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40 THE SALON OF 1846 politics is to commit suicide; and for a majority to commit suicide is impossible. And what you have done for France, you have done for other countries too. The Spanish Museums is there to in crease the volume of general ideas that you ought to possess about art; for you know perfectly well that just as a national museum is a kind of communion by whose gentle influence men's hearts are softened and their wills unbent, so a foreign museum is an international communion where two peoples, observing and studying one another more at their ease, can penetrate one another's mind and fraternize without discussion. You are the natural friends of the arts, because you are some of you rich men and the others scholars. When you have given to society your knowledge, your industry, your labour and your money, you claim back your payment in enjoyments of the body, the reason and the imagination. If you recover the amount of enjoyments which is needed to establish the equilibrium of all parts of your being, then you are happy, satisfied and well-disposed, as society will be satisfied, happy and well-disposed when it has found its own general and absolute equilibrium. And so it is to you, the bourgeois, that this book is naturally dedicated; for any book which is not addressed to the majority-in number and intelligence-is a stupid book. 1st May 1846
I
WHAT IS THE GOOD OF CRITICISM?
WHAT is the good?-A vast and terrible question-mark which seizes the critic by the throat from his very first step in the first chapter that he sits down to write. At once the artist reproaches the critic with being unable to teach anything to the bourgeois, who wants neither to paint nor to write verses-nor even to art itself, since it is from the womb of art that criticism was born.
8 See pp. 2-3. WHAT IS THE GOOD OF CRITICISM? 41 And yet how many artists today owe to the critics alone their sad little famel It is there perhaps that the real re proach lies. You will have- seen a Gavarni which shows a painter bending over his canvas; behind him stands a grave, lean, stiff gentleman, in a white cravat, holding his latest article in his hand. 'If art is noble, criticism is holy.'-'Who says that?'-'The criticsl'I If the artist plays the leading role so easily, it is doubtless because his critic is of a type which we know so weIL Regarding techniC'-a1 means and processes taken from the works themselves,· the public and the artist will find nothing to learn here. Things like that are learnt in the studio, and the public is only concerned about the result. I sincerely believe that the best criticism is that which is both amusing and poetic: not a cold, mathematical criticism which, on the pretext of explaining everything, has neither love nor hate, and voluntarily strips itself of every shred of temperament. But, seeing that a fine picture is nature reHected by an artist, the criticism which I approve will be that picture reHected by an intelligent and sensitive mind. Thus the best account of a picture may well be a sonnet or an elegy. But this kind of criticism is destined for anthologies and readers of poetry. As for criticism properly so-called, I hope that the philosophers will understand what I am going to say. To be just, that is to say, to justify its existence, criti cism should be partial, passionate and political, that is to say, written from an exclusive point of view, but a point of view that opens up the widest horizons. To extol line to the detriment of colour, or colour at the expense of line, is doubtless a point of view, but it is neither very broad nor very just, and it indicts its holder of a great ignorance of individual destinies.
1 No. 4 of Gavarni's series of lithographs entitled Lefons et Conseils, published in Le Charivari, 27 Nov. 1839. See pI. 3. •I know quite well that criticism today has other pretensions; that is why it will always recommend drawing to colourists, and colour to draughtsmen. Its taste is in the highest degree rational and sublimeI (C.B.) 42 THE SALON OF 1846 You cannot know in what measure Nature has mingled the taste for line and the taste for colour in each mind, nor by what mysterious processes she manipulates that fusion whose result is a picture. Thus a broader point of view will be an orderly in dividualism-that is, to require of the artist the quality of naivete and the sincere expression of his temperament, aided by every means which his technique provides.* An artist without temperament is not worthy of painting pic tures, and-as we are wearied of imitators and, above all, of eclectics-he would do better to enter the service of a painter of temperament, as a humble workman. I shall demonstrate this in one of my later chapters.2 The critic should arm himself from the start ,vith a sure criterion, a criterion drawn from nature, and should then carry out his duty with passion; for a critic does not cease to be a man, and passion draws similar temperaments to gether and exalts the reason to fresh heights. Stendhal has said somewhere 'Painting is nothing but a construction in ethicsl'3 If you will understand the word 'ethics' in a more or less liberal sense, you can say as much of all the arts. And as the essence of the arts is always the expression of the beautiful through the feeling, the pas sion and the dreams of each man-that is to say a variety within a unity, or the various aspects of the absolute-so there is never a moment when criticism is not in contact with metaphysics. As every age and every people has enjoyed the expres sion of its own beauty and ethos-and if, by romantici.sm, you are prepared to understand the most recent, the most modem expressiop of beauty-then, for the reasonable and * 'Vith reference to the proper ordering of individualism, see the article on William Haussoullier, in the Salon of 1845 (pp. 8 ll). In spite of all the rebukes that I have suHered on this sub ject, I persist in my opinion; but it is necessary to understand the article. (C.B.) • See p. 123. 8 Histoire de la Peinture en Italie, ch. 156 (edition of 1859, p. 338, n. 2). Stendhal's phrase is 'de la morale construite', and he explains that he is using the past participle in the geometric sense. WHAT IS ROMANTICISM? 43 passionate critic, the great artist will be he who will combine with the condition required above-that is, the quality of lUllvete-the greatest possible amount of ro- manticism. .
 n
WHAT IS ROMANTICISM?
FEW people today will want to give a real and positive meaning to this word; and yet will they dare assert that a whole generation would agree to join a battle lasting several years for the sake of a flag which was not also a symbol? If you think back to the disturbances of those recent times, you will see that if few romantics have survived, it is because few of them discovered romanticism, though all of them sought it sincerely and honestly. Some applied themselves only to the choice of subjects; but they had not the temperament for their subjects. Others, still believing in a Catholic society, sought to reflect Catholicism in their works. But to call oneself a romantic and to look systematically at the past is to contradict one self. Some blasphemed the Greeks and the Romans in the name of romanticism: but you can only make Romans and Greeks into romantics if you are one yourself. Many others have been misled by the idea of truth in art, and local colour. Realism had already existed for a long time when that great battle took place, and besides, to compose a tragedy or a picture to the requirements of M. Raoul Rochette is to expose yourself to a flat contradiction from the first comer if he is more learned than M. Raoul Rochette.1 Romanticism is precisely situated neither in choice of subjects nor in exact truth, but in a mode of feeling. They looked for it outside themselves, but it was only to be found within.
1 A well-known archaeologist (1789-1854), who held several important positions, and published many books on his subject. 44 THE SALON OF 1846 For me, Romanticism is the most recent, the latest ex pression of the beautiful. There are as many kinds of beauty as there are habitual ways of seeking happiness.* This is clearly explained by the philosophy of progress; thus, as there have been as many ideals as there have been ways in which the peoples of the earth have understood ethics, love, religion, etc., so romanticism will not consist in a perfect execution, but in a conception analogous to the ethical disposition of the age. It is because some have located it in a perfection of technique that we have had the rococo of romanticism, without question the most intolerable of all forms. Thus it is necessary, first and foremost, to get to know those aspects of nature and those human situations which the artists of the past have disdained or have not known. To say the word Romanticism is to say modem art-that is, intimacy, spirituality, colour, aspiration towards the infinite, expressed by every means available to the arts. Thence it follows that there is an obvious contradiction between romanticism and the works of its principal ad herents. Does it surprise you that colour should play such a very important part in modern art? Romanticism is a child of the North, and the North is all for colour; dreams and fairy tales are born of the mist. England-that home of fanatical colourists, Flanders and half of France are all plunged in fog; Venice herself lies steeped in her lagoons. As for the painters of Spain, they are painters of contrast rather than colourists. The South, in return, is all for nature; for there nature is so beautiful and bright that nothing is left for man to desire, and he can find nothing more beautiful to invent than what he sees. There art belongs to the open air; but several hundred leagues to the north you will find the deep * StendhaI. (C.B.) Baudelaire seems to have in mind a footnote in ch. 110 of the Histoire de 10 Peinture en Italie, where Sten dhal wrote 'La beaute est l'expression d'nne certaine maniere habituelle de chercher Ie bonheur .. .' ON COLOUR 45 dreams of the studio and the gaze of the fancy lost in hori zons of grey. The South is as brutal and positive as a sculptor even in his most delicate compositions; the North, suffering and restless, seeks comfort with the imagination, and if it turns to sculpture, it will more often be picturesque than classical. Raphael, for all his purity, is but an earthly spirit cease lessly investigating the solid; but that scoundrel Rembrandt is a sturdy idealist who makes us dream and guess at what lies beyond. The first composes creatures in a pristine and virginal state-Adam and Eve; but the second shakes his rags before our eyes and tells us of human sufferings. And yet Rembrandt is not a pure colourist, but a har monizer. How novel then would be the effect, and how matchless his romanticism, if a powerful colourist could realize our dearest dreams and feelings for us in a colour appropriate to their subjects! But before passing on to an examination of the man who up to the present is the most worthy representative of ro manticism, I should like to give you a series of reflections on colour, which will not be without use for the complete understanding of this little book.
 ill
ON COLOUR
LET us suppose a beautiful expanse of nature, where there is full licence for everything to be as green, red, dusty or iridescent as it wishes; where all things, variously coloured in accordance with their molecular structure, suffer con tinual alteration through the transposition of shadow and light; where the workings of latent heat allow no rest, but everything is in a state of perpetual vibration which causes lines to tremble and fulfils the law of eternal and universal movement. An immensity which is sometimes blue, and often green, extends to the confines of the sky; it is the sea. The trees are green, the grass and the moss are green; the tree-trunks are snaked with green, and the unripe stalks 46 THE SALON OF 1846 are green; green is nature's ground-bass, because green marries easily with all the other colours.* What strikes me first of all is that everywhere-whether it be poppies in the grass, pimpernels, parrots, etc.-red sings the glory of green; black (where it exists-a solitary and insignificant cipher) intercedes on behalf of blue or red. The blue-that is, the sky-is cut across with airy flecks of white or with grey masses, which pleasantly temper its bleak crudeness; and as the vaporous atmosphere of the season-winter or sum mer-bathes, softens or engulfs the contours, nature seems like a spinning-top which revolves so rapidly that it appears grey, although it embraces within itself the whole gamut of colours. The sap rises, and as the principles mix, there is a flower ing of mixed tones; trees, rocks and granite boulders gaze at themselves in the water and cast their reflections upon them; each transparent object picks up light and colour as it passes from nearby or afar. According as the daystar alters its position, tones change their values, but, always respect ing their natural sympathies and antipathies, they continue to live in harmony by making reciprocal concessions. Shadows slowly shift, and colours are put to flight before them, or extinguished altogether, according as the light, itself shifting, may wish to bring fresh ones to life. Some colours cast back their reflections upon one another, and by modifying their own qualities with a glaze of trans parent, borrowed qualities, they combine and recombine in an infinite series of melodious marriages which are thus made more easy for them. When the great brazier of the sun dips beneath the waters, fanfares of red surge forth on all sides; a harmony of blood flares up at the horizon, and green turns richly crimson. Soon vast blue shadows are rhythmically sweeping before them the host of orange and rose-pink tones which are like a faint and distant echo of the light. This great symphony of today, which is an * Except for yellow and blue, its progenitors: but I am only speakiIlg here of pure colours. For this rule cannot be applied to transcendent colourists who are thoroughly acquainted with the science of counterpoint. (C.B.) ON COLOUR 47 eternal variation of the symphony of yesterday, this suc cession of melodies whose variety ever issues from the infinite, this complex hymn is called colour. In colour are to be found harmony, melody and counter point. If you will examine the detail within the detail in an object of medium dimensions-for example, a woman's hand, . rosy, slender, with skin of the finest-you will see that there is perfect harmony between the green of the strong veins with which it is ridged and the ruby tints which mark the knuckles; pink nails stand out against the topmost-joints, which are characterized by several grey and brown tones. As for the palm of the hand, the life-lines, which are pinker and more wine-coloured, are separated one from another by the system of green or blue veins which run across them. A study of the same object, carried out with a lens, will afford, within however small an area, a perfect harmony of grey, blue, brown, green, orange and white tones, warmed by a touch of yellow-a harmony which, when combined with shadows, produces the colourist's type of modelling, which is essentially different from that of the draughtsman, whose difficulties more or less boil down to the copying of a plaster-cast. Colour is thus the accord of two tones. Warmth and coldness of tone, in whose opposition all theory resides, can not be defined in an absolute manner; they only exist in a relative sense. The lens is the colourist's eye. I do not wish to conclude from all this that a colourist should proceed by a minute study of the tones commingled in a very limited space. For if you admit that every mole cule is endowed with its own particular tone, it would follow that matter should be infinitely divisible; and be Sides, as art is nothing but an abstraction and a sacrifice of detail to the whole, it is important to concern oneself above all with masses. I merely wished to prove that if the case were possible, any number of tones, so long as they were logically juxtaposed, would fuse naturally in accordance with the law which governs them. 48 THE SALON OF 1846 Chemical affinities are the grounds whereby Nature can not make mistakes in the arrangement of her tones; for with Nature, form and colour are one. No more can the true colourist make mistakes; everything is allowed him, because from birth he knows the whole scale of tones, the force of tone, the results of mixtures and the whole science of counterpoint, and thus he can produce a harmony of twenty different reds. This is so true that if an anti-colourist landowner took it into his head to repaint his property in some ridiculous manner and in a system of cacophonous colours, the thick and transparent varnish of the atmosphere and the learned eye of Veronese between them would put the whole thing right and would produce a satisfying ensemble on canvas conventional, no doubt, but logical. This explains how a colourist can be paradoxical in his way of expressing colour, and how the study of nature often leads to a result quite different from nature. The air plays such an important part in the theory of colour that if a landscape-painter were to paint the leaves of a tree just as he sees them, he would secure a false tone, considering that there is a much smaller expanse of air be tween the spectator and the picture than between the spectator and nature. Falsifications are continually necessary, even in order to achieve a trompe-l'reil. Harmony is the basis of the theory of colour. Melody is unity within colour, or over-all colour. Melody calls for a cadence; it is a whole, in which every effect contributes to a general effect. Thus melody leaves a deep and lasting impression in the mind. Most of our young colourists lack melody. The right way to know if a picture is melodious is to look at it from far enough away to make it impossible to under stand its subject or to distinguish its lines. If it is melodious, it already has a meaning and has already taken its place in your store of memories. Style and feeling in colour come from choice, and choice comes from temperament. ON COLOUR 49 Colours can be gay and playful, playful and sad, rich and gay, rich and sad, commonplace and original. Thus Veronese's colour is tranquil and gay. Delacroix's colour is often plaintive, and that of M. Catlin1 is often terrible. For a long time I lived opposite a drinking-shop which was crudely striped in red and green; it afforded my eyes a delicious pain. I do not know if any analogist has ever established a complete scale of colours and feelings, but I remember a passage in Hoffmann which expresses my idea perfectly and which will appeal to all those who sincerely love nature: 'It is not only in dreams, or in that mild delirium which pre cedes sleep, but it is even awakened when I hear music that perception of an analogy and an intimate connexion between colours, sounds and perfumes. It seems to me that all these things were created by one and the same ray of light, and that their combination must result in a wonderful concert of harmony. The smell of red and brown marigolds above all produces a magical effect on my being. It makes me fall into a deep reverie, in which I seem to hear the solemn, deep tones of the oboe in the distance.'· It is often asked if the same man can be at once a great colourist and a great draughtsman. Yes and no; for there are different kinds of drawing. The quality of pure draughtsmanship consists above all in precision, and this precision excludes touch; but there are such things as happy touches, and the colourist who undertakes to express nature through colour would often lose more by suppressing his happy touches than by study ing a greater austerity of drawing. Certainly colour does not exclude great draughtsmanship -that of Veronese, for example, which proceeds above all by ensemble and by mass; but it does exclude the meticu lous drawing of detail, the contour of the tiny fragment, where touch will always eat away line.
1 On Catlin, see pp. 72-3. * Kreisleriana. (C.B.) It is the third of the detached observa tions entitled Hochst zerstreute Gedanken. 50 THE SALON OF 1846 The love of air and the choice of subjects in movement call for the employment of Howing and fused lines. Exclusive draughtsmen act in accordance with an inverse procedure which is yet analogous. With their eyes fixed upon tracking and surprising their line in its most secret convolutions, they have no time to see air and light-that is to say, the effects of these things-and they even compel themselves not to see them, in order to avoid offending the dogma of their school. Itis thus possible to be at once a colourist and a draughts man, but only in a certain sense. Just as a draughtsman can be a colourist in his broad masses, so a colourist can be a draughtsman by means of a total logic in his linear en semble; but one of these qualities always engulfs the detail of the other. The draughtsmanship of colourists is like that of nature; their figures are naturally bounded by a harmonious colli sion of coloured masses. Pure draughtsmen are philosophers and dialecticians. Colourists are epic poets.
IV
EUGENE DELACROIX
ROMANTICISM and colour lead me straight to Eugene Dela croix. I do not know if he is proud of his title of 'romantic', but his place is here, because a long time ago-from his very first work, in fact-the majority of the public placed him at the head of the modern school. As I enter upon this part of my work, my heart is full of a serene joy, and I am purposely selecting my newest pens, so great is my desire to be clear and limpid, so happy do I feel to be addressing my dearest and most sympathetic subject. But in order to make the conclusions of this chapter properly intelligible, I must first go back some little distance in the history of this period, and place before the eyes of the public certain documents of the case which have already been cited by earlier critics and historians, but which are
 




















