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Document 1 

Pablo Picasso,  "Why I Joined the Communist Party"1 

My joining the Communist Party is a logical step in my life and my work and gives them 
meaning. Through design and color, I have tried to penetrate deeper into a knowledge of the 
world and of men so that this knowledge might free us. In my own way I have always said what I 
considered most true, most just and best, and therefore, most beautiful. But during the oppression 
and the insurrection I felt that that was not enough, that I had to fight not only with painting but 
with my whole being. Previously, out of a sort of "innocence", I had not understood this.  

I have become a Communist because our party strives more than any other to know and to build 
a better world, to make men clearer thinkers, more free and more happy. I have become a 
Communist because the Communists are the bravest in France, in the Soviet Union, as they are 
in my country, Spain. I have never felt more free, more complete since I joined. While I wait for 
the time when Spain can take me back again, the French Communist Party is a fatherland to me. 
In it I find again all my friends -- the great scientist, Paul Langevin, and Frederick Joliet Curie, 
the great writers Louis Aragon and Paul Eulard, and so many of the beautiful faces of the 
insurgents of Paris. I am again among my brothers.  

                                                
1 L’Humanite, 1944 
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Document 2 
 
 

PICASSO SPEAKS2 
 
 

The Paris art critic for The Christian Science Monitor recounts a visit with Pablo Picasso at his home. 

BY CARLTON LAKE  

. . . . .   

…..One thing that interested me, I said, was the question of his Communism. It was 
hard, I explained, for many people to understand how a man who believes in total 

independence—whose work has been for nearly two generations the very symbol of it—could be 
a member of the Communist Party today. How did he square those two ideas? 

He sobered down immediately. "I suppose you're thinking of the Social Realism in contemporary 
Russian painting," he said. 

I said yes, but for the moment I thought we could bring it closer to home by sticking to the 
situation within the Communist Party in France. I referred to what Louis Aragon, intellectual 
wheel horse of the French C.P., had said after the Party had castigated him for printing Picasso's 
memorial portrait of Stalin -- not exactly a speaking likeness—in his paper, Les Lettres 
Françaises. I quoted to Picasso Aragon's words: "Anarchy in art is a petit-bourgeois concept 
which places the individual outside the mass, and thus condemns him to mediocrity, incapacity, 
uselessness, and malfeasance." Didn't that, I asked, point in his direction, and if so, didn't those 
terms, in that context, come as a bit of a shock to him? 

Picasso shook his head. "I don't agree with Aragon on that point, any more than I agree with 
Soviet doctrine on realism in painting. I've known Aragon a long time. I know what he's like and 
how he feels. As I said, we don't always agree. Oh, I suppose it wasn't the best portrait of 
Stalin—or even my best. I look at it this way: Stalin died. I am a member of the Communist 
Party. I felt it was up to me to make a geste of some sort. If it had been someone else, I might 
have sent flowers. But in the circumstances, it seemed more appropriate, somehow, for me to do 
a portrait of him. Between me and other elements of the Party—those who objected to the 
portrait—there is a great distance, in some respects. My portrait had to cover that great distance. 
Like a bouquet of flowers, it started out fresh, and at the end of its long journey it arrived a bit 
faded and wilted. That's all." 

He raised his finger. "There's another point I'd like to clarify in all that," he said. "I object to the 
use of the word anarchy in connection with my work—whoever uses it. I'm not an anarchist. I 
never have been. My work is a constructive one. I am building, not tearing down. What people 
call deformation in my work results from their own misapprehension. It's not a matter of 
deformation; it's a question of formation. My work obeys laws I have spent my life in 
formulating and adhering to. Everybody has a different idea of what constitutes reality and the 
substance of things. Labels are meaningless. For example, you say 'red.' What is red? There are a 
thousand reds." He pointed to the bowl of fruit in the middle of the big table. "We've been told 
that's an orange. So we call it an orange. We've been told that's an apple. So we call it an apple. 
But you and I look at those things and we see different objects—with the same name. I paint 
                                                
2 The Atlantic Monthly // July 1957 
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them in a still life and I set them down in what my intellect tells me is the order and form in 
which they appear to me. It's a constructive process from beginning to end. No, I'm no anarchist. 
I believe in total liberty, yes, but subject to an inner order, control—and laws." 

I told him I thought it would make many of his admirers happy to pick up their newspapers one 
morning and read that he had renounced his allegiance to the Communist Party—not in favor of 
some other political organization, but just to get out of the political picture and leave that kind of 
activity to other people. 

Picasso raised his eyebrows, then relaxed, smiled. "Look," he said, "I'm no politician. I'm not 
technically proficient in such matters. But Communism stands for certain ideals I believe in. I 
believe Communism is working toward the realization of those ideals." He paused ever so briefly 
and then, before I had a chance to speak, picked up the question that was beginning to formulate 
itself in my thought. "You'll ask me, 'what about Stalin?'" he said. Well, what about him? You 
would have said he was no good—but you didn't know that; you only thought it. Well, I thought 
he was. It turned out that I was wrong. But is that any reason why I should renounce the ideals I 
believe in? Let's say I were a Catholic and I met a priest who was no good—a worthless type in 
every sense of the word. He's all the bad things you can think of. Is that any reason why I should 
give up believing in Christianity? There are all kinds of perfectly authentic stories about the sins 
of the Church in the Middle Ages. Some of the Popes were horrible creatures. But should I—as a 
Christian—in view of that, give up my adherence to the ideals I believe in ? Eh bien, non!" 

Jacqueline leaned toward Picasso. "Perhaps you should make things perfectly clear," she 
suggested, "by saying you have no intention of resigning from the Party." 

Picasso nodded. "That's right. I have no intention of resigning. Things look bad in Poland and 
Hungary, I know, but I'm not quitting the Party just for that. I don't say the world can't find the 
cure for its ills under the capitalist system, but thus far it hasn't made very impressive headway." 
He studied me for a brief moment, then said, "I don't understand why Americans are so 
concerned about Communism, anyway. Especially, about whether some individual is a 
Communist or not." I had the impression, from the way he put it, that he was not expecting an 
answer…… 
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Document 3 

The Kitchen debates, Nixon Khrushchev, 19593 

 

                                                
3 The full text see website http://cnn.com/SPECIALS/cold.war 
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Document 4 
Nureyev Defets, 19614 

 

 

                                                
4 The full text is in the book by Diana Solway. Nureyev: His Life. NY., 1998 
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