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][T is natural that I should tell about pictures, that
is, about paintings. Everybody must like something
and I like seeing painted pictures. Once the Little
Review had a questionnaire, it was for their farewell
number, and they asked everybody whose work they
had printed to answer a number of questions. One of
the questions was, what do you feel about modern art.
I answered, I like to look at it. That was my real
answer because I do, I do like to look at it, that is at
the picture part of modern art. The other parts of it
interest me much less.

As I say everybody has to like something, some
people like to eat some people like to drink, some
people like to make money some like to spend money,
some like the theatre, some even like sculpture, some
like gardening, some like dogs, some like cats, some
people like to look at things, some people like to look
at everything. Any way some one is almost sure to
really like something outside of their real occupé.tion.
I have not mentioned games indoor and out, and birds
and crime and politics and photography, but anybody
can go on, and I, personally, I like all these things
well enough but they do not hold my attention long
enough. The only thing, funnily enough, that I never
get tired of doing is looking at pictures. There is no
reason for it but for some reason, anything repro-
duced by paint, preferably, I may even say certainly,
by oil paints on a flat surface holds my attention. I do
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not really care for water colors or pastels, they do not
really hold my attention.

I cannot remember when I was not so.

I like sign paintings and I do regret that they no
longer paint the signs on the walls with oil paints.
Paper with the things reproduced plastered on the
wall does not do the same thing to me, it does not hold
my attention. Neither does wall paper although wall
paper does sometimes give the illusion of paint. But
it does not do so enough, no not enough. I like to look
at anything painted in oil on a flat surface although
for nothing in the world would I want to be a painter
or paint anything.

I have often wondered why I like the representa-
tion or the presenta.tion of anything in oil on a flat
surface but I have never been able to find out the rea-
son why. It is simply a fact. I even like a curtain or
a sign painted as they often do in Europe painted in
oil of the things to be sold inside and I like a false
window or a vista painted on a house as they do so
much in Italy. In short anything painted in oil any-
where on a flat surface holds my attention and I can
always look at it and slowly yes slowly I will tell you
all about it.

When I look at landscape or people or flowers they
do not look to me like pictures, no not at all. On the
other hand pictures for me do not have to look like
flowers or people or landscapes or houses or anything
else. They can, they often do, but they do not have to.
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Once an oil painting is painted, painted on a flat sur-
face, painted by anybody who likes or is hired or is
interested to paint it, or who has or has not been
taught to paint it, I can always look at it and it always
holds my attention. The painting may be good it may
be bad, medium or very bad or very good but-any way
Ilike to look at it. And now, why does the representa-
tion of things that being painted do not look at all
like the things look to me from which they are painted
why does such a representation give me pleasure and
hold my attention. Ah yes, well this I do not know
and I do not know whether I ever will know, this,
However it is true and I repeat that to give me this
interest the painting must be an oil painting and any
oil painting whether it is intended to look like some-
thing and looks like it or whether it is intended to
look like something and does not look like it it really
makes no difference, the fact remains that for me it
has achieved an existence in and for itself, it exists
on as being an oil painting on a flat surface and it has
its own life and like it or not there it is and I can look
at it and it does hold my attention.

That the oil painting once it is made has its own
existence this is a thing that can of course be said of
anything. Anything once it is made has its own ex-
istence and it is because of that that anything holds
somebody’s attention. The question always is about
that anything, how much vitality has it and do you
happen to like to look at it.
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By anything here I really mean anything. Any-
thing that happens anything that exists anything
that is made has of course its own vitality and pre-
sumably some one or if not yet then there could pre-
sumably be sometime someone who would like to
look at it. But does it really, that is is it true of every-
thing does everything that is anything does it hold
somebody’s attention. Yes perhaps so. One certainly
may say so. And so it comes back to the fact that any-
thing having its own existence how much vitality has
it and do you happen to like to look at it and does it
hold your attention.

Now most of us live in ourselves that is to say in
one thing and we have to have a relief from the in-
tensity of that thing and so we like to look at some-
thing. Presidents of the United States of America are
supposed to like to look at baseball games. I can under-
stand that, I did too once, but ultimately it did not
hold my attention. Pictures made in oil on a flat sur-
face do, they do hold my attention, and so to go fur-
ther into this matter.

The first thing I ever saw painted and that I re-
member and remembered seeing and 1::eeling' as
painted, no one of you could know what that was, it
was a very large oil painting. It was the panorama of
the battle of Waterloo. I must have been about eight
years old and it was very exciting, it was exciting
seeing the panorama of the battle of Waterloo. There
was a man there who told all about the battle, I knew
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a good deal about it already because I always read his-
torical novels and history and I knew about the
sunken road where the french cavalry were caught
but though all that was exciting the thing that was
exciting me was the oil painting. It was an oil paint-
ing a continuous oil painting, one was surrounded by
an oil painting and I who lived continuously out of
doors and felt air and sunshine and things to see felt
that this was all different and very exciting. There
it all was the things to see but there was no air it
just was an oil painting. I remember standing on the
little platform in the center and almost consciously
knowing that there was no air. There was no air,
there was no feeling of air, it just was an oil painting
and it had a life of its own and it was a scene as an
oil painting sees it and it was a real thing which
looked like something I had seen but it had nothing
to do with that something that I knew because the
feeling was not at all that not at all the feeling which
I had when I saw anything that was really what the
oil painting showed. It the oil painting showed it as
an oil painting. That is what an oil painting is.
Later when I was about eighteen I saw the actual
battle field of the Battle of Gettysburg and the dif-
ference in emotion in seeing the actual battle field of
the battle of Gettysburg and the panorama of the
Battle of Waterloo is a thing that I very well remem-
ber. I knew of course I knew all about the battle of
Gettysburg. When we were there it was a wonderful
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early summer day, and it was an entirely different
thing from an oil painting. There were so many
things back present and future, and a feeling of en-
joying oneself and there it was and the whole thing
was very complicated. I know what the battle field of
the Battle of Gettysburg looks like in general and in
detail and I know what I felt and I know what was
said by us and what we said and the states that were
represented but I do not know exactly what it looked
like as I know exactly what the battle of Waterloo
looked like at the Panorama of the battle of Waterloo
which was an enormous circular oil painting. Do you
begin to see a little bit what it is to be an oil painting.
I have always liked looking at pictures of battle
scenes but as I say I always like looking at pictures
and then once after the war I saw the battle field of
the battle of Metz. For a moment as I looked at it, it
was a grey day and we were on our way back from
Alsace to Paris and we had seen so many battle fields
of this war and this one was so historical, it almost
it did almost look like an oil painting. As I say things
do not generally look to me like an oil painting. And
just then into this thing which was so historical that
it almost did look like an oil painting a very old
couple of people a man and woman got out of an auto-
mobile and went to look at a grave at the way-side and
the moment of its existence as an oil painting ceased,
it became a historical illustration for a simple his-
torical story. In connection with the Panorama of
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the Battle of Watérloo there was a description of the
battle of Waterloo as told by Victor Hugo. If it had
not rained on the twenty-sixth of March 1814 the
fate of Europe would have been changed. I never
really believed this because of course I had read so
many English novels and so much English history
about the battle of Waterloo but it was a perfectly
definite picture of the battle of Waterloo and it had
nothing whatever to do with an oil painting, It was
the complete other thing of an oil painting. And now
to go on with what an oil painting is.

The next thing I remember about an oil painting
were the advent, in San Francisco I was still a child,
of two very different paintings. One was by a man I
think named Rosenthal who had been sent to Europe
to develop his talent and he came back with a very
large painting of a scene from Scott’s Marmion the
nun being entombed in a wall as a punishment. The
other painting was Millst’s Man with a Hoe. Both
the pictures interested me equally, but I did not want
a photograph of the Rosenthal picture but I did of
the Man with a Hoe. I remember looking at it a great
deal. And then we that is my brother and myself
very moved not knowing exactly why but very moved
showed the photograph to my eldest brother and he
looked at it equally solemnly and then he said very
decidedly, it is a hell of a hoe, and he was right.

But I still know exactly how the picture of the Man
with a Hoe looked. I know exactly how it looked
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although having now lived a great deal in the french
country I see the farmers constantly hoeing with
just that kind of a hoe. The hoeing with just that
kind of a hoe as I see them all the time and meet
them all the time have nothing to do with Millet’s
Man with a Hoe but that is natural because I know
the men as men, the hoe as a hoe and the fields as
fields. But I still do know Millet’s Man with a Hoe,
because it was an oil painting. And my brother said
it was a hell of hoe but what it was was an oil paint-
ing. Millet’s pictures did have something that made
one say these things. I remember not so many years
ago at Bourg going through the monastery next to
the cathedral of Brou. There unexpectedly in a little
room was a cow, almost a real cow and it was an oil
painting by Millet, and it did not startle me but there
it was it was almost a cow but it was an oil painting
and though I had not thought of a Millet for years, I
did like it.

After this experience with Millet’s Man with a Hoe
and the Rosenthal picture I began to become educated
aesthetically, first etchings, they were in those days
reproduced in magazines and we used to cut them out
and then we began to collect real etchings, not many
but still a few, all this was still in San Francisco,
Seymour Hayden, Whistler, Zorn and finally Meryon,
but these two were much later, and Japanese prints.
I took on all this earnestly but inevitably as they were
not oil paintings they did not hold my attention. I do
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remember, still in San Francisco, a sign painting of
a man painting a sign a huge sign painting and this
did hold my attention. I used to go and look at it and
stand and watch it and then it bothered me because
it almost did look like a man painting a sign and one
wants, one likes to be deceived but not for too long.
That is a thing to remember about an oil painting.
It bothered me many years later when I first looked
at the Velasquez’s in Madrid. They almost looked
really like people and if they kept on doing so might
it not bother one as wax works bother one. And if it
did bother one was it an oil painting, because an oil
painting is something that looking at it it looks as it
is, an oil painting.

All this has to be remembered but to go back again.

The next thing that interested me in the way of an
oil painting, still in San Francisco, were some paint-
ings by a frenchman named Cazin. Of course perhaps
none of you have ever heard of him.

He was one of the then new school of painters who
being accepted officially in the salons were the com-
monplace end of the then still outlawed school of
impressionists. Cazin made a field of wheat look al-
most like a field of wheat blowing in the wind. It did
look like a field of wheat blowing in the wind and I
wag very fond of looking at fields of wheat blowing
in the wind. In a little while I found myself getting
a little mixed as to which looked most like a field of
wheat blowing in the wind the picture of the field of
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wheat or the real field of wheat. When that happens
one naturally gets discouraged. I may say one finally
gets discouraged. One is not discouraged at first, one
is confirmed in one’s feeling about a field of wheat
blowing in the wind and then gradually one is less
pleased and at last one is discouraged. One does not
like to be mixed in one’s mind as to which looks most
. like something at which one is looking the thing or
the painting. And so I rather lost interest in both.

There was another painting also by Cazin called
Juan and Juanita or at least that is what I called it
to myself because at that time I was reading a story
that had these two names, I think actually it was
called something biblical. Anyway it was a picture
of two children lost in the desert and the desert was
like the California desert. I knew. The desert this
painted desert looked very like the desert but the
children did not look really very much like children
and so finally I preferred that picture to the field of
wheat. I suppose I concluded that since the children
did not really look as children looked to me probably
neither did the blowing wheat nor the desert. All this
of course was very dim inside me.

The next thing that impressed me in the way of oil
painting was in Baltimore at the Walters Art Gallery
the pictures of the Barbizon school, not Millet any
longer but Daubignys and Rousseaus. Here once more
the blue sky behind the rocks was the blue sky I knew
behind rocks, and particularly the Rousseaus solidi-
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fying for me the blue sky behind rocks held me. As
the pictures were small and the blue sky was small
the question of the real sky did not bother me, and
beside although it pleased me and I liked it it did not
really excite me. Then I went to Boston and there I
saw the first big Corots. The one in the Boston Mu-
seum the evening star. There again I felt peaceful
about it being a sky because after all it was filled with
association, it was not a thing in itself. It looked like
the evening star it looked as Tannhauser felt and
more than that one could feel how it looked and so
there was no bother. Later on, Corots always pleased
me but that I think was largely because they were so
gentle. I never was much troubled by anything in
connection with them.

Then I bought myself my first oil painting. It was
painted by an American painter called Shilling and
I wanted it because it looked like any piece of Ameri-
can country and the sky was high and there was a
cloud and it looked like something in movement and I
remember very well what it was like, and then again
it bothered me because after all which did I like most
the thing seen or the thing painted and what was a
thing in movement. I began to be almost consciously
bothered.

Then I went to Europe first Antwerp then Italy
then France then Spain and then later again France.
Of course all this in successive years, I naturally
looked at a great many pictures.
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In Antwerp I only remember the colour of the
Rubens’ and that they were religious. I liked their
colour. I liked pretty well liked their religion.

Then we went through France to Italy.

The Louvre at first was only gold frames to me
gold frames which were rather glorious, and looking
out of the window of the Louvre with the gold frames
being all gold behind within was very glorious. I al-
ways like, as well as liked looking out of windows in
museums. It is more complete, looking out of windows
in museums, than looking out of windows anywhere
else.

Then we went to Italy and my brother and I spent
a long hot summer in Italy, in Florence and in Venice
and in Perugia and I began to sleep and dream in
front of oil paintings.

I did look out of the windows of the museums but
it was really not necessary.

There were very few people in the galleries in Italy
in the summers in those days and there were long
benches and they were red and they were comfortable
at least they were to me and the guardians were in-
different or amiable and I could really lie down and
sleep in front of the pictures. You can see that it was
not necessary to look out of the windows.

. In sleeping and waking in front particularly of
the Tintorettos the Giottos and the Castagnas, the
Botticellis were less suited to that activity, they little
as one can think it they bothered me because the
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Italian flowers were just like the flowers in the Botti-
celli pictures. I used to walk in the country and then
I concluded that the Botticellis being really so like
the flowers in the country they were not the pictures
before which one could sleep, they were to my feel-
ing, being that they looked so like the flowers in the
country, they were artificial. You know what I mean
artificial flowers. And I literally mean just that. At
least that is the way I felt then about it. I liked Man-
tegna then because he made me realize that white is
a colour, and in a way he made me feel something
about what oil paintings were that prepared me for
much that was to come later.

As I say in sleeping and waking in front of all these
pictures I really began to realize that an oil painting
is an oil painting. I was beginning after that to be
able to look with pleasure at any oil painting.

I had another curious experience concerning oil
painting at about that same time.

I went into Italian churches a great deal then and
I began to be very much interested in black and white
marble. Even other colored marbles. I went in Rome
to Saint John without the walls and I did not like the
marble and then I looked at the marble I did like and
I began to touch it and I found gradually that if I
liked it there was always as much imitation oil
painted marble as real marble. And all being mixed
together I liked it. It was very hard to tell the real
from the false. I spent hours in those hot summer
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that any one can know that that thing is a
finished thing is something.

To make a pretty thing so that any one can feel
that the thing is a pretty thing is something.

To begin a thing that any one can see is begun
is something. To begin a pretty thing so that any
one can see that a pretty thing has been begun
is something.

PORTRAITS AND PRAYERS—PAGE 54—RANDOM HOUSE.

I remember much later than that being very both-
ered by Courbet. I had commenced looking at later
oil paintings, that is later than old museum pictures.
I liked David then because he was so dry and Ary
Sheffer because he was so tender and Greuze be-
cause he was so pretty and they all “painted people
to look like people that is more or less to look like
people, to look like people more or less, and it did not
make any difference.

But Courbet bothered me. He did really use the
color that nature looked like that any landscape
looked like when it was just like itself as you saw it
in passing. Courbet really did use the colors that
nature looked like to anybody, that a water-fall in the
woods looked like to anybody.

And what had that to do with anything, in fact did
it not destroy a little of the reality of the oil paint-
ing. The paintings of Courbet were very real as oil
paintings, they existed very really as oil painting,
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but did the colors that were the colors anybody
could see trees and water-falls naturally were, did
these colors add or did they detract from the reality
of the oil painting as oil painting. Perhaps and most
likely perhaps it did not really make any difference.
There was a moment though when I worried about
the Courbets not being an oil painting but being a
piece of country in miniature as seen in a diminish-
ing glass. One always does like things in little. Models
of furniture are nice, little flower pots are nice, little
gardens are nice, penny penny peep shows are hice,
magic lanterns are nice and photographs and cinemas
are nice and the mirrors in front of automobiles are
nice because they give the whole scene always in
little and yet in natural colors like the receiver of
a camera. As I say one does quite naturally like things
in small, it is easy one has it all at once, and it is just
like that, or in distorted mirrors when one has it even
more all at once, and as I say I worried lest Courbet
was like that. But soon I concluded that no, it only
seemed so, no the Courbets were really oil paintings
with the real life of oil paintings as oil paintings
should have. Only the Courbets being nearly some-
thing else always keeps them from being really- all
they are. However, To come back to pictures that is
oil paintings.

I began to feel that as a different thing from Cour-
bet, nobody or nothing looked now any more like the
people in the old pictures in the museums and the old
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pictures were alright, Did anything one saw look
really like the new pictures and were they alright.

You see it gets to be a bother but still if oil paint-
ings are oil paintings and you really like to look at
them it is not really a bother.

Should a picture look like anything or does it, even
a Courbet, or a Velasquez, or does it make any dif-
ference if it does or if it does not as long as it is an
oil painting.

And if it is less like anything does it make any
difference and if it is more like anything does it make
any difference and yet if it is not like anything at all
is it an oil painting.

You see it does get complicated because after all
you have to like looking at an oil painting.

And then slowly through all this and looking at
many many pictures I came to Cezanne and there
you were, at least there I was, not all at once but as
soon as I got used to it. The landscape looked like a
landscape that is to say what is yellow in the land-
scape looked yellow in the oil painting, and what was
blue in the landscape looked blue in the oil painting
and if it did not there still was the oil painting, the
oil painting by Cezanne. The same thing was true
of the people there was no reason why it should be
but it was, the same thing was true of the chairs, the
same thing was true of the apples. The apples looked
like apples the chairs looked like chairs and it all had
nothing to do with anything because if they did not
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look like apples or chairs or landscape or people they
were apples and chairs and landscape and people.
They were so entirely these things that they were
not an oil painting and yet that is just what the
Cezannes were they were an oil painting, They were
so entirely an oil painting that it was all there
whether they were finished, the paintings, or whether
they were not finished. Finished or unfinished it al-
ways was what it looked like the very essence of an
oil painting because everything was always there,
really there.

CEZANNE

The Irish lady can say, that to-day is every
day. Caesar can say that every day is to-day and
they say that every day is as they say.

In this way Cezanne nearly did nearly in this
way Cezanne nearly did nearly did and nearly
did. And was I surprised. Was I very surprised.
Was I surprised. I was surprised and in that
patient, are you patient when you find bees.
Bees in a garden make a specialty of honey and
so does honey. Honey and prayer. Honey and
there. There where the grass can grow nearly
four times yearly.

PORTRAITS AND PRAYERS—PAGE 11.

This then was a great relief to me and I began my
writing.
This sounds as if it might have been an end of
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something as being in the nature of a solution but it
was not it was just something going on.

Up to this time I had been getting acquainted with
pictures I had been intimate with a number of them
but I had not been really familiar with them.

I once wrote something called Made A Mile Away,
which was a description of all the pictures that had
influenced me, all the pictures up to this moment the
moment when I became familiar with pictures.

From this time on familiarity began and I like
familiarity. It does not in me breed contempt it just
breeds familiarity. And the more familiar a thing is
the more there is to be familiar with. And so my fa-
miliarity began and kept on being.

From that time on I could look at any oil painting.
That is the essence of familiarity that you can look
at any of it.

Having thus become familiar with oil paintings I
looked at any and at all of them and I looked at thou-
sands and thousands of them. Any year in Paris if
you want to look at any and all paintings you can
look at thousands and thousands of them, you can
look at them any day and everywhere, There are a
great great many oil paintings in Paris.

Once a picture dealer told me and he knew that
there were sixty thousand people in Paris painting
pictures and that about twenty thousand of them
were earning a living at it. There are a great many
oil paintings to be seen any year in Paris.
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Gradually getting more and more familiar with oil
paintings was like getting gradually more and more
familiar with faces as you look very hard at some of
them and you look very hard at all of them and you
do all of this very often. Faces gradually tell you
something, there is no doubt about that as you grow
more and more familiar with any and all faces and
so it is with oil paintings. The result was that in a
way I slowly knew what an oil painting is and grad-
ually I realized as I had already found out very often
that there is a relation between anything that is
painted and the painting of it. And gradually I real-
ized as I had found very often that that relation was
so to speak nobody’s business. The relation between
the oil painting and the thing painted was really no-
body’s business. It could be the oil painting’s busi-
ness but actually for the purpose of the oil painting
after the oil painting was painted it was not the oil
painting’s business and so it was nobody’s business.

But still one always does like a resemblance.

A resemblance is always a pleasurable sensation
and so a resemblance is almost always there.

That is not the business so to speak of the oil paint-
ing, that is just a pleasant human weakness. Any-
body and so almost everybody pleasantly likes any-
thing that resembles anything or any one.

Then there is another thing another pleasant hu-
man weakness. There is another thing about an oil
painting. It makes you see something to which it is
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