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"Fruit Dish and Glass," a 1912 work b~ Georges Braque. 

had his brain-shaking encounter with 
African art, an experience docu­
mented in two extraordinary pieces 
here, one a stunning color study of a 
woman's head for "Demoiselles 
d'Avignon," the other a graphite 
draWing of a masklike man's head, 
with unfathomably black, gouged-out 
eyes. 

The show belongs to Picasso: 27 of 
its 40 works are his. Even in a minor 
mode, as he mostly is here, he is huge 
and implacable, a conquistador. Yet 
he's an odd sort of revolutionary; a 
surfer of radicalism. not a deep div­
er, mostly because he was tied by 
bonds of love to the past, enslaved to 

it, I would say, 
I would also say that Cubism was, 

by far, his finest hour, the closest he 
ever came to an all-or-nothing leap, 
to risking the loss of all he was for 
something he could not know. For 
Braque, less driven, this was easier, 
even if, after Cubism, he made little 
of it. Still, he brought his art right to 
the edge of abstraction as Picasso 
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never did. Picasso could rip reality to 
shreds, skin it, rearrange it and Pi~k 

its bones. But he could never bury It. 
In his art, it is always there. 

Somewhere around 1913, Pi~asso 

and Braque had begun to tire of Cub­
ism; it had become a formula. They 
moved on, leaving the field to a gen­
eration of followers, a few of whom 
round out the show. The young Fer­
nand Leger is one; he's a spark. Best 
by far is the tense, meticulous Juan 
Gris, with collages as tight and 
springy as sonnets. 

But with the well-groomed likes of 
Henri Laurens and Jacques Villon, 
Cubism becomes just a suave period 
look, a new classicism in the tradi­
tion of Chardin, Poussin and Ingres. 
For the wild style, you have to go 
back to Picasso's "Standing Woman" 
(1911-12), who wears her innards like 
a coat, or Braque's ethereal "Fruit 
Dish and Glass," where background 
and foreground, shadow and form, 
are one. 

Seeing them, really seeing them, 
for the first time, back then, must 
have been like experiencing the 
world on hallucinogens, or under an­
esthesia, just before consciousness 
shifts or shuts down. You're caught 
between joy and panic. Then YOU're 
gone. 


