





NOTES OF AN APPRENTICESHIP

regulating instrument, the serial phenomenon itself was not, so
to speak, perceived by Schoenberg.

What, then, was his ambition, once the chromatic synthesis
had been established through the series, or in other words, once
this coefficient of security had been adopted? To construct
works of the same essence as that of those in the sound-uni-
verse he had just left behind, works in which the new tech-
nique of writing should “PFOVC its worth.” But could that new
technique produce convincing results if one did not take the
trouble to explore the specifically serial domain in the struc-
tures? And I understand the word “structure” as extending
from the generation of the constituent eclements to the total
architecture of a work, In short, a logic of engendering be-
tween the serial forms, properly speaking, and the derived
s?ructures was generally absent from Schoenberg’s preoccupa-
t1ons.

And there, it seems, you have what led to the decrepitude of
the larger part of his serial oenvre. The preclassic or classic
forms ruling most of the architectures have no historic link to
the dodecaphonic discovery; thus an inadmissible hiatus is pro-
duced between infrastructures related to the tonal phenome-
non and a language in which one again perceives the laws of
m‘gflmlznrirm summarily. Not only does the proposed project
run aground—such a language was not consolidated by such
architectures—but also the opposite happens, which is to say
that those architectures annihilate the possibilities of organiza-
tion inherent in the new language. The two worlds are incom-
patible, and Schoenberg had attempted to justify one by the
other.

One cannot call that procedure valid, and it produced results
that could have been anticipated: the worst sort of misunder-
standing. A warped “romantico-classicism” in which the good
intentions are not the Jeast unattractive element. One certainly
gave no great credit to the serial organization by not ai!owin-g
it its own modes of development, but substituting other, appar-
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ently surer ones. A reactionary attitude that left the door ajar
for all the more or less disgruccful holdovers.

The persistence of accompanied melody, for example; of
counterpoint based upon a principal part and secondary parts
(Hauptstinmne and Nebenstinmme). We are in the presence of a
very unhappy heritage owed to scarcely defensible scleroses of
a certain bastard language adopted by romanticism. Nor is it
only in the limited conceptions, but equally in the writing
itself, that T see reminiscences of a dead world. Under Schoen-
berg’s pen, in fact, there abounded—not without pmducing
irritation—the clichés of redoubtably stereoty ped writing rep-
resenting, there too, the most ostentatious and obsolete roman-
ticism. 1 refer to those constant anticipations, with expressive
leaning on the key note; I mean those false appoggiaturas; or,
again, those formulas of arpeggios, of devices, of repetitions,
which sound terribly hollow and deserve to be called what
they are: “‘Secondary parts.” Finally, I indicate the morosc,
disagreeable usc of a derisively poor—call it uglyﬁrh_vthmic,
in which tricks varying the classic rhythmic are disconcerting
in their credulity and ineffectuality.

How could we, without weakness, relate ourselves to an
oeuvre manifesting such contradictions? If only it manifested
them within a rigorous technique, the only safeguard! But
what are we to think of Schoenberg’s American period, during
which the greatest disarray and most deplorable demagnetiza-
tion appearcd? How could we, unless with a supplemen-
tary—and superfluous—measure, judge such lack of compre-
hension and cohesion, that reevaluation of polarizing functions,
even of tonal functions? Rigorous writing was abandoned in
those works. In them we see appearing again the octave inter-
vals, the false cadences, the exact canons at the octave. Such an
attitude attests to maximum incoherence—a paroxysm in the
absurdity of Schoenberg’s incompatibilities. Ought one not to
have pressed forward to a new methodology of the musical
language instead of trying to reconstitute the old one? So
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monstrous an uncomprehending deviation leaves us perplexed:
in the Schoenberg “case” a ruinous “catastrophe” occurred
which doubtless will remain cautionary,

Could it have been otherwise? To answer in the negative
now would be naively arrogant. Nevertheless, it is possible to
see why Sch(_)cnl)crg’s serial music was destined to defeat. In
the first place, his exploration of the serial domain had been
carried on unilaterally: it was lacking on the rhythmic level,
cven on that of sound, properly speaking—the intensities and
attacks. Who cver seriously dreamed of reproaching him for
that? On the credit side, T put down his very remarkable
preoccupation, in timbres, with Klangfarbemmelodie, which
could lead by generalization to the series of timbres. But the
essential cause of his failure resides in his profound misunder-
standing of serial FUNeTIONS as such, functions engendered by
the very principle of series—without which they remain more
embryonic than effective, Here T mean to say that Schoenhérg
employed the series as a smaller common denominator to assure
the semantic unity of the work, but that he organized the
language clements thus obtained by a preexisting rhetoric, not
a serial one. 1 believe we can assert that it is there that the
troubling lack of clarity of a work without real unity becomes
manifest.

Schoenberg’s failure to grasp the serial domain as a whole has
caused enough dissaffectations and prudent flights to make full
description of it unnecessary.

No hilarious demonism, but rather the most ordinary com-
mon sense, leads me to declare that since the Viennese discov-
cry, every composer outside the serial experiments has been
useless. Nor can that assertion be answered in the name of a
pretended freedom (which could not mean that every com-
poser would be useful in the opposite direction), for that
liberty has a strange look of being a surviving servitude. If the
Schoenherg failure happened, disregarding it will not aid us in
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finding a valid solution for the problem that the epiphany of a
contemporary language has posed.

At the very beginning, perhaps one should dissociate the
serial phenonemon from Schoenberg’s oeuvre. The two have
been confused with obvious glee, often with poorly dissimu-
lated bad faith. It is easy to forgct that a certain Webern also
labored; to be sure, one never hears this discussed any more (so
dense are the screens of mediocrity!). Perhaps we can say that
the series is a logically historical consequence, or—depending
upon what one wishes—a historically logical one. Perhaps, like
that certain Webern, one could pursue the sound-rvipence by
trying to derive the structure from the material. Perhaps one
could enlarge the serial domain with intervals other than the
half-tone: microdistances, irregular intervals, complex sounds.
Perhaps one could generalize the serial principle to the four
sound-constituents: pitch, duration, intensity and attack, tim-
bre. Perhaps . . . perhaps . . . onc could demand from a com-
poser some imagination, a certain dosage of asceticism, even a
little intelligence, and, finally, a sensibility that will not be
toppled by the least breeze.

We must keep ourselves from considering Schoenberg as a
sort of Moses who died in view of the Promised Land after
having brought down the Tables of the Law from a Sinai that
some people obstinately want to confuse with Walhalla. (Dur-
ing that time, the dance before the Golden Calf was in full
swing.) We certainly owe him Pierrot lunaire . . ., and some
other very enviable works. This will not give offense to the
environing mediocrity that wants, very speciously, to limit the

ravages to “Central Europe.”

Nonetheless, it has hecome indispensable to demolish a mis-
understanding that is full of ambiguity and contradictions: it is
time to neutralize the setback. That rectification will be ac-
complished not by any gratuitous bragging, much less by any
sanctimonious fatuity, but by rigor free of weakness and com-
promise. Therefore 1 do not hesitate to write, not out of any
desire to provoke a stupid scandal, but equally without bashful
hypocrisy and pointless melancholy:

SCHOENBERG IS DEAD.
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