572 Temperaments and Techniques Tva Effects and Impressions 573

My eyes are very bad. The occulist wanted me to have a fortnight’s complet
He has allowed me to work just a little until I send in my pictures. I do so with'iy
difficulty and the greatest sadness. =
Ever your,

Degas

The common concept which unites them as a group and g%ves them a collective
gth in the midst of our disaggregate epoch 1s the determination not to sear.ch fora
sth execution, but to be satisfied with a certain general aspect. Once the impres-
s captured, they declare their role terminated ... If one wants to characterize
with a single word that explains their efforts, one would have to create the new
‘of Impressionists. They are impressionists in the sense that they rendc.r not a
dscape but the sensation produced by a landsczjlpe. .

What is the value of this novelty? Does it constitute a real I'(.",Vollltlt)ﬂ.; No, because
“principle and — to a large extent — the forms of art remain unchar?ged. Does it
are the emergence of a [new] school? No, because a scho
‘material means, distinguishes itself by its doctrines an
siation. But if it does not constitute a revolution ang doe
- school, what then is it? It is a manner and nothing else
tists who today have grouped themselves on the bouleva
ided. The strongest among them ... will havc. recogniz
jects which lend themselves to a rapid ‘impression’, to th
-are others and in much greater numbers that demand
[...] Those painters who, continuing their course,
raftsmanship, will abandon smpressienism as an art really too
the others who — neglecting to ponder and to learn — p
xcess, the example of M. Cézanne can reveal to them as of
em. Starting with idealization, they will arrive at that degr
sm where nature is merely a pretext for dreams and where
owerless to formulate anything but personal, subjective fant
eneral reason, because they are without control and withou

L have not yet written to Legros. Try and see him and stir up his enthusiasm f;
matter. We are counting firmly on him. He has only another 60 francs to deposit
bulk of the money is all but collected.
The general feeling is that it is a good, fair thing, done simply, almost bold]
It is quite possible that we wipe the floor with it as they say. But the beauty o
be ours.

Hurry up and send.

12 Jules-Antoine Castagnary (1830-1888) ‘The Exhibition on th
Boulevard des Capucines’ :

The independent exhibition has often been represented in modern art history as a foun
manifestation of the avant-garde tradition. It should be borne in mind, howew
exhibitions independent of the Salon were not entirely unusual by 1874, and that th
this particular one attracted a degree of hostility and ridicule from conservative figures:
Leroy, it also received a measure of support from those already sympathetic to the se
for modern forms of Naturalism, Castagnary was by now a senior figure in the:{atte
category. He was also well enough versed in the critical issues at stake to pick out fro
among the thirty exhibitors the five painters by whose work the original character o
new mavement was principally established and its early direction decided. The identif
tion of these painters as ‘Impressionists’ was well prepared, given that an asso
between spontaneity of response and objectivity of representation had already'b
proposed in positivist theories of perception (see llIR11), and had been fully acceptad
Naturalists such as Castagnary. Yet even in Castagnary's case, when he asks himse
whether what he is faced with is a new ‘school’ or a new ‘manner', the apparent inform
of the painting leads him to conclude that it is only the latter. For those who had or
defended the work of the Realists against the ‘subjectivism’ of the Romantics, the work
Cézanne in ‘particular presented an absolute sticking-point. The review was originalh
published as ‘Exposition du boulevard des Capucines — Les impressionistes’, in L& Siecle,
Paris, 28 April 1874. A translated version was published in John Rewald, 7he Histo
Impressionism, New York: Museumn of Modern Art, 1946; our text is taken from the fourt
edition of this work, London: Secker and Warburg, 1973, pp. 329-30. For other text ‘
Castagnary, see llIB14 and 15. e

3 Louis Leroy (1812-1885) ‘The Exhibition of the Impressionists’

oiiis Leroy was a painter of landscapes who had exhibited in the Salon between .1835 an_d
861, and an occasional critic whose hostility to Manet had already been established. His
sview was first published in Charfvarion 25 April 1874, ten Qays after the oPem'ng of ’_che
xhibition. Since the following translation was first included in John Rewald’s pioneering
tudy of Impressionism it has served vividly to represent an element_ of_densm and
stility in response to the work of the Impressionists. It s_houid be berne in mind, however,
that Charivariwas a satirical magazine and that its contributors were gxpected to amuse.
Leroy's ‘M. Joseph Vincent' makes an entertaining commentator, but_ t_hls is partly because
he is himself a caricature of the beribboned conservative. It is S|gn_lf|cant that Lgroy, like
Castagnary, devoted his principal attention to the more advanged painters and,th?w works.
Renoir's Dancer is now in the National Gallery of Art, Washington, P|ssarrp s 'Ploughed
Field" refers to his Hoar-frost: the Old Road to Ennery, which is now in the Musee d’Qrsqy, as
are Cézanne's Maison du Pendu and Modern Olympia. Monet's {mpresgfon—Sun(fsg is the
painting now in the Musée Marmottan, Paris. It is not known which of his two paintings of
e Boulevard du Capucines is the one shown in 1874, (They are now in the quson-Atkm_s
Museurn of Art, Kansas City, and the Pushkin Museum, Mosqow, respectwely:) Thls
Version of the review was originally published in Rewald, The History of Impressionism,

[...1In order to bar the road to those four young men [Pissarro, Monet, Sis
Renoir| and that young lady [Berthe Morisot], the jury has for four or five years
accumulated stupidities, piled up abuses of power, and compromised itself so exten:
sively that today there is not a single person in France daring to speak in its fave

Here is talent, and even much talent. These youths have a way of understandis
nature which is neither boring nor banal. It is lively, sharp, light; it is delightful, Whai
quick intelligence of the object and what amusing brushwork! True, it is summary
but how just the indications are! ‘
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1946; our text is taken from the fourth eq; .
work, London: Secker and Warburg

rtunately, I was imprudent enough to leave him too long in front of the
. ! T ’ ’
+ 1973, pp. 318-24. The ellipses are in the oripi . Capucines, by the same painter. N
'}ilﬁeile sfleered in Mephistophelian manner. “Is that brilliant enough, now!
1rr; ression, or I don’t know what it means, Only, be so gooc! as to tell me wh::f
Innurlr)]erable black tongue-lickings in the lower part of the picture represent’
: i " 1 replied.
those are people walking along, _ o
hen do 1 look like that when I'm walking along the boulevard des Capucines:
snd thunder! So you're making fun of me at last?” |
; : i
sure you, M. Vincent. | ., o .
Ststl;wsé sp,ots were obtained by the same method as that used to m:utate P1arble.
u‘ér'e. a bit there, slap-dash, any old way. It’s urtheard-of, appalling! Il get a
Joseph Vincent received an initial shock in frg, frox,n ‘b for sure.” | N
W s ot : empted to calm him by showing him the St. Qems Canal by M. Lépine an‘:(lig ttl:;
“What 2 pity,” he said to me, “that the painter, who has a certain understang ormartre by M. Otan. both i -dehcate o o b_ut e Wi‘s fstronged o
colour, doesn’t draw better; his dancer’s legs are as cottony as the gauze of herski he Cabbages of M. Pissarro stopped him as he was passing by and from 1
“I find you hard on him,” I replied. “On the contrary, the drawing is ver e scarlet, _ | ‘
ehovlaon o e was b “hose are cabbages,” I told him in a gently persuasive voice. :
. 'il":'osthe poor wreteches, aren’t they caricatured! I swear not to eat any more as
]
as ] Hve!” . )
‘et it’s not their fault if the painter ...
uiet, or I'll do something terrible. ' .
uedc{anly he gave a loud cry upon catching sight of the Ma?scm du pendu by M. Pa!;ll
i ne. The stupendous impasto of this little jewel accomplished the work begun v
‘ mes: pére Vi delirious.
oulevard des Capucines: pére Vincent l?ecame ' ‘ . o
At first his madness was fairly mild. Taking the point of view of the impressionists,
¢t himself go along their lines: .
lf:toudin hasg some talent,” he remarked to me before a beach scene by that artist;
it why does he fiddle so with his marines?” ,
" - . . . - hed?’
Oh, you consider his painting too finis - _ ‘
:Unqzriestionably‘ Now take Mlle Morisot! That young lady is not interested in
roducing trifling details. When she has a hand to paint, she .makes exactlx as manly
rushstrokes lengthwise as there are fingers, and the business is dope. Stuplq people
0-are finicky about the drawing of a hand don’t understand a thing about impres-
i t of his republic.”
oriism, and great Manet would chase them ou ‘ : o
“Then M. Renoir is following the proper path; there is nothing superfluous in his
arvesters. I might almost say that his figures. . ..”
‘.. .are even too finished.” _ .
“Oh, M. Vincent! But do look at those three strips of colour, which are supposed to
present a man in the midst of the wheat!” .
“There are two t0o many,; one would be enough. .
T'glanced at Bertin’s pupil’; his countenance was turning a deep_red. A catastrophe
cemed to me imminent, and it was reserved for M. Monet to cc:(ntrlbute Fhe la.st straw.
“Ah, there he is, there he is!” he cried, in front of No, 98. “I rccog'mze”hun, papa
mcen,t’s favourite! What does that canvas depict? Look at the catalogue.
5 “fmpressz'on, Sunrise.”

Oh, it was indeed 2 strenuous day when I ventured ingo the first exhibit.i.o_n
boulevard des Capucines in the company of M. joseph Vincent, landscape_[_,_a
pupil of Bertin, recipient of medals and decorations under several T

rash man had come there without suspecting anything; he thought that he wo
the kind of painting one sees everywhere, '

Upon entering the first room,

ir, I led him before the Ploughed Field of M. P;
astounding landscape, the good man th

dirty. He wiped them carefully and repl
“By Michalon!” he cried. “What on earth is thag?”

“You see. .. a hoar-frost on deeply ploughed furrows.”
“Those furrows? Thar frost? But they are
dirty canvas. It has neither head nor tail, ¢
“Perhaps . . . but the impression is there.”

“Well, it’s a funny impression! Oh . . . and this?”
“An Orchard by M. Sisley.
but the impression . . . ”

“Leave me alone

I’d like to point out the small tree on the right; jt’s

» now, with your impression . .
here we have a View of Melun by M. Rouart, in whi
The shadow in the foreground, for mstance, is re

“It’s the vibration of tone

“Call it the sloppiness of tone and I’d understand you better—Oh, Corot;’

what crimes are committed in your name! It was you who brought into fashion
messy composition, these thin washes, these mud-splashes a2

.1t’s neither here nor thér
ch there’s something to the w

ally peculiar.”
which astonishes you,”

The poor man rambled op this wa
anticipate the unfortunate accident wh
hair-raising exihibitian. He even sustain

Y quite peacefully, and nothing led me
ich was to be the result of his visit to:thi
ed, without major injury, viewing the Fishin
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“Impression — 1 was certain of it. T was just telling myself that, since I wag

. . !
i second aspect of Impressionism that forms the principal concern of Duranty’s
there had to be some impression in it . . . and what freedom, what ease of work

: requented the Café Guerbois and Café de la
e mebrrl}? ﬁlr 108fg237g{12uk?aéh:gi{e?iqthe shortived literary journal féalisme ang
Wallpaper in its embryonic state s more finished than that seascape.” .Athen?rsi;and of Zola, sharing his commitment to the principle of 'social naturalism’.
In vain I sought to revive his expiring reason . . . but the horrible fas g?;siiteres’ted in cérren‘t theories of science and perception. His mchn'?lt;?on Fvas
The Laundress, so badly laundered, of M. Degas drove him to cries of ad thie one hand to stress the Connfacti_on of Impressionism to the lggacge(; inesaolc?ir;]l
Sisley himself appeared to him affected and precious. To indulge his insan turalism, and on the other to jU§tlf}{ its novelty by referens‘.e to awvhaonse > ortrat of
of fear of irritating him, I looked for what was tolerable among the im tific theory. Of all the Impressionists he was closest to Degas,
pictures, and I acknowledged without too much difficulty that the bread, g

hair of B ' T i igi i i form of a separate
in Edi lly published in the fo .
akfast, by M. Monet, were good | ow in Edinburgh. he article was origina form, e
char reakfost, ' o, were g its of painting. But he rejec let-under the title La Nouvelle peinture (@ propos au groupe d'artistes qui expose
CONCessions.

s Galeries Durand-Ruel), Paris: E. Dentu, 1876. This version is taken from the
“No, no!” he cried. “Monet is weakening there. He is sacrificing to the false

inti i ists

i New Painting: Concerning the Group of Artis
B e DurandFue Gallred: inting: Impressionism 18741886,

Meissonier. Too finished, too finished! Talk to me of the Modern Olympy, ing at the Durand-Ruel Galleries’, in The New Painting: imp

something well done,”

, f San Francisco, 1986, pp. 37-46. The

n catalogue, The Fine Arts Museums o in a copy of the pamphlet
Alas, go and look at it! A woman folded in two, from whom a Negro girl-ié os of artists in square brackets are those Duranty marked in Py

the last veil in order to offer her in all her ugliness to the charmed gaze:

a the writer Diego Martelli.

puppet. Do you remember the Ofympia of M. Manet? Well, that was a masterpig
drawing, accuracy, finish, compared with the one by M. Cézanne. »

Finally the pitcher ran over. The classic skull of pere Vincent, assailed
many sides, went completely to pieces. Ie paused before the municipal gyar
watches over all these treasures and, taking him to be a portrait, began for miy
very emphatic criticism: . :

“Is he ugly enough?” he remarked, shrugging his shoulders. “From the
has two eyes...and a nose...and a mouth! Impressionists wouldn’t
sacrificed to detail. With what the painter has expended in the way of usel
Monet would have done twenty municipal guards!”

“Keep moving, will you!” said the ‘portrait’. _

“You hear him — he even talks! The poor fool who daubed at him must hay
lot of time at it!” '-.

And in order to give the appropriate seriousness to his theory of aesthet
Vincent began to dance the scalp dance in front of the bewildered guard, cry
strangled voice: o

“Hi-ho! I am impression on the march, the avenging palette knife, the Boule

des Capucines of Monet, the Maison du pendu and the Modern Olympia of Cézann
ho! Hi-ho!”

Do the[se] artists of the Ecole really believe that they have created great ar(;
“they have rendered helmets, footstools, polychrome columns, b(_Jats, :;.ln
Jdered robes according to the latest archacological decrees? Do they believe t eg
 because in their figures they scrupulously respect the most recen.tly accepte
type of the Ionian, Dorian, or Phrygian race? Finally, do they think tllllelji all]‘e
ceéiful because they have hunted down, overwha?lmed, and Cf)nmgned toh e 1t e
or ‘Anachronism’ They forget that every thirty years this same archaeo o_g}y1
s skin, and that the latest word in erudite fashion — the Boeotian skullcap W}Ih
nose and ,cheekguards, for example — will end up on the scrap heap along v;li
vid’s great helmet of Léonidas, in its day the ultimate expression of an erudite
liarity with antiquities. . .
h go not realize that it is by the flame of contemporary life that great artists and
d men illuminate these ancient things. [...] ‘
] What is it, then, this world of the Ecole des BeauxTArt§, even takel:l at its
bne sees reflected in it the melancholy of those wl_lo sit without appetltelat a
¢ laden with wonderful things. Deprived of the capacity f(g‘ pleasure themselves,
: i 1t with those who do.
do not enjoy the banquet, but find fau i . -
¥ 11! Genﬂ’emenl As artists you have nothing to be proud of in receiving an
ducation that only turns out a race of sheep .. -
evertheless, it would appear that you are disdainful of the endea-vours of an aﬁ‘t
Ctries to cal’)ture life and the modern spirit, an art that reacts v1scerall]§ to t ef
ctacle of reality and of contemporary life. Instead, you cling to the knees o
rometheus and the wings of the Sphinx. o .
; nd do you know why you do it? Without suspecting it, what you really want f1s 120
the Sphinx for the secret of our time and Prometheus for the sacred fire o t e
resent age. No, you are not as disdainful as you appear.
~You ari made uneasy by this artistic movement tl'fat alrea.dy has lasted for a ]()Ijllég
me, which perseveres despite the obstacles and despite thf: little syrr_npa.t}%r shlowx{r 11;
'..Blilt despite all that you know, ultimately you Would'hke to be 1f1d1v1f uha S. ‘c.ot
egin to be disgusted by this mummification, this sickening embalming of the spirit.

14 Edmond Duranty (1833-1880) from The New Painting

At the first exhibition of the Independent artists, it had been the work in landscape th
drawn most attention, in part no doubt because the effects of light and colour in.the:
air scenes had indeed been distinctive, but also perhaps because it was in the ge
landscape that technical adventurism was looked for by experienced commentators.
these early responses to Impressionism, we get little sense of its complementary asp
the engagement with an urban and Baudelairean sense of modernity that was particul
evident in the work of Degas, of Renoir and of Caillebotte. This aspect of the moveme
was to be more ciearly pronounced in the third group exhibition in 1877 (see Wal6




