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those two extremes like a pendulum, and out of 
the momentum thus created grew a force in his 
mind which began to find its way towards the God 
he was seeking. But it was only in his mind. His 
force, his passion, were left slumbering in the 
hypnotic sleep imposed on them by the tragedy.

Yet the mental impulse kept him working in 
a serene ecstasy. He could make the design for 
his picture, and simplify his figures into a form 
in which he knew there was some beauty, or at 
least that it could hold beauty and let no drop 
of it escape.

He could return then to his normal life, and 
made Golda very happy by joking with her and 
spending many evenings in her kitchen.

“You should take a holiday,” she said. “You 
look tired out.”

“ I will,” he said, “ when the spring comes. I am 
going to be an artist, but I am afraid it will not 
mean carriages and horses and the King com­
manding his portrait to be painted.”

He had the very great joy of beginning to 
understand Cézanne’s delight in the intellectual 
craft of painting and to see why he had neglected 
the easier delights of handicraft and the mere 
pleasure of the eye. But the more he understood, 
the harder it became to finish his picture. 
He slaved at it, but there was still no beauty in it.

He would not surrender. It would have been 
so easy to slip back to fake a pictorial quality. 
He had only to go to the National Gallery to 
come out with his head buzzing with ideas and 
impressions. He had only to go into the street 
to have a thousand mental notes from which 
to give his work a human and dramatic quality.

He stuck to it and slaved away until he was 
forced to give in.

“You devil!” he said, as he shook his fist at 
the picture. “ You empty jug ! ”


