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D
uring the winter of 1904-1905. when Picasso was still wooing Femande,
another domain was opening. His friendship with Max Jacob continued at
full throttle, and his fructifying relationship with Guillaume Apollinaire

commenced. Then, a few months after Femande moved into his studio, Leo and
Gertrude Stein entered his life. The long friendship between Pablo and Gertrude
came alive. We will need our wits if we are to follow it. When it comes to narcis­
sism, Gertrude Stein is equal to Catherine of Russia.

It is easier and chronologically more exact to take account first of Guillaume
Apollinaire. Since his personality is. in itself, one bona fide whale of a work of art.
we may have to approach him by degrees. Let us call upon Femande one more
time. She will describe Max Jacob for us, and he, in turn, will offer his impression
of Apollinaire.

It’s now six months that I’ve been living here with Pablo. When I arrived, it
was very hot in the studio. At present, it’s fearfully cold. I stay in bed, covered up,
to avoid being frozen by die cold. There’s no coal, no fire, no money . . .

How was I able to resist Pablo so long? How I love him now. Yesterday, Pablo
succeeded in selling several drawings. Quickly we brought the coal merchant over.
Quickly the stove turned red. How happy we are now, so much so diat we don’t
even go out to eat at Chez Vemin. We dine with Max, near the fire . . .

Max Jacob and Apollinaire come each day, and Max, so spiritual, so amusing,
so full of fife and dynamism, is the director of our games. Picasso and Guillaume
can laugh through an entire night of suggestions, inventions, songs, games that
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Max plays with his face. The studio rings with our
laughter. Foolishness takes us over and, like children,
we encourage each other, mutually, to see who can
become the most absurd. But the award always goes
to Max. He can be so droll.1

In 1953, Picasso did a drawing of Jacob that sug­
gests those evenings four and a half decades earlier.

We have to remind ourselves that this is the
same Max Jacob who has already written to Picasso,
“You are what I love most.in the world after God
and the Saints, who already consider you one of
themselves. The world does not know your goodness
and your qualities, but I know and God too knows.”
2 On another occasion, he was sufficiently inspired
to characterize such feeling for Picasso as “an
admirable love, an homage to God paid to his suc­
cessful creations.”3

Untitled lithograph (Vallauris.
September 23. 1953) of Max
Jacob published in Max Jacob's
Chronique des temps heroiques.
1956

Such intensity of love would lead us to
expect an abyss of jealousy, but there is no
such sign in Max Jacob’s description of an
evening when Picasso brought him over to
meet Apollinaire at Austen’s Railway Restau­
rant near the Gare Saint-Lazare. There, the
poet was holding court:

Apollinaire was smoking a short­
stemmed pipe and expatiating on Petronius
and Nero to some rather vulgar-looking
people whom I took to be jobbers or some
kind of traveling salesmen. He was wear­
ing a stained light-colored suit, and a tiny
straw hat was perched atop his famous
pear-shaped head. He had hazel eyes, ter­
rible and gleaming, a bit of curly blond

Portrait of Guillaume Apollinaire (two), 1905 or
1906. both Pen and ink, 6 x? in.
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Vlaminck. Portrait of Apollinaire,
1905. Pen on paper

hair fell over his forehead, his mouth
looked like a little pimento, he had strong
limbs, a broad chest looped across by a plat­
inum watch-chain, and a ruby on his finger
. . . Without interrupting his talk he
stretched out a hand that was like a tiger’s
paw over the marble-topped table . . . Then
the three of us went out, and we began that
life of three-cornered friendship which
lasted almost until the war. never leaving
one another whether for work, meals, or
fun.4

Picasso, always partial to descriptions that
offered a wry purchase on the subject, was to
say years later to Helene Parmelin, “Picture to
yourself an English bar. Everything was Eng­
lish . . . The bar was very long, made of very
nice wood, perhaps mahogany, but English
mahogany. The beer was English ... all the
drinks were English.”5
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I
t was hardly out of character for Apollinaire to be drinking in an English bar.
He had roots in half a dozen countries. Bom in Rome on August 26, 1880, of a
Polish mother, his father, legally speaking, was unknown. By way of the rumor

that enveloped him, however, he may have been a descendant of Napoleon (which
name, it will come as no large surprise,
can be spelled with the letters in Apolli­
naire): equally, the father is reputed to
be a high official in the Vatican—just
so, Picasso did a caricature of Apolli­
naire wearing the Pope’s tiara plus a
wristwatch.

In keeping with the specifications of
a royal bastard, he was christened Wil­
helm (later to be Guillaume) Wladimir
Alexandre Apollinaire de Kostrowitzky.
While not one third the length of Pablo
Diego Jose Francisco de Paulo Juan
Nepomuceno Maria de los Remedies
Crispin Crispiano Santisima Trinidad
Ruiz y Picasso, it is notably more ele­
vated. Of course, Apollinaire belonged
to a rare sub-group—the lumpen-aris- Apollinaire Pape, 1905. Pen. sketch

I
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tocracy—and his mother. Olga, while the
daughter of a titled Polish colonel in the papal
guard, was a lady who had been obliged to learn
how to live off her more affluent men-friends.
Apollinaire was brought up in Monte Carlo.
where Olga, also known as Angelica, was a
“traineuse, ” which is to say she took her cut out
of the money she steered high-rollers into spend­
ing in restaurants and nightclubs. Considerably
later in her career, now considered sufficiently
unsavory to be banned from the casinos of Spa
and Ostend in Belgium, she would conduct illicit
high-stakes card games at a villa she rented in a
suburb of Paris called Le Vesinet, where she
lived with her longstanding Jewish lover, Jules
Weil, a professional gambler. Indeed, on the
night Apollinaire met Picasso and Max Jacob at
Austen’s English bar. one reason for choosing
the place was that it was near the Care Saint-
Lazare, from whose tracks the poet would take a
late train every7 night after his working day in a
bank. Twenty-four to Picasso’s twenty-three in
November of 1904, Apollinaire was still afraid
of the drunken rages of his modrer. Richardson
recounts how Andre Salmon, who went back one
night with Apollinaire, was greeted in company
with her son at the door with the following
inquiry: “Which of you debauched the other?”1

“She treated her ‘Wilhelm’ as if he were an
incorrigible child and would beat him. as she
would her lover.”2 For that matter, she beat her
other son, Albert, as well. Francis Steegmuller, in
his biography of Apollinaire, adds:

The men in her life seem to have been
comparatively few—few, that is. for a

Photo of Angelica (Olga) de
Kostroicitzy. mother of Guillaume
Apollinaire

I
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courtesan—and little is known about them. During her years in Monaco
she made several trips outside the Principality with admirers whom she
presented to her sons as their “uncles”; at least one of them, a rich silk
manufacturer with bookish tastes, allowed her to bring the boys to his
home in Lyons, where Apollinaire later recalled reveling in a fine private
library . . . Angelica was an original. Handsome, strident, living outside
society in a strange kind of isolation, she constantly reminded her sons
of their descent from northern nobles of the dim past, and scolded them
if they kept what she considered unworthy company.3

At one point, during his adolescence, Apollinaire's mother and Jules Weil were
virtually on the run. He and his brother, Albert, were left

•. . . masquerading as “young Russian counts” in a pension at Stavelot in the
Ardennes. His charm and courtesy ensured the penniless Guillaume infinite credit.
He spent the next three months rambling over the peat bogs of the Fagne, courting
a local girl, communing with elves and filling notebooks with ideas ... At Stavelot
he developed an obsession with medieval legend and magic rituals; he took to sign­
ing his poems with a cabalistic swastika. His most prized possession was a
mildewed book on demonology, from which he read aloud as if already a magus?

. In July of 1902, Apollinaire writes to a Monacan school friend about the next
episode in his life after Stavelot. It is intriguing how much his style calls to mind
how Henn,- Miller would do it diirty years later in Tropic of Cancer.

In Paris, a hard winter. It looked as though we were going to have to eat
bricks. I even wrote addresses in an office at four sous an hour, the lowest work
imaginable, along with jailbirds, broken-down ex-lawyers, adventurers back from
the gold mines. Plenty of them would have been glad to enlist for the Transvaal if
they had been eligible: I was one of this starving rabble. At tire end of the month I
was left with 23 francs I had earned: it was handed to me by the patronne of the
establishment. . . she paid the poor wretches herself, burning perfume-papers so as
not to smell their odor. The lowest I ever sank.

I hang around jobless. Meet up with old Esnard whom I knew in Monaco. He
is a Bohemian lawyer who has a novel to write for Le Matin and is too busv to do
it himself. He asks me to help him ... I write a few chapters and Le Matin pub­
lishes the novel serially under the title “Que Faire.” Other serial-writers imitate

• my chapters [but at] home I make a meal of herring. Esnard forgets to pay me for
the trash I wrote for him. I see a lot of him anyway, and make his mistress, twenty
years old to his 53.5
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He must be lying. He is still too innocent, and his sex life soon after is pecu­
liarly abstemious. His letter is being written in July of 1902 at the Villa Holterhof,
Honnef-on-Rhine, where is he working as a French tutor for Vicontesse de Milhau.
who is described as an extraordinarily ugly woman with an unhappy skin disease.
Since she wishes her daughter Gabrielle to learn French and English, the Vicon­
tesse has also hired a young English tutor named Annie Playden, who might just as
well have been brought up by Queen Victoria. Apollinaire, sensitive to the massive
silences of the Rhine, falls in love with her like an eighteenth-century German
romantic: he was willing to kill her. and/or commit suicide, and/or remain chaste.

His description of the romance is given in the same letter: “Since then Eve seen
all of Germany and sleep with the English governess, 21, what curves!”6

Yes, when it comes to sex at twenty-two, we can be confident he is a bar, for here
is Annie Playden’s (now Annie Postings) description of her friendship with Apolli­
naire, whom she calls Kostro. She will offer it to Francis Steegmuller fifty years later:

“I’m sorry, of course, if I was too mean,” Mrs. Postings went on. “but what
was I to do? Kostro couldn’t properly make love to me in words since I knew so lit­
tle French and his English was almost nonexistent, and neither of us spoke Ger­
man—the countess hired us because we couldn’t; she wanted Gabrielle to learn
English and French. And I wasn’t one to allow him to do anything else. I’d been
warned so before leaving home. My sister and I were the most rigidly brought-up
girls in Clapham. My father was so straitlaced that he knew it. and called himself
‘the Archbishop of Canterbury'.’ ‘Never speak to anybody, never be alone widi any­
body,’ and all that: my parents kept dinning it into my ears. It was only because
the countess’s doctor in London was a friend of my father’s that I was allowed to
take the position and go to the Continent: the doctor said he could vouch that I’d
be ■with a respectable family. I don’t suppose that at die time any of us had been
told there was going to be a young man in the house. Kostro was so intense! I
refused to be alone with him, but sometimes the countess ordered the two of us to
go out for a walk together. When she did that, she didn’t know what she was
doing; but dien, she thought Kostro was in love with her, she thought everybody
was. I was amazed by his behavior to me. He terrified me. He’d take me on a dan­
gerous mountain padi and tell me if I refused to marry' him he was quite capable of
hurling me down a precipice. He’d say to me. ‘Each man kills the firing he loves!’
When we traveled, if he saw me having the most casual, innocent conversation
with anybody, he’d stride up in a fury and order whoever it was to leave me alone
because, he said, I belonged to him. Then I’d be furious with him and refuse to
have anything to do with him, refuse to speak to linn.”7
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It is not hard to conceive of this hulking awkward youth, gross and genteel by
turns, cultivated, boorish, and rendered near-violent by his inability to converse
widi her. this Kostro. soon to be Apollinaire, with a gift for conversation that would
transport him (on a favorable wind) from a fat young man to a cafe potentate.
Capable a few years later of consuming two full meals in immediate succession, he

would be described soon enough by
Francis Carco as this “gourmand, huge
in size, yet somehow appetising to look
at, [who] would crush between his jaws
the bones they served him, would suck
on them, become smeared with grease,
and in the course of relating some story
about a painter, would fart into his seat
cushions without the least concern for his
reputation. What had he to fear? He was
like some hilarious god.”8

Good. We have a purchase on Apol­
linaire. He is a man of engorgements, a
petomaniaque, but, no. we are caught
short. When in his apartment, he exacts
die propriety one would expect from an
abbess. Femande gives a good account:

If one went [into the bedroom] one
had to be careful not to disturb any
tiling, as this would have displeased
Guillaume exceedingly. It was for
bidden ever to touch the bed. The
slightest crease or hollow in it was

noticed at once and could provoke a good deal of frowning and irritation. His mis­
tress was a friend of mine and she used to say they’d never made love anywhere
but the armchair. His bed was sacred! He insisted that it remain intact until the

. moment he went to bed. No one was allowed to put anything at all on it. though
there was never enough room in the hall for all the coats . . .

Apollinaire always had dozens of visitors. He would be friendly and direct with
some: with others he rather overdid liis easygoing act. Tea was served, very spar­
ingly: Apollinaire was so childishly, so unconsciously mean, that it made us laugh.
Some of liis friends were amused by this failing: Cremnitz, among others, used to

Ex-Libris: Guillaume Apollinaire. 1905
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open the cupboards and cabinets and take anything edible he found in them. Apol­
linaire would rush at him in a rage, try to save what he could, and demonstrate his
sense of ownership with a good deal of belligerence. His egoism conflicted, though.
with his kindheartedness. which could easily be aroused by emotional troubles.
never by financial ones. He could often be tender and sympathetic to the point of
tears. I don’t ever recall that he responded favorably to a request for a loan. I can
hardly think of any friends he helped, whereas nobody asked Max for help in vain:
he always gave what he had.9

If requests for money must have reminded him of his own years of debt and
decamping from hotel bills, his mind teemed, however, with other gifts. He had
read omnivorously. and was always ready to give away analogies, metaphors,
apergus, and images of a loveliness that could warm the body almost as nicely as
the brain. He could give what came to him spontaneously, but he could not bring
himself to let others take his food, his money, or poach on the approaches to his
name. He was a self-made man when it came to that name—he had written after
all, “Ton pere fut un sphinx et ta mere une nuit.”w Yes, his father was a sphinx, his
mother was “a night.” Conceivably, he was the product of one night of love—which
is every bastard’s fear—yes, sleep is sacred for those who five above the abyss, and
he would protect his bed from any likelihood of aftermaths left in the mattress by
those who sat upon it. Like most people who fart a lot, he thought all others were
guilty of die vice. Be it said, he was even more ferocious about defending his name.
Once he was satirized in a Paris tabloid for coming into a cafe and ordering a bot­
tle of Apollinaris water with the statement
“C’est mon eau, c’est mon eau. ” When he did
not obtain a retraction, he challenged the jour­
nalist to a duel which, given a certain lassitude
in both parties, never did come off. But the
name was not to be played with.

All Ills life he was to speak mysteriously or
grandiloquently of his ancestry ... “I am
descended from Rurik, the chief of the
Varangians, the first king and first law-giver of
Russia.” he announced to a friend in one of his
last years.”

Of course, he could also look like a Dutch
burgher. >  Apollinaire, c. 1905. Pencil on paper
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This is but preface to engaging his unique qualities as a poet. He had traveled
through Europe considerably more than other young writers of his time, and Roger
Shattuck could write with justice that he might be called "the first European poet
since Goethe [because] his poems are never content to speak of France alone: their
prophecies and conversations and descriptions are all Europe.”12

Apollinaire inhabited the vowels and consonants of French like no foreigner
before him: his verse exhales the perfumed sonorities of the language, and if this
excess of mellifluous resounds suspiciously—perfumed sonorities, indeed!—well, a
people who equate good luck with merde have obviously kept some primitive con­
nection between the workings of their entrails and chance. At his w’orst. Apolli­
naire writes in a cloud of scented bombs: at his best, there seems no delicate
emotion of twilight or evening able to escape him. His poet’s sense of wonder is
full of startling transpositions, imperious and child-like at once. Let us give him the
honor of quoting three stanzas from his first great poem. La Chanson du Mal-Aime,
written in 1903, while he was still mourning for the affair that never took place
with Annie Playden:

Mon beau navire 6 ma memoire
Avons-nous assez navigue
Dans une onde mauvaise a boire
Avons-nous assez divague
De la belle aube au triste soir

Adieu faux amour confondu
Avec la femme qui s’eloigne
Avec celle que j'aiperdue

’ L'annee derniere en Allernagne
Et que je ne reverrai plus

Mars et Venus sont revenus
Ils s’embrassent a bouches folles
Devant des sites ingenus
Oil sous les roses qui feuillolent
De beaux dieux roses dansent nus13

My lovely ship my memory
We have never sailed out to sea
On diat dreary7 wave so vile to drink
Nor have we wandered long enough
From dawn to melancholy dusk

Farewell false love whom I mistook
For a woman far away
For the lass diat I did lose
A year ago in Germany
And will never see again

Mars and Venus with their wild mouths
Have come back to embrace
All those innocent places
Beneath the blossoming rose
Where rose gods dance nakedly
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44 "W ~T here rose gods dance nakedly. ” Let the line serve as our introduction to
% % / the Rose Period. Of course, La Chanson du Mal-Aime has only been

▼ T quoted so far by its more beautiful verses. Not ten stanzas further along,
we are treated to:

Rotting fish ofSalonica
Endless chain of repulsive dreams
Of eyes torn out by pointed stakes
Your mother loosed an awful fart
And birthed you in a colic pooh

The capacity7 to live with opposites in oneself confirms the point: Apollinaire
and Picasso were artists to enrich each other. Ready to evoke every transport of
romantic loss and longing, Apollinaire lived with an equally powerful vision of cor­
uscation and putrescence: so he could provide the poetic overlay needed then for
Picasso’s vision. Roger Shattuck, speaking of Apollinaire’s revolving roles as clown,
scholar, drunkard, gourmet, lover, criminal, devout Catholic, wandering Jew, sol­
dier and, finally, good husband, adds:

His boldest acts and his boldest works display a desire to touch simultaneously the
extremes of tragic despair and of exultant gaiety. Today we have given to the prod­
ucts of this boldness the name “surrealism” or rather we have accepted the name
from Apollinaire himself.2
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The poet soon becomes the guide who will conduct Picasso from the Blue
Period into the Rose. Other friends and other factors are present, of course. The
successful courtship of Femande is one; a little later, when Leo and Gertrude Stein
enter his life, Picasso will begin to sell his paintings more regularly. That is hardly
going to inhibit his palette. There was also his increasing interest in the Medrano
Circus at the foot of Montmartre. Picasso's choice of color required more, however.
than the alteration of his personal circumstances. An outsize impetus was also
needed. After all, there were other forces still locking him into the Blue Period, and
they were fully emplaced to wall in larger fears.

It is hopeless to attempt to comprehend Picasso without assuming that he
would never let anyone come near to the immensity of dread he contained within
himself. One of his most honorable achievements over the ninety-odd years of his
life is that he dominated his inner terror sufficiently to use it as a stimulus to work:
how he worked! Work was his nostrum for dread. So we do well to view the Blue
Period as his palisade built against dread. If we ask, Dread of what?—there can be
no answer. Dread is characterized by alienation. We cannot point to the origin or
the object of our fear. We know only that we are afraid, we wake up afraid, and
this fear fives with us like a delicate nausea of the soul. At its most intense, every­
thing takes on too much meaning—insanity begins to lurk outside that circle of
sanity one has cleared for oneself—a circle of sanity often established through an
act of will seeking to fortify the last boundaries separating a disturbed person from
explosive forces in his psyche.

If this sounds close to insanity7 itself, we are obliged to recognize that sanity is
often maintained by a mental balance which depends upon insane equations. In
those years. Picasso must have seen the color blue as a force, an abstract power
capable of holding off malign interventions. His limited palette could protect him
against invasions which he could hardly name yet that he nonetheless believed were
ready7 to destroy him. We can do worse dian to comprehend him in this last of the
Blue Period, from 1904 to 1905, as a perfectly sane hardworking young artist with
but one insanity7, a highly useful and functioning insanity—his belief that he could
not shift his palette from dark blue to bright green, let us say, or to brilliant red
without being rent apart.

This is shamanism. But dien, where is the highly talented painter without some
primitive belief that magic is a presence in all artwork? It is not difficult to see a
painting as an occult act: It transforms a piece of paper, a sheet of cloth, or a cave
wall into a life-like presence. If I am an actor and shape my mouth to look like the 
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man or the emotion I am seeking to emulate, then I come closer to that man and
that emotion. Conversely, if I feel myself taking on the emotional states of someone
else, then my mouth is bound to form into similar lines. Put in simplest fashion, the
actor is one person mimicking another. A painter, however, mimics an object,
which is to say that he leaves a record of the object, he transfers it to Emother exis­
tence, he initiates a line that becomes a particular form. Soon enough, the painter
is aware that one form can often represent more than one kind of object. The figure
7 can always be seen as a nose upside-down.

Let us go back once more into Picasso's depression as he entered the Blue
Period. We can assume diat he was close to fears he knew as a child. Everywhere
he looked—at a stain on a wall, or a crack in a window—was evidence of an artist
more divine than himself, a creator who could show a gargoyle's face in the crum­
bling of a slab of plaster. Were the fines of a penis at rest revealed in the drooping
of a flag? We can hardly conceive of how powerfully did objects impinge on him.
Objects spoke of other objects with similar form but highly different function (7, to
repeat, equals a nose upside-down). He must have believed that if he allowed him­
self to follow his visual stimulations, he might lose his mind. So he protected him­
self with a severe palette, and painted an assemblage of humans imprisoned by
poverty, hunger, tragic memories, and dread. No old man was ever as old as the
young Spaniard who painted these exorcisms in his Blue Period. If there are cynics
who believe that Picasso’s work at diis time is merely a reflection of the fact that
Prussian blue was probably the cheapest pigment available when Picasso was poor,
why, they can give this book away right now.

In depression, goes our claim, was his mental safety: in gloom was a force
sullen as smoke to keep dank madness outside the circle of his creative fires. Pro­
found gloom was the last and best defense against psychosis, and Picasso, bringing
life to paper and canvas with a turn of his wrist, had to feel uncomfortably close to
that all-inclusive force which introduced an earthquake to Malaga and took away
his young sister in Corunna. Psychosis is the sense that one is in touch with the
gods even when one does not deserve to be, or wish to be. It is then that mono­
chromatic palettes can be set up as filters to hold cosmic forces at bay. Have we
entered the subtext of Picasso’s actions through that year, 1904 to 1905. when he
was courting Femande and painting all night, every night, like a watchman on a
parapet? Andre Salmon describes him as “dressed altogedier in blue, the blue of
workingman’s clothes. Picasso painted in blue by the light of a candle.”3

Now, Apollinaire enters his life, and the poet is ready to conquer the road to

A.
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madness by taking excursions upon it. Since there was a side of Picasso that
believed one could only find personal significance in the bizarre (as if conventional
scenes, still-lifes and landscapes were all part of some gigantic social prison ruled
bv precisely those powers not particularly congenial to him), it is not surprising
that the painter was ready to be influenced profoundly by a friend who had come to
manhood out of a childhood and adolescence even more uprooted, grand, debased,
cockeyed, and bi-valued than Picasso’s. Yet, this variety of unique, even baroque.
imbalance had led Apollinaire to build structures of eccentric habit that Picasso
had to admire: the poet was not only a prodigious diversion but an advanced piece
of human sculpture. To keep up with Guillaume Apollinaire, one had to view him
from so many angles that he-was already a spiritual model for the Cubism to come.

Together, however, they could share a vision of damnation, apocalypse, and the
downfall of the bourgeoisie. In a personal period of prodigious inner anxieties, a
collateral imbalance in society can seem reassuring. (You are not as fucked up as the
people who are fucking you up!) The last decade of the nineteenth century and the
first few years of the twentieth had produced a generation of bohemians, symbolists,
and as-yet-untitled crypto-dadaists and surrealists (“pataphysicians,” as Alfred
Jarry would call them) who were prepared—it was the only solution they could
see—to blow up the world, spiritually, socially and, if the dynamite was available,
why not physically as well? Richardson shows his powers of synopsis here:

Reassured by the whiff of brimstone and brilliance dtey detected in each other,
Picasso and Apollinaire became die best of friends . . .

Until he died, fourteen years after they met, Apollinaire would be a constant
solace, a constant goad to Picasso. He opened up his imagination to a vast new
range of intellectual stimuli: to new concepts of black humor, to the pagan past
and the wilder shores of sex. Apollinaire, who was already obsessed with the works
of the Marquis de Sade—“the freest spirit that ever existed,” he wrote—had no
difficulty converting Picasso to the cult of the Divine Marquis [nor to de Sade’s]
definition of art as “the perpetual immoral subversion of the existing order.”4

De Sade believed in absolute freedom. As a corollary, he was opposed to prop­
erty. Inasmuch as property commences with one’s body—speak of sexual harass­
ment!—Sade argued that all men and women should have full if temporary rights
over the bodies of all other men and women. The question of rape immediately
raised by this is quickly carried over to: What does one do about murderers? Sade’s
answer was: Beware of the dead man’s friends. If. as a consequence, everyone is
obliged to live in gangs who will serve, if need be, as avengers, the ultimate resolu­
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tion of such an implicit pyramid is monarchy: When it comes to retaliation, who
can be more powerful than the king?

How could it not prove convivial then to Apollinaire (and Picasso) to come
across a philosophv that could ingest anarchism and monarchism into the same
system? Magical worlds germinate from the collapse of logic.

If one is to speak, however, of magic, it is worth attempting a small exposition.
Let us assume that magic can adhere, for example, to a painting—particularly if it
is a fine work, and one owns it—because the artwork can now be contemplated a
thousand times rather dian on a few occasions in a museum. Each time the owner
comes to appreciate more in die composition than he glimpsed before, the painting
takes on an added endowment: It becomes a center of meaning, it stimulates new
thought, it induces energy in the viewer—that is to say it has assumed magical
powers. (Magic offers priceless energy.) If the same can be said of a memory, of
athletic victory, of a ritual ceremony, or of political leaders who take on charisma.
if it can be said as well of lovers, of children, and of friends, we have a species of
equation: Whatever provides us with continually enhanced connotation is magi­
cally endowed.

This is, of course, not true of all paintings we own, or of politicians who bore us,
friends and lovers who depress us, rituals that wean7 us, or of relations in which we
lose interest. Repetition can also kill the soul, and so a ceremony, a person, or an
object is able to enrich us only when its nature, its artful nature, rewards further
study or calls for more relationship—diat is to say. its nature transcends familiarity’.
And that, indeed, may be why good poetry’ is more magical than good prose—the
message is more elusive, more compressed, and more responsive to sensuous study.

Picasso was in need of new magic to dare to leave the Blue Period: Apollinaire
provided it. Here is a last look at the transition:

. . . taking his place somewhere between the blind beggars and the prostitutes,
sharing with them the same cafe tables, another character makes his appearance.
He is a youth disguised for a performance in which, to judge from Iris fragile looks.
he is merely another victim, one of a troupe of players who impersonate the behav­
ior of a society from which they are outcasts . . ,5

Of course, Germaine Gargallo is also in this portrait, and therefore Casagemas
is present by connection. It is necessary to recognize that part of his difficulty in
finding an exit from the Blue Period is that Picasso had to take Casagemas through
the same door.

I
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. . . there are some pictures belonging to 1904 and 1905 that make one wonder
how he reached the apparent detachment of Cubism without hanging himself. One
of diese is a big oil that shows Picasso and Germaine Pichot at the bar of the Lapin
Agile with Frede in his wooden shoes playing a guitar in the background: Ger­
maine. wearing a tawdry hat and a pink dress, is sulking in front of her empty
glass: Picasso, dressed as a harlequin—and the red lozenges clash subtly with her
pink—is half turned from her and his greenish face has a look of profound dis­
gust and weariness.6

Au Lapin Agile (also called The Harlequin with the Glass). 190-4—05. Oil on canvas. 39 x 39 in.
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We have, however, to keep
reminding ourselves that Picasso’s
inspirations also come from traditional
sources, and the first of them may well
have been Cezanne. Apart from the
several exhibitions in Paris that
Cezanne had been given in these years
(which Picasso would certainly have
seen). Ambroise Vollard kept any
number of die older painter’s works in
die store-room of his gallery. Picasso
may have had the opportunity to study
these canvases by himself, alone with
the brush-stroke of the artist. There
was so much about Cezanne that was
not only profoundly seminal in its
offering—a veritable realm of new
concepts on the paradoxes of percep­
tion—but there was also his clumsy
hand, begging to be improved upon.

Who knows how much good
morale was generated for Picasso by
die knowledge diat he could do a bet­
ter and more interesting harlequin
dian Cezanne?

Early in 1905, when Picasso, in
the course of pining for Femande, is
still very much engaged with
Madeleine, a transitional work
appears. It shows a variety7 of fifteen
limbs, some all but hidden, in its four
personages (if we count the monkey),
yet only the mother and child clasp

Cezanne. Mardi-Gras. Paul Cezanne fils,
en harlequin et Louis Guillaume en pierrot,
1S8S-90
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each other. Since
this painting is
probably done in
the period when
Picasso is encour­
aging Madeleine to
have an abortion,
the ironies are
acute. Mother­
hood, he seems to
say (now that he
will not be close to
it), is the truly ten­
der emotion—the
rest is holding on
to oneself. But
what a harlequin,
what a monkey,
what a mother and
child!

Another transi­
tional work is
enriched for us by
the story7 recounted
bv Andre Salmon.

. . . Picasso had
painted without
a model the

Family of Acrobats, with Madeleine, baby, monkey. harlequin. 1905

extremely pure, simple image of a young Parisian workman, beardless and dressed
in blue. Very7 much as the artist himself looked when he was at work.

One night Picasso deserted the group of friends deep in intellectual discussion: he
went back to his studio and. taking up this picture, wliich he had left untouched for
a month, gave the young artisan in it a crown of roses. By a sublime stroke of
caprice, he had turned his picture into a masterpiece.7

For Picasso, that wreath of red roses could have been the battering ram that
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Boy with a Pipe. 1905. Oil on carwas. 39 x 3'2 in.

breached an old fortified
inner structure. Before long.
his palette and his themes
would move over to the
saltimbanques.

They are traveling jug­
glers and acrobats, perform­
ers living on the last line
between society and the
nomadic life: and if one is
looking for influences on
him. they abound. He had
seen traveling circuses in
Spain and street entertain­
ers in Paris: he was now.
during the fall, winter.
spring, and summer of
1904-1905. frequenting the
Cirque Medrano at the foot
of the Butte de Montmartre.
There, as Patrick O’Brian
describes it so well, he could
see a troupe of

. . . lion-tamers, broad white horses, trapeze artists, jugglers, riding-girls, acro­
bats. clowns, and at least figuratively its harlequins: when they were in funds
Picasso and his friends went there three and even four times a week. He loved the
smell of the place, the artistic integrity, and die total professionalism of the people:
it was an international world—Dutch clowns. Serbian tumblers, Indian ele­
phants—making little use of any language. French or otherwise, a world apart,
remote and often hungry, made up of outsiders whose contract with die public was
confined to the performance of very highly skilled and often perilous motions, the
fruit of endless practice.

Furthermore, the circus was a link with his past: ... all over die Spain of his
childhood hereditary troops of ttunblers were to be seen, sometimes leading apes or
bears . . . and it is significant that most of the '’sahimbanque” pictures that he
painted in those years show not so much the circus proper as dusty vagrants, wan-
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dering through bare, indeterminate landscapes in the clothes they wore for their
performance.8

At the hub of all these influences is Apollinaire, the vital center of the Rose
Period. It is interesting to compare Picasso’s work in late 1905 with some of Apol­
linaire’s verses in the same season. How compatible they are! The Rose Period with
its bouquet of mystery offers a subtle mood of fear and longing, of tender concern.
and a full sense of die sinister edge of the silences one feels in the mood of certain
evenings when one does not know if one can cross the night.

Saltimbanques
Dans la plaine des baladins
S'eloignent au long des jardins
Devant Chuis des auberges grises
Par les villages sans eglises

Acrobats
Beyond the plain a troop of clowns
Is strolling dirough the garden lane
And past the doors of worn gray inns
Lie churchless villages and towns

Circus Family. 1905. Pen and black ink. brush and gouache on brown composition board.
10x12 in. '

I
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Et les enfants s'en cont decant
Les autres suivent en recant
Chaque arbre fruitier se resigne
Quand de tres loin Us luifont signe

Ils ont des poids ronds ou carres
Des tambours des cerce aux dores
L 'ours et signe animaux sages
Quetent des sous sur leur passage

4-
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Children run quickly to the fore
And others follow in their dream
Each tree bearing fruit seems subdued
As from afar they make their sign

All weight carried is round or square
The tambourines have gilded hoops
Old wise beasts are die ape and bear
While begging pennies on the way9

Family of Saltiinbanques. 1905. Oil on canvas. S3 x 90 in.
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Crepuscule/
Sur les treteaux I'arlequin bleme
Salue d’abord les spactateurs
Des sorciers venus et Boheme
Quelques fees et les enchanteurs

Avant decroche une etoille
Il la manie a bras tendu
Tandis que des pieds un pendu
Sonne en mesure les cymbales

L’aveugle berce un bel enfant
La biche passe avec ses faons
Le nain regarde d'un air triste
Grandir I’arlequin trismegiste

Twilight
High on the stage pale harlequin
Prepares to salute the throng
Sorcerers arrive as Bohemians
A few fairies and magicians

Having unhooked a shining star
One holds it by his outstretched arm
And all the while a hanged man rings
A cymbal with his dangling feet

The blind man rocks a lovely child
The roe walks by and all her fauns
The drawf looks on with his sad air
And magic swells in harlequin10

La Tzigane
L’amour lourd comme un oursprive
Dansa debout quand nous voulumes
Et I’oiseau bleu perdit ses plumes
Et les mendicants leurs A re

The Gypsy
Love like an obese lonely bear
Danced upright when we desired
The bluebird lost his lovely plumes
And all die mendicants their beads11

Young Acrobat on a Ball. 1905. Oil on
canvas, 57x 37 in. ’< ~

I
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He always loved making other people laugh and he could be brilliantly witty and
animated when he wanted to be. He was a singer, a singing-teacher, a pianist, a
comedian if called upon to be and the life-and-soul of all our parties. He used to
improvise little plays in which he was always the main actor. I must have seen him
do his imitation of a bare-footed dancer a hundred times, and each time I enjoyed
it more. His trousers were rolled up to his knees to reveal two hairy legs. In shirt­
sleeves, his collar wide-open to expose a chest forested with curly black hairs, with
his bare-bald head and his pince-nez, he would dance with tiny steps and pointed
toe, doing his best to be graceful and making us rock with laughter at his superb
overacting. It would be impossible to remember all the rich details of that perfor­
mance. He used to make us laugh so much that we felt physically exhausted. There
was the gay songstress, which he did with a lady’s hat on his head and a translu­
cent veil swathed about him and singing in a heady soprano which was in tune
but somehow totally ridiculous . . .

He used to sing Langouste atmospherique by Offenbach and Stir les rives de
I’Adour. These and dozens of other songs used to delight us evening after evening.
We never grew tired of them.1

Femande is writing, of course, about Max Jacob, and the evening usually takes
place in Picasso’s studio at the Bateau Lavoir, their friends squeezed in on what­
ever will serve for a seat between the squashed tubes of paint on the floor and the
burnt umber, ochre, and cadmium-yellow turds of the dogs. There will be Apolli­
naire, of course, and Andre Salmon, and Manolo the sculptor who stole his father’s
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watch, and there may be Paco Durio, who has already given Picasso his first lessons
in sculpture, and presumably there are Canals and his wife. Benedetta, although
one reads no mention of Sunyer anymore. Van Dongen is there from time to time,
and Maurice Princet, the actuarial mathematician for insurance companies who
would give them his own popular introduction to Einstein’s work before long.

We have to remind ourselves that most of the guests were in their twenties and
smoked pipes of opium the way later generations would take to pot: if on some
nights the mood grew so deep that few could pass from the filigree of their own
thought to the conceivably greater depth stirring in the mind of the person next to
them, well, they caroused at odier times.

Here are two of the songs Jacob would sing:

Ah, superbe Pandore
Toi que mon coeur adore
Si tu resist’s encore
A mon amour pour toi,
Je to de dis, crois-moi,
Il faudra final’ment
Que tu me mett’s dedans

Sur les rives de I’Adour
La-a vivait un pastour
Libre, heureux exempt de vices
Qui pechait des ecrevisses

Ah, superb Pandore
You whom my heart will ad
If you resist once more
My real sweet love for you
I tell you, kid, it’s true.
Something has to be
Put inside of you—me!

On the banks of the Adour
There was living a pastor
Free, happy, sinless, pure
Enticing crayfish to his lure.

There is no humor so long gone as translations of funny old songs sung by peo­
ple who died before most of us were bom, but some trace of their happy delirium
may perhaps remain.

Vlaminck and Derain, occasionally present, were doing a sex book for money
on the principle that ink and paper cost less than oil and canvas. It was written by
Vlaminck and called From One Bed to Another; Derain was doing the illustrations.
Vlaminck, when it came to painting, was full of his own maxims: “One doesn’t
paint to earn money, one paints as if one is making love.” His faith: pure color.
“Pure color as it comes out of the tube . . . Museums are cemeteries . . . Don’t set
foot in them.”3

Sometimes the games had a cutting edge. The spite felt toward Apollinaire was
intense. Max Jacob had already walked his long mile in welcome: perhaps he had 

zk
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decided that the presence of a major poet would strengthen his own ties to Picasso.
but his jealousy was not small. Picasso, in turn, was not without envy of Apolli­
naire’s culture, his command of other languages, his talent as a poet, and his famil­
iarity with those who had titles or money: it might be basic to despise the ruling
classes, but it was not agreeable to feel oneself outside them.

Besides, Apollinaire was so above his own eccentricities that it must have been
close to intolerable not to make fun of the man, at least behind his huge back. He
had the habit, for example, of signing off on the smallest note, with the grandest
flourish, “la main amie [the friendly hand] de Guillaume Apollinaire, ” and Max
Jacob was quick to exploit the opportunity. Salmon returned home one white night
in winter to find a snow-filled glove wedged into his door handle. Jacob had written
in English, “Snow-glove” and then “la main sanglante [the bleeding hand] de
Guillaume Apollinaire. ”4

They were quick to compete on variations to this theme. Letters now ended
with the salutation: “The friendly hand of . . .” and were signed Jacob, or Salmon,
or Picasso. Before long, it was refined to “The bloody hand of Max Jacob,” etc.
Salmon, having told the others about the splendid greeting offered him by Apolli­
naire’s mother, inspired Maurice Princet to write: “Guillaume Apollinaire has such
fear of vice that he doesn’t dare look at his mother.”5

And then there was the following verse:

Epouser la mer’d’Apollinaire
La mer’d’Apollinaire
La mer’d’Apollinaire
De quoi qu’on aurait Lair?
De quoi qu’on aurait Pair?6

La mer’d’Apollinaire could stand for “the modier of Apollinaire” or “the shit of
Apollinaire.” A fundamental pun!

To be wed to the mother of Apollinaire
The mother of Apollinaire
The mother of Apollinaire
What will you have for air?
What will you have for air?1

Salmon’s memoir, Souvenirs sans fin, suggests that Apollinaire was not cog­
nizant of these amusements, but Picasso later told Fran^oise Gilot that Apollinaire
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chased Max Jacob around the studio after he heard the song.8 Some twelve years
later, in La Femme assise, back from World W ar I with a head wound, Apolli­
naire would satirize Picasso by way of a half-Spanish, half-Albanian character
“bom in Spain, in Malaga.” named Pablo Canouris who—in case anyone should
fail to discern the model—was also “the painter with hands of a celestial blue.”9
Canouris had an exaggerated Spanish accent and suffered from avalanches of jeal­
ousy due to the faithlessness of his mistress. Elvire, a typical Apollinairian cre­
ation. Elvire’s peregrinations introduced her to a range of anecdotes and royal
documents concerning Utah, the California gold rush, Brigham Young, some Mex­
icans, some blacks from the state of Missouri, a Ute Indian chief named Milopitz,
and a few dozen adventurers' from Western Europe and the Balkans. Elvire, whose
eyes quiver with malice when she is with Pablo, waits for his embraces to end
while she thinks of her girlfriend Mavis and “other caresses infinitely more sweet
. . . caresses that she knew how to bestow that could only move the heart of a

•ninwoman . . . u
On one occasion, Pablo runs after her through the streets, catches her outside

her door, and embraces her passionately. She gives way long enough for him to
fall to his knees in gratitude, whereupon she unlocks her door, whips inside, and
closes the portal on him. “For the rest of the night she heard Pablo Canouris
banging on the shutters of the ground floor windows, while crying out, ‘Elbirre,
ecoute-moi oubrre-moi,je te aime,je te adore et si tu ne nvobeis pas,je te touer-
rai avec mon rebolber. ’ ”n More knocks on the door, then, “Oubrre-moi, Elbirre!
L’amourr c’est moi . . . oubrre a ton Pablo qui te adorre. ”12 Which in translation
might go something like. “Elbeera. listen to me. openna up. I love ya. I adore ya,
and if you no obey me, I’ll keel yiz with my rebolber. Openna up. Elbeera, luv,
that’s me . . . openna up to Pablo who’s wild about ya.” No one in English or
American novels has spoken like this since the turn of the century, but the misuse
of b for v and the rolling of the r’s is not without humor in French, and the gram­
matical errors are basic enough to suggest that Canouris-Picasso would never be
able to speak the language decently, an evaluation designed to wound Picasso.
Like most expatriates, he was sensitive about his French. (The French make sure
of that!)

Invoking the revolver is no small part of Apollinaire’s satire. In legend, and
probably in fact, it was Alfred Jarry who sent Picasso the gun. Nonetheless, they
probably never met face to face.

As Richardson points out in a detailed argument, Apollinaire, Jacob, and



Part V 7/6/95 10:58 AM Page 179

Portrait of Picasso as a Young Man 179

Salmon had been friendly with the “pataphysician” and detectably influenced by
him. They had met, according to Apollinaire, at one of the soirees of the magazine
La Plume that were then held at a cafe in the Place Saint-Michel.13

Jarry, however, was ill by the time Picasso encountered Apollinaire, and the
closest the painter came, probably, to meeting him was to enjoy Apollinaire’s wry
desription of the man’s abode. It was on the second-and-a-half floor! The land­
lord, in possession of a house with gracious height between its landings and greedy
for more income, had succeeded in installing two floors where before there had
been only one.

“Monsieur Alfred Jarry?”,
“Second floor and a half.”
I was somewhat puzzled by that answer from the concierge. I climbed up to

where Alfred Jarry7 lived—second and a half turned out to be correct. The stories of
the house had seemed too high-ceilinged to the owner, so he had cut each of them
in two. In this way the house, which still exists, has fifteen stories, but since it is
actually no higher, it is but the reduction of a skyscraper.

For that matter, reductions abounded in Alfred Jarry’s abode. His second and
a half was but the reduction of a story7 in which Jarry was quite comfortable stand­
ing up, but I was taller than he, and had to bend. The bed was but a reduction of
a bed—a pallet; low beds were the fashion, Jarry told me. The writing table was
but the reduction of a table: Jarry7 wrote on the floor, stretched out on his stomach.
The furnishing was but the reduction of furnishing, consisting solely of the bed.
On the wall hung the reduction of a picture. It was a portrait of Jarry. most of
which he had burned, leaving only the head, wliich made him look like a certain
lithograph of Balzac that I know. The library was but the reduction of a library, to
put it mildly. It consisted of a cheap edition of Rabelais and two or three volumes
of the Bibliotheque rose. On the mantel stood a large stone phallus, made in Japan,
a gift from to Jarry from Felicien Rops. This virile member, larger than life, Jarry7
had kept covered with a purple velvet sheath ever since the day when die exotic
monolith had frightened a literary lady. She had arrived breathless from climbing
up to this second floor and a half, and bewildered at finding herself in this fumi-
tureless “Grande Chamhlerie.”

“Is it a cast?” she inquired.
“No,” answered Jarry, “it’s a reduction.”H

Richardson also makes the point that it was Max Jacob who created the legend
that Picasso knew Jarry7 well, and quotes Helene Parmelin for support: “[Picasso]
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regretted not having known Jarry ... he went to see him one day with Apollinaire.
but Jarry was out, ‘e£puis c’estfini. ’ ”15

.. . Jarry had barely survived the winter of 1905-1906 [and] received the last rites
around the same time that the Demoiselles was receiving its last touches. The
breakthrough that this painting constitutes has yet to be seen in the light of the
breakthrough that Jarry had made ten years before when he crashed the barrier
between fantasy and reality, and established the parodic science of “pataphysics.”
which would detonate all traditional canons of beauty, good taste and propriety.16

Of course, Picasso did receive the gun, and by the laws of Jarry’s new logic,
that was a profound connection.

Picasso did Jarry’s “pataphysical” weapon proud; he claimed that he con­
stantly used it to scare off bores and morons. There was the evening at the Lapin
Agile when he fired a fusillade of shots after three earnest young Germans had
exasperated him with questions about his aesthetic theories ... No less Jarryesque
was the time when Picasso and Manolo . . . found themselves sharing a cab with
yet another boring German, who insisted on reciting his poems. Such was the
tedium that Picasso fired through the cab’s roof and left the German to be locked
up by the police.17

It is reputed that Jimmy Hoffa said, “Run from a knife—move in on a gun.”
The theory must be based on die idea diat a man widi a knife is agile enough to use
it, and usually slender enough to be defending himself, although not necessarily
aggressive enough to chase you. A pistol, on the other hand, cannot be employed
without some inner justification, no matter how warped. If one walks toward a
handgun, the man holding it has to decide diat he has die right to fire. In this case,
therefore, we are not speaking of a defensive reflex but of a moral choice. One can,
of course, make the gesture of firing into the air—so often Picasso’s practice—
achieving great effect without victory, defeat, or any serious choice at all. One is
mixing gesture with significance.

Richardson bears on this point in the following passage:

Again and again (sometimes in the same work) the verv same svmbol is made
to stand for principles or ideas that are totally antidietical. . . . “The identity of
opposites” is how' Jarry explains this phenomenon. “Not only are the signs plus
and minus identical but so too, ultimately, are the concepts of dav and night, light
and darkness, good and evil, Christ and Antichrist.” It is a theory by which Picasso
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would always live and paint... “I remember.’’ Paulo Picasso told his father, “that
I used to hear you repeat again and again, ‘Trudi is a he.’ ”18

Yes. and anarchism, by way of de Sade, is monarchism. One habitat can serve
two opposed symbols. A cellar can be cold, dark, and evil-smelling or warm,
womb-like, protective. Picasso, dazzled into new connections by opium, must after
a year of the Rose Period have been envisaging a new kind of painting: indeed,
under opium, the new palette may have begun to seem cloying to him precisely
because of its virtues—that all-too-successful creation of the evocative, the roman­
tic, the dream-like, the tender, all embraced by the tastefully sinister. So, he may
have been contemplating more- disruptive approaches.

If we are to try to conceive of the subjects diat were now being discussed by
Picasso and his poets, we have to assume, given the talents of Jacob, Apollinaire,
and Picasso, that they pondered many a curious and/or mysterious concept. Since
the turn of the century, more than a few exceptional, even incredible, events had
occurred. For example. Marconi had sent a wireless message from England to New­
foundland, 2,232 miles away. To the bande a Picasso, that must have been replete
with aesthetic wonder: If the air could transmit messages, then spirits might be
consorting with electricity7! These are the thought processes of painters and poets
after all!—they had an instinct for the intrinsic oddity of technological transac­
tions. The second half of the nineteenth century7, by way of the steamship and the
train, had demonstrated that large numbers of people could traverse space much
faster than at the rate of a horse, and now. individuals in their own machines—
automobiles!—could race along roads at an equally advanced rate of speed. If dis­
tance was no longer to be measured by human or animal rates of locomotion, then
the artist’s space on his canvas might also have to be treated in a new manner.

The Wright brothers lifted themselves up into die air at Kitty Hawk, and our
elemental relation to the heights above us was forever altered. A balloon had been
essentially a slow-moving point in the sky, but a flying machine was an arrow.
Fantastic dreams took on more realism. In New York, the first subway was being
completed: the earth, therefore, was no longer a womb for nature or a vault for the
departed but a network of new underground routes. One could begin to conceive,
as Apollinaire certainly would have had the capacity to do, of a subterranean city,
a gastrointestinal sub-structure to the urban surface.

In those years, Freud was already offering interpretations of dreams diat could
stimulate many a painter into new visual transports. The great bowl of the uncon-
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scious had been partially exposed to light. Disruption was everywhere. Queen Vic­
toria was not the only one to have died. President McKinley had been assassinated:
so. too, the Grand Duke Sergei Alexandrovich, uncle of Czar Nicholas. There had
been a mutiny on the battleship Potemkin, and the Czar had established a Duma.
The Fauves were demonstrating that color itself, pure color, was also a force pow­
erful enough to dominate form and composition, and these young men were
exhibiting in Paris—Matisse, Derain, Vlaminck, Braque. Dufy, and Rouault were
Fauves by the autumn of 1905. Max Jacob was studying cabala. Apollinaire, in La
Plume, in May of 1905, six months after he had met Picasso, was writing:

It has been said . . . Picasso’s work shows a precocious disillusionment. In my
opinion the contrary is true. Everything he sees enchants him and it seems to me he
uses his incontestable talent in the service of an imagination that mingles delight
and horror, abjection and delicacy . . . One feels that his slender acrobats, glowing
in their rags, are true sons of the people: versatile, cunning, dexterous, poverty-
stricken, and lying.19

This was all very well, but Picasso was approaching a recognition that the Rose
Period might be no more than a rest camp. Deeper instincts in himself may have
been urging him to set out on pursuing a more terrifying vision. He was approach­
ing the crossroads of his aesthetic career. His father, with all the unacknowledged
authority of the academic painter—“This is how it looks, after all!”—had imbued
his son from childhood with the first imperative of the academic establishment:
One must offer one’s audience highly skilled works that provide refined pleasure. In
the Rose Period. Picasso was still satisfying this paternal injunction.

If he had always seen life and his own existence, his own talent, as subject to
unforeseen powers of destruction, he now was coming closer to the belief that he
could countermand such forces, could even fight an active rather than a passive
battle against the overpowering treachery that was always waiting in the Creation.
Or so his experience suggested.



Part VI

Gertrude Stein
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F
emande is still fabulously in love with love. As a consequence, she does not
always comprehend Picasso’s artistic needs. This strange, small, intense,
old-young man, forever engaging, wickedly entertaining, sullen, or cruel is

the object of her love, but she has little insight into the aesthetic anxieties of her
beloved. Nonetheless, she sees him by the manner she sees him, and so we, with
added perspective, receive increments of benefit.

Fve been trying, for some time, to paint. I have gifts. I would like to be taught, to
receive Picasso’s advice, which he refuses to offer. “Amuse yourself.” he says to
me. “That will be enough. What you do is more interesting than what you would
do under the instruction of another.”

I, however, am bothered by
getting into things that arouse my
passionate interest without my
being able to search more deeply
into the subject. That is why I
give myself, above all, to reading,
which permits me, at least, to
study seriously.1

So she remains a dilettante, and

Femande Olivier, Still Life. Oil on canvas,
19x22 in.
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Femande Olivier. Portrait of Picasso(right)

Femande Olivier. Vase of Floivers (left). Oil on
canvas. 19 x 15 in.

an intelligent observer of Picasso’s
highly ambivalent behavior with deal­
ers. The trouble is that he hates to give
up a canvas.

One day. however. Picasso found
himself with absolutely no money, no
paints, and no canvases, and he went
to see Sagot, to ask him to visit his
studio. The dealer knew perfecdy well
that only desperation would have
prompted such a request.

Sagot goes up with Picasso and
settles on dtree studies ... offers seven
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hundred francs for the lot: Picasso refuses. The dealer leaves and does not return.
Several davs go by. The painter decides to go and see him again. The dealer is still
prepared to buy but this time is only offering five hundred francs for the three
studies. Picasso is furious, tells him to go to hell, and comes home in a rage.

The same performance is repeated a few days later. Sagot is only offering three
hundred francs now. Driven by sheer necessity, Picasso finally accepts.2

There has been so much written about Picasso’s poverty in this period that one
is tempted to pass over it, except that even when it was a question of economics, his
determinedly quirky relation to practical life is on exhibit. He would, for example,
unlike other painters, not try to exhibit: The criticisms he had received from earlier
reviews had scored his self-esteem: he preferred his work to be characterized by
friends like Apollinaire. In consequence, he sent paintings to neither the Salon des
Independants nor to the Salon d’Automne, where the painters he knew were show­
ing. Instead, he had to listen to increasingly more intense accounts by friends and
artistic acquaintances of the excitement aroused by the Fauves. How could he not
have had his share of envy concerning Matisse, Derain, Vlaminck, and Braque?
He did stay in touch with dealers, but. as we have just seen, suffered humiliation.
Once he sold ten drawings for twenty francs to Pere Soulie, who dealt mainly in
mattresses and bed frames. On another occasion, when his bill at an art-supplies
shop reached 900 francs, he was cut off from artists’ supplies. He was also rebuffed
frequently by Ambroise Vollard, who, no matter his formidable reputation in
Montmartre for promoting Cezanne, seemed unable to decide whether he approved
or disapproved of this young Spaniard whose style didn't change so much as meta­
morphose: when Picasso sent a work over to Vollard by way of Max Jacob, the
dealer turned down the painting. “Your friend is mad.” he said to Max. “Go away.”
Or, so Jacob reports the dialogue.3

One time, their studio cat went prowling over the rooftops and came back with
a large piece of stolen sausage. Fernande maintains she washed it well, and “I
cooked it for us, who are much obliged, however, to share it with Minou.”4

One day, when we were absolutely without anything, somebody came bv to
ask Picasso to do a series of drawings for L'Assiette au Beurre, a humorous review
dien in vogue. The offer was for eight hundred francs. He studied me, looking to
know whether I •wished he would accept it. He had a most unhappy air. I made
him a sign: “No.” He insisted, “Don’t you want it? I understand, you know, I
would do it for you.” But—“No,” I told him, “—it isn’t necessary’ for vou to do
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anything that makes you unhappy.-1 And I was thinking. Why. why do it? He will
be disgusted, sad. And I. who am happy, wouldn't I then be unhappy? All right.
then, let's avoid all that and everything will be fine. Tonight, however, won’t we be
hungry without our restaurant? And I am often without shoes. But I still had my
little flask of perfume, my powder, my books, my tea, and Pablo s tenderness?

It is a fetching tale of voung lovers, but she leaves out some of the background.
This offer has come by way of Kees van Dongen, who is the in-house artist for L Assi-
ette au Beurre and has passed this 800-franc job on to Picasso. On the one hand, an
offer of friendship: on die odier, van Dongen did use Femande as a model in the
summer of 1905 while Picasso was having his fling in Holland, and van Dongen, we
may recall, owned an even wilder reputation dian Picasso in Bateau Lavoir circles
when it came to conquests widi women. Now, a year later in 1906. he has painted
Femande most attractively, and certainly with more insinuation than Picasso. It is
worth looking at the two portraits again. In 1905 van Dongen is obviously attracted.
but sees her as one tough slut. By 1906 he seems to have acquired a subder and more

van Dongen. Portrait of Fernande Olivier (left).
1905. Od on canvas. 39 x 32 in.

van Dongen. Portrait of Fernande Olivier.
1906. Pastel on paper. 28 x 24 in.
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loving carnal knowledge: he is. in effect, saying. “Very attractive indeed!
One can ask. therefore, how much these two portraits of Femande are a factor

in Picasso’s reluctance to accept the assignment.
On the other hand, he would play ceaselessly with van Dongen’s child. Gusie:

She could do with him anything she wished. I didn’t know until then that he
could please himself so with children. We had often wished .to have one for our­
selves. but this wish never realized itself, so it was necessary for us to content our­
selves with little Miss van Dongen.6

While the evidence is not
wholly established, the likelihpod
is that because of her marriage to
Percheron and the attendant falls
and beatings. Femande could no
longer have a child. Harlequin’s
wife now appears as a mother.

We are asked to feel the
pathetique of the man who is
ready to love Femande and their
child: on the other hand, Femande
is being punished. She lost her
womb before she ever met him:
that he will not forgive.

Picasso, whose morbid.
sickly jealousy is the unique
cause of our occasional fights.
has forbidden me to go to the
Lapin Agile alone. One day,
the proprietor, Frede, being
attacked, had answered
through his window by firing
his pistol on a man who
was menacing him. The next

Harlequin's Family. 1905. Crayons and wash on
paper. 6x5 in.

day, I did go alone to see his wife, Berthe, in order to hear the news about it.
Picasso, who followed with the same idea, found me there. I received the most
unexpected and formidable blow and felt myself being pushed brutally and with-
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out concealment out of this place, under the horrified and ironic looks of the curi­
ous people who were gathered on the terrace.7

His jealousy is so intense that he locks her in when he leaves the Bateau Lavoir:
indeed, he will not allow her out by herself. She can stay home and read: he will
shop, he will see what is going on in the streets. He knows her well enough to sus­
pect that she is no more trustworthy than himself.

The other day I opened my door and the neighbors and the concierge were all
in front of it, crying out to me that there’d been a fire started in one of the studios
under ours. We would all bum up in this building of wood, and me with it. By the
time I dressed, the fire wa? out. An alcohol lamp had burst, no more. However, I
was afraid retrospectively. Pablo often closed and double-locked the door in order
to keep me from going out. After that, he, feeling a good deal of fear when I told
him the story, no longer carried the keys.8

The unhappy outbreaks, however, continue:

Pablo had a stupid, jealous scene coming back yesterday evening toward mid­
night. We’d been at Lapin, and it seemed that I had unwittingly attracted some
looks from one of the diners. I, then, reproached Pablo for some of his familiarities
with women who are more or less friends. Hadn't I even found one of them sitting
on his lap?

At last. I became angry7 and. no longer knowing what I was doing, leapt out to
the street and swept down rue Lepic, crying with rage. No longer even asking
myself where I was going to put up for die night, still running. Pablo, who had
followed, took me brusquely by die arm and wanted to go back to die studio. I
refused to follow him, and he wouldn’t let go. We were almost fighting. But my
anger gave way to a sort of despair, and at last I let myself be brought to our house.

The danger is that after such scenes, I begin to think of the meanness of the
material fife that I lead. I couldn’t resist remarking on this to Pablo. He turned
pale, didn’t say anything. I diought that he would be angry widi me, diat I had lost
somediing delicate between us. but I made no apologies and went to bed. He began
to work, and I slept for a long time before he stretched out near me.

I didn’t hear Pablo leave. When I awoke toward noon, he was gone. I had fear.
My love came back, reawakened most powerfully. I regretted my behavior. I asked
myself if he would come back or if I was never to see him again. I didn’t have the
courage to get up. I tried to go back to sleep, and I’d almost succeeded when I
heard the door open and Pablo came in. He came near die bed and said to me.
“You sleep? You still want me?” I looked at him. He held out several bills and a
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little package of perfume. Dear Pablo! If you knew how. at that moment, one thing
alone made me happy. Your presence. Your love.9

It is tempting to receive all this as evidence of a passionate romance, and to a
degree, it was: Long after it had ended, the romance, purified by recollection, kept
a pristine life in Femande’s mind. If, in actuality, there had been the day-to-day
reality of sexual roommates grating on each other’s most private needs, she hardly
suggests that in her account, even if it is obvious by the end in 1912 how they do
not get on anymore. It is tempting, all the same, to think that they were truly
happy for a period, and that their love might have gone on much longer if not for
the entrance of Gertrude Stein-into their fives. Gertrude's presence would change
his grasp of the universe.
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S
uch a premise is. however, hardly based on any clear evidence. New women.
after all. were almost as important to Picasso as new concepts for his work.
and since Femande was ready on occasion to repay his infidelities with her

own. their relationship contained its own large potentiality for coming apart. More­
over. Femande’s bourgeois roots had to irritate his own—she was an avid social
climber. Given her miserable childhood in that ferociously French middle-class
family, her social ambitions are comprehensible, but that, too, had to irritate
Picasso. A judge can rarely forgive you for a crime he is capable of committing
himself, and Picasso had his own agenda for social advancement. It was just that he
was considerably better at hiding it, from himself as well as others.

We cannot blame Gertrude Stein, therefore, if the romance eventually failed,
but it is hard to believe she was a force to keep them together. Too virulent a strain
of concealed contempt for Femande lurks in Stein’s writings. In The Autobiogra­
phy of Alice B. Toklas (that classic tour de force of boundless vanity where
Gertrude Stein had the wit to write about herself through the eyes of Alice while
never allowing her mouthpiece one irreligious reaction to her beloved mistress), we
learn that Femande is not to be taken too seriously. If Alice B. Toklas sounds most
of the time like Gertrude Stein, lay it to Gertrude’s reluctance to sound like Alice
any longer than necessary. After all, why be Toklas when one can be Stein?

The geniuses came and talked to Gertrude Stein and the wives sat with me.
" How they unroll, an endless vista dirough the years. I began with Fernande and

I
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then there were Madame Matisse and Marcelle Braque and Josette Gris and Eve
Picasso and Bridget Gibb and Marjory Gibb and Hadley and Pauline Hemingway
and Mrs. Sherwood Anderson and Mrs. Bravig Imbs and Mrs. Ford Madox Ford
and endless others, geniuses, near geniuses and might be geniuses, all having wives.
and I have sat and talked with them all all the wives and later on. well later on
too, I have sat and talked with all. But I began with Femande.1

. _. Fernande was . . . not the least
amusing. We talked hats. Femande
had two subjects hats and per­
fumes. The first day we talked hats.
She liked hats, she had the true
french feeling about a hat, if a hat
did not provoke some witticism
from a man on the street the hat
was not a success. Later on once in
Montmartre she and I were walking
together. She had on a large yellow'
hat and I had on a much smaller
blue one. As w-e w'ere walking along
a workman stopped and called out,
there go the sun and the moon shin­
ing together. Ah. said Fernande to
me with a radiant smile, you see our
hats are a success.2

What is missing from this char­
acterization (written a quarter of a
century later, in a style that owes as
much to early Hemingway as Ernest
once owed to early Stein) is that
Alice spoke so little French that she
had to take lessons from Fernande.
It is not easy to amuse someone who
does not speak your language! As

Picasso and Fernande in Montmartre, c. 1906.

for Gertrude, however, let there be no mistake. She is more than amusing. On page
five of The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas, she gives, by way of Alice, the bal­
anced measure of herself:
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... I mav sav that only three times in my life have I met a genius and each time a
bell within me rang and I was not mistaken, and I may say in each case it was
before tiiere was anv general recognition of die quality of genius in diem. The three
geniuses of whom I wish to speak are Gertrude Stein. Pablo Picasso and Alfred
Whitehead. I have met many important people. I have met several great people
but I have only known three first class geniuses and in each case on sight within me
something rang. In no one of the tliree cases have I been mistaken. In this way my
new full fife began.3

Gertrude Stein at home in the rue de Fleurus. Paris. 1905

Patrick O’Brian gives a nice description of Gertrude’s first meeting with
Picasso:

Leo and Gertrude Stein, wandering along the rue Lafitte, saw two paintings in
Sagot s shop that pleased them, the one by a young Spaniard whose name is not
recorded, die other by Picasso. Stein bought the first and showed interest in the
painter of the second, so Sagot sent him to Pere Soulie [who] perceived that thev
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were Americans and therefore asked as much
for his Picasso as Vollard asked for the
Cezannes the Steins were then buying. They
went back to Sagot who laughed and said that
in a few days he would have a big Picasso for
them, presumably at a reasonable price.
When they returned to the rue Lafitte the
dealer showed them the “Fillette a la corbeille
fleurie. ” a slim rebellious blackhaired child.
worm-naked but for a little necklace and a
hair-ribbon, looking sullenly at the painter as
she stands on somediing tawny and holds an
ornamental basket of red flowers, brilliant
against the blue-grey background. Gertrude
Stein did not like the picture; she found the
child's long legs and big feet repulsive. But in
the ensuing contest she was defeated: die price
of a hundred and fifty francs was paid, and
Leo Stein carried the “Fillette” home to the
rue de Fleurus to join the Cezannes, the Gau­
guins and Matisses.

Presently the Steins were taken to
Picasso’s studio by a French writer who knew
him, and they bought eight hundred francs’
worth of pictures straight away?

Here is Femande's description of the same
encounter:

Young Girl with Basket of Flowers.
190o

One day Picasso and I had the surprise of seeing two Americans come to our
studio, a brother and a sister. Leo and Gertrude Stein. He had the air of a profes­
sor, bald, with gold-rimmed spectacles, a long curled red beard, a wicked eye. A
tall thin stiff body with cultivated gestures. She. fat. short, powerfully built, a
beautiful strong head with noble features, highly accented intelligent eyes that see
a lot, a clear spirit, masculine in her voice, in all her appearance . . .Both of the
Steins w-ere dressed in chestnut-colored corduroys and were wearing sandals. Too
sure of themselves to pay attention to what others tliink. the brother is interested in
being a painter and she in writing. She has received compliments from H. C. Wells
and is more than a little proud of that.5
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On this occasion, it was the brother one might notice first. He was tall: he was
arrogant. Focused on the stimulations of his own mind, he was barely able to con­
tain his contempt for the minds of others—a rich American eccentric, in short, who
happened to come from a German-Jewish family so little Jewish that if Leo shared
any attitude with Gertrude it was that they were both comfortably anti-Semitic.

Gertrude Stein who has an explosive temper, came in another evening and there
were her brother. Alfy [Maurer] and a stranger. She did not like the stranger’s
looks. Who is that, said she to Alfy. I didn't bring him. said Alfy. He looks like a
Jew. said Gertrude Stein, he is worse than that, says Alfy.6

of excerpt is worth presenting: It is not as

Leo Stein. 1906. Gouache on tan cardboard.
10 x ~ in.

Leo Stein had studied medicine at
Johns Hopkins and did not practice: he
was a writer not able to write for four
decades, a painter who gave up painting,
an art connoisseur who spent time with
Bernard Berenson only to become an
early collector of the avant-garde, yet
would be so repelled by Cubism that he
ceased collecting. He had a “■neurosis,” as
he would explain it. When not overbear­
ing, however, he must have been a some­
what comic figure.

The best sense one can obtain of
Leo Stein is from his book Appreciation:
Painting, Poetry and Prose, published in
1947. It was intended to be the work that
would show his sister up; he wished to
demonstrate that he had forgotten more
about painting than she ever knew, but
Gertrude had die immaculate timing to
die shortly before it came out. A full page

if he had nothing to say.

. . . one day it occurred to me to ask the definite question: how does a painter see
when he paints? . . . There is no use speculating when one can experiment: so I
began to experiment.

I put on a table a plate of the kind common in Italy, an earthenware plate with
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a simple pattern in color, and this I looked at every day for minutes or for hours. I
had in mind to see it as a picture, and waited for it to become one. In time it did.
The change came suddenly when the plate as an inventorial object, one made up of
parts that could be separately listed, a certain shape, certain colors applied to it.
and so on. went over into a composition to which all these elements were merely
contributory. The painted composition on the plate ceased to be on it but became
a part of a larger composition which was the plate as a whole. I had made a begin­
ning to seeing pictorially.

What had been begun was carried out in all directions. I wanted to be able to
see anything as a composition, and found that it was possible to do this. I tried it
on everything from a scrap of paper tom from the comer of a sheet, to a line of
trees extending half a mile into the distance; and I found that with practice seeing
pictures was possible everywhere . . .

This habit of mine of seeing pictorial composition in nature, and seeing it any­
where and whenever I am so inclined, in little or on the grandest scale, makes me
difficult in the acceptance of pictures. Such a landscape as Claude’s and Turner’s is
for me picturesque only, not really pictorial. It is landscape as anyone sees it, com­
posed, that is, within the limits of a naturalistic vision. In many cases Cezanne does
not get beyond that in his composition as a whole. Only in China and Japan was this
higher grade of landscape common, and its greatest master in Europe is Poussin.7

Stein is an archetype of the ideologue who legislates aesthetics. His definition of
art is:

. . . nature seen in the fight of its significance. Then, recognizing that this signifi­
cance was one of form, I added ‘formal’ to ‘significance.’ Significant fomi was then
bpm for me.8

He exhibits a mind more powerful than Gertrude’s, but even as she is a social
creature whose greatest appreciation is for the ripples of social surface, so he is, by
his own definition, an “explainer,” and people who explain are an obstacle to be
avoided in social life. He lives for the supremacy of his ora opinion: her judgments
are always social, which is to say, paradoxical—she would have been perfectly
capable of making the following remark: Apollinaire has strictures in his talent
but his manners are redeeming, while Andre Salmon has talent in his strictures
but no manners.

One can conceive of Leo Stein grinding his molars at having to listen to such
profitless equations when he is primed to declare that surrealism is overrated
because it is structureless and no aesthetic can exist without structure.
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It is tempting to imagine them together at rue de Fleurus. They were obviously
once so close as brother and sister that she followed him to Johns Hopkins in order
to study medicine alongside him, at which she was apparently a failure.

In anatomy, she could never succeed in drawing the human brain, or would it
be fairer to say she came up with drawings of the brain that were like no others?
She was always delighted, or pretended to be, in her absolute lack of depth, her
resolute refusal to associate with the occult or the profound. Her self-satisfaction at
this characteristic beams out of her prose in the Autobiography:

Gertrude Stein never had subconscious reactions, nor was she a successful sub­
ject for automatic writing. One of the students in the psychological seminar of
which Gertrude Stein, although an undergraduate was at William James’ particu­
lar request a member, was carrying on a series of experiments on suggestions to the
subconscious. When he read his paper upon the result of his experiments, he began
by explaining that one of the subjects gave absolutely no results and as this much
lowered the average and made the conclusion of his experiments false he wished to
be allowed to cut this record out. Whose record is it, said James. Miss Stein’s, said
die student. Ah. said James, if Miss Stein gave no response I should say that it was
as normal not to give a response as to give one and decidedly the result must not be
cut out.9

She certainly detested the deep. Her values were to be found in her pleasures,
and her pleasures were social. So-and-so has a well-cut suit, she might have writ­
ten at any time, but here-and-now does not. That is because here-and-now is half­
German and half-Armenian and, as everyone knows, Armenians and Germans
never mix. It is more than worthy of the kind of talk one would later hear from
people who congregated around Andy Warhol.

Beneath her impenetrable skin, as hard-larded as a walrus, she must have con­
tained wounds, traumas, volcanoes—we don’t know: She never lets us know. Once
she did reveal that she was happy in her childhood when her father, a cold, domi­
neering man, died, and it could certainly have been no routine matter to be an
open practicing lesbian at the turn of the century, but she will never give us any of
that. She is instead forever impressive in her own determined way, the wav of a
hostess: it was probably her first talent. As a writer, it is hard to say whether her
reputation would be larger now or non-existent if Hemingway had not been her
pupil in the Twenties. But he was—he took the live ember of her perception of a
new kind of prose and carried it to places that affected generations of writers: if he
had not come along, her work might have perished. Little of it does more titan
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entertain us today: much of it is pretentious or, worse, lumpy. She can be a very
bad writer. Her book Picasso, published in 1938, shows a lazy mind, self-indul­
gent, and slab-sided. She is all too swollen in her sense of the importance of her
perceptions and, surprisingly, unable to make a good point and keep it. The truth
is that apart from her recognition of Picasso’s talent—which is, admittedly, no
small matter—she did not understand much else about him, and kept faking it.

Despite the incisive things she can certainly offer on occasion, her vanity proves
oppressive. She must characterize everything whether she is near to the subject or
not. At her worst she shovels obese generalizations from one pile of words to
another. Here, for example, is her reaction in 1938 to Picasso’s work following his
marriage in 1918 to Olga Kokhlova.

The Spanish character is a mixture of Europe and the Orient, the Russian
character is a mixture of the European and the Oriental but it is neither the same
Europe nor the same Orient, but as it is the same mixture the struggle to become
once more himself was harder than ever and from 1924 to 1935 this struggle
lasted.

During this time his consolation was cubism, the harlequins big and little, and
his struggle was in the large pictures where the forms in spite of being fantastic
forms were forms like everybody sees them, were, if you wish, pornographic forms,
in a word forms like Russians can see them but not forms like a Spaniard can see
them.10

It was. in retrospect, inevitable that she and Picasso were absolutely taken with
one another, she who could approach the deep only by way of these orotund
excrescences, and Picasso who would never speak of the deep for fear of being cast
instantly into the very abyss he was getting ready to explore.
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P
icasso’s relationship with Gertrude Stein was at its most intense and inter­
esting during the first few years.

He had an instinctive and immediate reaction to her. Gertrude stimu­
lated him in ways no other person ever had. While neither of them could recall just
when she began to sit for him, both agree that he asked her to model soon after
their first meeting, and their acquaintance developed with an easel and canvas
between them.

At the Bateau Lavoir she would sit through many an afternoon—she claims
ninety such occasions, a large claim, but there may have been scores of such meet­
ings through the fall of 1905 and the spring of 1906. She would take the trip across
the Seine from the rue de Fleurus on the Left Bank to the top of Montmartre on the
Right, and he would add to the portrait and wipe it away, and explore new pas­
sages and paint them over, looking for what he certainly could not name, and Fer-
nande, nearly always present, would read from one or another French classic.

Femande spoke a very elegant french, some lapses of course into montmartrois
that I found difficult to follow, but she had been educated to be a schoolmistress,
her voice was lovely . . .’

In such manner would the hours pass, and it is hardly possible not to speculate
on their inner state. Richardson suggests that “a powerful charge

. . . was generated between diem: a deep psychic feeling that went wav bevond
friendship and yet was not in die least amorous, often not even amicable . . ,2



Part VI 7/6/95 11:19 AM Page 202

202 Norman Mailer

We are speaking of one of those rare but powerful relationships where people
who have not much intimate affection for one another are nonetheless welded for a
period in a Draconian relationship—not unlike serving in the Army, which is to
say one of the most grueling experiences of one’s life and one of the most valuable.
Of course, this may exaggerate the difficulties. Those sittings, to the degree they
were meditations, could also drift into more agreeable turns of thought, and
Gertrude-by-way-of-Alice is quick to emphasize all that was pleasurable and pro­
found in their meetings; but then, she is writing from the vantage point of 1933,
twenty-seven years later, and Picasso is now comparable to Einstein in his fame.

During these long poses and these long walks Gertrude Stein meditated and
made sentences. She was dien in the middle of her negro story Melanctha Herbert,
the second story of Three Lives and the poignant incidents that she wove into the
life of Melanctha were often those she noticed walking down the hill from the rue
Ravignan . . .

Practically every afternoon Gertrude Stein went to Montmartre and then later
wandered down the hill usually walking across Paris to the rue de Fleurus . . .
And Saturday evenings the Picassos walked home with her and dined and then
there was Saturday evening.3

The Saturday night salon had begun. It grew quickly. Picasso was soon able to
invite his friends to accompany him, and to their ranks were added any number of
visiting Americans and several of the Steins’ acquaintances. One of them, a spin­
ster from Baltimore named Etta Cone, later remarked, “I found the Picassos
appalling but romantic.” (She is presumably speaking of Pablo and Fernande
rather than the paintings, although Pierre Cabanne believes she is referring to the
paintings. )■*

Gertrude, by way of Alice, has another description of Picasso’s appearance in
her salon:

. . . small, quick-moving but not restless, liis eyes having a strange faculty of open­
ing wade and drinking in what he washed to see. He had the isolation and move­
ment of the head of a bull-fighter at the head of dieir procession.5

. Others. Fernande and Salmon among them, will use the same image to describe
him: A year or two later, entering a room followed by men as large in size as
Braque, Derain, and Vlaminck, Picasso is die torero at the head of his cuadrilla;
and when he is an old man, he will look like nothing so much as a venerable
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ganadero, proud of his ranch and the bulls he has raised. We do well to remember
the little boy on that Sunday afternoon in Malaga, ensconced in a famous bull­
fighter’s lap and dazzled by the suit of lights.

Now. at Gertrude’s, he dazzles odd American ladies with his panache and his
utter lack of it. Alice Toklas describes how in the course of the first meal Picasso
would have at the rue de Fleurus. he was placed at Gertrude’s right hand. When
she picked up a piece of bread, he grabbed it back from her and cried out, “It’s
mine,” only to look sheepish immediately thereafter.6

Brotliers and sisters snatch bread from each other while growing up. Obviously,
Pablo and Gertrude were related from the start. How much she must have
reminded him of his fat aunts ip Malaga and lais hefty nude models in Holland.

He must also have been impressed by the Stein collection. By dint of careful
choices, it was well commenced. “[O]n all the walls ...” we read in Alice, “were
pictures . . . Cezannes, Renoirs, Matisses . . . Gauguins, a Toulouse-Lautrec ... a
little Daumier . . ,”7 Here is a comer of the room in 1907:

203
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By way of Picasso. Apollinaire became a frequent guest at the rue de Fleurus,
but he did not necessarily take the Steins too seriously. About them, he would
make this small reference in 1907:

Vallotton ... is exhibiting six paintings, among which is a portrait of Mlle.
Stein, that American lady who with her brother and a group of her relatives con­
stitutes the most unexpected patronage of the arts in our time.

Leurs pieds nus sont chausses de sandales delphiques,
Ils levent vers le del des fronts sdentifiqu.es:

No more than Delphic sandals on their bare feet
Yet such scientific brows glimpse heaven’s suite8

Afterward, back in the Bateau Lavoir, the week would commence with more
sittings. At this point, Picasso’s sentiments are nice to estimate. It is never routine
to feel like a snob and a bohemian at the same time, but then, back in Barcelona
during the Blue Period, Picasso and his friend de Soto had wanted to look well
turned out but had only one pair of gloves between them:

They used to share it, keeping one bare hand in a pocket and gesturing ostenta­
tiously ■with the gloved one. I remember Picasso telling me how elegant he felt,
dressed in a green suit which he passionately admired, and his single glove.9

It is worth remembering that this is the same de Soto who is drawn in the
winter of 1902-03 with a whore on his lap—a glove for one hand, a raunchy fin­
ger for the other. That can serve as an image for Picasso’s social life now that
Gertrude Stein has provided the glove.

A year or so later, Matisse would take his daughter Marguerite on a visit to
the Bateau Lavoir:

More than fifty years later she still remembered . . . Fernande’s extraordi­
nary beauty, [and] her way of producing sugar for their coffee—she went to a
cupboard, scooped up a handful, and emptied it onto a clear space on the filthy
table.10

The outcome of all those ninety sittings is, of course, engraved in art history
by now: Gertrude, in her blithe fashion, gives the account via Alice:

Spring was coming and the sittings were coming to an end. All of a sudden
one day Picasso painted out the whole head. I can’t see you anv longer when I

zK

sdentifiqu.es
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look, he said irritably. And so the picture was left like that.
Nobody remembers being particularly disappointed or particularly annoyed

at this ending to the long series of posings . . . Gertrude Stein and her brother
were going to Italy as was at that time their habit. Pablo and Fernande were
going to Spain, she for the first time, and she had to buy a dress and a hat and
perfumes and a cooking stove. All french women in those days when they went
from one country to another took along a french oil stove to cook on.11

By way of Gertrude, it is all part of the flow. Picasso paints out a head, and
Fernande buys a hat, a dress, some perfume, an oil stove. Nothing in language or
in life is more important, suggests Gertrude, than a conjunction. One thing does
lead to another and then another. Structure is structureless, a river: how Leo
must have halted her ever-flowing mind with never one composition to assert
itself.

Hopefully, we are close enough to Picasso to assume that if life is a river, he
was encountering a rapids. It was not like him to use a model over and over in
the same pose. His virtuosity as a painter, his facility, his speed were all elements
of his pride. He could work faster and better than any other young painter
around. Now he is marooned for months trying to capture a short and very stocky
woman.

We have to make the assumption that he is at a major crossroads in his life.
He has been in the Rose Period for a long year and a half, time enough to recog­
nize that it is a sinecure, not a breakthrough. He keeps hearing praise of the
Fauves and of Matisse from people he respects—particularly, he is obliged to lis­
ten to Leo Stein pointing to Matisse as probably the most important young
painter around. Matisse is certainly at the forefront of the avant-garde. The Rose
Period is lovely, but it is safe. No one has to tell Picasso. Gauguin and Cezanne
are his influences precisely because they have brought something radically new to
painting. He is a young, competitive artist with the best-looking mistress in town,
but he does not wish to be known for extraordinarily talented depictions of lovely
and slightly eerie twilights with saltimbanques—not at all; he would rather push
on into a visual world never explored, not even necessarily glimpsed. What we
can count on is that in the person of Gertrude Stein he saw the embodiment of a
set of exceptions to life that he, by his own perception, was also approaching.
With his instinct he must have sensed that she was an appropriate Sphinx for
him. She offered clues to his artistic future.

We have to assume that he is not only God-driven in his ambitions (which is
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to say that he wishes to reach some recognition of how God does it) but that he
feels an uncomfortable intimacy with the Deity’. God is more dangerous than a
full-grown bull in the ring when you are only a naked man: God creates earth­
quakes and once again—night after night—lets your youngest sister die: God
allows your beloved friend Casagemas to kill himself over a woman: God drives
Max Jacob mad from time to time, usually when Max. far out on drugs, comes
closest to Him.

God. however, is also a colleague. When Picasso draws, the line that delin­
eates a limb seems to spring up out of some graceful collaboration between his
hand and the power that conceived the design of that limb—God may be as
amorphous as a cloud, but God is also as clear as a well-defined form. God is a
dangerous foe because some of His secrets seem to be there to capture. That may
indeed be the question: Can one enter the logic by which the forms of a human
being are put together? Can one search out God’s intentions, experiments, rejec­
tions. new explorations?

The key is to be found in form. Form is the language that God has decided to
share with a few painters, the very- best painters. They* are apostles serving the
mystery’ of form. They know more about it than other men and women: they
know that a tree can have virtually the same form as a torso. To a verbal mind.
tree and torso are separate words and so are wholly7 separate objects, each with
an integrity7 that is not to be breached. But to Picasso in Paris in 1906, possessed
of a power to draw that has to be terrifying even to him. to this young artist with
a mistress whose body7 he explores form by form, to Picasso at the age of twenty-
five embarked on opium twice a week into exceptional odysseys of his mind, it is
no small matter that a tree can share the same form as a torso, and a man and a
woman are not separate entities but meet and coalesce and cross over in gender.
Even if we take his explorations with Fernande as no more than sex revealed by
opium, his mind had to be influenced by notions about his own gender. He does
the shopping and the housekeeping, and she is larger than he is. As O’Brian
describes it,

the beautiful slattern Fernande. lying in bed at the Bateau Lavoir. sleepily
watching Picasso sweep the lane that led from the divan u along a narrow valley
among the empty sardine-tins and the respectable depth of oyster-shells” to his
easel.12

Fernande may have been his best-found pleasure, but she was also his equal 

A.
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and more: he lived in a state of bohemian tyranny where the sordid cohabited
with the ideal, and he must often have felt—if in no other place than his
dreams—that she was more of a man than he was.

Now with Gertrude, he could feel himself in the presence of another possi­
bility for love, which is to say he could lock himself into the person of another
woman.

Not all love affairs are carnal: some can rest on the weight of the meditation
each person inspires in the other. Pablo and Gertrude must have gone through
their plenitude of sittings engaged in unspoken psychic transactions: they must
have sensed on meeting that each had at last encountered another person with an
ambition as large as one’s own. Perhaps they struggled silently through those
meetings over who could steal the most from the other, a witch and a warlock
contesting a lust for power which the other could augment or diminish. Since
neither was much removed from the mean-spirited and the diabolical, the real
question is whether the sum of their game was for good or for ill.

That calculation is beyond our means, but it is safe to assume that Gertrude
Stein was the most monumental crossover in gender that he had ever encoun­
tered. He had to be knowing about this. With Fernande, he had entered the
essential ambiguity of deep sex, where one’s masculinity or femininity is forever
turning into its opposite, so that a phallus, once emplaced within a vagina, can
become more aware of the vagina than its own phallitude—that is to say, one is,
at the moment, a vagina as much as a phallus, or for a woman vice versa, a phal­
lus just so much as a vagina: At such moments, no matter one’s physical appear­
ance. one has. in the depths of sex. crossed over into androgyny.

Picasso was obsessed with the subject. For good cause—it spoke to his pre­
occupation with form. The range of Gertrude Stein’s crossover from woman to
man could simply not be charted by ordinary means: if she was more like a man
than a woman, so she was still by birth a woman, and so a focus for his own pre­
occupation with androgyny. That confirmed his private sense of himself in acts
with Fernande (as well, doubtless, with many another woman). If in the act he
felt himself to be part man here, part woman there, whole man here, whole
woman there, then sex might be seen as a pool where forms swam over into other
forms.

For Picasso, the virtue of androgyny was that it traversed contexts; a nude of
a woman to which one added a phallus produced a man: a woman on kneeling
face-down on the floor could show a back and buttocks that looked like a phallus
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and a pair of testicles. We need only peek at a couple of drawings taken from
one of his sketchbooks early in 1907.

Untitled (Nude Studies). 1907. Pen on
paper. 12 x 10 in.

Seated Nude. Legs Spread. 1907. Lead pencil on
sketchbook paper. 10 x S in.

After the summer of 1906. he came back from Spain to the Bateau Lavoir and
finally painted Gertrude’s face in a manner to satisfy him. It had taken months,
followed by a summer of being away from the portrait. Trying to obtain a canvas of
Stein that would satisfy him. he must have had his fill of alternatives. If it took
until 1907 for him to draw a woman with a phallus, he spent much time in 1906
attempting the opposite: He was looking to reduce the differences between Fer-
nande and Gertrude. So he made Fernande heavier, gave Gertrude less bulk, and
equated their faces, their expressions.

I
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Two Nudes Holding Hands. 1906. Pen and wash on paper. 19 x 12 in.
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Homan Seated and Woman Standing. 1906. Charcoal on paper. 24 x IS in.



Part VI 7/6/95 11:21 AM Page 211

Portrait of Picasso as a Young Man 211

Two Nudes. 1906. Oil on canvas. 60 x 3“ in.



Part VI 7/6/95 11:22 AM Page 212

212 Norman Mailer

He also made Femande look older in order to bring her physiognomy closer to
Gertrude's. We see Fernande as he thinks she might look in ten or fifteen years if.
that is. she grows to resemble Gertrude.

Untitled (drawing of Fernande Olivier). 1906.
Lead pencil

. Mainly, he wrestles with the enigma of Miss Stein. He must work on the
premise that if he can solve the riddle she represents, much else w ill open. She is so
exceptionally authoritative. God has come down to visit us in die form of a woman
who acts like a man. It must add to his conviction that she is a creature out of the
depths, there to provide him with clues.

Failing completely to capture any authoritative sense of her by the spring of
1906. he not only paints out her face but comes up with the formidable body of an
earth goddess.

Still engaged in his contemplation of Stein, he paints one of the last of his Rose
Period pictures. If it does not contain the hue of rose, it is one of his best all the
same, one of his most famous, and forces the suggestion that he is the boy leading
a horse more powerful than himself. Would Gertrude have liked or disliked the
notion? She did. in any event, purchase the painting. The horse was so graceful

I
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Nude Homan Standing. 1906. Pastel Boy Leading a Horse. 1906. Oil on canvas.
86 x 5'2 in.

quite -the image of herself if she chose to come back as a quadruped.
The actual portrait of Stein was. of course, to become famous. The face is an

astounding mask: the eyes are unseeing or. rather, in-seeing, and hint at the force
buried within her. She is enough of a presence to make it an unforgettable portrait.

She also stands at the crossroads. She is asking in effect where Picasso can go
next. Three years down the road, there will no longer be a road. He will live in a
network of forms that have become crossovers between a still-life, a human, and a
forest between a forest and a city’: in short. Cubism. But first, the Sphinx is fash­
ioned in a formal portrait without more than a hint of the painter’s underlying
ambition to be ready to examine nothing less than the laws of existence. If a small
part of him. still Catholic, had to be terrified of the sacrilege implicit in such pur­
suits. his work would throw up shields to keep him in check as often as he would
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sally forth to attack
conventional vision. It
is hopeless to under­
stand Picasso without
comprehending that he
was not only a painter
but a primitive hunter
and a medicine man. If
Les Demoiselles d~Avi­
gnon, now less than a
year away, can in large
be comprehended as an
exorcism, a literal scare­
crow—there to repel
spirits and demons—
Gertrude’s portrait pre­
cedes it. In relation to
what was to come, her
painting sits like a great
stone god on the path.

That he does a por­
trait of himself in the
same period on a can­
vas almost as large can
be no coincidence. There Self-Portrait with Palette. 1906. Oil on canvas. 36 x 29 in.
he is. her younger sib­
ling, her fellow mask.
He looks haunted. He is hiding both of them.

One evening at the rue de Fleurus, Picasso would remark, “Everybody thinks
she is not at all like her portrait but never mind, in the end she will manage to look
just like it,”13 and that is true. By the time she died, no one said any longer that
Gertrude’s portrait did not look like her. but then, we have all heard that long-
married people grow over decades to resemble one another more and more, and so
could Gertrude have been married to the image Picasso had finally been able to
offer of her.
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Portrait of Gertrude Stein. 1906. Oil on canvas. 39 x 32 in.
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D
uring those months, his life did not, of course, consist entirely of sittings
between Stein and himself. He was having his nightlife in Montmartre. One
of the secrets of Picasso’s longevity must have rested on his ability to live

not as one individual but two.
In Picasso and His Friends, Femande is ready enough to give a picture of their

milieu:

All the artists used to gather at the Lapin a Gill: on the terrace on summer
evenings, in the dark smoke room inside during the winter.

Frede, the patron, used to pay return calls on Picasso. I can still see him arriv­
ing at the painter’s house, escorted by his donkey, Lolo . . . Frede used to bring the
good, simple creature right into Picasso’s studio, which was not difficult as the stu­
dio was on the ground floor. While we were drinking the aperitif Frede had
brought with him, Lolo would be tied up in one comer and nibbling at everything
within reach. One day he devoured a packet of tobacco and two silk scarves which
had been left on the sofa.

Picasso loved animals: they always found favour in his eyes. He would have
liked to possess a cock, a goat and a tiger, but he contented liimself with dogs and
cats, and later a monkey. There was a time, I tliink, when he had three cats, two
dogs, a tortoise and a monkey.1

Morale in bohemian life depends on war stories, and Lolo had already become
famous. Femande mentions how “as a result of an art-students’ prank thought up
by Dorgeles,” a paintbrush had been tied to Lolo’s tail, and the donkey’s swipings 

I
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on a canvas (with, presumably, an occasional change of pigment) managed to pro­
duce three works that were accepted by the Salon des Independants.2

Since Picasso had become equally celebrated for firing his revolver, it was
appropriate for Frede to bring Lolo over on this visit. In bohemian life, gestures
are life-giving elements in the face of everyone’s collective poverty; gestures take on
the ambience of old songs, but then, such episodes were not commonplace. Fer­
nando confesses, “There was very little variety to our amusements and distractions
. . . evening followed evening with little to distinguish one from another.”

Picasso didn’t like the theatre: he found it boring. As for orchestral music, he
might perhaps have liked it if he’d not been afraid of making foolish judgments,
for he knew nothing about it at all. . . and he never went to a concert. Perhaps he’s
changed since.

What he did like was the guitar, guitarists, Spanish dance and dancers and
gypsies, everything which reminded him of Spain. He was always moved by the
women dancers, [who] manipulated fan and castinets with such skill and elegance.
Even’ time he listened to the guitarists he marveled afresh. He had never been an
exuberant person, but he was capable of intense concentration. Feelings like these
would transmute themselves into an expression of tenderness, which could illumi­
nate his whole face . . .

Picasso always seemed drawn to those things which he would never be able to
do himself, and people who were totally different from him. He loved risque
cabarets and music-halls . . . anything with strong local colour, and a characteris­
tic smell could fill him with ecstasy . . . How foreign he was in France, this Andalu­
sian with Italian blood . . .

He was always attracted by anything which reflected that quality of harshness
which seems to go with being poor and is often accompanied by a special sort of
naivete in Latin countries . . .

On evenings we went to the Medrano circus Picasso would spend all the time
at the bar, which was always thick with the hot, slightly sickening smell that
seeped up from the stables. He would stay there all evening . . . talking to the
clowns . . .

His love for boxing was of a different order. Physical strengdi . . . compelled
his admiration. He was affected by the beauty of a fight as bv a work of art. He
liked boxers as much as he liked clowns, but differendy. They seemed to awe him.
He would have been proud to make friends with a boxer.3

To refer once again to the legend of Picasso as a formidable stud, there is prob­
ably more evidence that he was not macho so much as an acolyte of machismo.

I
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Today, in a world of prevailing feminism, machismo is scorned. Yet, few men
are able to sneer at it with absolute confidence. The case for machismo, if we can
put its extravagances and violence to the side, is that it is not an easy way to five.
When one puts a large investment in personal honor, day-to-day security7 is mort­
gaged for life. One’s physical bravery is always to be called upon. Few men, there­
fore, are honestly macho—most depend on their ability to play a role rather than to
embody such a life at all costs. If, even in the face of contemporary7 ridicule, men
still strive for machismo, that is because it speaks to a primitive certainty in male
gender—even as a similar claim might be presented for elegance in women. Yup­
pies and wonks may scorn the first, and liberated women repudiate the second, but
their ridicule remains subtly 'uneasy. Not many have a conscience so comfortable or
so blind that they can condemn either without a backward look.

If that is true today, what is to be said of the force of machismo upon Picasso’s
values at the turn of die century? He came from Andalusia, where men prided them­
selves, often over a lifetime of inflated and frequendy absurd postures, on precisely
how macho they were. Picasso began as die most timid, sensitive, and cowardly of lit­
tle boys, a crybaby in school, a household pet with plump aunts to cozen him. It can
be taken as fundamental that every7 one of his male qualities was earned in hard
fashion, each bold new habit fashioned from his limited store of physical bravery.
So he could be sure of none of his acquired macho characteristics. Full-grown, he
still was short: well-muscled, he nonetheless was not significantly endowed with
strength when compared to painters like Braque and Vlaminck and Derain.

[They] made an astonishing and certainly imposing trio. People would turn
around to look at diem in the street. All drree of them were very tall, widr big shoul­
ders. and they gave an unusual impression of sheer physical power.

Derain was the tallest of die three. He was slim and elegant, widi brilliant col­
oring and smooth black hair. His elegance was English and slighdy over-done. He
wore elaborate waistcoats and green or red ties. His pipe was always in his mouth;
an essential feature of his plilegmatic. mocking, cold and argumentative nature.

Braque was shorter and heavier, with a powerful head which made him look
like a white negro. He had the shoulders and die neck of a boxer, very7 brown skin,
curly black hair, and a clipped moustache. There was something a little affected
about the brutality of his expression and the coarseness of his voice and gestures

•»

Vlaminck was massive, with red hair: he had a

brutal, stubborn expression, which made one think that he knew what he wanted
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... He had once been a racing cyclist and he was so strong that he believed he was
naturally invincible. When occasionally; owing to lack of money, he had to walk
all die wav back to Chatou at night, he told us that he was sometimes obliged to
defend himself on the wav against various forms of aggression, and that he always
emerged victorious from such encounters because of his superior physical strength.

He used constandv to deny the efficacy and value of boxing, as opposed to sim­
ple brute force, until that day when Derain and Braque, both of whom boxed regu­
larly, beat him. one after the other, and conclusively. We met him as he was leaving
Derain's studio, his nose swollen like a potato and in a pretty’ sad state, aldiough
totally convinced.

Picasso was attracted by boxing. He enjoyed going to fights and he used to fol­
low them keenly. He would have liked to box himself, but he hated being hit,
though he liked the idea of dispensing blows himself. He had one lesson with
Derain, but that was enough to last a lifetime.

The four of them used often to go out together, Picasso looking very small
beside them, but being thick-set he gave a quite illusory impression of physical
strength. He delighted in the thought that he might be taken for a boxer because of
his three companions.

The fact is that Picasso, though he always wanted fame and glory’, longed to
achieve it in spheres outside his own. Max Jacob once said of him drat he would
rather have won fame as a Don Juan tiian as a great artist.5

Yes, next to them. Picasso was a spoiled darling. It helps to explain his infernal
possessiveness concerning Femande. Doubtless, he had some cause to be insecure,
but his jealousy smacks of a man who is always aware of his own sexual lacks—he
seems to believe that any stud could come along and steal her. They7 are close, how­
ever: they are, according to Femande, very close:

Our amorous life doesn’t seem in any way diminished. To the contrary, I
believe diat more and more die ties deepen between us, die ties of our entire nature.
Physically, morally, and sentimentally, we are in accord. There are wounds—our
characters, our natures are too large not to cause that occasionally—but what is
that? ... I know to what a degree he regrets diat he is not able to offer me all that
I could desire, but I don’t ask anything, and keep jealously to his tenderness.6

Nonetheless, he rarely trusts her. And then, of course, it is never so simple as
that. Orgies, if on a local Bateau Lavoir scale, had to be part of die game, and orgies
rarely fail to be a study in prowess and, soon enough, a jealous drama.

In this light, we can take an anecdote out of a memoir from a bright young girl
visiting Paris from San Francisco. Her name was Annette Rosenshine and she had



Part VI 7/6/95 11:23 AM Page 220

220 Norman Mailer

a hare-lip disfigurement about which she was excruciatingly sensitive. She would
later bring Gertrude and Alice Toklas together, but what is relevant here is the tale
she tells.

I accompanied Gertrude to Montmartre one Sunday afternoon when she suddenly
decided it would be interesting to drop in at Picasso’s studio, at the Bateau Lavoir
. . . Perhaps she may have had some curiosity about my reaction to the . . . painter
whom she, as one of his co-discoverers, described as an artist of great promise.
Well, he was surprisingly interesting, and I suspect Gertrude was as much sur­
prised as I was when we finally found him. Gertrude had knocked at the door of his
studio, but there was no response. Believing that he must be somewhere in the
building, she prowled about and tried several doors without success. At last, recall­
ing that Pablo had been planning on getting an extra room as soon as he could
conveniently do so, she went to one that she knew had recently been vacated.
Again, no response to her knock. She turned the doorknob and pushed—there on
the bare floor of a completely unfurnished room lay an attractive woman between
two men—Picasso on one side; I cannot recall the name of the other man.

They were fully clothed. The woman. I later learned, was Picasso’s mistress,
Femande Olivier . . . They were hong there to rest from a Bohemian revelry the
night before; life had caught up with them—Picasso’s newly acquired atelier had
been put to use. That was what Picasso told us without disturbing himself or both­
ering to get up. None of the three made the slightest movement towards changing
their position.

My attention was instantly focused on Picasso. His eyes had a luminous, pen­
etrating quality that was evident despite his having been so rudely awakened after
his gay dissipation—so much so diat only gradually did I become aware diis sturdy
well-knit body was actually that of a small man.

Picasso and his companions said nodiing to indicate that we were de trop. but
since diey were disinclined to get up or incapable of it and did nothing to detain us,
we left. As we stepped into the dimly lighted hall, closing the door behind us,
Gertrude gave me a quick quizzical look that told her interest in my response to
our Bohemian foray.

She obviously expected me to be shocked. I resolved to display nothing but
complete aplomb. This was easy for me to do. What I had just seen had actually

. delighted me. Starded as I was by the sight of the three lying on the floor, I felt a
keen pleasure to see people so completely natural, so free of the inhibitions that
make most of us like automatons. Also, for me it savored of something out of du
Maurier’s Trilby.1
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Richardson ascribes the “luminous penetrating quality7” of Picasso’s eyes to
hashish or opium and mentions a note in Picasso’s Gosol sketchbook, “opio,
azafran, alcool, laudano. ”8 These were still the years when Picasso was pushing his
explorations into sex. drugs, and the partouse, but it is well to keep in mind that he
was also a man who could not dance and could not box. (Doubtless, his one session
with Derain convinced him that his hands and his eyesight might be impaired.)
Nor could he swim. In later years on the Cote d’Azur he would clown away at it,
standing waist-deep in water, bent over from the hips and moving his arms at a
great rate while he remained in place. Neither could he drive a car. Four decades
later he would be enraged when his son Paulo, looking to be superior to his father
on precisely one of Papa’s weak links, would put his motorcycle through a series of
stunts while riding in front of Picasso’s chauffeur-driven Hispano-Suiza.

In compensation for avoiding all sport with hazard, Picasso would take his
exceptional reflexes of hand and eye and give them over to his painting and to his
fucking. Naturally, his impulse in those early years was to lock the door and keep
Femande inside. He had, doubtless, a large gift for lovemaking, but it was cir­
cumscribed by all the ways he could not protect it from other men. So, Femande
was well loved but under lock and key—except for the occasional orgy where he
could not only participate but double as monitor. Paris days!

There will come a period, nonetheless, in the spring of 1906 when Pablo and
Femande, blessed with a windfall, use it to take a trip to Barcelona and the Pyre­
nees. There diey have an idyll and he does a considerable amount of work and will
even seem confident in his possession of her.
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y P
icasso had been away from
Barcelona since the spring of
1904. Two years later, he was

still hearing from his mother, who would
send a copy of the Barcelona newspaper
El Noticiero and an all-but-daily letter to
accompany it. She was more than curi­
ous about Femande. If Picasso had no
great funds of affection left for his
father, who shrank into progressive nar­
row-mindedness, his mother blossomed
as she grew older, and her admiration
for her son and his genius increased all
the time whether she comprehended his
work or not.

An unexpected visit later in
April made it possible for him to
leave for Spain and even take Fer-
nande. Apollinaire arrived at the
Bateau Lavoir bringing with him
Ambroise Vollard. Picasso was in his Picasso's mother, Maria, c. 1906

I
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studio with Femande, Max Jacob and Andre Salmon. To the amazement of every­
body present, the dealer who had not long before called Picasso mad proceeded to
buy thirty paintings and leave behind two thousand francs, an incredible sum at
their then rate of spending, more than enough to cover their household expenses
for the next three years. It was a particularly moving moment for Max. who, a few
years earlier, when Picasso was sick, had tried to sell Vollard one of liis friend’s
landscapes. “The bell tower is crooked,” he was told disdainfully, and with this
the dealer, refusing to waste any more time, had turned his back on him. Now he
watched triumphant as Vollard loaded the cab that had brought him to Mont­
martre with thirty canvases until there was no more room left in the back and he
had to sit in the front with the driver. “Max and I,” wrote Salmon, “gaped at this
sight. [He] clasped my hand without saying a word, without looking at me, utterly
content, his eyes like seascapes, full of tears.”1

They had the money at last for Picasso to return home in style. Femande’s
voice reminds us that this is the first long trip she has ever taken:

I passed the night without sleeping. Exhausted and ill at ease in our third-
class compartment... I was worn out, and sadness filled me.

In Spain, in a first-class compartment, since it was impossible to travel in any
of the low’er classes without large inconvenience, I found again a litde of my first
excitement, but toward evening, 7 o’clock, coming into Barcelona in the middle of
a noisy and tumultuous Catalan manifestation. I felt despair surrounding me and,
beginning to weep. I begged Pablo to take me back to Paris. He loved me and
couldn’t bear to see me cry. I believe, if there had been a train ready at that hour to
leave for France, wre would have gotten on it. Happily, diere wasn’t.

In La Place Catalan, at the Hotel D’Angleterre, after having taken a bath, I
allowed myself to rest under the hopeless look of Pablo, and slept, without dinner.
I awake the next day, relaxed and happy, and was ready to stay. Dear Pablo, full of
anticipation, had only been thinking of seeing me happy at the expense, even, of
his personal pleasure. Except for his work, I think the most important thing in the
w’orld to him was the woman that I then represented. I would like to say that he
loved me. because I believe that, despite all that followed, I was die great love of
his fife, as I was also liis great torment.2

They spend a couple of exciting weeks in Barcelona, impressing his family and
friends with Fernande’s beauty and sophistication. Her perfume precedes her
entrances and extends her farewells.
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Femande. Pablo, and the writer Ramon Reventos at El Guayaba. May 1906

She is also seeing a side of Picasso not glimpsed before:

The Picasso I saw in Spain was completely different: he was gay. less wild.
more brilliant and lively and able to interest himself in things in a calmer, more
balanced fashion: at ease, in fact. He radiated happiness . . .3

Out of this splendid mood comes a desire to work again in the Spanish coun­
tryside.

Pablo decided to go to Gosol. a little village in the Pyrenees, near the valley of
Andorra ... It was necessary, in order to get there, to take a trip for several hours
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on muleback. Sometimes, one had to go along paths bordered on one side by
a mountain wall so near that one rubbed one’s knees and one’s hands, yet on
the other side was an immense drop, forcing me to close my eyes in order to avoid
vertigo . . ?

Once arrived at Gosol, she finds it “enchanting.” Its high altitude offered pure
air and the sight of clouds below them. The natives appeared friendly, even hos­
pitable. and the atmosphere was perfect. “Nearly everybody did contraband. We
had found happiness, perhaps.”5

The town offered a population of nine hundred people who had survived for
centuries on agriculture, on sheep, goats, on cattle, a place not unlike Horta de
Ebro. It had only one inn, the Cal Tampanada, where Picasso and Femande would
stay, but Picasso had the pleasure of being again with people who only spoke Cata­
lan.

The views all around are superb, with the Cadi range of mountains on one
side and the defiant peaks of the Pedraforca on the other.

The village was—and still is—a very healthy place, with “good air, good
water, good milk and good meat,” as I was informed in the usual abrupt manner
adopted by Picasso’s friend, Dr. Cinto Reventos, who used to send some of his
patients there. . . .

This delightful natural environment had a very direct effect on Picasso, fresh­
ening and invigorating him, opening up his imagination, filling his lungs with clean
mountain air.

I should here point out, once and for all, that the earth of Gosol, contrary' to
what other writers may have said, is not ochre but grey. It is only after strolling all
around the village and observing it carefully that we can understand the origin of
certain colours that Picasso now added to his palette. Gosol is a village that nestles
into a mountain slope, and so one’s eyes often see, below or straight in front of
one, the tiled roofs of the neighbouring houses or the ones in the next street. Thus
one is constantly surprised by the rich variety of tiles in ochre tones, sometimes
vivid yellow and sometimes burnt or rusty. I tliink these were the colours which, by
contrast with the greys of Paris, attracted Picasso and were thus integrated into
his work.6

Femande remarks on the improvement in his health after simple food and
much hiking on hunting expeditions. Such trips for game also served the villagers
as a cover on smuggling expeditions across the border to Andorra, and Picasso
made friends with an old and formidable man, an all but ancient smuggler of
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Head, of Josep Fontdevila. Gosol. 1906. Oil on
canvas IS x 16 in.

Head of Josep Fontdevila. Gosol, 1906.
Pencil on paper, 17 x 13 in.

ninety. Jose Fontdevila. who became his closest friend in Gosol. Richardson com­
ments on how smuggling

is the activity that Picasso remembered most vividly about Gosol. The risk, excite­
ment and profit: the way it pitted noble outlaws . . . against the inimical forces of
law and order: all diis made die smuggler someone with whom he could identify—
a fellow outlaw.7

The middle-class artist is not only at war with die stultifying weight of his or
her origins but. perversely, is trying to bring illumination to those roots. So the
artist serves as a surrogate Robin Hood seeking to bring alms to the spiritually
poor—that is, the benighted middle-class family that he or she comes from. Of
course Picasso would love an old smuggler.

The air of die mountains now replaced the cigarette smoke of die cafes, and he
was alone for die first time in years with his instincts. Much of his well-being had to
be a reflection of his confidence in work: we can well suspect that he saw good
uninterrupted work as the most profound blessing he would ever experience.

. To say diat within his labors he finds his strength is almost to miss die point. In
his work was where he found the surest sense that there was iron in his soul, and
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Two Brothers. Gosol. 1906. Gouache on board. Two Brothers. Gdsol. 1906. Oil on canvas.
31 x 23 in. 55 x 38 in.

nothing would stop him—a necessary self­
recognition without which one is no more
than a genius to one s friends. The work in
this period certainly reflects his calm and
his certainty.

Picasso will embark on startling new
directions soon after his return to Paris, so
it seems reasonable to assume that in
Gosol. he is taking artistic farewell of all
that he has learned about painting in his
first twenty-five years. It is as if he is
enjoying a sensuous collaboration with all
he has achieved up to this point and is

Homan with Boy and Goat. Gosol. 1906. Oil on
canvas. 57 x 44 in.
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presenting those images and techniques of which he is supremely confident. He is
further away from depression than at any time since he entered the Blue Period.

An event occurs, however, which shatters every security he has enjoyed in
Gosol. If his fundamental belief is that one’s personal life is but a prelude to catas­
trophe, this fearful intuition is activated again. And at a stroke! Soon after he com­
pletes a portrait of the smuggler Fontdevila’s granddaughter, a ten-year-old, she
comes down with typhoid!8 If we are correct in assuming Picasso believed that
paintings were magical shields against ugly forces, then the converse proposition
has also to be entertained: Magic is a gamble—one is changing the given by means
of extraordinary procedures: one is tampering with the processes that govern every­
day existence. Given the stakes of such a wager, magic must be immaculate. For if
an error is committed, then one has set a trap for oneself and for one’s friends. A
magician whose curse or blessing goes wrong does well to feel terror, and Picasso
was wholly panicked by the child’s illness. Did he begin to see again the dead girl
of the autopsy in Horta, struck by lightning, her head sawed down the middle?

To Femande’s considerable unhappiness, he decided to take leave at once.
They set out from Gosol before dawn on mule-back for a town called Bellver.
There they could obtain a coach, and go on to Ax, where there would be a train to
Paris. On the route, however, their mule-train was thrown into disarray by some
wild mares who ran by, and a set of near-catastrophes ensued, with rolled-up can­
vases and suitcases strewn over the trail by the bolting mules.9 It was all put
together again by the mule-drivers and the mule-train continued, but they never
reached Bellver that night, and Picasso, hard put not to see it as one more malign
indication, was ill.

Femande takes up the narrative:

Returning to Paris at last, we found the studio stifling in the August heat. The
mice had come out in force and chewed up everything under their teedi. For want
of anything better to eat, they had torn into confetti the yellow cloth of a parasol
and a long shirt forgotten on my departure that I’d liked very much for its chic. I
was very upset, but even more a little later when, lying down, we discovered that
the bedbugs had also profited from our absence to take over the bed in our little
room. Emigrating then to the divan, they found us there as well, wltich obliged us
to take refuge I no longer remember where, and after getting some sulphur to
bum, we were able to clean up our studio.10

Most striking is the way Picasso now finds himself in a good mood. If the
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mishaps on their route had suggested a curse so pervasive that it might be capable
of following him. then how cheap a sacrifice were the bedbugs and the mice. Fer-
nande loses a shirt and a parasol, and he is obliged to fumigate his studio. An
acceptable loss!

Soon after their return, he finishes Gertrude's portrait and provides her with a
mask for a face. He will use masks in preference to faces many times over the next
six and a half decades. If a form can represent more than one object, so can a
mask serve for a multitude of men and women, and archetypes in nature as well.
A face, once distorted, can also look like a teapot or a torso, or a misshapen rock.
Soon, in Paris, he will
draw again the face of
the old smuggler Font-
devila—as a mask. Les
Demoiselles d'Avignon
comes nearer. But
then, Picasso is so fas­
cinated by the striking
form of the old man’s
bone structure that it
will be repeated sixty-
six years later, when
Picasso, after every
delay and evasion, is
now close to ninety
years old and is facing
into his death.

All but obsessively,
that canted drawing of
Fontdevila will reap­
pear in other sketches
through the winter. As
Picasso’s style grows
older and certainly
more harsh, intima­
tions of Les Demoiselles

Self-Portrait. Mougins. July 1972. Pencil and white chalk on
paper. 26 x 20 in.
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Untitled (drawing). 1907

Nude with Her Right Ann Raised (above
left), spring-summer. 1907. Watercolor.
9x7 in.

Untitled (right). 1907. Watercolor, 9 x 7 in.

d’Avignon begin to appear: Fontdev-
ila’s face emerges in the guise of a
female torso or a vase, and hints of
the old smuggler’s cheekbones can be
seen in every jagged out-thrust limb
or contour.

Fontdevila poses his enigma:
Why does he present so obsessive a
theme to the painter? Since he is a
smuggler—which is to say. an agree­
able criminal—and has managed to
live to an old age. that obviously sat-
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isfies much in Picasso. To be free of society and yet to endure, to be even respected.
That is a feat.

In any event. Picasso is fascinated by the form of Fontdevila's face. The dis­
tortion of the facial bones intrigues the painter endlessly. It is as if the angles of
that carbuncular cheekbone hint of future distortions of form that Picasso will not
use to full effect for another twenty-five years, of faces drawn as if we w’ere walk­
ing around them, so that where one used to see a profile, a three-quarter view, and
a full face in succession, now all three can be perceived at once.

Here are paintings from 1932. 1939. and 1943.

The Dream. 1932.
Oil, 50 x 38 in.
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Bust of a Boman. 1943. Oil on cam-as. 28 x 23 in.
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T
he radical shift in style that is approaching will come not only from the best
of his impulses but also from the most calculating. Given the seriousness of
his talent, his motives have always to be respected as aesthetic—yet all the

same, a part of his ambition has to be on edge at this time: He is performing
superbly at what he can already do. but is he conquering any new worlds? Can he
still believe that he is the most exciting young painter in Paris?

Writing some five decades later. Femande reflects on this period of 1906-1907
as if it were still outraging her conservative instincts in art:

Among the drawings he has done of me. there is one which surprised me and
made me reflect. The portrait was classic in style, and revealed a mastery in a
genre altogether opposed to his new explorations. This study diat he never shows to
anyone, diat he puts away carefully in a cupboard reserved for secret works, this
portrait, calm, sensitive, and severe in line . . . Oh, I like it so much. What has
become of it? Without doubt, it’s still in a cupboard.

At this moment I ask myself whether he isn’t really a repressed person who
won’t accept this form of art, [and sees it as] opposed to his desperate will to
become chief of die most adventurous school in order that others would have to
follow him.

A great ambition excites him. He has always refused to show in exhibitions, to
become part of the artistic movement of his tune. He wants to create a new form.
be an innovator rather dian a follower of great traditions ... he wishes to subject
his art to new law’s. So. he struggled against all his human sentiments. If his eye
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captured something, he distrusted his eye. His spirit alone, his sense of fantasy.
his will must guide him. His facility irritated him. He will oblige his hand to upset
a harmonious and musical design. He will wildly deny such music, destroy the har­
mony in it, rip apart the features, the volumes, the tones ... in order to arrive at a
svnthesis that he has willed—perhaps incoherent to ordinary people—but illu­
mined with his inspiration.1

There is no record of his feelings toward Apollinaire in this period, but Picasso
could have been wondering whether his poet friend, by inspiring the Rose Period,
had steered his painting into a cul-de-sac. If Picasso’s ambition as he once
expressed it in Gosol was to be the tenor who hits the highest note, he now has a
formidable rival in Henri ’Matisse, twelve years older than himself and most
impressive in person.

They are brought together by Gertrude Stein, who characterizes their relations
with her predictably synoptic and determinedly casual air:

Matisse and Picasso then being introduced to each other by Gertrude Stein
and her brother became friends but they were enemies. Now they are neither
friends nor enemies. At diat time they were both.2

Femande gives a more useful description of her reactions to the meeting:

There was something very' sympathetic about Matisse. With his regular fea­
tures and his thick, golden beard, he really looked like a grand old man of art. He
seemed to be hiding, though, behind his thick spectacles, and his expression was
opaque, gave nothing away, though he always talked for ages as soon as the con­
versation moved on to painting.

He would argue, assert, and endeavor to persuade. He had an astonishing
lucidity of mind, precise, concise, and intelligent. . .

He was . . . very much master of himself, unlike Picasso, who was usually
rather sullen and inhibited at occasions like tire Steins’ Saturdays, Matisse shone
and impressed people.3

Leo Stein more that corroborates this estimate:

Picasso and Matisse were extreme contrasts, Matisse—bearded, but with propri­
ety: spectacled neatly: intelligent: freely spoken, but a little shy—in an immaculate
room, a place for everything and everytliing in its place, both within his head and

• without. Picasso—with nothing to say except an occasional sparkle, his work
developing with no plan, but with the immediate outpourings of an intuition which
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kept on to exhaustion, after which there was nothing until another came. The dif­
ference in mental type between Picasso and Matisse came out vividly in a later
incident.

At Durand Ruel’s there were at one time two exhibitions on. one of Odilon
Redon, and one of Manet. Matisse was at this time specially interested in Redon.
because of his own work and because of friendship with the older man who was
then in difficulties. When I happened in. he . . . spoke at length of Redon and
Manet, with emphasis on the superior merits of the lesser man ... He told me he
had seen Picasso earlier and Picasso had agreed with him. This seemed to me
improbable. Picasso had no special interest in Redon.

Later on diat same day Picasso came to die house and I told him what Matisse
had said about Redon and Manet. Picasso burst out almost angrily. “But that is
nonsense. Redon is an interesting painter, certainly, but Manet, Manet is a giant.”
I answered, “Matisse told me you agreed with him.” Picasso, more angrily: “Of
course I agreed with him. Matisse talks and talks. I can't talk, so I just said oui, oui,
oui. But it's damned nonsense all the same.” Picasso, though often influenced by
others, was not so openly receptive as Matisse was?

Behind the outburst rest a few woes. Picasso, whose French labored under the
weight of a heavy Spanish accent, was certainly sensitive enough to notice that,
unlike himself, people listened carefully to Matisse at Gertrude Stein’s evenings,
Femande perhaps most of all, whereas his own conversations were uphill work.

W e do well to think of him as having the vanity and the need for group
applause of someone like Muhammad Ali—how competitive he had to feel, there­
fore, toward Matisse, how envious, as Richardson points out, of all die uproar and
outrage Matisse and the painters surrounding him then—Vlaminck and Derain to
die fore—had caused at the Salon d’Automne hi 1905. “Succes de scandale put
Matisse very much ahead.”5

The essential difference was aesthetic—which is to say, it was profound. The
presence of a painting—its inner architecture—was developed by Matisse through
the use of color. Where Matisse was becoming one of diose rare painters to whom
the use of color was easy and natural and therefore as rare as a lover for whom
love is altogether natural, Picasso remained embattled in his attitude. Form was
more’important. Once he even exclaimed: “Color weakens!”6

Perhaps it was around this time that Picasso made the following remark to
Matisse, “I’ve mastered drawing and am looking for color; you’ve mastered color
and are looking for drawing.”7
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We can be certain that Hemingway and Faulkner never had such an exchange.
“I will give you short sentences if you will lend me long ones.” one would like Hem­
ingway to have said to Faulkner. But then, he never did. Great artists usually give
a wide berth to their weaknesses—one can even argue that the lacks themselves
can keep them focused on their strength right up to the point of greatness.

“■Friends but. . . enemies,”8 said Gertrude. Picasso and Matisse are. of course.
more than that. Artistic rivals at the highest level, they would, through die years,
illumine each odier and infuriate each other, stimulate the talent of the other, gal­
vanize the ambition of die other.

If only everything that Matisse and I did at that period could be put side by­
side. Nobody ever looked at Matisse’s work as thoroughly as I did. And he at mine.9

They were each determined to become the greatest painter alive, and neither
was unrealistic. It could be done. It must have been an exquisite and agonizing
emotion to know that diere was one man in the world who might, or might not, be
a better painter than oneself: such emotion, doubtless, commenced early. Picasso
must have been hearing about Henri Matisse from the time he came back to Paris
in 1904. By 1906, he had to recognize that Matisse had done as much as any
painter to metamorphose—nothing less than this verb can serve—the use of color
into a presence powerful enough to dominate form. In counterpoint, Picasso, when
he reached Cubism, would banish a lively palette from his researches and would
demonstrate how luminous a limited palette could become when one concentrated
wholly on revelations of form.

How much of Cubism is a reaction against Matisse! As early as 1905. Matisse’s
paintings had color speaking “for itself with a directness previously unknown in
Western painting.”10 The painter was declaring that color was supposed to excite
the emotion of the viewer rather than to help depict the object. One could, if nec­
essary’, change “the color of the world the better to render that emotion.”11 Color
could not only be chosen independently from the object in which it originated (an
orange could be blue), but indeed color was no longer obliged to obey shifts of tone
in shadows. Dispense, said the Fauves, with all that modulation by which the
Impressionists had created an illusion of light: Matisse and the Fauves looked
instead to obtain their painterly light by the impact of one bold pigment next to
another. To an eye coddled by Impressionism, it had to seem a visual explosion. A
crude green was now forced to sit beside a full red with a primary blue sitting
above both, a ferocity of contrasts that in Matisse’s hands was able to produce a
dazzling light. The subject matter was no longer important: an apple needed no 
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longer to look like an apple—sufficient that it was an ellipse of color able to act
upon one's eye. Matisse, during his Fauve period, wanted his paintings to look alive
rather than to represent life. To obtain such an effect, he would often leave the
spaces between broad passages of color undrawn, undefined, uncolored, as though
to unbind the colors from their context and so dramatize their readiness to breathe.
In 1905 and 1906. Matisse was working, therefore, in complete opposition to what
Picasso was doing in the same two years. A measure of the difference: One can
study black-and-white reproductions of Picasso's work during this period and have
more than a reasonable appreciation of his intent, whereas reproductions of
Matisse's paintings often have little to tell us because diey are not in color. Once we
see them in color, however, they astound us. For example. Goldfish and Sculpture,
from 1911. stripped of its palette, gives up nearly all of its rhvthm.

Henri Matisse Goldfish. Issy-les-Moulineaux. October 1911. Oil on canvas. 46 x 39 in.
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We can. of course, not be certain that Picasso felt at all inferior to Matisse when
tliev met. vet the relative standing of their careers suggests as much. The Salon des
Independants had opened on March 20. 1906. and Picasso had. as usual, not sub­
mitted anv work, whereas Matisse had dominated die occasion with a large canvas.
Le Bonheur de Vivre, huge in its scope and its ambitious intent.

The painting was remarkable for its unloosed sensuality, its unloosed color, its
unloosed physical scale, its unloosed imagination . . . That this single large paint­
ing was meant as a land of manifesto was not lost on the critics. Charles Morice.
who had strong reservations about die work, nonetheless referred to it as ula ques­
tion du salon ". . . and Louis Vauxcelles, who had a few reservations, nonetheless

Henri Matisse Le Bonheur de I'ivre. 1905-06. Oil on canvas. 68 x 93 in.
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wrote: “There are great qualities here: the masses are rhythmically balanced, the
green of the trees, the blue of the sea, the pink of the bodies [are] closely enveloped
in a halo of complementary’ violet, harmonize and blend, and there emanates from
this canvas a sensation of refreshing joy .. .”12

Salon crowds found the work extreme and strange, even hilarious, and these
reactions must have impressed Picasso, as did the intensity of the vituperation.

Signac was so angry that he picked a fight with Matisse at the cafe where the
exhibitors and members of the hanging committee met after the opening. Even
Leo Stein was shaken by the painting. But, still open-minded and eager to expand
his horizons, Stein went back to study it numerous times, and eventually came to
feel that it wras "the most important painting done in our time,” and eventually
bought it.13

All of this, most notably Leo Stem’s acquisition of Le Bonheur de Vivre with his
accompanying encomiums, had to push Picasso toward the radical departure of
Les Demoiselles d’Avignon. If Matisse was arousing prodigies of attention among
his fellow artists and critics by what he could accomplish with color. Picasso now-
had to show what could be done ■with form—even more, the destruction of form, at
least as everyone understood it. If painting, for centuries, had rested upon the well-
tempered interplay- of color with form and Matisse had now liberated the first, the
Spaniard was bound to apotheosize the second; color need be no more than a
parenthesis. So, the early7 Picasso who infused circus people with a mauve and uni­
versal tenderness would proceed over die next half-century to tear apart die world
of appearances and leave us with a secret fear that the soul behind die face of each
person we meet is more hideous than any tale told by his features. He would yet
depict the savagery of the form beneadi the form, and do it with considerable inde­
pendence from color.

In those early years, however, friendship and antipadiy take dieir turns in each
painter’s attitude toward the other. After Les Demoiselles d'Avignon, Matisse—
according to Alfred Barr—was in fear that “his position ... at the very heart of
the school of Paris was threatened. The rival star—or dynamo—was Pablo
Picasso.”1"*

Femande takes it further. She states diat Matisse was so stirred out of his nor­
mal and usually pervasive calm by the early Cubism of 1908 that he “talked of
getting even with Picasso, of making him beg for mercy.”15
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Earlier, in 1907. they had exchanged paintings, a still-life by Picasso for a por­
trait of Matisse’s daughter. Marguerite. One cannot assume, however, that much of
a friendship was flourishing behind the scenes. Salmon informs us that the bande a

Pitcher. Bowl and Lemon. 1907. Oil on
panel. 24 x 19 in.

Henri Matisse. Marguerite. 1907. Oil on
canvas. 25 x 21 in.

Picasso would sometimes enjoy their nocturnal games at the Bateau Lavoir bv
playing with Matisse's name and work. One sport was to throw small gobbets of
bread at the portrait of Marguerite. First they would call their shot: “In the eye of
Marguerite!" "Direct hit on the cheek!” Et cetera. They had heard diat Matisse.

already classified as a great man. was conducting a discreet inquiry’ to find out
who was writing on the walls and embankments of Montmartre. “Matisse is nuts.”
“Matisse is more dangerous than booze.” “Matisse is worse than war . . .”lb

As Gertrude was to write in a notebook. “Pablo and Matisse have a maleness
that belongs to genius. Moi aussi, perhaps.”17
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arly in 1907, Picasso conceived of a large and ambitious canvas. It would
be a scene in a bordello, and in fact, he called it El Bordel. Since he was

J recalling a brothel he used to frequent on the Carrer d’Avinyo in the Barrio
Chino of Barcelona, the canvas would, years later in 1916, be rechristened Les
Demoiselles d’Avignon. by Andre Salmon (see colorplate 1). That title, despite
Picasso’s stated distaste for it, became the name by which it would thereafter be
known.

If Picasso was determined to produce a masterpiece (and, indeed, one of the
marks of a great artist is that he wills to do more than he, or anyone else, has ever
done before—James Joyce, for example!), Picasso nonetheless had a few practical
problems to solve. The first was that he did not have room in his studio for the
large canvas. Not only was he most certainly not living alone, but Femande had
decided they must adopt a child. If they did, Picasso would then face the problem
of trying to paint among a strew of toys, added to Femande’s cache of gowns, per­
fume bottles, jewelry, and her own hardly insignificant presence.

Gertrude, whether from generous motives, wicked motives, or both, came up
with the rent for an additional studio in the Bateau Lavoir. Picasso, fortified with a
second purchase by Vollard, this time to the sum of 2,500 francs for a number of
canvases of the Blue and Rose periods, was ready to begin his major work, this
work that he had determined, absolutely in advance, would be equal to thunder. So
he purchased an outsize canvas of the best quality and set out on the most daunt­
ing journey in his artistic life.
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Pierre Cabanne gives a vivid description of Picasso in the act:

It is the spring of 1907. In the Bateau Lavoir studio, Picasso paints. Around
him his monsters, women with unhealthy flesh, Negroid heads with broadly stri­
ated cheeks, masks shaped as by scythe strokes with empty sockets, pink and gray
nudes strong as tree trunks . . . totems of some barbaric cult of which he is the
high priest. Femande. nonchalantly sprawled on the couch, looks on.

It was a fantastic spectacle: the stocky litde man in front of the picture, a huge
canvas he had been fighting with for months, in which [were] disjointed women
. . . with unbelievable faces and erratic arms, a tohu-bohu of shapes . . . reminis­
cent of nothing known, unless perhaps the targets in carnival games of skill. The
bodies with their broad flesh-pink planes were . . . chiseled with frigid violence,
unrestrained fun-. Here and there, on each disjointed torso, a terrifying mask witli
a madwoman’s eyes.1

Roland Penrose wrestles with the dichotomy in the work:

The figure on the extreme left... is unmistakably Egyptian, whereas the two
figures she reveals in the center of die picture, their tender pink flesh contrasting

. with die blue of the background, have more affinity to the medieval frescoes of
Catalonia.

There is no movement in the three figures. Aldiough singular and lacking in
conventional grace, they are poised and serene, making a strong contrast with
the two figures on the right, which, placed one above the other, complete the
group. Their faces show such grotesque distortion that they appear to have
intruded from another world ... It can be seen at a glance that the two right­
hand figures are totally different in treatment from the others. Ghoulish and sin-

• ister, they make the already forbidding features of their companions appear
dignified, almost gentle . . .

Rather dian suppress the evidence of conflict between his two stages of thought,
he left it unfinished, allowing us to see clearly the evolution of ideas in his own mind.
It is in fact our best clue in bridging the gulf diat seems to separate the bewitching
charm of the Rose period from die severity of the task on which he was about to
embark. The barbarous appearance of the heads on die right. . . give die he to state­
ments such as “Beauty is truth, truth beauty,” because no human face, and diese

' must be recognised as human, could ever assume such monstrous proportions . . ~

Penrose, who is Picasso’s all but officially approved biographer, immediately
veers around to say “yet their powerful presence speaks profoundly and truthfully
to our sensibility.”
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Of course, such words as profoundly' and truthfully are best employed when
one no longer necessarily knows what one is talking about.

Even today. Les Demoiselles d’Avignon is a peculiar painting. Since it was
donated in the 1930s to the Museum of Modem Art. several generations of art stu­
dents in New York have wrestled, doubtless, with their aesthetic conscience before
agreeing that it was, yes, indeed, great. One can think of Fidel Castro in the wilds
of eastern Cuba in 1956 a few days after the disastrous ambush he ran into on
debarking from his boat Granma; four fifths of his entire force of eighty men was
killed. Down to sixteen barbudos, he is reputed to have said that the days of the
dictatorship were numbered, and one of the band later confessed that he thought
his leader was mad. Indeed, if1 Castro had been killed the next day in a skirmish,
few would have disagreed—one more fever-distorted insurrectionist, now dead.

So it is with Les Demoiselles d’Avignon. If Picasso had perished of a brain hem­
orrhage while trying to finish it, the art world would still have recognized his ear­
lier work: he would rest today in a much-admired and doubtless expensive
collectors’ niche. He might even arouse our compassion at the thought of his last
failure, that crazy abortion he had done of women in a brothel, a dreadful fiasco.
an inchoate confusion of means, an apocalypse of the deranged. It would not be
too difficult to believe that the canvas had either brought on his terminal stroke or
was the direct prediction of it.

At the time, his friends and fellow painters certainly had their negative reac­
tions. Matisse thought it was a hoax, a mockery of the advanced work of other
painters, and the picture may have contributed to his dire comment to Leo Stein
that he would make Picasso pay for it. Apollinaire, who was never an art critic of
real insight, was dreadfully confused at the lack of poetry in this huge manifesto.
and could find no better encomium than “revolutionary,” which for Apollinaire
was equal to saying “good try.”3 Bewildered, he brought Felix Feneon, a contem­
porary critic with a reputation for uncovering new talent, over to the Bateau
Lavoir, and Feneon, also confused, told Picasso to devote himself to caricature.
Vollard now had no interest in buying any more of his output, and Derain was full
of morose anticipation: “One day we shall find Pablo has hanged himself behind
his great canvas.”4 That may well have been a reflection of the gloom Derain could
sense emanating from the work. Picasso had left himself wholly alone. Georges
Braque, who in two years would be at work every day with Picasso in their mutual
exploration into Cubism, thought Les Demoiselles was harsh indeed. “It’s as if you
are making us eat rope and drink turpentine,” he said.5 Legend has it that shop-

I
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keepers in Montmartre looked at Femande with pity: the word was out that her
lover had gone mad.6 Leo Stein said: “Now I know what you were trying to do—
paint the fourth dimension—how funny.”7 In her turn. Gertrude, obviously bewil­
dered. never spoke to Picasso about it at all. That was an event in itself. Gertrude.
like Leo. looked for the privilege of the final comment.

The only people who seemed to approve of the canvas were two young German
art dealers. Wilhelm Uhde and Daniel-Henry Kahnweiler, but Picasso was bound to
doubt the purity* of their reaction—they were looking for talented young artists on
the cheap, after all.

In interviews fifty-four years later. Kahnweiler offers his impressions of that
period:

• [Wilhelm Uhde] first told me about a strange picture that the painter Picasso was
working on. A picture, he said, that looked Assyrian, something utterly strange. I
wanted to see it.

I did not know Picasso, but I had heard his name, and I had seen many of his
drawings in the front window of the shop of an art dealer named Clovis Sagot. . .

So one day I set off. I knew die address. 13 rue Ravignan. For the first time I
walked up those stairs on die place Ravignan, which I tramped up and down so
many times later, and . .. thus I arrived at the door I had been told was Picasso’s. It

•was covered widi the scrawls of friends making appoimments: “Manolo is at Azon’s
. . . Totote has come . . . Derain is coming diis afternoon ...”

I knocked. A young man. barelegged, in shirt sleeves, with die shirt unbuttoned,
opened the door, took me by die hand, and showed me in . . .

So I walked into that room which Picasso used as a studio. No one can ever
imagine the deplorable misery of those studios in rue Ravignan. The wallpaper hung
in tatters from die unplastered wall. There was dust on die drawings and rolled-up
canvases on the caved-in couch. Beside die stove was a kind of mountain of piled-up
lava, which was ashes. It was unspeakable. It was here that he lived with a very
beautiful woman, Fernande, and a huge dog named Fricka. There was also that
large painting Uhde had told me about, which was later called Les1 Demoiselles d'Av­
ignon. and which constitutes the beginning of cubism. I wish I could convey to vou
die incredible heroism of a man like Picasso, whose spiritual solitude at diis time
was truly terrifying, for not one of his painter friends had followed him. The picture
he had painted seemed to everyone something mad or monstrous.

•crS.MIEI’X: Do you remember your first conversation with Picasso in front of that
picture?
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KAHNWEILER: No, I don’t. I only remember that I must have told him immediately
that I found his work admirable, for I was overwhelmed.

CR£MIEUX: Did this first meeting mark the beginning of your unwritten contract
with Picasso?

kahnweiler: Oh, no, that came much later. Picasso was, and still is, for that mat­
ter, much too suspicious a man to make a deal immediately with some young man
who appeared out of the blue . . . No, I immediately bought some of Picasso’s pic­
tures, for which, if I may say so, there was no competition. There was no need to
draw up a contract or anything of the sort, since no one else was buying from him
anymore.8

In his interview with Pierre Cabanne in 1961, Kahnweiler adds:

“I did not find the painting ‘Assyrian,’ but I could not put a label on it. It was
something mad and monstrous at the same tune. I was deeply and violently moved,
and immediately thought it was an important work.”

“What made you immediately feel it was important?” I asked.
■ “I don’t know. I might say it was because of its absolute novelty, but that’s not

exactly it. I could not define just where and how die novelty showed itself, yet I could
feel it bursting out.”

“It was an intuition, not an analyzed aesthetic feeling?”
“Exacdy. I think it’s somediing one might call aesdietic conscience. There is an

ethical, moral conscience that determines what is good and what bad: I tliink such a
conscience exists for die fine arts as well. It said to me, ‘This is fine. This is impor­
tant.’ ”9

The flavor of Kahnweiler's remarks suggests that his reaction was authentic,
but we have to remind ourselves that by the time that the interview was given, he
had become Picasso’s foremost dealer.

In any event, we can look at Les Demoiselles d'Avignon today and honor it with­
out ever having to enjoy it. For we know diat Cubism is going to emerge from it,
and Cubism will stimulate Picasso over the next sixty years into an unparalleled
career of major periods and astonishing works. Les Demoiselles stands before us,
therefore, in all its immense implications: We are looking at nothing less moving
than a prodigiously important historical artifact—for those who are aesthetically
devout, it is quite die equal in modem art to the relics of a saint.

Richardson, who ends the first volume of his monumental biography as Picasso

249
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is about to commence Les Demoiselles, will offer an elevated verdict: “.. . the most
innovative painting since Giotto . . . the first unequivocally twentieth-century mas­
terpiece. a principal detonator of the modem movement, the cornerstone of twen­
tieth-century art.”10

Richardson, here, is but elegantly rephrasing the canon of modem art con­
cerning Les Demoiselles d’Avignon, but our verdict may owe more to our knowl­
edge of the forces that painting would yet liberate than to its private merits. From
our historical vantage, we can now comprehend the intensity of Picasso's impulse
in delivering the work. yet. taken by itself, regarded in passing by any museum­
goer who has not lived in the shifts of twentieth-century’ art. Les Demoiselles is still
a gnomic, repellent work, not unlike an obscure poem that will never repay7 one’s
attention without a solemn search into the poet’s notes, ambitions, and themes. Be
it said that the painting was so personal to Picasso that he kept it in his studio for
twenty-five years with its face to the wall and showed the canvas to few people.

What, then, was going on with him? The answer is that he set out to do one
thing and changed his mind in the middle, and he never did figure out how to unify
the two halves of the work. Indeed, while painting it, he lived for months with
unresolved questions about that canvas eight feet by eight feet square, and his
mental balance must have tilted often. He and Femande were taking opium regu­
larly. If it was not in large amounts, still, not a great deal is necessary when you
have visual insights as exquisite and as overpowering as Picasso’s. Young poets
know the anguish of too much rich language that will not stop racing through the
brain even as it is being lost forever, especially7 when the rush manifests itself on
drugs. Picasso’s recurrent complaint about opium is that it gave him extraordinary7
images while taking away much of his desire to paint—so too could many a young
artist or writer file a similar brief against marijuana.

What we can surmise is that Picasso’s inner life was hardly in order during this
period. If he had felt relatively calm in Gosol the previous summer, there had been,
after all, no drugs, no poets, and no studs lurking around to snag Femande. Now.
Apollinaire was present with all his stimulations, and Max Jacob was exploring
deeply into cabala and mystical Catholicism, into astrology and Tarot.

To this amalgam of magic, opium vision, and intense dread, add his competi­
tive ambition: add, too, his urge to be more profound than Matisse. Leo Stein was
steeping himself in his ora wit when he commented that Picasso was looking for the
fourth dimension, but as we shall see, Einstein’s Special Theory of Relativity was
present as an overarching metaphor in Picasso’s consciousness: Einstein, already
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movins on from the Special Theory toward a General Theory of Relativity, which
would seek not only to connect space and time but gravity as well, was thereby
attempting to bring a sense of unity to his conception of the universe. Picasso.
obsessed v.ith form as the categorical answer to Matisse's mastery* of color, may have
been looking for a general theory of form that would connect grapes and horses,
forests and women, accomplish, in short, a complete reconstruction of the visual
world whereby forms need no longer be part of landscapes, or of figures, or of still-
lifes but could exist first as forms. Not only color but magnitude itself—once all
frames of natural reference were abolished—would give way to form.

XV e can be aided in this speculation of what was in his mind by a few paintings
that influenced Les Demoiselles d'Avignon. There can be little question that the
composition pretty directly reflects El Greco's The Vision of St. John and Cezanne’s
Five Bathers and Three Bathers.

El Greco. The
Vision of Saint
John, 1608-14.
Oil on canvas,
87x 76 in.
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Cezanne Fire Bathers.
c. 1877-78. Oil on
canvas.
18 x 22 in. Formerly
owned by Picasso

Cezanne Three
Bathers, c. 1881-82.
Oil on canvas. 19 x 19
in. Formerly owned by
Matisse
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Picasso’s earliest sketches for Les Demoiselles reinforce the comparison.
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In the several Bathers, Cezanne's nudes blend with the forest, even as Picasso s
figures virtually turn into the shards, fronds, and jagged limbs of some ladies in a
cactus patch. The heads may come forth as faces or masks, but the arms and legs
present plant forms dirusting even* which way. A comparison of a nude and a tree
on the next page may help to make the point.

Landscape (right), summer 1907. Gouache on
paper 24 x IS in.

Nude Homan (left). 1907. Oil on canvas.
36 x 17 in.
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Even the distortion of the nose in the next
study gives a powerful impression of a branch
being bent. The face seems made of wood, not
flesh.

And in the next drawing we are virtually
looking upon the leaves and stalks of plants:
Thev are close to interchangeable with female
nudes.

Of course. Cezanne had already shown him
that one could treat hills and skv. mountains and
valleys, as parts of a single object—the field of
the painting. Tire following passage is relevant:

One had no sense of scale. It was not pos­
sible to tell whether die photograph was of a
square mile or of a square five hundred miles.
Craters the size of
New York were
indistinguishable
from craters the size
of a house . . . Giv­
ing oneself to these
studies of the moon.
there followed that
hypnotic sense of
falling out of hu­
man magnitude
into other magni­
tudes as if in the

Detail of study for Les
Demoiselles (top right),
spring 1907. Oil on canvas
(partially relined).
37 x 13 in.

Three Women (bottom
right), summer. 1908.
Pencil and ink sketch.
13x9 in.
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hour of death, consciousness might separate into oilier dimensions, dissipate into other
orders of the immense and miniscule, consciousness might at last be off on terminal
voyages to microbes, molecules, or the stars.

That offered a glimpse of why Cezanne's work had been obsessive to so many
painters. For hundreds of years, they had worked to capture the sheen and texture.
the hairs, the dust, the flickering motes of light on the surface of a drape. Miseries
and glories of apprenticeship had gone into painting a velvet sleeve, a pearl, a drop
of dew on a grape . . . every’ surface was recognizable in its own right. Did a painter
work a canvas properly? Then one could cut out a square inch of canvas, show it to
an unfamiliar eye. and the response would be that it was a piece of lace, or a square
of velvet, for the canvas had been painted to look exactly like lace or velvet.

Cezanne, however, had looked to destroy the surface. A table cloth in any one
of his still-lifes, taken inch by square inch, resembled the snowfields of mountains:
his apples could be the paint-stained walls of a red barn: his skies, patch by patch.
a sea as easily as a fight-blue throw cloth, and the skin of a man’s cheek was like
the sun-beaten terrain of his hills. The orders of magnitude vanished in his paint­
ing, and one could not know, looking at a detail, whether Cezanne was represent­
ing the inside of a flower or the inside of a tent. Something in that vision spoke
like the voice of the century’ to come, something in his work turned other painters
out of their own directions and into a search for the logic of the abstract. Picasso
and Cubism would pour dirough that hole in the old love of surface until one could
not tell which wall was near and whedter the floor had begun to recede. It was as if
the century to come
was already anticipated
in the veins of its
artists, as if the century’
to come would go out
to explore the dissolu­
tion of all orders of
magnitude and so
begin a search into the
secrets and unwindings
of birth and death.11

The sketch that fol­
lows is immersed in pre­
cisely such a search for a
new logic. The sense of

Study for Bathers in a Forest, 1908. Watercolor, 19 x 23 in.
48x59.5 cm.
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Landscape (left), fall 1903. Oil on canvas.
40 x 32 in.

The Dryad (right), spring—summer 1908.
Oil on canvas. 73 x 42 in.

surface and. to a great degree, the sense of magnitude have not so much disap­
peared as been converted into figures who but for their heads are hardlv more
human than trees.

A.year later, in 1908. Picasso is going further. Now he will try to interchange
torsos and trees. To heighten similitude, the painting of the nude is here printed
upside-down.

That is still a year away. By then, the innovations first glimpsed in Les Demoi­
selles d’Avignon have been refined. There is a unity now’ that was absent in the
earlier work, where he was not only trapped into dealing with two paintings in one
frame but was working out of contradictory impulses. If the low’er two thirds of
Les Demoiselles portrays women’s breasts, torsos, and limbs as forms not signally
distinguishable from a cactus garden, the masks and faces, by contrast, are not
only preternaturally vivid but are at odds—the faces on the right of the canvas
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speak of a wholly separate conception of humans and monsters than the figures on
the left.

Somewhere in the mid-weeks of painting Les Demoiselles, sometime in the
spring of 1907. Picasso discovered African art, which is to say that although he
had seen it before, there came a day when he had a revelation. Wandering through
a wing of the Museum of Comparative Sculpture, then located in the Palace of the
Trocadero, he decided on a whim to go across the hall into the old Ethnological
Museum. Its musty rooms were filled with African sculpture, and he took them in
with shock. Even as the old smuggler Fontdevila had a face that looked to be com­
posed of bone alone, and thereby assumed forms more appropriate to bone than to
flesh, so did Africans see faces as expressions of wood. Their masks were not only
carved from wood but took the forms appropriate to wood. For Africans, forests,
when all is said, were vastly more awesome than animals or humans and so, pre­
sumably, were closer to the gods.

Decades later, Picasso would tell Andre Malraux of the impact of that visit to
the Ethnological Museum, and indeed spoke so volubly that Malraux gave the small
book he wrote about those conversations no less a title than Picasso’s Mask.

When I went to the old Trocadero, it was disgusting. The Flea Market. The
smell. I was all alone. I wanted to get away. But I didn’t leave. I stayed. I stayed. I
understood that it w’as very important: something was happening to me, right?
The masks weren’t just like any odier pieces of sculpture. Not at all. They were
magic things . . . The Negro pieces were intercesseurs, mediators: ever since then
I've known die word in French. They were against everything—against unknown.
threatening spirits. I always looked at fetishes. I understood: I too am against
everything. I too believe that everytliing is unknown, that everything is an enemy!
Everything! Not the details—women, children, babies, tobacco, playing—but the
whole of it! I understood what the Negroes used dieir sculpture for . . . They were

. weapons. To help people avoid coming under the influence of spirits again, to help
them become independent. They’re tools. If we give spirits a form, we become
independent... I understood why I was a painter.12

So. masks were installed in Les Demoiselles d’Avignon. As Cabanne, along with
four or five other experts, estimates, this transmogrification took place in the sum­
mer of 1907. Picasso had chosen in mid-passage to perform an exorcism. If we
would wonder why it came at that moment, the answer may be particular, not
abstract.

While it is not certain that the following episode took place in the spring of
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1907. Richardson places it there, and the inner logic of events makes the date
likely.

O’Brian tells the story well:

. . . Femande Olivier, unable to have a child herself, went to look at the
orphanage at the nearby rue Caulaincourt. There she found a girl of about eight or
ten: the child hated spinach, but was obliged to eat it. Femande hated spinach too.
and in her indignation she adopted the child out of hand, bringing her back to the
Bateau Lavoir. For some time the little girl was fed with sweetmeats, given dolls
and toys: Picasso and everyone else in die Bateau Lavoir was kind to her. particu­
larly Max Jacob. Then Femande suddenly grew tired of it: she decided diat she
had nodiing maternal in her composition and asked Max Jacob to return the litde
girl to the home. This he did: but in die course of the formalities an official stated
that once relinquished the child could never be taken back: at this, she burst into
tears, threw her arms around Jacob’s neck, and begged him not to leave her. He
could not bear it; he led her away, fed her at a restaurant, and took her home.

“I can’t keep you.” he observed.
“Why not?” said die litde girl. “No one will want to take me away. I am only

a waif.”
“I too am a waif,” said Max Jacob, weeping.
In the end, he placed her with a local concierge. Picasso’s share in all this,

apart from general kindness and die provision of dolls, is not recorded.13

If this is the least attractive anecdote we have yet heard about Fernande. it can
nonetheless be accounted for: Given the mean hours of her childhood, she must
have wished to transcend that stunted past by offering kindness to another waif.
Her own childhood bore down on her. however: come the test, the unforgiving laws
of deprivation were in effect—she had too much bitterness and too little compas­
sion to raise someone else’s child.

For Picasso, however, what a disaster! It must have taken no small march over
the rocks in his Spanish soul to accept the idea of raising another man's child with
his barren mate, yet he came that far. Then Fernande gave the child away. Speak
of curses. He was ready to practice exorcism.

This story of adoption and repudiation is of no relevance to the Negro masks
unless both events took place in the spring of 1907, but if so, not only is much
accounted for, but it can also explain why, a few months later in that summer of
1907, Picasso decided to separate from Femande. But there we anticipate.

For now. let us recognize that there may have been other exorcisms present.

I
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In March of 1907, Picasso bought two Iberian heads from a Belgian named Gery
Pieret, who was Apollinaire’s friend and part-time secretary. Pieret, as a lark, had
stolen these small pieces of sculpture from the Louvre. Probably, it had been out of
no greater motive than to demonstrate that it could be done. These are the years.
let us not forget, when Gide is writing L’lmmoraliste and crime-as-a-gesture is
beginning to present its claims as an advanced art form. Picasso must have been
pleased to receive the two pieces, but must also have been suffering some quan­
tum of bourgeois anxiety7 at the thought of receiving stolen goods. (And from a
museum!) We know that he kept these heads hidden from view. He could not.
however, keep them out of the painting. The second and third women in Les
Demoiselles d’Avignon (reading from left to right) reflect those Iberian sculptures.
So, their criminal existence is also in die painting.

As Picasso told Zervos in 1935:

How can you expect a spectator to
live my picture as I lived it? A picture
conies to me from far away. Who can
say how far away? I have guessed it,
seen it. done it. and yet, the next day,
I myself cannot see what I’ve done.
How can one . . . grasp what I may
have put in in spite of my own will.

I had finished half die picture. I
felt: this is not it! I did the other half. I
wondered whedier I ought to redo die
whole thing. Then I thought, “no,
they’ll understand what I wanted to
do.”H

It is worth going back for still one more look at the great dichotomy in the can­
vas, that gaping hole, that refraction of light and that splitting of planes so much
like shattered glass that separates the left half of the picture from the right. On
close examination, it shows a new kind of terrain. The shards of Cubism are there.
No wonder diat Picasso could not bring the two halves of the picture together. An
act of vast artistic innovation still had to be developed in that no-man’s-land
between. Yes, it is certainly worth taking another look. If the picture never became
an end in itself, it still lives on as a notable event, a battle, if you will, in die artis­
tic war with himself that drew Picasso on to Cubism.



Part VIII

The Suicide and
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I
f in the spring and early summer of 1907 Picasso had taken a visionary leap
against all the formidable resistance of friends, and had transcended his past by
moving from tender and beautiful themes into ugly and discordant material, it

was in the same period that Femande adopted a child and gave her up. That cer­
tainly offers a reason for their separation through the summer and fall of 1907.
Two mates cannot continue to cohabit free of misery when one has taken an artis­
tic leap and the odier has fallen back into the bonds of previous experience.

By late summer of 1907, Femande wrote a letter to Gertrude Stein, who was
then vacationing in Venice:

Dear Gertrude,
Would you like to hear some interesting news? It’s that my Pablo and I are

through. We will separate definitely next month. It all waits on the money Vollard
owes us [so that Pablo can] give me enough to be able to wait for something else—
what these other events will be and what I can still do with my life after he’s gone,
oh, what disillusion! And above all, don’t begin to think that it all could be put
together yet.

No, Pablo ’s had enough. These are liis words, although, says he, he has noth­
ing to reproach me with. He just isn’t made to lead tliis kind of life. Excuse me if I
bore you in telling you all tliis, but I have a need to. And no one other dian vou is
interested the least bit in me, and I am truly desperate. Imagine my life, now that
I have to put up a front that all is the same as before. I am doing everything possi­
ble in order not to allow my despair to appear . . . and I have no confidence in the
future. Oh, I’m brokenhearted, believe me! Truly brokenhearted . . .’
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2 Sept. 1907
Dear Gertrude,
I received your letter. Thank you. I am feeling much better in spirit at

this moment than when I wrote to you last. Although I’m still very distracted. I spent
these last several days looking for an apartment, which I found after much trouble

Perhaps, in a week, I wall definitely have moved, [but for the present] Vollard is
absent from Paris and so leaves us in a dark misery, and in all the difficulties of our
situation. I look forward to seeing you soon. Pablo has been taking the thought of our
separation most lighdy. The several years we’ve lived togedier don’t seem to have
left any trace in him. No regrets. I believe that a great sigh of satisfaction will salute
my departure. I have not, however, bodiered his life, nor interfered with his work—
he said so himself—although, then, what do you want?

It’s a little hard to think one has been a toy, or a caprice ... I feel mistaken in
my path. Perhaps now, I can find something good. I hardly have confidence, how­
ever, in my destination. Finally, we will see. There has to be an end to all this, and
the idea that I can finish off with, it when I wish, diat reassures me a little. While
waiting, how'ever. it is necessary7 that I buy some furniture. That’s almost done.

I have just about renewed relations with one of my aunts. I learned recendy and
by chance of the tragic death of an uncle whom I loved a good deal w'hen I was
young, a death that took place two years ago. I’ve wTitten to my aunt on this subject,

• and she answered me. w’hile manifesting a desire to see me again. I do not know yet
what will come of this: we hardly were sympathetic to one another before. Perhaps I
will be so full of ennui dris winter drat I’ll be happy to go see her from time to time.

I w'ould like to find a complete calm. And you—is die weadier beautiful in Italy?
Here, there are only storms and bad w'eadier. Say hello to everyone for me.

Sincerely,
Femande . . .2

. Gertrude is helpful on her return. She dragoons Alice Toklas into taking French
lessons with Femande, but, dependably. Miss Stein will be less nice about Femande
in recollection.

The conversation around the tea table of Femande was not lively, nobody had
anything to say. It was a pleasure to meet, it was even an honour, but diat was about
all. Femande complained a little that her charwoman had not adequately dusted
and rinsed the tea tilings, and also diat buying a bed and a piano on die installment

. plan had elements of unpleasanmess. Odierwise we really none of us had much to
say.

Finally’ she and I arranged about french lessons, I was to pav fifty cents an hour
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and she was to come to see me two days hence and we were to begin. Just at the end
of the visit... Femande asked Miss Stein if she had any of the comic supplements of
the american papers left. Gertrude Stein replied that she had just left them with
Pablo.

Femande roused like a lioness defending her cubs. That is a brutality that I will
never forgive him. she said. I met him on the street, he had a comic supplement in his
hand. I asked him to give it to me to help me distract myself and he brutally refused.
It was a piece of cruelty that I will never forgive. I ask you. Gertrude, to give me
myself the next copies you have of the comic supplement. Gertrude Stein said, why
certainly with pleasure.

As we went out she said to me. it is to be hoped that they 'will be together again
before the next comic supplements of the Katzenjammer kids come out because if I
do not give them to Pablo he will be all upset and if I do Femande will make an
awful fuss. Well I suppose I will have to lose them or have my brother give them to
Pablo by mistake.

Femande came quite promptly to the appointment and we proceeded to our les­
son. Of course to have a lesson in french one has to converse and Femande has three
subjects, hats, we had not much to say about hats, perfumes, we had something to
say about perfumes. Perfumes were Femande’s really great extravagance, she was
the scandal of Montmartre because she had once bought a bottle of perfume named
Smoke and paid eighty francs for it at that time sixteen dollars and it had no scent
but such a wonderful colour, like real bottled Equid smoke. Her third subject was the
categories of furs. There were three categories of furs . . .

There we were, she was very beautiful but it was a little heavy and monotonous.
so I suggested we should meet out of doors, at a tea place or take walks in Mont­
martre. That was better. She began to tell me things. I met Max Jacob, Femande
and he were ven' funny together. They felt themselves to be a courtly couple of die
first empire, he being le vieux marquis kissing her hand and paying compliments
and she the Empress Josephine receiving them. It was a caricature but a radier won­
derful one. Then she told me about a mysterious horrible woman called Marie Lau­
rencin who made noises like an animal and annoyed Picasso. I diought of her as a
horrible old woman and was delighted when I met the young chic Marie who looked
like a Clouet. . .3

In 1955, in the preface to Souvenirs Intirnes, Femande will write to Picasso:

I am going to try to tell you about my life; perhaps you will understand me bet­
ter. You always doubted me—doubted my love, doubted that I had feelings deep
enough to give all of niyself to you alone.

Those years I lived next to you were the only happy time in my life. Now that

I
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age has whitened mv hair, that hair you loved so much, and has wrinkled the
hands which you also loved, and has pinched off the laughter that you used to
enjov—although not always—I find a desire to tell you about my life before I knew
you and after?

Just how they come together again after this first breakup is left unsaid in Sou­
venirs Intimes. Picasso’s comments on the separation and reconciliation are
unrecorded. We only know that in November of 1907 Pablo and Femande began
to five together once more in his studio, and that he continued to work actively in
die wake of Les Demoiselles d’Avignon, doing study after related study in canvases
and in sketchbooks, as if he had been himself so dazzled by the energies that
erupted from his canvas diait he now had to do variations on die theme much as if
he were an art student absorbing the influence of a formidable master.

Femande cannot have enjoyed his new preoccupation. Careful beyond mea­
sure to avoid inflammatory7 comment—“I have not. . . interfered widi his work—
he .said so himself,”—we can feel the intensity of her urge to suggest other
directions he might take, and, in turn, can feel how his reflex must be one of
annoyance as he ingests her silent disapproval of all the garish and misshapen
forms he insists on setting loose (see colorplates 2-5).

Almost fifty years have gone by since he painted Les Demoiselles, but in Sou­
venirs Intimes we can still sense Femande’s horror at the damage that canvas did to
their love affair, and indeed, Cubism would help to produce dieir final separation
five years later. “Forever searching, forever dissatisfied, the irreconcilable enemy of
all that's already been done,” she wrote, “he will pass his life looking into himself
for his art, sometimes as if lost in a labyrinth, but,” she goes on:

... he will never succeed. He struggles desperately against his profound instincts.
I repeat it, Picasso is a repressed will. He is a classic artist who will not admit to it.
He is an ambitious artist who wants to be an innovator despite the hostilities he
arouses. But is he a creator? As paradoxical as this may appear, there is a timidity
in all his audacities except die one of being what he really is profoundly: that is, a
tender soul who, in art, has wanted to destroy all . . . that his imiate talent has
been able to do simply . . .

He can no longer five but by searching higher and lower, and more wildly.
Thereby, he goes beyond nature. He knows it, but he will not submit himself to it
anymore. Will he not come to rest at the bottom of himself in a despair that he
will conceal, but which he will mine, until, without doubt, the success and money
that he no longer disdains wall insulate his anxiety, so that he will succeed in for-
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getting himself. But I believe that, despite all, he will never be content, because he
is an artist in all the beauty of the word?

It is the view of a woman in her seventies, rejected by a man in her youth, and
it is even an adversarial estimate of his achievement. Doubtless, she would have
been happier if he had never gone beyond the Blue and the Rose periods. Yet, it is
interesting to pose what she has to say against Gertrude Stein’s explanation of
Picasso’s process.

Again, in her book Picasso, London 1938, Gertrude offers her insight into the
artist’s mode of work:

Picasso was always possessed by the necessity of emptying himself, of empty­
ing himself completely, of always emptying himself, he is so full of it that all his
existence is the repetition of a complete emptying, he must empty himself, he can
never empty himself of being Spanish, but he can empty himself of what he has
created. So even* one says that he changes but really it is not that, he empties him­
self and the moment he has completed emptying himself he must recommence
emptying himself, he fills himself up again so quickly.6

Picasso, informed by Richardson of this passage, would comment, “She’s con­
fusing two functions.”7 Perhaps she wasn’t. Gertrude would die eight years later, in
1946, from cancer.

In any event, it is interesting how much more Fernande has to tell us about
Picasso than does Gertrude, serving as a high priestess of die high colonic.
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J
ust before the summer of 1908. a catastrophe did ensue. A young German
named G. Wiegels, “an unhappy little painter ... a drug addict.” as Femande
describes him. committed suicide in the Bateau Lavoir.

He was a man of curious habits, and his unnerving appearance—smooth, bald
head, a young face with the brutish and emphatic features of a Prussian, and a
hard, penetrating expression—did not inspire sympathy. We gradually got used to
him. though, as he opened up more and revealed himself to be something of a
poet. Once he had acquired a little confidence he turned out to be a person of great
gentleness, with a delicate and appealing sensibility. He was rather too highly-
strung- though, like so many of the Germans I met at diat time.1

“Highly strung” suggests that the bande a Picasso were inclined to play a few
practical jokes on him. In any event, for whatever variety of causes, Wiegels began
to suffer from hallucinations and soon started taking large amounts of drugs.
Finally, he ingested a huge amount of opium, went out of his head, and found
enough rope to hang himself on a beam in his studio. He was not found until morn­
ing. when the mailman arrived with a special delivery’ containing money for him
from family or friends. Picasso was called by the postman and so had the dubious
privilege of being the first tenant in the Bateau Lavoir to see the body dangling
from the beam. The effect on him was not small.

This tragic death caused a stir among the artists of the Bateau Lavoir. They
realised that they had gone too far with their mockery, and affected by a feeling of

I
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guilt, thev decided to give their victim a magnificent funeral. It was like a bur­
lesque rehearsal for Modigliani's funeral. Knowing that Wiegels had loved colour.
the painters and their womenfolk put on dieir most colourful clothes in his honour
to accompany him to the Saint-Ouen cemetery . . .

Behind the multicoloured crowd in tliis unique procession, a whore in a cab
leaned out of the window blowing kisses to the passers-by. Completely drunk, she
thought she was the Queen of Spain at the sight of men taking off their hats and
men saluting as the hearse went by.

The day after the funeral, nobody in the Bateau-Lavoir gave Wiegels another
thought.2

This was hardly true for Picasso. His eye had seen the torso on the rope. He
and Femande now had a negative reaction to taking opium. “. . . sick in spirit,’1 she
writes, Uour own nerves deranged, we decided to no longer touch the drug.”3

Indeed, they didn’t. Picasso never went near the narcotic again, and this was
despite his serious appreciation of the pipe. As he would say in later years to Jean
Cocteau, ‘“Opium has the most intelligent of all odors,”4—a fair example of
Picasso’s insight: Odors are spirits in their own right, full of balm, tenderness, out­
rage. shock, stink, discovery7, and. yes. intelligence itself. Some of that intelligence
is obviously at work in his requiem for Wiegels. Note the form of die lobster claw,
avid as death itself, that occupies the left cheekbone of this skull, while the right
cheekbone is one more relative to Fontdevila.

Detail of
Composition
with a
Death Head
(also called
Still Life
with skull).
1907. Oil on
canvas, 45 x
35 in.
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Pablo and Femande now quit Paris. With their restricted funds, they were able
to rent no more than a roof over an open space on a farm in Rue-des-Bois, a ham­
let near the edge of the forest of Halatte, seven kilometers from Criel. Their place
was wholly without amenities, and they were surrounded by peasants they must
have seen as throwbacks to the Middle Ages, since the villagers thought the Queen
of France was still on the throne and inquired what her name might be.

[Pablo] had taken his dog and his cat. who was expecting kittens, with him,
and a funny assortment of other luggage. We ate in a room that smelled like a sta­
ble. and we slept rocked by the vague murmurings of die forest. We rose late in the
mornings, oblivious to the .sounds of die farm, where life had been going on since
four o'clock.5

Femande describes Picasso as being in a state of such depression that he could
neither work nor bear to be alone.

He made me stay ceaselessly by his side. I was also in a bad enough state, but
in the face of liis weakness, I tried to dominate mine. It was then, in this magnificent
forest, that I understood how litde Picasso felt for our French countryside. “It smells
of mushrooms,” I heard him say. But if he didn’t like this sort of nature, he wasn’t
less happy for the calm and serene life that we led.6

In any event, he went back to Paris as soon. Femande observes, as “he felt himself
freed of this obsession diat was tormenting him.”7 At die farm, he succeeded nonethe­
less in doing a number of paintings in a verdant palette that inspired Roland Penrose
to suggest that it should be called his “Green Period.” (see colorplates 6 and 7)8

Penrose, who is at liis best when writing in technical terms about art. offers a
good passage on die art of painting in die countryside, and the pitfalls.

In contemplating a landscape, die eye has die ability to extend die sense of touch
so that it seems possible to caress the surfaces spreading out into die distance. The
walls of a house or the slope of a distant mountain can become as tangible to die

• imagination as a match-box held in die hand. The great landscape painters in the
past had neglected this sensation in favour of atmospheric effects. Strong contrasts of
tone and colour were situated in die foreground while a blue haze was reserved for
the furthest distance . .. The image obtained according to diese rules, however, made
objects too intangible and indeterminate for Picasso. Just as he had taken liberties
•with the human form to enable the eye to embrace its shapes more completely, so
now he began to treat landscape as sculptural form . . . The time-honoured rules of
perspective were abandoned, together with any attempt to give an effect of immen-
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surable distance in the background'. [Rather] the eye is invited to . . . enjoy the def­
inite though subde way in which it can be led into the depths of the picture . . ?

This is all very good as far as it goes: It may not, however, take into account
the depth of Picasso’s rebellion against conventional landscape. Natural vistas
remind us not only of our insignificance but of timelessness. Even as we sense our­
selves to be small in relation to the scene, we commence to feel the endless outreach
of the universe. Picasso had no desire to submit himself to such a reduction, nor, by
the obverse, to any pantheistic extension of himself: it was better to put it all in a
three-dimensional box—precisely of the sort Cezanne had developed for his work. If
Picasso was now expanding the artistic means that Cezanne had developed, it was
with a different motive. Possessing a box, one could be free to examine the contents;
one could explore forms that converted into other forms, supine women, for exam­
ple, in the roots of trees, and erect women shaped by the trunks of trees (see color­
plate 8).

During this period at the farm, Femande was to comment:

Difficulties alone attract him. He smiles with a sort of condescending spite for
the prettiness of the French countryside. Our beautiful forests don’t move him. He
turns away from this too easy emotion. He detests it like the plague. He refuses any
inspirations if they come to him with emotion. He loves die harsh odors of thyme, of
rosemary, the wild dusty cactus of his country. He admires grave beauty, austerity,
the countryside of the Mediterranean coast which keeps a moorish tone . . .10

Can Picasso’s condescension toward beauty be accounted for by the knowledge
that it is not eternal, that it decomposes? In that case, why not search for the uglier
form that could serve as an amulet?

In any event, beauty was impermanent. It broke down. The severity of rock and
the labyrinth of a cave were forms to offer more promise. The cave could become a
labyrinth. Cubism, as we know, was certainly approaching, and Wiegels’ death
could have accelerated the process. It may not be extravagant to suggest that
Cubism enabled Picasso to explore such frontiers as the borderlands of death, a siz­
able proposition, but then, where is the Cubist painting by Picasso that does not
speak of the inside of the body, its cave-like interior? We must never forget the
autopsy of the woman that he witnessed by lantern light on that night in Horta some
ten years earlier. If death was a journey, deterioration and die coalescence of forms
were the traveling companions. In die blurring of all forms might be found an iri­
descence, a bizarre and subterranean light:
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He could also envisage trees, woods and a
mountain as a woman with her legs raised, her
mound of Venus dark and large, her breast on
the horizon.

A tree, a plant, a nude, a mountain, a breast.
a shrub, a reptile wrapped around a tree—the
forms draw toward one another even as Picasso
lives in all-but-constant fear of his own death.

That fear will plague him through his years
and take a hundred hypochondriacal forms. If it
never became a manageable anxiety, a resigna­
tion before the inevitable, it is worth remem­
bering that he could hardly see himself as a
man like odiers. To the contrary, he was always
reminded, and would remind others, of his
extraordinary powers. Cabanne offers a neat
anecdote on this point:

Landscape. 1908. Gouache and
watercolor on paper. 25 x 19 in.

Study for Three Women (Femme Debout),
1908. Oil on canvas, 59 x 39 in.
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Among the canvases Gertrude Stein had to relinquish when she and her
brother split them up. there was an Apple by Cezanne that she deeply regretted
losing. As she complained of it one day. Picasso retorted. “Don't let it worry you.
I'll do your Cezanne over for you.” And on Christmas Day. 1914. he brought her
an Apple (today the property of Mr. and Mrs. David Rockefeller) that was the exact
duplicate of the one she had lost. ..”

Obviously. Picasso’s eye could recall objects and paintings as if they were still
sitting before him. He had the equivalent of a literary memory that will continue to
see a text as it appeared on the printed page when first read. Add to such a faculty
the vibration of images that came to him on opium or at the edge of dreams, and
one begins to appreciate the delights and torture of the shifting imagery7 with which
he could live by closing his eyes. It would have been difficult not to think of himself
as possessed of superhuman powers—or. as he might also wonder, of Satanic gifts.
There is even some evidence of this attitude in Lydia Gasman’s brilliant disserta­
tion. “Mystery. Magic and Love in Picasso. 1925-1938,” published in 1981.

The story of Picasso’s rise to renown includes numerous instances of his recurring
belief that he was different—a demiurge ... To Malraux. Gilot and Parrot. Picasso
said that “God is really another artist,” “like me,” he joked. The sculptor Fenosa
who was Picasso's “protege” from the early 1930s on reported that he heard
Picasso saying “. . . I am God.” To Leiris, Picasso hinted at his urge to wrest from
God His lifegiving prerogative ... to take an inanimate tiling and breathe life into
it: “one should be able to take a piece of wood and turn it into a bird!” he
exclaimed. Quoting Cocteau, he added that “to make a dove you must first wring
its neck,” implying diat a magic sacrifice must be performed in order for him to
share in God’s attributes . . . one grasps that he felt that his art had an operative
magical power . . . [and Picasso once said.] “Drawing is a kind of hypnotism: one
looks in such a way at the model, diat he comes and takes a seat on die paper.” ...
Rubin, to whom Picasso described it, writes, “Picasso’s drawing is really a way of
possessing things. Not just die woman he draws, but everything in liis visual world.
It somehow becomes part of him through being drawn.”12

Cave drawings must have been seen by their artists as presences sent to them
by the gods. How7 else could such power have been given to die primitive hand?
Let us take on dien die immodest thesis that Picasso, the most secretive of men,
saw7 his mission as one of coming ever closer to the mind of God—to appropriating.
diat is, neidier His spiritual secrets nor His pain but His engineering, His tech­
niques of camouflage. Picasso was not only looking to discover how God might

I
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have put it all together, but also how God might have concealed Himself from us
in the godly fear that a few of His more interesting creations—most certainly and
specifically Picasso—were out to capture His secrets. As a corollary, Picasso, in his
turn, certainly did his best to hide his own nature from biographers, lovers, and
friends, and enjoyed elaborating legends about himself that would distort the com­
prehension of others. Of course, given his penchant for moving in opposite direc­
tions at once, he would also, in later years, date his sketchbooks in order to help
others to a better comprehension of his own processes at work. For in his loneliness
he also wished to be understood: lais vanity was that his genius could prove a sci­
entific resource for future students of art. And, after all. why not?

We may as well assume that he extrapolated a conception of God from his own
contradictory’ nature. If Picasso could conceal and reveal himself with the most
dynamic ambivalence of purpose, why should the Creator not be enmeshed in even
larger revelations and deceptions?

' Of course, on the day of his own death, Picasso would have to face an enraged
chieftain who would not look lightly on diis little man’s attempts to raid the center
of His secrets—as easily would a young Mafia lieutenant visit his Godfather after
being discovered with a hand in the till.

Since we will soon follow Picasso into the interstices of Cubism, an austere
period to be certain, it is probably worth reminding ourselves that for all his seri­
ousness and dire commitment to an exploration whose end he could not foresee,
he had not yet relinquished his friends, his amusements, his evening charades, and
his delight in looking for the kind of “pataphysical” gatherings that artists sixty
years later would refer to as happenings, which is to say events whose aesthetic
intensity7 depends on some adroit mixture of the quotidian, the absurd, die cruel.
the magical, and the unforeseen.

So there was a famous hornmage in 1908 for le Douanier Rousseau diat took
place in Picasso’s studio at die Bateau Lavoir. Without question, it became the
archetypal party7 of this sort in this period. Over and over it has been written about,
and most often repetitively, die contributions of earlier biographers being redone
by later ones. To substitute for such a vice, one will quote at length from die writ­
ings of the principals. If this is a form of literary passivity, it is still preferable to
routine recapitulation, especially since die initial testimonies are directly enjoyable.
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 prefatory note. Before moving on to the festivities, we ought to take the plea­
sure of meeting Apollinaire’s mistress, Marie Laurencin.
_ Andre Salmon describes how she became part of the bande a Picasso.

One day. Georges Braque who had stopped going to the Academy Humbert
because he could see that he was wasting his time, brought over to the Bateau
Lavoir an astonishing young lady, escaped just like Braque, and by his advice . . .
from the same Academy Humbert where she had enrolled ■without any greater
ambition than to leam a little of this and that in the hope of practicing the pretty’
little craft of painting on porcelain. With her mother and her cat she lived on
Boulevard de la Chapelle. She was beautiful if of an unorthodox kind of beauty, a
Savoyard. She made one think, however, of certain beautiful Russian descendants
of Pushkin who had Negro blood.1

Now that she had been introduced to the Bateau Lavoir by Braque, Picasso
presented her to Apollinaire. Despite the fact that she could say, “My happiest days
were when I used to be taken as a girl to a little community of nuns: the sisters
took me in their arms, showed me picture books and let me play on the harmo­
nium . . ,”2 Picasso told Apollinaire, “I have a fiancee for you.”3

In later years, Marie Laurencin proved to be wild enough to battle with Apolli­
naire on equal terms. But that was later. Steegmuller describes the early days:

. . . before long, Apollinaire moved away from his mother for the first time since
returning from Germany. He rented a flat in the present Rue Henner on the lower
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Marie Laurencin. Self-Portrait, 1909

slopes of Montmartre, where Marie Lau­
rencin visited him: and when she and her
modier moved to Auteuil he followed them.
“She is bright, witty, kind-hearted, and
very talented.” are his best-knowm words
about his new mistress. “She’s like a little
sun—a feminine version of myself. She’s a
true Parisian, with all the adorable ways of
a Paris child. Just think—when she came
to see me in die Rue Gros she would skip
rope all the way across die garden.”

“A feminine version of myself...” There
w’ere dangers in diat. [In Marie Laurencin]
he had acquired a graceful mistress, as orig­
inal and unconventional as he was himself:
not that the similarity was conducive to
continual peace and harmony.*

Femande came to detest her. We know as much by the description of Marie
Laurencin given to Alice Toklas: ”a mysterious horrible woman who . . . made
noises like an animal and annoyed Pablo.”0 Actually, there may have been no
small reservoir of wounded 
ego at work here. Picasso had
advised Fernande to learn
painting on her own. Now. she
had to put up with the con­
trary example provided by
Apollinaire: He promoted
Marie Laurencin’s work as if
she were on a par with
Picasso. Braque, Derain.
Matisse. Vlaminck, a further
proof of Apollinaire’s loyalty
to friends and his essential
incapacity to make critical
artistic judgments. Marie Lau­
rencin had a flair: her work
was charming if in large part

Marie Laurencin. Group of Artists. 190S. From left to
right are Picasso. Marie Laurencin. Apollinaire, and
Fernande Olivier. Oil on canvas. 25 x 32 in.

I
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because she settled early, perhaps too early, on a style that can only be described as
stylized, but she certainly did not develop as fully as his encomiums on her talents.

In any event, despite the presence of so many remarkable participants, Marie
Laurencin would prove to be the dramatic element in the banquet for Henri
Rousseau. What a party7!

It is not difficult to comprehend why Picasso was ready to honor Rousseau’s
work. The ability to paint like a primitive must have been seen by Picasso as the
happiest route back into the perceptions of children. In the course of attempting
such simplicity’, Picasso had been obliged to reject all he had learned at La Llotja
and the Royal Academy in Madrid. He had been forced, therefore, to pull out one
by one the academic ligatures’tied into his painterly reflexes in order to strip his
style of the myriad of conventional techniques his brushes had already acquired.
The process must have left him feeling like a libertine who has decided to make
love only in the missionary position. How attractive to Picasso, then, must
Rousseau’s freedom from schooling have been.

Femande, predictably, exercises her French sense of measure in describing the
old painter:

Guillaume took us to meet Rousseau, who is a poor and charming man, with a
candor and a naivete that are hardly conceivable. He is not particularly attractive,
and his face, under his white hair, has a surprising banality. I didn’t see anything
in him that could reveal the artist . . .

Henri Rousseau.
We went to a soiree at the house of

Rousseau. A little platform at the back of
the studio served for a stage. Chairs were
placed in straight rows, one behind the
other, and benches against the walls. He
had there a mixture of people: the spice
man, the butcher, the dairy man, the
baker—and their wives; other people were a
little uneasy, perhaps the concierges from
the neighboring buildings: then a whirl of
intellectuals and artists—Georges Duhamel
and his wife, the comedienne Blanche
Albane; the painter Delaunay and his
mother; Guillaume and his woman; Braque
and us.

The evening was begun by listening to
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several people from the quarter. The women sang love songs and the men offered
ditties that were more risque. Then Rousseau played his violin, a long piece: at last
he began to sing. “Oh. oh. oh—but I have a toothache!” all the while pantomiming
his pain. It was funny but at the same time a little sad. and I was not greatly
amused. I was thinking how it’s regrettable that Rousseau would give himself to
such a spectacle. He seemed to be something of a backward child whose family
surrounded him with compliments in order to conceal his craziness. But this crowd
had so litde to do with his great canvases, so minutely painted, and yet. of a large.
strange, and powerful set of works . . . The Douanier must live in a perpetual
enchantment. . .6

Just so. Perpetual enchantment. The word went out about the part}-. Given the
limited resources and the sardonic gleam in the collective eye of the bande, “the
project was received enthusiastically by the gang who were overjoyed at the
prospect of pulling die Douanier’s leg.”7 Their plans were to invite thirty people
plus anyone who wished to drop in after dinner.

• Gertrude’s sustained account is worth printing at length. If, by habitual reflex,
she gets a good bit of it wrong, we can still enjoy her shamelessness: She never feels
any more guilt than would a hot docu-dramatist at warping history:

Femande was lunching widi us one day and she said that there was going to
be a banquet given for Rousseau and that she was giving it. She counted up the
number of the invited. We were included. Who was Rousseau. I did not know but
diat really did not matter since it was to be a banquet and everybody was to go,

. and we were invited . . .
Femande told me a great deal about die menu. There was to be riz a la Valen­

ciennes, Femande had leamt how to cook that on her last trip to Spain, and then
she had ordered, I forget now what it was that she had ordered, but she had
ordered a great deal at Felix Potin, the chain store of groceries where diey made
prepared dishes. Everybody was excited . . . everybody was to write poetry and
songs and it was to be ven’ rigolo, a favourite Montmartre word meaning a jokeful
amusement. We were all to meet at the cafe at the foot of the rue Ravignan and to

• have an apertif and then go up to Picasso’s atelier and have dinner. I put on my
new hat and we all went to Montmartre and all met at the cafe.

As Gertrude Stein and I came into the cafe there seemed to be a great many
people present and in the midst was a tall tliin girl who with her long thin arms
extended was swaying forward and back. I did not know what she was doing, it
was evidently not gymnastics, it was bewildering but she looked very enticing.
What is that, I whispered to Gertrude Stein. Oh that is Marie Laurencin, I am
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afraid she has been taking too many preliminary apertifs. Is she the old lady that
Fernande told me about who makes noises like animals and annoys Pablo. She
annoys Pablo alright but she is a very young lady and she has had too much, said
Gertrude Stein going in. Just then there was a violent noise at the door of the cafe
and Fernande appeared ven' large, very excited and very angry. Felix Potin. said
she, has not sent the dinner. Everybody seemed overcome at these awful tidings
but I. in my american way said to Fernande, come quickly, let us telephone. In
those days in Paris one did not telephone and never to a provision store. But Fer­
nande consented and off we went. Everywhere we went there was either no tele­
phone or it was not working, finally we got one that worked but Felix Potin was
closed or closing and it was deaf to our appeals. Fernande was completely upset
but finally I persuaded her to tell me just what we were to have had from Felix
Potin and then in one little shop and another little shop in Montmartre we found
substitutes, Fernande finally announcing that she had made so much riz a la
Valenciennes that it would take the place of everything and it did . . .

... As we toiled up the hill we saw in front of us the whole crowd. In the mid­
dle was Marie Laurencin supported on one side by Gertrude Stein and on the other
by Gertrude Stein’s brother and she was falling first into one pair of arms and then
into another, her voice always high and sweet and her arms always thin graceful
and long. Guillaume of course was not there, he was to bring Rousseau himself
after everyone was seated.

. Fernande passed this slow moving procession, I following her and we arrived
at the atelier ... I had just time to deposit my hat and admire the arrangements.
Fernande violently abusing Marie Laurencin all tire time, when die crowd arrived.
Fernande large and imposing, barred the way. she was not going to have her party’
spoiled by Marie Laurencin. This was a serious party, a serious party for Rousseau
and neither she nor Pablo would tolerate such conduct. Of course Pablo, all this
time, was well out of sight in die rear. Gertrude Stein remonstrated, she said half in
english half in french, that she would be hanged if after the struggle of getting
Marie Laurencin up diat terrific hill it was going to be for nothing. No indeed and
beside she reminded Fernande that Guillaume and Rousseau would be along any
minute and it was necessary that everyone should be decorously seated before the
event. By this time Pablo had made his way to the front and he joined in and said.
yes yes, and Fernande yielded. She was always a little afraid of Guillaume Apolli­
naire, of his solemnity and of liis wit, and they all came in. Everybody sat down.

Everybody sat down and everybody began to eat rice and other things, that is
as soon as Guillaume Apollinaire and Rousseau came in which they did verv
presently and were wildly acclaimed. How well I remember their coming . . .
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Everybody was presented and everybody sat down again. Guillaume slipped into a
seat beside Marie Laurencin. At the sight of Guillaume, Marie who had become
comparatively calm seated next to Gertrude Stein, broke out again in ■wild move­
ments and outcries. Guillaume got her out of the door and downstairs and after a
decent interval they came back Marie a little bruised but sober. By this time every­
body had eaten everything and poetry began.8

Femande gives a considerably different account of Marie’s activities:

The first thing she did when she came back into the studio was fall onto the
jam tarts which had been left on die sofa and, widi her hands and dress smodiered
in jam. start kissing everybody. She got more and more excited, and then found
herself quarrelling with Apollinaire . . .

At the end of the room, opposite die big high window, was the seat intended
for Rousseau: a sort of throne, made from a chair built up on a packing case and
set against a background of flags and lanterns. Behind this was a large banner
bearing the words “Honor to Rousseau.”

The table was a long board set on tresdes. The chairs, plates, and cudery had
been borrowed from our local restaurant, Azon’s. Thick glasses, small, heavy
plates, and tin knives and forks: but nobody bodiered about such tilings.9

We can return here to Gertrude’s account:

Oh yes, before this Frederic of die Lapin Agile and the University of Apaches had
wandered in with his usual companion a donkey, was given a drink and wandered
out again. Then a little later some italian street singers hearing of die party came in.
Femande rose at die end of die table and flushed and her forefinger straight into die
air said it was not diat kind of a part}', and they were promptly thrown out.

Who was there. We were there and Salmon, Andre Salmon, then a rising
young poet and journalist, Pichot and Germaine Pichot, Braque and perhaps Mar-
celle Braque but this I do not remember, I know there was talk of her at diat time,
the Raynals. the Ageros the false Greco and his wife, and several other pairs whom
I did not know and do not remember . .

Femande again:

There were speeches and songs composed especially for the occasion; then a
few words from Rousseau, who was so moved that he spluttered with pleasure.
Indeed, so happy was he that he accepted with die greatest stoicism the regular
dripping of wax tears on his brow from a huge lantern above him. The wax drop­
pings accumulated to form a small pyramid like a clown’s cap on his head, which
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stayed there until the lantern eventually caught fire. It didn't take much to per­
suade Rousseau that this was his apotheosis. Then Rousseau, who had brought his
violin, started to play a little tune.11

Gertrude once more:

The ceremonies began. Guillaume Apollinaire got up and made a solemn
eulogy, I do not remember at all what he said but it ended up with a poem he had
written and which he half chanted and in which everybody joined in the refrain,
La peinture de ce Rousseau.12

If Apollinaire was mean as a churchmouse with his food and his money, he was
as rich as a monarch when it came to praise:

Nous sommes reunis pour celebrer le gloire,
Ces vins qu 'en ton honneur nous verse Picasso
Buvons-les donepuisque e’est I’heure de les boire
En criant tous en choeur: “Vive! Vive Rousseau! ”

Here we gather to celebrate your glory,
These wines Picasso pours are in your honor
Drink up now since it is die hour to drink.
And let's sing out as one: Live, long live Rousseau!13

Other toasts followed, and Gertrude’s account may begin to pick up a few
liberties:

... all of a sudden Andre Salmon who was sitting next to my friend and solemnly
discoursing of literature and travels, leaped upon the by no means solid table and
poured out an extemporaneous eulogy and poem. At the end he seized a big glass
and drank what was in it, then promptly went off liis head, being completely
drunk, and began to fight. The men all got hold of him, the statues tottered,
Braque, a great big chap, got hold of a statue in either arm and stood there holding
them while Gertrude Stein’s brother another big chap, protected little Rousseau
and his violin from harm. The others with Picasso leading because Picasso though
small is very strong, dragged Salmon into the front atelier and locked him in.
Everybody came back and sat down.14

Femande offers her version of the episode:

Two or three American couples, who had got there by accident, had to make
the most excruciating efforts to keep a straight face. The men in their dark suits
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and the women in pale evening dresses seemed a bit out of their element amongst
us, [and Andre Salmon] did an imitation of delirium tremens, chewing soap and
making it froth out of his mouth, which horrified the Americans.10

From Gertrude:

Thereafter the evening was peaceful. Marie Laurencin sang in a thin voice
some charming old norman songs. The •wife of Agero sang some charming old Lim­
ousin songs. Pichot danced a wonderful religious Spanish dance ending in making
of himself a crucified Christ upon the floor. Guillaume Apollinaire solemnly
approached myself and my friend and asked us to sing some of the native songs of
the red indians. We did not either of us feel up to that to the great regret of Guil­
laume and all die company. Rousseau blissful and gende played the violin and told
us about the plays he had written and his memories of Mexico. It was all very
peaceful and about three o’clock in die morning we all went into the atelier where
Salmon had been deposited and where we had left our hats and coats to get them
to go home. There on the couch lay Salmon peacefully sleeping and surrounding
him, half chewed, were a box of matches, a petit bleu and my yellow fantaisie.
Imagine my feelings even at diree o’clock in die morning. However, Salmon woke
up very charming and very polite and we all went out into the street together. All
of a sudden with a wild yell Salmon rushed down the hill.

Gertrude Stein and her brodier, my friend and I. all in one cab, took Rousseau
home.16

When The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas came out in 1933, twenty-five
years after the event. Andre Salmon was enraged.

The story of the Rousseau banquet is very badly told . . . The way she
recounts this banquet is ven' flighty, to say the least. I am all the more astounded
for I had thought, along with all our other friends, that she had really understood

• dungs. It is evident that she had really understood nothing, except in a superficial
way.

Her description of my drunkenness on this occasion is entirely false. Madame
Fernande Olivier, in her book. Picasso and his Friends, tells it much better.
“Salmon pretended delirium tremens in order to frighten the American ladies pres­
ent.” It was exactly that. Guillaume Apollinaire and I had spent the afternoon
together writing the poems that were read. The banquet was not given just for the
fun of it either, as Miss Stein seems to have thought, but because we sincerely

’ admired Rousseau. The spectacular features of it were intentional and after the
joke of drunkenness I simply went back to my own studio in order to make it seem
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more plausible. It is evident Miss Stein understood little of the tendency we all had.
Apollinaire. Max Jacob, myself and the others, to frequently play a rather bur­
lesque role . . . Obviously she did not understand very well the rather peculiar
French we used to speak.17

Since it was the first large party Fernande and Picasso had ever hosted, it is
not difficult to speculate on their motives. What with Gertrude’s Saturday evenings
at the rue de Fleurus, they had not only met a number of American and English
artists and writers and collectors but had begun to obtain a kind of celebrity of
their own. And now that Picasso’s work was selling a little more, there can be small
doubt that Fernande was feeling a few social ambitions. Probably, she had been
looking for some time to give an important party.

And Picasso? He would have wanted a large, successful evening at the same
time that he would have detested the idea. One could lose much bohemian honor
by behaving even a shade bourgeois. A party for Rousseau, however, would resolve
the problem: One might at the same time be serious and yet mock the event, pre­
cisely the sort of irony on which Picasso would rely.

As for Rousseau, he was indeed simple. Patrick O’Brian quotes a conversation
between Rousseau and Ambroise Vollard about ghosts:

vollard: No, I don’t believe in them.
ROUSSEAU: Well. I do. I’ve seen some. There was one that persecuted me for quite a
while.
vollard: Indeed? What did it look like?
ROUSSEAU: Just an ordinary man ... He used to come and defy me when I was on
duty at the octroi. He knew I couldn't leave my post, so he used to put out his
tongue or make long noses at me and then let off a great fart.
vollard: But what makes you think he was a ghost?
ROUSSEAU: .Monsieur Apollinaire told me so.19

Since it was her part)’, let us give the last word to Fernande:

Rousseau remembered that dinner with emotion for a long tune afterwards.
and the good man took it in good faith as homage paid to his genius. He even sent
a sweet letter to Picasso, thanking him.

It was some time after diat that Rousseau, twice a widower, became engaged
to be married for the third time. His self-respect was greatly wounded by his future
father-in-law, who thought him too old for his daughter. She was, in fact, fifty-
nine. Rousseau must have been a little over sixty-six. As for the father-in-law. he

A
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was eighty-three. Rousseau was desolated by the fact his fiancee would not act
against her father's wishes. He was quite cast down by this:

“One can still be in love at my age without being ridiculous. It's not the same
sort of love as you young people go in for. but must one resign oneself to Hving
alone, just because one's old’? It's dreadful going back to lonely lodgings. It's at
my age that one most needs one's heart warmed up again and the knowledge that
one won’t have to die all alone and that perhaps another old heart will help one's
passing to the other side. It's not right to laugh at old people who get married
again: you need the company of someone you love when you're waiting to die."

He said all this in a soft, tearful voice. He hadn't the time, as it turned out. to
put all this into practice: he died alone, in a hospital, a few mondis later.20

Nonetheless, two years after the banquet in his honor. Rousseau did bring off
what may be his greatest painting. The Dream, and it would be mean-spirited to
think that the adulation received on a fall night in 1908 had nothing to do with it.

Henri Rousseau. The Dream. 1910. Oil on canvas, SO x 117 in.
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T
oward the end of 1908. Picasso and Braque were to discover that in the
course of working independently, they had begun to explore remarkably
similar paths.

It was a curious situation. The two men had known each other for more than a
year, but had not been close except for the
propinquity of sharing, even before they
met, a number of friends, notably Manolo.
Derain. Uhde, Matisse and Apollinaire. On
the day that Picasso tried boxing with
Andre Derain, it is likely that Braque was
there: he and Derain boxed frequently.
Moreover, Apollinaire had brought Braque
over to Picasso’s studio in 1907 long
enough for Braque, taking in Les Demoi­
selles d'Avignon, to make his famous
remark about eating rope and drinking
turpentine. Braque was outspoken—one
of the numerous differences between him­

188tk

self and Picasso. Braque was also tall and
extraordinarily strong, more so than any
of the other painters in Montmartre, more
powerful even titan Derain and Vlaminck. Braque, c. 1904-05.

A
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He was French and came from Le
Havre: he sang well and danced well: he
could play Beethoven on his accordion.
Or such was his boast. Not a mean feat
for a man who came from skilled work­
ing-class stock. His father was an up- gg^
to-date house-painter who sent Braque
to Paris in order to acquire “special
decorating techniques that would be
useful to the family firm and enhance
his standing as an artisan: how to paint
imitation marble, exotic wood grains.
mosaics, cornices, moldings, paneling—
in short, how to render all the expensive
embellishments of tum-of-the-century
interiors as relatively inexpensive two-
dimensional illusions.”1

By 1902, Braque was also going to
art- school. Living in Paris stimulated
his desire to become a serious painter. Braque, c. 1908, from The Architectural
Being, however, patient, practical, and ^ecor(l- 1910.

logical, he was also in accord with the
general agreement of his fellow artists that he did not draw very well, not even,
indeed, by 1908 (see colorplate 9).

Of Large Nude, the critic Charles Morue was to comment at the time: “I think
a stone moves him as much as a face.” Cubism, from Braque’s point of view, had
the ideal purpose of putting ’ painting within the reach of my own gifts.”2

William Rubin, ready to defend such gifts, speaks of Braque’s awareness of
light and space, and his fertile appreciation of how to introduce new materials into
painting.3 One might add Braque’s ability to conceive new concepts based on such
materials and collage. So Braque was correct in his self-assessment. Without
Cubism, his special aptitudes would have had nowhere to go.

Given his limitations, it will come as no surprise that he had powerful senti­
ments. Braque wanted his work to offer tactile sensations. If he painted in a
smoker’s pipe on a still-life, he wanted that pipe to be life-size so that one’s hand
would itch to pluck it off the canvas.
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“If a still life isn't within reach of my hand, it seems to me that it ceases to be a still
life, ceases to be affecting.” Even Braque's choice of still life objects was influenced
bv his sense of “manual space.” He explained diat his now-familiar Cubist iconog­
raphy was not accidental. “Musical instruments, considered as objects, were special
in that a touch would bring diem to life.” *

Neither Braque nor Picasso would ever be forthcoming about the work they did
together, but Braque, from an early stage, may have had intimations that future
relations with Picasso could prove interesting. Even with Braque’s initial reaction to
Les Demoiselles, the canvas must have obsessed him. for by 1908 he was no longer
painting like a Fauve: indeed, his style, though he worked separately, nonetheless
grew closer to Picasso’s, so much closer that Femande, commenting twenty--five
years later, would write diat Picasso “was rather indignant”—Braque was showing
a canvas “of Cubist construction . . . painted in secret without informing anyone,
even Picasso.”3

Her recollections suffer, of course, from the slack of memory. The word Cubist,
never one of Picasso’s terms, would certainly not have been used by him in 1908:
moreover, Braque had made a point on his return from L’Estaque in the early fall
of that year to show Picasso the work he had done over the summer. On the other
hand, it would have been uncharacteristic for Picasso not to undergo contradic­
tory reactions to a striking event: doubtless, he was furious that Braque was steal­
ing a march on him, and had told Femande as much. At die same time, he must
have been feeling some mixture of awe, even of vindication, that die lonely direc­
tion he had chosen seemed to have induced similar effects in another painter (see
colorplates 10-12).

Kahnweiler is interesting here:

While Picasso was ... at La Rue-des-Bois, Braque, at die other end of France,
in L’Estaque (near Marseilles) was painting the series of landscapes we have
already mentioned, [yet] Braque arrived at the same point as Picasso. If, in the
whole history of art, there was not already sufficient proof that the appearance of
the aesthetic product is conditioned in its particularity by the spirit of the tune.
diat even the most powerful artists unconsciously execute its will, then tills would
be proof. Separated by distance, and working independently, the two artists
devoted their most intense efforts to paintings which would share an extraordinary’
resemblance. This relationship between their paintings continued but [later] ceased
to be astonishing because the friendship between the two artists, begun in die win­
ter of that year, brought about a constant exchange of ideas.6
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Paul Cezanne. Bend in a Road. Paris. 1900-06

Be it said that Cezanne
had offered them a foundation
in common before he died on
October 22, 1906. Bend in a
Road cannot be dated more
closely than between 1900
and 1906, but we can assume
that both painters were famil­
iar with it.

All the same, Picasso's early
sentiments about Braque were
bound to be contradictory. If he
could enjoy the Frenchman’s
strength and good looks in
something like the measure of
what he had once felt with Pal-
lares, he also had to be jealous
of the athletic and musical
abilities of his new friend.
Braque had legitimate mach­
ismo. If this could prove suffi­
ciently oppressive for Picasso

to speak of Braque behind his back as Mme. Picasso—a reference most likely to
Braque's occasional docility face to face with Picasso’s greater brilliance and
superior technique—well, to Picasso’s credit, it had to be seen as an unequal
relationship. Picasso was bringing his host of styles, completed periods of work,
and painterlv virtuositv to their team of two. Braque, as William Rubin points
out. could offer little more than art school and two years of all-out commitment
as a Fauve. By way of Rubin we also learn that Kahnweiler could sell Picassos
for approximately four times more than Braques.7 Picasso, with his shrewd sense
of character, must also have sensed that Braque, given his peasant roots and
immediate family background as an artisan, would respect Picasso’s consider­
ably greater earning power as a species of virility. Hence Picasso and Mme.
Picasso.

Even Kahnweiler. normally cautious, does say in 1916 in Der Kubismus,
"Admittedly Braque's art is more feminine than Picasso’s brilliantly powerful 
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work.” and goes on to suggest that “gracious” Braque is the “gentle moon” against
“austere” Picasso’s “brilliant sun.”8

Indeed, there is some truth to this: If one studies their work in these years, one
can usually distinguish a Picasso from a Braque. Not always, however. For Picasso
would often pick up Braque’s themes and produce canvases in Braque’s vein:
Braque, however, cannot often come off like Picasso. Machismo, obviously, has its
mansions and no one was going to be more macho than Picasso when it came to
painting. Fair enough. He was not in a hurry to forgive God for making him short
after his father was tall.

So. there were obstacles to the early friendship. One of die paintings Braque
brought back from L’EstaqUe in the fall of 1908 was a seminal work that
impressed Matisse. He said as much to his intimates, a noteworthy reaction con­
sidering that Braque had been one of Matisse’s followers and was now moving in
Picasso’s direction. It may have been Matisse’s pride to possess objective judgment
in art matters, or for all we really know, it could have been his deliberate intent to
annoy Picasso, but Matisse did talk a good deal about Houses at L’Estaque (color­
plate 13), and his always detailed opinions probably made dieir way over to the
Bateau Lavoir.

After the publication of The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas in 1933, in
which Gertrude widi her usual felicitous inaccuracy spoke of a war between die
Matissites and die Picassoites. Matisse, in reply, would sum up his earlier reactions:

According to my recollections, it was Braque who made the first Cubist paint­
ing. He brought back from the south a Mediterranean landscape that represented
a seaside village seen from above. In order to give more importance to the roofs,
which were few, as they would be in a village, in order to let them stand out in die
ensemble of the landscape, and at the same time develop the idea of humanity
that they stood for: he had continued the signs that represented the roofs in the
drawing on into the sky and had painted them throughout the sky. This is really
the first picture constituting the origin of Cubism, and we considered it as some­
thing quite new, about which there were many discussions.9

Given the critical pummeling Picasso had received for Les Demoiselles d’Av­
ignon, he could well have felt no small rage over Braque’s investiture of his cre­
ative path. It is just as well for the future of Cubism that a magical juxtaposition
took place at diis time. In Gil Blas, on November 14, 1908, a review by Louis
Vauxcelles of Braque’s show at Kahnweiler’s was printed next to a story about
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EXPOSITION BBAQUE
Chez Kahn Weiler, 28, rue VitfUOfc M.

Braqua est un Jouno'hommr.ffirt mdacieux.
L'excmple dCraulanl da Picasso eV de Derain
)'a enhardi. Pcut-ilre la style de Cezan­
ne el les rcssouvenirs do Tirt slalique des
Egyptians I’obsMonl-fls outre mesurc. U cons-
trnil des bonshommes miialliqucs cl ddfor-
mds cl qui sent dhiUc simplification terriNo.
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Wilbuf Wright gagne le prix
de la hauteur

Ijc Maur, 13 norenibrr. — M. Wilbur Wright a
■c.^rriKi.a 4 l.-curts pour le prix de hauteur de

Wilbur Wright in his biplane flying over LeMans.
August 1908

Review of Braque's exhibition at the Kahniveiler gallery
(left), printed in Gil Blas, November 14. 1908.

Wilbur Wright, who had just set an altitude record at Le Mans with his biplane:10
It took a few years before Picasso began to call Braque “mon cher Wilbur.-”

but coincidences had the power of omens for him—nothing less than the whole of
his work attests to that! Besides, he was fascinated by airplanes. As Penrose
remarks, flight was an effort “to conquer another dimension in space.”11 Or, con­
verted to Picasso’s logic: If airplanes can fly, space can be reinvented. Adventuring
into the air was one more way of exploring into the secrets. That autumn of 1908,
Braque would bring Houses at L’Estaque over to Picasso’s studio. By 1951,
Matisse, contradicting his remarks in 1935. would say in an interview with Teri-
ade: “I saw the picture in the studio of Picasso, who discussed it with his friends.”12

“Before long,” Braque would later remark, “Picasso and I had daily
exchanges13... we discussed and tested each other’s ideas as they came to us, and
we compared our respective works.”14

In turn, Picasso would agree: “Almost every evening, either I went to Braque’s
studio or Braque came to mine. Each of us had to see what the other had done
during the day.”15

• Years later Braque, meditating on this period from 1909 to 1914, would
declare: “Picasso and I said things to one another that no one will ever say again
. . . things that would be incomprehensible to others, but that gave us great joy. It
was like being roped together on a mountain ... All that will end with us.”16
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Hemingway’s dictum never to talk about anything good for fear of spoiling it is
obviously present in Braque and Picasso. They are as famous as Hemingway for
never talking about it. and Picasso took joy in declaring that there was no Cubism.
(He detested the word.) Anticipating Marlon Brando, he once skipped out of an
interview on Cubism by announcing that he had to feed his monkey.17

When it comes, therefore, to definitive understanding of Cubism, it is evident
that every7 explorer will have to do his own bushwhacking. There are. as we shall
see. a few accepted theories that come down from Kahnweiler and a good deal of
museum catalogue literature is based on the dealer’s understanding of Cubism, but
if such a combination has garnered considerable authority by now. it is still without
great insight. Before we take up the established view, however, it may help to con­
sider some of Braque’s and Picasso’s artistic motives.

Since they were both in Paris until April of 1909, their early collaboration
involved, as Braque stated, several intense months. The partnership had begun. If,
by way7 of Cezanne, they already knew that a tree could serve as a torso, and that a
white towel in a still-life might be equal visually to a mountain slope, they were
looking for new paths across the space of the canvas. (Not for too little had Braque
employed the image that they were roped together like mountaineers.) It can be
said that they were opening their eyes to the vertigo of existence itself. Wholly dif­
ferent objects that possessed similar forms could now present dizzying associations.
It would take two years and more for Cubism to mature into its full complexity, but
for us to stare at length into any one of the major works they painted between 1909
and 1912 is not unequal to peering at the architecture—or is it the inner organs?—
of existence itself.

Even by autumn of 1908, Braque had managed to demonstrate in a work titled
Landscape (colorplate 14) that his canvas, held upside-down or rotated through
ninety7 degrees on either side, had as much to show as when studied right-side-up:
It was hard not to feel as if one were gazing in turn at a forest, a cave, a village, or
a storm at sea. “It’s all the same to me.” Braque would say in 1959, “whether a
form represents a different thing to different people or many tilings at the same
time,”18 and indeed the next print is worth examining from all four sides.

Such artistic freedom brought, however, a host of complex problems. Space
was no longer an empyrean void in which selected objects could be displayed—
space was now a field of force between objects, and magnitude was stripped of its
context: One need only compare Braque’s tentative, even milky, portrayal of the
Castle at La Roche-Guyon (when he was without Picasso’s company in the summer
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of 1909) to the far superior depiction of a castle done by him in Paris in the early
winter of 1910. It is just that now the castle is titled a Violin and Pitcher. (See col­
orplates 15 and 16.)

The echo of a form was able to invoke a different order of magnitude: a violin
and a pitcher could have as much presence as a castle.

Picasso, in turn, was exploring light and time—indeed, he was seeking to inte­
grate them. The Fruit Dish of 1908-1909 (colorplate 17) has. for example, con­
tradictory sources of illumination—one source overhead and one from underneath.
It is early in Cubism, however: the result speaks more of stagecraft (a most agree­
able stagecraft) than the exercise of a new theory. The Fruit Dish remains a still-
life. It may sit luminously oil its base, but still it sits.

Just a few months later, however, Picasso takes a huge stride—he embarks on
a new kind of figure drawing that he will not relinquish for the next six decades: He
conducts the nude through a passage in time as if his eye is in league with a trav­
eling source of fight, as if indeed his eye is the traveling source! Thereby, he man­
ages to go around the breasts and belly to view the back and buttocks. Since
conventional light imprisons reality by offering only one theme per painting—the
theme created by the stationary light source—the painting is thereby fixed at an
instant in time. Picasso will demonstrate that one form can turn into another as
soon as one uses a moving source of light. (See colorplate 22.)

It can be said that the foundations of Cubism—a dvnamic art!—are now in
place. If this is an oxymoron—dynamic foundations—Picasso, for one. was quite at
home with intellectual vertigo.
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P
icasso’s renown was growing and could be measured by the increase in the
price of the paintings being sold by Kahnweiler, Uhde, and Vollard. The
burgeoning interest of collectors suggested that he might never be poor

again. So. in the summer of 1909, he chose to take Femande on another trip to
Barcelona, and soon after their arrival—was he attempting to recapture the spirit of
Gosol?—he took her up to Horta.

Little went well, however, for Femande. Picasso would be active that summer
and come back with six landscapes and fifteen portraits of his mistress, but the
trip did not bring them together. Their long separation through the summer and
fall of 1907 was bound to have left infuriating memories—each of them had had
romances with other people. Then Wiegels’ death kept oppressing Picasso: he was
die man to understand that madness sits next to every attempt to penetrate the
universe. Worse, he was living with a woman who hardly comprehended Cubism
and did not like it. And he would be widiout Braque for die summer.

Picasso may have been working this side of an organic depression: later, when
he was back in Paris, he came down with a stomach ailment, a pre-ulcerous con­
dition generated, doubtless, by die stimulations, permutations, and godawful com­
binations opened by every brush-stroke in each new painting: No relation between
die brush and the canvas could be taken for granted any longer—Cubism was eas­
ily as complex as three-dimensional chess.

Nonetheless, it was Femande who became ill. She started to suffer in Barcelona,
but by June, when diey reached Horta, she was in misery. In July it was worse.
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Dear Gertrude.
Excuse me for not having written you. but my bad health is the cause of it.

Everything wears me out. and I have not been able to do a thing. I think I have an ill­
ness of die kidneys ... Already in Barcelona the doctors warned me about it. but here
I can confirm the sickness myself. I would certainly be better in Paris, where I could
have it cared for. But die voyage would aggravate the illness. I am annoyed, moreover.
that here diere is no way to treat it odier dian by a regimen. I stay almost all day in
bed because I cannot bear to be seated . . .

Life is sad. Pablo is in a bad mood, and I have received nothing from him in the
way of moral or physical comfort. When diis acute pain takes me, he gets ven’ pale
and that’s all... To you alone, I say that I am very depressed ... if it lasts another

■ month. I believe it ■will all be over. I will die of it. And Pablo doesn’t help me. he . . .
is too egotistical to wish to understand that now it is I who have need of him, that
he’s responsible for my state, that in great part he brought me to this and he has com­
pletely undone me ... If I become sad, he’s furious.1

“He’s responsible for my state ... he brought me to this.” There is blood in her
urine, and sometimes it is all blood. She suffers from acute pain. It is possible that
one of his old venereal diseases now inhabits her. Before antibiotics, people lived widi
the- after-effects of syphilis and gonorrhea as if such afflictions were comparable to
herpes—an ongoing if intermittent annoyance. Of course, he will shrug. It is her turn
in the barrel, that’s all. If he seems heartless, he probably is, but in the manner of an
investigator, a general, a consecrated adilete. The goal is paramount: one’s mate is
present, dterefore. as an effective and useful aide-de-camp or as an impediment. Guilt
is the one overload he will not accept. He cannot afford it. There would be no limit to
the corpses who could come back to life in his dreams, and he needs his powers of
concentration. He is moving out into the jungles and ice-fields of outer aesdietics.

At this point, how she must suffer with his work. How he must ignore such
suffering. The rest of her letter tells us as much:

... I am so unhappy, so alone. Despite the fact that he really loves me, I believe it,
Pablo would let me die without being aware of my state. Only when I truly suffer
does he stop a little to occupy liimself with me. He knows nodung .. . You’re going to
find dtat I am concerned much too much widi myself, but to you alone, I can tell all
. . . And don’t speak of this to anyone.2

O’Brian adds a telling factor:

It may seem trifling to speak of a somewhat vain voting woman’s reaction to
Cubism, but [her] face was her fortune, and she could scarcely watch with philo-
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sophic detachment while it was carved into ridges, especially as the ridges and die
corresponding hollows . . . belonged to a woman of sixty or more. Braque once
said something to this effect: “A portrait is a job in which diere is always some­
thing wrong with the mouth . . . Show a bourgeois the most advanced art you like
and he is delighted: but just you touch his mug and tliere's all Hell to pay." As far
as her physical appearance went, Femande was a true bourgeoise. Hitherto Picasso
had been kind to her face and her person . . . Now all this was changed.3

We can compare the way he painted her in 1906 to the manner three years
later. In 1906, the girl in blue could even be seen as a surrogate for Picasso, who in
this early time was virtually a servant to Femande. Needless to underline, matters
have changed by 1909. (See colorplates 18 and 19.)

She must have writhed in mute horror—he obviously loved his work more than
he loved her. Picasso’s main concern now
seems attached to how much the Reservoir at
Horta can be brought into family resem­
blance with his portraits of Fernande (see
colorplates 20 and 21).

From the beginning, his attitude pro­
claims: She will recover. She does. In a pho­
tograph we have of her in Horta de Ebro, it
is interesting that she is holding an unhappy
child's hand. Yes. One more buried anger
between Picasso and herself: the children she
will never give birth to. and the recollection
of the sad fiasco of the child they adopted for
a week.

No question. Something has hardened in
the relationship. The form it will take after
their return to Paris is a move out of the
Bateau Lavoir and into an apartment at 11
boulevard de Clichy, an apartment worthy of
a true bourgeois: it is interesting that in years to come, each will blame the other for
the move. In all probability', they are both correct.

A profound dichotomy in Picasso’s behavior is commencing. He is half­
bohemian. half-bourgeois, and will remain so for the rest of his life, inhabitinsc? e
mansions and castles before he is done, yet always refusing to furnish them in anv

Fernande Olivier. Horta de Ebro. 1909
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manner consistent with his wealth or the style of the architecture. He will collect
junk rather titan antiques: he will dress on occasion with elegance but work in the
same kind of clothes he used to wear at the Bateau Lavoir: he will live for the rest
of his life widt one thigh thrust into die camp of the wealthy and one toe back in
the poverty of die young painter. It is as if, like the majority of artists from middle­
class roots who come before and after him. he can escape from the values and
ambitions of his parents, but only by half.

Femande sends a pneumatique bleu immediately to Miss Stein:

Sunday
You can. as of now. dear Gertrude, come to visit us at 11 boulevard de Clichy.

We've moved in this morning, but unhappily we are still far from being setded. If
you wish to come tomorrow. Monday, at least one of us v.nll be there in the after­
noon.4

Her social ambitions stir. Femande also has a divided heart. If she is famous
for beina die best-lookina artist’s mistress in Paris, she nonetheless remains the 

Picasso, in his apartment on the boulevard de
Clichy. 1910

product of her aunt’s middle-class stric­
tures. She may adore Picasso for his
vigor and his talent, but she is nonethe­
less ashamed of how crude he still can
be. Overseeing one of the first notes
Picasso sends off from Gosol to Gertrude
Stein back in 1906, Femande is obvi­
ously trying to fill any social pit her
Spaniard might be digging with his
semi-literate French. In her accompany­
ing letter, we can feel her shame for his
orthographical gaffes: “It seems doubt­
ful to me that you will succeed in deci­
phering Pablo’s letter, but I think it is
preferable to leave it in the original,
such as it is, in this French which is
more or less eccentric."3 “Fantaisiste” is
the word she actually employs, and that
classification is not unkind considering
his butchery of French syntax and his 
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spelling. Picasso is so semi-illiterate in French that he may have been dyslexic.
Indeed, how could his eye pass along a run of alphabetic letters wholly in series
when his instinct jumps his vision from the breast to the buttocks? Femande (in
one small but final part of herself) is obviously as embarrassed by him as her aunt
might be.

What a closet passion, therefore, to five in some kind of middle-class style like
other successful people.

We take our meals in a dining room of old mahogany furniture, served by a
maid on a white tablecloth. We sleep in a room that is actually to be used for rest.
in a low bed with heavy square copper posts. Behind the bedroom, at the end of the
hall, there’s a little living room with a sofa, a piano, a pretty Italian piece with
carvings of ivory7 and pearl, which was sent to him by his father, and at the same
time several other old. nice pieces. I might remark on the astonishment of the
movers at the difference between the two studios, the old and the new. “Surely.”
said one of them to Raynal, who was helping Picasso, “surely these people have
won a lottery.”

There are two windows, and when one leans out of them, one can see sunlight
and beautiful trees and gardens. Often one returns in the dawn, and when one
looks out the window the birds are singing and one hears them for a good moment
before sleeping until eleven o’clock or midday.6

All the same, her graver sense of reality7 never departs.

Despite everything. Pablo is already less happy here than he’s been before.
The servant very quickly comprehends his character, and forms a good habit of
not irritating him. To the contrary, she doesn’t clean his studio except when he
gives the order. One doesn’t sweep: he always has a horror of dust unless it is not
moving, but any powder that flies up in the air and collects on new canvases drives
him wild. In the morning, naturally, one lets him sleep, and the housekeeping
reflects that. The maid grows negligent and gets up late . . .7

Probably, she has harangued him for a year or more to move from the Bateau
Lavoir. but now she is obviously worried that they have made a large mistake.

Despite our material prosperity, he’s more and more in a dark mood. When
one asks him what’s going on. if he's annoyed or suffering, he looks back with an
astounded air and answers. “No, not at all—I’m thinking about my work.” When
he’s at table he hardly speaks. Often, he stays silent during the length of the repast.

. He is, however, suffering, or believes himself to be. When I first knew him,

A
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several years ago. he drank a lot, he ate it didn't matter what. He now cannot take
in anything other than what’s been prescribed for his diet. For several years now
I’ve seen him drinking nothing but mineral water or milk, eating only vegetables,
fish, rice that’s been boiled in milk, and grapes. Perhaps it's this regimen that
leaves him so sullen.8

Soon enough, he is terrified of illness and keeps looking at his handkerchiefs to
see if he is spitting blood. Even when a doctor assures him that he is healthy, he
disbelieves the verdict. As Femande adds. “He was nervous of everything, even
before it had happened.”9

No matter. They have moved in order to improve their social standing, and so
they work at it despite illness, depression, and die forward march of Cubism.

Picasso continued to make the round of visits to his friends, always protesting
to Femande before they set out that it was a boring waste of time, always remain­
ing taciturn while they were there, but nevertheless unable to live without these
contacts which he enjoyed in his own way. The Saturday visit to the Steins at their
studio in the me de Fleurus was a regular event.10

They also entertain at home.

Picasso and Fernande not only received all comers on Sundays but they also
gave small dinner-parties—small, because the table took up so much space that
there was little room for guests, particularly for guests as bulky as Apollinaire and
Gertrude Stein. Sometimes Matisse came, and his natural dignity always acted as a
restraint: but even when Max Jacob, van Dongen, Pichot, Salmon, or Braque were
there it was no longer the same: and for Fernande at least the old comradeslup of
their poorer days was slowly dissolving. Devouring bread and sardines at a table

. covered with newspaper, widi one napkin for everybody, in a studio smelling of
turpentine . . . was one tiling: eating a regular number of courses in a proper din­
ing-room, waited upon by a starched and silent maid, was another.11

Perhaps, with all else, the gray-and-brown palette of Cubism could be seen as
a reflection of long periods of depression walking with one’s head down, staring at
the wet cobblestones of Paris streets on a rainy autumn day.
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N
or was work prospering. After their early and brilliant collaboration.
Picasso and Braque were now engaging some of the bottomless difficulties
implicit in the very concept of Cubism. It not impossible that the move to

boulevard de Clichy contributed to a loss of invention, but whatever the cause, it
can be argued that from the fall of 1909 until the summer of 1911, with all notable
exceptions granted, Cubism was languishing. While Braque and Picasso maintained
their close collaboration for the six months they were both in Paris from November
1909 through April 1910. and again from December 1910 through July 1911.
their product lacked the reverberation of its beginnings and would not reach its
period of highest realization until the fall of 1912.

There are. of course, few movements in art as inimical to such aesthetic judg­
ments as Picasso’s and Braque’s Cubism, but the peril acknowledged, one can still
feel a blurring of purpose in Picasso’s Woman with a Mandolin (which looks like a
Braque). In truth, there is a mechanical heaping up of planes, empty of real com­
plexity. in Braque’s Woman with a Mandolin (which looks like a second-rate
Picasso: see colorplates 24 and 25).

Equally, the Portrait of Wilhelm Uhde (colorplate 23) may be renowned for
too little. If it is one of the first Cubist portraits, it is still relatively barren of inven­
tion (barren, at any rate, for Picasso) and seems as much a charming caricature as
a Cubist work.
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How much better by comparison are two portraits by Cezanne, each of which
anticipates Cubism:

Paul Cezanne. Self-Portrait (above) Paul Cezanne. Man with Crossed Anns. 1899

At this point. Picasso seems to be uncertain of his intent. Another portrait titled
Girl with a Mandolin is of die model Fannv Tellier. Not conspicuously inventive
(but for die innovation of its full-fledged breast), it also seems unfinished. Probably
it was. or so indicates the Picasso biographer MacGregor-Hastie. who. while rarely
to be caught citing a reference, is. with the availability of such liberty, usually
ready with good stories.

Picasso, in this instance, was working at the reserve studio he still maintained
back at the Bateau Lavoir:

Anodier bone of contention was liis sudden absences from "home" for a dav or
two at a time wliile he was "working on an important picture with a model" . . .
and this one. Fanny Tellier, had a reputation for romping with her artists. Fer-
nande never descended to physically spying on them, [but] the girl did not turn up
one day for a sitting and he was discouraged from finding out why.1
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Girl with a Mandolin (Fanny Tellier), late spring 1910. Oil on canvas. 39 x 29 in.
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Of course, one can never make a clear case that personal unhappiness is going
to have a discernible effect on the quality of Picasso’s work. He is the embodiment
of a mighty7 ego: That is equal to stating that he was not vain except in the largest
manner—he was wholly dedicated to the importance of his work. Misery or happi­
ness might be one more factor to hinder or contribute to the development of his
projects, but finally, his emotional state was rarely allowed to become more than a
factor. Only catastrophe could derail him, and diat, given liis dedicated concen­
tration. his artistic will, might not even show its impact for quite some time.
Indeed, a catastrophe was waiting for him in September of 1911. an event power­
ful enough to shift his character for the rest of liis life, but the artistic results would
not be visible for most of die following year.

We are still back in 1910, however, and at that point, having committed him­
self to an exploration into die no-man’s-land in the outreaches of existence, he was
only having partial success. He was also growing more and more miserable with
Fernande.

Examples of work that is less dian inspired are not hard to locate in diis period.
Braque’s Violin., done by the spring of 1911, matches Picasso’s La Pointe de la Cite
in lack of invention (see colorplates 27 and 28).

La Pointe de la Cite, spring 1911. Oil on
canvas. 35 x 28 in.

Georges Braque Le Violin. Paris, spring
1911. Oil on canvas (oval). 29 x 24 in.
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The splendid exceptions of 1910, have, of course, been reprinted in many a
book, and they conceal our recognition of what a dull struggle Picasso and Braque
were enmeshed in through 1910 and the first part of 1911. The portraits of
Ambroise Vollard and Daniel-Henry Kahnweiler (colorplates 26 and 27) are, for
example, ambitious, vertiginous, and full of little surprises—which are the first
demands to make of a Cubist work if one is to call it successful, and these portraits
are not only familiar but successful.

Let us offset this description of his pervasive depression and middling work
with a couple of excerpts to remind us of the difficulties he was facing.

For so perilous an enterprise-one had to sacrifice the entire illusionist apparatus
of painting, that is, everything the public was used to, everything it judged a pic­
ture by: perspective, fighting, shading, values, to say nothing of the subject, which
remained the stumbling block of taste.

In view of that, the public’s panic, anger, and sarcasm against Cubist paintings
are understandable. How could such works not be taken for madness or hoaxes?

In the name of the Surrealists, Breton was to write about Picasso in 1928:
By what miracle did this man . . . happen to have what it took to give
shape to what up to then had remained in the domain of wildest fantasy?

. What revolution had to take place in him for him to hang on to it? . . . to
dare an open break . . . one cannot fail to recognize Picasso’s immense
responsibility. Had the will of this man faltered even once, our present
endeavors would at least have been postponed, if not lost.2

Picasso knew' as much himself. In his last years at the Bateau Lavoir. he had
put up a sign pilfered from the cabin of a tourist boat on die Seine: ‘’Talking to die
Pilot is Forbidden.”

Indeed, considering this creative pressure, it is worth noting diat not all of his
hours on the boulevard de Clichy were unreservedly dour:

He loves animals more and more. The big dog Frika, faitliful and sweet, soft­
ens him. My little monkey, Monina, takes her meals with us and does him a thou­
sand misdeeds, which he not only accepts but is amused by. He lets her take his
cigarettes or the fruit he is eating. She will ensconce herself on his chest or put
herself at her own ease. He loves to see diis animal who is so confident, and is
amused by die cruel little things that she does to .Max Jacob, w’ho is afraid of her.
as of all animals.3
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T
here has been no attempt to give any detailed account in this book of
Picasso’s relations with art dealers or with the contemporary critics who
were writing about him. but Cubism was. with all else, a cultural phenom­

enon, and so some attention ought to be paid to its early reception before we con­
template the explosiveness of an episode in 1911 when Apollinaire was arrested
and Picasso interrogated by the Paris police for the theft of the Mona Lisa from the
Louvre. That encounter with the police would shift both men’s lives profoundly:
within a year it would alter the ground of Cubism altogether.

Cabanne gives a pithy summary of gallery activity in the immediate years
before the scandal at the Louvre:

In 1910 Fernand Leger . . . was in touch with a group of young avant-
gardists, Brancusi, Marcel Duchamp. Metzinger, La Fresnaye, Gleizes, Le Fau-
connier, who in their various ways were to subscribe to a sort of tangible cubism
closer to Cezanne’s heritage than to Picasso’s and Braque’s researches. All of
them exhibited in the two anti-academic salons, the Automne and the Indepen­
dants, along with Picabia, Kupka, Delaunay, Herbin, and the sculptors
Duchamp-Villon and Archipenko, while the champions of what was called
“orthodox Cubism,” Braque and Picasso, showed their work only at Kahn-
weiler's.

“We held no more one-man shows after the Braque in 1908,” Kahnweiler
told me. “[Braque and Picasso] worked quietly and I advanced them money to
live on. They brought the works in. collected what was owed them, we hung the

A



Part IX 7/6/95 1:17 PM Page 307

Portrait of Picasso as a Young Man 307

pictures, and those who wanted to, came to see them. Not too many, but we knew
we could depend on them. Artists came, too, and people who didn’t like this sort
of thing but wanted to keep informed, to know about this Cubism the papers were
making fun of.

“Try to picture the period, entirely different from today. There were very few
galleries, infrequent exhibits, no advertising. The Salons were all the general pub­
lic saw.”

“Was it not an unusual gesture of contempt for critics and public for Braque
and Picasso not to enter them?”

“Yes, but mainly it was contempt for the sarcasm and insults. You can’t
imagine how Cubism was hated in some circles. And even worse, there were peo­
ple who went to the Independants or the Salon d’Automne just to laugh. Or to
start trouble ...”

Kahnweiler . . . does not mention that, sale of paintings aside, his painters,
Picasso most of all, owed everything to him. Mistrustful at first, Picasso became
quickly and totally sure of his young and ingenious dealer, an unusually faithful
friend, a daring art lover, and a wily businessman. He once said to someone,
“What would have become of us if Kahnweiler had not had good business sense?”
And that was true.1

Kahnweiler would also become the most authoritative interpreter of Cubism,
and many of his analyses, derived from private conversations with Braque and
Picasso, have by now taken on the imprimatur of received wisdom. Picasso, how­
ever, rarely talked about his work, and then usually in ways to mislead, for he was
invariably gnomic and paradoxical. “There is no Cubism” was the sort of remark
he might make. Braque, in Iris turn, did not necessarily understand all that Picasso
was up to and also did not like to discuss his own work, but Kahnweiler was a man
with a clear and logical mind, and an unadmitted passion to express himself. The
series of wholly confident exegeses he handed down on Cubism ought to be
received, therefore, as no more than what Kahnweiler would have declared about
his own paintings if God had made him an artist and a Cubist. While he certainly
reacted with large emotion to Picasso’s and Braque’s offerings, he spoke and wrote
about them in such a way as to seal in the mystery of just why they affected him
and a few others so intensely.

Kahnweiler offers the first and best of a good many curatorial interpretations of
Cubism. Today, since many of the expositors are functionaries in the art world—
teachers, critics, or dedicated museum staff—tire formality and aridity of their crit-
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icism hardly fosters any understanding in the general public. It does, however,
serve the aims of the art hierarchy. The canons on Cubism restrain the professional
interpreter from ever becoming too unconventional, and conceivably wrong—just
about a fatal hazard to one’s career. Besides, the conceptual jargon employed can
take years for strangers to acquire, let alone comprehend—the cult of high art is
thereby reinforced. With Cubism, such insulating effects have, over the years,
sealed in the subject. There may be no movement in art about which so much has
been wTitten and so little is comprehended by the average museum-goer, who is
left with not much more than an understanding that Cubism is a great, disturbing,
and revolutionary phenomenon in art: of course, he or she is thereby deprived of
that reassurance an amateUr museum-goer needs most—that is, being guided
toward an aesthetic appreciation that can actually be appreciated. Most viewers
of the classic works of Cubism feel little more than a dull anxiety as they stare at
what is up before them on the wall.

The official language surrounding Cubism guarantees this lack of response. For
example (and the excerpt here is no worse than a hundred others), we can peruse
Raymond Cogniat’s statement that Picasso and Braque

needed to arrive at a total conception of the picture which henceforth is an object
in itself, independent of the realistic imitation of a motif, an object having its ora
architecture, space, and perspective, and which is not a series of planes obtained by
the methods of traditional perspective, an object which causes the work to form a
homogeneous whole, closed up on itself.2

The prose tells us more about the need of art critics to generate a private lan­
guage than it suggests any honest desire to explain the peculiar effect of Cubism on
the viewer. We may be confused when we look at a Picasso or a Braque of these
years, but all the same we know that something very odd is going on. That some­
thing odd cannot be explained by any of die vocabularies that the critics have given
us. They do not help us to comprehend that a Cubist canvas is a creature as much
as it is an object. Instead, most writing about this art is restricted to a discussion of
the artist’s technical innovations in the treatment of perspective, surface, and
planes: the near-impenetrability of the critical jargon is startling to anyone
schooled in a literary tradition. It is as if one were to discuss Remembrance of
Things Past while keeping discussion fixed on no more dian Proust’s use of syntax.

We may as well go back to Kahnweiler, the prime malefactor behind such
hermeneutics. The excerpt now offered has been heavily edited, yet it still requires
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a real investment of our concentration: but then, the nature of our complaint is
that the interpretations of Cubism have become more difficult to get into than
Cubism itself.

Years of research had proved that closed form did not permit an expression
sufficient for the two artists' aims. Closed form accepts objects as contained by
their own surfaces, viz., the skin: it then endeavours to represent this closed body,
and, since no object is visible without light, to paint this “skin” as the contact point
between the body and light where both merge into colour. This chiaroscuro can
provide only an illusion of the form of objects. In the actual three-dimensional
world the object is there to be touched even after light is eliminated. Memory
images of tactile perceptions can also be verified on visible bodies. The different
accommodations of the retina of the eye enable us, as it were, to “touch” three-
dimensional objects from a distance . .. Picasso’s new method made it possible to
represent the form of objects and their position in space instead of attempting to
imitate them through ilhisionistic means . . . die painter no longer has to limit him­
self to depicting the object as it would appear from one given viewpoint, but wher­
ever necessary for fuller comprehension, can show it from several sides and from
above and below . . .

At this point, Braque’s introduction of undistorted real objects into the painting
takes on its full significance. When “real details” are thus introduced, die result is
stimulus which carries with it memory images. Combining the “real” stimulus and
the scheme of forms, these images construct the finished objects in the mind. Thus.
the desired physical representation comes into being in the spectator’s mind . . .

In the words of Locke, these painters distinguish between primary and sec­
ondary qualities. They endeavour to represent the primary, or most important
qualities, as exactly as possible. In painting, these are: the object’s form, and its
position in space. They merely suggest the secondary characteristics such as colour
and tactile quality, leaving their incorporation into the object to the mind of the
spectator.

This new language has given painting an unprecedented freedom. It is no
longer bound to the more or less verisimilar optic image which describes die object
from a single viewpoint. It can. in order to give a thorough representation of the
object’s primary characteristics, depict them as stereometric drawing on the plane,
or through several representations of the same objects, can provide an analytic
study of that object which the spectator then fuses once again in his mind . . 3

In Kalinweiler’s conversations with Cremieux he gives away his underlying
prejudices—call it his secret desire:
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We must not forget something that is absolutely fundamental, in my opinion.
to the comprehension of Cubism and of what, for me. is truly modem art: the fact
that painting is a form of writing, [my italics] Painting is a form of writing that
creates signs. A woman in a painting is not a woman: she is a group of signs that I
read as “woman.” When one writes on a sheet of paper “f-e-m-m-e,” someone who
knows French and who knows how to read will read not only the word “femme, ”
but he will see. so to speak, a woman. The same is true of painting: there is no dif­
ference. Fundamentally, painting has never been a mirror of the external world,
nor has it ever been similar to photography: it has been a creation of signs, which
were always read correctly by contemporaries, after a certain apprenticeship, of
course. Well, the Cubists created signs that were unquestionably new. and this is
what made it difficult to read their paintings for such a long time.4

As a writer, it is agreeable to assume that painting is an annex to literature, a
“plastic” form of communication, a creation of signs. Yet, what signs! Cubism was
an attempt to write more than one thing at once. If we are to speak of its likeness to
verbal description, let us recognize that the kind of writing to which it bears com­
parison is to be found in Finnegan ’s Wake. Kahnweiler, therefore, keeps us away
from the point. Cubism is not exciting because it is able to give a highly trained eye
some shiver of pleasure at the artist’s manipulation of objects and planes, his abil­
ity' to provide us with a feeling of three-dimensionality in the dark: no, Cubism is
not a form of lovemaking with the lights out: Cubism is compelling because it is
eerie, resonant, and full of the uneasy recognition that time itself is being called
into question. For as we stare at the objects (call them the depths and creatures
and vistas of each complex in the canvas), we have stepped right out of our sense of
the present into that other, more mysterious tense of time which is best described as
time-other-than-the-present. That puts us into a landscape of the psyche where
past and future dwell, all of that inner world of night, dreams, memories, and
primitive forebodings. We become aware again that the past and the future have a
more profound relation to each other than to the present. The present is palpable,
but all we can feel about the past and the future is that they are elusive and curi­
ously related to each other in our dreams. So Cubism took painting out of the pres­
ent tense, that ubiquitous present tense which was the established time-frame of
Western art until the arrival of Cubism, that present tense which was frozen forever
into a two-dimensional canvas that gave die illusion of three dimensions. The pres­
ent tense was the here-and-now of the painted canvas, fixed forever. In the cen­
turies before photography, that was not a mean achievement. A moment in life had 

I
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been captured eternally (or for as long as the pigment would last) and that was a
bulwark against the dissolutions of mortality and memory7, of future and past. But
photography forced painting out of the present tense.

There is a famous story told by Femande of the bande a Picasso:

At a time when we were eager to experience new and different sensations . . .
we had gathered at Princet’s . . . taking hashish. Princet. Max. Apollinaire and
Picasso expanded in ways which revealed a great deal about them. Princet simply
wept about his wife, who had just left him: Apollinaire shouted with delight and
fantasized that he was in a brothel: Max Jacob, an old hand at these experiences.
sat in a comer beatifically happy, while Picasso, in a state of nervous ecstasy, hal­
lucinated that he had invented photography and might as well kill himself as he
had nothing left to learn. “He appeared to have had a revelation that one day he
would be prevented from developing. He would come to the end and find a wall
which would impede all progress. No longer would he be able to learn, or discover,
or understand, or penetrate litde by little into the secrets of an art which he wanted
to make new and fresh.”5

At the time, Picasso was in his Rose Period, and his paintings were already in
rebellion against the clarity7 of the present tense. Part of the indefinable appeal of
the Rose Period was the way it could invoke a brooding past and an uneasy future.
That night on hashish at Princet’s. the problem must have become apparent. One
had to find a wav to paint works that would embody past, present, and future all in
one: such ambition must have seemed as insubstantial as the hashish dream in
which he found himself.

To be explicit about the power of Cubism is to recognize how much it is con­
cerned with death and dissolution. We can remind ourselves one more time that
Picasso, at an early age, perceived die sign for die number seven as a nose upside­
down. One is tempted to argue diat Cubism grew out of the inside of the nose for,
indeed, its interior is often a cavernous, clotted, intricate web, full of bogs, stalac­
tites. stalagmites, filament-like hairs: in many Cubist canvases, the vision devel­
ops into a dream-like view of the inside of a torso or, equally, die maze of a city.
But then, can we recognize that our interior anatomy is a species of vertical city, a
hurly-burly of spatial relationships in a closed box!

We can certainly entertain the idea that much of the Cubism of 1910, 1911,
and 1912. consciously or unconsciously, is an exploration of deadi. Some of the
paintings, if we dare to entertain the vision, have the appearance of corpses, dieir
flesh in strips and tatters, organs open. As Apollinaire would write in 1912,
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“Picasso studies an object as a surgeon dissects a cadaver.”6 (See colorplate 31.)
If this thesis is horrific, it may still not be altogether unwarranted. Cubist paint­

ings are sinister: they do inspire us with uneasiness (and Picasso accomplishes this
effect much more often than Braque—indeed, it is one of the ways to tell the
painters apart). Picasso’s canvases usually look as if he is absolutely confident of
what he is seeing, is truly gazing into a great and often ominous depth, whereas
Braque, generally, seems merely to be searching, still searching. Of course in later
years, Picasso would say to an interviewer, “I do not search: I find!”7

What can be agreed upon is that Picasso was looking to paint stasis and
motion, growth and decomposition, the perceptions of infancy and the dissolutions
of death, and do them all at once and in each painting. So he was as much engaged
in capturing die whole as was Einstein devoted to his quest for a General Theory to
explain in one formula all of motion, space, time, gravity, and energy.

Picasso, as we have surmised, may not have been free of dyslexia. Higher
mathematics, in any case, was beyond him. How was he to deal with mathematical
symbols when even- bend in a line was, to him, an evocation of form?

Nonetheless, talk of the fourth dimension was not uncommon at the Bateau
La voir during the years from 1905 to 1910. Maurice Princet, who gave the famous
hashish party, was an actuary7 by profession but also a schooled mathematician.
He would speak to the bande a Picasso of the theories concerning relativity. Apol­
linaire, with his prodigious appetite for romantic new connections tiiat might con­
ceivably be cosmic, not only spoke of the fourth dimension as if it were a wonderful
new poet but he would write about it. Manolo, in 1930, would tell Josep Pia, “I
witnessed the birth of Cubism. If my memory does not fail me, Picasso used to talk
a lot then about the fourth dimension, and he carried around the mathematics
book of Henri Poincare.”8 Max Weber, who had a few conversations with Picasso
in 1908, would say in an article:

In plastic work I believe there is a fourth dimension which may be described as
a consciousness of a great and overwhelming sense of space-magnitude in all direc­
tions at one time . . . [italics mine] It exists outside and in the presence of objects,
it is the space that envelops a tree, a tower, a mountain, or any solid; or the inter­
vals between objects or volumes ... It arouses imagination and stirs emotion. It is
die immensity of all things.9

Apollinaire gives no more evidence than Max Weber of understanding the
fourth dimension, but he must certainly have enjoyed discussions of it in company 

zk
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with Picasso. Braque. Jacob. Princet, and Andre Salmon. In his book Les Peintres
Cubistes, published in 1913, he circumnavigates the matter:

Until now, the three dimensions of Euclid’s geometry were sufficient to the
restiveness felt by great artists yearning for the infinite . . . Today scholars no
longer limit themselves to the three dimensions of Euclid. The painters have been
led quite naturally, one might say by intuition, to preoccupy themselves with new
possibilities of spatial measurement which, in the language of the modem studios,
are designated by the term fourth dimension.

As it presents itself to the mind, from the plastic point of view, the fourth
dimension appears to be engendered by the three known dimensions: it represents
the immensity of space eternalizing itself in all directions at any given moment. It
is space itself, the dimension of the infinite: the fourth dimension endows objects
with plasticity'. . .

Finally, I must point out that the fourth dimension . . . has come to stand for
the aspirations and premonitions of the many young artists who contemplate
Egyptian, negro and oceanic sculptures, meditate on various scientific works, and-
live in anticipation of a sublime art.10

“Sublime art.” That was exactly what Apollinaire, as self-appointed impresario
of world culture, was looking to present: fourth dimension might be the phrase to
start the wheel and keep it rolling. Certainly, it could do no harm. The fourth
dimeijsion would accompany their efforts—an invisible orchestra of die scientific
cultures could offer its reverberation to their isolated artistic voices. So reasoned
Apollinaire. On their own. Cubists like Gleize and Metzinger were soon full of die-
ories concerning the fourth dimension and wrote polemics about its relation to dieir
work. Picasso was quick to repudiate them. He detested theory. Cubism was his
unvarnished embrace of the universe, and if the result he obtained made one
unable to distinguish a landscape from a slum tenement, and if both could invoke
a young girl on an autopsy table in Horta de Ebro, well, each painting was diere,
precisely, to exist as a universe full of teeming multitudes from different eras.

I
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T
wice a year. Braque had to give a couple of weeks to military service. With
the exception of these interruptions, he had stayed in Paris since Decem­
ber of 1910, and he and Picasso had gone back to their practice of close

collaboration. They would continue to do so until July of 1911, at which point
Picasso, absenting himself from Femande for the first time since the summer of
1907. decided to go to Ceret in the Midi, where his friend Manolo had settled
with his wife. Totote. Femande was planning to remain behind at their apart­
ment in Paris on boulevard de Clichy, but by early August, Picasso was begging
her to join him. “Yesterday, all day long, I didn’t get a letter from you, and this
morning I’m not waiting anymore, but hope this afternoon I’ll be more lucky . . .
I hope that in a very few days you will be here,” a charitable translation of the
French—“Yer de toute la journe, ” et cetera.’

She arrived, and so did Braque, and work progressed. In the next two weeks,
Picasso and Braque both painted at a great rate, and in stylistic compatibility
(see colorplates 32-35).

By the end of August, however, Picasso was full of anxiety. The theft of the
Mona Lisa from the Louvre may have seemed amusing when he first read about
it in the Paris newspapers that made their leisurely way down to Ceret, but soon
enough it began to seem less droll: by September 3, Picasso decided that the
episode was dangerous to his security, and he cut short his vacation: by Septem-
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ber 4, he and Femande were back in Paris and were met by Apollinaire, who
was in an acute state of concern.

There are several detailed sources for the events that now transpire, and the
most central is the thorough account provided by Francis Steegmuller in his book
on Apollinaire: then Femande’s recollection of the matter is also indispensable:
almost as much can be said for news clips from an enterprising daily, the Paris-
Journal, whose series of ironic stories about the theft was obviously written by a
journalist with literary7 qualifications and a gift for games.

First sample:

Wednesday, August 23.1911:

MONA LISA GONE FROM THE LOUVRE!
The Police. Late on the Scene, Surround the Museum—

Investigation Leads Nowhere—

Robber}', or Practical Joke?
... in the eyes of the public, even the uneducated, the Mona Lisa occupies a

privileged position that is not to be accounted for by its value alone. For many,
the Mona Lisa is the Louvre . . .

No wonder everyone was dumbfounded yesterday afternoon when the city
. . . suddenly heard the incredible news: “The Mona Lisa has disappeared! The
Mona Lisa has been stolen!”

In the Louvre, as is easily imaginable, there was considerable excitement,
indeed, near-panic ... A captain of the guards, suddenly noticing that the wall
space in the Salon Carre ordinarily occupied by the Mona Lisa was vacant, gave
the alarm. What had happened to the picture? . . .2

It was further reported that the prefect of police sent sixty inspectors and
more than a hundred gendarmes to the Louvre. The doors were locked, the gal­
leries were emptied of visitors, and a squad patrolled the roof to forestall any
plans the thief might have been considering to bring off an escape from there.

A day later, Apollinaire, who had been doing occasional pieces for another
newspaper, LTntransigeant, now published a column on his opinion of the theft:

The Mona Lisa was so beautiful that her perfection has come to be taken for
granted.

There are not many works of which this can be said . . .
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But what shall we say of “The guard that watches the gates of the
Louvre?” ...

' The pictures, even the smallest, are not padlocked to the walls, as they are in
most museums abroad. Furthermore, it is a fact that the guards have never been
drilled in how to rescue pictures in case of a fire.

The situation is one of carelessness, negligence, indifference . . .3

Steegmuller offers a continuing account:

That same day Paris-Journal [was] offering readers such assorted bits of
information as [that] the Louvre had recently received a postcard addressed to
“Mona Lisa, Louvre Museum: Paris.” and bearing as a message a “red-hot love
declaration, peppered with ‘I love you’s’ and ‘I adore you’s,’ ” leading certain
officials to wonder whether the theft might not be the work of an erotoniane.
During the days that followed, Paris-Journal kept its readers regularly amused in
this fashion. But Llntransigeant contained no more articles about the theft of
the Mona Lisa. Why was [Apollinaire] silent? Why had his first and only article
about it been so much duller than those in Paris-Journal? Praise of the Mona
Lisa's beauty comes oddly from the pen of Apollinaire, who had recently
[declared] at one of Paul Fort’s Tuesday evening poetry readings at the Closerie
des Lilas that “all museums should be destroyed because they paralyze the imag­
ination.”

The explanation is to be found in the personality and exploits of a young
Belgian named Gery Pieret, who had acted for a time ... as Apollinaire’s “sec­
retary”: [Pieret] appealed to Apollinaire’s fancy as a refugee from the establish­
ment: he had been a boxer and a stoker, [yet] Pieret’s Latin was excellent, and
his wit was diverting and original.

For example, one day [in 1907] he had said to Marie Laurencin, “Madame
Marie, this afternoon I am going to the Louvre: can I bring you anything you
need?” Given the question, everyone assumed he was offering to shop for Marie
in the Magasins du Louvre, a department store on the Rue de Rivoli often
referred to by Parisians as “the Louvre”; but that evening he turned up at Apol­
linaire’s apartment bearing two Iberian stone sculptured heads, which he glee­
fully announced had indeed come from the Louvre—the museum.

This coup must have aroused much mirth among the artistic revolutionaries
in Montmartre, and when Pieret announced that he was, as usual, in need of
cash, and offered the statues for sale, they were recommended to Picasso, who
bought them and who subsequently, with his usual flair, found a new inspiration
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in these antiquities from his native Spain. Indeed, in 1907 Picasso . . . was just
beginning Les Demoiselles d'Avignon and . . . anyone who looks at the Demoi­
selles can see Pieret's stolen heads—or at least their ears [my italics]—in the
two central figures/

detail from Les Demoiselles dAvignon Head of a Man. Iberian sculpture.
Cerro de los Santos. 5th-3rd century
B.C. Stone: S in. high

Femande’s version of this transaction between Pieret and Picasso makes a
point of exonerating the artist from any act of buying stolen artworks, but her
piety does not seem convincing. Pieret. as described, was in need of cash.

Gery [gave Picasso] two quite beautiful little stone heads, without revealing
where he had got them from. He only said that they should not be exhibited too
conspicuously. Picasso was enchanted, and he treasured these gifts and buried
them at the very back of a cupboard . . .5

However. Picasso’s behavior in September of 1911 is. at the least, a sure indi­
cation that he knows his Iberian heads were stolen. It is safe to assume that bv
the time Picasso read the news story of August 29. he was sharing Apollinaire’s
heavy7 foreboding that events in Paris were frightful—Gery Pieret had done it
again! Maybe he had even stolen the Mona Lisal

In fact, he hadn’t, but Pieret was certainly inserting himself into the
brouhaha.
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Paris-Journal. AUGUST 29. 1911:

A THIEF BRINGS US A STATUE STOLEN FROM THE LOUVRE
Yesterday morning’s mail brought a rather strange letter . . . “On the 7th of

May. 1911.1 stole a Phoenician statuette from one of the galleries of the Louvre. I
am holding it at your disposition, in return for the sum of francs ...”

Now, Paris-Journal, even though it has offered 50,000 francs to anyone who
would bring in the Mona Lisa, has never undertaken to ransom all the works of art
stolen from the Louvre.

Still . . . one of our reporters went to the appointed place at the appointed
time. There he met a voung man . . . between twenty’ and twenty-five, very well-
mannered, with a certain chic americain, whose face and look and behavior
bespoke at once a kind heart and a lack of scruple. This was “The Thief1—since so
he must be called.

The thief [showed] our reporter the object that he claimed to have taken from
the Louvre [and then] consented to put into writing, for Paris-Journal, the story of
his theft, which we herewith reproduce:6

It is fair to ask ourselves whether the thief s contribution to the newspaper was
written by Gery Pieret. His engaging prose style could also belong to the reporter
for the Paris-JoumaL Soon enough we will be able to pursue a few suspicions as to
the identity’ of the reporter. He may be a personage who has already appeared in
this book!

The thief s alleged account:

“It was in March. 1907, drat I entered the Louvre for the first time—a young
man widt time to kill and no money to spend ... It was about one o’clock . . . and
I found myself in a room filled with hieroglyphics and Egyptian statues . . . the
place impressed me profoundly because of die deep silence and the absence of any
human being. I walked dirough several adjoining rooms, [before] I suddenly real­
ized how easy it would be to pick up and take away almost any object of moderate
size.

“Being absolutely alone, and hearing no sounds whatever, I took the tune to
examine about fifty heads that were there, and I chose one of a woman . . . put
the statue under my arm, pulled up die collar of my overcoat with my left hand,
and calmly walked out, asking my way of a guard . . .

“I sold the statue to a Parisian painter friend of mine. He gave me a little
money—fifty francs, I think, which I lost the same night in a billiard parlor.

“ ‘What of it?11 said to myself. ‘All Phoenicia is there for the taking.’
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“The very next dav I took a man’s head ■with enormous ears—a detail that fas­
cinated me. And three days later a plaster fragment covered with hieroglyphs . . .

“Then I emigrated.
“I made a little money in Mexico, and decided to return to France and form an

art collection at very* little expense. Last May 7 I went to my Phoenician room, and
. . . took the head of a woman, and stuffed it into my trousers . . . Now one of my
colleagues has spoiled all my plans for a collection by making this hullabaloo in the
paintings department. I regret this exceedingly, since there is a strange, almost
voluptuous charm about stealing works of art, and I shall probably have to wait
several years before resuming my activities . . .”7

Steegmuller takes up the narrative:

The reporter from the Paris-Journal who had interviewed the thief took the
stolen head to the office of the newspaper . . . where it was examined by a Louvre
curator and identified as belonging to the museum’s collection not of Phoenicia.
but of Iberian antiquities. The curator confessed that the museum had not even
noticed its absence. “The person who turned the statuette over to us,” Paris-Jour­
nal concluded, “is requested to come to our office, where he will receive the sum of
money agreed upon. As for the statuette itself, our readers can see it on exhibition
today, in our window.”8

To bring a quick conclusion to our local mystery within the larger mystery, it
should now be stated that Andre Salmon was the art critic for Paris-Journal, and
the journalistic style of these pieces is in his vein. It is hard not to suppose that he
was the writer for Paris-Journal.

Next day the continuing news account took for its headline “FIRST RESTITU­
TION.” Steegmuller pursues the possibility':

Does the word “first” . . . hint that Andre Salmon . . . had already learned
from his friends Apollinaire and Picasso that the two heads stolen from the Louvre
in 1907 were still in existence, in Picasso’s possession, and that die frightened poet
and equally frightened painter had decided to return diose heads, too, via Paris-
Journal? 9

• Given the group friendship, there is reason to assume that Salmon had been
given a look more than once between 1907 and 1911 at Picasso’s Iberian heads.
Besides, Salmon would have seen a good deal of Pieret when he was secretary to
Apollinaire. Steegmuller even writes: “It is also possible that Pieret had not
approached Paris-Journal by letter . . . but through personal contact with Salmon.”10
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This seems likely. It was the kind of hoax
Salmon would enjoy. Moreover, in one of
several versions of these events that would be
offered later by Apollinaire, he does suggest
that one way to rid oneself of stolen art
objects is to use the press. He even brings in
Picasso, although he calls him “X.”

... I tried, long before 1911, still back in
1907 or 1908—to persuade X to give the
statues back to die Louvre, but ... he told
me that he had damaged the statues in an
attempt to discover certain secrets of the
classic yet barbaric art to which they
belonged. The method I had found for
returning them would have been perfectly
safe and honorable for him . . . We would
have suggested to the newspaper Le Matin
that it demonstrate publicly that the trea­
sures in the Louvre were poorly guarded—

Andre Salmon, c. 1907-12

by stealing first one statue (sensation!) and dien another (second sensation!). If
this had been done there would have been no trouble.11

Clear enough. If Apollinaire could return stolen artworks in this manner, then
Andre Salmon could certainly bring off the same project by acting as Apollinaire's
covert agent.

But we can continue widi Apollinaire’s account:

In 1911 the fellow who had stolen [the heads in 1907] turned up again. He
came to see me, arriving from America, his pockets full of money which he dien
proceeded to lose at the races. Penniless, he stole another statue. I had to help
him—he was down and out—so I took him into my flat and tried to get him to
return the statue: he refused, so I had to put him out, along with the statue. A few
days later the Mona Lisa was stolen. I thought, as the police later thought, that he
was die thief . . .

He was not, but he sold his statue to Paris-Journal, which returned it to the
Louvre. I went to see X, to tell him how unfortunate it was diat he had damaged
die other two heads, and in what a dangerous position this placed him. I found
him terrified. He confessed that he had bed to me, and dial the statues were intact.
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I told him to turn them in, under pledge of secrecy, to Paris-Journal, which he did.
Cran.de scandaleP2

' Here, Apollinaire’s story of the restitution is wholly at variance with Femande’s
account, and it is possible his memory (or even his recollection of which lies he
had already told) was playing him false: it is time to go along with Fernande’s rec­
ollection of how the two Iberian statues stolen by Pieret in 1907 were actually
returned.

Cran.de
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P
icasso and Apollinaire met quickly in Paris as soon as Picasso returned with
Femande from Ceret. Femande describes “a frightened and frantic Apolli­
naire . . . who told Picasso that he was . . . terrified that legal action might

be taken [and] added that Picasso was implicated too.”

I can see them both now: contrite children, stunned by fear and making plans to
flee the country. It was due to me that their despair just stopped short of really
drastic measures. They decided to stay in Paris and get rid of the compromising
objects immediately. But how could this be done?

Finally, after a hurried dinner and an interminable evening of waiting—for
they had made up their minds to go that night and tlirow the suitcase containing
the sculptures into the Seine—they left on foot at about midnight, carrying the
suitcase. They returned at two in the morning, absolutely dog-tired. They still had
the suitcase, and its contents.

They had wandered up and down, unable to hit on the propitious moment or
simply not daring to deliver themselves of their parcel. They thought they were
being followed. Their imaginations dreamed up a thousand possible occurrences,
each more fantastic than the last. Though I shared their alarm. I had observed
them closely earlier that evening. I am sure that without realizing it, they were see­
ing themselves as characters in a play: so much so that, though neither of them
knew the first thing about cards, they had, during the agonizing hours of waiting
for the fatefid moment when they were to leave for the Seine, pretended to play
cards, like gangsters.
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Tn the end Apollinaire spent the night at Picasso’s and went the next morning
to the offices of the Paris-JournaL, where he offered them the “undesirable works of
art,” on condition that their source be kept a secret.1

Whether her memon7 is correct and Apollinaire went in person or whether he
and Salmon, separately or together, composed a letter is not clear, but in any event,
neither of these courses of action would conflict with the next story in Paris-JournaL:

September 6, 1911: Yesterday our mail contained a letter [which] emanated from
the mysterious art-lover whose identity neither the sagacity’ of our fellow newspa­
permen nor the professional skill of the police has as yet been able to discover.

He asked us, of course’ to promise discretion, and offered to come in person in
the event that we cared to take the responsibility of returning the stolen statues to
the Louvre without involving him.

Naturally we accepted, our prime consideration being that our national col­
lections be complete.

A VISIT
At the appointed time, the mysterious visitor was announced. Our editor-in-

chief received him.
The statement by the possessor of the sculptures can be summed up in a few

• words:
An amateur artist, fairly well to do, liis greatest pleasure is in collecting works

of art.
The sculptures in question were offered to him a few years ago.
Seeing these examples of a rather crude artistic style, he had no idea that they

might have come from the Louvre, and attracted by the relatively low price asked
for them, he purchased them.

But recently his attention was drawn to the thief’s story as published in the
' Paris-JournaL, a story’ that has had wide repercussions . . . The thief’s mention of
two other objects quickly convinced him that he had them in liis collection.

His dismay is easy to imagine. At first he did not know how to proceed, and
then it occurred to him that he might have recourse to Paris-Journal.-

Before Salmon and Apollinaire even had time to celebrate their collective wit
and acumen, the police must have descended on the offices of Paris-JournaL. If
Salmon was indeed the reporter who had done the stories, that surely could have
been no well-kept secret at the newspaper, and his tale of meeting Pieret probably
did not hold up under questioning. Facing the threat of arrest, the editor must have 



Part X 7/6/95 1:26 PM Page 327

Portrait of Picasso as a Young Man 327

given Apollinaire’s name to the police. Or. perhaps, it was Salmon. If so, this would
seem an act of outsize treachery7: he was betraying the man who had written inspi­
rational verses for his wedding in 1909:

“I know that only those will remake the world
who are rooted in poetry'

Paris is decked out in flags because my friend
Andre Salmon is to be married here. ”3

While it is a dubious procedure to judge a man’s character by his politics, it
may be worth noting that Salmon would later be allied with the Vichy government
durins the Second World War. a move to the right which, given his decades as a
bohemian’s bohemian, suggests that Salmon had a larger dian normal share of the
need to preserve himself in preference to his friends. If the police succeeded in
pressing him to the point where he was obliged to choose between turning Apolli­
naire in or being accused himself of having stolen the statues, the question is
answered by7 the outcome: Apollinaire was quickly7 visited by die gendarmerie.

This news story7 is taken from Le Matin:

September 9,1911:
Judge Drioux arrests an art critic, M. Guillaume Apollinaire, in connection

with the Egyptian statuettes stolen from the Louvre
It was not without emotion and surprise that Paris learned last night of die

arrest made by die Surete in connection with die recent restitution of Phoenician
statuettes stolen from the Louvre in 1907. .

. The mere name of the person arrested is enough to account for this reaction.
He is M. Guillaume Kostrowsky [mc], known in literature and art as Guillaume
Apollinaire . . . audior of a book entitled L ’Heresiarque et Cie, which was a candi­
date for the last Prix Gon-court. . .

Such is the man who was arrested the night before last on the order of M. Dri­
oux, on the charge of "harboring a criminal.” What exactly are the charges against
him? Both the Public Prosecutor and the police are making a considerable mystery
of the affair.

• “Without endangering progress already made,” Le Matin was informed, “we
can say nothing except that we are on die trail of a gang of international thieves
who came to France for the purpose of despoiling our museums. M. Guillaume
Apollinaire committed die error of giving shelter to one of these criminals. Was he
aware of what he was doing? That is what we are to determine . . .
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BEFORE THE JUDGE
The interrogation of M. Apollinaire lasted well into the night . . . M. Drioux

informed him that anonymous denunciations had been received by the Public
Prosecutor’s office, stating that he had been in contact with the thief of the Phoeni­
cian statuettes, and also that he was a receiver of stolen goods, having recently
returned, via Paris-JoumaL two other busts belonging to the same collection.

On hearing these charges, M. Apollinaire protested vigorously, but shortly
admitted that he was acquainted with the person who had committed the robbery’.

“But,’1 he added, “there is nothing in law that forces me to reveal his name to
the authorities.”

“In that case,” replied-M. Drioux, “I charge you with complicity in harboring
a criminal.”

And the investigating magistrate immediately signed a warrant of arrest.
At that moment. M. Guillaume Apollinaire, aghast at the measure taken

against him, exclaimed:
“All I can tell you is that I knew the thief of the statuettes. He is a young Bel­

gian. I employed him as secretary for a few weeks. But when I learned that he was
a thief I discharged him. and took it on myself to return, via Paris-Journal, the
things he had stolen. What have I done wrong?”

And M. Apollinaire finally consented to reveal the name of his robber-secre­
tary*.

Nevertheless M. Drioux affirmed the warrant of arrest that he had just signed
and M. Apollinaire was forthwith placed in a cell . . ?

Steegmuller continues the scenario:

But the police persisted in believing, or in claiming to believe, that the van­
ished Gery Pieret belonged to an international band of crooks, whose purpose in
coming to France had been to strip the country’s museums, and who might have
taken the Mona Lisa: it was because of the possible knowledge of this gang that
Apollinaire was held for further questioning. Petitions protesting his arrest, signed
by many artists and writers, were delivered to the police and die investigating mag­
istrate.5

At this point Femande’s account is once again indispensable.

Hearing nothing from our friend we were worried, but we didn’t dare go and
see him. [A few days later,] at about seven o’clock, there was a ring at Picasso’s
door. As the maid had not come down yet, it was I who opened the door to a plain­
clothes policeman, who flashed his card, introduced himself, and summoned
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Picasso to follow him in order to appear before the examining magistrate at nine
o’clock.

Trembling. Picasso dressed with haste, and I had to help him as he was almost
out of his mind with fear.

The good-natured policeman was friendly, smiling, cunning, and insinuating,
and he did his best to make us talk: but Picasso was consumed by suspicion and
would say nothing. He arrived at the Prefecture of Police with the policeman, still
not understanding what was wanted of him. The bus between Pigalle and the
Halle-aux-Vins, in which he had to ride, was haunted for many a day by those
unfortunate memories.6

Femande, with her indefatigable nose for the reason underlying many a small
act of behavior, adds: "The detective was not allowed to take a taxi at his client’s
expense.”7

The scene that follows is painful to read:

Arriving at the police station after a long wait, Picasso was brought into the
chambers of the examining magistrate, where he saw Apollinaire, pale, undone,
unshaven, his collar tom, his shirt open, without a tie, skinny, smaller, a lamenta­
ble wreck and painful to look at. Arrested for two days, treated for a few days just
like a criminal, he had attested to everything they wanted. In his avowals, truth
was the least part. What wouldn't he have sworn in order to be allowed to rest?

Very upset by this, Picasso, trembling already, was lost. . . The scene that he
told me afterward is impossible to describe. He too would say whatever the inves­
tigators wanted him to declare. Besides, Guillaume had sworn to so many real and
false things that he had compromised his friend completely. Who wouldn't he have
compromised in his panic? It appears diat they both wept before die judge, who
turned out to be reasonably paternal, but could hardly keep a severe air before
their childish misery. Soon enough, some would begin to say that Picasso had
denied his friend. That he pretended not to know him.

This is completely false. He didn’t desert him. On die contrary! His friend­
ship for Apollinaire was manifest.

Picasso was not charged but was told to keep himself as a witness at the dis­
position of the investigation.

Apollinaire was sent to the La Sante prison, and only got out of it after several
days.8

Fernande is a touch evasive concerning the nature of Picasso’s loyalty to Apol­
linaire and she is altogether general about the poet’s exit from prison. He certainly
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had to undergo one more test of his battered wits.
It is hard to conceive that the following account was written by anyone but

Salmon and equally as difficult to trust that the dialogue is accurate:

Paris-Journal. SEPTEMBER 13, 1911:

RELEASE OF M. G. APOLLINAIRE

The Public Prosecutor realizes that the charges made against the author of
“L’Heresiarque et Cie” are without basis

'. . . M. Guillaume Apollinaire's bad dream is ended. Yesterday M. Drioux. the
investigating magistrate, finally . . . restored him to his mother and to his innu­
merable friends.

THE INTERROGATION

It was at three o’clock that Apollinaire, pushing through the crowd of reporters,
photographers, and friends from the worlds of journalism, letters, and the arts,
come to bring him the comfort of their sympathy, entered the magistrate’s office. A
policeman accompanied him. Apollinaire—we deplore this inadmissible harshness
on the part of the prison authorities—was handcuffed. Nor had the authorities
thought of providing a taxi for his trip from the Sante to the Palais de Justice—
taxis, apparently, are reserved for bigger game . . . Apollinaire is penniless: he had
stolen nothing, and fives solely by his pen.

Maitre Jose Thery was present to defend his client. . . and shook hands widi the
individual described by the Surete as “chief of an international gang come to France

' to despoil our museums.” Even in the Surete they write novels—ven’ bad ones!
Apollinaire replied candidly and with good grace to the magistrate’s questions

... “You admit that even diough you knew it was stolen, you kept that diird statue,
stolen in 1911, in your house from June 14 to August 21?”

“Certainly. It was in Pieret’s suitcase. I kept everytliing—die man, the suitcase,
and the statue in die suitcase. I assure you that I wasn’t very happy about it, but I
did not think that I was committing a serious sin.” . . .

“Such a degree of indulgence surprises me,” said M. Drioux, who had been fol­
lowing M. Apollinaire with interest.

“Here is part of my reason,” said M. Apollinaire. “Pieret is a litde bit of my
creation. He is very queer, very strange, and after studying liim I made him the
hero of one of the last short stories in my L’Heresiarque et Cie. So it would have
been a kind of literary ingratitude to let him starve . . .”’
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At the conclusion of the interrogation. Apollinaire’s lawyer petitioned that his
client be provisionally released, and M. Drioux consented. Apollinaire then wrote a
piece describing his journey from prison to court:

Paris-Joumal. September 14

MES PRISONS
by Guillaume Apollinaire

... At the Palais de Justice they locked me in one of the narrow, stinking cells of
the “Mousetrap." where I waited from eleven in the morning until three in the
afternoon, my face glued to die bars, to see who passed by in the corridor. Four
mortal hours: how they dragged! Eventually, the long wait ended, and a guard led
me. handcuffed, to the magistrate’s office.

What a surprise to find myself suddenly stared at like a strange beast! All at
once fifty cameras were aimed at me; the magnesium flashes gave a dramatic
aspect to this scene in which I was playing a role. I soon recognized a few friends
and acquaintances: I think that I must have laughed and wept at the same time . . .

There remains one obligation for me to fulfill: let me express here my thanks to
all the newspapers, all the writers, all the artists who have given me such touching
evidence of solidarity and esteem.

I hope that I may be forgiven for not yet having thanked each person sepa­
rately. But that will be done, by letter or by personal call. However, mere obser­
vance of the simple rules of politeness will not make me consider that I have paid
my debt of gratitude.10

There were more onerous costs as well, and Steegmuller takes note of them:

It was indeed commonly recounted in Apollinaire's circle that ... he had had
to experience the peculiarly bitter despair diat comes from the defection of a close
friend. Despite Femande Olivier’s loyal denial, the story gradually found its way
into print. The painter Albert Gleizes . . . wrote in 1946: “Guillaume had suffered
ven- much in the course of the interrogations that the investigating magistrate had
subjected him to. Especially in his affections. Didn’t one of his dearest friends denv
him when they were brought face to face, losing his head so completely as to
declare that he did not know him? Apollinaire spoke to me about this with bitter­
ness, and without hiding his dismay.”

In 1952 was printed Apollinaire’s version of the whole affair, written to a
friend in 1915. “They arrested me, thinking that I knew the whereabouts of the
Mona Lisa because I had had a ‘secretary’ who stole statues from the Louvre. I
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admitted having had the ‘secretary’ but refused to betray him: they grilled me and
threatened to search the homes of all persons close to me. Finally, in order to avoid
causing great trouble to my amie and to my mother and brother, I was compelled
to tell about X I did not describe his actual part in the affair. I merely said
that he had been taken advantage of, and that he had never known the antiquities
he had bought came from the Louvre. Next afternoon, confrontation with X ,
who denied knowing anything whatever about die affair. I thought I was lost, but
the investigating magistrate saw that I had done nothing wrong, and was simply
being victimized by die police because I refused to betray the fugitive to them, and
he authorized me to question die witness: and using the maieutics dear to Socrates
I quickly forced X to admit diat everything I had said was true.”11

Maieutics enables the interrogator to bring forth what is only latent in the sub­
ject's mind. Who but Apollinaire would have had the wit to use such a word? How
interesting it would be to have a transcript of these maieutics! Forty-eight years
after 1911, Picasso spoke at last of his part in the event. (The italics are mine.)

Paris-Presse, JUNE 20, 1959:

PICASSO NOW CONFESSES
Gilbert Prouteau is preparing an art fihn in which the great contemporary

painters will play diemselves. Last week he went to solicit the participation of
Picasso.

“I know you,” die Seigneur of Vauvenargues said to him. “You are the one
who taught me that there is such a thing as remorse, when I saw your film on Apol­
linaire last year. During the hour I spent watching it, I was thirty years old again.
And I think I shed a tear or tw’o . . .”

“■Memories, Maitre?”
“Yes, but not the kind you are thinking. I can admit it now'. I did not behave

very well with ‘Apo’ on one occasion. It was after die affair of die dieft of die Mona
Lisa. Guillaume had returned the picture in care of a newspaper, but despite that
precaution our litde group was being watched rather carefully. IVe wanted above
all to repeat our offense. IVe were at the age of the gratuitous act. Such childish­
ness amused us. and the idea of owning a series of little statues for a few days
delighted me. It w-asn’t robbery, just a good joke. No sooner said than done. But
this time the police were ready. I took fright and wanted to dirow' the package into
die Seine. ‘Apo’ was against it.

“ ‘They don’t belong to us,’ he said.
“And he got himself arrested. Naturally, they confronted us. I can see him
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there now. with his handcuffs and his look of a big. placid boy. He smiled at me as
I came in. but I made no sign.

“When the judge asked me: ‘Do you know this gentleman?’ I was suddenly
terribly frightened, and without knowing what I was saying. I answered: 'I have
never seen this man.’

“I saw Guillaume’s expression change. The blood ebbed from his face. I am
still ashamed. . . ”12

It is pure Picasso. Half-true and half-false. At work as always to support his
legend, he still must tell something of the truth. He wishes to be revered: he also
wishes to be understood.

Steegmuller provides a portrait of Apollinaire in the aftermath:

During the mondis that followed his provisional release. Apollinaire's life was
badly out of joint. . . nothing bites more savagely into the personality—especially
of a man whose position in society is
as equivocal as Apollinaire’s: bastard,
foreigner, writer of erotica, poet—than
first-hand evidence and public procla­
mation that society does indeed con­
sider one contemptible and
expendable. 'Monsieur Apollinaire,
vous etes une canaille!” one of the
police officials is said to have shouted
at him: and for someone of Apolli­
naire’s carefully built-up name and
personality this is to be made to trem­
ble on the brink of the abyss . . .
Someone who met him at this time
wrote that he was “depressed, consid­
ered himself deserted by all, irretriev­
ably ruined: he had been much
affected by his incarceration in the
Same and the unconcealed pleasure
that certain malicious fellow-writers
had taken in his plight.”13

To add to die difficulty’, he had only’
been given a provisional release from Guillaume Apollinaire, c. 1911
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incarceration. Provisional, in this context, was equal to probation. Any unhappy
episode in which he now figured could prove sufficient cause to have him. a for­
eigner, expelled from France.

In his memoirs, Andre Salmon also speaks of this period:

A man of his distinction could not help being bitter at the thought that he had
been questioned at length by a magistrate: it choked him—he was like a man who
had swallowed a fishbone. I called on him: he asked me to admire his monkey, a
fine specimen he had recently acquired. This tame macaque was merrily eating an
apple, playfully jumping from one piece of furniture to another. His master, prais­
ing its gentleness, observed: “You see, he doesn’t really have to stay in his cage.”
Some devil prompted me to’ reply: “Well, at least he can be provisionally released.”
Whereupon Picasso, who was present, grabbed the animal by its blue behind and
thrust it back into its cage. People sometimes react in strange ways.14



Part XI

he Decorator
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P
hotographs are dangerous as aids to understanding: They may tell us too
much. A temperament as subtle as Picasso’s can always present a new face
before too many hours have passed. All the same, some photographs seem to

insist on their integrity. Here, in 1912, the ravages of the encounter with the police
still seem visible. Consider the next two prints: Never has Picasso looked more like
(1) an immigrant and (2) a convict who ratted on a friend.

Can we take some measure of the woe? Groveling before the police, trembling
under the eyes of his mistress, suffering a whole reversion to the terrified young
boy who wept in terror every morning as he was dragged to school provide us with
some idea of the primal panic that still lived in frantic disarray beneath his ego. It
is disagreeable to think of how he is now obliged to see himself—a clown searching
for machismo who looks to fire his pistol at three in the morning through the roof
of a cab. Small wonder if his harlequins were sad. They knew how he would act in
a crisis.

Yes, to take a sounding on die depth of his woe, one would have to pass dirough
a failure of nerve as humiliating as his, and initiate a betrayal of friendsliip as dra­
matic. It is certain: A large part of Picasso will never feel respect for himself again.

The evidence is present in his work. Over die next sixty years, in all die incom­
parable immensity of his output, it is astonishing how few drawings, etchings,
sculptures, ceramics, and canvases are free of diat savage insight into ugliness that
virtually becomes his trademark. Even when he sets out to be charming or, worse,
cute, his work is often on the edge of the ugly. Small wonder. To him, after 1911,
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the world is ugly. Permanently. Never again will he be able to love himself so
purely as to write on a canvas. “I, the King.”

One can attempt to exculpate him. It may be said in his defense, and one might
make an equal brief for Apollinaire, that he was terrified of being deported from
France—a real fear considering the circumstances, and a real loss for each of them,
equal perhaps to the amputation of a limb. Beneath that heavy woe, however, was
even a more profound fear: There was so much they both wished to destroy in soci­
ety that of course they were petrified by a confrontation with the authorities. If
they believed that they were ready to blow up the works, what was going to restrain
the gendarmes from punishing them severely so soon as the authority understood
what was in their mind? To’make matters worse, they really knew nothing about
the functioning of die police and die courts: They could as well have been landing
on the moon. So, they broke down. They were weaker than they thought they
would be in a confrontation. It was an enormous burden they were supporting,
after all. Apollinaire was the impresario for a new world culture, as yet fashioned
only at the point of his pen, a culture full of light, love, irony, fantasy, conflagra­
tions, explosions, and the apotheosis of die exceptional. He was the leader of imag­
ination in all the palaces of poetry not yet erected by verse. . . Rooted in poetry'
we have rights over the words which make and unmake the world, ”1 he had written
in celebration of Andre Salmon’s wedding day in 1909.

And Picasso, in some deep part of himself, had to be near spiritual exhaustion.
He had managed to negotiate two major rites of passage—the Blue Period and
Cubism. Either one could have destroyed a less resolute artist—the first through
depression, the second by one mis-step on die precipices of mental breakdown—all
those options, choices, complexities of plane. He was hardly ready to stand nose-to-
nose •with the police. He had sallied forth so many times to explore the bastions of
Creation: now the watchdogs of the authority must have weighed upon him like
secret agents of that higher, more remote Authority whose secrets he had been
looking to expose.

For a long time Picasso and Apollinaire believed themselves to be followed.
Picasso only dared to go out in the evening by taxi. Sometimes he would even
change cabs several times to tlirow any people following him off the track ... I
believe Picasso has never forgiven me for seeing him so worried.2

The love of Pablo and Fernande—what was left of it—would not last another
eight months. Of course, it can also be said—was Fernande ready to forgive him? 
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Gertrude, via Alice, gives an account of a Saturday evening at the rue de Fleurus
when Femande started defending the pimps and criminals of Montmartre. Since
Gertrude was always superior to chronology, she would have been the last to be
able to date the episode, but if it occurred before this period, they would certainly
remember it now. and if it occurred after September of 1911. it speaks for itself:

Femande contended that the apaches were better than the artists and her forefin­
ger went up in the air. Picasso said, yes apaches of course have their universities.
artists do not. Femande got angry and shook him and said, you think you are
very witty but you are only stupid. He ruefully showed that she had shaken off a
button and she very angry said, and you, your only claim to distinction is that
you are a precocious child. Things were not in those days going any too well
between them . . 3

No matter the labors of reconstruction that his ego must undertake, he was
painting nonetheless every day. It would appear ironic that during these fall
months of 1911 Picasso is working better and more profoundly than at any time
since he embarked on Cubism, but then, he is not a genius for too little. He is
always professional—which is to say that he not only engages his art daily but can
excel in it on what is otherwise a very bad day. If his talent had become a justifi­
cation for each of the flaws in his person, all the more need to exercise it now.

That is easy to say. but not even a professional, lacking the active spirit of
genius, could work after such bombardment of the ego, private and public ego
both,-as was suffered in September of 1911. He had to know how his friends and
enemies were gossiping about him now, now that he had betrayed Apollinaire. Per­
haps one must look upon Picasso’s psyche as a species of tightly compartmented
ship: having received a gaping rip in the hold, it is quickly sealed off, the engines
remain protected, communications with the bridge are retained—an unwieldy
metaphor, to be certain, but let us recall: “Talking to die Pilot Is Forbidden!”

In fact, before the events of September, he had been working very well in Ceret
all summer of 1911. Problems he had been unable to solve through the fall and
winter of 1910-1911 were opening for him: The canvases of early summer were
excellent: so was the work, however, that came in die autumn of 1911. Spiritually,
he had suffered die equivalent of a stroke, but that had devastated a part of his
spirit not engaged with Cubism: he was, as we shall see, like a seriously wounded
man fixed on finishing a journey before his body gives out. Cubism was not a mat­
ter of separate inspirations for separate days—rather, it was the development of a
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new kind of vision. Thereby, the answer to a problem posed yesterday was likely to
become a new question that would have to be answered tomorrow: in Cubism, this
anticipation of advance was projected into the months ahead. We will do well to
conceive of the ongoing aesthetic process as not without analogy to an army
engaged in an offensive of long duration. Quartermaster is ordering up supplies
today that will probably not be needed for another six or eight weeks: so must
Picasso’s unconscious have been filled with trains of expectation, concepts for
future works partly developed, laid aside, picked up again. The damage to his
whole balance, if he had been too stricken to work, would have been vastly
greater—all those troops of ideas now idle and standing around in the rain. So, he
proceeded with his campaign—to produce great works of Cubism, and on they
come in this period from July of 1911 through the winter of 1912 and into the
spring, the masterpieces of Cubism (see colorplates 33-36). How else could he
make amends for his shame? How better?

A new mistress has become, however, very much an element in his work during
this winter of 1911-1912. Just when we are beginning to appreciate the dynamics
of his nature—or so we think!—he will present us with a new signature: He is,
when everything is at its worst, a magician: there is always one more surprise to be
drawn forth by those artful hands. So as we look at the masterful complexities of
Ma Jolie and The Architect’s Table, the oubliettes, cul-de-sacs, factory floors,
alleys, chutes, trapdoors, hallways, partitions, mirrors, stairways, tunnels, fences,
quarries, and streets—all diat symphonic urban cacophony of a Europe that does
not yet comprehend how much it is swelling up for war—we cannot be certain
whether these formidable canvases have been generating for months in the mills of
his conception and would have appeared no matter how, or whether they were
embellished with fresh life given him by the new mistress.

Odds are that these last few paintings would still be ours if Marcelle Humbert
had not entered his life. She will yet have her large influence upon him, but as we
shall see, her presence succeeds in bringing an end to Cubism as it hitherto existed.
It will be replaced by what has never clearly enough been seen as its antithesis—a
convulsive departure which Apollinaire, with his flamboyant love of labels, would
define as Synthetic Cubism, as opposed to the earlier Analytic Cubism. (He would
also come up with Rococo and Orpliic Cubism.) The new direction would indeed be
synthetic—the plastic gewgaws to be seen in the display windows of manv a cheap
mall store today are the wholly debased great-grandchildren of Syndietic Cubism,
but then, Synthetic Cubism is to Analytic Cubism as Formica to walnut. Picasso, as

A
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we shall see, was not only leaving Femande. but quitting his last ties to the Bateau
Lavoir and the life he had known in Paris since 1905.

Gertrude gives us a nice description of how, from her point of view, she saw it
all evolve. To follow her account, it is necessary to know that his new mistress was
still named Marcelle Humbert, was living with a sculptor named Marcoussis. and
had not yet been renamed Eva (not Eve), but then we know by now that Gertrude
will lose no sleep trying to set accounts straight!

Femande had at this time a new friend of whom she often spoke to me. This
was Eve who was living with Marcoussis. And one evening all four of them came to
the me de Fleurus. Pablo. Fetnande. Marcoussis and Eve. It was the only time we
ever saw Marcoussis until many many years later.

I could perfectly understand Femande’s liking for Eve. As I said Fernande's
great heroine was Evelyn Thaw, small and negative. Here was a little french Eve­
lyn Thaw, small and perfect.

Not long after this Picasso came one day and told Gertrude Stein that he had
decided to take an atelier in the me Ravignan. He could work better there. He
could not get back his old one but he took one on the lower floor. One day we went
to see him there. He was not in and Gertrude Stein as a joke left her visiting card.
In a few days we went again and Picasso was at work on a picture on which was
written ma jolie and at the lower comer painted in was Gertrude Stein’s visiting
card. As we went away Gertrude Stein said, Femande is certainly not ma jolie, I
wonder who it is. In a few days we knew. Pablo had gone off with Eve."*

That was in May of 1912. but the affair was probably begun as early as
November of 1911. two months after the fiasco with the Paris police, and was kept
more or less secret over the next half-year until Femande—we can conceive of how
whollv fraved was their relation by dien—decided to run off with an Italian painter
named Ubaldo Oppi. Picasso sent a quick note to Braque: “Fernande ditched me
for a Futurist. What am I going to do with the dog?”3

The letter is dated May 18, 1912, and the event brought forth his decision. He
would live with Eva. His letter went on to say that he was leaving Paris for a time,
and would Braque take care of his dog. Frika. for a short while?

Two days later, he is in Ceret and writes to Kahnweiler:

I’ve put Braque in charge of sending Frika down here. As for the other ani­
mals: the monkey and the cats will be taken care of by Madame Pichot. You, how­
ever, have to make up a package of the canvas that is now rolled up at the rue

341
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Ravignan and the panels and send them to me here (at Manolo’s address) . . .
Don't give my address to anyone for the time being.6

Next day. he writes to Kahnweiler to tell him that Eva is with him “and I am
quite happy. But say nothing to anyone. ”7 On May 24, he has prepared a list for
Kahnweiler:

You must also send me the paintbrushes that are at rue Ravignan, dirty and
clean ones both, and the stretchers that are also in the rue Ravignan. I will have
need of other things but I will write to you later or I will write to my paint supply
man. The palette from rue Ravignan you must also send me. It’s dirty, wrap it in
paper together with the stretchers and my letters and the numbers and the combs
for making/atir bois. Also send the paints from rue Ravignan and from boulevard
de Clichy—I’m going to tell you where they are and will give you the list. (Actually
I’m annoyed to have to trouble you with these stupidities.)

In the large armoire are the paints and also on the workshop table. Send me
the tubes you will find of white, ivory black, burnt sienna, emerald green. Veronese
green, ultramarine blue, ochre, umber, vermilion, cadmium dark or, better, cad­
mium yellow and I also have violet cobalt, Peruvian ochre, but I don’t know if one
writes it like that—the oils are on a table in a box.

I prefer to have all my oils here; I may only use the white, but it’s necessary’ to
have them all with me.8

By the next day, there is another letter. Now he needs linens and blankets and
his-yellow kimono. “I’ve more confidence in you than in myself.”9

On May 30, Wilbur Wright dies in Dayton, Ohio, just twelve days after the
rupture with Femande. The summer of 1912 becomes a period of transition in
which Picasso commits himself to the large move precisely from Cubism to Syn­
thetic Cubism, so he may even see Wright’s death as an omen to confirm the shift.
(No longer will his canvases be obliged to hover in die web of space.) It is not that
he and Braque cease working together—to the contrary’, die years from 1912 to
19)4 will have Braque producing as many innovations for die team as Picasso—
but their enterprise will move from die Faustian and the apocalyptic to the handy
and the familial. The detritus of small workshops—sawdust and metal filings—die
staples of lumber yards and hardware stores and paint shops—cheap enamels,
sheet metal, wood, cardboard, the stuff of medicine cabinets—razors, combs—are
some of die simple materials they use.10 Of course, by now diey have retreated from
die precipices of Cubism.
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The letters continue. Picasso may have sent out more messages in these weeks
than at any other time in his working life. His anxiety is enormous. He has gone to
Ceret because Manolo is there, but then, he had spent the previous summer there as
well: he knows it will be one of the first places Femande will think of. On June 12,
he informs Kahnweiler that he has had news from Paris—Femande is toying with
the idea of coming to Ceret with Germaine (Gargallo) Pichot. Or. at least, so he
has heard from Braque.

I am ven’ annoyed by all this, first of all because I would not wish my great
love for Marcelle to suffer in any way from any episodes they might cause me. and
neither would I want her to -have to run afoul of them in any stupid way: and
besides, it's important for me to have peace in order to work. I've had a real need
of that for a long time. Marcelle is very nice, and I love her ven much and I will
write this on my paintings. Apart from all that. I am working hard, and have done
more than a few drawings and have begun 8 paintings. I believe that my painting

204tk

Eva Gouel (Marcelle Humbert), Paris. Eva Gouel in Avignon. summer 1914
c. 1911.
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has been gaining in robustness and clarity but we will see and you will see ... I
need more security . .. Supposing that you meet Femande. tell her to expect noth­
ing from me. I would be more than happy never to see her again ...”

On June 19, he tells Kahnweiler that it is definite—Femande is on her way to
Ceret. Complaining about his need for peace, he decides to leave—he will find a
new place.12

On June 20, he writes to Kahnweiler that he is leaving for Perpignan. . .
don’t tell ANYONE, ANYONE AT ALL where I shall be... ”13 By June 23, he has
made a move to Avignon, where he has found a small villa with a small garden.
Then, on June 25, he writes again to mention that of all the foul luck, he has
encountered some people he knew in Montmartre. He moves again. On June 26, he
writes from Sorgues, near Avignon: he is now renting a mean and grim little cottage
in a charmless village, but at least no one will know him there: “Tell Braque that
Tm writing to him, BUT DO NOT GIVE MY ADDRESS TO ANYONE.

The anxiety continues, and he goes into considerable detail about his easel in
the rue Ravignan, to which he is naturally “very attached,” and his sculpture
turntable. Concerned that Femande will appropriate them, he asks Kahnweiler to
request Braque to keep them.10

By July 4, he reassures Kahnweiler: “If I weren’t so aggravated, I wouldn’t
work badly here, the fight is beautiful and I can paint outside in the garden.” But,
safe in Sorgues, anxiety consumes him still. He cries out that he needs peace and
Kahnweiler must tell Manolo to be careful and tell no one, no one, where he is.16

The reason for the sudden move and the attendant anxiety7 is Femande. Tired
of her affair with Oppi, she has gone back to the apartment on boulevard de Clichy
to discover (in all the emptiness of a fling that has fallen to earth) that Picasso is
gone! She soon leaves for Ceret.

Patrick O’Brian carries it a little further:

. . . the Pichots arrived, and with them Fernande. Ramon Pichot took Fer-
nande’s side; there were scenes between the women; life was impossible. Before

. the end of May [O’Brian is in error—die date was June 21], Picasso and Eva fled
... to Sorgues-sur-l’Ouveze ...17

The question is very much in order: Why is Pablo so afraid of Fernande? The
assumption must be that he is not altogether ready to leave her for Eva, who is. by
general accounts, small, sweet, superficially submissive, orderly, thrifty, and
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devoted to Picasso. Femande, with all her social disproportions, is nonetheless a
commanding presence by now in social gatherings (Gertrude is always describing
Femande as making a point in discussion by raising one forceful forefinger toward
the sky) and. as we know, beautiful. Picasso is interested in social status—it could
be his dirt}* little secret. While obviously his snobbery can never be matched against
his preoccupation with work, it is nonetheless there, weighing on him if he is
secretly a bit ashamed of his new woman.

There is no overt evidence he is: it is just that he piles up too much evidence to
the contrary. He writes “Ma Jolie” into his canvas, taken from the song, “0 Manon,
ma jolie, mon coeur te dit bonjpur, ” and makes certain once he and Eva are living
together that everyone will know who Ma Jolie is. Other canvases in Synthetic
Cubism will have “Jolie Eva” inserted, or “J’aime Eva,” or even “Pablo-Eva”; he
makes a large point of telling Kahnweiler (and others soon enough, we will assume)
that “/ love her very' much and will write her name on my pictures. ”18 Every one of
his protestations is an enhancement of her importance, and all the while he does
not wish to see Femande. He can, of course, not forgive her for Ubaldo Oppi. She
can have an apache, a circus roustabout, a crazy pick-up—we do not know what
kind of affairs she had—she is discreet in her memoirs—but this we can probably
affirm: The one variety of infidelity for which he will not be quick to forgive her is
a serious escapade with a fellow painter. Probably, she is still attractive to him.
Gertrude offers a characteristic summary of the summer and an apergu or two on
the aftermath:

Tliis was in the spring. They all had die habit of going to Ceret near Perpignan
for the summer [and] Femande was diere with the Pichots and Eve was there with
Pablo. There were some redoubtable battles and then everybody came back to
Paris.

One evening, we too had come back, Picasso came in. He and Gertrude Stein
had a long talk alone. It was Pablo, she said when she came in from having bade
him goodbye, and he said a marvellous tiling about Fernande, he said her beauty
always held him but he could not stand any of her little ways. She furdier added
that Pablo and Eve were now settled on the boulevard Raspail and we would go
and see them to-morrow.

In the meanwhile Gertrude Stein had received a letter from Fernande, very
dignified, written with die reticence of a frenchwoman. She said diat she wished to
tell Gertrude Stein that she understood perfectly that the friendship had always
been with Pablo and that although Gertrude had always shown her every mark of
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sympathy and affection now that she and Pablo were separated, it was naturally
impossible that in the future there should be any intercourse between them because
the friendship having been with Pablo there could of course be no question of a
choice. That she would always remember their intercourse with pleasure and that
she would permit herself, if ever she were in need, to throw herself upon Gertrude s
generosity.

And so Picasso left Montmartre never to return.19

The two photographs of Eva that have survived do not tell us enough. There
she is, nearly invisible, decent, fussy, delicate. She kept house for Picasso, and very
well, at 242 boulevard Raspail and later on the rue Schoelcher, also in Montpar­
nasse. She had an eye for business: she could spot patrons who were going to buy
paintings rather than those who were there merely to take a look. She encouraged
him every step of his way into Synthetic Cubism and all but hectored him to bring
color back to his palette. In the four years before she died, his paintings would
command better prices every year, and she worked closely with Kahnweiler and
was on the best of terms with Gertrude and Alice.

Until she became ill with an incurable cancer (she would die by the end of
1915), Picasso seems to have lived in domestic peace, and there is no record of
relations between Eva and Pablo ever turning as bad as Germaine Gargallo Pichot
and Ramon Pichot promised they would in the terrible encounter at Ceret in the
summer of 1912. Ramon told Picasso

he was glad in a way that his old friend had found a woman who looked like Maria
[Picasso’s mother], small and dark and passionate, as opposed to the tall and red-
haired girls he had had until now—‘at last he has stopped fucking his father’—
but warned that Eva had a notoriously bad temper and was as tough as old boots.
Germaine herself was less than kind: Eva was as false as her teeth, and such a liar
that she had convinced herself diat her dentures were real. She was small, but pure
poison all through.20

If these qualities had been evident during her years with Marcoussis, well, it
was also true that die sculptor used to beat her. Picasso by Eva’s account adored
her and she adored him. Picasso, she told her friends, liked to wake up about half
past ten in the morning. As Eva confided, he would

sit up in bed in his blue and white striped pyjamas to drink the coffee [she]
brought him. They would exchange endearments, and she would tell him what she
had in mind to prepare for lunch that day: the room was always neat and tidy, the
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bed linen spodess, the silk brocade curtains tied back to show the bright, white
net which covered the windows discreedy. Even when the bed became the scene of
their theatrical sexual activity, she told her friends that Picasso was always very
gende. To look at him. she used to say. you would think he would be violent, but
he is really like a lamb. Unlike Marcoussis, he never struck her.

The rest of their home on the Boulevard Raspail had the same sort of atmos­
phere. The cushions were always plumped up on the English armchairs and the
French furniture in the dining room was dusted and polished every7 day. The cats
and dogs knew dreir place, too. and looked like part of die decor. Picasso’s studio
was the exception to all die rules, but even there he had a litde table on which tea
was served in a flowered tea set. During die spring of 1913 Eva found a new home
for them in the Rue Schoelcher (no. 5 bis}. She liked it because it was even more
peaceful and she could look out of the windows at the tombs in Montparnasse
cemetery7. Here the studio was bigger and had better light, and though die flat -was
farther away from his favourite bars and cafes, Picasso accepted the move without
protest.

Picasso’s healdi certainly improved under this tender loving care, and diose
of his friends who had had doubts about the dismissal of Femande were reassured.
As a tangible sign of their approval, the new couple was invited to Ceret for the
summer; Germaine Pichot, who had led die “opposition” the previous year, was
asked to stay away.21
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n April of 1912. Picasso had taken a trip to Le Havre with Braque, and on his
return he painted a canvas, Souvenir du Havre, which—full surprise!—had
color, and Braque, studying the canvas, made a famous remark: “ ‘The

weapons,’ said Braque, ‘have changed.’5,1 (See colorplates 37 and 38.)
Indeed, they had. Cubism used dull green and ochre shadings of gray: to some

it seemed as impersonal as the old layout of The New York Times. If the results
were luminous, evocative, ambiguous, and all but anonymous, Picasso and Braque
were not being painterly but spatial, priests of high space.

Color, however, was immediate, personal, emotional, individual. One could not
explore new laws of form and space and use lively pigment at will. Dark blue
speaks of hollows in a landscape, and red. like fire, draws the eye: yellow is daz­
zling: bright green pulls one’s vision into panorama. It was all but impossible to
approach some universal language of form as it coalesced into other forms if color
was there to intervene. Conceive of a high-tech surgical operation in a wholly ster­
ile room that now is flooded with odors of cooking fat, garlic, and onions—such
was the effect of color on Analytic Cubism.

. The answer was to take up color at the cost of relinquishing the apocalyptic
search implicit in analytic Cubism. Away with the monastery’! Picasso would soon
flatten his compositions, give up on dizzying penetrations into depth and please
the onlooker with a lovely sensuous palette.

Of course, there had been earlier attempts to introduce color. Life was a taste-
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less gruel without it, and up in the high altitudes of Analytic Cubism, a sense of
dread was there with every breath. As a manifest of such states, there had even
been a period when their canvases were signed only on the back or were not signed
at all. If Picasso and Braque were ready to change the history of art, they were also
tempted to keep their presence faceless. Since they were ready to dare everything.
it was crucial, to the degree that they were high priests, that they display no petty'
vanity, no thoughts of self-aggrandizement.

It was a quest that transcended ego and personal ambition, and to underline
that what they sought was “pure truth without pretension, tricks or malice.” they
signed their canvases only on die back to preserve an anonymity uncontaminated
by die tinge of personal glory’. “Picasso and I,” Braque said, “were engaged in what
we felt was a search for the anonymous personality. We were inclined to efface our
own personalities in order to find originality. Thus it often happened that ama­
teurs mistook Picasso’s painting for mine and mine for Picasso’s. This was a mat­
ter of indifference to us, because we were primarily interested in our work and in
the new problem it presented.2

William Rubin points up the moment of transition:

In time, however, Braque came to feel diat “without ‘tics,’ with recognizable traces
of the individual personality, no revelation was possible.”3

They had been dealing with death and decomposition, with motion through
time, with modem city uproar—transcendentalism and near-chaos had no need of
a signature until it did. But then it did. Anonymity7 was growing cold. Life was
becoming too cold.

If Picasso had had a bellyful of Femande’s final lack of respect for him as a
man and as an innovator, so had he also had enough of living on the gray rations of
an art so elevated it was for practical living purposes a dire theology. Nonetheless,
it died hard. Tw’o of the greatest works of Cubism (with just a hint of color) come
forth as terminal expressions even as he has already started in the new direction
(see colorplates 39 and 40).

Back in Paris, living with Eva on boulevard Raspail in Montparnasse, he went
over completely7 to Synthetic Cubism. People would no longer have to grapple with
the enigma: Is Picasso a genius or a hoax? Now, he is a painter again, decorative,
agreeable, charming, literally7 avoiding the obscure. If Cubism produced some of
the most complex contents ever to be placed on a canvas, Synthetic Cubism
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livened up the walls in a fashion that still puts interior decorators to shame. Where
the tension for Picasso in the first years of Cubism had been to create organisms
free of magnitude and of character (that is, not clearly figures, still-lifes, sky­
scrapers, or landscapes) yet wholly there—creatures of great magnitude and com­
plexity—Synthetic Cubism reined in such ambitions and reduced Cubism to
decor. It was splendid stuff and would literally affect the tones and style of con­
temporary decorators more pervasively than any other movement in art, but it
was no longer profound. Discipline, austerity, and depression gave way to fun,
games, tricks, stunts, paradoxes. From 1912 on, his hand enjoys itself, cashes in
(see colorplates 41-44).

One can wonder if Cubism has disappeared altogether. Did the pilot to whom
we were forbidden to speak decide to jettison his cargo? Of course not. Not entirely.
Picasso never relinquished a skill, facility, technique, idea, or research. If he had
been roped to Braque on high rock walls until the attrition of the effort brought
them down, echoes of Cubism still appear in the work, and it is difficult not to
enjoy those hints of return (see colorplates 45-46).

Even in this period, when he is determined to repudiate the past—which is to
say, be able now to enjoy himself—there is one work which stands as a monumen­
tal‘bridge between Cubism and die prodigiously ugly and frighteningly insightful
portraits he will draw of the women with whom he will live for the next sixty years.
Femande could hardly forgive him for die unsparing vision he developed as to how
she would probably look to him in old age: Femande had, however, litde to com­
plain about compared to the way Picasso painted Eva in autumn of 1913, at a time
when he may have already known diat she was not in good health (colorplate 47).

It is possible, of course, that Eva, renowned for her shrewdness, was wise
enough to keep die information from her beloved, but dien Picasso, widi his far-
reaching instinct and periodic revulsion against all things pretty and acceptable or
too universally admired, may have begun to feel, now diat all his friends were com­
ing around to accept her. that Eva was becoming too universally admired. More­
over, his father had died in May. He probably divined all that was diseased in her
body and spirit.

Even Roland Penrose who, next to Paul Eluard, is Picasso’s most unabashed
epigone, shows himself troubled by the canvas:

During die winter of 1913-14 Picasso produced one of diose works which in
later years stand out among other paintings of the period as being prophetic of
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trends of development.. . The picture has had several tides but is usually known as
the Woman in a Chemise. I once had the good fortune to have it lent to me for some
months after it had been acclaimed by the surrealists and shown in their exhibition
in London in 1936 as a splendid and powerful example of fantastic art. It was in
fact so powerful that a friend to whom I had lent my house for a month during its
visit complained that it gave her nightmares and endangered the future of her
expected child. I also was deeply moved by it. The references to reality are direct
and highly sensual. In describing this picture after he had known it twenty years.
Paul Eluard wrote: uThe enormous sculptured mass of the woman in her chair, the
head big like that of the Sphinx, the breasts nailed to her chest, contrast wonder­
fully . . . widi the fine measure in the features of die face, the waving hair, the deli­
cious armpit, the lean ribs, the vaporous petticoat, the soft and comfortable chair.
the daily paper.” New and disquieting relationships between abstraction and sen­
suality, between die sublime and the banal, between stark geometric shapes and
allusions to organic reactions are brought into being. I have not only been moved by
the familiar flesh pinks, greys and purples of diis great female nude, by the envelop­
ing arms of the chair which embrace and protect the seated figure, not only loved
the cavernous depths that surround die strong central pillar round which is built the
enveloping egg-like, womb-like aura of her body and its culmination in the cascade
of dark hair which seems at times to transform die upper part of the picture into a
landscape by the sea, but also I have been haunted by those pegged-on breasts
hanging like the teeth of a sperm whale strung on die necklace of a Fijian king,
germinating sensations of tenderness, admiration and cruelty*.

Widi masterly authority’ of line and composition, the erotic content of diis pic­
ture. which is almost unbearable in the completeness of its implications, becomes
laden widi poetic metaphor. The act of creation is situated in one symbolic seated
figure surrounded by the newspaper, the armchair and die linen of our everyday
existence. The dream and reality meet in the same monumental statement.4

Enough! The beast hidden within Cubism has at last emerged. It is one of his
first masterpieces of ugliness. And it anticipates die horrible mondis he would expe­
rience in 1915 when Eva was dying in a hospital and he had to make die trip back
and forth every day in the Metro to visit her at a time when much of his love had
lessened. How he saw her oncoming illness in this cruel portrait!

Arianna Stassinopoulos Huffington offers a good description of Picasso’s
actions as Eva was dying in 1915.

When it became impossible even for the determined Eva to hide from him the
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nature of her sickness. Picasso, terrified of catching it. often fled their apartment
and spent hours working in his storeroom at the Bateau Lavoir.

By fall, Eva had to be hospitalized in a clinic in Auteuil, a suburb on the other
side of town. Picasso was living alone for the first time in years. He went to the
clinic every day, but he needed someone to console him during the long, lonely
nights. He found that someone in Gaby Lespinasse, a beautiful twenty-seven-year-
old Parisian who was liis neighbor at the boulevard Raspail . . . Between seeing
Gaby and the long Metro journeys back and forth to visit Eva at die clinic, there
was less and less time for work.5

His letters and notes to her are reminiscent of epistles in other seasons with
other recipients:

“. . . Gaby my love my angel I love you my darling and I think only of you I don’t
want you to be sad To take your mind off things look at the little dining room I will
be so happy witli you . . . you know how much I love you . . . Till tomorrow my
love it is very late at night widi all my heart Picasso.”6

Gertrude, who never knew about Gaby Lespinasse, nonetheless has her bit to add:

During our absence Eve had died and Picasso was now living in a little home in
Montrouge. We went out to see him. He had a marvellous rose pink silk counter­
pane on his bed. Where did that come from Pablo, asked Gertrude Stein. Ah ga,

• said Picasso with much satisfaction, that is a lady. It was a well known cliilean soci­
ety woman who had given it to him. It was a marvel. He was very cheerful. He was
constantly coming to the house, bringing Paquerette a girl who was very nice or
Irene a very lovely woman w’ho came from die mountains and w'auted to be free.7

If he was a monster, we have no alternative but to accept him. We ought to
know' that violence and creativity all too often connect themselves inextricably.
Indeed, how can they not when some of die most creative moments in early child­
hood are interrupted by adults—concern for one’s safety, or one’s deportment, are
alw'ays grounds for interruption—and so in maturity, love is frequently follow'ed by
hate, and creation by destruction. So w'ere Picasso’s illimitable powers of insight
locked into a powerfully negative view' of die permanence of all tender sentiments; if
this grew' worse as he grew' older, well, he was not only the genius of us all, but a
prisoner in the structure of his character. If no painter ever remained as free in his
imagination for as many decades, so may no other artist have been as doomed to
relive his obsessions through all of ninety-one years of life. The hand and the eye
never cease collaborating; die eye stares into all die dungeons of the human spirit 

I
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while the hand is forever ready to capture what is worst in the spirit of each beloved.
It may be worth taking a quick look at a few of the most beautiful and the most

hideous visions he would produce of his first wife. Olga, his mistress Dora Maar.

Olga Picasso. 1917. Pencil Nude in an Armchair (Olga). May 5.
1929. Oil on canvas. 77 x 51 in.

Portrait of Dora Maar. January 27. 1937. Pencil
sketch-on paper. 12 x 16 in.

Study  for Guernica (Dora Maar).
June 13. 1937. Black pencil and
colored pencil on paper, 11 x 14 in.
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His second and last wife. Jacqueline, is treated worst of all.

Detail of Jacqueline aux Fleurs. 1954. Oil on
canvas. 39 x 32 in.

La Pisseuse. April 16. 1965. Oil on canvas.
76 x 3S in.

I
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Even his mistress Marie-Therese Walter, with whom he would not only have
a daughter, Maya, but a relation that lasted from 1928 for twenty years and more—
Marie-Therese. die most concupiscent and voluptuous of his women—is portrayed with
a fair and a dark psyche (each widi two sides, for diat matter) in his classic Girl before
a Mirror.

Girl Before a Mirror. Boisgeloup. March 1932. Oil on canvas.
Gt x 51 in.

Women obsessed him as die last available manifestation of diat Creator whose
secrets he had hoped to capture quickly in the Cubist years. At die end. at die age of
ninety, in a last half-humorous, half-desperate attempt to get one last glimpse of
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what the Creation is all about, he attacks it in drawing after drawing, hairier the
hole and prettier the face, the more he is entertained by his own explorations. No
man ever loved and hated women more.

Others Nu. 1971. colored ink on
cardboard or pencil on cardboard top left:
9 x 11 in.: top right: 12 x 9 in.: bottom
left: 12 x 9 in. .\u (bottom right), 1971.
Pencil sketch on cardboard 11x8 in.
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With it all, he never deluded himself. He had gambled on his ability to reach
into mysteries of existence that no one else had even perceived, and he had suc­
ceeded often enough to supply his work with energy for seventy-five hardworking
years as a painter (if we take no more than the measure from sixteen to ninety-one).
Yet, he had done it with a whole disregard for the niceties of human responsibility.

In the last summer of Eva’s life, when he was beginning his fling with Gaby
Lespinasse, he would paint a boulevardier flanked by small black zones of death, yet in
a mighty gay mood (see colorplate 48).

Fifty-seven years later, in the last summer of his own life, all the prices soon to
be paid, he stares into the terror of his oncoming death and sees the ghost of Font-
devila protruding from his own cheekbone. It is as if he is saying that he, Picasso,
will die as a man in the only way he knows how—by drawing himself right into the
center of the confrontation he will soon face.
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Head (all four). 1972. Top left: gouache. 26 x 20 in top right: colored pencils, pencils
26 x 20 in. bottom left: pencil. 26 x 20 in.: bottom right: pencil. 26 x 20 in.
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W
e could end here, but then what of Apollinaire? Or Max Jacob? Or
Georges Braque? Or Femande? Can we take leave of such people with no
knowledge of what happened to them? Curiosity also has a few rights.

Let us start then with Max Jacob. If, in the page behind us, we have been con­
templating death, Max can appear comfortably. Faithful to his love for Picasso,
there was onlv One he loved more. And drugs brought Him near. Not even the
death of Wiegels was going to wean Max from opium or ether. Go rather in the
other direction: Shortly after Picasso and Femande moved to boulevard de Clichy
in 1909, Max had a dramatic conversion during the night of October 7. It occurred
not long after he had come home from a scholarly day in the Bibliotheque
Nationale.

“I was hunting for my slippers,” he said, “and when I lifted my head, there
was someone on the wall. There was someone! There was someone on the crimson
wallpaper. My chair fell to the ground, a flash of lightning had left me naked. Oh,
immortal moment! Oh, truth! Truth, tears of truth! Joy of truth! Unforgettable
truth! The heavenly body was there on the wall of my poor room. Why, oh Lord?
Oh, forgive me! He was there in a landscape I had painted myself, but it was He!
What beaut}-, elegance, and gentleness! His shoulders, his movements! He wore a
robe of yellow silk, with blue embroidery.”1

It is, of course, not enough to be present at a vision. One must convince the
authorities that one has the character to deserve such a blessing.
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Partly because of the melodrama inherent in his religious expression and
partlv because of his dissolute lifestyle, the priests he appealed to. even those spe­
cializing in the conversion of Jews, were reluctant to receive him. So Max read all
the sacred books, prayed in most of the churches of Paris and waited. The priests
hesitated to accept the truth of his conversion, and his friends were inclined to
ascribe it to the consumption of ether and his propensity for drama and exhibi­
tionism.2

His friends were not necessarily all that unfeeling. Femande gives a thorough
description of living close to Max in the years from 1909 to 1911.

Pablo came back from Max’s place very worried. He found Max, standing but
so sick that he convinced him to He down. Since he couldn’t stay with him. he
asked the concierge to watch over him in order that he doesn’t lack for care, and to
let us know’ if he gets worse . . .

Should we call a doctor? He would shrug his shoulders and prescribe detoxifi­
cation. Max is half poisoned. How can he resist the noxiousness of all the drugs he
takes in order to sharpen, or so he pretends to himself, his oracular faculties? He
has found, in divination, not only a means of earning some money, but it also sat­
isfies his occult needs, w’hich to him are necessary’ in order to engage in life and
interest in others . . . His artificial paradises take place in his dark room, without
air, impregnated with pestilential odors that rise from the court. When he opens his

’ only window, these emanations choke one’s tliroat as soon as they enter into this
hole where madness dw’ells with the desires, the dreams, tire extravagance and the
material poverty of Max Jacob.

Odors of gasoline, vapors of ether, cooking, stale cigarette smoke, mustiness.
the odors of chamber pots, all overlapping and remaining in the narrow’ court
under his window.

But must one be sorry for Max? He immerses himself in this idea he has of
himself as a poet maudit, he accepts his sordid life [and] we are well aw’are of the
uselessness of efforts to bring him back to a more objective reality, which would,
without doubt, heal him, but would also leave him tragically disenchanted with
life.

Besides, Picasso as the first of liis friends . . . laughs indulgently before his
worst extravagances. That encourages Max further. As for myself, w'hen he is with­
out money, don’t I injure him by handing him a few' francs that I’ve hidden away?
He suffers so much from the absence of ether. He suffers like others suffer from an

. abscess, from a fierce toothache, from misery of love—oh, he suffers simply. He’s
unhappy. One can only have pity.
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The day after, when he’s stretched out in the gutter of die me Ravignan. drunk
on ether, without self-awareness, I swear to myself that I will never let him catch
me like that again, but later, his air of pain . . . How can one bear that?

Picasso has brought Max here. It is necessary to take care of him because he's
really incapable of resting alone, and widi us, at least, he will be in bed and will
find liis needs taken care of. But what a difficult sickness to take care of. despite his
weakness! He is in a nervous state that he cannot get out of. I get angry with him
often enough, and I chase him and throw anything at him that's handy. The next
day, I . . . surround him with love. However, because of my outbreaks. I appear
ven’ uncouth. Anger takes over my timidity. I detest treachery. I comprehend die
brutality of deeds better than the wickedness of spirit.3

After Picasso and Femande separate, Max
remains loyal to her for some time, and solicits
Apollinaire in his capacity as one-time
employee in a bank to advise Femande on what
to do with the small amount of money she is
able to raise by selling the few drawings that
Picasso has given her.

Max’s first loyalty, however, is to love: he
cannot be without Picasso. So he now admires
Eva as once he admired Femande. A year after
the separation in May of 1912, Max is living
with Pablo and Eva in Ceret and sends a letter
to Kahnweiler:

I will not try to depict the sites diat you
know, nor our life together which you will
divine for yourself.

I get up at six A.M. And produce a prose­
poem to get me going. At eight, Mr. Picasso
in a dark blue robe or in a simple clodi robe
brings me a phospho-chocolate in company

Max Jacob, 191-f

with a heavy and tender croissant. He casts an indulgent eye on my work and goes
away swifdy . . . One can only know one’s friends after having lived with them.
Every day I learn to admire the true grandeur of character of Mr. Picasso, the pro­
found originality of his tastes, the delicacy of liis senses, the picturesque details of
his spirit, and liis truly Christian modesty?
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But even in his piety. Max
will play games. Here is he. still
nominally a Jew. twitting Kahn-
weiler. who also happens to be
Jewish, about nothing less than
Christian modesty in the person
of Picasso!

He revels in a piety7 of self-
abasement as he goes on with
the letter:

Eva is admirably de­
voted to the humble works
of housekeeping. She loves
to write and laughs easily.
She is calm in maimer and
generous in her attention
to making happy a guest
who is dirty by nature.
and all too phlegmatic
when he is not acting
absurdly.5

Early in 1914. Max succeeds in obtaining his formal conversion to Catiiolicism:

He had been receiving instruction in preparation for his conversion, but even
his visions were unorthodox and took place at dieologically unconventional locales.
His latest vision had occurred at a movie house during a Paul Feval film titled The
Black-Suit Gang. Fortunately, the Fathers of Notre-Dame-de-Sion monastery were
so eager to further die conversion of Jews to Christianity that they proceeded with
Max’s baptism.

He chose Picasso as a godfather, undeterred by the fact that if Picasso had
any belief at all it was that there was a dark force reigning over the universe. “A
good Cadiolic,” he told Max, “is a man with a big apartment, a family, servants,
and a motorcar.” As a Christian name Picasso wanted to give him Fiacre after die
patron saint of French cabdrivers, wliich made Max suspect that his godfather was
not treating the occasion with proper solemnity. Finally they agreed to call him
Cyprien—one of Picasso’s own Christian names. The baptism took place on Feb­
ruary 18 at the Notre-Dame-de-Sion monastery, and Picasso gave his godson a

I
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copy of The Imitation of Christ, inscribed “To my brother Cyprien Max Jacob.
Souvenir of his baptism. Thursday. February 18. 1915.”6

As for Apollinaire, there is a pho­
tograph of him taken in 1910. at the
height of his affair with Marie Lau­
rencin. that tells us a good deal. We
are looking at a plump, sensual, well-
established. and nicely fed prince of a
poet in that first prime between youth
and middle age. '

To the degree one is accurate in
such an assessment, we can appreciate
his misery all the more after the
episode wdth the police in 1911. There
are details, however, one can hardly
anticipate: If Max had converted to
Catholicism, a good part of the Paris
world was forcibly converting Apolli­
naire to Judaism.

Photograph of Guillaume Apollinaire, by
Picasso. 1910

The Parisian press did so thorough a job of attaching his name to the robbery
that Louise Faure-Favier. writing in 1945. could still say: "Guillaume Apollinaire
abrupdy became famous throughout die entire world. He was thought of as the
man who had stolen die Mona Lisa. Even today there are Parisians who believe it.
and who are a litde disappointed to learn that Apollinaire had notliing to do with
the theft.”

He was also attacked in print by xenophobes and anti-Semites. Many people
supposed him to be a Jew’. .. Throughout Apollinaire's life, he was constantly spo­
ken of as being Jewish. The mistake probably had its principal source in his
modier’s continued liaison wadi Jules Weil, but it w’as given currency by anti-Sem­
ites who. as Apollinaire put it. “couldn’t imagine a Pole not being a Jew.” and also
by someone w’ho knew’ die truth: Max Jacob . . . took an odd defight in spreading
the rumor of his Catholic friend’s Jewishness.7

It was not that Apollinaire was anti-Semitic, but he was an illegitimate Polish
aristocrat. What more need be said? He turned a hint acerbic, and began to brood
over slights, was alert to the most minor manifestations of backstabbing, especially

I
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with friends and professional associates—if they turn on you, can the end be near?
Witness his reviews of Andre Salmon’s book Young French Painting, published just
three months after the Louvre brouhaha in court:

Andre Salmon has just published a charming book entitled La Jeune Peinture
fran^aise. in the “Collection des Trente” series. This witty, well-written book con­
tains a great deal of useful information for those who would like to know about the

. evolution of the young artists in France. Since a certain number of the ideas
expressed here are my own, I can say that I fully appreciate this book. Salmon's
ideas on contemporary women painters, for example, are expressed in terms almost
exactly identical to mine. A number of amusing anecdotes enhance the interest of
this volume, whose typography is as attractive as its style.8

Some weeks later, he would write a letter to Salmon:

I do not hold it against you that no mention is made of me in your book, but then
• we are old friends, I believe.9

The tone is subde—“We Eire old friends, I believe”—but Apollinaire, when all is
said, is a man who once invited another man to a duel for mocking Guillaume’s
relation to Apollinaris water. If die outcome was comic, that was not necessarily
Apollinaire’s fault. He is considerably less subtle in a letter to Kahnweiler six
months later:

. My dear friend,
Thank you for buying my book—as for the rest, I now learn that what I have

to say about painting is, in your opinion, not interesting—which, to me, is curious
since I have been the only writer to defend these painters that you chose to repre­
sent only after I had done die writing.

So, do you think that it’s a good idea to look to wipe out the person who has
been in effect the only one to create a base of artistic comprehension for such new
work? Concerning questions of this sort, one might say that he who looks to

• demolish another will be, in turn, demolished by a movement that has still not
been stopped and cannot be stopped. All that one does against me, therefore, falls
also on the movement. See that as die simple warning of a poet who knows his
value and the value of others when it comes to art.

My friendly hand
Guillaume Apollinaire10

“He who seeks to demolish another will be in turn demolished ...” He is
regaining his footing as a,warrior. Perhaps it came to him with mother’s milk. He
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has. in any event, created his own literary heritage. His heroes are treated as equal
to gods, his fantasies are apocalyptic. In 1909. in Oneirocriticism, he had written:

I saw myself a hundred strong. The band which was I sat down beside the sea.
Great ships of gold crossed the horizon. And when night had fallen, a hundred flames
came to meet me. I procreated a hundred male children whose nurses were die moon
and the hillside . . . When I had come to the bank of a river. I took it in both hands
and brandished it about. This sword refreshed me. The languid spring warned me
that if I stopped die sun. I should see it as actually square. A hundred strong. I swam
toward an archipelago. A hundred sailors received me and. having taken me to a
palace, they killed me ninety-nine times. I burst out laughing at that moment and
danced, whereas diey were weeping. I danced on all fours. The sailors no longer
dared to move, for I had die frightening appearance of a lion.11

As if sniffing the miasma of spiritual smog that would yet become television. Apol­
linaire has Cromianthal (his protagonist in Le Poete Assassine) say to the masses.
“Your hero is boredom, bringing misery.”12

His own hero would never be boredom. By
his logic that condition only came upon men
who had lost their honor permanendy. When
the First World War began in August of 1914,
Apollinaire was quick to enlist.

It would end his precarious situation as a
foreigner in France: it would give him French
citizenship. He had been writing assiduously
since 1911, but poems, prose fantasies, and art
criticism would not restore liis honor. In such
vein he still belonged to the nineteenth century
and the fierce if modest courts of the Polish
aristocracy, where death could always be enter­
tained as vastly superior to dishonor.

So, Apollinaire met his deadi halfway. He
did not have to serve: as a foreigner he would
have been exempt. He saw the war, however,
as his personal solution: by die end of Septem­
ber 1914. he was in training at the Foreign
Legion post in Orleans. By December, even
Andre Salmon would enlist..By 1916, Apolli-

Portrait of Guillaume Apollinaire.
1916. Pencil, 19 x 12 in.
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naire was invalided out of service because of head wounds he received, and by 1918.
never having recuperated altogether, he was dead.

Georges Braque also went to war. He had been immediately called up by his
outfit in the first mobilization. In August of 1914, Picasso would say good-bye to
Braque and to Andre Derain. The cataclysm in art that began with Les Demoiselles
d’Avignon would now end seven years later on the platform of the railroad station
in Avignon.

Two months after the war began, Picasso’s friends and peers were already
unhappy with him. On October 10. Juan Gris would give Kahnweiler news he had
been given by Matisse of Derain and Vlaminck and their situation in the army, and
add that Picasso, Matisse had heard, was wealthy enough to withdraw 100,000
francs from a Paris bank on the outset of hostilities: and Juan Gris then added,
with the intention perhaps to wound Picasso, his fellow Spaniard and once his
maitre. “I have no news from Braque, the one person who interests me most.”13

■The winter of 1914-15 was long for Picasso and Eva. She was entering her
terminal illness, and they had the cemetery for a view:

The endless sea of stone crosses that confronted them whenever they looked
out their win dows intensified the oppression that hung heavily over them both. It

227tk
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Braque in the front lines, December 1914 Braque, 1915
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was no less oppressive when they went outdoors. At cafes and in the streets men
and women stared at him full of contempt. . . questioning his manliness, and he
took refuge in sarcasm. “Will it not be awful.” he said to Gertrude Stein, “when
Braque and Derain and all the rest of diem put their wooden legs up on a chair and
tell about their fighting?” His black humor seemed even blacker when news
reached Paris that Braque and Apollinaire had received dreadful head wounds and
both had to be trepanned. Braque was moved from hospital to hospital before the
operation, but not once did he hear from Picasso. 14

There was much ill feeling concerning
this. Many of Picasso's friends thought he
ought to enlist: he knew otherwise. Dis­
honor was vastly superior to death: the lat­
ter was a clearinghouse where all your
moral debts were settled, and rarely in your
favor: death was in every vision he had of
horror and catastrophe. He would work ,

r 229tkharder than any other artist alive for the
next fifty-eight years, as if to draw his own
moral balance against the accounts being
kept in eternity’, as if work itself could hold
death off. He would certainly cultivate his
body. Here is a photograph of Picasso
dated no more closely than sometime
around 1914.

And Femande. Wliat of Femande. who
had so appreciated that stocky body? She
ends -her book Picasso and His Friends
with a description of a “grand dance in
1914” at van Dongen’s during the spring Picasso at his studio, c. 1914
before the First World War.

Lights shone: the walls, die gallery, everything was transformed by shimmer­
ing drapery. The effect was of brilliant colours, movement, chattering, a rather
contrived gaiety and a certain mystery, provided by the darkened and shadowy
comers, in which one seemed to make out human forms buried deep in piles of
cushions . . .

That fancy-dress ball at liis house brought together a number of artists and
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society celebrities of Paris high-life. It is so easy to be in the swim in Paris! There
were many women there, resplendently attractive and original—or so they

' thought...
They all have cars, and their present wives have fur coats. All of them have

acquired needs and obligations which keep their noses to the grindstone.
They all have to work and work, whether out of habit, to pay for a new car or

to maintain fame, which must often rest heavily on them.
Since they know the meaning of true spiritual solitude they no longer experi­

ence the same pleasure in working.
I know some of the women who lived ■with those artists, companions of the

good and the bad hours of their youth: and they are growing old alone too, with
only their memories as constant companions.15

She is trying hard to achieve her sense of superiority. The passage, written in
the early Thirties, conceals her situation. The editor of Souvenirs Intimes, Gilbert
Krill, summarizes an article by Roland Dorgeles in Le Figaro Litteraire, Decem­
ber 29,1962:

After their breakup, she struggled courageously to earn a living, first at
the house of Poiret, a facetious godfather of Max Jacob, and tiien she worked for
an antique dealer, but Poiret went bankrupt, and the antique dealer closed his
store.

Then she appeared at the Lapin Agile, where, in a beautiful deep voice, she
recited Baudelaire and Duvigny. That lasted two or three years. Then she had to
fall back on whatever came her way. She was a tutor for children, the secretary
for a political group, a cashier in a meat market, a manageress in a cabaret, then,

’ lower still, she did horoscopes, thanks to what she learned from Max Jacob. These
expediences permined her. at least, to eat, but she had the pride of never asking for
anything from anyone, above all, from those who have never forgiven her.

It was only in 1918, when Picasso had just married Olga, diat Femande began
to live with Roger Karl, an actor who had worked with Sarah Bernhardt, and was
well known in die cinema, a friend of Max Jacob, of Roland Dorgeles, of Charles
Dullin. a ven' handsome man with a large talent. I remember having heard from
Fernande diat Louis Jouvet had said, “If he wanted to work, he would have been
the greatest actor of his generation.” From 1918 to 1938, in the course of twenty
years of living together, he never knew how to make her happy. In 1938, she
decided to live alone for the rest of her life.

I found in my godmother’s papers two pages that she entitled, “/I inoi-
nieme. ”16
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Souvenirs Intimes ends with this passage:

After my life as a woman began. I no longer desired anything but to be loved.
not desired, understand me well, loved, with all that belongs to a certain kind of
love which does not come from the senses but enhances them, encompasses them,
and I gave myself, always, to the most loving, being able to feel stirred only by a
love diat enveloped me. Some men believed that I was. dierefore, an easy woman,
a superficial woman, and were hurt by my subsequent asperity, because I always
knew how to remove myself from die kind of love diey were offering me.

I was hard, brutal, cruel, indifferent, far-off. uncaring ... I made many ene­
mies among men—and among women—because I understood die absence of value
in their friendship. Neidier vicious nor simply sensual. I wanted to be loved, and was
onlv able to love diose who loved me. I called. I searched, I desired that love in order
to be able to give myself entirely, and I did a few stupid diings. Only one being have
I ever loved out of die most profound part of myself. That didn’t prevent me, later
(for I was often cruel toward him), from quitting linn brutally, even as I was tearing

myself apart, for on that
day I came to understand
diat he loved me less.17

By 1916, by the time Eva is
dead and Femande is a set
of good and bad memories,
Picasso has become friends
with Jean Cocteau and will
soon be designing a ballet
set for Diaghilev. In die pho­
tograph to die left, he looks
even younger than when he
came back to Paris in 1904.
He not only has an armory
of cruel and intimate
weapons with which to pro­
tect liimself and injure lovers
and friends, but he is obvi­
ously in possession of the
secret of youth. Here is the

Pablo Picasso. 1916 youth holding a cigar.
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That secretive youth, however, belongs to him. Will any one of us ever have a
clue how he did it? Apollinaire, with all his wounds, was generous. A year before
the war, he was ready again to celebrate Picasso: “He queried even the universe
... a savage laugh in the purity of light.”18

Let us end this book by answering an old question rather than posing a new
one:

' Who stole the Mona Lisa?
Well, in December of 1913, it was found in Florence:

The thief proved to be a mad Italian housepainter named Vincenzo Peruggia.
formerly employed in the-Louvre, who had conceived it as his mission to return
the picture to his native land. He had walked into the Louvre on that Monday
morning of August 21, 1911, chatted with workmen on duty whom he knew,
found the Mona Lisa unguarded: he took it down, removed the frame on a stair-

• case, and walked out of the museum with the picture under his blouse.19
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