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Foreword and Acknowledgments


This exhibition of the art of Pablo Picasso is a joint undertaking of the Art Institute of 
Chicago and the Museum of Modern Art in New York. As long ago as 1931 the Museum 
of Modern Art had begun work on a Picasso exhibition but for various reasons it had to 
be postponed. These disappointments however have proved in the end to be 
fortunate, for in the past eight years Picasso has produced works which greatly enrich a 
retrospective exhibition. Furthermore, the support and influential sponsorship 
provided by the Chicago institution have made possible a more complete exhibition 
than would have been undertaken by either museum alone. 


Any retrospective of the work of so fecund and versatile a genius as Picasso can lay no 
claims to completeness even with over three hundred items in its catalog. Those who 
may use this book as a survey of his art must make allowances for certain omissions 
and certain redundancies which are unavoidable in an exhibition. Fortunately a large 
proportion of the European loans were brought to this country before the outbreak of 
the war; possibly fifteen other loans from England and France may yet be added in 
spite of the war, but a few important loans will probably have to be abandoned. Most 
of the doubtful European loans are listed and some are illustrated so that the original 
symmetry of the exhibition can at least be preserved in this catalog. The most serious 
disappointment caused by the war is the absence of a large and very important group 
of Picasso's recent sculpture some of which was being cast especially for the show. 
Even the photographs of these have been delayed. The exhibition is however the most 
comprehensive presentation of Picasso's work so far assembled and includes almost all 
of his eight or ten capital works. 


This publication and in large part the exhibition which it records are the work of the 
staff of the Museum of Modern Art, though the Art Institute has rendered valuable 
service in giving information and supporting requests for loans. It is hoped that in the 
future the two museums may be partners in another important exhibition for which 
the Chicago staff will be primarily responsible. 


Alfred H. Barr, Jr., Director, The Museum of Modern Art  
Daniel Catton Rich, Director of Fine Arts, The Art Institute of Chicago 


Acknowledgments


The President and Trustees of the Museum of Modern Art and of the Art Institute of 
Chicago wish to thank those who have lent to the exhibition and, in addition, those 
who have generously rendered assistance: Mr. Gordon Washburn, director of the 
Albright Art Gallery; Mr. Laurance P. Roberts, director of the Brooklyn Museum; Mr. 
Edward Forbes, director, and Mr. Paul J. Sachs, associate director, of the Fogg Art 
Museum; Mr. William M. Milliken, director, and Mr. Henry Sayles Francis, curator of 
paintings, of the Cleveland Museum of Art; Mr. Philip R. Adams, director of the 
Columbus Gallery of Fine Arts; Mr. A. Everett Austin, Jr., director of the Wadsworth 
Atheneum; Mr. A. E. Gallatin, director of the Museum of Living Art, New York 



University; Baroness Hilla Rebay, curator of the Solomon R. Guggenheim Foundation; 
Mr. Jere Abbott, director of the Smith College Museum of Art; Mr. Fiske Kimball, 
director, and Mr. Henri Marceau, assistant director, of the Philadelphia Museum of Art; 
Mr. Alexander Dorner, director of the Museum of the Rhode Island School of Design; 
Mrs. Grace F. McCann Morley, director of the San Francisco Museum of Art; Mr. Blake-
More Godwin, director of the Toledo Museum of Art; Mr. Duncan Phillips, director of 
the Phillips Memorial Gallery; Mr. Francis Henry Taylor, director of the Worcester Art 
Museum; Mr. Valentine Dudensing; Mr. Jean Goriany; Mr. Sidney Janis; Miss Janice 
Foeb; Mr. D. H. Kahnweiler; Miss Dora Maar; Miss Agnes Mongan; Miss Dorothy 
Odenheimer; Miss Agnes Roullier; Mr. Jaime Sabartes; Mrs. George Palen Snow; Mr. 
Carl O. Schniewind; Mr. James Johnson Sweeney; The Spanish Refugee Relief 
Campaign; Mr. Carl Zigrosser. 


The exhibition is especially indebted to Mrs. Meric Callery for making accessible the list 
of Picassos in American collections which she has assembled for the second volume of 
Mr. Christian Zervos' catalogue raisonné of Picasso's work, and for her help in Paris; to 
Mr. Zervos for access to his unpublished files of photographs; and to Mr. Paul 
Rosenberg, who most generously put at the service of the exhibition his photographic 
files and his great store of information. 


EXHIBITION STAFF  
The following members of the staff of the Museum of Modern Art have worked directly 
upon the exhibition and catalog: Monroe Wheeler, director of publications; Dorothy C. 
Miller, assistant curator of painting and sculpture, and her assistant, Elise Van Hook; 
Dorothy H. Dudley, registrar, and her assistant, Dorothy C. Knowles; Sarah Newmeyer, 
publicity director; Beaumont Newhall, librarian; Harriet Dyer Adams, acting curator of 
prints; Paul Magriel, special librarian in charge of the American Dance Archives; Lenore 
Browning, secretary to the director; Margaret Scolari, assistant to the director in Paris. 


LENDERS TO THE EXHIBITION 


Mr. and Mrs. Walter C. Arensberg, Hollywood; Mr. Lee A. Ault, New York; Mr. A. 
Bellanger, Paris; Mr. and Mrs. Walter S. Brewster, Chicago; Mr. John Nicholas Brown, 
Providence; Mrs. Meric Callery, Boulogne-sur-Seine; Mr. Walter P. Chrysler, Jr., New 
York; Mr. and Mrs. Henry Clifford, Philadelphia; Mr. Frank Crowninshield, New York; Mr. 
Marcel Fleischmann, Zurich; Mrs. John W. Garrett, Baltimore; Mrs. Charles B. 
Goodspeed, Chicago; Mr. Philip F. Goodwin, New York; Mr. A. Conger Goodyear, New 
York; Mr. Jean Goriany, New York; Mr. and Mrs. William Averell Harriman, New York; 
Mrs. Patrick C. Hill, New Haven; Mr. Sidney Janis, New York; Mr. T. Catesby Jones, New 
York; Mr. Alphonse Kann, Saint-Germain-en-Laye; Miss Harriet Levy, San Francisco; The 
Lewisohn Collection, New York; Mrs. Charles J. Liebman, New York; Mr. Pierre Loeb, 
Paris; Mr. George Macy, New York; Mr. and Mrs. Chauncey McCormick, Chicago; Mr. 
Henry P. McIlhenny, Germantown, Pennsylvania; Mr. George L. K. Morris, New York; 
Mrs. Ray Slater Murphy, New York; Mr. J. B. Neumann, New York; Mr. William S. Paley, 
New York; Mr. Roland Penrose, London; Mr. Pablo Picasso, Paris; Mr. and Mrs. Joseph 
Pulitzer, Jr., St. Louis; Mrs. John D. Rockefeller, Jr., New York; Dr. and Mrs. Allan Roos, 



New York; Mr. Paul Rosenberg, Paris; Mrs. Charles H. Russell, Jr., New York; Mme. Elsa 
Schiaparelli, Paris; Mr. Gilbert Seldes, New York; Mr. James Thrall Soby, Farmington, 
Connecticut; Miss Gertrude Stein, Paris; Mr. Alfred Stieglitz, New York; Mr. James 
Johnson Sweeney, New York; Mr. J. Thannhauser, Paris; Mr. Edward M. M. Warburg, 
New York; Mr. John W. Warrington, Cambridge, Massachusetts; Mr. Peter Watson, 
Paris; Mr. Maurice Wertheim, New York; Mrs. Lloyd Bruce Wescott, Clinton, New 
Jersey; Miss Edith Wetmore, New York; Mr. Monroe Wheeler, New York; Mr. and Mrs. 
Samuel S. White, 3rd, Ardmore, Pennsylvania; Mr. Paul Willert, London; Mme. Christian 
Zervos, Paris. 


The Bignou Gallery, New York; The Buchholz Gallery, New York; The Marie Harriman 
Gallery, New York; The Perls Galleries, New York; Rosenberg and Helft, Ltd., London; 
The Weyhe Gallery, New York. 


The Buffalo Fine Arts Academy, Albright Art Gallery, Buffalo, New York; William Hayes 
Fogg Art Museum, Harvard University, Cambridge, Massachusetts; The Cleveland 
Museum of Art, Cleveland, Ohio; The Columbus Gallery of Fine Arts, Columbus, Ohio; 
The Wadsworth Atheneum, Hartford, Connecticut; The Brooklyn Museum, Brooklyn, 
New York; The Solomon R. Guggenheim Foundation, New York; The Museum of Living 
Art, New York University, New York; Smith College Museum of Art, Northampton, 
Massachusetts; The Philadelphia Museum of Art; Museum of the Rhode Island School 
of Design, Providence; The Toledo Museum of Art, Toledo, Ohio; Phillips Memorial 
Gallery, Washington, D. C. 


TRUSTEES OF 


THE ART INSTITUTE OF CHICAGO 


Charles H. Worcester, Honorary President; Potter Palmer, President; Robert Allerton, 
Vice-President; Percy B. Eckhart, Vice-President; Chauncey McCormick, Vice-President; 
Russell Tyson, Vice-President; Walter B. Smith, Treasurer ; David Adler, Lester Armour, 
Frederic C. Bartlett, Walter S. Brewster, Thomas E. Donnelley, Max Epstein, Charles F. 
Glore, Charles B. Goodspeed, Alfred E. Hamill, Abram Poole, Joseph T. Ryerson. 


Daniel Catton Rich, Director of Fine Arts; Charles H. Burkholder, Director of Finance and 
Operation; Charles Fabens Kelley, Assistant Director. 


TRUSTEES AND OFFICERS OF  
THE MUSEUM OF MODERN ART 


Stephen C. Clark, Chairman of the Board; John Hay Whitney, 1st Vice-Chairman; 
Samuel A. Lewisohn, 2nd Vice-Chairman; Nelson A. Rockefeller, President; Alfred H. 
Barr, Jr., Vice-President and Director; John E. Abbott, Executive Vice-President; Mrs. 
John S. Sheppard, Treasurer; Julian Street, Jr., Secretary; Mrs. Robert Woods Bliss, Mrs. 
W. Murray Crane, Marshall Field, Edsel B. Ford, Philip L. Goodwin, A. Conger Goodyear, 
Wallace K. Harrison, William S. Paley, Mrs. Charles S. Payson, Mrs. Stanley Resor, Mrs. 
John D. Rockefeller, Jr., Beardsley Ruml, Edward M. M. Warburg. 




HONORARY TRUSTEES: Frederic Clay Bartlett, Frank Crowninshield, Duncan Phillips, 
Mrs. Rainey Rogers, Paul J. Sachs, Mrs. Cornelius J. Sullivan. 


Statement by Picasso: 1923


The following statement was made in Spanish to Marius de Zayas. Picasso approved de 
Zayas’ manuscript before it was translated into English and published in The Arts, New 
York, May, 1923, under the title Picasso Speaks. It is here reprinted with the kind 
permission of Forbes Watson, editor of The Arts (see bibl., item 1). 


I can hardly understand the importance given to the word research in connection with 
modern painting. In my opinion to search means nothing in painting. To find, is the 
thing. Nobody is interested in following a man who, with his eyes fixed on the ground, 
spends his life looking for the pocketbook that fortune should put in his path. The one 
who finds something no matter what it might be, even if his intention were not to 
search for it, at least arouses our curiosity, if not our admiration. 


Among the several sins that I have been accused of committing, none is more false 
than the one that I have, as the principal objective in my work, the spirit of research. 
When I paint my object is to show what I have found and not what I am looking for. In 
art intentions are not sufficient and, as we say in Spanish: love must be proved by facts 
and not by reasons. What one does is what counts and not what one had the intention 
of doing. 


We all know that art is not truth. Art is a lie that makes us realize truth, at least the 
truth that is given us to understand. The artist must know the manner whereby to 
convince others of the truthfulness of his lies. If he only shows in his work that he has 
searched, and re-searched, for the way to put over his lies, he would never accomplish 
anything. 


The idea of research has often made painting go astray, and made the artist lose 
himself in mental lucubrations. Perhaps this has been the principal fault of modern art. 
The spirit of research has poisoned those who have not fully understood all the 
positive and conclusive elements in modern art and has made them attempt to paint 
the invisible and, therefore, the unpaintable. 


They speak of naturalism in opposition to modern painting. I would like to know if 
anyone has ever seen a natural work of art. Nature and art, being two different things, 
cannot be the same thing. Through art we express our conception of what nature is 
not. 


Velasquez left us his idea of the people of his epoch. Undoubtedly they were different 
from what he painted them, but we cannot conceive a Philip IV in any other way than 
the one Velasquez painted. Rubens also made a portrait of the same king and in 
Rubens’ portrait he seems to be quite another person. We believe in the one painted 
by Velasquez, for he convinces us by his right of might. 




From the painters of the origins, the primitives, whose work is obviously different from 
nature, down to those artists who, like David, Ingres and even Bouguereau, believed in 
painting nature as it is, art has always been art and not nature. And from the point of 
view of art there are no concrete or abstract forms, but only forms which are more or 
less convincing lies. That those lies are necessary to our mental selves is beyond any 
doubt, as it is through them that we form our esthetic point of view of life. 


Cubism is no different from any other school of painting. The same principles and the 
same elements are common to all. The fact that for a long time cubism has not been 
understood and that even today there are people who cannot see anything in it, means 
nothing. I do not read English, an English book is a blank book to me. This does not 
mean that the English language does not exist, and why should I blame anybody else 
but myself if I cannot understand what I know nothing about? 


I also often hear the word evolution. Repeatedly I am asked to explain how my painting 
evolved. To me there is no past or future in art. If a work of art cannot live always in the 
present it must not be considered at all. The art of the Greeks, of the Egyptians, of the 
great painters who lived in other times, is not an art of the past; perhaps it is more 
alive today than it ever was. Art does not evolve by itself, the ideas of people change 
and with them their mode of expression. When I hear people speak of the evolution of 
an artist, it seems to me that they are considering him standing between two mirrors 
that face each other and reproduce his image an infinite number of times, and that 
they contemplate the successive images of one mirror as his past, and the images of 
the other mirror as his future, while his real image is taken as his present. They do not 
consider that they all are the same images in different planes.  
Variation does not mean evolution. If an artist varies his mode of expression this only 
means that he has changed his manner of thinking, and in changing, it might be for the 
better or it might be for the worse. 


The several manners I have used in my art must not be considered as an evolution, or 
as steps toward an unknown ideal of painting. All I have ever made was made for the 
present and with the hope that it will always remain in the present. I have never taken 
into consideration the spirit of research. When I have found something to express, I 
have done it without thinking of the past or of the future. I do not believe I have used 
radically different elements in the different manners I have used in painting. If the 
subjects I have wanted to express have suggested different ways of expression I have 
never hesitated to adopt them. I have never made trials nor experiments. Whenever I 
had something to say, I have said it in the manner in which I have felt it ought to be 
said. Different motives inevitably require different methods of expression. This does 
not imply either evolution or progress, but an adaptation of the idea one wants to 
express and the means to express that idea. 


Arts of transition do not exist. In the chronological history of art there are periods 
which are more positive, more complete than others. This means that there are 
periods in which there are better artists than in others. If the history of art could be 
graphically represented, as in a chart used by a nurse to mark the changes of 
temperature of her patient, the same silhouettes of mountains would be shown, 
proving that in art there is no ascendant progress, but that it follows certain ups and 



downs that might occur at any time. The same occurs with the work of an individual 
artist. 


Many think that cubism is an art of transition, an experiment which is to bring ulterior 
results. Those who think that way have not understood it. Cubism is not either a seed 
or a foetus, but an art dealing primarily with forms, and when a form is realized it is 
there to live its own life. A mineral substance, having geometric formation, is not made 
so for transitory purposes, it is to remain what it is and will always have its own form. 
But if we are to apply the law of evolution and transformism to art, then we have to 
admit that all art is transitory. On the contrary, art does not enter into these 
philosophic absolutisms. If cubism is an art of transition I am sure that the only thing 
that will come out of it is another form of cubism.  
Mathematics, trigonometry, chemistry, psychoanalysis, music, and whatnot, have been 
related to cubism to give it an easier interpretation. All this has been pure literature, 
not to say nonsense, which brought bad results, blinding people with theories. 


Cubism has kept itself within the limits and limitations of painting, never pretending to 
go beyond it. Drawing, design and color are understood and practiced in cubism in the 
same spirit and manner that they are understood and practiced in all other schools. 
Our subjects might be different, as we have introduced into painting objects and forms 
that were formerly ignored. We have kept our eyes open to our surroundings, and also 
our brains. 


We give to form and color all their individual significance, as far as we can see it; in our 
subjects we keep the joy of discovery, the pleasure of the unexpected; our subject 
itself must be a source of interest. But of what use is it to say what we do when 
everybody can see it if he wants to? 


Statement by Picasso: 1935


Christian Zervos put down these remarks of Picasso immediately after a conversation 
with him at Boisgeloup, his country place, in 1935. When Zervos wanted to show 
Picasso his notes Picasso replied: "You dont need to show them to me. The essential 
thing in our period of weak morale is to create enthusiasm. How many people have 
actually read Homer? All the same the whole world talks of him. In this way the 
homeric legend is created. A legend in this sense provokes a valuable stimulus. 
Enthusiasm is what we need most, we and the younger generation ." 


Zervos reports however that Picasso did actually go over the notes and approved them 
informally. They were published under the title Conversation avec Picasso in "Cahiers 
d'Art," 1935, volume 10, number 10, pages 173-8. The following translation is based on 
one by Myfanwy Evans. 


We might adopt for the artist the joke about there being nothing more dangerous than 
implements of war in the hands of generals. In the same way, there is nothing more 
dangerous than justice in the hands of judges, and a paintbrush in the hands of a 



painter. Just think of the danger to society! But today we haven't the heart to expel the 
painters and poets from society because we refuse to admit to ourselves that there is 
any danger in keeping them in our midst. 


It is my misfortune — and probably my delight — to use things as my passions tell me. 
What a miserable fate for a painter who adores blondes to have to stop himself putting 
them into a picture because they don't go with the basket of fruit! How awful for a 
painter who loathes apples to have to use them all the time because they go so well 
with the cloth. I put all the things I like into my pictures. The things — so much the 
worse for them; they just have to put up with it. 


In the old days pictures went forward toward completion by stages. Every day brought 
something new. A picture used to be a sum of additions. In my case a picture is a sum 
of destructions. I do a picture — then I destroy it. In the end, though, nothing is lost: 
the red I took away from one place turns up somewhere else. 


It would be very interesting to preserve photographically, not the stages, but the 
metamorphoses of a picture. Possibly one might then discover the path followed by 
the brain in materializing a dream. But there is one very odd thing — to notice that 
basically a picture doesn't change, that the first “vision” remains almost intact, in spite 
of appearances. I often ponder on a light and a dark when I have put them into a 
picture; I try hard to break them up by interpolating a color that will create a different 
effect. When the work is photographed, I note that what I put in to correct my first 
vision has disappeared, and that, after all, the photographic image corresponds with 
my first vision before the transformation I insisted on. 


A picture is not thought out and settled beforehand. While it is being done it changes 
as one’s thoughts change. And when it is finished, it still goes on changing, according to 
the state of mind of whoever is looking at it. A picture lives a life like a living creature, 
undergoing the changes imposed on us by our life from day to day. This is natural 
enough, as the picture lives only through the man who is looking at it. 


At the actual time that I am painting a picture I may think of white and put down white. 
But I can’t go on working all the time thinking of white and painting it. Colors, like 
features, follow the changes of the emotions. You’ve seen the sketch I did for a picture 
with all the colors indicated on it. What is left of them? Certainly the white I thought of 
and the green I thought of are there in the picture, but not in the places I intended, nor 
in the same quantities. Of course, you can paint pictures by matching up different parts 
of them so that they go quite nicely together, but they’ll lack any kind of drama. 


I want to get to the stage where nobody can tell how a picture of mine is done. What’s 
the point of that? Simply that I want nothing but emotion to be given off by it. 


Work is a necessity for man.  
A horse does not go between the shafts of its own accord. 


Man invented the alarm clock. 


When I begin a picture, there is somebody who works with me. Toward the end, I get 
the impression that I have been working alone — without a collaborator. 


When you begin a picture, you often make some pretty discoveries. You must be on 
guard against these. Destroy the thing, do it over several times. In each destroying of a 



beautiful discovery, the artist does not really suppress it, but rather transforms it, 
condenses it, makes it more substantial. What comes out in the end is the result of 
discarded finds. Otherwise, you become your own connoisseur. I sell myself nothing! 


Actually, you work with few colors. But they seem like a lot more when each one is in 
the right place. 


Abstract art is only painting. What about drama? 


There is no abstract art. You must always start with something. Afterward you can 
remove all traces of reality. There’s no danger then, anyway, because the idea of the 
object will have left an indelible mark. It is what started the artist off, excited his ideas, 
and stirred up his emotions. Ideas and emotions will in the end be prisoners in his 
work. Whatever they do, they can’t escape from the picture. They form an integral part 
of it, even when their presence is no longer discernible. Whether he likes it or not, man 
is the instrument of nature. It forces on him its character and appearance. In my Dinard 
pictures and in my Pourville pictures I expressed very much the same vision. However, 
you yourself have noticed how different the atmosphere of those painted in Brittany is 
from those painted in Normandy, because you recognized the light of the Dieppe cliffs. 
I didn't copy this light nor did I pay it any special attention. I was simply soaked in it. My 
eyes saw it and my subconscious registered what they saw: my hand fixed the 
impression. One cannot go against nature. It is stronger than the strongest man. It is 
pretty much to our interest to be on good terms with it! We may allow ourselves 
certain liberties, but only in details. 


Nor is there any “figurative” and “non-figurative” art. Everything appears to us in the 
guise of a “figure”. Even in metaphysics ideas are expressed by means of symbolic 
“figures”. See how ridiculous it is then to think of painting without “figuration”. A 
person, an object, a circle are all “figures”; they react on us more or less intensely. 
Some are nearer our sensations and produce emotions that touch our affective 
faculties; others appeal more directly to the intellect. They all should be allowed a 
place because I find my spirit has quite as much need of emotion as my senses. Do you 
think it concerns me that a particular picture of mine represents two people? Though 
these two people once existed for me, they exist no longer. The “vision” of them gave 
me a preliminary emotion; then little by little their actual presences became blurred; 
they developed into a fiction and then disappeared altogether, or rather they were 
transformed into all kinds of problems. They are no longer two people, you see, but 
forms and colors: forms and colors that have taken on, meanwhile, the idea of two 
people and preserve the vibration of their life. 


I deal with painting as I deal with things. I paint a window just as I look out of a 
window. If an open window looks wrong in a picture, I draw the curtain and shut it, just 
as I would in my own room. In painting, as in life, you must act directly. Certainly, 
painting has its conventions, and it is essential to reckon with them. Indeed, you can’t 
do anything else. And so you always ought to keep an eye on real life. 


The artist is a receptacle for emotions that come from all over the place: from the sky, 
from the earth, from a scrap of paper, from a passing shape, from a spider’s web. That 
is why we must not discriminate between things. Where things are concerned there 
are no class distinctions. We must pick out what is good for us where we can find it — 



except from our own works. I have a horror of copying myself. But when I am shown a 
portfolio of old drawings, for instance, I have no qualms about taking anything I want 
from them. 


When we invented cubism we had no intention whatever of inventing cubism. We 
wanted simply to express what was in us. Not one of us drew up a plan of campaign, 
and our friends, the poets, followed our efforts attentively, but they never dictated to 
us. Young painters today often draw up a program to follow, and apply themselves like 
diligent students to performing their tasks. 


The painter goes through states of fullness and evacuation. That is the whole secret of 
art. I go for a walk in the forest of Fontainebleau. I get “green” indigestion. I must get 
rid of this sensation into a picture. Green rules it. A painter paints to unload himself of 
feelings and visions. People seize on painting to cover up their nakedness. They get 
what they can wherever they can. In the end I don’t believe they get anything at all. 
They’ve simply cut a coat to the measure of their own ignorance. They make 
everything, from God to a picture, in their own image. That is why the picture-hook is 
the ruination of a painting — a painting which has always a certain significance, at least 
as much as the man who did it. As soon as it is bought and hung on a wall, it takes on 
quite a different kind of significance, and the painting is done for. 


Academic training in beauty is a sham. We have been deceived, but so well deceived 
that we can scarcely get back even a shadow of the truth. The beauties of the 
Parthenon, Venuses, Nymphs, Narcissuses, are so many lies. Art is not the application 
of a canon of beauty but what the instinct and the brain can conceive beyond any 
canon. When we love a woman we don’t start measuring her limbs. We love with our 
desires — although everything has been done to try and apply a canon even to love. 
The Parthenon is really only a farmyard over which someone put a roof; colonnades 
and sculptures were added because there were people in Athens who happened to be 
working, and wanted to express themselves. It’s not what the artist does that counts, 
but what he is. Cézanne would never have interested me a bit if he had lived and 
thought like Jacques Emile Blanche, even if the apple he painted had been ten times as 
beautiful. What forces our interest is Cézanne’s anxiety — that’s Cézanne’s lesson; the 
torments of van Gogh — that is the actual drama of the man. The rest is a sham. 


Everyone wants to understand art. Why not try to understand the song of a bird? Why 
does one love the night, flowers, everything around one, without trying to understand 
them? But in the case of a painting people have to understand. If only they would 
realize above all that an artist works of necessity, that he himself is only a trifling bit of 
the world, and that no more importance should be attached to him than to plenty of 
other things which please us in the world, though we can’t explain them. People who 
try to explain pictures are usually barking up the wrong tree. Gertrude Stein joyfully 
announced to me the other day that she had at last understood what my picture of the 
three musicians was meant to be. It was a still life! 


How can you expect an onlooker to live a picture of mine as I lived it? A picture comes 
to me from miles away: who is to say from how far away I sensed it, saw it, painted it; 
and yet the next day I can’t see what I’ve done myself. How can anyone enter into my 
dreams, my instincts, my desires, my thoughts, which have taken a long time to mature 



and to come out into the daylight, and above all grasp from them what I have been 
about — perhaps against my own will? 


With the exception of a few painters who are opening new horizons to painting, young 
painters today don’t know which way to go. Instead of taking up our researches in 
order to react clearly against us, they are absorbed with bringing the past back to life 
— when truly the whole world is open before us, everything waiting to be done, not 
just redone. Why cling desperately to everything that has already fulfilled its promise? 
There are miles of painting “in the manner of”; but it is rare to find a young man 
working in his own way. 


Does he wish to believe that man can’t repeat himself? To repeat is to run counter to 
spiritual laws; essentially escapism. 


I'm no pessimist, I don't loathe art, because I couldn't live without devoting all my time 
to it. I love it as the only end of my life. Everything I do connected with it gives me 
intense pleasure. But still, I don’t see why the whole world should be taken up with art, 
demand its credentials, and on that subject give free rein to its own stupidity. 
Museums are just a lot of lies, and the people who make art their business are mostly 
imposters. I can’t understand why revolutionary countries should have more prejudices 
about art than out-of-date countries! We have infected the pictures in museums with 
all our stupidities, all our mistakes, all our poverty of spirit. We have turned them into 
petty and ridiculous things. We have been tied up to a fiction, instead of trying to sense 
what inner life there was in the men who painted them. There ought to be an absolute 
dictatorship ... a dictatorship of painters ... a dictatorship of one painter ... to suppress 
all those who have betrayed us, to suppress the cheaters, to suppress the tricks, to 
suppress mannerisms, to suppress charm, to suppress history, to suppress a heap of 
other things. But common sense always gets away with it. Above all, let’s have a 
revolution against that! The true dictator will always be conquered by the dictatorship 
of common sense … and maybe not!


