

    
        
          Minotaur's Labyrinth - A Tale of Revolution

        

        
        
          M.L. Foran

        

        
          Published by M.L. Foran, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MINOTAUR'S LABYRINTH - A TALE OF REVOLUTION

    

    
      First edition. January 5, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 M.L. Foran.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0986740015

    

    
    
      Written by M.L. Foran.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Prologue

Chapter One – Le Code Noir

Chapter Two – Spring of Nations

Chapter Three – The Reign of Canovas

Chapter Four – The Virginius Affair

Chapter Five – Birth of the Prodigy

Chapter Six – Francisco's Return

Chapter Seven – Els Quatre Gats

Chapter Eight – The City of Lights

Chapter Nine – La Peau de l'Ours

Chapter Ten – Warring Worlds

Chapter Eleven – La Paloma

Chapter Twelve – Bear Hunting

Chapter Thirteen – Ariadne

Chapter Fourteen – State of the Art

Epilogue

About the Author



  	
  	
			Dedication

			
		
    I'm greatly indebted to authors Frances Stonor Saunders and Michael C. Fitzgerald whose books "The Cultural Cold War" and "Making Modernism", their patient sifting of declassified documents and investigative work inform this work.  I thank the author of the book "The Crook Factory", Dan Simmons, for the shining example of what a historical novel should be, and to historian Niall Ferguson.  I thank people like Reina Hernandez for bridging the communication gap between myself and the brave documentarian of "The Black Picassos", who told me of paintings left by Picasso in Cuba and provided me with photos.  I can't not mention the inimitable author and spymaster Robert Eringer whose candid advice was of great help.  I'm grateful to my former mate and "walking guardian angel" who let my imagination to roam with minimal interference for years.  
I send the words that follow to those who were silenced by the machine behind the Picasso legacy, to Pierre Le Guennec especially as well as to Picasso's loved ones.  I personally dedicate Minotaur's Labyrinth to my friend Jean-Michel, the first Anarchist I ever met.  À toi grand'papa Hubert, le Communiste que je n'ai pas connu.  
To Pablo and Jacqueline, with love.  I wish I had met you in real life.


    



  	
        
            
             
 
L'art est le mensonge par lequel on dit la vérité 
(Art is the lie by which one tells the truth)
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​Prologue
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What could possibly not have already been said about Picasso?  I didn’t honestly check to see.  I was inspired instead by my own discoveries of something unorthodox and by the wall of resistance I encountered when I asked questions to those who had been there, like his dealer's family.  Everyone thinks they know everything about Picasso.  He’s an institution.  Some will say then that my endeavour therefore is facile and that’s fine with me.  I know how the absolute opposite of that it’s been, for me.  Picasso was well worth my focus for the three years I researched this story, and deserves still today closer attention. 

Before I ever even finished writing this book, I like to think I got a sign from Picasso.  I saw him in my mind's eye standing holding Jacqueline’s hand, both of them wearing white, with their dog on a leash sitting at their feet.  Pablo looked across the green lawn at me.  It looked like a farewell though I’ve never known either of them.  It was clear to me that he was satisfied and at peace with what I did, as was his wife.  They were turning to leave for good.  They picked the grounds of a Catholic private school where I walk my dog, to appear in my half-dream.  It made me feel really good about this book.  I lingered in that feeling for months.  Perhaps I'd brought something back with me from my visit to Mougins.

I’m going to punch above my weight now (for the first of many times ahead) and say that some authorities on Picasso often don’t get him at all.  Whether it’s because of the difference between the Anglo-Saxon or Gallic mind and his Latin temperament; the cultural imperatives and the bankrolling behind them from America which Picasso shunned, or the blunt self-interest of past lovers with issues of their own - I do not know.  I’m surprised though that few people ever stood up for him and extended him any compassion.  One explanation could be that those who might have done that, have all strangely committed suicide or rather - committed strange suicides.  I personally don’t believe in the Picasso curse. Nor am I culturally or politically influenced or my effort bankrolled.  I have the benefit of being from a different generation and place.

With the hindsight that the release of previously classified documents now affords us, there is no doubt in my mind that Picasso’s natural heirs were herded towards their own demise.  I believe Picasso’s retreat in later years from the world was more out of self-preservation than about declining mental health as it was suggested in court documents by his litigious offspring.  They can only have been groomed by a disgruntled lover who had an agenda, and who employed the same tactics of slandering, manipulating the system and public perception.  This brings me to the title of this book, Minotaur’s Labyrinth.  The parallel between Picasso and the Minotaur has been exploited ad nauseam by others, impressed by his male libidinous prowess.  Nonsense aside, I propose that Picasso was Daedalus more so than Minotaur.  He was the genius inventor.  He was a father.  He was betrayed by a woman who sailed the Aegean Sea to celebrate her perfid. And he was hunted by a king.  His innocent children burnt their wings trying to escape, just like Icarus.

I didn’t go out in search of Picasso.  He found me.  It actually all started with Pollock - a $5 Pollock no less, and it ended with a French electrician.  The French electrician was among the small group of people in Picasso’s life towards the end.  Picasso gave Le Guennec a box for safekeeping that contained sentimental drawings.  Picasso’s heirs’s response to learning of this box was to have the man charged under the “law” and have his property seized.  Such abuse of power was the deciding factor for me to write this story.  There was something about the mobilized response that betrayed the apparatus behind the Picasso legacy and it was simply far too arbitrary and air-tight to be natural.  

The $5 Pollock painting ended up in my city, exhibited by a brave novice art dealer with a dramatic flair and a head for marketing.  Having just seen a Pollock at the Art Institute of Chicago, I went to see this one that had been found at a yard sale in California by a female truck driver who lived in a trailer park.  The blonde duo were in possession of a forensic report that substantiated a link to Jackson Pollock via DNA evidence.  It was a novel approach.  I struck an easy rapport with the art dealer who happened to be from my hometown.  We joined heads to solve the mystery of the $5 Pollock, with me researching its provenance.

I found that Pollock came from a family of artistically talented brothers.  His older brother taught Jackson the rudiments of painting.  The partial DNA evidence they had was checked against a family member’s.  The fact the painting was found in the same state one of Jackson’s brothers had lived in, it was clear in my mind the brothers may have painted it together and that the brother kept it as souvenir.  He brought it back to California where after his death, it landed at a yard sale.  The forensic expert didn’t like my theory.  The art dealer and I drifted apart soon afterwards.  Later, I found a link between American postwar artists and a United States government-funded secret project to finance modern art to counter Communist influence in Europe.  Pollock was part of this, as it turned out.  Neither B.H. Friedman or Ben Heller who I spoke to had volunteered that information.  The odds against authenticating the $5 Pollock were insurmountable and had just gotten a bit dangerous with the CIA involved. Before reaching that point for me however, the art dealer was approached to sell yet another uncatalogued work.  I feel I should premise what follows by saying the blonde gallerist in Toronto was the mistress of a Dallas oil man, for what it's worth.  

El Guitarròn is a gorgeous painting that came up, out of Florida.  It had belonged to a Colombian from Medellin.  It was so beautiful, that we were undeterred by its frightening origins.  It ultimatrly paid off, although not financially with a sale for either of us.  At the time, I was a private art dealer and curator.  Doing the provenance research on Guitarròn yielded me the single most valuable clue to this story - the name “Guevara”, on a restoration document from Brazil.  To say the news of the electrician’s previously uncatalogued stash of Picassos had not raised hopes for more, was an understatement.  Picasso’s granddaughter rejected El Guitarròn when it was once exhibited in Boca Raton and the painting was pulled from that museum.  Many of Picasso’s children were actually never allowed near his studio, thereby could never truly guarantee the catalogue raisonné.  The Le Guennec stash called into question also the criteria used thus far for authenticating paintings.  As if Picasso would have ever been so easy to predict in the first place.

Now began the chase for facts that mapped the provenance of the orphaned painting through Latin America.  Che Guevara had moved away from Cuba to set up revolutionary training camps in neighbouring countries before his death, mainly in Venezuela and Brazil.  His popularity in Cuba was poisoning his relationship to Fidel Castro.  He would mysteriously die after a CIA ambush before his return to Cuba.  Rebels required funding.  Picasso typically gave art away to the Communist Party.  El Guitarròn as it turns out, had an even better story.  This book is a work of historical fiction.  Some liberties have been taken, tongue-in-cheek with the clichés long circulated as the second hand truth about Pablo Picasso.  Camus once said that the quest for truth was a vulgar one anyway. ​
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