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“Whatever you do in life, if you want to be creative and intelligent, and
develop your brain, you must do everything with the awareness that
everything, in some way, connects to everything else.”

‘Marc Chagall is no artist. He’s a degenerate!’

“The greater danger for most of us lies not in setting
our aim too high and falling short; but in setting
our aim too low, and achieving our mark.”


https://www.azquotes.com/quote/827223
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/827223
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/827223
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J'm Marc. My emotional life is sensitive and my purse is
empty, Gut they say J have talent.

JIn this Village just a hundred and fifty giCometers from New
Vorg City, J never felt freer and safer in my whole Cife. I’'m a
meteque' in High Falls, and at the same time, I'm at home Gecause
I'ma Jew.
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My parents named me Movsha (Moses). and for most of my
Cife, it Looked like no Jew would ever get to the Promised Land.
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”My colours first blossomed on Pekrova Street.”

J came from a Gig family in Russgia. Vitebsk, my sad and joyful
town, would indeliGly Grand my Life and my paintings. Mama
6riGed me into art school, and full of ambition, I moved on to St.
PetersGurg where J nearly starved, 6ut J Gept painting.
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“It is because | remember my mother, her breasts so warmly nourishing
and exalting me, and I could swing from the moon.”




"...Though | saw Bella for the very first time. | knew this is she, my wife.
Her pale colouring, her eyes. How big and round and black they are!
They are my eyes, my soul..."

We supported the 1917 Revolution and J wag appointed
Commissar for Fine Arts in Vite6sk and then director of the Free
Academy of Art. But the Godless anti-Semitic Bolsheviks--they
would make me compromise art.

"We 'voted with our feet.

Arriving in France in 1922, J soon got my first engraving
commission to create etchings for a special edition of Nikolay
Gogol's novel Dead Souls.



"If | create from the heart, nearly everything works. If from the head, almost
nothing."

Next came 100 gouachies for poet Jean de La Fontaine's Fables,
and a geries of etchings iClustrating the BiGle.
"The entire world within us is reality, perhaps more real than the visible world.

If one calls everything that seems illogical fantasy or a fairy tale, all one
proves is that one has not understood Nature."

"Not just an artist. Buy my book!"

In the 308, J Gecame the Wandering Jew' traveling to the
Netherlands, Spain, Poland, Jtaly and Palegtine. J stayed two



months in the Holy Land thatwould ingpire my Bi6le etchings. When
J finally returned to France J was fully ablaze...

"Anyone who sees and paints a sky green and fields blue ought to be sterilized."

Bolshevig madman! Stalin has a new mate. The Russian people
have Geen wedded to the Nazig!

The very next day, the first of September, 1939/
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The Wemmackt and the Red Army guickly divided Podand Jn
France, we felt safe. Churchill had called the French Army 'the
strongest in the world’' and we had the Maginot Line to protect us.

While the regt of the civiised world awaited the Nazi's next
move, in Love with Geing alive with Bella, J worked and worged.

Sprmq came and so did the Germans, routmg the French and the
Britigh.. Just in time, a group of Americans with help from the
Museum of Modern Art, smuggled us out via forged visas!

"The new 'Babylon' and '"Mecca' to artists and creative zealots the world over."

On June 22, 1941, the day after we arvived in New Vorg City, the
Giggest army in history invaded the Soviet Union.
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"The destiny of Europe's Jews will be decided by the Bolsheviks!"

Bella, Jean and 7 stayed in Manbkialtan apartwments. Bedla took
me clothies sAopping where they spolie French--Ag if we never left
Rusgsia or Poland or Germany or France - Viddish spoljen everywhiere!

7 got a new commyssion. Bella and 7 went to Mexico o degign
tHie setls and costumes for a new ballet, Aleho, by léonide Magsine.
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"All colors are the friends of their neighbors and the lovers of their
opposites.”

Jnly 70, 79%7...
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Upnohrs wosn BureGoka — Bamiovas yauua

"My hometown conquered and occupied!

"Should | paint the earth, the sky, my heart?
The cities burning, my brothers fleeing?
My eyes in tears.

Where should | run and fly, to whom?"

J loched myself in the dream that was New Vorg, degigning the
Gackdrops and costumes for Stravinghy's FireGird.

“The dignity of the artist lies in his duty of keeping awake
the sense of wonder in the world.”

Bella was not feeling well. We had to get out of the city and
into the country for peaceful Geauty...at Cranberry Lake in the
Adirondacks.
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The war would not defeat me. Hitler would not destroy my
vigion of Cife. BeCla and J have Geen together for twenty-five years, J
was more afraid of Coging her than J was of the dammned Nazig!

"God at Stalingrad. He is on our side!"
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"In our life there is a single color, as on an artist's palette,
which provides the meaning of life and art. It is the color of love."

In the summer of 1944, my Geloved ViteGsk was CliGerated Gy the
Red Army. Once 240,000 Cived there. Only 118 emerged from its ruins.

"The end of my origin, my Russian roots?"

On holiday in the Adirondacks. Bella suddenly got a sore throat.
The next day she was feverish. J toog her to the hospital run Gy nuns.
Bella was afraid that they only served 'Christians and asked me to
take her Gack to the hotel.

J obeyed. Penicilin might have helped 6ut none was available,
all gent to the war fronts.

The thunder rolled, the couds opened at gix 0'cCock on the
evening of September 2, 1944, when Bella Ceft this world. €verything
went darg.
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J wept and wept. €very canvas J turned againgt the walls.
Couldn't Gear to see them. Would J ever paint again?
Three weeks Cater...

"Paris free! We can go back now?"

J couldn’t go on without a woman. Soon J Gecame involved with
Virginia, my houseleeper. Young and pretty, she idolized my art. She
also had a young daughiter and an aleokolic husband.

We gradually worked things out and suddenly, in addition to my
grown daughter, Ida, J had a new family.

16



~
.

y
el

The Nazig were finishied. Six million Jews murdered in The Final
Solution’. Six million! To destroy Hitler and save European Jewry,
twenty-cight million Russian men, women and children gave their
Cives. Write that in your Holocausgt history 6ooks!
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“Creativity takes guts.”

“Art is what you can get away with.”

O

“‘Nowhere man, the world is at your command.”
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J needed new Clife, a new ‘period’. America was dynamic, Gut the
city wag much too 6ugy and J'd already done France. J wanted a
pastoral getting, to find myself in the center of a yet-unpainted
picture from where J would do nothing Gut paint pictures to astonish
the world!

And Virginia was pregnant.

"Virginichga," I had Rugsianized her name. "Go and see if you can
find a house in some quiet country place.”

Virginia picked out a property and up we went to High Falls, a
tiny viClage $0 unbusy that its central crogsroads didn't have, nor
ever would have...a traffic Cight.




Only a few miles from town, Virginia Liked the Gigger wooden
house, its screen porches and the catalpa tree.

"That's my is6a!" said T about the 'studio’ cottage though it
would need a ot of work Gefore J'd uge it. But we were off to a
positive start: High Falls had its own aroma.

Back in my particularly stupid and Gappy days, my
grandfather's house was fiCled with the sounds and smells of art.

That's where they sCaughitered the calves. The smells came from
the hides, hung up and drying lige Cinen.
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High Falls, a world away, had a cleanliness in the air, a purity
diminishied only Gy the passing of a rare car and congtantly
enhanced By cows and deer, Gear and fox.

My grandparents had ignored my art and valued their meats.
How would 7 value' this unpainted High Falls?

J Gegan painting in the Civing room of the Gig house even Gefore
we were fully moved in, painting gouache after gouache. And when J
ran out of water to soak and drain them off, 7 'd spit.

To clean my Grughies J'd use Lingeed 0il and turpentine in the
Gathroom. The only casualty was the tub whick underwent a
colourful metamorphiosis with each contributing hue.

The girls were Cess than pleased, Gut scrub ag they might, the
porcelain GathtuG refused to surrender its Chagall endowment.
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"There are no rules for technique; anything is permissible
as long as the motives are genuine."

High Falls, a scemingly ingignificant hamlet Gy a backwater
creer, had the power to remind me of..not my Geloved
Motherland...6ut Communist Russia!

In the Last century, the Vielage had Geen a vital hub in the
Delaware & Hudson Canal. The 108-mile, 108-Lock waterway opened
in 1828, giving rige to a seasonal society complete with its own
Police force, and rumor had it, a foating Grothel.
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"Oy, New Yorkers!"

In 1898, the D&H was abandoned, put out of Gusiness Gy the
faster, cheaper year round railroads who are now ooRing over their
shoulders at the trucking industry, Aot on their cabooses.

Between 1931 and 1933, the Soviet Union Guilt its grandest
engineering project uging convict Labor from Gulag camps to dig 141
miles of canal Gy hand using no machinery or horses.
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Thousands upon thousands of pitiful souls saved on the White
Sea Canal project with Cittle food, water or warmth, giving the Party
away to do away with ‘political digsidents' and ‘enemies of the State’
without executing them. Under their Communist masters, more
Rusgsians were worked to death 6uilding the White Sea Canal than
there are Jews in New Vorg.

KAHAROAPMEEL!
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High Falls was historically etchied with the fossils of the D&H
Canal, a bygone collective no Local industry hasg since replaced.

What future did J Gave here?
J wrote a personal Cetter to Comrade Stalin, Gegging forgiveness

for my earlier Party sGualbbles, and pleading for an official
invitation to vigit the glorious and heroic Soviet Union.
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"You can trust the Communists -to be Communists!”
J never got an answer.

Virginia had to clean out the cisterns wearing rubber 6oots. No
one in the Vielage would work for us. We were 'strangers’,
foreigners’, an older man living with a pregnant younger woman he
hadn't married, Jews.

There are other Jews up here. The joy of Viddish. A New Vorg
€xodug' is just Geginning. Soon a host of Hebrews will Ge invading
the Catskills!

My immediate Mohionk Road neighbors were cows. 7'd tage
sunny constitutionals and argue art with them.
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And appré;:iaa their ;uom.

We 6ought a secondhand 08dsmobile. Virginia guickly Cearned
how to drive. She'd take us shopping.

"Don't Leave the car too near,” J'd warn her. "They'CC up the
prices."”
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Virginia and Jean went exploring, up Mohonk Road, around the
Rairpin turn and higher stiCl, atop the mountain...an American
matsuwd!

"One day, I'll go, when I'm selling like Picasso!"

J was getting a monthly stipend from the Malisse Gallery which
hGept ug Orealfiing, but there were expenses. 70 see my pregnant
Virginia, the doctor made a house call in Ais brand new Ford. 7
Offered Airm one of my paintings in lieu of fifteen dollars payment.

e tarned me down, demanded cash,

"Mark my words. I'm an excellent long-term investment!

My Geloved Bella disappointed me only once: she never gave me
a son and my daughiter Ida hag Geen Civing with my frustration most
of her Life and she Rappily accepted Virginia's pregnancy and was
praying for a 6oy as hard as J was.
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"She'd later sue me, claiming 'her share' of my paintings!"

J don't create art merely to Ge seen and 800d, Gut, if only for a
fleeting moment, to ‘instantly transport patrons away from their

"Do that and I've captured a customer for life
---even if it's only a cheap print."

That first summer we made a number of trips Gack to the city. The
see old friends and seel new patrons. Virginia's growing 6elly made
her condition obvious. Sales would 6uy the 6aby new shoes.

The 30il which had nourighed the roots of my art was ViteGsk, Gut
my art needed Paris—Cike a tree needs water—otherwise it would
have withered.
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In May, with Virginia cight months pregnant, with crates of
paintings to sell, and food and commodities for my suffering
€uropean friends, J sailed.

Postwar Europe was a much-changed place. Jts ravaged structure
made me Cong for the isolation and the innocence of High Falls.
On June 22, 7 got the Glegsed teCegram - 'Tt's a boy!’

J wouldn't see David for two Long months.

While J was away, a pair of FBJ agents came up Mohonk Road
with a warrant to search the house and the studio - 'un-American
activities'! J'd Geen involved with Communists during the war.
Fighting the Nazis!
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They Cooked and Looked and found nothing. Wisk J had Geen
there. They Ceft empty-Ganded. I might have s0ld a painting to the
US Government.

"Hanging in Hoover's office?"

Virginia, Jean and David met me at the dock. Had T come Ghome?

The studio had Geen readied for me. The garden was full of
fCowers and the sweet corn was ripening. (For Japanese Geetles.
Virginia refused to use pesticides.)

J went right to worR, painting from dawn to dugh. Once you've
Geen poor, you can never feel rick. Sell, sell, sell! J'd never have
enough money.
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Virginia and J would sleep upstairs in the studio whick made for
ingpirational interCudes: When daughiter Ida was vigiting, she
couldn’t get enough of the children whichk gave ug an opportunity to
perform ‘additional housework' on the second floor.

Of course, David got circumcised!

"For the children, and the mice, we got a cat.”

Art ig the guest for the indeli6le: to make the world see
exclusively as J do, to Gelieve in My Truth. The Nazis had Gurned
many of my paintings. But they would not Ge Cost. I would re-find
them Gy painting a variant' that J could sell as an Original
Chagall Classic’ over and over again.

The collectors whined until the prices went up.
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"Not the Jew, the marketer in me!"

High Falls made me feel so wildly free. And J had a son to
work for. Mohonk Road could Ge a pallette in itself. Unlike the
Grick and stone city, the Vielage came with an annual colour
spectacular--the changing of the Leaves.

"Great art picks up where nature ends."

But 7'd migs the 1946 show. In October, J went Gack to Parig for
the opening of my exhiGition at the Mugeum National d’Art
Moderne. It was a huge success. People recognised me on the Goat.
J wasg Gecoming a celebrity.

A hAouse is never more a home than during winter. The coal stove
in my High Falls studio glowed with a red J was never able to
capture.

The snow piled high on Mohkonk Road, had to Ge shoveled and
ghoveled. The children Coved riding on sleds.
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"| feel like I've hardly begun, like a pianist trying
to settle down comfortably on his stool."
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"Painting is the grandchild of nature. It is related to God."

"Freedom is the oxygen of the soul.”
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Spring, with the Rondout Creek high and strong, Grought forth
new Cife and new possibilities...

April 16, 1947%...

"Without a mystical element is there a single great picture,
a single great poem or -- even -- a single great social movement?"
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J wanted a wall to paint a mural, 6ut my studio was hardCy Gig
enough. As hard ag J tried, painting and repainting, J couldn’t
redigcover the paggion of my Russian youth, so J cut the project into
three picces. And remained undiscouraged; there'd Ge other times and
places for even grander productions.

A Cold War' hag Geen declared! The Godlegs Soviet Union versus
the idealigtic United States. And who will Ge the new homegrown
hero, the role model for American youth?

GLARK KENT SECRETLY FASKH-
IONS A COLORFUL RED - AND-
BLUE COSTUME —AND THUS 'S

LANOD LATER, IN CLARK KENT'S |

SUPER STRENGTH!
ITS A LITTLE FRIGHTENING ...
MY POWERS GIVE ME THE CHANCE
TO DO A LOT OF GOOD--BUT 1
CAN'T LET PEOPLE KNOW THAT
CLARK KENT CAN DO THESE THINGS...
THE KNOWLEDGE MIGHT BE

"Yet another Jewish art-form goes 'Up, up, and away!"
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The Art Institute of Chicago and New York's Museum of
Modern Art held retrogpective exhibitions in my Gonor. Would J
Gecome a ‘celebrity’ in the Vielage?
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J lived in America during the inkuman war in which humanity
degerted itgelf... ] have seen the rhythm of life. J have seen America
fighting with Allics... the wealth that she has distributed to Gring
relief to the people who had to suffer the conseqguences of the war...
J like America and the Americans... people here are frank. It is a
young country with the qualities and faults of youth. It is a delight
to Cove people like that... AGove all J am impressed Gy the
greatness of this country and the freedom that it gives.

But America is not my country. Mine wasg in the 6oody process of
Geing Gorn.
In the Middle East!

"Never again!”
Will painting ever Gecome 06solete, no Longer needed Gy
humanity? Will we Ge usurped and surpassed 6y a machine of near-

BiGlical power, a magic picture frame in every Lagt hovel, conjuring
up endless imagery.
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Not for a minute musgt this 6oxy device intimidate an artigt. This
televigion' Lacks the talent to transmit colour.’

People are waiting for him,' Ida wrote Virginia. Their expectation
is something to Ge treasured, not degpised. His return to Paris would
Ge Cige a gift; it must Ge given at the right time.

Don't Ge Late!’

May 714, 1948

ISRAELI INDEPENDENCE DAY!

Joy to the wordd, We Jews have a homeland/
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Our High Falls place is 0 Geautiful, not Jewish at all--Gerries,
worms chiclen, wild grass--everything whispers to me; Gecome an
American, don't go.

But it was not to Ge. A good New Vorg Jew, at Gest, 6ut never an
American. Aggimilated far from the BiGle, J'd have to Learn how to
drive and speak €nglish. To Ge somebody J'm not. A kind of artistic
Gulag.

J never made an effort to Gecome part of the Vilage, never
painted the town. So caught up with my art, and my family and the
fate of My People that J failed to envigion the fresh Geauty up and
down Mokonk Road. High Falls had Geen a culture awaiting its
artist and it wasn't me. The Vielage remained a picture unpainted.
Jf J had taken the time...

"A surge of myth and magic gushing over High Falls!"
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"Give the Depuy Canal House a menu of
Jewish/Russian/French colouring!"

There had Geen one indeliGle sight, an American metaphor
spanning the Rondout. 7'd set out in Late August, when the Creek is
Cow and slow. Borrow a rowboat to get to the Stone Ridge side, a
stretch of flat rocks. Set up my ecasel and paint 60x. And with just
one day's worg..A pale 6lue sky with dargened clouds, the grand
archies Gridging the centuries, and swirling about, the ghosts of too
many workers who died on the Delaware & Hudson Canal.

There'd Ge children jumping off it all day, 6ut J'd paint around
them.

"As Matisse immortalized the Pot Saint Michel in Paris,
| might have saved the High Falls Aqueduct.”

But J did nothing. Painting in America had Geen Like shouting in
a forest - no echo.
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In 1956, the Local power company tore down the High Falls
Agueduct. J and the Village have never forgiven ourselyes.
Jf only J had...

Wait one minute. I DID paint something in High Falls!

August 17, 1948

We sailed for €urope in time to attend the opening of my
exhiGition at the Mugée National d'Art Moderne. None of us would
ever see High Falls again. Jda returned a couple of years Later,
gathered up any remnants and sold the place.

- MY LIFE WITH
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"Both wrote books about me. | painted more about them."
Not Cong after, T met and married Vana who ingpired me, saw to
my every need and managed my career happily ever after.
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I painted (e ceiling of the Paris Opera House and refused (o be
paid for /.

"l did accept lifetime tickets."
Saw God through church windows...
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deux films d'ar

4 LAURO VENTURI

“Don't miss my 1964 documentary."
And the next year...

Work isn't to make money; you work to justify life.

"l got to the Promised Land!"
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At age 97, alone in an elevator going up to my studio, 7
fittingly Gecame history on my way to worg.

The most prolific artists of the twentieth century:

ARSI
"Jacob Kurtzberg will outlive us all!"

ALL Rindg of creations over years and years, thousands of works
00 gelling.
(T—

"When T am finishing a picture, J hold some God-made object up
to it - a rock, a fower, the Granch of a tree or my hand - ag a final
test. Jf the painting stands up Geside a thing man cannot make, the
painting is authientic. Jf there's a clash Getween the two, it's Gad art.
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Which reminds me. €ver gince my 'pastoral period’ on Mohionk
Road, the fate of one my most uniguely colourful artwork remaing a
mystery - Did any6ody ever Guy that Gathtub J painted in High

Falls?
Mare ¢, é,«yn 4
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