Chapter 21
“Retirement, 1958: Murals, Artist-In-Residence”

Friends and relatives received handsome folders from Dwight printed on Japanese mulberry paper, with “A SALUTE TO FREEDOM! (1958)” on the cover.  Inside was written, “Declaration. . when in the course of human events, it becomes necessary to review one's way of life - and the station to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature's God intended one, sometimes a new resolution is the result.  In the interests of Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness, from this day forward, I resolve to spend more of my remaining days using my best capabilities fully, engaging in occupations I enjoy, to wit: picture making with camera or brush.  Experimenting with many art forms.  Lecturing and teaching art subjects.  Gardening, tree-trimming, arranging rocks.  Puttering, beachcombing, collecting odd objects.  Seeing good friends, relatives, former colleagues, and students, wherever they are.  Traveling, preferably at someone else's expense.  Communicating by writing, privately or publicly.  Eating good food, and even preparing it.  Making my own bed (or hammock), and lying in it.  Let these facts be submitted to a candid world.  D. Kirsch.”

Leaving his art center post seemed to recharge Dwight, and inspire him into action.  He was off to a great start with a $1000 honorarium from Laurence Fairall, President of the Board of Trustees of the Des Moines Art Center, who wrote, “I think you know how much we all appreciate all that you have done for the Art Center since you came here eight years ago.  You have reason to be proud of the great contribution you have made to the Center's advancement and development, and to its service in the community.”  Few people, in those days, could enjoy a pension from their jobs when they retired.  The $1000 was, at that time, very generous.

He immediately gave workshops in Lincoln and Omaha, and in March he held a one-man show in the Memorial Union Gallery, Ames, Iowa.  According to the Iowa State Daily, “KIRSCH’S ONE-MAN SHOWING IS 'LIFE AND EXPERIENCE..' The series of paintings on exhibit progress in the same order of his life and experience.  They start out when he was designing stage scenery at the University of Nebraska and continue up to some recent sketches made of Des Moines children.  Along the way are pictures as he traveled by the seacoast of Alaska, street scenes in Mexico City and pictures of Colorado and Mass. vacations.  ‘I like to make use of natural materials in my work,’ said Dwight Kirsch, as he pointed out a collage made of mica, red clay and charcoal found in the Colorado Mountains.”

“Marjorie Garfield, head of the Applied Art Department (Iowa State), commented that the show in connection with ‘Focus 1959’ is a very good one.  She thought it would be very well-received by college students because it is so ‘understandable.’  Miss Garfield also said that having Kirsch as artist-in-residence was the opening of a very good relationship with Iowa State.  Dwight Kirsch will be artist-in-residence in April this year.  He will also return to the campus in the fall.”

With Dwight basking in his new state of freedom in conjunction with public attention, John was back in New York.  “Dear Pa, was delighted to get your birthday greetings and all, 'tho I feel undeserving of it after the long silences.  I finally whipped the apt. into shape at least enough so there is space cleared in the middle of debris to do such things as paint and write letters.  Cleaning up the disorganized mess of things piled in storage, plus what amounted to a slum-clearance project in making this waterfront ex-hotel livable (also cat-house in the old days, I recently learned) has been a bigger job than I expected.  But the apartment has turned out clean and sunny and cheerful and many of my friends like it better than the old one, despite the smaller space.  Have refinished many pieces of furniture, stained and varnished the wide floor boards, patched plaster and painted, etc.  My experience with you in DM was good warming-up exercise.  A friend took a snapshot of the living room, which I will send along in the next letter.  I hope you can stay here on your next trip with no roommate to complicate matters.  There is some wonderfully photographable material around, what with sea gulls in the front yard and dead end kids swimming.  Have been plotting how to get hold of a dead seagull to paint, but can't figure out short of mayhem how to do it.  The building here, as somebody said, is as close to ‘Wuthering Heights’ as you can get in N.Y.  It is more than half-empty, and the only inhabitants are a couple of old stumblebum winoes, and three or four genuine, real, beatniks-bearded, pony tailed, coffee-shopped, etc.  Very friendly with late jazz sessions, and willing to pose for paintings and certainly very paintable.  I am planning to enlarge on the beat-generation coffee-house theme, although the job is working out well, and, tho dull and routine, I am able to forget it during the day.  It has been a great feeling of liberation to have the weight of the museum neuroses lifted off my shoulders - and to be able to wander around in the daytime and have 6 or 7 hours of daylight free to paint the harbor, etc. is wonderful.  It's been like getting out of prison.  I have been feeling better physically - and if I get plenty of sleep, I seem to have re-acquired all the bounce of the old days.  Am getting to be a real weirdo-type now, what with eating yogurt and studying Zen, as well as the liver pitch.  I will have a week's vacation in September - maybe about the time you will be at Yaddo or anyway in the East.  I will report your activities to Mrs. Navas and Maynard and the Crossgroves if I see them.  So far this seems to be a good year for us both. . and the jumping off turned out to be a fine idea. .  Hope this all keeps up.  I was certainly pleased with your first sample of the advertising campaign.  It hit just the right note, and was warm and human without being at all corny.  Not many people are doing that these days.  Was pleased to hear that things are going off with a bang, exhibit-wise and financially also.  Love, John.”

John's new job could have been the evening one at a bank.  His instability was becoming increasingly evident from his letters.  Not able to withstand the pressures of jobs, having many friends but no really close, lasting relationships, waves of depression and lack of energy, etc., would eventually turn out to be symptoms of trouble ahead!

Looking at a line graph showing the peaks and valleys in their lives, the year 1959 would show Dwight at an eight, and John a five, on a scale between one and ten.  I think John had a feeling of apprehension and foreboding.  He was too bright to know things were not just right - being only responsible for himself, and having mood swings, still hoping for a bright future with his art, but not yet succeeding had a definite effect on him.  He was happy to be back in New York, however.  Gershwin's “Rhapsody in Blue” was appropriate “theme” music for him then.

Dwight's music was not quite “Ode to Joy.”  Perhaps something more appropriate would have been Aaron Copland's “Appalachian Spring,” for he was then commissioned to do murals for a newly re-modeled tea-room in the Des Moines Younkers department store.  Before he started, he drove to many towns in Iowa and Nebraska, including Atkinson, where he spent time painting in the sandhills.  Traveling in the midwestern countryside always inspired him thus, choosing the wild rose as his theme for the murals was a natural consequence, since they were lovely, plentiful, and flourished in roadside ditches and along railroad tracks.  The wild rose is a low, bushy plant with single-petaled, pink flowers.  It is Iowa's official state flower.

Dwight described his mural to old friend, Fred Wells.  “It is very freely impressionistic, with farm landscape and sky, as background for wild roses and grasses in a natural setting.  I hope you can see it some day.”

Not only did the Younkers project come to Dwight, but also a commission from Bankers Life of Nebraska to do a series of “family” illustrations for their advertising campaign.  Entitled: “The Good Things of Life,” he used Peggy Patrick's children as models for the four, black and white, sumi compositions.  They were reproduced on good, artist-quality paper and were offered as a set at no cost, in a series of advertisements published in the top weekly magazines: Time, Life, and Newsweek.

The Bankers Life promotion proved to be extremely popular, and many sets of pictures were ordered.  In fact, I was pleased to view a set of them framed and hung on a physician's reception room wall in Florence, Colorado (in the 1970's), and I suspect they were used in numerous other reception areas across the country, as well as in homes.  I persuaded our United Way board to use one of the illustrations for the cover of our 1988 campaign folders “Years of Caring and Sharing,” which showed a poignant vignette of a mother holding a young boy.  During his Atkinson trek, Dwight did a workshop not far from there in Yankton, South Dakota. This was Lawrence Welk, Bohemian polka and German band (um-pa pa), WNAX radio country.  He had begun to experiment with natural or native dyes and stains using plants and other materials.  The Yankton newspaper clipping, April 24, 1959, reads, “USING MATERIALS AT HAND ADDS FUN TO ART, SAYS KIRSCH.  Had you ever thought of instant dry milk, mercurochrome, bluing, eggs, tea, coffee, or automobile wax as artist materials?  Dwight Kirsch, Des Moines, Iowa, freelance artist whose illustrations are being seen currently in Time, Newsweek and Life magazines, believes that the real fun in art is an ‘attitude of experimentation’ and through this attitude on his part has used all such materials to interesting advantage. ‘Experiment with scraps of paper, wallboards, bits of various kinds of cloth if you haven't the regulation papers and canvas.  Try turkey feathers, brushes made of grass, pens whittled from corn stalks or fenceposts, charcoal from native willows.’  A slight man with a merry glint in his eye, Kirsch charms his students with the audacity of his experiments.  He conducted classes for the Fine Arts Conference being held on the Yankton College Campus.”

Dwight's “natural stain and dye period” gleaned a great deal of good publicity and fun for him.  The Des Moines Register ran an amusing little piece in Elizabeth Clarkson Zwart's column, the FRONT ROW, which stated, “Room Freshner: Dwight Kirsch throws an armful of long-stemmed wild flowers into his summer-empty fireplace.  Gradually, it dries and scents the living room.”  He had the flowers close at hand, from his front yard!

He never lost enthusiasm for experimentation!  Certainly the dyes and stains he cooked up and developed were nothing new, actually some of man's earliest known self-expressions were created by dipping their hands in the earth's pigments and pressing them against a cave wall.  Tools and materials derived from native plants were used by Native Americans, and our pioneers.  The latter often lived in sod houses on a prairie devoid of trees, especially in Nebraska when the prairie schooners traversed the land.

After again spending time in Colorado, Dwight drove to New York, his car log notes show stops in Cedar Rapids, Clinton, Brody's Leap Plaza, Ohio Turnpike, Lackawanna Toll, Clifton Springs, Oneida, Amsterdam (1,230 miles), Yaddo, near Saratoga Springs, Dorset, Vt. at his friends, the Pattens, then back to Yaddo.

Yaddo, a country estate with a wonderful Victorian mansion set in a pine forest, a farm, gardens, etc., not far from the racetrack at Saratoga, has been a retreat for artists since 1926.  Yaddo's owner, Katrina Trask's vision was “men and women creating, creating, creating.”  After she died in 1921, Elizabeth Ames became director and guiding spirit.

Dwight was in his element there, without the distractions of cooking his own meals, or people bothering him before 4 P.M., and with a rare chance to “do nothing, or create.”  He stayed about one month.  Perhaps the lure of seeing more of New England, or his urge to visit John on Fulton St., Brooklyn and his yet unfinished Rose Room mural project were motivating factors.  We only know that he loved it there and referred to it many times thereafter.

He did at least one memory painting of Yaddo trees some twenty years later.  Though I have no evidence, I am sure he was a prolific painter while there.  He arrived home, after a few car repair problems, and continued with work in Iowa, the Rose Room and as artist-in-residence in Ames.

Not long after the return home from Yaddo, he heard from John, a key letter, important in a series of events to come.  “November 5, 1959. Dear Pa:  It has been good to get all your letters and the news.  As usual I have been remiss about writing.  Sorry to hear you had so much car trouble on the return trip, but at least you made it all right.”

“You sure sound busy?  The Rose Room plans sound exciting.  Esp. the 32 ft. long panel sounds as if you are getting into the Jackson Pollack class.  This could turn out to be a lot of fun, and work.  Glad you have some one to help.”

“I liked your cover for the Ames program very much.  Very distinguished.  Have shown Marie the slides, and she was quite keen on them, esp. the one with Willard.  She wondered if she could get a slide copy of it rather than a color print?”

“Sorry that your stay here was not a more exciting one.  I didn't show you a very good time, as the saying goes.  But I enjoyed it, anyway.  Have been going to the doctor for more shots to jazz me up.  These seem to do the trick, and as long as I return for them regularly I seem to have all the old pre-hepatitis drive and energy.  Without them, I go back into the old slump.”

“Life goes on apace here-with the new treatment.  I am able to do with a lot less sleep and am painting more and more energetically.  Have received payment for one portrait commission, which comes in handy.”

“I hope you are not swamped with work, what with the show and rose panels coming all at once.  Wish I could be there to help, and to see the show.  Will be curious to hear the response the show gets.  Well, take care of yourself.  It sounds as if the year is getting off to a good start.  Love, John.”

What medication was in those shots given to John to “jazz” him up?  Could they have been B-complex vitamins? Most likely, they were stimulants – amphetamines - or some type of pain-reducing drugs.  We now know that that was common practice then, with the patient thinking he was getting “nutrients,” when instead he or she was injected with drugs.  According to a retired physician acquaintance, there was very little medication given to a recovering hepatitis patient at that time.  My personal belief is that whatever the substance, it was extremely habit-forming and caused severe depression when ceased!

John mentioned “the show,” which was a father & son exhibit at the Des Moines Art Center.  George Shane wrote the critique, accompanied by photographs of their work.  “An unusual and rewarding exhibition, the showing of the work of a father and son.  This is the two-man exhibition of paintings, drawings and sculpture by Dwight Kirsch and his son, John.  The exhibition fills the main gallery and offers an inspiring view of what may come of a two-generation devotion to art.  It is interesting to note as well that although both men paint in completely different styles the work of each gives an immediate feeling of respect for nature translated into art forms.  Dwight Kirsch's paintings cover a span of a good many years.  There are the freely conceived little portrait studies, including a study of John reading by mellow light when a boy, back in 1936 (the little egg tempra jewel painted at Martha’s Vineyard).  Out of another era long ago, there are other paintings of Nebraska, above and beyond the confines of the regionalism of that day.  They are pictures whose rhythmic notes of color reach a pictorial achievement, which carries through his other work in Mexico, the Orient and the rare studies of flowers and landscapes in sumi.  John Kirsch's paintings have a power to put excitement into everyday things, or catch the brilliance of the cathedral's stained glass in his religious studies.  His subjects may be a bunch of flowers and leaves, stuffed in a vase, spontaneous and rich in color.  Again he may turn to the portrait to present almost stark statements, with the force of German expressionism at its best.  John Kirsch's view of the bay and shoreline and the luminous sky, nostalgic of the far-off west, are an entrancing world.”

The show catalogue lists John's “Bird Long Dead,” oil, 1958, and “Dead Pigeon on Packing Crate,” oil, 1959.  Here were the dead birds he plotted to find when he moved to Fulton Street near the Brooklyn Bridge!  I seem to recall he asked someone in his building to let him know in case they happened to see a dead one - he never would have killed it!

His two sculptures in the show were: “Striped Cat,” terra cotta, 1946 (I have his unfired study for it, and have since been sorry I did not keep the pieces of the broken original when I found them); and “Mother and Child” 1948, the composition of figures “released” and chiseled from a stump of Russ Tudor's parent's apricot tree in Lincoln.  After seeing the rough tree stump in the Tudor's back yard, and hearing John's intention to do a sculpture of it, I was skeptical that he would ever get around to it, since procrastination seemed to be his middle name.  When I saw the finished piece, I was shocked and enthralled by it.

John's December 1st letter, 1959, stated, “It certainly was sweet of you to offer to bring me out for the show opening, and I am sorry it did not work out.  I would like especially to have seen all your early sand hills and other paintings from all over rounded up together for the first time.  Are there any group photographs to be taken of the show?  In a way I would rather see it that way and in my imagination than be present in actuality for the opening, which in a way gives me the willies, all this public exposure of oneself.  I hope you are making some sales, and for that matter, I hope I am too.”

“I am thinking now seriously of having a weekly session of psychotherapy with a person who had quite beneficial results with a friend of mine.  Not that I feel particularly booby-hatched at this point, but there are a few things I'd like to figure out with a little help.  This would be a quickie - a year or less, and I can swing it financially with the raise I am expecting and a few painting sales.  The analyst has special rates for poor starving artists and others.”

“Don't know where you were Thanksgiving, but hope you had a nice one.  Marie and Willard had me over for roast duck, and Marie as usual sends her love.  You are one of her favorite people and she thinks you are one of the few who ‘take her seriously as an artist.’  (Apparently Willard does not at this point!)”

“Incidentally, I wonder if you might send a few extra exhibition catalogues, if you think about it.  She among others would like to have one.  She also thinks you are the best around at this time doing sumi work.”

“Life goes on.  As an aftermath of the supper at Maynard's and the hot discussion you may remember he and Mrs. Navas had re Prado Museum, they are no longer speaking to each other.  Mostly Mrs. Navas, who was apparently upset terribly and says ‘let him make the first move.’  It is too bad to see a friendship of so many years standing so easily shaken, but they both become increasingly hermit like and eccentric as time goes on.  I have not seen Verne and Norma since you were here.  Saw the Guggenheim Museum the other day, and the experience of viewing the interior space certainly changes my opinion of it, while the exterior is pretty awkward and ugly, the interior I really think is one of the great architectural expressions in this country.  Really very thrilling.”

“Sorry to be so poor at writing.  Is the rose panel room coming along and do you have enough help?  What are your plans for Christmas?”

“I really am regretful about not seeing the show, but maybe picturing in the mind is better after all.  Thank George for the flattering write-up.  He sure did well by us both.  Love, John.”

Dwight did indeed finish the rose panels.  The December 11, 1959 Des Moines Register article by George Shane headline stated, “Kirsch Murals at Younkers A Milestone in Use of Art. . Acceptance of art as a part of the commercial scene now seems to be more common in Iowa.  Once there was a time when the painter or sculptor seldom was called upon to lend his creative ability to buildings or interiors.  But now, occasionally, there is some example of valid art forms becoming major parts in design and architecture in Iowa.”

“Usually the embellishment of rooms or buildings is a job ‘farmed out’ to a commercial firm that handles ‘art’ on a production line basis and the results are garish, dreary or both.”

“One of the milestones in the use of art comes with the opening of the Rose Room in Younkers store here.  The room has become an exciting visual experience through the use of two charming murals by Dwight Kirsch, former Art Center director and presently artist in residence at Iowa State 

University.”

“The theme of the fifth-floor Rose Room, a dining room, was conceived by Kenneth E. Hartman, Younkers decorator, and planned by Gerald I. Griffith, Des Moines architect.”

“Two wall spaces made possible the Kirsch murals, one 46 feet in length and the other 32 feet.  Iowa's fragile, fast-disappearing wild rose is the theme.”

“There is a weathered fence, old mail boxes and farm buildings on the hills.  Gold leaf is flecked through the composition and the entire concept of color is delicate and lyrical.”  Dwight was proud of his work.  It was a nice honor for him at a time when he would need it.

His letter to Fred Wells, Lincoln, mentioned the murals, and the father and son show.  “The show of John's work and mine has been very well-received and I've sold 17 pictures out of it besides others as a result.  I've had clippings about developments at U.of N., including the Wood Foundation gift - and am very happy about it.”

No mention of John's sales, or of the one-man show at First Federal Savings and Loan in Lincoln held that year, though his friend, Mrs. E.M. Forsyth, owner of the bank, was fond of his work.  

Helen Haggie, for the Lincoln Journal wrote, “It's always a joy to watch artistic progress made by a friend, so it's a joy to visit the one-man show.  The Kirsch show includes sampling of his work from the 1940's. . to the present.”

“And an innovation for Kirsch, who has been experimenting with the use of natural stains, is the pressing of leaves onto damask and rolling the color into the cloth with a corncob.  The color is set with chemical solutions made by the artist.  ‘I call the resulting pieces my antiques.’  A delightful example of this work is his ‘Worm Eaten Leaves.’  Oriental influence is apparent too.”

“Questioned about it, he commented, ‘The Japanese use common things in their arrangements.  They aim for perfection, yet realize there is imperfection in everyone.  So, they do use things that are imperfect in their art and arrangements.’  Perhaps it's the influence of Nebraska's weather that one sees in so many of Kirsch's landscapes.  But the movement of breeze and wind is a characteristic of most of them.”

Haggie “zeroed in” on a description of Dwight's work that other journalists missed - “breeze” and “wind” - so very appropriate!

Because of the Ames job and the long motor trip to Yaddo, Dwight spent Christmas and New Year's in Des Moines.  His Christmas card to his friends, the Lawton Pattons (Patton was a professor of architectural history at Iowa State, Ames), was a letter size fold-out “Returning Coals to Newcastle” - a sketch of a landscape using watercolor, thin birch bark and a small piece of blue slate from Vermont, where Pattons lived.

About the time Dwight was busy driving back and forth between Des Moines and Ames, working on the rose panels, and when John was wondering about psychoanalysis, Peggy Patrick traveled to New York.  At Dwight's urging, she visited John.  “John was working in a bank, and he lived in a loft in the bottom of the last pier in the Brooklyn Bridge.  I took the subway or bus and went over there and I was wearing high heels.  I entered this warehouse – it was an abandoned warehouse - that's all it was, there is no way you can glorify it in any other way, and I walked down the wooden hallways to find the number John had given me as his apartment number, having to stop because the heels of my shoes kept getting caught in the holes in this wooden floor.  I have never had an experience quite like it, but when you knocked on the door of his apartment, or his portion of the loft, you entered, then of course, another entirely magical place, with artifacts, paintings, his easel, his creative spirit having given it an environment all its very own.”  She apparently had a good visit with him and was not too alarmed about his state of mind.

“Thursday, January 21, 1960, NYC.  Dear Pa: Guess I've probably delayed writing for so long that it is too late to give you any shipping instructions about the paintings.  Tried to call you last Sunday night - but suppose you were in Ames or out.  First, I most certainly did appreciate all the beautiful photographs - color and black and white.  In your usual modest way you left out your section of the show and I would like to have seen how it looked.  Everyone is keen on your new Japanesey block prints, including Marie and the Kohls (whom I finally had over for Sunday brunch a week ago).  Marie and Willard were delighted with the collage of roses from summers past and are going to have it framed (Hope the dogs don't chew it up first!) by the way Willard was amazed when I happened to mention your age.  He had thought you were his contemporary and in your forties.”  (Dwight did “Oak Tree in Winter” in 1961, a woodcut in cherry which is quite stunning and ambitiously intricate considering how very hard cherry is to tool.  He no doubt hand-printed a few editions, but over 600 remain which were commercially printed, he later said, for the Des Moines Art Center to use for a membership campaign.)  “Thanks also for the Christmas cards and letters from Mabel Eiseley.  I was so pleased with your response to the print book (I was almost sure you would have it already from Tuttle) that I sent along an extra birthday bonus, slightly used.  Hope it reaches you safely.  Hope your holidays were pleasant and restful, and that you and Jo (Waddell) had a good time.  Marie was wonderful to me and invited me both to Christmas dinner and to a New Years party while Willard was in Puerto Rico.  The N.Y. party was a real gasser - at Maya Deren's (the avant-garde ‘veddy’ experimental movie maker - whose films Duard and the Carmel crowd exported to Nebraska that created sort of a sensation as you may remember.)  She has been to Haiti on a Ford Foundation grant recently, and returned with a kind of documentary tape recording, etc. of Haitian rituals.  Much of the evening was taken up with her drunken rendition of the Haitian dances (she is sort of a sexy fiftyish with a twenty-year old Japanese composer lover.  Sort of a gypsy seeress high priestess type with what looks like a red fright-wig, but I guess it is hers).  The crowd was mostly very beat and arty Chas. Adams type girls with black eyes and black stockings, etc.  Her apartment (pad, that is) was great, and very full of Haitian drums, seashells, hex-dolls, etc etc., strictly under water.  One of the best of Marie's florescent-period paintings was hanging on the ceiling of the bedroom.  Really very good (I wish Marie would start painting again), heavily encrusted with sand and crud and looking like nothing as much as a geological concretion slab of mud from the Jurassic age.  Marie kept saying ‘but I'm afraid it'll fall down some night and hurt somebody.’  True, it did look heavy.  I guess you are kindred spirits - and that's why she likes your collages so much.”

“It was fun having the Kohles over finally.  I guess they really don't have many friends in the city and are rather lonely, as they certainly seemed to appreciate the hospitality.  They've invited me over this Sunday while Peggy Patrick is here - so I can get filled in on the reports of the rose mural.”

“I guess the only instructions about shipping the paintings, if it isn't too late, that is, concern the matter of telephoning me first as to the exact day and if possible the approximate hours of delivery so I can let the bozos in.  My unlisted number in case you've lost it is JA 2-5725.  One other thing, in case the Center did buy one of my two dead bird paintings, I wonder if it would be possible to ship it back to me for a couple of months.  I would deduct shipping costs from the price of the painting. . I really think the birds are among my best and I was counting on showing them around to a few dealers (John Clancy, etc.) and to a Whitney Mus. viewing in the spring.  I could return it sometime in April.  Would appreciate your inquiring about this.  (Natch, I'm delighted to sell it nevertheless.)  I thought perhaps you could keep the Parrot Tulips still life and the ‘Autumnal Banquet’ for the rental galleries, but wondered if you could send back the Des Moines Autumn landscape, that is unless it leaves too much of a gap in your living room.”

“Am feeling great physically lately for a change.  So I said to hell with psychoanalysis and bought a new low-Hi-Fi set for a hundred bucks with my portrait money.  Have about six or seven new paintings going and have finally got over my work block or whatever you call it.  2 large harbor scenes, the big one of Marie nearly finished and sort of a Rembrandty study of Willard (with all due modesty).  Wish you could see them.  Hope you are getting lots done and that Ames isn't too much work.  Happy Birthday!  Love, John.”
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