did little
composing in the melodic sense of the word. He stopped at the gate of great
composition which, after pointing the future way, he left for his successors to
enter. His synthetic interest was limited to the eternal fugue qualities of
nature. He undoubtedly saw the futility of creating polyphonic composition from
lemons and napkins, but he had not found a menstruum in which the qualities of
his materials would disappear. The old masters had done all that was possible
with the recognisable human body; Cézanne’s desires for the purification of
painting kept him from attempting to improve on their medium.


Among a great
scope of oil subjects one cannot say through which of them Cézanne has exerted
the strongest influence. His landscapes have made as many disciples as his
portraits, and his figure pieces and still-lives are universally copied. But
his greatest work, his water-colours, has almost no following. In these he
found his most facile and fluent expression. His method of working in oil had
always been the posing of small, slightly oblong touches of colour which gave,
his canvases the appearance of perfect mosaics. In his water-colour pictures
these touches are placed side by side with little or no thought of their
ultimate objective importance, and they become larger planes of unmixed tints
juxtaposed in such a way that voluminous form results. His work in this most
difficult medium has an abstract significance, for in it even the objective
colouring of natural objects is unnoticeable. The colours stand by themselves;
and while the aspect of Cézanne’s pictures in this medium is flat and almost
transparent, the subjective emotion we feel before them is greater than in his
oil work. In these pictures there was no going back to retouch. They had to be
visualised as a whole before they could be commenced. Each brush stroke had to
be a definite and irretrievable step toward the completion of the ensemble. As
we study them a slow shifting of the planes is felt: an emotional
reconstruction takes place, and at length the volumes begin their turning,
advancing and retreating as in his oil paintings, only here the purely æsthetic
quality is unadulterated by objective reality. In these water-colours, more
than in any of his other work, has he posed the question of æsthetic beauty
itself. When we contemplate them, we are more than ever convinced that Cézanne
was the first painter, that is, the first man to express himself entirely in
the medium of his art, colour. Unfortunately these pictures are difficult of
access. Only occasionally are they exposed in a group. Bernheim-Jeune has a
magnificent collection of them, and it is to be hoped they will soon find their
way into public museums. Eventually, when a true comprehension of this great
man comes, they will supplant his other efforts. His desires for a pure art are
here expressed most intensely.


Cézanne,
however, is not always able to “realise,” as he put it. Even in these
water-colours he did not attain his desire. He started too late in life to
acquire complete mastery over his enormous means. “One must be a workman in
one’s art, must know one’s method of realisation,” he said. “One must be a
painter by the very qualities of painting, by making use of the rough materials
of art.” He failed to gain that great facility by which supreme realisation is
achieved, because the span of life accorded him was too short. He was old when
his best work was begun, and like Joseph Conrad, he had passed his youth before
the great ambition fired him. “Realising” to him meant the handling of his
stupendous means as easily as the academicians handled their puny ones. This he
could never do, and his age haunted him to the end. Many have taken him
literally when he said he desired to expose in Bouguereau’s Salon, but though he earnestly wished
it, he desired to be received there as Bouguereau was: as one who had mastered
his expression. “The exterior appearance is nothing,” he explained. “The
obstacle is that I don’t realise sufficiently.” In other words, he did not have
great enough fluency to permit only the highest qualities of his art to be
felt. In his gigantic efforts to “realise,” his pictures changed colour and
form many times before they were finished. His respect and admiration for
inferior men like Bouguereau and Couture was due to their enviable facility in
handling their means. He knew that the fundamental and unalterable laws of
organisation had been found and perfected by the old masters, and that, so long
as we were human, we must build on their discoveries. “Only to realise like the
Venetians!” he cried. And later: “We must again become classicists by way of
nature, that is to say, by sensation.... I am old, and it is possible I shall
die without having attained this great end.” A year before his death he said:
“Yes, I am too old; I have not realised, and I shall never realise now. I shall
remain the primitive of the way I have discovered.”


The
prediction proved true, but his destiny was none the less a glorious one.
Deprived of the phrenetic impulse which took him in all weathers over country
roads to the “motif” from six o’clock in the morning until dark, he would never
have achieved what he did. The fact of this great modern genius going to work
in a hired carriage, too weak to walk, should be a lesson to those painters who
are always awaiting the combination of propitious circumstances which will
provide them with a perfect studio, a perfect model and a perfect desire.
Cézanne, however, knew his high place in art history. Once when Balzac’s Le
Chef-d’Œuvre Inconnu was brought up in conversation and the name of its hero,
Frenhofer, was mentioned, he arose with tears in his eyes and indicated himself
with a single gesture. So sure was he of what he wanted to do that when he failed
he discarded his canvases. Many of them are only half covered. He could never
pad merely to fill out an arbitrary frame.


With
Cézanne’s death came his apotheosis. As he had predicted, thousands rushed in
and cleverly imitated his surfaces, his colour gamuts, his distortions of line.
His white wooden tables and ruddy apples and twisted fruit-dishes have lately
become the etiquette of sophistication. But all this is not authentic eulogy.
Derain, his most ardent imitator, is as ignorant of him as Nadelmann is of the
Greeks or Archipenko is of Michelangelo. And the majority of those who have
written books concerning him merely echo the unintelligent commotion that goes
on about his name. Cézanne’s significance lies in his gifts to the painters of
the future, to those in whom the creative instinct is a sacred and exalted
thing, to those serious and solitary men whose insatiability makes of them
explorers in new fields. To such artists Cézanne will always be the primitive
of the way that they themselves will take, for there can be no genuine art of
the future without his directing and guiding hand. His postulates are too
solidly founded on human organisms ever to be ignored. He may be modified and
developed: he can never be set aside until the primal emotions of life are
changed. Only today is he beginning to be understood, and even now his claim to
true greatness is questioned. But Cézanne, judged either as a theorist or as an
achiever, is the preeminent figure in modern art. Renoir alone approaches his
stature. Purely as a painter he is the greatest the world has produced. In the
visual arts he is surpassed only by El Greco, Michelangelo and Rubens.











SINCE CÉZANNE by
Clive Bell





With anyone who
concludes that this preliminary essay is merely to justify the rather
appetizing title of my book I shall be at no pains to quarrel. If privately I
think it does more, publicly I shall not avow it. Historically and critically,
I admit, the thing is as slight as a sketch contained in five-and-thirty pages
must be, and certainly it adds nothing to what I have said, in the essays to
which it stands preface, on æsthetic theory. The function it is meant to
perform — no very considerable one perhaps — is to justify not so much the
title as the shape of my book, giving, in the process, a rough sketch of the
period with certain aspects of which I am to deal. That the shape needs
justification is attributable to the fact that though all, or nearly all, the
component articles were written with a view to making one volume, I was conscious,
while I wrote them, of dealing with two subjects. Sometimes I was discussing
current ideas, and questions arising out of a theory of art; at others I was
trying to give some account of the leading painters of the contemporary
movement. Sometimes I was writing of Theory, sometimes of Practice. By means of
this preface I hope to show why, at the moment, these two, far from being
distinct, are inseparable.


To understand
thoroughly the contemporary movement — that movement in every turn and twist of
which the influence of Cézanne is traceable — the movement which may be said to
have come into existence contemporaneously almost with the century, and still
holds the field — it is necessary to know something of the æsthetic theories
which agitated it. One of the many unpremeditated effects of Cézanne’s life and
work was to set artists thinking, and even arguing. His practice challenged so
sharply all current notions of what painting should be that a new generation,
taking him for master, found itself often, much to its dismay, obliged to ask
and answer such questions as “What am I doing?” “Why am I doing it?” Now such
questions lead inevitably to an immense query— “What is Art?” The painters
began talking, and from words sprang deeds. Thus it comes about that in the
sixteen or seventeen years which have elapsed since the influence of Cézanne
became paramount theory has played a part which no critic or historian can
overlook. It is because to-day that part appears to be dwindling, because the
influence of theory is growing less, that the moment is perhaps not inopportune
for a little book such as this is meant to be. It comes, if I am right, just
when the movement is passing out of its first into the second phase.


During this
first phase theory has been much to the fore. But it has been theory, you must
remember, working on a generation of direct and intensely personal artists. In
so curious an alliance you will expect to find as much stress as harmony; also,
you must remember, its headquarters were at Paris where flourishes the
strongest and most vital tradition of painting extant. In this great tradition
some of the more personal artists, struggling against the intolerable exactions
of doctrine, have found powerful support; indeed, only with its aid have they succeeded
at last in securing their positions as masters who, though not disdaining to
pay homage for what they hold from the new theories, are as independent as
feudal princes. But the more I consider the period the more this strange and
restless alliance of doctrine with temperament appears to be of its essence;
wherefore, I shall not hesitate to make of it a light wherewith to take a hasty
look about me. Here are two labels ready to hand— “temperamental” and
“doctrinaire.” I am under no illusion as to the inadequacy and fallibility of
both; neither shall I imagine that, once applied, they are bound to stick. On
the contrary, you will see, in a later chapter, how, having dubbed Matisse
“temperamental” and Picasso “theorist,” I come, on examination, to find in the
art of Matisse so much science and in that of Picasso such extraordinary
sensibility that in the end I am much inclined to pull off the labels and
change them about. But though, for purposes of criticism coarse and sometimes
treacherous, this pair of opposites — which are really quite compatible — may
prove two useful hacks. As such I accept them; and by them borne along I now
propose to make a short tour of inspection, one object of which will be to
indicate broadly the lie of the land, another to call attention to a number of
interesting artists whose names happen not to have come my way in any other
part of this book.


I said, and I
suppose no one will deny it, that Paris was the centre of the movement: from
Paris, therefore, I set out. There the movement originated, there it thrives
and develops, and there it can best be seen and understood. Ever since the end
of the seventeenth century France has taken the lead in the visual arts, and
ever since the early part of the nineteenth Paris has been the artistic capital
of Europe. Thither painters of all foreign nations have looked; there many have
worked, and many more have made a point of showing their works. Anyone,
therefore, who makes a habit of visiting Paris, seeing the big exhibitions, and
frequenting dealers and studios, can get a pretty complete idea of what is
going on in Europe. There he will find Picasso — the animatorA of the movement — and some of the best of
his compatriots, Juan Gris and Marie Blanchard for instance, to say nothing of
such fashionable figures as MM. Zuloaga et Sert. There he will find
better Dutchmen than Van Dongen, and an active colony of Scandinavians the most
interesting of whom is probably Per Krohg. The career of Krohg, by the way, is
worth considering for a moment and watching for the future. Finely gifted in
many ways, he started work under three crippling disabilities — a literary
imagination, natural facility, and inherited science. The results were at first
precisely what might have been expected. Now, however, he is getting the upper
hand of his unlucky equipment; and his genuine talent and personal taste,
beginning to assert themselves, have made it impossible for criticism any
longer to treat him merely as an amiable member of a respectable group. What is
true of Spain and Scandinavia is even truer of Poland and what remains of
Russia. Goncharova and Larionoff — the former a typically temperamental artist,
the latter an extravagantly doctrinaire one — Soudeikine, Grigorieff, Zadkine
live permanently in Paris; while Kisling, whom I take to be the best of the
Poles, has become so completely identified with the country in which he lives,
and for which he fought, that he is often taken by English critics for a
Frenchman. Survage (with his eccentric but sure sense of colour), Soutine (with
his delicious paint), and Marcoussis (a cubist of great merit) each, in his own
way, working in Paris, adds to the artistic reputation of his native country.
In the rue La Boëtie you can see the work of painters and sculptors from every country
in Europe almost, and from a good many in Africa. The Italian Futurists have
often made exhibitions there. While the work of Severini — their most
creditable representative — is always to be found chez Léonce Rosenberg,
hard by in the rue de la Baume.


However, most
of the Futurists have retired to their own country, where we will leave them.
On the other hand, the most gifted Italian painter who has appeared this
century, Modigliani, was bred on the Boulevard Montparnasse. In the movement he
occupies an intermediate position, being neither of the pioneers nor yet of the
post-war generation. He was not much heard of before the war,B and he died less than a year after peace was
signed. In my mind, therefore, his name is associated with the war — then, at
any rate, was the hour of his glory; he dominated the cosmopolitan groups of
his quarter at a time when most of the French painters, masters and disciples,
were in the trenches. Modigliani owed something to Cézanne and a great deal to
Picasso: he was no doctrinaire: towards the end he became the slave of a
formula of his own devising — but that is another matter. Modigliani had an
intense but narrow sensibility, his music is all on one string: he had a
characteristically Italian gift for drawing beautifully with ease: and I think
he had not much else. I feel sure that those who would place him amongst the
masters of the movement — Matisse, Picasso, Derain, Bonnard, and Friesz —
mistake; for, with all his charm and originality, he was too thoughtless and superficial
to achieve greatly. He invented something which he went on repeating; and he
could always fascinate simply by his way of handling a brush or a pencil. His
pictures, delightful and surprising at first sight, are apt to grow stale and,
in the end, some of them, unbearably thin. A minor artist, surely.


Though Paris
is unquestionably the centre of the movement, no one who sees only what comes
thither and to London — and that is all I see — can have much idea of what is
going on in Germany and America. Germany has not yet recommenced sending her
art in quantities that make judgement possible, while it is pretty clear that
the American art which reaches Europe is by no means the best that America can
do. From both come magazines with photographs which excite our curiosity, but
on such evidence it would be mere impertinence to form an opinion. Of
contemporary art in Germany and America I shall say nothing. And what shall I
say of the home-grown article? Having taken Paris for my point of view, I am
excused from saying much. Not much of English art is seen from Paris. We have
but one living painter whose work is at all well known to the serious amateurs
of that city, and he is Sickert.C The name,
however, of Augustus John is often pronounced, ill — for they will call
him Augustin — and that of Steer is occasionally murmured. Through the salon
d’automne Roger Fry is becoming known; and there is a good deal of
curiosity about the work of Duncan Grant, and some about that of Mark Gertler
and Vanessa Bell. Now, of these, Sickert and Steer are essentially, and in no
bad sense, provincial masters. They are belated impressionists of considerable
merit working in a thoroughly fresh and personal way on the problems of a
bygone age. In the remoter parts of Europe as late as the beginning of the
seventeenth century were to be found genuine and interesting artists working in
the Gothic tradition: the existence of Sickert and Steer made us realize how
far from the centre is London still. On the Continent such conservatism would
almost certainly be the outcome of stupidity or prejudice; but both Sickert and
Steer have still something of their own to say about the world seen through an
impressionist temperament. The prodigious reputation enjoyed by Augustus John
is another sign of our isolation. His splendid talent when, as a young man, he
took it near enough the central warmth to make it expand (besides the influence
of Puvis, remember, it underwent that of Picasso) began to bear flowers of
delicious promise. Had he kept it there John might never have tasted the sweets
of insular renown: he would have had his place in the history of painting,
however. The French know enough of Vorticism to know that it is a provincial
and utterly insignificant contrivance which has borrowed what it could from
Cubism and Futurism and added nothing to either. They like to fancy that the
English tradition is that of Gainsborough and Constable, quite failing to
realize what havoc has been made of this admirable plastic tradition by that
puerile gospel of literary pretentiousness called Pre-Raphaelism. Towards these
mournful quags and quicksands, with their dead-sea flora of anecdote and
allegory, the best part of the little talent we produce seems irresistibly to
be drawn: by these at last it is sucked down. That, at any rate, is the way
that most of those English artists who ten or a dozen years ago gave such good
promise have gone. Let us hope better of the new generation — recent
exhibitions afford some excuse — a generation which, if reactionarily inclined,
can always take Steer for a model, or, if disposed to keep abreast of the times
and share in the heritage of Cézanne as well as that of Constable, can draw
courage from the fact that there is, after all, one English painter — Duncan
Grant — who takes honourable rank beside the best of his contemporaries.


It is fifteen
years since Cézanne died, and only now is it becoming possible to criticize
him. That shows how overwhelming his influence was. The fact that at last his
admirers and disciples, no longer under any spell or distorting sense of
loyalty, recognize that there are in painting plenty of things worth doing
which he never did is all to the good. It is now possible to criticize him
seriously; and when all his insufficiencies have been fairly shown he remains
one of the very greatest painters that ever lived. The serious criticism of
Cézanne is a landmark in the history of the movement, and still something of a
novelty; for, naturally, I reckon the vulgar vituperation with which his work
was greeted, and the faint praise with which it was subsequently damned, as no
criticism at all. The hacks and pedagogues and middle-class metaphysicians who
abused him, and only when it dawned on them that they were making themselves
silly, in the eyes of their own flock even, took to patronizing, are forgot.
They babble in the Burlington Fine Arts Club — where nobody marks them — and
have their reward in professorships and the direction of public galleries. The
criticism that matters, of which we are beginning to hear something, comes
mostly from painters, his ardent admirers, who realize that Cézanne attempted
things which he failed to achieve and deliberately shunned others worth
achieving. Also, they realize that there is always a danger of one good custom corrupting
the world.


Cézanne is
the full-stop between impressionism and the contemporary movement. Of course
there is really no such thing as a full-stop in art any more than there is in
nature. Movement grows out of movement, and every artist is attached to the
past by a thousand binders springing from a thousand places in the great stem
of tradition. But it is true that there is hardly one modern artist of
importance to whom Cézanne is not father or grandfather, and that no other
influence is comparable with his. To be sure there is Seurat, of whom we shall
hear more in the next ten years. Although he died as long ago as 1891 his
importance has not yet been fully realized, his discoveries have not been fully
exploited, not yet has his extraordinary genius received adequate recognition.
Seurat may be the Giorgione of the movement. Working in isolation and dying
young, he is known to us only by a few pictures which reveal unmistakeable and
mysterious genius; but I should not be surprised if from the next generation he
were to receive honours equal almost to those paid Cézanne.


The brave douanier
was hardly master enough to have great and enduring influence; nevertheless,
the sincerity of his vision and directness of his method reinforced and even
added to one part of the lesson taught by Cézanne: also, it was he who — by his
pictures, not by doctrine of course — sent the pick of the young generation to
look at the primitives. Such as it was, his influence was a genuinely plastic
one, which is more, I think, than can be said for that of Gauguin or of Van
Gogh. The former seemed wildly exciting for a moment, partly because he
flattened out his forms, designed in two dimensions, and painted without
chiaroscuro in pure colours, but even more because he had very much the air of
a rebel. “Il nous faut les barbares,” said André Gide; “il nous faut les
barbares,” said we all. Well, here was someone who had gone to live with them,
and sent home thrilling, and often very beautiful, pictures which could, if one
chose, be taken as challenges to European civilization. To a considerable
extent the influence of Gauguin was literary, and therefore in the long run
negligible. It is a mistake on that account to suppose — as many seem inclined
to do — that Gauguin was not a fine painter.


Van Gogh was
a fine painter, too; but his influence, like that of Gauguin, has proved
nugatory — a fact which detracts nothing from the merit of his work. He was
fitted by his admirers into current social and political tendencies, and
coupled with Charles-Louis Philippe as an apostle of sentimental anarchy.
Sentimental portraits of washerwomen and artisans were compared with Marie
Donadieu and Bubu de Montparnasse; and by indiscreet enthusiasm the artist was
degraded to the level of a preacher. Nor was this degradation inexcusable: Van
Gogh was a preacher, and too often his delicious and sensitive works of art are
smeared over, to their detriment, with tendencious propaganda. At his best,
however, he is a very great impressionist — a neo-impressionist, or
expressionist if you like — but I should say an impressionist much influenced
and much to the good, as was Gauguin, by acquaintance with Cézanne in his last
and most instructive phase. Indeed, it is clear that Gauguin and Van Gogh would
not have come near achieving what they did achieve — achieved, mind you, as
genuine painters — had they not been amongst the first to realize and make use
of that bewildering revelation which is the art of Cézanne.


Of that art I
am not here to speak; I am concerned only with its influence. Taking the thing
at its roughest and simplest, one may say that the influence of Cézanne during
the last seventeen years has manifested itself most obviously in two
characteristics — Directness and what is called Distortion. Cézanne was direct
because he set himself a task which admitted of no adscititious flourishes —
the creation of form which should be entirely self-supporting and intrinsically
significant, la possession de la forme as his descendants call it now.
To this great end all means were good: all that was not a means to this end was
superfluous. To achieve it he was prepared to play the oddest tricks with
natural forms — to distort. All great artists have distorted; Cézanne was
peculiar only in doing so more consciously and thoroughly than most. What is
important in his art is, of course, the beauty of his conceptions and his power
in pursuit: indifference to verisimilitude is but the outward and visible sign
of this inward and spiritual grace. For some, however, though not for most of
his followers his distortion had an importance of its own.


To the young
painters of 1904, or thereabouts, Cézanne came as the liberator: he it was who
had freed painting from a mass of conventions which, useful once, had grown old
and stiff and were now no more than so many impediments to expression. To most
of them his chief importance — as an influence, of course — was that he had
removed all unnecessary barriers between what they felt and its realization in
form. It was his directness that was thrilling. But to an important minority
the distortions and simplifications — the reduction of natural forms to
spheres, cylinders, cones, etc. — which Cézanne had used as means were held to
be in themselves of consequence because capable of fruitful development. From
them it was found possible to deduce a theory of art — a complete æsthetic
even. Put on a fresh track by Cézanne’s practice, a group of gifted and
thoughtful painters began to speculate on the nature of form and its appeal to
the æsthetic sense, and not to speculate only, but to materialize their
speculations. The greatest of them, Picasso, invented Cubism. If I call these
artists who forged themselves a theory of form and used it as a means of
expression Doctrinaires it is because to me that name bears no disparaging
implication and seems to indicate well enough what I take to be their one
common characteristic: if I call those who, without giving outward sign (they
may well have had their private speculations and systems) of an abstract theory,
appeared to use distortion when, where, and as their immediate sensibility
dictated, Fauves, that is because the word has passed into three languages, is
admirably colourless — for all its signifying a colour — and implies the
existence of a group without specifying a peculiarity. Into Doctrinaires —
Theorists if you like the word better — and Fauves the first generation of
Cézanne’s descendants could, I feel sure, be divided; whether such a division
would serve any useful purpose is another matter. What I am sure of is that to
have two such labels, to be applied when occasion requires and cancelled
without much compunction, will excellently serve mine, which may, or may not,
be useful.


I would not
insist too strongly on the division; certainly at first it was not felt to be
sharp. Plenty of Fauves did their whack of theorizing, while some of the
theorists are amongst the most sensitive and personal of the age. What I do
insist on — because it explains and excuses the character of my book — is that
in this age theory has played so prominent a part, hardly one artist of
importance quite escaping its influence, that no critic who proposes to give
some account of painting since Cézanne can be expected to overlook it: some, to
be sure, may be thought to have stared indecently. The division between Fauves
and Theorists, I was saying, in the beginning was not sharp; nevertheless,
because it was real, already in the first generation of Cézanne’s descendants
the seeds of two schools were sown. Already by 1910 two tendencies are visibly
distinct; but up to 1914, though there is divergence, there is, I think, no
antipathy between them — of antipathies between individuals I say nothing.
Solidarity was imposed on the young generation by the virulent and not over
scrupulous hostility of the old; it was l’union sacrée in face of the
enemy. And just as political allies are apt to become fully alive to the
divergence of their aims and ambitions only after they have secured their
position by victory, so it was not until the new movement had been recognized
by all educated people as representative and dominant that the Fauves felt
inclined to give vent to their inevitable dislike of Doctrinaires.


Taken as a
whole, the first fourteen years of the century, which my malicious friend Jean
Cocteau sometimes calls l’époque héroïque, possessed most of the virtues
and vices that such an epoch should possess. It was rich in fine artists; and
these artists were finely prolific. It was experimental, and passionate in its
experiments. It was admirably disinterested. Partly from the pressure of
opposition, partly because the family characteristics of the Cézannides are
conspicuous, it acquired a rather deceptive air of homogeneity. It was inclined
to accept recruits without scrutinizing over closely their credentials, though
it is to be remembered that it kept its critical faculty sufficiently sharp to
reject the Futurists while welcoming the Cubists. I cannot deny, however, that
in that moment of enthusiasm and loyalty we were rather disposed to find
extraordinary merits in commonplace painters. We knew well enough that a feeble
and incompetent disciple of Cézanne was just as worthless as a feeble and
incompetent disciple of anyone else — but, then, was our particular postulant
so feeble after all? Also, we were fond of arguing that the liberating
influence of Cézanne had made it possible for a mediocre artist to express a
little store of recondite virtue which under another dispensation must have
lain hid for ever. I doubt we exaggerated. We were much too kind, I fancy, to a
number of perfectly commonplace young people, and said a number of foolish
things about them. What was worse, we were unjust to the past. That was
inevitable. The intemperate ferocity of the opposition drove us into Protestantism,
and Protestantism is unjust always. It made us narrow, unwilling to give credit
to outsiders of merit, and grossly indulgent to insiders of little or none.
Certainly we appreciated the Orientals, the Primitives, and savage art as they
had never been appreciated before; but we underrated the art of the Renaissance
and of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. Also, because we set great
store by our theories and sought their implications everywhere, we claimed
kinship with a literary movement with which, in fact, we had nothing in common.
Charles-Louis Philippe and the Unanimistes should never have been compared with
the descendants of Cézanne. Happily, when it came to dragging in Tolstoyism,
and Dostoievskyism even, and making of the movement something moral and
political almost, the connection was seen to be ridiculous and was duly cut.


The
protagonists of the heroic epoch (1904 — 1914 shall we say?) were Matisse and
Picasso. In modern European painting Picasso remains the paramount influence;
of modern French, however, Derain is the chief; while Matisse, who may still be
the best painter alive, has hardly any influence at all. In these early days
Derain, considerably younger than Matisse and less precocious than Picasso, was
less conspicuous than either; yet he always held a peculiar and eminent
position, with an intellect apt for theoretical conundrums and sensibility to
match that of any Fauve and his personal genius brooding over both. About the
best known of Matisse’s companions — for they were in no sense his disciples —
were, I should say, Friesz, Vlaminck, Laprade, Chabaud, Marquet, Manguin, Puy,
Delaunay, Rouault, Girieud, Flandrin. I think I am justified in describing all
these, with the exception, perhaps, of Girieud and Flandrin, as Fauves; assuredly
I have heard them all so described. In very early days Maurice Denis was by
some reckoned a chief, the equal almost of Matisse; but through sloppy
sentiment he fell into mere futility, and by now has quite dropped out. Friesz,
on the other hand, has gone ahead, and is to-day one of the half-dozen leaders:
I shall have a good deal to say about him in a later part of this book.
Vlaminck a few years ago had the misfortune to learn a recipe for making
attractive and sparkling pictures; he is now, I understand, in retirement
trying to unlearn it. Rouault is a very interesting artist of whom we see
little; from what I have seen I should be inclined to fear that a taste for
romance and drama is too often suffered to smother his remarkable gift for
painting. Marquet, with gifts equal to almost anything, is content, it seems,
to remain a brilliant but superficial impressionist. Puy is a thoroughly sound
artist, and so in a smaller way is Manguin. What has become of Chabaud, who was
a bit too clever, and a little vulgar even? And what of Delaunay? And of
Flandrin — what has become of him? Something sufficiently interesting, at any
rate, to give pause even to a critic in a hurry. His name must not go by
unmarked. Flandrin was amongst the first to rebel against Impressionism —
against that impressionism, I mean, which remained implicit in
post-impressionism. Resolutely he set his face against the prevailing habit of
expressing an aspect of things, and tried hard to make a picture. So far he has
succeeded imperfectly: but he is still trying.


Of one artist
who is certainly no Doctrinaire, nor yet, I think, a Fauve, but who has been
influenced by Cézanne, I shall here do myself the honour of pronouncing the
name. Aristide Maillol is so obviously the best sculptor alive that to people
familiar with his work there is something comic about those discussions in
which are canvassed the claims of Mestrovic and Epstein, Archipenko and
Bourdelle. These have their merits; but Maillol is a great artist. He works in
the classical tradition, modified by Cézanne, thanks largely to whom, I
imagine, he has freed himself from the impressionism — the tiresome agitation
and emphasis — of Rodin. He has founded no school; but one pupil of his, Gimon
— a very young sculptor — deserves watching. From the doctrine a small but
interesting school of sculpture has come: Laurens, an artist of sensibility and
some power, and Lipsitz are its most admired representatives. At home we have
Epstein and Dobson; both have been through the stern school of abstract
construction, and Epstein has emerged the most brilliant pasticheur
alive. Brancuzi (a Bohemian) is, I should say, by temperament more Fauve than
Doctrinaire. Older than most of Cézanne’s descendants, he has nevertheless been
profoundly influenced by the master; but the delicacy of his touch, which gives
sometimes to his modelling almost the quality of Wei sculpture, he learnt from
no one — such things not being taught. Gaudier Brzcska, a young French sculptor
of considerable promise, was killed in the early months of the war. He had been
living in England, where his work, probably on account of its manifest
superiority to most of what was seen near it, gained an exaggerated reputation.
The promise was indisputable; but, after seeing the Leicester Gallery
exhibition, I came to the conclusion that there was not much else. Indeed, his
drawings often betrayed so superficial a facility, such a turn for calligraphic
dexterities, that one began to wonder whether even in expecting much one had
not been over sanguine. The extravagant reputation enjoyed by Gaudier in this
country will perhaps cross the mind of anyone who happens to read my essay on
Wilcoxism: native, or even resident, geese look uncommonly like swans on home
waters: to see them as they are you should see them abroad.


Bonnard and
Vuillard, unlike Aristide Maillol, though being sensitive and intelligent
artists who make the most of whatever serves their turn they have taken what
they wanted from the atmosphere in which they work, are hardly to be counted of
Cézanne’s descendants. Rather are they children of the great impressionists
who, unlike the majority of their surviving brothers and sisters, instead of
swallowing the impressionist doctrine whole, just as official painters do the
academic, have modified it charmingly to suit their peculiar temperaments. Not
having swallowed the poker, they have none of those stiff and static habits
which characterize the later generations of their family. They are free and
various; and Bonnard is one of the greatest painters alive. Mistakenly, he is
supposed to have influenced Duncan Grant; but Duncan Grant, at the time when he
was painting pictures which appear to have certain affinities with those of
Bonnard, was wholly unacquainted with the work of that master. On the other
hand, it does seem possible that Vuillard has influenced another English
painter, Miss Ethel Sands: only, in making attributions of influence one cannot
be too careful. About direct affiliations especially, as this case shows, one
should never be positive. It is as probable that Miss Sands has been influenced
by Sickert, who has much in common with Vuillard, as by Vuillard himself; and
most probable of all, perhaps, that the three have inherited from a common
ancestor something which each has developed and cultivated as seemed to him or
her best. La recherche de la paternité was ever an exciting but
hazardous pastime: if Bonnard and Vuillard, in their turn, are claimed, as they
sometimes are, for descendants of Renoir, with equal propriety Sickert may be
claimed for Degas. And it is worth noting, perhaps, as a curious fact, that in
the matter of influence this is about as much as at the moment can be claimed
for either of these masters. Both Renoir and Degas lived well on into the
period of which I am writing; but though both were admired, the former
immensely, neither up to the present has had much direct influence on
contemporary painting.


From 1908 — I
choose that year to avoid all risk of ante-dating — there existed side by side,
and apparently in alliance, with the Fauves a school of theoretical painters.
Of Cubism I have said my say elsewhere: if I have some doubts as to whether, as
a complete theory of painting, it has a future, I have none that what it has
already achieved is remarkable. Also, I recognize its importance as a school of
experiments, some of which are sure to bear fruit and leave a mark on history.
Of the merits of many of its professors I say nothing, because they are
manifest and admitted. Picasso stands apart: he is the inventor and most
eminent exponent, yet I refuse to call him Cubist because he is so many other
things. Braque, who at present confines himself to abstractions, and to taste
and sensibility adds creative power, is to my mind the best of the bunch: while
Léger, Gris, Gleizes, and Metzinger are four painters who, if they did not
limit themselves to a means of expression which to most people is still
perplexing, if not disagreeable, would be universally acclaimed for what they
are — four exceptionally inventive artists, each possessing his own peculiar
and precious sense of colour and design.


But besides
these pure doctrinaires there were a good many painters who, without reducing
their forms to geometrical abstractions, by modifying them in accordance with
Cubist theory gave a new and impressive coherence to their compositions. Of
them the best known, in England at all events, is Jean Marchand, whose
admirable work has been admired here ever since the Grafton Galleries
exhibition of 1912. Lately he has moved away from Cubism, but has not become
less doctrinaire for that. Indeed, if I have a fault to find with his grave and
masterly art it is that sometimes it is a little wanting in sensibility and
inspiration. Marchand is so determined to paint logically and well that he
seems a little to forget that in the greatest art there is more than logic and
good painting. It is odd to remember that Lhote, who since the war has been
saluted by a band of young painters (not French for the most part, I believe)
as chief of a new and profoundly doctrinaire school which is to reconcile
Cubism with the great tradition, stood at the time of which I am writing pretty
much where Marchand stood. His undeniable gifts, which have not failed him
since, were then devoted to combining the amusing qualities of the imagiers
(popular print-makers) with the new discoveries. The results were consistently
pleasing; and I will here confess that, however little I may like some of his
later preaching and however little he may like mine, what Lhote produces in
paint never fails to arrest me and very seldom to charm. Herbin, who was
another of those who about the year 1910 were modifying natural forms in
obedience to Cubist theory, has since gone all lengths in the direction of pure
abstraction: his art is none the better for it. Valloton, so far as I can
remember, was much where Herbin was. Now apparently he aims at the grand
tragic; an aim which rarely fails to lead its votaries by way of the grand
academic. Perhaps such aspirations can express themselves only in the
consecrated formulæ of traditional rhetoric; at all events, the last I saw of
Valloton was furiously classical.D And for
all that he remains, what he was in the beginning, an Illustrator.


To me these
artists all seem to be of the first generation of Cézanne’s descendants. About
the dates of one or two, however, I may well be mistaken; and so may I be when
I suppose half a dozen more of whose existence I became aware rather later —
only a year or two before the war, in fact — to be of a slightly later brood.
For instance, it must have been at the end of 1912, or the beginning of 1913,
that I first heard of Modigliani, Utrillo, Segonzac, Marie Laurencin,
Luc-Albert Moreau and Kisling, though doubtless all were known earlier to
wide-awake men on the spot. None of them can fairly be described as
doctrinaire: by that time an artist with a pronounced taste for abstractions
betook himself to Cubism almost as a matter of course. All owe much to Cézanne
— Utrillo least; Modigliani and Marie Laurencin owe a good deal to Picasso’s
blue period; while Luc-Albert Moreau owes something to Segonzac. Of the two
first Modigliani is dead and Utrillo so ill that he is unlikely ever to paint
again.E A strange artist, Utrillo, personal
enough, just as Modigliani was handsome enough, to satisfy the exigences of the
most romantic melodrama, with a touch of madness and an odd nostalgic passion —
expressing itself in an inimitable white — for the dank and dirty whitewash and
cheap cast-iron of the Parisian suburbs. Towards the end, when he was already
very ill, he began to concoct a formula for dealing with these melancholy
scenes which might have been his undoing. His career was of a few years only,
but those years were prolific; beginning in a rather old-fashioned, impressionistic
style, he soon found his way into the one he has made famous. To judge his art
as a whole is difficult: partly because his early productions are not only
unequal to, but positively unlike, what he achieved later; partly because many
of the Utrillos with which Paris is overstocked were painted by someone else.


Perhaps the
most interesting, though neither the most startling nor seductive, of this
batch is Segonzac. Like all the best things in nature, he matures slowly and
gets a little riper every day; so, as he is already a thoroughly good painter,
like the nigger of Saint-Cyr he has but to continue. Before nature, or rather
cultivation, with its chocolate ploughed fields and bright green trees, as
before the sumptuous splendours of a naked body, his reaction is manifestly,
flatteringly, lyrical. He might have been a bucolic rhapsodist had not his
sensibility been well under the control of as sound a head as you would expect
to find on the shoulders of a gentleman of Gascony. His emotions are kept
severely in their place by rigorous concentration on the art of painting.
Nevertheless, there are critics who complain that his compositions still tend
to lack organization and his forms definition. And perhaps they do sometimes:
only in these, as in other respects, his art improves steadily.F


“Sa peinture
a une petite côté vicieuse qui est adorable” — I have heard the phrase so often
that I can but repeat it. Marie Laurencin’s painting is adorable; we can never
like her enough for liking her own femininity so well, and for showing all her
charming talent instead of smothering it in an effort to paint like a man; but
she is not a great artist — she is not even the best woman painter alive. She
is barely as good as Dufy (a contemporary of Picasso unless I mistake, but for
many years known rather as a decorator and illustrator than a painter in oils)
who, while he confined himself to designing for the upholsterers and making
“images,” was very good indeed. His oil-paintings are another matter. Dufy has
a formula for making pictures; he has a cliché for a tree, a house, a
chimney, even for the smoke coming out of a chimney. In this way he can be sure
of producing a pretty article, and, what is more, an article the public likes.


Very
different is the art of Kisling. Rarely does he produce one of those pictures
so appetizing that one fancies they must be good to eat. What you will find in
his work, besides much good painting, is a serious preoccupation with the
problem of externalizing in form an æsthetic experience. And as, after all,
that is the proper end of art his work is treated with respect by all the best
painters and most understanding critics, though it has not yet scored a popular
success. “Kisling ne triche pas,” says André Salmon.


The war did
not kill the movement: none but a fool could have supposed that it would.
Nevertheless, it had one ghastly effect on contemporary painting. When I
returned to Paris in the autumn of 1919 I found the painters whom I had known
before the war developing, more or less normally, and producing work which fell
nowise short of what one had come to expect. I saw all that there was to be
seen; I admired; and then I asked one who had already, before the war,
established a style and a reputation — I asked Friesz, I think— “Et les
jeunes?” “Nous sommes les jeunes” was the reply. Those young French painters
who should have been emerging from the ruck of students between 1914 and 1919
had either been killed, or deflected from their career, or gravely retarded.
Only now is la jeunesse beginning to give signs of vitality; only now is
a new crop coming to the surface; so now I will take the foolhardy risk of
pronouncing the names of a few who seem to me to have given proof of undeniable
talent — Gabriel-Fournier, Favory, Lotiron, Soutine, Corneau, Durey, Monzain,
Richard, Guindet, Togores, Gromaire, Alix, Halicka. I must not be taken to
assert that all of these are under thirty, or that none was known to discerning
amateurs before the war, or in its first years at any rate. Certainly, the work
of Gabriel-Fournier, Favory, Soutine, and I think of Corneau, was known to me
even, through photographs, before the Armistice was signed. As certainly I
think it is true that all are of a later crop than Segonzac, Marie Laurencin,
Luc-Albert Moreau, etc., while Monzain, Richard, Togores, Gromaire, Alix,
Guindet, and Halicka are very young indeed. So here are a dozen painters — most
of them little known at present outside a smallish circle of artists, critics,
and inquisitive amateurs — who appear to give promise of excellence: amongst
them I should be inclined to look for the masters of a coming age.G


To this list
I would add, in no spirit of paradox, two names which, at first sight, must
appear singularly out of place — Camoin and Guérin. Both were at work before
the contemporary movement — the Cézanne movement — was born or, at any rate,
launched; both for a long time seemed to be, if anything, opposed to it; both
for some years lay dormant in a chrysalis-like state to emerge recently a pair
of very interesting painters. The Camoin and the Guérin with whom I am
concerned appeared since the war; they may, of course, relapse into their
former condition: time will show. Apparently it was only three or four years
ago that Camoin realized that Matisse — his contemporary — was the master from
whom he could draw that nourishment which one good artist may very legitimately
draw from another. So nourished, he seems to have made a fresh start; at any
rate his work has now a freshness and vivacity which in his younger days he
could never impart. The case of Guérin is odder still. A passionate admirer of
Watteau, he would seem to have locked himself up in a rather sterile devotion
to the eighteenth century master. One must suppose that there was something
dead in his appreciation, something recognized but unfelt, and therefore not
really understood. This deadness came through into his work. Lacking genuine
inspiration, struggling in consequence to impart life by tricks and
conventions, he occasionally allowed himself to tumble into downright
vulgarity. Suddenly, and without renouncing any ancient loyalty, he has come to
life. It is Watteau that inspires him still; but the essential Watteau —
Watteau the painter — not that superficies which is more or less familiar to
every hack, be he limner or penman, who dabbles in the eighteenth century. How
amusing to fancy that the just admiration now felt for the genius of Watteau by
those descendants of Cézanne who formerly misesteemed it has somehow put Guérin
himself in the way of becoming intimate with an art he had formerly worshipped
at a distance!


Though the
war did not kill or even cripple the movement, since the war there has been a
change, or, at any rate, a change has become apparent. To begin with, Picasso
has, in a sense, retired from public life — from the life of the cafés
and studios I mean — and in isolation works out those problems that are for
ever presenting themselves to his restless brain. The splendid fruit of his
solitude we saw last summer chez Paul Rosenberg. From time to time
Picasso still paints a Cubist picture — to keep his mind in — but he is hardly
to be reckoned a Cubist, and certainly not a pure one. Of that school, which
still flourishes (exhibiting at la Section d’Or or rue de la Baume the
work of Braque, Gleizes, Léger, Metzinger, Gris, Laurens, Lipsitz, Marcoussis,
Henry Hayden, and the brilliant Irène Lagut), Picasso is the inspiration,
perhaps, but not the chief. His influence in the western world and on foreign
painters in Paris is as great as ever; but the French, slightly vexed, maybe,
at having accepted so long the leadership of a Spaniard, show signs of turning
back towards their national tradition. So, though Picasso remains the animator
of the doctrinaire school or schools, Lhote may become the master. It is the
fashion, I know, not to take his influence seriously. No matter how clever a
man he may be, Lhote — they say — is not a big enough painter to be a chief. It
may be so — I suspect it is — yet we should not forget that, besides being
intelligent and capable of drawing more or less plausible inferences from
premises of his own choosing, Lhote can point to a practice by no means
despicable. For the rest, he is the apostle of logic and discipline, and so
finds plenty to approve in the Cubist doctrine and the French tradition from
Poussin to David. I do not know whether Bissière is to be ranked amongst his
disciples — I should think not — but Bissière, a most attractive artist, is
perhaps significant of the new tendency in that he has chosen to express a
whimsical temperament in terms of prim science. About the science of
picture-making, as the director of the National Gallery calls it, he has little
to learn. He knows the masters, the Primitives especially, and has a way, at
once logical and fantastic, of playing on their motifs which gives
sometimes the happiest results. Bissière is too fanciful and odd ever to be a chef
d’école or representative even; but the very fact that, being what he is,
he has chosen such means of expression is symptomatic.


So the
doctrinaire side of the movement persists, animated by Picasso, and schooled to
some extent by Lhote. The main current, however, has found another channel;
and, unless I mistake, we are already in the second phase of the movement — a
phase in which the revelations of Cézanne and Seurat and the elaborations of
their immediate descendants will be modified and revitalized by the pressure
and spirit of the great tradition. The leader has already been chosen. Derain
is the chief of the new French school — a school destined manifestly to be less
cosmopolitan than its predecessor. The tendency towards nationalism everywhere
is unmistakeable — a consequence of the war, I suppose. It is useless to
deplore the fact or exult in it: one can but accept it as one accepts the
weather. Even England has not escaped; and it is to be noted that our best
painter, Duncan Grant, a descendant of Cézanne who has run the whole gamut of
abstract experiment, is settling down, without of course for a moment denying his
master, to exploit the French heritage, with feet planted firmly in the English
tradition — the tradition of Gainsborough and Constable. In France, where
tradition is so much richer, its weight will confine more closely and drive
more intensely the new spirit. One new tendency — that which insists more
passionately than ever on order and organization — merely continues the impetus
given by Cézanne and received by all his followers; but another, more vague,
towards something which I had rather call humanism than humanity, does imply, I
think, a definite breach with Cubism and the tenets of the austerer
doctrinaires. It is not drama or anecdote or sentiment or symbolism that this
would bring back to the plastic arts, but rather that mysterious yet recognizable
quality in which the art of Raffael excels — a calm, disinterested, and
professional concern with the significance of life as revealed directly in
form, a faint desire, perhaps, to touch by a picture, a building, or a simple
object of use some curious over-tone of our aesthetic sense. Deep in their
quest of that borderland beauty which is common to life and art French painters
are once again deeply concerned with life: to borrow an idea from my next
essay, they have chosen a new artistic problem. To them, however, “life” does
not mean what it means to the sentimentalists or melodramatists, nor even
precisely what it meant to the Impressionists. Contemporary French painting has
no taste for contemporary actualities. By “life” it understands, not what is going
on in the street, but — what to be sure does go on there because it goes on
everywhere — the thing that poets used to call “the animating spark.” About
life, in that sense, the painters of the new generation will, I fancy, have
something to say. They will come at it, not by drama or anecdote or symbol,
but, as all genuine artists have always come at whatever possessed their
imaginations, by plastic expression, or — if you like old-fashioned phrases —
by creating significant form. They will seek the vital principle in all sorts
of objects and translate it into forms of every kind. That humane beauty after
which Derain strives is to be found, I said, in Raffael: it is to be found also
in the Parthenon.


I think this
preliminary essay should close, as it began, on a note of humility and with an
explanation. Twenty years ago, when I was an undergraduate, I remember reading
just after it was published M. Camille Mauclair’s little book on the
Impressionists. Long ago I ceased much to admire M. Mauclair’s writing: his
theorizing and pseudo-science now strike me as silly, and his judgements seem
lacking in perspicacity. But whatever I may think of it now I shall not forget
what I owe that book. Even at Cambridge the spirit of the age, which is said to
pervade the air like a pestilence, had infected me; and I set out on my first
visit to Paris full of curiosity about what was then the contemporary movement
— at its last gasp. My guide was M. Mauclair; his book it was that put me in
the right way. For by bringing me acquainted with current theories and
reputations, and by throwing me into a fever of expectation, he brought my
æsthetic sensibilities to that state in which they reacted swiftly and
generously to the pictures themselves. This, as I shall explain in another
essay, is, to my mind, the proper function of criticism. I shall never forget
my first visits to the Caillebotte collection; and in the unforgettable thrill
of those first visits M. Mauclair’s bad science and erratic judgement counted
for something — much perhaps. They put me into a mood of sympathetic
expectation; and such a mood is, even for highly sensitive people, often an
indispensable preliminary to æsthetic appreciation. There are those who have
got to be made to feel something before they can begin to feel for themselves —
believe me, they are not the least sensitive or genuine of amateurs: they are
only the most honest. I should like very much to do for even one of them what
M. Mauclair did for me. It would be delightful to believe that by putting him
in the way of the best modern painting and the theories concerning or connected
with it — theories which, it seems, for some make it more intelligible — I was
giving his sensibility a serviceable jog. Everyone, I know, must see with his
own eyes and feel through his own nerves; none can lend another eyes or
emotions: nevertheless, one can point and gesticulate and in so doing excite.
If I have done that I am content. Twenty years hence, it is to be presumed,
those who now read my writings will be saying of them what I was saying of M.
Mauclair’s. The prospect does not distress me. I am not author enough to be
pained by the certainty that in ten years’ time this book will be obsolete.
Like M. Mauclair’s, it will have served its turn; and I make no doubt there
will be someone at hand to write another, the same in purpose, and in execution
let us hope rather neater.


We all agree
now — by “we” I mean intelligent people under sixty — that a work of art is
like a rose. A rose is not beautiful because it is like something else. Neither
is a work of art. Roses and works of art are beautiful in themselves.
Unluckily, the matter does not end there: a rose is the visible result of an
infinitude of complicated goings on in the bosom of the earth and in the air
above, and similarly a work of art is the product of strange activities in the
human mind. In so far as we are mere spectators and connoisseurs we need not
bother about these; all we are concerned with is the finished product, the work
of art. To produce the best eggs it may be that hens should be fed on hot meal
mash. That is a question for the farmer. For us what matters is the quality of
the eggs, since it is them and not hot meal mash that we propose to eat for
breakfast. Few, however, can take quite so lordly an attitude towards art. We
contemplate the object, we experience the appropriate emotion, and then we
begin asking “Why?” and “How?” Personally, I am so conscious of these insistent
questions that, at the risk of some misunderstanding, I habitually describe
works of art as “significant” rather than “beautiful” forms. For works of art,
unlike roses, are the creations and expressions of conscious minds. I beg that
no theological red herring may here be drawn across the scent.


A work of art
is an object beautiful, or significant, in itself, nowise dependent for its
value on the outside world, capable by itself of provoking in us that emotion
which we call æsthetic. Agreed. But men do not create such things unconsciously
and without effort, as they breathe in their sleep. On the contrary, for their
production are required special energies and a peculiar state of mind. A work
of art, like a rose, is the result of a string of causes: and some of us are so
vain as to take more interest in the operations of the human mind than in
fertilizers and watering-pots.


In the
pre-natal history of a work of art I seem to detect at any rate three factors —
a state of peculiar and intense sensibility, the creative impulse, and the
artistic problem. An artist, I imagine, is one who often and easily is thrown
into that state of acute and sympathetic agitation which most of us, once or
twice in our lives, have had the happiness of experiencing. And have you
noticed that many men and most boys, when genuinely in love, find themselves,
the moment the object of their emotion is withdrawn, driven by their feelings
into scribbling verses? An artist, I imagine, is always falling in love with
everything. Always he is being thrown into a “state of mind.” The sight of a
tree or an omnibus, the screaming of whistles or the whistling of birds, the
smell of roast pig, a gesture, a look, any trivial event may provoke a crisis,
filling him with an intolerable desire to express himself. The artist cannot
embrace the object of his emotion. He does not even wish to. Once, perhaps,
that was his desire; if so, like the pointer and the setter, he has converted
the barbarous pouncing instinct into the civilized pleasure of tremulous
contemplation. Be that as it may, the contemplative moment is short. Simultaneously
almost with the emotion arises the longing to express, to create a form that
shall match the feeling, that shall commemorate the moment of ecstasy.


This moment
of passionate apprehension is, unless I mistake, the source of the creative
impulse; indeed, the latter seems to follow so promptly on the former that one
is often tempted to regard them as a single movement. The next step is longer.
The creative impulse is one thing; creation another. If the artist’s form is to
be the equivalent of an experience, if it is to be significant in fact, every
scrap of it has got to be fused and fashioned in the white heat of his emotion.
And how is his emotion to be kept at white heat through the long, cold days of
formal construction? Emotions seem to grow cold and set like glue. The intense
power and energy called forth by the first thrilling vision grow slack for want
of incentive. What engine is to generate the heat and make taut the energies by
which alone significant form can be created? That is where the artistic problem
comes in.


The artistic
problem is the problem of making a match between an emotional experience and a
form that has been conceived but not created. Evidently the conception of some
sort of form accompanies, or closely follows, the creative impulse. The artist
says, or rather feels, to himself: I should like to express that in words, or
in lines and colours, or in notes. But to make anything out of his impulse he
will need something more than this vague desire to express or to create. He will
need a definite, fully conceived form into which his experience can be made to
fit. And this fitting, this matching of his experience with his form, will be
his problem. It will serve the double purpose of concentrating his energies and
stimulating his intellect. It will be at once a canal and a goad. And his
energy and intellect between them will have to keep warm his emotion.
Shakespeare kept tense the muscle of his mind and boiling and racing his blood
by struggling to confine his turbulent spirit within the trim mould of the
sonnet. Pindar, the most passionate of poets, drove and pressed his feelings
through the convolutions of the ode. Bach wrote fugues. The master of St.
Vitale found an equivalent for his disquieting ecstasies in severely stylistic
portraits wrought in an intractable medium. Giotto expressed himself through a
series of pictured legends. El Greco seems to have achieved his stupendous
designs by labouring to make significant the fustian of theatrical piety.


There is
apparently nothing that an artist cannot vivify. He can create a work of art
out of some riddle in engineering or harmonics, an anecdote, or the frank
representation of a natural object. Only, to be satisfactory, the problem must
be for him who employs it a goad and a limitation. A goad that calls forth all
his energies; a limitation that focuses them on some object far more precise
and comprehensible than the expression of a vague sensibility, or, to say the
same thing in another way, the creation of indefinite beauty. However much an
artist may have felt, he cannot just sit down and express it; he cannot create
form in the vague. He must sit down to write a play or a poem, to paint a
portrait or a still life.


Almost
everyone has had his moment of ecstasy, and the creative impulse is not
uncommon; but those only who have a pretty strong sense of art understand the
necessity for the artistic problem. What is known of it by the public is not
much liked; it has a bad name and is reckoned unsympathetic. For the artistic
problem, which limits the artist’s freedom, fixes his attention on a point, and
drives his emotion through narrow tubes, is what imports the conventional
element into art. It seems to come between the spontaneous thrill of the artist
and the receptive enthusiasm of his public with an air of artificiality. Thus,
a generation brought up on Wordsworth could hardly believe in the genuineness
of Racine. Our fathers and grandfathers felt, and felt rightly, that art was
something that came from and spoke to the depths of the human soul. But how,
said they, should deep call to deep in Alexandrines and a pseudo-classical
convention, to say nothing of full-bottomed wigs? They forgot to reckon with
the artistic problem, and made the mistake that people make who fancy that
nothing looking so unlike a Raphael or a Titian as a Matisse or a Picasso can
be a work of art. They thought that because the stuff of art comes from the
depths of human nature it can be expressed only in terms of naturalism. They
did not realize that the creating of an equivalent for an æsthetic experience
out of natural speech or the common forms of nature is only one amongst an
infinite number of possible problems. There are still ladies who feel sure that
had they been in Laura’s shoes Petrarch might have experienced something more
vivid than what comes through his mellifluous but elaborate rime. To
them he would have expressed himself otherwise. Possibly: but whatever he
experienced could not have become art — significant form — till it had been
withdrawn from the world of experience and converted into poetry by some such
exacting problem.


One problem
in itself is as good as another, just as one kind of nib is as good as another,
since problems are valuable only as means. That problem is best for any
particular artist that serves that particular artist best. The ideal problem
will be the one that raises his power most while limiting his fancy least. The
incessant recourse of European writers to dramatic form suggests that here is a
problem which to them is peculiarly favourable. Its conventions, I suppose, are
sufficiently strict to compel the artist to exert himself to the utmost, yet
not so strict as to present those appalling technical difficulties — the sort
presented by a sestina or a chant royal — that make self-expression impossible
to any but a consummate master. The novel, on the other hand, as we are just
beginning to suspect, affords for most writers an unsatisfactory, because
insufficiently rigorous, problem. Each age has its favourites. Indeed, the history
of art is very much the history of the problem. The stuff of art is always the
same, and always it must be converted into form before it can become art; it is
in their choice of converting-machines that the ages differ conspicuously.


Two tasks
that painters and writers sometimes set themselves are often mistaken for
artistic problems, but are, in fact, nothing of the sort. One is literal
representation: the other the supply of genius direct from the cask. To match a
realistic form with an æsthetic experience is a problem that has served well
many great artists: Chardin and Tolstoi will do as examples. To make a
realistic form and match it with nothing is no problem at all. Though to say
just what the camera would say is beyond the skill and science of most of us,
it is a task that will never raise an artist’s temperature above boiling-point.
A painter may go into the woods, get his thrill, go home and fetch his
panel-box, and proceed to set down in cold blood what he finds before him. No
good can come of it, as the gloomy walls of any official exhibition will show.
Realistic novels fail for the same reason: with all their gifts, neither Zola,
nor Edmond de Goncourt, nor Mr. Arnold Bennett ever produced a work of art.
Also, a thorough anarchist will never be an artist, though many artists have
believed that they were thorough anarchists. One man cannot pour an æsthetic
experience straight into another, leaving out the problem. He cannot exude
form: he must set himself to create a particular form. Automatic writing will
never be poetry, nor automatic scrabbling design. The artist must submit his
creative impulse to the conditions of a problem. Often great artists set their
own problems; always they are bound by them. That would be a shallow critic who
supposed that Mallarmé wrote down what words he chose in what order he pleased,
unbound by any sense of a definite form to be created and a most definite
conception to be realized. Mallarmé was as severely bound by his problem as was
Racine by his. It was as definite — for all that it was unformulated — as
absolute, and as necessary. The same may be said of Picasso in his most
abstract works: but not of all his followers, nor of all Mallarmé’s either.


Was he really
a great painter? A new generation is beginning to ask the question that we
answered, once and for all as we thought, ten years ago. Yes, of course, the douanier
was — a remarkable painter. The man who influenced Derain, and to some extent
Picasso, is not likely to have been less. But a great painter? For the present,
at any rate, let us avoid great words.


In 1903, when
first I lived in Paris, Rousseau appeared to be very much “in the movement.”
That was because by nature he was what thoughtful and highly trained artists
were making themselves by an effort: he was direct. To us it seemed, in those
days, that a mass of scientific irrelevancies and intellectual complications
had come between the artist and his vision, and, again, between the vision and
its expression. In a desperately practical and well-organized age, which
recognized objects by their labels and never dreamed of going beneath these to
discover the things themselves, artists, we thought, were in danger of losing
the very stuff of which visual art is made — the direct, emotional reaction to
the visible universe. People had grown so familiar with the idea of a cup, with
that purely intellectual label “cup,” that they never looked at a particular
cup and felt its emotional significance. Also, professional painters had
provided themselves with a marvellous scientific apparatus for describing “the
idea of a cup” in line and colour: they had at their fingers’ ends a plastic
notation that corresponded with the labels by which things are intellectually
recognized. They neither felt things nor expressed their feelings. For even
when an artist was capable of a direct, personal reaction it was almost
impossible for him not to lose it in the cogs and chains of that elaborate
machinery of scientific representation to which he had been apprenticed. A
determination to free artists from utilitarian vision and the disastrous
science of representation was the theoretic basis of that movement which is
associated with the name of Cézanne.


From the
latter, at any rate, the douanier needed no freeing. Such science as he
acquired in the course of his life was a means to expressing himself and not to
picture-making. As for his vision, that was as direct and first-hand as the
vision of a Primitive or a child; and to a Primitive his admirers were in the
habit of likening him, to a child his detractors. His admirers were right: his
art is not childish. Primitives, because they are artists, have to grapple with
the artistic problem. They have, that is, to create form that will express an
emotional conception; they have to express their sense of something they have
seen and felt. A child may well have an artistic vision; for all that, a child
is never, or hardly ever, an artist. It wrestles with no problem because it
does not try to express anything. It is a mere symbolist who uses a notation
not to express what it feels but to convey information. A child’s drawing of a
horse is not an expression of its sense of a horse, but a symbol by which other
people can recognize that what occupies a certain position in its figured story
is a horse. The child is not an artist, but an illustrator who uses symbolism.
When, using Mr. Bertrand Russell’s new symbolism, I say that L^c3nI — C^ct =
the Almighty, clearly I am not expressing my feeling for infinite and
omnipotent goodness. Neither does the child who teases you to look at its
charming coloured diagram of the farmyard expect you to share an emotional
experience. Doubtless the vanity of the craftsman demands satisfaction; but
chiefly the child wishes to assure itself that some impartial judge can
interpret its notation. One definitely artistic gift, however, many children do
possess, and that is a sense of the decorative possibilities of their medium.
This gift they have in common with the Primitives; and this the douanier
possessed in an extraordinary degree.


Of Rousseau’s
sense of the decorative possibilities of paint it is, I suppose, unnecessary to
say anything. Gauguin called his black “inimitable.” But, indeed, we all agree
now that, if the term “decorative” is to be used in this limited and rather
injurious sense, Rousseau, as a decorator, takes rank with the very greatest.
More important is it to realize that Rousseau had his problem; and that he
approached it in the spirit of a Primitive. His reactions were as simple and
genuine as those of any child; he experienced them with that passion which
alone provokes to creation; his problem was to express them sincerely and
simply in the medium of which he could make such exquisite use. His vision was
as unsophisticated as that of Orcagna, and in translating it he was as
conscientious; but he was a smaller artist because he was less of an artist.


It has been
said that Rousseau came short of greatness for want of science. That I do not
believe. Can it be supposed that any man who has applied himself intelligently
to any art for forty years will not have acquired science enough to state
clearly what is clear, intense, and clamoring for expression in his mind? I see
no reason for supposing that Rousseau ever failed from lack of science to express
himself completely. The fault was in what he had to express. Rousseau was
inferior to the great Primitives because he lacked their taste, or, to put the
matter more forcibly, because he was less of an artist. An artist’s conception
should be like a perfectly cooked pudding — cooked all through and in every
part. His problem is to create an expressive form that shall fit exactly an
artistic conception. His subject may be what he pleases. But unless that
subject has been carried to the high regions of art, and there, in a dry
æsthetic atmosphere, sealed up in a purely æsthetic conception it can never be
externalized in pure form. That is what the great Primitives did, and what the douanier
could not do always. In his pudding there are doughy patches. He is sentimental;
and he is not sentimental as Raphael and El Greco are.


With a race
of genteel, but strangely obtuse, critics it was formerly the fashion to
depreciate Raphael and El Greco on the ground that they were sentimental.
Sentimental they are, in a sense. Their subjects are sentimental; and the
religiosity of some of Greco’s is downright disgusting. But of these subjects
every scrap has been passed through the blazing furnace of conception and fused
into artistic form. It is as though a potter, working with dirty hands, had
left a stain burnt by the fire into his gloriously fashioned clay. The blemish
is superficial; the form is untouched. With Rousseau it is otherwise: lumps of
unfused matter break through his conception and into his design; his pudding is
not thoroughly baked. Take that well-known picture of his, Le Présent et le
Passé, which used to be in the Jastrebzoff collection, and of which
photographs are familiar to everyone: the two silly, detached heads in the sky,
stuck in for sentiment’s sake, are, as the saying goes, “out of the picture”
and yet play the devil with it. They injure the design. What is more, in
themselves they are as feeble and commonplace as the drawing of a pavement
artist, which, in fact, they resemble. They are unfelt, that is the explanation
— unfelt æsthetically. They have not been through the oven. They are
artistically insincere. Sentimentality makes strange bedfellows. Rousseau has
slipped into the very hole wherein Mr. Frank Dixie and Sir Luke Fildes disport
themselves; only, by betraying his vice in a picture that is, for the most
part, so exquisitely sure in its simple, delicate expression of a frank and
charming vision he gives us an impressive example of the danger, even to a good
artist, of bad taste.


And there is
another fault in Rousseau that springs from this lack of complete artistic
integrity. He is something plebeian: he suffers a slightly self-complacent
good-fellowship to creep into his pictures. Occasionally there grins through
his design, and ever so little disfigures it, a touch of fatuity. He cannot
help being glad that he is so simple and so good, nor quite resist telling us
about it. Look at that portrait of himself — and I impose a most agreeable
task, for it is charming — that portrait dated 1890, and belonging also to M.
Jastrebzoff; do you not feel that the author is a little too well pleased with
himself? Do you not fancy that he will soon be regaling his sitter with a good,
round platitude from the exterior boulevards or a morsel from some regimental
ditty in which he once excelled, that, in another moment, he will be tapping
him on the back, and that he has gone a little out of his way to tell you these
things? The Primitives tell us nothing of that sort; they stick to their
business of creating significant form. Whatever of their personalities may
reach us has passed through the transmuting fires of art: they never prattle.
The Primitives are always distinguished; whereas occasionally the douanier
is as much the reverse as the more successful painters to the British
aristocracy are always.


Yet I daresay
it was this jovial and unaffected good-fellowship, quite as much as his
unquestionable genius, that won the brave douanier his place in the
hearts of those brilliant people who frequented what he used to call his
“soirées toutes familiales et artistiques.” The artists and intellectuals of my
generation — the generation that received and went down before the terrific
impact of Dostoievskyism — pursued the simple and unsophisticated at least as
earnestly as any follower of an earlier Rousseau. Whatever the real differences
between a noble savage and an unspoilt artisan may be, the difference between
the ideas of them with which a jaded society diverts itself is negligible. “Il
nous faut les barbares,” said Gide. Well, we have got them.H And, maybe, the next generation but one will
make as much fuss about a new Matthew Arnold as we made about Marguerite
Audoux.


Meanwhile the
douanier came at the right moment. His “soirées toutes familiales et
artistiques” were crowded with admirers — Picasso, Delaunay, Duhamel, Guillaume
Apollinaire, Jules Romain, Max Jacob, René Arcos, Braque, André Salmon,
Soffici, Blanche Albane, Marie Laurencin, elegant and eminent people from North
and South America, Russia, Germany, and Scandinavia, to say nothing of his
pupils (he professed both painting and music) and “les demoiselles de son
quartier.” The entertainment consisted, if I may trust an ear-witness, of a
little bad music worse played, a little declamation, a glass of wine, and
democracy untainted with the least suspicion of snobbery. There was a delicious
absence of culture, on the one hand, and of romantic squalor on the other. The
whole thing was solidly and sympathetically lower middle-class. The “soirée
tant familiale qu’artistique” closed with a performance of the Marseillaise;
and the intelligentsia retired to bed feeling that life was full of beauty and
significance.
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Saint-Pierre Cemetery, Aix-en-Provence — Cézanne’s
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