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THE INVISIBLE ADVENTURE

CLAUDE CAHUN// THE SEARCH FOR THE SELF





PREFACE

Claude Cahun was born in 1894 as Lucy Schwob in Nantes. She Changed her 
Name in her early twenties to Claude, one of the few french names that can be 
either masculine or feminin. The surname Cahun is borrowed by her favourite 
uncle Léon Cahun. Her eraliest self portraits are dated to 1912, when she was 
about 18 years old. Along with her lover and step-sister Marcel Moore she mo-
ved to Paris, where she joined the surrealist art movement and beacme part 
of an lesbian avantgarde circle. 
With her jewish background Paris was no longer a save place in the late 1930s. 
So Cahun and Moore moved to Jersy, an island off the coast of Norman-
dy, where they produced and distributed anti-facist propaganda. After being 
caught and imprisoned in 1944, both were senteced to death for their actions, 
but luckily escaped with the liberation of jersy by the allies in 1945. 
A lot of Cahuns works was destroyed by the Nazis during their imprisonment. 
What mainly remains are her self-portraits and her autobiographical novel ‘Di-
savovals’, which disseminate an intimate, poetic and mysterious atmosphere, 
while they also establish an innovative approach with her own image. Claude 
Cahun reinvents the concept of the self, recreating her identity with masculine 
as well as feminine costumes, wigs and make-up, a precursory performance 
that erases genres to build a unique unclassifiable human type. Cahun died in 
1954 in Jersey, during her lifetime she only published very few of her portraits 
which makes the remaining ones even more intimate.

CRIME OR SUICIDE?
ASK NERO: THEATRE!

View 1



CRIME OR SUICIDE?
ASK NERO: THEATRE!

View 1



PREFACE

Claude Cahun was born in 1894 as Lucy Schwob in Nantes. She Changed her 
Name in her early twenties to Claude, one of the few french names that can be 
either masculine or feminin. The surname Cahun is borrowed by her favourite 
uncle Léon Cahun. Her eraliest self portraits are dated to 1912, when she was 
about 18 years old. Along with her lover and step-sister Marcel Moore she mo-
ved to Paris, where she joined the surrealist art movement and beacme part 
of an lesbian avantgarde circle. 
With her jewish background Paris was no longer a save place in the late 1930s. 
So Cahun and Moore moved to Jersy, an island off the coast of Norman-
dy, where they produced and distributed anti-facist propaganda. After being 
caught and imprisoned in 1944, both were senteced to death for their actions, 
but luckily escaped with the liberation of jersy by the allies in 1945. 
A lot of Cahuns works was destroyed by the Nazis during their imprisonment. 
What mainly remains are her self-portraits and her autobiographical novel ‘Di-
savovals’, which disseminate an intimate, poetic and mysterious atmosphere, 
while they also establish an innovative approach with her own image. Claude 
Cahun reinvents the concept of the self, recreating her identity with masculine 
as well as feminine costumes, wigs and make-up, a precursory performance 
that erases genres to build a unique unclassifiable human type. Cahun died in 
1954 in Jersey, during her lifetime she only published very few of her portraits 
which makes the remaining ones even more intimate.





Isn’t she 
lovely? 
Isn’t she 
wonderful? 
Isn’t she 
precious?

View 2



Isn’t she 
lovely? 
Isn’t she 
wonderful? 
Isn’t she 
precious?

View 2







Under this 
mask 
another 
mask, I will
never be 
finished 
removing all 
those faces.

View 3



Under this 
mask 
another 
mask, I will
never be 
finished 
removing all 
those faces.

View 3







‘Mirror’
‘Fix’
These are 
words that
have no
place here.

View 4



‘Mirror’
‘Fix’
These are 
words that
have no
place here.

View 4







SELF LOVE

The death of Narcissus has always seemed totally incomprehensible to me. 
Only one explanation seems plausible: Narcissus did not love himself. He al-
lowed himself to be decived by an image. He didn‘t know how to go beyond 
appearances. Had he fallen in love with the face of a nymph rather than his 
own, his mortal impotence would have remained the same.
But had he known how to love himself beyond the mirage his would have 
been a happy fate, the epitome of living paradise, the myth of the privileged 
man, worthy of envy down the centuries. That beautiful child was able to ex-
tract the infinite from his reflections, while we remain vibrations away, always 
the same, incapable of going any further. 
Oh Narcissus, you could love yourself in everything: sun, your brother, even 
more beautiful in the weary night, who reflects a pallor on the moon which he 
never wearies od admiring; moon, who can only see his body in the lake whe-
re he lies streched out until dawn; all colours dcattered and each seeks out 
the most faithful copy of itself among the valley‘s multicoloured columbines; 
honeys that the bees, your sisters, are so fond of, and where the flowers seek 
out their fragrance...
You were able to love yourself among wood spirits and nymphs, flattering or 
truthful mirrors, unconscious instruments of a seperate will. And you remained 
apart because you would have been able , through your divinity, to isolate 
yourself from the universe, experience your existence, know and love yourself. 
Can Narcissus die withered, he whose self-love is fullfilled in an egoism for 
two, for many, for all, in the universal orgy?
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THE ANGUISH OF SLEEP

Would I prefer silence and darkness falling... Ah, how I envy those who are 
overcome by an unexpected sleep, the forehead suddenly struck and the 
head weighed down as if by a ball od lead! How happy too those children 
who are pushed into the inknown never having uttered the oblivious birth-cry 
of joy and pain! Ah how I‘d love to fall asleep like those good workers who die 
of old age, gently tenderly prepared for an effortless death by the continuous 
efforts of an undervalued life...
I lived in joyfullness; I wanted pleasure to be abrupt, a brutal awakening from 
the slightest drowsiness of the senses. All deathbeds are mine! I have won 
the right to struggle at the evening of each day as the evening of my life. I re-
member, it was Carnival. I had spent my solitary hours disguising my soul. Its 
masks were so perfect that when their paths crossed in the grand square of 
my consciuosness they didn‘t recognise each other. Beguiled by their comic 
ugliness, I explored the worst possible instincts; I welcomed young monsters 
into myself and nurtured them. But the make-up I had used seemed indelible. 
I rubbed so hard to remove it that I took all the skin. And my soul, like a flayed 
face, naked, no longer had a human form. Like a dog, thethered by too short of 
a rope, fretting, longing to be free in the sunshine, who surreptitiously gnaws 
at the hemp and flees into the countryside; like his heavy knennel, damp with 
soiled straw, retaining the odour, the imprint of the animal, his leftover food 
already rotting can do nothing but wait, lost, too much impregnated with his 
presence for any other use to be tolerable — ready to be thrown on the fire; 
like my body, like my soul. Like my insane soul, lost — oh with no going back! 
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COLOURS

Red, the sexual instinct. Yellow, hunger. Blue, fear. And their derivatives: Oran-
ge, sociability. Green, tricks. Indigo, consciousness of oneself, of the superhu-
man. To put it another way: Violet, pride. Indigo, true love. Blue, weaknesses. 
Green; compulsive lying. Parsimony and avarice, yellow. Orange, vanity. Red, 
lust and sex mania. And their corresponding colours on the other side of the 
prism: Red, courage. Blue godness, all kinds of indulgence. Indigo, heroism. 
Violet, dignity — and spirituality. 
But I‘ve had enough of tracing the nuances from white to black of the infinite 
detail of these elastic virtues. Aren‘t we ever going to discover ultra- violet 
sentiments? Who wouldn‘t devote themselves to infra-red itself in order to 
experience the least inaccsessible of so many forbidden notes on this incre-
dible, inhuman scale... Blind people should be told about colours, deaf people 
should be shown the vibrations of sounds, and we should dance in front of 
the paralysed persons coffin - on our feet, on our hands, dance with the whole 
body... Angels have had enough of duty, of the happiness of exercising their 
wings.May they do without my praises! 
May the birds not expect any speeches about aviation of me.I want to scan-
dalise the innocent, little children, old folks, with my nudity, my raucous voice, 
the obvious reflex of desire. Those who are without sin, it is good that they 
cast stones at me, that in my human stupidity (that is to say immortal) the 
superhuman feels humiliated.
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