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Andre Breton
We are still living under the reign of logic: this, of course, is what I have been driving at. But in this day and age
logical methods are applicable only to solving problems of secondary interest. The absolute rationalism that is
still in vogue allows us to consider only facts relating directly to our experience. Logical ends, on the contrary,
escape us. It is pointless to add that experience itself has found itself increasingly circumscribed. It paces back
and forth in a cage from which it is more and more difficult to make it emerge. It too leans for support on what
is most immediately expedient, and it is protected by the sentinels of common sense. Under the pretense of
civilization and progress, we have managed to banish from the mind everything that may rightly or wrongly be
termed superstition, or fancy; forbidden is any kind of search for truth which is not in conformance with accepted practices. It was, apparently, by pure chance that a part of our mental world which we pretended not to be
concerned with any longer- and, in my opinion by far the most important part-has been brought back to light.
For this we must give thanks to the discoveries of Sigmund Freud. On the basis of these discoveries a current of
opinion is finally forming by means of which the human explorer will be able to carry his investigations much
further, authorized as he will henceforth be not to confine himself solely to the most summary realities. The
imagination is perhaps on the point of reasserting itself, of reclaiming its rights. If the depths of our mind contain within it strange forces capable of augmenting those on the surface, or of waging a victorious battle against
them, there is every reason to seize them-first to seize them, then, if need be, to submit them to the control of
our reason. The analysts themselves have everything to gain by it. But it is worth noting that no means has been
designated a priori for carrying out this undertaking, that until further notice it can be construed to be the province of poets as well as scholars, and that its success is not dependent upon the more or less capricious paths
that will be followed.
Freud very rightly brought his critical faculties to bear upon the dream. It is, in fact, inadmissible that this considerable portion of psychic activity (since, at least from man’s birth until his death, thought offers no solution
of continuity, the sum of the moments of dream, from the point of view of time, and taking into consideration
only the time of pure dreaming, that is the dreams of sleep, is not inferior to the sum of the moments of reality, or, to be more precisely limiting, the moments of waking) has still today been so grossly neglected. I have
always been amazed at the way an ordinary observer lends so much more credence and attaches so much more
importance to waking events than to those occurring in dreams. It is because man, when he ceases to sleep, is
above all the plaything of his memory, and in its normal state memory takes pleasure in weakly retracing for
him the circumstances of the dream, in stripping it of any real importance, and in dismissing the only determinant from the point where he thinks he has left it a few hours before: this firm hope, this concern. He is under
the impression of continuing something that is worthwhile. Thus the dream finds itself reduced to a mere parenthesis, as is the night. And, like the night, dreams generally contribute little to furthering our understanding.
This curious state of affairs seems to me to call for certain reflections:
1) Within the limits where they operate (or are thought to operate) dreams give every evidence of being continuous and show signs of organization. Memory alone arrogates to itself the right to excerpt from dreams, to
ignore the transitions, and to depict for us rather a series of dreams than the dream itself. By the same token, at
any given moment we have only a distinct notion of realities, the coordination of which is a question of will.
What is worth noting is that nothing allows us to presuppose a greater dissipation of the elements of which the
dream is constituted. I am sorry to have to speak about it according to a formula which in principle excludes the
dream. When will we have sleeping logicians, sleeping philosophers? I would like to sleep, in order to surrender
myself to the dreamers, the way I surrender myself to those who read me with eyes wide open; in order to stop
imposing, in this realm, the conscious rhythm of my thought. Perhaps my dream last night follows that of the
night before, and will be continued the next night, with an exemplary strictness. It’s quite possible, as the saying
goes. And since it has not been proved in the slightest that, in doing so, the “reality” with which I am kept busy
continues to exist in the state of dream, that it does not sink back down into the immemorial, why should I not

grant to dreams what I occasionally refuse reality, that is, this value of certainty in itself which, in its own time,
is not open to my repudiation? Why should I not expect from the sign of the dream more than I expect from a
degree of consciousness which is daily more acute? Can’t the dream also be used in solving the fundamental
questions of life? Are these questions the same in one case as in the other and, in the dream, do these questions
already exist? Is the dream any less restrictive or punitive than the rest? I am growing old and, more than that
reality to which I believe I subject myself, it is perhaps the dream, the difference with which I treat the dream,
which makes me grow old.
2) Let me come back again to the waking state. I have no choice but to consider it a phenomenon of interference. Not only does the mind display, in this state, a strange tendency to lose its bearings (as evidenced by the
slips and mistakes the secrets of which are just beginning to be revealed to us), but, what is more, it does not
appear that, when the mind is functioning normally, it really responds to anything but the suggestions which
come to it from the depths of that dark night to which I commend it. However conditioned it may be, its balance
is relative. It scarcely dares express itself and, if it does, it confines itself to verifying that such and such an idea,
or such and such a woman, has made an impression on it. What impression it would be hard pressed to say, by
which it reveals the degree of its subjectivity, and nothing more. This idea, this woman, disturb it, they tend to
make it less severe. What they do is isolate the mind for a second from its solvent and spirit it to heaven, as the
beautiful precipitate it can be, that it is. When all else fails, it then calls upon chance, a divinity even more obscure than the others to whom it ascribes all its aberrations. Who can say to me that the angle by which that idea
which affects it is offered, that what it likes in the eye of that woman is not precisely what links it to its dream,
binds it to those fundamental facts which, through its own fault, it has lost? And if things were different, what
might it be capable of? I would like to provide it with the key to this corridor.
3) The mind of the man who dreams is fully satisfied by what happens to him. The agonizing question of possibility is no longer pertinent. Kill, fly faster, love to your heart’s content. And if you should die, are you not certain of reawaking among the dead? Let yourself be carried along, events will not tolerate your interference. You
are nameless. The ease of everything is priceless.
What reason, I ask, a reason so much vaster than the other, makes dreams seem so natural and allows me to welcome unreservedly a welter of episodes so strange that they would confound me now as I write? And yet I can
believe my eyes, my ears; this great day has arrived, this beast has spoken.
If man’s awaking is harder, if it breaks the spell too abruptly, it is because he has been led to make for himself
too impoverished a notion of atonement.
4) From the moment when it is subjected to a methodical examination, when, by means yet to be determined,
we succeed in recording the contents of dreams in their entirety (and that presupposes a discipline of memory
spanning generations; but let us nonetheless begin by noting the most salient facts), when its graph will expand
with unparalleled volume and regularity, we may hope that the mysteries which really are not will give way to
the great Mystery. I believe in the future resolution of these two states, dream and reality, which are seemingly
so contradictory, into a kind of absolute reality, a surreality, if one may so speak. It is in quest of this surreality
that I am going, certain not to find it but too unmindful of my death not to calculate to some slight degree the
joys of its possession.
A story is told according to which Saint-Pol-Roux, in times gone by, used to have a notice posted on the door of
his manor house in Camaret, every evening before he went to sleep, which read: THE POET IS WORKING.
A great deal more could be said, but in passing I merely wanted to touch upon a subject which in itself would
require a very long and much more detailed discussion; I shall come back to it. At this juncture, my intention
was merely to mark a point by noting the hate of the marvelous which rages in certain men, this absurdity be-

neath which they try to bury it. Let us not mince words: the marvelous is always beautiful, anything marvelous
is beautiful, in fact only the marvelous is beautiful.
In the realm of literature, only the marvelous is capable of fecundating works which belong to an inferior
category such as the novel, and generally speaking, anything that involves storytelling. Lewis’ The Monk is
an admirable proof of this. It is infused throughout with the presence of the marvelous. Long before the author
has freed his main characters from all temporal constraints, one feels them ready to act with an unprecedented
pride. This passion for eternity with which they are constantly stirred lends an unforgettable intensity to their
torments, and to mine. I mean that this book, from beginning to end, and in the purest way imaginable, exercises
an exalting effect only upon that part of the mind which aspires to leave the earth and that, stripped of an insignificant part of its plot, which belongs to the period in which it was written, it constitutes a paragon of precision
and innocent grandeur. It seems to me none better has been done, and that the character of Mathilda in particular
is the most moving creation that one can credit to this figurative fashion in literature. She is less a character than
a continual temptation. And if a character is not a temptation, what is he? An extreme temptation, she. In The
Monk, the “nothing is impossible for him who dares try” gives it its full, convincing measure. Ghosts play a
logical role in the book, since the critical mind does not seize them in order to dispute them. Ambrosio’s punishment is likewise treated in a legitimate manner, since it is finally accepted by the critical faculty as a natural
denouement.
It may seem arbitrary on my part, when discussing the marvelous, to choose this model, from which both the
Nordic literatures and Oriental literatures have borrowed time and time again, not to mention the religious literatures of every country. This is because most of the examples which these literatures could have furnished me
with are tainted by puerility, for the simple reason that they are addressed to children. At an early age children
are weaned on the marvelous, and later on they fail to retain a sufficient virginity of mind to thoroughly enjoy
fairy tales. No matter how charming they may be, a grown man would think he were reverting to childhood by
nourishing himself on fairy tales, and I am the first to admit that all such tales are not suitable for him. The fabric of adorable improbabilities must be made a trifle more subtle the older we grow, and we are still at the stage
of waiting for this kind of spider.... But the faculties do not change radically. Fear, the attraction of the unusual,
chance, the taste for things extravagant are all devices which we can always call upon without fear of deception.
There are fairy tales to be written for adults, fairy tales still almost blue.
The marvelous is not the same in every period of history: it partakes in some obscure way of a sort of general
revelation only the fragments of which come down to us: they are the romantic ruins, the modern mannequin,
or any other symbol capable of affecting the human sensibility for a period of time. In these areas which make
us smile, there is still portrayed the incurable human restlessness, and this is why I take them into consideration
and why I judge them inseparable from certain productions of genius which are, more than the others, painfully afflicted by them. They are Villon’s gibbets, Racine’s Greeks, Baudelaire’s couches. They coincide with an
eclipse of the taste I am made to endure, I whose notion of taste is the image of a big spot. Amid the bad taste of
my time I strive to go further than anyone else. It would have been I, had I lived in 1820, I “the bleeding nun,”
I who would not have spared this cunning and banal “let us conceal” whereof the parodical Cuisin speaks, it
would have been I, I who would have reveled in the enormous metaphors, as he says, all phases of the “silver
disk.” For today I think of a castle, half of which is not necessarily in ruins; this castle belongs to me, I picture
it in a rustic setting, not far from Paris. The outbuildings are too numerous to mention, and, as for the interior, it
has been frightfully restored, in such a manner as to leave nothing to be desired from the viewpoint of comfort.
Automobiles are parked before the door, concealed by the shade of the trees. A few of my friends are living here
as permanent guests: there is Louis Aragon leaving; he only has time enough to say hello; Philippe Soupault
gets up with the stars, and Paul Eluard, our great Eluard, has not yet come home. There are Robert Desnos and
Roger Vitrac out on the grounds poring over an ancient edict on dueling; Georges Auric, Jean Paulhan; Max
Morise, who rows so well, and Benjamin Peret, busy with his equations with birds; and Joseph Delteil; and
Jean Carrive; and Georges Limbours, and Georges Limbours (there is a whole hedge of Georges Limbours);

and Marcel Noll; there is T. Fraenkel waving to us from his captive balloon, Georges Malkine, Antonin Artaud,
Francis Gerard, Pierre Naville, J.-A. Boiffard, and after them Jacques Baron and his brother, handsome and cordial, and so many others besides, and gorgeous women, I might add. Nothing is too good for these young men,
their wishes are, as to wealth, so many commands. Francis Picabia comes to pay us a call, and last week, in the
hall of mirrors, we received a certain Marcel Duchamp whom we had not hitherto known. Picasso goes hunting
in the neighborhood. The spirit of demoralization has elected domicile in the castle, and it is with it we have to
deal every time it is a question of contact with our fellowmen, but the doors are always open, and one does not
begin by “thanking” everyone, you know. Moreover, the solitude is vast, we don’t often run into one another.
And anyway, isn’t what matters that we be the masters of ourselves, the masters of women, and of love too?
I shall be proved guilty of poetic dishonesty: everyone will go parading about saying that I live on the rue Fontaine and that he will have none of the water that flows therefrom. To be sure! But is he certain that this castle
into which I cordially invite him is an image? What if this castle really existed! My guests are there to prove it
does; their whim is the luminous road that leads to it. We really live by our fantasies when we give free rein to
them. And how could what one might do bother the other, there, safely sheltered from the sentimental pursuit
and at the trysting place of opportunities?
Man proposes and disposes. He and he alone can determine whether he is completely master of himself, that is,
whether he maintains the body of his desires, daily more formidable, in a state of anarchy. Poetry teaches him
to. It bears within itself the perfect compensation for the miseries we endure. It can also be an organizer, if ever,
as the result of a less intimate disappointment, we contemplate taking it seriously. The time is coming when it
decrees the end of money and by itself will break the bread of heaven for the earth! There will still be gatherings on the public squares, and movements you never dared hope participate in. Farewell to absurd choices, the
dreams of dark abyss, rivalries, the prolonged patience, the flight of the seasons, the artificial order of ideas, the
ramp of danger, time for everything! May you only take the trouble to practice poetry. Is it not incumbent upon
us, who are already living off it, to try and impose what we hold to be our case for further inquiry?
It matters not whether there is a certain disproportion between this defense and the illustration that will follow
it. It was a question of going back to the sources of poetic imagination and, what is more, of remaining there.
Not that I pretend to have done so. It requires a great deal of fortitude to try to set up one’s abode in these distant regions where everything seems at first to be so awkward and difficult, all the more so if one wants to try to
take someone there. Besides, one is never sure of really being there. If one is going to all that trouble, one might
just as well stop off somewhere else. Be that as it may, the fact is that the way to these regions is clearly marked,
and that to attain the true goal is now merely a matter of the travelers’ ability to endure.
We are all more or less aware of the road traveled. I was careful to relate, in the course of a study of the case
of Robert Desnos entitled ENTREE DES MEDIUMS, that I had been led to “concentrate my attention on the
more or less partial sentences which, when one is quite alone and on the verge of falling asleep, become perceptible for the mind without its being possible to discover what provoked them.” I had then just attempted the
poetic adventure with the minimum of risks, that is, my aspirations were the same as they are today but I trusted
in the slowness of formulation to keep me from useless contacts, contacts of which I completely disapproved.
This attitude involved a modesty of thought certain vestiges of which I still retain. At the end of my life, I shall
doubtless manage to speak with great effort the way people speak, to apologize for my voice and my few remaining gestures. The virtue of the spoken word (and the written word all the more so) seemed to me to derive
from the faculty of foreshortening;, in a striking manner the exposition (since there was exposition) of a small
number of facts, poetic or other, of which I made myself the substance. I had come to the conclusion that Rimbaud had not proceeded any differently. I was composing, with a concern for variety that deserved better, the
final poems of Mont de piete, that is, I managed to extract from the blank lines of this book an incredible advantage. These lines were the closed eye to the operations of thought that I believed I was obliged to keep hidden
from the reader. It was not deceit on my part, but my love of shocking the reader. I had the illusion of a possible

complicity, which I had more and more difficulty giving up. I had begun to cherish words excessively for the
space they allow around them, for their tangencies with countless other words that I did not utter. The poem
BLACK FOREST derives precisely from this state of mind. It took me six months to write it, and you may take
my word for it that I did not rest a single day. But this stemmed from the opinion I had of myself in those days,
which was high, please don’t judge me too harshly. I enjoy these stupid confessions. At that point cubist pseudo-poetry was trying to get a foothold, but it had emerged defenseless from Picasso’s brain, and I was thought
to be as dull as dishwater (and still am). I had a sneaking suspicion, moreover, that from the viewpoint of poetry
I was off on the wrong road, but I hedged my bet as best I could, defying lyricism with salvos of definitions and
formulas (the Dada phenomena were waiting in the wings, ready to come on stage) and pretending to search for
an application of poetry to advertising (I went so far as to claim that the world would end, not with a good book
but with a beautiful advertisement for heaven or for hell).
In those days, a man at least as boring as I, Pierre Reverdy, was writing:
The image is a pure creation of the mind.
It cannot be born from a comparison but from a juxtaposition of two more or less distant realities.
The more the relationship between the two juxtaposed realities is distant and true, the stronger the image will
be-the greater its emotional power and poetic reality . . .
These words, however sibylline for the uninitiated, were extremely revealing, and I pondered them for a long
time. But the image eluded me. Reverdy’s aesthetic, a completely a posteriori aesthetic, led me to mistake the
effects for the causes. It was in the midst of all this that I renounced irrevocably my point of view.
One evening, therefore, before I fell asleep, I perceived, so clearly articulated that it was impossible to change
a word, but nonetheless removed from the sound of any voice, a rather strange phrase which came to me without any apparent relationship to the events in which, my consciousness agrees, I was then involved, a phrase
which seemed to me insistent, a phrase, if I may be so bold, which was knocking at the window. I took cursory
note of it and prepared to move on when its organic character caught my attention. Actually, this phrase astonished me: unfortunately I cannot remember it exactly, but it was something like: “There is a man cut in two by
the window,” but there could be no question of ambiguity, accompanied as it was by the faint visual image of a
man walking cut half way up by a window perpendicular to the axis of his body. Beyond the slightest shadow
of a doubt, what I saw was the simple reconstruction in space of a man leaning out a window. But this window
having shifted with the man, I realized that I was dealing with an image of a fairly rare sort, and all I could think
of was to incorporate it into my material for poetic construction. No sooner had I granted it this capacity than it
was in fact succeeded by a whole series of phrases, with only brief pauses between them, which surprised me
only slightly less and left me with the impression of their being so gratuitous that the control I had then exercised upon myself seemed to me illusory and all I could think of was putting an end to the interminable quarrel
raging within me.
Completely occupied as I still was with Freud at that time, and familiar as I was with his methods of examination which I had had some slight occasion to use on some patients during the war, I resolved to obtain from
myself what we were trying to obtain from them, namely, a monologue spoken as rapidly as possible without
any intervention on the part of the critical faculties, a monologue consequently unencumbered by the slightest
inhibition and which was, as closely as possible, akin to spoken thought. It had seemed to me, and still doesthe way in which the phrase about the man cut in two had come to me is an indication of it- that the speed of
thought is no greater than the speed of speech, and that thought does not necessarily defy language, nor even the
fast-moving pen. It was in this frame of mind that Philippe Soupault-to whom I had confided these initial conclusions-and I decided to blacken some paper, with a praiseworthy disdain for what might result from a literary

point of view. The ease of execution did the rest. By the end of the first day we were able to read to ourselves
some fifty or so pages obtained in this manner, and begin to compare our results. All in all, Soupault’s pages and
mine proved to be remarkably similar: the same overconstruction, shortcomings of a similar nature, but also, on
both our parts, the illusion of an extraordinary verve, a great deal of emotion, a considerable choice of images of
a quality such that we would not have been capable of preparing a single one in longhand, a very special picturesque quality and, here and there, a strong comical effect. The only difference between our two texts seemed
to me to derive essentially from our respective tempers, Soupault’s being less static than mine, and, if he does
not mind my offering this one slight criticism, from the fact that he had made the error of putting a few words
by way of titles at the top of certain pages, I suppose in a spirit of mystification. On the other hand, I must give
credit where credit is due and say that he constantly and vigorously opposed any effort to retouch or correct,
however slightly, any passage of this kind which seemed to me unfortunate. In this he was, to be sure, absolutely right.. It is, in fact, difficult to appreciate fairly the various elements present; one may even go so far as to say
that it is impossible to appreciate them at a first reading. To you who write, these elements are, on the surface, as
strange to you as they are to anyone else, and naturally you are wary of them. Poetically speaking, what strikes
you about them above all is their extreme degree of immediate absurdity, the quality of this absurdity, upon
closer scrutiny, being to give way to everything admissible, everything legitimate in the world: the disclosure of
a certain number of properties and of facts no less objective, in the final analysis, than the others.
In homage to Guillaume Apollinaire, who had just died and who, on several occasions, seemed to us to have
followed a discipline of this kind, without however having sacrificed to it any mediocre literary means, Soupault
and I baptized the new mode of pure expression which we had at our disposal and which we wished to pass on
to. our friends, by the name of SURREALISM. I believe that there is no point today in dwelling any further on
this word and that the meaning we gave it initially has generally prevailed over its Apollinarian sense. To be
even fairer, we could probably have taken over the word SUPERNATURALISM employed by Gerard de Nerval
in his dedication to the Filles de feu. It appears, in fact, that Nerval possessed to a tee the spirit with which we
claim a kinship, Apollinaire having possessed, on the contrary, naught but the letter, still imperfect, of Surrealism, having shown himself powerless to give a valid theoretical idea of it. Here are two passages by Nerval
which seem to me to be extremely significant in this respect:
I am going to explain to you, my dear Dumas, the phenomenon of which you have spoken a short while ago.
There are, as you know, certain storytellers who cannot invent without identifying with the characters their
imagination has dreamt up. You may recall how convincingly our old friend Nodier used to tell how it had been
his misfortune during the Revolution to be guillotined; one became so completely convinced of what he was
saying that one began to wonder how he had managed to have his head glued back on.
. . . And since you have been indiscreet enough to quote one of the sonnets composed in this SUPERNATURALISTIC dream-state, as the Germans would call it, you will have to hear them all. You will find them at the
end of the volume. They are hardly any more obscure than Hegel’s metaphysics or Swedenborg’s MEMORABILIA, and would lose their charm if they were explained, if such were possible; at least admit the worth of the
expression....~.
Those who might dispute our right to employ the term SURREALISM in the very special sense that we understand it are being extremely dishonest, for there can be no doubt that this word had no currency before we came
along. Therefore, I am defining it once and for all:
SURREALISM, n. Psychic automatism in its pure state, by which one proposes to express-verbally, by means
of the written word, or in any other manner-the actual functioning of thought. Dictated by thought, in the absence of any control exercised by reason, exempt from any aesthetic or moral concern.
ENCYCLOPEDIA. Philosophy. Surrealism is based on the belief in the superior reality of certain forms of

previously neglected associations, in the omnipotence of dream, in the disinterested play of thought. It tends to
ruin once and for all all other psychic mechanisms and to substitute itself for them in solving all the principal
problems of life. The following have performed acts of ABSOLUTE SURREALISM: Messrs. Aragon, Baron,
Boiffard, Breton, Carrive, Crevel, Delteil, Desnos, Eluard, Gerard, Limbour, Malkine, Morise, Naville, Noll,
Peret, Picon, Soupault, Vitrac.

Eye
Georges Bataille
Cannibal delicacy. It is known that civilized man is characterized by an often inexplicable acuity of horror. The
fear of insects is no doubt one of the most singular and most developed of these horrors as is, one is surprised
to note, the fear of the eye. It seems impossible, in fact, to judge the eye using any word other than seductive,
since nothing is more attractive in the bodies of animals and men. But extreme seductiveness is probably at the
boundary of horror.
In this respect, the eye could be related to the cutting edge, whose appearance provokes both bitter and contradictory reactions; this is what the makers of the Andalusian Dog1 must have hideously and obscurely experienced when, among the first images of the film, they determined the bloody loves of these two beings. That
a razor would cut open the dazzling eye of a young and charming woman-this is precisely what a young man
would have admired to the point of madness, a young man watched by a small cat, a young man who by chance
holding in his hand a coffee spoon, suddenly wanted to take an eye in that spoon.
Obviously a singular desire on the part of a white, from whom the eyes of the cows, sheep, and pigs that he eats
have always been hidden. For the eye-as Stevenson exquisitely puts it, a cannibal delicacy-is, on our part, the
object of such anxiety that we will never bite into it. The eye is even ranked high in horror, since it is, among
other things, the eye of conscience. Victor Hugo’s poem is sufficiently well known; the obsessive and lugubrious eye, the living eye, the eye that was hideously dreamed by Grandville in a nightmare he had shortly before
his death;2 the criminal “dreams that he has just struck down a man in a dark wood . . . Human blood has been
spilled and, to use an expression that presents a ferocious image to the mind, he made an oak sweat.3 In fact, it
is not a man, but a tree trunk . . . bloody . . . that thrashes and struggles . . . under the murderous weapon. The
hands of the victim are raised, pleading, but in vain. Blood continues to flow.” At that point an enormous eye
appears in the black sky, pursuing the criminal through space and to the bottom of the sea, where it devours him
after taking the form of a fish. Innumerable eyes nevertheless multiply under the waves.
On this subject, Grandville writes: “Are these the eyes of the crowd attracted by the imminent spectacle of
torture?” But why would these absurd eyes be attracted, like a cloud of flies, by something so repugnant? Why
as well, on the masthead of a perfectly sadistic illustrated weekly, published in Paris from 1907 to 1924, does an
eye regularly appear against a red background, above a bloody spectacle? Why isn’t the Eye of the Police-similar to the eye of human justice in the nightmare of Grandville-finally only the expression of a blind thirst for
blood? Similar also to the eye of Crampon, condemned to death and approached by the chaplain an instant
before the blade’s fall: he dismissed the chaplain, but enucleated himself and gave him the happy gift of his
torn-out eye, for this eye was made of glass.
Notes
1. This extraordinary film is the work of two young Catalans: the painter Salvador Dali, one of whose characteristic paintings we reproduce below (p. 25), and the director Luis Bunuel. See the excellent photographs
published by the Cahiers d’art (July 1929, p. 230), by Bifur (August 1929, p. 105) and by Variete’s (July 1929,
p. 209). This film can be distinguished from banal avant-garde productions, with which one might be tempted
to confuse it, in that the screenplay predominates. Several very explicit facts appear in successive order, without
logical connection it is true, but penetrating so far into horror that the spectators are caught up as directly as they
are in adventure films. Caught up and even precisely caught by the throat, and without artifice; do these spectators know, in fact, where they-the authors of this film, or people like them-will stop? If Bunuel himself, after the
filming of the slit-open eye, remained sick for a week (he, moreover, had to film the scene of the asses’ cadavers
in a pestilential atmosphere), how then can one not see to what extent horror becomes fascinating, and how it
alone is brutal enough to break everything that stifles?

2. Victor Hugo, a reader of Le Magazin pittoresque, borrowed from the admirable written dream Crime and
Expiation, and from the unprecedented drawing of Grandville, both published in 1847 (pp. 211-14), the story of
the pursuit of a criminal by an obstinate eye; it is scarcely useful to observe, however, that only an obscure and
sinister obsession, and not a cold memory, can explain this resemblance. We owe to Pierre d’Espezel’s erudition
and kindness our awareness of this curious document, probably the most beautiful of Grandville’s extravagant
compositions.
[The poem by Victor Hugo to which Bataille refers is “La Conscience” (in the collection La Legende des siecles [Paris: Gallimard, Bibliotheque de la Pleiade, 1950], pp. 26-27). The poem in fact presents the eye of God
following Cain, even into a (self-imposed) tomb. Tr.]
3. [“Faire suer un chene’’ (literally, ‘’to make an oak sweat”) is a slang expression that could be translated as “to
exploit a guy” or “to rip off a guy.” Tr.]

