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The carnation of the worker takes a flesh tint while the tattoo of an anchor is drawn on his arm, anecdotal detail to read as a stroke of humor, a kind of visual slang, language of which Léger likes the inventiveness.

“The people have a poetic sense in themselves. They are the men who invent that ceaselessly renewed verbal poetry – slang. These men are endowed with a constantly creative imagination. ‘They transpose reality.’ What then do modern poets, artists, and painters do? They do the same thing. Our pictures are our slang; we transpose objects, forms, and colors. Then why don’t we meet each other?”

– Fernand Leger: ‘The Human Body considered as an Object’, Montreal, 1945
























