
The artistic image is unique and singular, whereas the 
phenomena of life may well be entirely banal. Again, haikku: 

No, not to my house. 
That one, pattering umbrella 
Went to my neighbour. 

In itself, a passer-by with an umbrella whom you have seen at some 
time in your life means nothing new; he is just one of the people 
hurrying along and keeping himself dry in the rain. But within the 
terms of the artistic image we have been considering, a moment of 
life, one and unique for the author, is recorded in a form that is 
perfect and simple. The three lines are sufficient to make us feel his 
mood: his loneliness, the grey, rainy weather outside the window, 
and the vain expectation that someone might by a miracle call into 
his solitary, god-forsaken dwelling. Situation and mood, meticu
lously recorded, achieve an amazingly wide, far-ranging expression. 

At the beginning of these reflections we deliberately ignored what 
is known as the character image. At this point it could be useful to 
include it. Let us take Bashmachkin17 and Onegin. As literary types 
they personify certain social laws, which are the precondition of their 
existence—that is on the one hand. On the other, they possess some 
universal human traits. All this is so: a character in literature may 
become typical if he reflects current patterns formed as a result of 
general laws of development. As types, therefore, Bashmachkin and 
Onegin have plenty of analogues in real life. As types, certainly! 
As artistic images they are nonetheless absolutely alone and 
inimitable. They are too concrete, seen too large by their authors, 
carry the latter's viewpoint too fully, for us to be able to say: 'Yes, 
Onegin, he's just like my neighbour.' The nihilism of Raskolnikov 
in historical and sociological terms is of course typical; but in the 
personal and individual terms of his image, he stands alone. Hamlet 
is undoubtedly a type as well; but where, in simple terms, have you 
ever seen a Hamlet? 

We are faced with a paradox: the character image signifies the 
fullest possible expression of what is typical, and the more fully it 
expresses it, the more individual, the more original it becomes. It is 
an extraordinary thing, this image! In a sense it is far richer than life 
itself; perhaps precisely because it expresses the idea of absolute 
truth. 

Do the images of Leonardo or Bach mean anything in functional 
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terms? No—they mean nothing at all beyond what they mean 
themselves; that is the measure of their autonomy. They see the 
world as if for the first time, with no experience to weigh them 
down. They look at it with the independence of people who have 
only just arrived! 

All creative work strives for simplicity, for perfectly simple 
expression; and this means reaching down into the furthest depths of 
the recreation of life. But that is the most painful part of creative 
work: finding the shortest path between what you want to say or 
express and its ultimate reproduction in the finished image. The 
struggle for simplicity is the painful search for a form adequate to the 
truth you have grasped. You long to be able to achieve great things 
while economising the means. 

The striving for perfection leads an artist to make spiritual 
discoveries, to exert the utmost moral effort. Aspiration towards the 
absolute is the moving force in the development of mankind. For me 
the idea of realism in art is linked with that force. Art is realistic when 
it strives to express an ethical ideal. Realism is a striving for the truth, 
and truth is always beautiful. Here the aesthetic coincides with the 
ethical. 

Time, rhythm and editing 
Turning now to the film image as such, I immediately want to dispel 
the widely held idea that it is essentially 'composite'. This notion 
seems to me wrong because it implies that cinema is founded on the 
attributes of kindred art forms and has none specifically its own; and 
that is to deny that cinema is an art. 

The dominant, all-powerful factor of the film image is rhythm, 
expressing the course of time within the frame. The actual passage of 
time is also made clear in the characters' behaviour, the visual 
treatment and the sound—but these are all accompanying features, 
the absence of which, theoretically, would in no way affect the 
existence of the film. One cannot conceive of a cinematic work with 
no sense of time passing through the shot, but one can easily imagine 
a film with no actors, music, decor or even editing. The Lumiere 
brothers' Arrivée d'un Train, already mentioned, was like that. So 
are one or two films of the American underground: there is one, for 
instance, which shows a man asleep; we then see him waking up, 
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and, by its own wizardry, the cinema gives that moment an 
unexpected and stunning aesthetic impact. 

Or Pascal Aubier's'8 ten-minute film consisting of only one shot. 
First it shows the life of nature, majestic and unhurried, indifferent 
to human bustle and passions. Then the camera, controlled with 
virtuoso skill, moves to take in a tiny dot: a sleeping figure scarcely 
visible in the grass, on the slope of a hill. The dramatic denouement 
follows immediately. The passing of time seems to be speeded up, 
driven on by our curiosity. It is as if we steal cautiously up to him 
along with the camera, and, as we draw near, we realise that the man 
is dead. The next moment we are given more information: not only 
is he dead, he was killed; he is an insurgent who has died from 
wounds, seen against the background of an indifferent nature. We 
are thrown powerfully back by our memories to events which shake 
today's world. 

You will remember that the film has no editing, no acting and no 
decor. But the rhythm of the movement of time is there within the 
frame, as the sole organising force of the—quite complex— 
dramatic development. 

No one component of a film can have any meaning in isolation: it 
is the film that is the work of art. And we can only talk about its 
components rather arbitrarily, dividing it up artificially for the sake 
of theoretical discussion. 

Nor can I accept the notion that editing is the main formative 
element of a film, as the protagonists of 'montage cinema', following 
Kuleshov and Eisenstcin, maintained in the 'twenties, as if a film 
was made on the editing table. 

It has often been pointed out, quite rightly, that every art form 
involves editing, in the sense of selection and collation, adjusting 
parts and pieces. The cinema image comes into being during 
shooting, and exists within the frame. During shooting, therefore, I 
concentrate on the course of time in the frame, in order to reproduce 
it and record it. Editing brings together shots which are already filled 
with time, and organises the unified, living structure inherent in the 
film; and the time that pulsates through the blood vessels of the film, 
making it alive, is of varying rhythmic pressure. 

The idea of 'montage cinema'—that editing brings together two 
concepts and thus engenders a new, third one—again seems to me 
to be incompatible with the nature of cinema. Art can never have the 
interplay of concepts as its ultimate goal. The image is tied to the 
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concrete and the material, yet reaches out along mysterious paths to 
regions beyond the spirit—perhaps that is what Pushkin meant 
when he said that 'Poetry has to be a little bit stupid.' 

The poetics of cinema, a mixture of the basest material substances 
such as we tread every day, is resistant to symbolism. A single frame 
is enough to show, from his choice and recording of matter, whether 
a director is talented, whether he is endowed with cinematic vision. 

Editing is ultimately no more than the ideal variant of the 
assembly of the shots, necessarily contained within the material 
that has been put onto the roll of film. Editing a picture correctly, 
competently, means allowing the separate scenes and shots to come 
together spontaneously, for in a sense they edit themselves; they 
join up according to their own intrinsic pattern. It is simply a 
question of recognising and following this pattern while joining and 
cutting. It is not always easy to sense the pattern of relationships, 
the articulations between the shots; moreover, if the scene has been 
shot inexactly, you will have not merely to join the pieces logically 
and naturally at the editing table, but laboriously to seek out the 
basic principle of the articulations. Little by little, however, you 
will slowly find emerging and becoming clearer the essential unity 
contained within the material. 

In a curious, retroactive process, a self-organising structure takes 
shape during editing because of the distinctive properties given the 
material during shooting. The essential nature of the filmed material 
comes out in the character of the editing. 

To refer again to my own experience, I must say that a prodigious 
amount of work went into editing Mirror. There were some twenty or 
more variants. I don't just mean changes in the order of certain shots, 
but major alterations in the actual structure, in the sequence of the 
episodes. At moments it looked as if the film could not be edited, 
which would have meant that inadmissible lapses had occurred 
during shooting. The film didn't hold together, it wouldn't stand up, 
it fell apart as one watched, it had no unity, no necessary inner 
connection, no logic. And then, one fine day, when we somehow 
managed to devise one last, desperate rearrangement—there was the 
film. The material came to life; the parts started to function 
reciprocally, as if linked by a bloodstream; and as that last, despairing 
attempt was projected onto the screen, the film was born before our 
very eyes. For a long time I still couldn't believe the miracle—the 
film held together. 
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It was a serious test of how good our shooting had been. It was clear 
that the parts came together because of a propensity inherent in the 
material, which must have originated during filming; and if we were 
not deceiving ourselves about its being there despite all our 
difficulties, then the picture could not but come together, it was in 
the very nature of things. It had to happen, legitimately and 
spontaneously, once we recognised the meaning and the life 
principle of the shots. And when that happened, thank God!—what 
a relief it was for everyone. 

Time itself, running through the shots, had met and linked 
together. 

There are about two hundred shots in Mirror, very few when a 
film of that length usually has between five hundred and a 
thousand; the small number is due to their length. 

Although the assembly of the shots is responsible for the structure 
of a film, it does not, as is generally assumed, create its rhythm. 

The distinctive time running through the shots makes the rhythm 
of the picture; and rhythm is determined not by the length of the 
edited pieces, but by the pressure of the time that runs through them. 
Editing cannot determine rhythm (in this respect it can only be a 
feature of style); indeed, time courses through the picture despite 
editing rather than because of it. The course of time, recorded in the 
frame, is what the director has to catch in the pieces laid out on the 
editing table. 

Time, imprinted in the frame, dictates the particular editing 
principle; and the pieces that 'won't edit'—that can't be properly 
joined—are those which record a radically different kind of time. 
One cannot, for instance, put actual time together with conceptual 
time, any more than one can join water pipes of different diameter. 
The consistency of the time that runs through the shot, its intensity 
or 'sloppiness', could be called time-pressure: then editing can be 
seen as the assembly of the pieces on the basis of the time-pressure 
within them. 

Maintaining the operative pressure, or thrust, will unify the 
impact of the different shots. 

How does time make itself felt in a shot? It becomes tangible when 
you sense something significant, truthful, going on beyond the 
events on the screen; when you realise, quite consciously, that what 
you see in the frame is not limited to its visual depiction, but is a 
pointer to something stretching out beyond the frame and to infinity; 
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a pointer to life. Like the infinity of the image which we talked of 
earlier, a film is bigger than it is—at least, if it is a real film. And it 
always turns out to have more thought, more ideas, than were 
consciously put there by its author. Just as life, constantly moving 
and changing, allows everyone to interpret and feel each separate 
moment in his own way, so too a real picture, faithfully recording on 
film the time which flows on beyond the edges of the frame, lives 
within time if time lives within it; this two-way process is a 
determining factor of cinema. 

The film then becomes something beyond its ostensible existence 
as an exposed and edited roll of film, a story, a plot. Once in contact 
with the individual who sees it, it separates from its author, starts to 
live its own life, undergoes changes of form and meaning. 

I reject the principles of 'montage cinema' because they do not 
allow the film to continue beyond the edges of the screen: they do 
not allow the audience to bring personal experience to bear on what 
is in front of them on film. 'Montage cinema' presents the audience 
with puzzles and riddles, makes them decipher symbols, wonder at 
allegories, appealing all the time to their intellectual experience. 
Each of these riddles, however, has its own word-for-word solution; 
so I feel that Eisenstein prevents the audience from letting their 
feelings be influenced by their own reaction to what they see. 
When in October he juxtaposes a balalaika with Kerensky, his 
method has become his aim, in the way that Valery meant. The 
construction of the image becomes an end in itself, and the author 
proceeds to make a total onslaught on the audience, imposing upon 
them his own attitude to what is happening. 

If one compares cinema with such time-based arts as, say, ballet or 
music, cinema stands out as giving time visible, real form. Once 
recorded on film, the phenomenon is there, given and immutable, 
even when the time is intensely subjective. 

Artists are divided into those who create their own inner world, 
and those who recreate reality. I undoubtedly belong to the 
first—but that actually alters nothing: my inner world may be of 
interest to some, others will be left cold or even irritated by it; the 
point is that the inner world created by cinematic means always has 
to be taken as reality, as it were objectively established in the 
immediacy of the recorded moment. 

A piece of music can be played in different ways, and can 
therefore last for varying lengths of time. Here time is simply a 
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condition of certain causes and effects set out in a given order; it has 
an abstract, philosophical character. Cinema on the other hand is 
able to record time in outward and visible signs, recognisable to the 
feelings. And so time becomes the very foundation of cinema: as 
sound is in music, colour in painting, character in drama. 

Rhythm, then, is not the metrical sequence of pieces; what makes 
it is the time-thrust within the frames. And I am convinced that it is 
rhythm, and not editing, as people tend to think, that is the main 
formative element of cinema. 

Editing exists in every art form, since material always has to be 
selected and joined. What is different about cinema editing is that 
it brings together time, imprinted in the segments of film. Editing 
entails assembling smaller and larger pieces, each of which carries a 
different time. And their assembly creates a new awareness of the 
existence of that time, emerging as a result of the intervals, of what 
is cut out, carved off in the process; but the distinctive character of 
the assembly, as we said earlier, is already present in the segments. 
Editing does not engender, or recreate, a new quality; it brings out 
a quality already inherent in the frames that it joins. Editing is 
anticipated during shooting; it is presupposed in the character of 
what is filmed, programmed by it from the outset. Editing has to do 
with stretches of time, and the degree of intensity with which these 
exist, as recorded by the camera; not with abstract symbols, 
picturesque physical realia, carefully arranged compositions judici
ously dotted about the scene; not with two similar concepts, which 
in conjunction produce—we are told—a 'third meaning'; but with 
the diversity of life perceived. 

Eisenstein's own work vindicates my thesis. If his intuition let him 
down, and he failed to put into the edited pieces the time-pressure 
required by that particular assembly, then the rhythm, which he 
held to be directly dependent on editing, would show up the 
weakness of his theoretical premise. Take for example the battle on 
the ice in Alexander Nevsky. Ignoring the need to fill the frames with 
the appropriate time-pressure, he tries to achieve the inner dynamic 
of the battle with an edited sequence of short—sometimes 
excessively short—shots. However, despite the lightning speed with 
which the frames change, the audience (at any rate those among 
them who come with an open mind, who have not had it dinned into 
them that this is a 'classical' film, and a 'classical' example of editing 
as taught at S.I.C.) are dogged by the feeling that what is happening 
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on the screen is sluggish and unnatural. This is because no time-
truth exists in the separate frames. In themselves they are static and 
insipid. And so there is an inevitable contradiction between the 
frame itself, devoid of specific time-process, and the precipitate style 
of editing, which is arbitrary and superficial because it bears no 
relation to any time within the shots. The sensation the director was 
counting on never reaches the audience, because he didn't bother to 
fill the frame with the authentic time-sense of the legendary battle. 
The event is not recreated, but put together any old how. 

Rhythm in cinema is conveyed by the life of the object visibly 
recorded in the frame. Just as from the quivering of a reed you can 
tell what sort of current, what pressure there is in a river, in the same 
way we know the movement of time from the flow of the life-process 
reproduced in the shot. 

It is above all through sense of time, through rhythm, that the 
director reveals his individuality. Rhythm colours a work with 
stylistic marks. It is not thought up, not composed on an arbitrary, 
theoretical basis, but comes into being spontaneously in a film, in 
response to the director's innate awareness of life, his 'search for 
time'. It seems to me that time in a shot has to flow independently 
and with dignity, then ideas will find their place in it without fuss, 
bustle, haste. Feeling the rhythmicality of a shot is rather like feeling 
a truthful word in literature. An inexact word in writing, like an 
inexact rhythm in film, destroys the veracity of the work. (Of course 
the concept of rhythm can be applied to prose—though in quite 
another way.) 

But here we have an inevitable problem. Let us say that I want to 
have time flowing through the frame with dignity, independently, so 
that no-one in the audience will feel that his perception is being 
coerced, so that he may, as it were, allow himself to be taken prisoner 
voluntarily by the artist, as he starts to recognise the material of the 
film as his own, assimilating it, drawing it in to himself as new, 
intimate experience. But there is still an apparent dichotomy: for the 
director's sense of time always amounts to a kind of coercion of the 
audience, as does his imposition of his inner world. The person 
watching either falls into your rhythm (your world), and becomes 
your ally, or else he does not, in which case no contact is made. And 
so some people become your 'own', and others remain strangers; and 
I think this is not only perfectly natural, but, alas, inevitable. 

I see it as my professional task then, to create my own, distinctive 
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flow of time, and convey in the shot a sense of its movement—from 
lazy and soporific to stormy and swift—and to one person it will 
seem one way, to another, another. 

Assembly, editing, disturbs the passage of time, interrupts it and 
simultaneously gives it something new. The distortion of time can be 
a means of giving it rhythmical expression. 

Sculpting in time! 
But the deliberate joining of shots of uneven time-pressure must 

not be introduced casually; it has to come from inner necessity, from 
an organic process going on in the material as a whole. The minute 
the organic process of the transitions is disturbed, the emphasis of the 
editing (which the director wants to hide) starts to obtrude; it is laid 
bare, it leaps to the eye. If time is slowed down or speeded up 
artificially, and not in response to an endogenous development, if 
the change of rhythm is wrong, the result will be false and strident. 

Joining segments of unequal time-value necessarily breaks the 
rhythm. However, if this break is promoted by forces at work within 
the assembled frames, then it may be an essential factor in the 
carving out of the right rhythmic design. To take the various 
time-pressures, which we could designate metaphorically as brook, 
spate, river, waterfall, ocean — joining them together engenders that 
unique rhythmic design which is the author's sense of time, called 
into being as a newly formed entity. 

In so far as sense of time is germane to the director's innate 
perception of life, and editing is dictated by the rhythmic pressures 
in the segments of film, his handwriting is to be seen in his editing. 
It expresses his attitude to the conception of the film, and is the 
ultimate embodiment of his philosophy of life. I think that the 
film-maker who edits his films easily and in different ways is bound 
to be superficial. You will aways recognise the editing of Bergman, 
Bresson, Kurosawa or Antonioni; none of them could ever be 
confused with anyone else, because each one's perception of time, 
as expressed in the rhythm of his films, is always the same. On the 
other hand, if you take a few Hollywood films, you feel they were 
all edited by the same person; in terms of editing they are quite 
indistinguishable. 

Of course you have to know the rules of editing, just as you have to 
know all the other rules of your profession; but artistic creation 
begins at the point where these rules are bent or broken. Because Lev 
Tolstoy was not an impeccable stylist like Bunin, ' 9 and his novels 
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Mirror Margarita Terekhova: Arseniy Tarkovsky's poem, 
SUTRA YA TEBYA . . . — FROM MORNING ON . . 

From morning on I waited yesterday, 
They knew you wouldn't come, they guessed. 
You remember what a lovely day it was? 
A holiday! I didn't need a coat. 

You came today, and it turned out 
A sullen, leaden day, 
And it was raining, and somehow late, 
And branches cold with running drops. 

Word cannot soothe, nor kerchief wipe away. 

Arseniy Tarkovsky 
(Translated by Kitty Hunter-Blair) 



lack the elegance and perfection which mark many of Bunin's stories, 
Bunin cannot be declared greater than Tolstoy. You not only forgive 
Tolstoy his ponderous and often unnecessary moralising and his 
clumsy sentences, you even begin to be fond of them as a trait, a 
feature of the man. Faced with a really great figure, you accept him 
with all his 'weaknesses', which become the distinguishing marks of 
his aesthetic. 

If you extract Dostoievsky's descriptions of his characters from 
the context of his work you cannot but find them disconcerting: 
'beautiful', 'with bright lips', 'pale faces', and so on and so 
forth . . . But that simply doesn't matter, because we're talking not 
of a professional and a craftsman, but of an artist and a philosopher. 
Bunin, who had an infinite regard for Tolstoy, thought Anna 
Karenina abominably written, and, as we know, tried to rewrite 
it—with no success. 

The same applies to editing: it is not a question of mastering the 
technique like a virtuoso, but of a vital need for your own, distinct 
individual expression. Above all you have to know what brought 
you into cinema rather than into some other branch of art, and 
what you want to say by means of its poetics. Incidentally, in recent 
years one has met more and more young people coming into 
cinema schools already prepared to do 'what you have to'—in the 
Soviet Union, or what pays best—in the West. This is tragic. 
Problems of technique are child's play; you can learn any of it. But 
thinking independently, worthily, is not like learning to do 
something; nor is being an individual. Nobody can be forced to 
shoulder a weight that is not merely difficult, but at times 
impossible to bear; but there is no other way, it has to be all or 
nothing. 

The man who has stolen in order never to thieve again remains a 
thief. Nobody who has ever betrayed his principles can have a pure 
relationship with life. Therefore when a film-maker says he will 
produce a pot-boiler in order to give himself the strength and the 
means to make the film of his dreams—that is so much deception, 
or worse, self-deception. He will never now make his film. 
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Scenario and shooting script 

Between the first and last stages of making a film, the director comes 
up against such a vast number of people and such divergent 
problems—some of them all but insuperable—that it almost seems 
as if circumstances have been deliberately calculated to make him 
forget why it was that he started working on the picture. 

I have to say that for me the difficulties connected specifically with 
the conception of a film have little to do with its initial inspiration; 
the problem has always been to keep it intact and unadulterated as 
the stimulus for work and as a symbol of the finished picture. There 
is always a danger of the original conception degenerating in the 
turmoil of producing the film, of being deformed and destroyed in 
the process of its own realisation. 

The film's progress from its conception to its eventual printing is 
fraught with every kind of hazard. These have to do not only with 
technical problems, but also with the enormous number of people 
involved in the process of production. 

If the director fails to put across to the actor how he sees a character 
and how that character has to be interpreted, then his conception 
will immediately begin to keel over. If the camera-man has under
stood his task anything less than perfectly, then the picture, however 
brilliantly it may have been filmed in visual and formal terms, will 
no longer revolve around the axle of its own idea, and in the end it 
will lack cohesion. 

You can build superb sets that are the pride of the designer, but if 
they are not inspired by the director's original idea, then they can 
only be a hindrance to the film. If the composer is not under the 
director's control and writes music inspired by ideas of his own, then 
however marvellous the result, unless it is what the film needs, then 
again the conception is in danger of not being realised. 

It is no exaggeration to say that at every turn the director is beset by 
the danger of becoming a mere witness, observing the scriptwriter 
writing, the designer making sets, the actor playing and the editor 
cutting. That is in fact what happens in highly commercialised 
productions: the director's task is merely to coordinate the 
professional functions of the various members of the team. In a 
word, it is terribly difficult to insist on an author's film, when all your 
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