
"The scandal must be greater even than that 
of Phèdre or Hernani. The performance must 
not be allowed to reach its conclusion, the 
theater must explode!”

-- Alfred Jarry



• France and Paris in the 1890s

• Concealed wounds: the Franco-Prussian War and the Commune Massacres

• Bel Epoque in the Boulevards, squalor and ferment in Montmartre

• “Boulangerisme,” the Dreyfus Affair, and political discontents

• Early outbreaks of what became Dadaism, Lettrism, Situationism …

• Countercultures and underclasses as bourgeois entertainment

• Jarry, the kid from Laval -- with a fixation on one physics teacher.

• Ubu breaks out, shuts down, moves back up the hill

• Ubu legacies
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“Boulangisme,” c.1880-1891

General Georges Boulanger, 1837-1891





The Dreyfus Affair, 1894-1906



Eugène Bataille
(Sapeck),
"Mona Lisa with a 
Pipe," photo-relief
illustration for 
Coquelin Cadet, Le 
Rire, 1887



Marcel Duchamp
“L.O.O.O.Q”

1919



Rene Magritte, 1919

… and 1929



Alphonse Allais, 
cover and seven
monochromatic 
images for Album
primo-avrilesque,
1897.







The Chat Noir is the most extraordinary cabaret in the 
world. You rub  shoulders with the most famous men of 
Paris, meeting there with foreigners from every comer of 
the globe. Victor Hugo, Emile Zola, Barbey d'Aurevilly, the 
inseparable Mr. Brisson, and the austere Gambetta talk 
buddy-to-buddywith Messrs. Gaston Vassy and Gustave 
Rothschild. People hurry in, people crowd in. It's the 
greatest success of the age! Come on in!! Come on in!

Chat Noir newspaper advertisement, 

April, 1882



Action in Le Chat 
Noir, 1882



Le Moulin de la Galette,    
1886















The Program, 
by

Toulouse-
Lautrec



Set painter Edouard 
Vuillard, later in his 

career



Set painter 
Pierre

Bonnard, 
c. 1940















From “The Song of the Disembraining” – to close the play

Voyez, voyez la machine tourner,

Voyez, voyez la cervelle sauter,

Voyez, voyez les Rentiers trembler ;

(CHŒUR) : Hourra, cornes-au-cul, vive le Père Ubu !

Aussitôt suis lancé par-dessus la barrière,

Par la foule en fureur je me vois bousculé

Et je suis précipité la tête la première

. . Dans le grand trou noir d’où qu’on ne revient jamais.

Voilà ce que c’est que d’aller se promener le dimanche

Rue de l’Échaudé pour voir décerveler,

Marcher le Pince-Porc ou bien le Démanche-Comanche,

On part vivant et l’on revient tudé.

Voyez, voyez la machine tourner,

Voyez, voyez la cervelle sauter,

Voyez, voyez les Rentiers trembler ;

(CHŒUR) : Hourra, cornes-au-cul, vive le Père Ubu !

Behold, behold the device spinning

Behold, behold the brains flying off

Behold, behold the trembling Fat Cats

(choir) Hooray, horns-in-your-butt, long live Papa Ubu!

Immediately, the enraged crowd jostles me about

and I'm bodily flung over the barrier

only to land head first into

...the black hole no one ever returns from.

This is what you get for taking a stroll on Sundays

in the Échaudé street to behold some decerebrating,

watch the hog-pincher or ruffian-shredder at work.

You set off alive and you come back all killed.

Behold, behold the device spinning

Behold, behold the brains flying off

Behold, behold the trembling Fat Cats

(choir) Hooray, horns-in-your-butt, long live Papa Ubu!



Lugné-Poe, proprietor of the 
Theatre de l’Oeuvre

Lugné-Poe, proprietor of the 
Theatre de l’Oeuvre

Fermin Gremier, 
the first

Ubu



Notwithstanding the tedium of this tiresome, feeble and nauseating farce, I repeat, that for myself [...] 
this performance resembled more a sort of deliverance, a literary ninth of Thermidor.
At the very least, it is the beginning of the end for this Terror which has reigned over our literature.
The time has now come to depose this symbolic tyrant many of whose traits are present in the
person of King Ubu, and who resembles it in so many respects. [...] Empty of ideas, but bloated
as Ubu's belly, this despotism of the mind at least had the stroke of genius to realize that one
can easily found an empire by relying upon human credulity. It is enough to persuade a herd of
imbeciles that everything new, or promoted as new, is superior, that tastelessness is strength,
that all obscurities are profound, and that anyone who does not agree is stupid and backward,
for this herd to obey and follow, cheering all the while. And really, for the past few years, this
abstract and impersonal tyrant, this literary Ubu, terrorist of snobs, has become a dictator who has
subsequently turned on the public. But he overestimated its complaisance and counted too much
on its docility. The public became angry, and I am delighted to have been present at its revolt.

Review in Le Figaro  



“Feeling bound to support the most spirited party, we have shouted for the play, but that night 
at the Hôtel Corneille I am very sad, for comedy, objectivity, has displayed its growing power 
once more. I say: "After Stéphane Mallarmé, after Paul Verlaine, after Puvis de Chavannes, after 
our own verse, after all our subtle rhythms, after the faint mixed tints of Conder, what more is
possible? After us the Savage God.”

--Willliam Butler Yeats”





Pierre 
Bonnard, 
Alphabet 
du Père 

Ubu, 
XXème
siècle

(1901),





Zurich, 1916 – the birth of Dadaism



Antonin Artaud, 1896-1948





Marcel Duchamp, Ubu Book-binding,  1921



Max Ernst
“Ubu

Imperator,”

1923



Joan Miro, Ubu Series, 
1965-1966































Serendipitous UBU



The artist in his Chicago 
studio


