SOME WOMEN ARTISTS

ence with actual life. She had seen hell, one might
say, and is the Sphynxian sniffer at the value of a
secret. She looks as if she had ridden the millions
of miles of her every known imaginary horizon,
and has left all her horses lying dead in their tracks.
All in quest of greater knowledge and the greater
sense of truth. What these quests for truth are
worth no one can precisely say, but the tendency
would be to say at least by one who has gone far to
find them out that they are not worthy of the earth
or sky they are written on. Truth has soiled many
an avenue, it has left many a drawing room window
open. It has left the confession box filled with
bones. However, Georgia O’Keeffe pictures are
essays in experience that neither Rops nor Moreau
nor Baudelaire could have smiled away.

She is far nearer to St. Theresa’s version of life
as experience than she could ever be to that of
Catherine the Great or Lucrezia Borgia. Georgia
O’Keeffe wears no poisoned emeralds. She wears
too much white; she is impaled with a white con-
sciousness. It is not without significance that she
wishes to paint red in white and still have it look
like red. She thinks it can be done and yet there
is more red in her pictures than any other color at
present; though they do, it must be said, run to rose
from ashy white with oppositions of blue to keep
them companionable and calm. The work of
Georgia O'Keeffe startles by its actual experience in
life. This does not imply street life or sky life or
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