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art, for musical art is limited in its expression in a
measure corresponding exactly to the limitations of
the organ that perceives it. A mode of composition
that does not assign itself limits becomes pure fantasy.
The effects it produces may accidentally amuse but are
not capable of being repeated. I cannot conceive of a
fantasy that is repeated, for it can be repeated only to
its detriment.

Let us understand each other in regard to this word
fantasy. We are not using the word in the sense in
which it is connected with a definite musical form, but
in the acceptation which presupposes an abandonment
of one’s self to the caprices of imagination. And this
presupposes that the composer’s will is voluntarily
paralyzed. For imagination is not only the mother of
caprice but the servant and handmaiden of the cre-
ative will as well.

The creator’s function is to sift the elements he re-
ceives from her, for human activity must impose limits
upon itself. The more art is controlled; limited,
worked over, the more it is free.

As for myself, I experience a sort of terror when, at
the moment of setting to work and finding myself be-
fore the infinitude of possibilities that present them-
selves, I have the feeling that everything is permissible
to me. If everything is permissible to me, the best and
the worst; if nothing offers me any resistance, then any
effort is inconceivable, and I cannot use anything as a
basis, and consequently every undertaking becomes
futile.
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Will I then have to lose myself in this abyss of free-
domP To what shall I cling in order to escape the
dizziness that seizes me before the virtuality of this in-
finitude? However, I shall not succumb. I shall over-
come my terror and shall be reassured by the thought
that I have the seven notes of the scale and its chroma-
tic intervals at my disposal, that strong and weak ac-
cents are within my reach, and that in all of these I
possess solid and concrete elements which offer me a
field of experience just as vast as the upsetting and
dizzy infinitude that had just frightened me. It is into
this field that I shall sink my roots, fully convinced
that combinations which have at their disposal twelve
sounds in each octave and all possible rhythmic varie-
ties promise me riches that all the activity of human
genius will never exhaust.

What delivers me from the anguish into which an
unrestricted freedom plunges me is the fact that I am
always able to turn immediately to the concrete things
that are here in question. I have no use for a theoretic
freedom. Let me have something finite, definite —
matter that can lend itself to my operation only inso-
far as it is commensurate with my possibilities. And
such matter presents itself to me together with its lim-
itations. I must in turn impose mine upon it. So here
we are, whether we like it or not, in the realm of ne-
cessity. And yet which of us has ever heard talk of art
as other than a realm of freedom? This sort of heresy
is uniformly widespread because it is imagined that
art is outside the bounds of ordinary activity. Well, in
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art as in everything else, one can build only upon a
resisting foundation: whatever constantly gives way
to pressure, constantly renders movement impossible.

My freedom thus consists in my moving about
within the narrow frame that I have assigned myself
for each one of my undertakings.

I shall go even further: my freedom will be so much
the greater and more meaningful the more narrowly I
limit my field of action and the more I surround my-
self with obstacles. Whatever diminishes constraint,
diminishes strength. (The more gonsivaints one im=
poses, the more one frees one’s self of the chains that
shackle the spirit.

To the voice that commands me to create I first re-
spond with fright; then I reassure myself by taking up
as weapons those things participating in creation but
as yet outside of it; and the arbitrariness of the con-
straint serves only to obtain precision of execution.

From all this we shall conclude the necessity of
dogmatizing on pain of missing our goal. If these
words annoy us and seem harsh, we can abstain from
pronouncing them. For all that, they nonetheless con-
tain the secret of salvation: “It is evident,” writes
Baudelaire, “that rhetorics and prosodies are not arbi-
trarily invented tyrannies, but a collection of rules
demanded by the very organization of the spiritual be-
ing, and never have prosodies and rhetorics kept origi-
nality from fully manifesting itself. The contrary, that
is to say, that they have aided the flowering of origi-
nality, would be infinitely more true.”
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