
Here's another installment in the saga
 
       GEORGE – 1939 – NEW YORK WORLDS FAIR – OROZCO
 
 
 It was 1939.  Still the time of the great depression.  Time of the WPA, with its 
many programs reaching out to help, including the visual and performing arts. 
I remember the time a huge truck pulled into our local park one evening, 
opened its side, showing a stage all prepared for a performance.

George, still a teenager, was able to enroll in a life drawing class, free of 
charge, at the Brooklyn Museum under the auspices of the WPA.  His teacher 
was a charismatic artist who enthralled his young students.  He offered an 
additional private class in his studio in Manhattan on the weekend, and many, 
including George, signed up.  George was fortunate to have parents who were 
willing to part with the one dollar fee and carfare in such hard times. 

It was the time of the 1939-1940  World’s Fair in Flushing, Queens.  
Artists were hired to paint murals, including well-known and not so well-
known (at the time), such as Philip Guston, Arshile Gorky, and Salvador Dali.  
One of the most famous was a Mexican muralist named Jose Clemente Orozco.
In George’s class was a young Spanish woman who was chosen to be Orozco’s 
interpreter.  She, like many others in the class, thought their teacher was a 
great undiscovered genius, and managed to persuade Orozco  to visit the 
studio to see his work.

The great day arrived.  George had no idea what Orozco looked like, and 
was taken aback by this dwarflike man with thick eyeglasses, giving him an 
owlish appearance.  

George’s teacher’s subject matter was social realism, similar to Orozco’s, 
so he was expecting a kinship.  His paintings were lined up facing the wall.  
One by one he turned them around for viewing.  Orozco peered intently at each
one in turn, while the students waited breathlessly for the big revelation of the 
new genius.  Orozco  finally said, through his interpreter, “ you ought to paint 
a chair”, and left.

The teacher, unfazed, assured his students, “he’s a great artist, but not 
much of a critic”.

Years later, George heard he was doing flower paintings in California.  I 
wish I could remember his name, but there’s no longer anyone around to ask.

 


