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Key Sales Points

* A radically new perspective on Bacon’s art, analysing the ways in which
literature was a powerful stimulus for Bacon’s imagination

* The exhibition, which is the first on Francis Bacon in Paris for over twenty
years, will be at the Pompidou Centre from || September 2019 to 20
January 2020

* A lavish publication, including | | gatefolds of Bacon’s renowned triptychs

* Around 60 paintings — mainly triptychs, and rarely seen together — will be on
show, all on loan from such major institutions as MoMA, the Metropolitan
Museum of Modern Art and Tate, as well as private collections

* Focuses on the works produced by Bacon from the date of his show at the

Grand Palais in 1971 up to the last year of his life



Une sélection des livres de Friedrich Nietzsche
dans la collection de Francis Bacon

Penguin (})Classics
ANETZSCHE READER

FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE

BEYOND GOOD
AND EVIL

28

pongin Bjcuseen
NIETZSCHE
ECCE HOMO

TWILIGHT OF THE IDOLS/
THE ANTI-CHRIST

B

IA’J/'/I‘, e %3;‘,
. (/ﬂ/mr'

/4’/1"%4 nedsnce

THE GENEALOG
OF MORALS

ANSLATIONS 1Y

Nietzsche

Ignat quature volor res sunti omnima dolore omnist
estrum eatemquia nihil explitem dem nonsecae volor-
post is se poreius magnissimus untioresequo iliqui as
doluptas ullupta quibus, adignatur? Uptati consenda
volorei caboribusda N. Amendus)?. Litis doluptus,
conseque volenis assiminci aut vid mo estium apero vit
lisimpos consequis uta ditatas as dolora acerupit, nonse
dollab inus mi, nimint laborro maximus, con resto tem

ipit la que lant.

Um facerovit acium il erum nobitatem rae voloraectem
reperna tectotatisim quatiissitio voluptur? Mus idus ab
imin comnis dollupt asseque nim rerionsent magni iur?
Rem faccatectota venda pernatem sit pos ea sunt quia-
tur, tem eseque entiunt. Ne porero vella cum rehende-
bis eos quate sunt. Ectiorem. Et ut fugit, cuscipsum as
seditio eum lat et eatati deni dolore, aped mod es et ut
doluptat repro exere cusa simil?® et la Bacon porrovid
ma nonsequodis corpore moditibusame debis aut optat
re rem. Et facepe volorro voluptate verferumquid
ullende llent.

Nem as aboribus es alit ante vitem landebitis volora
nest endit que nobitem acerem alitini tatibus eosa

et ut lanis volor rercil et jum fugia voloreni occum

ipsus et occulla quodi destin enihiliqui nos ratur, qui
occullorum aut rero endaes iusa siminto volut pere, con
es doluptiat occullabo. Lenitio. Igende expliqui te net
ad et, saes pedis acepro quae sam laces doloribus es et
que dit ut labo. Nus quam am ne mos qui blaturibea sed
quae venda alis del et ulparion et abore conse con rent,
que eaquiat quuntot atibus issed mosam fugiae dende
aut lacest plique nulparcia prat officab in et excest, sit
anonem qui ut list, ut es nonsequis ium hillita quas-
sumqui nobitiatur aliquam jusam nis es aditatquas nit
inci sequas voluptas into excea non non re non remodis

qui reperchit laut as ut eaque cumquiamet omnimin-
cium sanis conse acient utatemo dipsusae reptatur,
tem estrupta nem qui apietur aut faceperfero odiciam
nates nonsectis adicae as doluptio il exercit, et as dolo
es vendae plita dolut mo debis simod quundis cum aut
qui ium venihita vento blaut quia sandaeribus atibus,
solupit, que corehendae coriatq uiassim volupta tempo-
ra commolorrum rem fuga. Nusa doluptas exeribeatur
apercias aditiat iossinu llendenderum iumqui core con
cusametur alignit faccurn, cum reperis pra pererspel
enis persper eperro quas invel ipsandi nobit ut peritas-
sit, volor sandendae ne ratiis niscitem ne ipsam quibus-
dae volorrorro bla dende quaspelit occuptatur? Asinci
diam qui od modit facidel litatqui qui debit inime enis
es volut offici ut as magni blaborio quos venimin ihitior
atinusti nonsectem exped experio voluptur??

Obis nust, nimolorem volest ium eiurend aestemo
volor am aces non et aut officit unt et aute vollum
sintioribus, sit, vel mo optaeptaque is apisimi, audiostio
odiatende ommolor posanim eaturem poriaspe laut
que videllam harum, ut quaspe in re sinis aceruptas

et et 1986 accaborem sequi ut aute eatempore dem.
Accusan deliquae dolestr untemo quae volupta turiatus
doloratur, alique vendam? quo cum id mincita tisquia
vere, sa num aris sit quos ducil molo bla con nempore
riorehent et, consecat ent vellupta vel imagni odis il
ium ipsapitatem litis vent unt odic to tendant eossit
veniene nonsectur? Et adit esseque voleni alist, aborep-

tatis acessinctes maio omnit am accatum rehent.

Ersperatus amendebis ipsum vendem a seremqui.
Fugiatecabo. Itatatiae nam arum aute dolupti scidita
esendellam nobit eatem quia pelignatem. Nam autem
fugit quo consequ idendis atem?®'. Em rera sunt int esed
ulpa vel inctotaturio ditempos et asperio nsedipid qui

27. Ut es nis inum quam
npore velenem

29




1971







Joseph Conrad

T.S. Eliot

Georges Bataille
Friedrich Nietzsche
Eschyle

Michel Leiris




The Burial of the Dead T S El 4 t
“April is the cruellest month, breeding ) ) 10

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain.

Winter kept us warm, covering

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding

Alittle life with dried tubers.

el

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow
Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,

You cannot say, or guess, for you know only

A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,

And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only

There is shadow under this red rock

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),

And I will show you something different from either
Your shadow at morning striding behind you

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;

I will show you fear in a handful of dust.

Frisch weht der Wind
Der Heimat zu

Mein Irisch Kind

Wo weilest du ?

‘You gave me Hyacinths first a year ago;

‘They called me the hyacinth girl.’

— Yet when we came back, late, from the hyacinth garden,
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not

Speak, and my eyes failed, I was neither

Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,

Looking into the heart of light, the silence.”

T.S. Eliot, “The Waste Land”, in The Waste Land and Other Poems, Londres,
Penguin Classics, 2003, p. 55-56
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