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“At first I thought, They're not say-
ing anything.” says Milioti, “and then
[ thought, Duh! That’s like life. Enda
writes silences.” O

LIFE AFTER PICASSO

(continued from page 555)

big aluminum relief by Frank Stella; the
African tribal sculptures and Oceanic
figures; the many Matisses and Miros—
and the Picassos. She falls silent in front
of a large 1952-53 ink drawing of Palo-
ma as a baby, and I notice that she’s not
really looking at it. She’s looking at a
small drawing on the grand piano that
shows a nude and highly eroticized Jac-
queline Roque, the woman who replaced
her in Picasso’s life.

We finally sit down in front of Woman
Drawing, which hangs alone on a long
wall, flanked by two masterpieces of tribal
art. “Well,” she says, after a longish si-
lence, “the breasts are going up instead
of down. That’s optimistic!” Her raucous
laugh rings out. “But something I never
understood is why on earth does that pen-
cil I'm holding have a string attached to
the table? I never used a pencil like that,
SO 1t’s pure imagination.”

Phyllis mentions that a prominent art
historian once wrote that the pencil was
tied this way so her children wouldn’t
knock it off the table.

Francoise makes a derisive noise.
“That’s hot air. Pablo imagined that pen-
cil. It had nothing to do with anything
he saw. He had such a fantastic visual
memory, and most of the time he drew
from what was in his mind.” She stands
up, moves closer to the painting, squint-
ing, then sits down again.

“For each of the women in his life, he
had a kind of leitmotif, like in Wagner.
For me, 1t was blue and green—although
here, I have only green. You can hear it,
if you like. For Marie-Thérése Walter,
1t was lavender, lemon vellow, and pale
green. Black was usually associated with
Dora Maar, but he played more with
form than with color for her. Dora Maar
had both eves on the same side—with
me, they are on each side of my nose,
thank God.” More laughter. “It’s be-
cause I have a very regular face, and usu-
ally I'm in control of my emotions.”

Picasso made hundreds of paintings
of Frangoise and thousands of drawings
and prints. She can be a flower, a bowl of
cherries, a knight in armor, “and when
there’s a lobster, that’s me, too, because
he always said [ had the bones outside to
protect myself.” Phyllis says that to her
knowledge, this painting is the only one
that shows Francoise as an artist, with-
out the children, working alone in her

studio. Two years later, she was gone—
the only one of Picasso’s women who
left him, and the only one who went on
to have a rich and rewarding life of her
own. “I knew 1f I didn’t leave Pablo, he
would devour me,” she says.

Daniel-Henry Kahnweiler, Picasso’s
longtime dealer, who had been showing
her work, too, ended her contract when
“Picasso said, ‘It’s her or me.” Picasso
was waging war on me, a very dirty war,
because he had all the power.” But Kahn-
weiler helped her find another gallery in
Paris, and Gilot has continued to grow
as an artist. Dorothea McKenna Elkon,
her close friend since the 1960s and her
New York dealer for the past two decades,
tells me that a large Gilot oil painting can
bring up to §200,000, and that four of
her works are 1n the collection of the
Metropolitan Museum of Art. Three
weeks after the Picasso/Gilot opening at
(agosian on April 28, a Gilot retrospec-
tive goes on view at the Musée du Vieux
Nimes, running concurrently with a show
of Picasso’s bullfighting images at the
Musée des Cultures Taurines, by the same
curator (Aleth Jourdan) and in the same
city. “"He did them,” she tells me, “during
the yvears we were together.”

We've been talking for nearly four
hours, and Francoise seems as fresh
as when we arrived. We discuss what
she calls her "ancestors™ in painting—
Gauguin and van Gogh—and she adds,
decisively, “I could live without Rubens
or Cézanne.” When I ask if she looks
at contemporary art, she says, “Over-
all. I like Jasper Johns. For me, he’s the
best. His gray paintings, precisely. He
understands what gray is all about.” I am
struck once again by Frangoise’s vivid
presence, and by her ability to live entirely
in the present. “You always survive if vou
think you should.” she savs. “I didn’t ask
permission to be who I am.” O

THIS AMERICAN LIFE

(continued from page 557)

that many regard as the King Lear of
modern drama. At 44, he may seem too
young to play a man on his final stumble
to the grave, but Cobb was only 37 when
he starred in the original Broadway pro-
duction. And Hoffman is a performer
whose ability to remake himself, inside
and out, for every performance has
made him that rare character actor who
1s also a star—and earned him an Oscar
for his uncanny transformation in the
2005 biopic Capote. Besides, he already
has a leg up on the role. “I plaved Willy
Loman for two performances in a high
school production when I was seven-
teen,” he says. (continued on page 602)
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