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Olga Khokhlova in L’Après-midi d’un faune, 1913.

1
Rome and the Ballets Russes (1917)


Picasso’s visit to Rome in February 1917 had originally been conceived as a wedding trip, but at the last moment his on-again off-again mistress, Irène Lagut, who had promised to marry him, changed her mind, as her predecessor, Gaby Lespinasse, had done the year before. Instead of Irène, Jean Cocteau accompanied him. In a vain attempt to set himself at the head of the avant-garde, this ambitious young poet had inveigled Picasso into collaborating with him on Parade: a gimmicky, quasi-modernist ballet about the efforts of a couple of shills to lure the public into their vaudeville theater by tantalizing them with samples of their acts. Cocteau had desperately wanted Diaghilev to stage this ballet in Paris. The meddlesome Polish hostess Misia Sert had tried to scupper the project. However, Picasso’s Chilean protector and patron, Eugenia Errázuriz, had persuaded Diaghilev to agree, provided Picasso did the décor, Erik Satie the score, and Léonide Massine the choreography. Sets, costumes, and rehearsals were to be done in Rome, where Diaghilev had his wartime headquarters. Picasso’s cubist followers were horrified that their avant-garde hero should desert them for anything as frivolous and modish as the Ballets Russes, but he ignored their complaints. After two and a half years of war, with its appalling death toll, its hardships and shortages, and above all the absence of his closest friends—particularly Braque and Apollinaire at the front—Picasso was elated at the prospect of leaving the bombardments and blackouts behind to spend a couple of months in the relative peace of Rome, which he had always wanted to visit. Besides working on Parade, he was determined to get married.



Picasso and Cocteau arrived in Rome on February 19, 1917, a day later than they had intended. Cocteau, who had forgotten to get a visa from the Italian embassy, had lied when telling him that no reservations were available. Diaghilev had booked them into the Grand Hotel de Russie on the corner of the Via del Babuino and the Piazza del Popolo. So that Picasso could work in peace on the costumes and sets for Parade, he had also arranged for him to have one of the coveted Patrizi studios, tucked away in a sprawling, unkempt garden off the Via Margutta. Although most of the artists are now gone, the Patrizi studios are still as idyllic as they were in 1917.
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Serge Diaghilev in New York, 1916. Bibliothèque de l’Opéra, Paris.

“I cannot forget Picasso’s studio in Rome,” Cocteau later wrote. “A small chest contained the maquette for Parade, with its houses, trees and shack. It was there that Picasso did his designs for the Chinese Conjurer, the Managers, the American Girl, the Horse, which Anna de Noailles would compare to a laughing tree, and the Acrobats in blue tights, which would remind Marcel Proust of The Dioscuri.”1 From his window Picasso had a magnificent view of the sixteenth-century Villa Medici, seat of the French Academy, towering above the studio garden. As he well knew, the Academy had associations with some of his favorite artists. Velázquez had painted the garden; Ingres had spent four years there as a fellow at the outset of his career and, later, six years as director; Corot had also worked there and caught the golden light of Rome and the campagna, as no other painter had done.

“Rome seems made by [Corot],” Cocteau reported to his mother. “Picasso talks of nothing else but this master, who touches us much more than Italians hell bent on the grandiose!”2 That Picasso infinitely preferred the informality of Corot’s radiant views to the pomp and ceremony and baroque theatricality of so much Roman painting is confirmed by his sun-filled pointillistic watercolors of the Villa Medici’s ochre façade—as original as anything he did in Rome.3

Diaghilev insisted that Picasso and Cocteau share his passion for the city. Sightseeing was compulsory that very first evening. Since there was no blackout as there was in Paris, they were able to see the Colosseum all lit up—“that enormous reservoir of the centuries,” Cocteau said, “which one would like to see come alive, crowded with people and wild beasts and peanut vendors.”4 The following morning, Diaghilev picked them up in his car for another grand tour. In the evening he took them to the circus. “Sad but beautiful arena,” Cocteau wrote his mother. “Misia Sert (or rather her double) performed on the tight rope. Diaghilev slept until woken with a start by an elephant putting its feet on his knees.”5

When he arrived in Rome, Picasso was still suffering from chagrin d’amour. Eager to find a replacement for Irène Lagut, he had promptly fallen in love with one of Diaghilev’s Russian dancers, the twenty-five-year-old Olga Khokhlova. Although he courted her assiduously and did a drawing of her, which he signed with his name in Cyrillic, Olga proved adamantly chaste. Chastity was a challenge that Picasso had seldom had to face. Both Diaghilev and Bakst warned him that a respectable Russian woman would not sacrifice her virginity unless assured of marriage. “Une russe on I’epouse,” Diaghilev said. Olga personified this view. She was indeed respectable: the daughter of Stepan Vasilievich Khokhlov, who was not a general, as she claimed, but a colonel in the Corps of Engineers in charge of the railway system.6 Olga had three brothers and a younger sister. They lived in St. Petersburg in a state-owned apartment on the Moika Canal. Around 1910, the colonel had been sent to the Kars region to oversee railroad construction, and the family had followed him there. Olga stayed behind. Egged on by a school friend’s sister, Mathilda Konetskaya, who had joined the Diaghilev ballet after graduating from the Imperial Ballet School, she decided to become a dancer.

Olga had considerable talent. Despite starting late and studying briefly at a St. Petersburg ballet school,7 she managed to get auditioned by Diaghilev. The Ballets Russes was having difficulty prying dancers loose from the state-run theaters and was desperate for recruits. A committee consisting of Nijinsky and the greatest of classical ballet masters, Enrico Cecchetti, as well as Diaghilev—a trio described by another dancer as more terrifying than any first-night audience—put Olga through her paces and accepted her. Intelligence and diligence compensated for lack of experience. Nijinsky was sufficiently impressed to pick her out of the corps de ballet.

Léonide Massine, who had taken Nijinsky’s place in Diaghilev’s company as well as in his heart, had chosen Olga to play the role of Dorotea in Les Femmes de bonne humeur, an adaptation of a comedy by the eighteenth-century playwright Goldoni, with sets by Léon Bakst and a heavily arranged score after Scarlatti. It was at a rehearsal for this ballet, which would have its premiere in Rome the following month, that Picasso spotted Olga and immediately set about courting her. To familiarize himself with the techniques of theatrical décor as well as watch his new love dance, he helped Carlo Socrate (the scene painter who would work on Parade) execute Bakst’s scenery. So that he could join Olga backstage, Picasso even helped the stagehands at the ballet’s premiere.8 Fifteen months later he would marry her.

Compared to her predecessors—Bohemian models Picasso had lived with in Montmartre or Montparnasse—Olga was very much a lady, not, however, the noblewoman biographers have assumed her to be.9 She came from much the same professional class as Picasso’s family. Don José, Picasso’s father, may have been a very unsuccessful painter, but his brothers included a diplomat, a revered prelate, and a successful doctor, who had married the daughter of a Malagueño marquis. One of Picasso’s mother’s first cousins was a general—more celebrated than Olga’s parent, also the real thing. Indeed, it may have been Olga’s lack of blue blood that made her so anxious to become a grande dame and bring up her son like a little prince. Arthur Rubinstein, the pianist, who had met Olga in 1916 when the ballet visited San Sebastián, remembered her as “a stupid Russian who liked to brag about her father, who she pretended was a colonel in the Tsar’s own regiment. The other dancers assured me that he was only a sergeant.”10 This was an exaggeration, but Olga’s pretensions were resented by other members of the company.

Ten years younger than Picasso, Olga had fine regular features, dark reddish hair, green eyes, a small, lithe, dancer’s body, and a look of wistful, Slavic melancholy that accorded with the romanticism of classic Russian ballet. Formal photographs reveal Olga to have been a beauty—usually an unsmiling one—although in early snapshots of her with Picasso and Cocteau in Rome, she is actually grinning. Later, she plays up to him, dances for him, takes on different personalities, which might explain the widely varying reactions to her. The celebrated ballerina Alexandra Danilova declared that Olga “was nothing—nice but nothing. We couldn’t discover what Picasso saw in her.”11 A Soviet ballet historian, the late Genya Smakov, found references to her in an unpublished memoir by someone working for Diaghilev, where she is said to have been “neurotic.”12 On the other hand, Lydia Lopokova—the most intelligent of Diaghilev’s ballerinas—was Olga’s best friend in the company.

Picasso fell for Olga’s vulnerability. He sensed the victim within. She would have appealed to his possessiveness and protectiveness especially when the Russian Revolution cut her off from her family. Her vulnerability would likewise have appealed to Picasso’s sadistic side. (The women in his life were expected to read the Marquis de Sade.) In the past year rejection by the two women he had hoped to marry had left him uncharacteristically desperate. Picasso’s residual bourgeois streak should also be taken into account. He was thirty-five and wanted to settle down with a presentable wife and have a son. None of his father’s three brothers had had any issue, and there was pressure from his mother to produce an heir.

Sexual abstinence was something Picasso had seldom if ever had to face. His two previous mistresses may have shied away from marrying him, but they had been easy enough to seduce. Olga was as unbeddable as the “nice” Malagueña girls that his family had tried to foist on him. “Don’t forget Olga who cares for you very much,” she wrote on the back of a dramatic photograph of herself in Firebird. “Who neglects me, loses me.”13 (Cocteau could not resist using the phrase qui me néglige me perd as a caption to a caricature of Bakst he subsequently sent to Olga.)14 Picasso must have been very much in love to put up with this ukase. Ernest Ansermet, Diaghilev’s principal conductor, describes walking back to the Hotel Minerva, where he and the dancers were staying. Olga had the room next to Ansermet’s. “I heard Picasso in the passage knocking at her door and Olga on the other side of it saying ‘No, no, Monsieur Picasso, I’m not going to let you in.’ ”15 Clearly, marriage was his only option.

Diaghilev, who felt responsible for the genteel Russian girls in his company, advised Picasso against marrying Olga. Foreseeing problems with her parents, who were averse to their daughter marrying a mere painter, the impresario told Picasso that he had a much more suitable girl set aside for him. She was currently dancing in South America and would soon be returning to Europe. Picasso would not listen; he was obsessed by Olga. Not that this kept him away from the local brothels, to judge by an address noted down in his Roman sketchbook.16 “In Rome of an evening,” Picasso told Apollinaire, “whores ply their trade in automobiles—at walking pace— they accost their clients with smiles and gestures and stop the car to negotiate the price.”17 From Naples he would send Apollinaire a postcard: “In Naples all the women are beautiful. Everything is easy here,”18 and, sure enough, the sketchbook he took with him records the address of a Neapolitan brothel. For an Andalusian, regular visits to a whorehouse would have been an obligatory response to a fiancée’s virtuous stand. Another option was an affair with a less virtuous member of the company. Picasso did that too.19

Cut off by the war from Russia, Diaghilev and his company led a nomadic life. Their principal wartime base was Rome. Officially the impresario stayed in the Grand Hotel, but he spent most of his time in an apartment in the Marchese Theodoli’s palazzo on the Corso that he had rented for Léonide Massine, the handsome twenty-one-year-old dancer, who had been his lover for the previous three years. So as not to compromise himself publicly, Massine had insisted that he and his employer live under separate roofs. That this hot-blooded heterosexual, who was also a cold-blooded operator, should have allowed himself to be captured and caged by the notoriously jealous and possessive Diaghilev is not surprising. In Russia it had been a standard career move for a dancer of either sex to have a rich, influential protector. To negotiate these arrangements, one of the company’s dancers, Alexandrov, acted as pimp. Massine’s predecessor in Diaghilev’s life, the legendary Nijinsky, who was likewise heterosexual, had started off—with his mother’s blessing—as the protégé of the rich, young Prince Lvov. The Prince had then handed him on to the Polish Count Tishkievitch, who gave him a piano.20 Like Diaghilev’s previous lover, Dimitri Filosofov, Nijinsky would leave the impresario for a woman; as would Massine.

Exceedingly parsimonious and very ambitious, Massine had everything to gain from this arrangement. Diaghilev had already turned him into a star dancer, a choreographer of near genius and a major collector of modern paintings, including many Picassos and Braques. Sex with Diaghilev was part of the job—“like going to bed with a nice fat old lady,”21 as he told one of his mistresses, when she asked how he could possibly have done it with Diaghilev.

That Massine was a passionate Hispanophile would prove to be a lasting bond with Picasso. The previous summer in Madrid, the dancer had agreed to choreograph two ballets with Spanish themes, Las meninas, which would be put on later in 1917, and Tricorne, which would not appear until 1919. A small, driven, Spanish-looking Russian with enormous eyes—in some respects a younger version of Picasso—Massine expected the artist to teach him about modern art. He proved so perceptive and imaginative and such a quick learner that over the next ten years he and Picasso would collaborate on four great ballets.

Another bond between Picasso and Massine was a passion for women—a passion that differentiated them from Diaghilev’s largely homosexual entourage. Cocteau’s presence in Rome made for more pique and intrigue than usual. In the face of Diaghilev’s jealousy, Picasso was delighted to provide his fellow womanizer with an alibi for his amorous escapades. After failing to persuade Picasso to spy for him, Diaghilev hired a couple of detectives to take on this job.22 At the slightest suspicion of infidelity on Massine’s part, Diaghilev would have a temper tantrum, attack the furniture with his stick, tear the telephone out of the wall and smash it.

Massine’s biographer, Vicente García-Márquez, has explained the dynamics of this relationship:


Massine’s reaction to such raving was to immerse himself in work. Not only were his spirit and intellect being sorely tested, but his appreciation of Diaghilev as a great man—brilliant, often magnanimous, capable of… self-sacrifice in the pursuit of artistic ideals—had to be set against the … merciless, mistrustful… self-centered tyrant he now faced…. Since Massine … sacrifice[d] himself to art as to a religion, any distress … was justified in his mind by the work that grew out of their affiliation. In the creative process he could … sublimate his private needs to his work…. the dark side of his bargain was that… art increasingly became for Massine a substitute for and a refuge from real intimacy.23



Diaghilev was too much in awe of Picasso to lose his temper with him, so everything went smoothly; but after prolonged exposure to his controlling ways, the artist said that, like Gulliver, he “felt a desperate need to travel back to the land of human beings.”24 Cocteau fared less well. If he described the impresario as “an ogre of kindness and criminality,” this was because Diaghilev had made a great fuss over him in Rome, and then taken against his meddling. After returning to Paris, Cocteau made the fatal mistake of claiming that he rather than Massine was the principal begetter of Parade.

To promote the company’s upcoming season and lure backers for new productions, Diaghilev gave frequent dinners in “Massine’s apartment,” which had already filled up with balletic clutter. Michel Georges-Michel—the journalist who had recently arrived from Paris with some Picasso paintings that Diaghilev had bought for Massine25—described the place. Besides these newly acquired paintings, which Diaghilev planned to exhibit at the company’s gala opening in April, the salon contained “lengths of muslin, fabrics, silks, sheets of cardboard, ballet shoes, costume designs on tracing paper, picture frames, musical scores, dolls.”26 Over the sofa hung an eighteenth-century portrait which intrigued Picasso. “Why are you so fascinated by that picture?” Diaghilev asked. “I am studying it carefully,” Picasso replied, “in order to learn how not to paint.”27 There was a constant coming and going of friends and associates chattering away in Russian, French, English, Italian, Spanish. Diaghilev’s dinners were shunned by most of the “black” aristocracy of Rome, who disapproved of his pro-Bolshevik stance, but immensely popular with cultivated diplomats and fashionable people from war-torn countries, who had settled in the city for the duration of the hostilities and were desperate for distraction.

Diaghilev had taken a liking to a young, prematurely bald, prematurely stout diplomat called Gerald Tyrwhitt (soon to be better known as Lord Berners). Ber-ners’s whimsical wit and passion for modern music made up for a lack of physical charm (he looked like nothing so much as an oyster, Lord Sackville declared). So did the considerable fortune he was about to inherit. Berners was an amateur in the eighteenth-century sense of the word: an amateurish painter and writer and a collector of everything from needlework carpets to the early Corots Picasso valued so highly, and (later) Salvador Dalís. The only thing Berners was not amateurish about was his music.

Stravinsky, whom Berners hero-worshipped, regarded his fan as the best of the young English composers—his Valse brillante, Stravinsky said, includes “one of the most impudent passages in modern music [a view more likely to reflect Stravinsky’s poor opinion of English composers rather than his esteem for Berners’s slim oeu-vre].”28 Stravinsky had introduced him to Diaghilev, who would eventually commission him to do scores for an opera and a ballet.29 Diaghilev passed on this famously funny, ironical man to Picasso. And just as he made himself useful to Stravinsky as a go-between in the composer’s complicated financial dealings with Diaghilev, Berners made himself useful to Picasso by helping to paint the set of Parade. He also shipped one of Picasso’s portrait drawings of Stravinsky out of Italy in the diplomatic bag— probably the one of the composer seemingly wearing a monocle (in fact a broken pair of glasses).30 More to the point, Berners took the Parade team to a spectacle which would duplicate the scenario of the ballet. As Berners wrote Stravinsky (March 13, 1917), “near my house I have discovered a tiny, dirty little theater music-hall, which I want you to see when you come. They have a variety program and an orchestra à tout crever. I took Picasso and Cocteau there the other night and they were thrilled.”31
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Igor Stravinsky, Picasso, and Gerald Thyrwitt (later Lord Berners) in front of Picasso’s Harlequin and Woman with a Necklace, Rome, 1917. Musée Picasso, Paris.

They were indeed thrilled. The atmosphere of the seedy vaudeville theater that Berners had discovered corresponded exactly to what Picasso and Cocteau hoped to evoke in Parade—the corny Barnum and Bailey look of the drop curtain, with its vaguely Vesuvian view, stems at least in part from the décor that Picasso and Cocteau would have seen in Berners’s “tiny, dirty little theater.” The reference to Naples, like the references to New York in the Manager’s skyscraper outfits, as well as to Spain (the torero in the drop curtain) and China (the Conjuror’s mandarin costume), was supposed to reflect the ballet’s cosmopolitan nature and the loosening of its ties to mother Russia. This was the message that Diaghilev hoped to project. He wanted to live down his mandarin past and be recognized as an honorary member of the avant-garde, the better to distance himself from the essentially Tsarist tradition of classical ballet founded by Marius Petipa. As that sharpest of dance critics, André Levinson, would write, “Personne n’a servi etper-sonne n’a trahi le ballet russe comme l’a fait Serge de Diaghilev” (No one has supported the Russian ballet or betrayed it as Serge de Diaghilev has done).32

Inspiration for Parade came from yet another traditional form of popular entertainment: the Teatro dei Piccoli, a marionette theater that Picasso and Cocteau visited soon after their arrival, as we know from postcards of the marionettes that Picasso sent to Apollinaire (“I am writing to you from my bed having refused to go to the Forum this morning”)33 and to Juan Gris, who thanked him: “You must send me others in the same series or buy me several more which you can give me on your return.”34 Cocteau mailed one of these postcards to his mother.35 The puppets, he said, made fairyland far more convincing than human performers ever could.36 After the performance, Picasso, Cocteau, and Massine, and presumably Diaghilev, were invited to meet the “actresses” backstage, where the puppeteers manipulated their puppets into ceremoniously receiving their guests from the world of ballet.

Puppets had intrigued Picasso ever since 1899, when he had done a poster for a marionette show at Els Quatre Gats.37 Now they intrigued him even more. As he had no previous experience of the stage, he constructed a model theater out of a cardboard box in which to try out his Parade sets. His memories of the Teatro dei Pic-coli’s miniature stage would be reflected in the puppet-theater look of his décor. Cocteau raved to his mother about the spell cast by the Teatro dei Piccoli. Massine was delighted to have had another opportunity to study puppetry. Three years earlier, while on holiday with Diaghilev at Viareggio in 1914, he had been fascinated by the resort’s open-air marionette theater with its commedia dell’arte characters.38 Les Femmes de bonne humeur—the ballet Massine was currently rehearsing—also testifies to this obsession with marionettes.

One of the most important things a stage designer has to learn, Picasso said, was how to modify, magnify, or intensify a line or color or pattern for it to register at this or that distance from the stage. No one was better at demonstrating this than puppeteers, who needed their little figures to be identifiable and distinguishable from afar. Hence the startling boldness and brightness of Picasso’s costumes, which sometimes made for confusion on the stage. By comparison, the costumes Diaghilev’s former favorite, Léon Bakst, did for Schéhérazade looked flamboyant and démodé. Much as he deplored Bakst’s taste, Picasso told Françoise Gilot that he learned a lot about stagecraft from him, for instance the way certain “colors look very nice in a maquette but amount to nothing transferred to the stage.”39 Years after the Ballets Russes period, Boris Taslitsky, a French Communist Party official, recalled how impressed he had been by Picasso’s exactitude when they worked together in the 1950s on backcloths for the party’s conventions.40 To make his blacks look blacker than black, Picasso added silver powder. The weight of the lines had to be just so.

In Rome, Picasso’s interest in puppets was shared by the young futurist painter, sculptor, and puppet maker Fortunato Depero. Diaghilev had momentarily hailed him as a genius and commissioned him to do the décor and costumes for Massine’s Hans Christian Andersen ballet, Le Chant du rossignol. Stravinsky’s score was not ready in time, so Depero’s set—a fantastic futurist garden with huge plastic flowers41—was sold to pay his rent. A mistake, the composer said; Matisse’s 1919 décor for this ballet was nothing like as good. Instead, Depero was hired to help construct the papier-mâché giants, which Picasso had contrived for the Managers and the Horse in Parade, and which turned out to be one of the ballet’s most memorable features. Picasso enjoyed working with Depero. Although the man’s style was facile and flashy—a decorative blend of futurist dynamism and synthetic cubism—Picasso could not resist helping himself to Depero-like effects in the two principal easel paintings he did in Rome. Depero had apparently assimilated enough from Picasso to pass off one of his own derivative drawings for the Parade Horse as an original by the master.42

Another of the younger futurists Picasso saw in Rome was Enrico Prampolini, who described the visit of Picasso, Cocteau, and Bakst to his studio—a space so small that Cocteau compared it to a conjuror’s box.


Picasso remained standing by the door like a sentry; he looked about him in astonished delight, like a child at a play, his expression at once questioning and affirming as he scrutinized each object in turn with the joy of one experiencing a revelation. … It was an exploratory meeting rather than a mere visit…. Picasso asked me about Boccioni, the great friend who was no more, and the traîtres [whoever they were]. We all went out… to the Caffé Greco, where [the Florentine painter] Armando Spadini and Léonide Massine were waiting; Cocteau, who never forgot his friends, made us sign a post card to Erik Satie, on which he had drawn a heart… pierced by all our signatures.43



Prampolini went on to claim that Picasso had invited him to his hotel room to view a Raphaelesque drawing of Three Women, which “expressed his passionate adherence to the world of humanistic reality.” No such drawing existed at the time.

The culture shock of Diaghilev’s sybaritic little world, the stress of an unconsum-mated love affair, and the silly squabbles with Cocteau over Parade kept Picasso from doing what he most wanted to do—paint. As soon as he could, he embarked on two major works in which he set out to reconcile the demands of rep-resentationalism with the ongoing demands of modernism. Difficult enough in his Paris studio, this task proved to be even more daunting in the Eternal City, in the overpowering shadows of Raphael and Michelangelo. Sensitive as always to the genius loci, Picasso sought inspiration in his surroundings: not in classical monuments or Renaissance masterpieces, but in their antithesis—tourist kitsch.

A couple of gaudy chromo-colored postcards of flower sellers in traditional peasant dress44—a perennial feature of the Spanish Steps, which were very close to his studio—were the starting point for a large painting in the flat, decorative idiom of later synthetic cubism. Italian Woman45 harks back to the great analytical cubist paintings of women holding guitars or mandolins, inspired by Corot’s Italianate models, clutching musical instruments but never playing them. To establish this painting’s Roman provenance, Picasso provides a glimpse through a window of the dome of Saint Peter’s, behind the flower seller’s head. This emphasizes the Italian Woman’s posterlike look—a disappointment after the large, luminous watercolor study for it, which shimmers with pointillistic light.

The considerable size and majestic counterpoint of his other big Roman painting, Harlequin and Woman with a Necklace,46 indicate that Picasso was out to squeeze one more masterpiece from the residue of synthetic cubism. That he went to the trouble of photographing himself—very much le maître—posed formally with Stravinsky and Gerald Berners in front of this painting, suggests that Picasso regarded it as a major statement—a response to the impact of Rome.47
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Picasso. Italian Woman (L’Italienne), 1917. Oil on canvas, 149.5 x 101.5 cm. Foundation E. G. Bührle, Zurich.

Picasso must have realized that, compared to the cubist masterpieces of the previous year, Harlequin and Woman with a Necklace looks flimsy. On his return to Paris a few months later, he would unroll this vast canvas for Severini—the Italian futurist who lived in Paris—and announce that it had been “inspired by Ingres’s purity of form and contour.”48 He had chosen Ingres, Picasso said, as a shield against the might of Renaissance art, just as he had used this artist’s sharply focused classicism in 1914–15 to wean himself off the fragmentation and illegibility of cubism. Picasso’s comments on his debts to other artists are often misleading, so we have to tread carefully. The citation of Ingres in this context is at best a half-truth possibly intended to divert Severini’s attention from Picasso’s indebtedness to Severini as well as to Gris and Depero.

The commedia dell’arte theme and scale of the Harlequin and Woman with a Necklace imply that Picasso may have envisaged it as a modernist alternative for the Parade drop curtain, which also features a Harlequin and a long-haired woman wearing a necklace, both of them seated. In the Harlequin and Woman painting, the figures are dancing their heads off, as is the homunculus (lower left) who emerges from a tiny proscenium within the huge proscenium formed by a succession of decorative frames. The disproportion makes the large dancers look even larger; at the same time it evokes recession without recourse to perspective. Dance had evidently seeped into Picasso’s vision. This is the most balletic and rhythmic of all Picasso’s paintings. Might Massine have helped him with the pictorial choreography? The only problem with this unwonted movement: it works against the heft that makes Picasso’s work so palpable.

The eruption of pointillism in this painting, as well as in the sketch for the Italian Woman449 and the watercolors of the Villa Medici, derives from the Seurat retrospective that Picasso had visited the previous summer at the Galerie Bernheim-Jeune in Paris. He had no time for Seurat’s scientific theories of color, but this did not diminish his admiration for this artist’s paintings or the drawings, which he would later collect. Picasso had originally resorted to pointillism as an alternative to using faux marbre and faux bois to enrich, vary, and enliven cubist paint surfaces (1913); later (1915-16) he had used it as camouflage to transform his Seated Man into the protagonist of Balzac’s Chef-d’œuvre inconnu.50

In Rome Picasso had a different, more Seurat-like objective. By fracturing color, much as he and Braque had fractured form, he hoped to breathe new life and new light into his synthetic cubist paintings. Pointillism would have a permanent place in his arsenal of techniques, but he was apt to use it for decorative effects. The Rome paintings also include elements taken from Juan Gris, whose show at Léonce Rosenberg’s had so impressed him the year before. The interlocking silhouettes and hard-edged cubist architecture of Picasso’s Harlequin and Woman with a Necklace and Italian Woman derive from his one and only pupil. Ironically, Gris felt so unsure when dealing with Picasso that he concluded a letter to him “Accept, friend and master, an embrace from your old [friend] who aggravates you,”51 and yet it was this self-effacing man who had managed to steer cubism out of an impasse that was partly of Picasso’s making.

Besides introducing Picasso and Cocteau to the monuments of Rome, Diaghilev insisted on introducing them to some of the pillars of Roman society. Cocteau was eager to make use of the social clout of the impresario as well as that of Philippe Berthelot, the French ambassador and a family friend. He would also follow up on the letters of introduction he had brought from Paris to various principessas. Picasso, on the other hand, tended to be antisocial when working and became even more so after his first experience of Roman high life. Diaghilev had dragged Picasso and Cocteau off to dine at an ostentatious villa on the Via Piemonte, belonging to his old friend and potential backer, the excessively rich, prodigiously extravagant, perversely exhibitionistic Marchesa Casati—a woman whose declared ambition was to be “a living work of art.” She also saw herself as a Maecenas and had recently commissioned Massine to choreograph Satie’s Gymnopédies—in the hope, one can only imagine, that Diaghilev and Massine would put it on.

Luisa Casati was the daughter of a Milanese textile tycoon of Viennese origins, who had died young, leaving Luisa and her sister to share his vast fortune.52 To make up for being unfashionably tall and skinny, she dramatized herself by ringing her huge mesmerizing eyes with kohl and dilating the pupils with belladonna. To reinforce the Medusa look, she dressed her hair in serpentine coils dyed the color of a blood orange. The Marchesa’s clothes were either of utmost fantasy—see-through dresses of gold or silver lamé sewn with diamonds, spike-heeled sandals encrusted with jewels, hats of leopard skin or peacock’s tails—or conspicuously minimal. In Venice, where she lived in the palazzo that is now the Peggy Guggenheim Museum, La Casati liked to exercise her borzois or ocelots late at night in the piazza, naked except for ropes of pearls, a sable wrap, and a mass of makeup. The Marchesa’s jewelry was notoriously outré: enamel skulls, lots of “unlucky” black pearls, a tiny functioning incense burner dangling from her little finger. On occasion, rivières of diamonds and pearls would give way to a necklace of love bites inflicted by her lover, Gabriele D’Annunzio. A guest who admired a finely chased gold serpent around her neck was taken aback to discover that it wriggled: the Marchesa had drugged and gilded a live snake and tied it in a becoming knot. “She emerges from between the flagstones,” Cocteau told Stravinsky, “like the serpent in the terrestial paradise with an apple in her big mouth.”53
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The Marchesa Luisa Casati, 1912. Photograph by Baron Adolph de Meyer. First published in Camera Work, no. 40 1912.

Picasso was astounded by La Casati as well as by her dinner party. Forty years later, he could still recall details: footmen tossing copper filings onto fireplaces at either end of the dining room to turn the flames blue and green; the massive gilded coil of a boa constrictor on a polar-bearskin rug; Luisa’s parrot, Abracadabra, on the shoulder of a black Hercules, wearing nothing but a cache-sexe; the pair of borzois, one black, one white, that she trailed behind her on jeweled leashes. Picasso described Luisa’s pearl-embroidered dress with its huge ruff as something out of an Elizabethan portrait, except that the neckline plunged below her navel. The other guests included Cocteau, Diaghilev, Massine, a couple of ballerinas, and, to Picasso’s delight, the pigtailed Chinese ambassador in mandarin robes. The ambassador’s colorful robes inspired the celebrated costume design for the Chinese Conjurer in Parade, which Diaghilev would henceforth use as a cover design for the ballet company’s programs.

The Marchesa followed up the dinner with invitations to lunch on March 17 and April 2. Contessa Raggi had advised Picasso to avoid such louche company, which would have encouraged him to do the reverse, if he had not had such a prodigious amount of work to do on Parade. Whenever possible, he preferred to keep to his studio and have pasta and local cheeses sent in. When he dined out, it was with Olga, if she was not dancing, or musicians and painters associated with the company—Russians like Stravinsky and Bakst, Larionov and Gontcharova; Italians like Balla and Depero. “Roman grandees are art snobs and make a great fuss of Picasso,” Cocteau told his mother, “but [Picasso] courteously refuses their advances and shuts himself away in the solitude to which a great master is entitled. I admire him and I despise myself. I try to be better, to destroy everything in me that’s demeaning and paltry.”54 This chastened mood was the consequence of a tiff over the poet’s failure to hail a cab in the rain. The artist had had enough of Cocteau’s self-promotion and frivolity. A good slap from Picasso brought him to his senses.55

Cocteau had also infuriated Picasso by deciding that he, too, was going to have “a romance” with one of the dancers. He had picked on Maria Shabelska, who would dance the Little American Girl in Parade, and who looked, Cocteau wrote Misia Sert, “like Buster Brown’s dog.” Shabelska was not fooled—given all the makeup Cocteau wore, there was no way she could be—but “she was willing to continue the ‘affair’ as a game for the pleasure of her ‘lover’s’ company…. The two of them made the joke rather elaborate. Discovery in ‘compromising’ situations, rumpled sheets, bedaubment of the ‘lover’s’ face and shoulders with ballerina’s make-up, as Picasso’s were bedaubed by Olga’s.”56 In a poem called “Rome” (in which Cocteau fantasizes about stealing a lemon from the Vatican garden and being pursued by the Pope), he sighs over the films—“Cinéma la dixième muse se lève dans toutes les rues”—that he and Maria had seen. Nevertheless, Cocteau was finally obliged to confess that the love affair with Shabelska was an act: “My dear little Marie, your hotel room is a month of Marie [the month of May] and a box at the theater.”57 Thirty years would pass before he confessed that the only person he had eyes for in Rome in 1917 was his collaborator, Picasso.58 His passion for Picasso would last a lifetime.

Massine was delighted with Cocteau’s offer to help with Parade’s choreography. The poet claimed that he had even learned to dance. And, indeed, Shabelska’s solo included many of his suggestions, some of them inspired by Mary Pickford and Pearl White’s films. This solo had originally been called Titanic Rag, but, for reasons of taste, its title was changed to Steamboat Rag, which Satie had adapted from Irving Berlin. To believe Serge Lifar, who succeeded Massine as Diaghilev’s lover, “Mas-sine’s felicitous touches in Parade and subsequent ballets stem directly from Cocteau, with their literary flavor and circus-like stylization. Everything that is now current in ballet was invented by Cocteau for Parade, which he knew by heart, and every step of which he had suggested.”596061 Lifar’s dismissal of Massine contains a tiny nugget of truth.
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Olga, Picasso, and Jean Cocteau in Rome, 1917. Musée Picasso, Paris.

Picasso’s slap had worked. Cocteau claimed that although Roman society was bombarding him with invitations, he was refusing all of them “out of self-discipline and a need to concentrate on work.” “The duchesses and princes take me for a savage,” he wrote. He had adopted Picasso’s excuse—what he called le ruse du smoking (the “sorry, no dinner jacket” dodge) —for refusing invitations. The improvement came about too late. Diaghilev had lost patience with Cocteau’s avant-garde pretensions and sent him back to Paris, where he was a press officer in the War Ministry. He was told to drum up publicity for Parade. Cocteau should have taken Diaghilev’s dictum—“In the theater there are no friends”62—more seriously. By whining, he forfeited the respect of the impresario, who would not use him for another seven years, and then for his musical contacts rather than his own mercurial flair.63

The mystery as to whether Picasso visited the Sistine Chapel and Raphael’s Stanze in the Vatican while he was in Rome was largely of his own making. According to Stravinsky, Cocteau, and Massine, they did, above all Picasso, who was an inveterate museumgoer. (He was particularly struck by Bernini’s Daphne in the Villa Borghese.) And yet, on his second visit to Rome in 1949, Picasso, whose memory failed him only when he wanted it to, would deny ever having seen the Sistine Chapel.

Of course Picasso had been to the Sistine Chapel.64 Michel Georges-Michel claimed to have visited the Vatican museums with him the very day he arrived from Paris. The journalist was specific. In the Sistine Chapel they ran into Cocteau’s friends, Philippe Berthelot and his wife. They then went on to Raphael’s Stanze, where Picasso is supposed to have said, indicating the frescoes with the stem of his pipe, “whatever pleasure I derive from Michelangelo’s tormented contours, it is with serenity that I let myself be blown away by Raphael’s lines—pure, pure, sure…. This sententious rubbish does not sound like Picasso. Much later he told Kahn-weiler: “The Sistine Chapel looks like an enormous drawing by Daumier. Cocteau likewise confirms this visit to the Vatican with Picasso. The poet compared Raphael to Picasso—unfavorably, on the grounds that Raphael had not revolutionized people’s perceptions as radically as Picasso had. As for Michelangelo, Cocteau dismissed him as “the futurist of his day … an erotomaniac architect,” and, in a more Picas-sian mode, “a marvelous draughtsman but a bad painter.”65666768 Ansermet, Diaghilev’s conductor, claims to have overheard Picasso and Stravinsky discussing the paintings in the Sistine Chapel very enthusiastically.69

Picasso’s pretense that he had never seen the Sistine Chapel was probably intended to distract attention from his uncharacteristic choice of Raphael as a source—a choice that was embarrassingly academic as well as predictable. As someone who would always see himself as the rebel leader of modern art—a rebel who had overturned everything the Renaissance tradition stood for—Picasso would not have wanted to acknowledge any debt to the founders of this tradition. Two years later, he would paint a response to Raphael’s La donna velata, presumably to demonstrate that he could do a Raphael as well as Raphael. Whether or not he did so to his own satisfaction is unclear, for he never put the Italian Woman, as this painting is known, on the market and apparently never exhibited it.

Much later, in 1968, Picasso would execute a series of wish-fulfilling engravings in which he depicts a lusty, young Raphael (a surrogate for his lusty, young self) having his way with La Fornarina, palette in one hand, penis in the other, while an elderly pope (a surrogate for his elderly self) gets his kicks by peeping at the lovers from his seat on a chamber pot or his hiding place behind the arras. By 1968 Picasso no longer needed to prove that he was stronger than any other artist.
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Farnese Hercules, colossal statue from the Baths of Caracalla, Roman copy of a statue by Lysippus, second half of fourth century B.C., ht. 317 cm. Museo Archeologico Nazionale, Naples.


2
Naples

Picasso was not especially interested in an audience with the Pope, but Cocteau had pulled every available string, at his pious mother’s insistence, to obtain one. He was turned down. Pope Benedict XV had already blessed Diaghilev’s company; also, according to Cocteau, he had better things to do: his bridge game.1 To make up for this disappointment, Diaghilev took Cocteau, Picasso, and Massine to Naples to stay (March 9-13, 1917) at the Hotel Vesuvio on the waterfront. They spent their days sightseeing. “The Pope is in Rome, God is in Naples,” Cocteau told Paul Morand, a worldly, witty writer from the same elegant background as himself.2 And to his mother he wrote that he could not imagine any other city in the world pleasing him more than Naples. “Antiquity swarms afresh in this Arab Montmartre, this enormous chaotic fairground which never closes. God, food and fornication are the preoccupations of these fantastical people. Vesuvius manufactures the world’s clouds…. Hyacinths push up through the paving stones…. Pompeii did not surprise me at all. I went straight to my house. I had waited a thousand years, before daring to return to this wretched rubble.”3 Cocteau also wrote a little ode to Vesuvius: “an eye-fooler belching smoke / the largest cloud factory in the world / Pompeii closes at four / Naples never closes / NON-STOP PERFORMANCE.

Naples would have a more profound effect on Picasso than Rome. Since he had been raised in two of the Mediterranean’s busiest ports, Málaga and Barcelona, he felt very much at home there—more at home than in Rome. There were also historical links to Spain. And then, like Cocteau, he was fascinated by Pompeii; he even inscribed a laurel leaf he had picked up in the ruins: “To my friend Apollinaire, Pompeii, Picasso, 1917,”45 and mailed it to Paris. Ever the mimic, Cocteau sent his mother a laurel leaf—“from this sad little city”6 The formal attire—stiff collars, Homburg hats, spats—expected of the men in Diaghilev’s entourage did not prevent painter, poet, and dancer from scrambling over the broken columns and rubble of antiquity. Diaghilev had seen it all before and preferred to take his ease in the shade. Massine reported that Cocteau “had brought a camera and took … photographs of us all leaning against statues and broken blocks of marble.”7
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Léonide Massine and Picasso at Pompeii, 1917.

Besides Pompeii, they visited Herculaneum and, to Picasso’s delight, the celebrated Naples aquarium. While the others took siestas, Massine would wander off on his own to escape Diaghilev’s attentions and explore the narrow streets behind the Piazza Garibaldi. He liked to watch “craftsmen at their work or street sellers displaying their fish and fruit, [performing] their tasks with such high-spirited style … and bravura.”8 Previous visits had infected Massine with a passion for Neapolitan culture that would often flavor his work. After breaking with Diaghilev, he even choreographed a ballet called Pompeii à la Massine for the British impresario C. B. Cochran’s revue Still Dancing (1926).

Back in Rome, Diaghilev had to leave for Monte Carlo and Paris to arrange bookings for the company—a logistical nightmare in wartime Europe. Meanwhile, Picasso pursued his courtship of Olga, a rite he had never bothered with in the past. She was busy rehearsing Massine’s Les Femmes de bonne humeur, a ballet based on an eighteenth-century Venetian play, with a set by Bakst. Massine had looked to futurism and films for inspiration, as well as to the “jerky, flickering movements of the marionettes”9 he had seen at the Teatro dei Piccoli. Olga had no trouble learning these unfamiliar new movements, which included ideas prompted by Massine’s newfound passion for Picasso’s cubism.

At the beginning of April, the company returned from a tour of South America. To celebrate this reunion, Diaghilev organized a short season at the Teatro Costanzi, including a couple of charity galas, at the first of which (April 12) Les Femmes de bonne humeur would have its premiere. Diaghilev, who sided with the revolutionaries in Russia, found himself in a quandary. Since the Tsar had abdicated and he and his family were under house arrest in Tsarskoe Selo, the impresario felt that the Tsarist national anthem would be inappropriate for his gala. But what to play instead? After reviewing numerous possibilities, Diaghilev and Stravinsky decided on “The Volga Boat Song,”10 in those days little known outside Russia. Since no orchestration was available, Stravinsky agreed to do one. Time was short. Stravinsky stayed up all night and, with the help of Berners, dictated the orchestration as he composed it to Ansermet. On the title page of Stravinsky’s “Volga Boat Song” arrangement, “Picasso painted a red circle as a symbol of the revolution.”11 Until the early 1930s, this seems to have been the one and only inkling of a gesture to the left.

Meeting Stravinsky, who arrived in Rome on April 5, was one of the most lasting consequences of Picasso’s Italian trip. They took an instant liking to one another and would remain friends for life. Picasso told Stravinsky that he had little ear for music but an inherent sense of rhythm, and this enabled him to appreciate the achievements of “the greatest rhythmic thinker since Beethoven.”12 Since both artist and composer were recognized in their respective fields and were both in the process of using modernism to regenerate classicism, they found themselves confronting similar problems. The fact that neither Spain nor Russia had undergone a renaissance made their mutual understanding all the more instinctive. Eugenia Errázuriz, most discriminating of women, had instantly spotted these two men as twin peaks of twentieth-century culture. “What a genius,” she said of Picasso, when she first met Stravinsky in 1916, “as great as you, cher maître”13

Diaghilev’s galas were an enormous success in a Rome bereft of foreign entertainment. Eleanora Duse, the most celebrated actress of the day, watched Les Femmes de bonne humeur from the wings and came onstage to congratulate the company. Extra performances had to be scheduled. To boost his acquisition of Picasso as a designer and promote his image as a patron of modernism, Diaghilev arranged for the contemporary art collection he was putting together for Massine—it consisted largely of Picassos—to be shown in the foyer of the Teatro Costanzi. This was the first time that Picasso’s work had been exhibited in Rome, and it exerted a powerful influence—not all of it good—on local artists.

Sometime in April, Picasso wrote an undated letter to Gertrude Stein, saying that he had begun work on the two canvases (Harlequin and Woman with a Necklace and Italian Woman), in which he responded—somewhat disappointingly—to the impact of Rome. Both paintings have a high finish redolent of both Ingres and Gris, which made their execution lengthier than usual. Picasso also told Gertrude that he was working “all day at my décors and the construction of the costumes,” and that the set was to be painted in Rome.14
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Picasso. Maquette for the set of Parade (destroyed), 1917. Musée Picasso, Paris.

In his libretto Cocteau had initially wanted the set for the little vaudeville theater to be set in Paris, but later decided that it could be any city, “where the choreography of perspectives is inspired not by what moves but by immobile objects, around which one moves, especially by the way buildings turn, combine, stoop, get up again and buckle according to one’s walk down a street.”15 The only trouble was that Picasso had never shown much interest in the urban scene. So he set about checking how other artists had portrayed the city, particularly Léger, whose prewar cityscapes and Contrastes de formes had so impressed Apollinaire. Picasso’s arrangement of diagonally raked buildings against bubble-shaped treetops recalls Léger’s urban compositions as well as the text of his celebrated 1913 lecture, “Les Origines de la peinture”: “I take the visual effect of trees, the curves and circles moving skyward between the houses…. Concentrate your curves with all possible variety but without disconnecting them. Surround them with the hard, dry surfaces of the houses.”16 Picasso also turned to his own previous work for guidance and recycled some of the skyscraperish elements from his great Seated Man of the year before.17

To prepare the set for Massine as well as the scene painters, Picasso had made a rough-and-ready model theater in which to try out variants on his original idea, some of which incorporate the façade of the Villa Medici. The effect must have been too static, for Picasso went to the opposite extreme and set off a whoosh of futurist movement. He also tried embellishing the proscenium arch with a row of decorative gas lamps borrowed from Seurat’s Parade. Meanwhile, Cocteau, who was ever anxious to show how protean he was, came up with his own skyscraperish designs, which added nothing to Picasso’s maquettes. The artist simply waited for Cocteau to go back to Paris and then had Carlo Socrate, Diaghilev’s Roman scene painter, work from his final maquette.
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Fernand Léger. Rooftops of Paris, 1912. Oil on canvas, 90 x 64 cm. Musée National d’Art Moderne, Centre Georges Pompidou, Paris.

Around April 16, Diaghilev, Massine, and Picasso returned for a slightly longer trip to Naples. This time they were accompanied by Stravinsky and Ansermet instead of bothersome Cocteau. As before, they traveled by train. En route, Picasso accepted a wager: as to whether the wobbling of the train would allow him to do a portrait of Massine in under five minutes. He won the wager and gave the drawing to the sitter.18 This time, they traveled with the company, which had been engaged for a short season (April 21-23) at Naples’s great opera house, the Teatro di San Carlo. The season would be a disaster. The ballets, particularly Les Femmes de bonne humeur, received such terrible reviews that the last three of the five scheduled performances had to be canceled.19

Once again, the principals stayed at the Hotel Vesuvio. Olga was lodged at the nearby Hotel Victoria with the other dancers, but Picasso did not let that discourage him from whoring, according to notations in one of his sketchbooks: “bordello—via Tomacelli 140” and “the girls of Naples have four arms.”20 Cocteau’s biographer describes the interiors of the brothels glittering with candelabras, statues of the Virgin, and gold-plated gramophones.21 That the brothels were in the Spanish quarter and the whores mostly Spanish delighted Picasso. Ansermet, who was conducting the ballets, rhapsodized about “Napoli the insane. Yellow on a blue sea, mechanical pianos. Balconied bordellos on the street with girls taking footbaths. A cow in the courtyard. Odor of Spain. Smoke in the sky and burning lava in the body.”22 Stravinsky recounted how he and Picasso were arrested one night for urinating in the Galle-ria. Stravinsky asked the policeman to take them over to the San Carlo Opera House so that they could be vouched for. When the offenders were addressed as maestri, they were let go.23

In Naples, as in Rome, the Parade trio delighted in popular entertainment, above all the traditional commedia dell’arte performances in the Forcella quarter of the city. These street performances have long been obsolete. However, there are still folk dancing troupes in Naples that keep the tradition alive. Anyone lucky enough to have seen them perform will be astonished by the knockabout violence of the action, the in-your-face obscenity of the clowning, the noise of the yelling, and the down-and-dirty physicality of it all. This is a far cry from the playful harlequinades that Domenico Tiepolo’s charming drawings lead one to expect. Picasso and Massine would have felt as if they had been transported back, as I certainly did, to the bawdi-ness and maenadic mayhem of antiquity—back to the Old Comedy associated with Aristophanes, in which social, sexual, and political satire was presented in the form of farce.24

Stravinsky has left a vivid description of an evening “in a crowded little room reeking of garlic. The Pulcinella was a great drunken lout, whose every gesture, and probably every word if I had understood, was obscene.”25 Massine remembered these performances taking place out of doors rather than indoors, in the streets against a backdrop of blue skies and laundry-laden clotheslines hanging between the houses.26 He persuaded one of the actors to sell him his antique leather mask, which he would always wear for his Pulcinella roles. Massine suggested that they collaborate on a real commedia dell’arte ballet, as opposed to a traditional harlequinade, something that had seldom if ever been tried in a legitimate theater. Diaghilev liked the idea, so did Picasso and Stravinsky. While they were in Naples, they worked on a scenario and did the necessary research in the San Martino Museum.

Today the San Martino Museum, handsomely situated in a seventeenth-century monastery high above the city, is celebrated for its spectacular collection of presepios, crèche figures, beloved by tourists. These were of very little interest to Picasso and Massine. What they had come to study was the commedia dell’arte material—Pulcinella masks, marionettes, and other such items of Neapolitan popular culture— which had been assembled by a curator obsessed by the subject. Nowadays, the San Martino Museum displays virtually none of this bygone treasure. Upstaged by the presepios, the more humble artifacts have been thrown into bins and left to rot in dusty storerooms. (When I visited the museum in 2000, restorers had just started work on the life-size Pulcinella figures depicted on a postcard that Picasso bought at the museum.27 As I watched, the restorers undressed Tartaglia the Stammerer and found that his straw shoulder had been eaten by a rat, which turned up mummified in the stuffing.)

On his visit to the San Martino Museum, Picasso bought photographs of watercolor scenes of Neapolitan life by the nineteenth-century illustrator Achille Vianelli. After Picasso’s death, they were discovered tucked into an Italian sketchbook.28 Vianelli’s tavern scene with Vesuvius in the background bears such a striking resemblance to the central section of Parade’s rideau rouge that it is often cited as the inspiration of Picasso’s composition. However, the artist had settled on his design months before he left for Italy. He presumably bought the photographs because one of Vianelli’s watercolors was similar to his backstage scene.

[image: ]

Picasso. Portrait of Massine, 1917. Graphite on cream wove paper, 17 x 11.4 cm. The Art Institute of Chicago. Given in memory of Charles Barnett Goodspeed by Mrs. Charles B. Goodspeed.

Other souvenirs of Picasso’s Neapolitan trip were an antique Pulcinella mask (like Massine’s) and a couple of commedia dell’arte puppets, which would end up on top of Olga’s piano. These items would be of help in 1920, when Picasso started work on Pulcinella, the commedia dell’arte ballet that Naples had inspired. According to Stravinsky, he and Picasso also bought some of the stylized gouaches of the Bay of Naples
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