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A patron of art since the 1930s, Peggy Guggenheim, in a candid self-portrait, provides an
insider's view of the early days of modern art, with revealing accounts of her eccentric wealthy
family, her personal and professional relationships, and often surprising portrayals of the artists
themselves. Here is a book that captures a valuable chapter in the history of modern art, as well
as the spirit of one of its greatest advocates.

Book DescriptionAn exploration of the archive on southern Africa’s past in the pre-colonial era,
bringing new ideas about source material and archiving from scholars in southern Africa and
elsewhere. It focusses on the question: ‘How do we know, or think we know, what happened in
the times before European colonialism?’ --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the
AuthorCynthia Kros, historian and heritage specialist, is an Honorary Research Associate of the
History Workshop at the University of the Witwatersrand, Johannesburg, and an Honorary
Research Associate of the Archive and Public Culture Research Initiative at the University of
Cape Town.John Wright is Emeritus Professor of History at the University of KwaZulu-Natal and
a research associate in the Archive and Public Culture Research Initiative at the University of
Cape Town.Mbongiseni Buthelezi is Executive Director of the Public Affairs Research Institute,
Johannesburg, South Africa. He has published widely in the fields of African literature, heritage
studies, and governance in South Africa.Helen Ludlow was head of History at the School of
Education, University of the Witwatersrand, Johannesburg until the end of 2016 lecturing in
academic history and methodology.Geoffrey Blundell is Head of the Department of Human
Sciences at the KwaZulu-Natal Museum in Pietermaritzburg.--This text refers to the paperback
edition.
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My MariniDEDICATIONFor Alfred H Barr
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NEW YORK REVISITEDINDEXABOUT THE AUTHORCOPYRIGHTABOUT THE
PUBLISHERILLUSTRATIONSMYSELF AGED FOURTEENJOHN HOLMSLAURENCE
VAILYVES TANGUYMARCEL DUCHAMPART OF THIS CENTURYMAX ERNSTCALDER’S
BEDHEADMYSELF WITH GRACE HARTIGAN’S PAINTINGTHE VIEW FROM MY ROOFTHE
TWO SIR HERBERTS AND RAOULWITH BACCI AND TANCREDIIN MY BARCHESSATHE
PALAZZO VENIER DEI LEONIWITH PEVSNER’S CONSTRUCTIONThe photograph of the
author, is by Curtis Bell; those of Laurence Vail, Yves Tanguy and Marcel Duchamp, are by
Isabey, Man Ray and Sidney Waintrob respectively; the one of Art of This Century, is by George
Karger Pix. The photograph of Max Ernst, is by Leonar; those are by Cacco, Sidney Waintrob
and Jerome Zerbe respectively, and those of the author, by Cacco and by Roloff Beny, as is the
one. The Palazzo Venier dei Leoni, is by Jerry Harper.ForewordBY GORE VIDALIn the winter of
1945-46 I was a Warrant Officer in the Army of the United States, stationed at Mitchell Field,
Long Island. I had just finished a first novel, Williwaw, based on my experiences as the first mate
of an army freight supply ship in the Aleutians. Before I enlisted in the army at seventeen, I had
lived in Washington, D.C. My family was political-military. I give these little personal facts to set
the scene for my first meeting with Peggy Guggenheim.In the early part of that winter I had met
Anaïs Nin. I was twenty. She was forty-two. Our long and arduous relationship, or Relationship,
began in the cold, as the sweet singer of Camelot would say. Anaïs was a shining figure who
looked younger than she was; spoke in a soft curiously accented voice; told lies which for sheer
beauty and strangeness were even better than the books she wrote—perhaps because what
she wrote was always truthful if not true while what she said was intended only to please—
herself as well as others.“I shall take you to a party, chéri,” she announced. We were in the five-
floor Greenwich Village walk-up where she lived with her husband (a banker who made movies
and engravings and helped Anaïs play at being a starving Bohemian). Anaïs always called me
“chéri” with a slightly droll inflection. Since I had not yet read Colette, it was several years before I
got the joke. But then she did not get all my jokes either. So “chéri” and Anaïs went to Peggy
Guggenheim’s house and “chéri” has never forgotten a single detail of that bright, magical (a
word often used in those days) occasion. In a sense, like the character in Le Grand Meaulnes, I
still think that somewhere, even now, in a side street of New York City, that party is still going on
and Anaïs is still alive and young and “chéri” is very young indeed, and James Agee is drinking
too much and Laurence Vail is showing off some bottles that he has painted having first emptied
them into himself as part of the creative process and André Breton is magisterial and Léger
looks as if he himself could have made one of those bits of machinery that he liked to paint; and
a world of color and humor is still going on—could be entered again if only one had not mislaid



the address. Recently I came across an old telephone book. I looked up Anaïs’s number of thirty-
five years ago. Watkins something-or-other. I rang the number; half-expected her to answer. If
she had, I’d have asked her if it was still 1945 and she would say, Of course. What year did I
think it was? And I’d say, No, it’s 1979, and you’re dead. (“Chéri” was never noted for his tact.)
And she would laugh and say, Not yet.Not yet. Well, “yet” is here. And so is Peggy Guggenheim.
When I first saw her she was smiling—a bit sleepily. I remember something odd hanging about
her neck . . . Barbarous jewelry? My memory’s less perfect than I thought. Actually, I remember
Agee’s red-rimmed drinker’s eyes and Vail’s white streaming hair rather more vividly than I do
Peggy, who drifted effortlessly through her own party, more like a guest than a hostess.There. I
am getting, as it were (as Henry James would say), something of Peggy’s aura then and now.
Although she gave parties and collected pictures and people, there was—and is—something
cool and impenetrable about her. She does not fuss. She is capable of silence, a rare gift. She
listens, an even rarer gift. She is a master of the one-liner that deflates some notion or trait of
character or person. As I write this, I am trying to think of a brilliant example; and fail. So perhaps
it is simply the dry tone—the brevity with which she delivers her epitaphs—that one remembers
with pleasure.Peggy never liked Anaïs. For some reason, to this day, I have never asked her why.
Last year, shortly before Peggy’s eightieth birthday, we were sitting in the salone of her palazzo
on Venice’s Grand Canal (writing that sentence I begin to see Peggy Guggenheim as the last of
Henry James’s transatlantic heroines, Daisy Miller with rather more balls), and Peggy suddenly
said, “Anaïs was very stupid, wasn’t she?” It is the artful making of statements in the form of a
question that sets apart Peggy’s generation from the present age where there are no questions,
only thundering self-serving assertions.“No,” I said. “She was shrewd. And she got exactly what
she wanted. She set out to be a legendary figure.” Legend was a word that Anaïs always used
with reverence. “And she lived long enough to see herself a sort of heroine to the women’s
liberation movement.”“That may be shrewd,” said Peggy—in the late afternoon light the sleepy
narrow eyes suddenly shone like cats’ eyes—“but it seems a stupid thing to want to be.”Now
Peggy has been transformed by time (with a bit of help from her own shrewd nature) into a
legend of the very same variety that Anaïs had in mind, a high romantic Murgeresque mind. Yet,
at eighty, the legendary Peggy keeps a sharp eye on a world that is declining rather more rapidly
than she is. After all, Venice is sinking, literally, beneath her unfinished white palazzo. If the
ultimate dream of the solipsist is to take the world with him when he dies, Peggy may very well
end by taking Venice out of this world and into her own world where that party still goes on and
everyone is making something new and art smells not of the museum but of the maker’s
studio.Last summer I asked, “How are you?” Polite but real question: she’d been in considerable
pain with some disturbance of the arteries. “Oh,” she said, “for someone dying, not bad.”It seems
to me that this memoir—artful rather than artless, though the unknowing will not get the point to
the art—reflects a world as lost now as the Watkins number that did not ring for lack of a digit.
But since the prose in this volume is all Peggy’s own, something has been salvaged. One hears
in these lines the brisk yet drawling voice; sees the sudden swift side-long glance that often



accompanies her swift judgments; takes pleasure if not in her actual self, in its shadow upon the
page.I last saw Peggy looking very shadowy on Italian television. Venice was celebrating her
eightieth birthday; or at least that part of Venice which has not sunk into sloth as opposed to the
Adriatic.The camera came in for a very close shot of Peggy’s handsome head. An off-camera
voice asked her what she thought of today’s Italian painters. The eyes shifted toward the unseen
questioner; the half smile increased by a fraction. “Oh,” she said, “they’re very bad.” Then always
the Jamesian heroine, she added, “Aren’t they?”Consternation throughout Italy. The heroine of
The Golden Bowl had shattered the bowl—and prevailed once again.[1979]IntroductionBY
ALFRED H BARR JRCourage and vision, generosity and humility, money and time, a strong
sense of historical significance, as well as of aesthetic quality—these are factors of
circumstance and character which have made Peggy Guggenheim an extraordinary patron of
twentieth century art. On ground rocked by factionalism, she has stood firm, taking no sides,
partisan only of the valuable revolution. Consequently we find in her collection works which are
diametrically opposed in spirit and form, even though they may seem to be alike in their radical
strangeness.The collection is Peggy Guggenheim’s most durable achievement as an art patron,
but it is quite possibly not her most important. I have used the threadbare and somewhat
pompous word ‘patron’ with some misgivings. Yet it is precise. For a patron is not simply a
collector who gathers works of art for his own pleasure or a philanthropist who helps artists or
founds a public museum, but a person who feels responsibility towards both art and the artist
together and has the means and will to act upon this feeling.Peggy Guggenheim had no early
interest in modern art. In fact, she loved and studied Italian Renaissance painting, particularly
that of Venice. Berenson’s books were her guide and perhaps they confirmed that sense for the
history of art which she carried into the twentieth century, the very point in time and taste at
which her mentor stopped.Then in the late ’thirties, largely as an amateur’s diversion, she
opened an avant-garde gallery in London. Marcel Duchamp was her chief adviser (the same
who in New York twenty years before had counselled Katherine Dreier in her creation of the
pioneering Société Anonyme). Guggenheim Jeune, as she humorously called the enterprise,
gave several excellent exhibitions, among them England’s first one-man shows of Kandinsky, the
first abstract expressionist, and Yves Tanguy, the surrealist painter. At the same time, the gallery
gave their first exhibitions to young artists such as John Tunnard, the best of the new English
abstract painters of the period. Yet these achievements seemed to her too impermanent.Early in
1939 Peggy Guggenheim ‘had the idea of opening a modern museum in London’, a project
which must have seemed urgent, the director of the Tate Gallery having not long before declared
for customs purposes that sculptures by Calder, Arp, Pevsner and others, which Guggenheim
Jeune was importing for a show, were not works of art at all.With her usual flair for enlisting the
ablest help, she asked Herbert Read, now Sir Herbert, to become the director of this projected
museum. Read, generally considered the leading English authority on modern art, was
persuaded to resign his editorship of the highly respectable Burlington Magazine in order to
assume his new and adventurous position. The patron and the director drew up an ideal list of



works of art for the new museum—a list which was also to serve as the basis for the opening
exhibition. A building was found, but before the lease could be signed World War II began and
the dream faded, or better, was suspended.In Paris during the winter of the ‘phony war’ Peggy
Guggenheim, only a little daunted, kept on adding to the collection, ‘buying a picture a day’ with
the advice of her friends Duchamp, Howard Putzel and Nellie van Doesburg. She even rented
space for a gallery in the Place Vendôme, but meanwhile the cool war turned hot. The Brancusi
Bird in Space was bought as the Germans were nearing Paris.During the first year of the
German occupation the collection was safeguarded in the Grenoble museum; but it was not
shown there because the director feared the reprisals of the collaborationist Vichy régime.
Finally, in the spring of 1941, the collection and its owner reached New York.Thanks largely to
the influx of refugee artists and writers from Europe, New York during the war supplanted
occupied Paris as the art centre of the Western world. Later, most of the Europeans returned,
particularly to France; yet, in the post-war world, Paris seems clearly less pre-eminent and New
York remains a contestant partly because of the rise of the most internationally respected group
of painters so far produced in the United States. In their development, Peggy Guggenheim, as
patron, played an important, and in some cases, a crucial role.She had been frustrated in
London, in Paris and in Grenoble, but in New York, thanks to its distance from the conflict, she
was able temporarily to realize her vision. With the advice of the surrealist painter, Max Ernst,
and the poet André Breton, she continued to add to her collection and published a brilliant
catalogue, Art of this Century, the title she also gave to her new gallery.Art of this Century
immediately became the centre of the vanguard. Under the influence of Duchamp, Ernst and
Breton, the surrealist tradition was strong but never exclusive. The great abstract painter, Piet
Mondrian, was also welcome and took an active part as a member of the juries which chose the
recurrent group shows of young American artists.In the first ‘Spring Salon’, 1943, three young
painters stood out: William Baziotes, Robert Motherwell and Jackson Pollock. Within a year all
three were launched by the gallery with one-man shows. Pollock’s exhibition, with an
enthusiastic catalogue preface by James Johnson Sweeney, won special admiration. Then,
again with remarkable prescience, Art of this Century gave shows to Mark Rothko, Clyfford Still
and others. I say prescience because although their work had not come to full maturity at that
time, Rothko, Still, Baziotes, Motherwell, Pollock and two or three others are now recognized in
the United States and increasingly in Europe as the chief pillars of the formidable new American
school.Early pictures by these painters, bought by Peggy Guggenheim out of their shows
seventeen years ago, may be seen in her collection today. Jackson Pollock, the most renowned
of them, is represented by many works, though not by his largest, a mural commissioned by his
patron for the lobby of her New York residence. Pollock she also helped financially, and when in
1947 Art of this Century closed she helped to place the artists in other galleries.Today, in Venice,
Peggy Guggenheim, her collection and her exhibition gallery continue to work. Visitors who
study the collection with the sounds of the Grand Canal in their ears should know something of
the history of the collector as patron—particularly Americans, who owe a special debt to their



countrywoman, Peggy Guggenheim.1956CHAPTER ONEGILT-EDGED CHILDHOODIn 1923, I
began to write my memoirs, but did not get very far. They began like this: ‘I come from two of the
best Jewish families. One of my grandfathers was born in a stable like Jesus Christ, or, rather,
over a stable in Bavaria, and my other grandfather was a peddler.’ To go on where I left off, if my
grandfathers started life modestly they ended it sumptuously. My stable-born grandfather, Mr
Seligman, came to America in steerage, with forty dollars in his pocket. He began his fortune by
being a roof shingler and later by making uniforms for the Union Army in the Civil War. Later he
became a renowned banker. Socially he got way beyond my other grandfather, Mr Guggenheim
the peddler, who was born in Ober-Lengnan in German Switzerland. Mr Guggenheim far
surpassed Mr Seligman in amassing an enormous fortune and buying up most of the copper
mines of the world, but he never succeeded in attaining Mr Seligman’s social distinction. In fact,
when my mother married Benjamin Guggenheim the Seligmans considered it a mésalliance. To
explain that she was marrying into the well-known smelting family, they sent a cable to their kin
in Europe saying, ‘Florette engaged Guggenheim smelter.’ This became a great family joke, as
the cable misread, Guggenheim smelt her.By the time I was born, the Seligmans and the
Guggenheims were extremely rich. At least the Guggenheims were, and the Seligmans hadn’t
done so badly. My grandfather, James Seligman, was a very modest man who refused to spend
money on himself. He lived sparsely and gave everything to his children and grandchildren. Most
of his children were peculiar, if not mad. That was because of the bad inheritance they received
from my grandmother. My grandfather finally had to leave her. She must have been
objectionable. My mother told me that she could never invite young men to her home without a
scene from her mother. My grandmother went around to shopkeepers and, as she leaned over
the counter, asked them confidentially, ‘When do you think my husband last slept with me?’My
mother’s brothers and sisters were very eccentric. One of my favourite aunts was an incurable
soprano. If you happened to meet her on the corner of Fifth Avenue while waiting for a bus, she
would open her mouth wide and sing scales, trying to make you do as much. She wore her hat
hanging off the back of her head or tilted over one ear. A rose was always stuck in her hair. Long
hatpins emerged dangerously, not from her hat, but from her hair. Her trailing dresses swept up
the dust of the streets. She invariably wore a feather boa. She was an excellent cook and made
beautiful tomato jelly. Whenever she wasn’t at the piano, she could be found in the kitchen or
reading the ticker-tape. She was an inveterate gambler. She had a strange complex about germs
and was forever wiping her furniture with lysol. But she had such extraordinary charm that I really
loved her. I cannot say her husband felt as much. After he had fought with her for over thirty
years, he tried to kill her and one of her sons by hitting them with a golf club. Not succeeding, he
rushed to the reservoir where he drowned himself with heavy weights tied to his feet.My most
attractive uncle was a very distinguished gentleman of the old school. Being separated from his
wife, who was as rich as he, he decided to live in great simplicity in two small rooms and spend
all his money on fur coats which he gave away to girls. Almost any girl could have one for the
asking. He wore the Légion d’honneur but would never tell us why he had been



decorated.Another uncle lived on charcoal, which he had been eating for many years, and as a
result his teeth were black. In a zinc-lined pocket he carried pieces of cracked ice which he
sucked all the time. He drank whisky before breakfast and ate almost no food. He gambled
heavily, as did most of my aunts and uncles, and when he was without funds he threatened to
commit suicide to get more money out of my grandfather. He had a mistress whom he concealed
in his room. No one was allowed to visit him until he finally shot himself, and then he could no
longer keep the family out. At the funeral my grandfather greatly shocked his children by walking
up the aisle with his dead son’s mistress on his arm. They all said, ‘How can Pa do that?’There
was one miserly uncle who never spent a cent. He arrived in the middle of meals saying he didn’t
want a thing, and then ate everything in sight. After dinner he put on a frightening act for his
nieces. It was called ‘the snake’. It terrified and delighted us. By placing lots of chairs together in
a row and then wriggling along them on his stomach he really produced the illusion. The other
two uncles were nearly normal. One of them spent all his time washing himself and the other one
wrote plays that were never produced. The latter was a darling and my favourite.My other
grandfather, Meyer Guggenheim, lived happily with his step-sister, to whom he was married.
They brought up an even larger, if less eccentric, family than the Seligmans. There were seven
brothers and three sisters. They produced twenty-three grandchildren. My one recollection of
this gentleman is of his driving around New York in a sleigh with horses. He was unaccompanied
and wore a coat with a sealskin collar and a cap to match. He died when I was very young.I was
born in New York City on East 69th Street. I don’t remember anything about this. My mother told
me that while the nurse was filling her hot water bottle, I rushed into the world with my usual
speed and screamed like a cat. I was preceded by one sister, Benita, who was almost three
years older than I. She was the great love of my early life, in fact of my entire immature life. We
soon moved to a house on East 72nd Street, near the entrance to the Park. Here my second
sister Hazel was born when I was almost five. I was fiendishly jealous of her.My childhood was
excessively unhappy: I have no pleasant memories of any kind. It seems to me now that it was
one long protracted agony. When I was very young I had no friends. I didn’t go to school until I
was fifteen. Instead I studied under private tutors at home. My father insisted that his children be
well-educated and saw to it that we acquired ‘good taste’. He himself was keen on art and
bought a lot of paintings. Almost the only toys I can remember are a rocking horse with an
enormous rump and a doll’s house containing bearskin rugs and beautiful crystal chandeliers. I
also had a glass cabinet filled with tiny hand-carved ivory and silver furniture, which had an old-
fashioned sculptured brass key. I kept the cabinet locked and allowed no one to touch my
treasures.My strongest memories are of Central Park. When I was very young my mother used
to take me driving there in an electric brougham. Later I rode in the Park in a little foot-pedalled
automobile. In the winter I was forced to go ice skating, which caused me to suffer agonies. My
ankles were too weak and my circulation much too bad. I shall never forget the excruciating pain
I felt from the thawing of my toes, when, after returning from the lake, I clung to a stove which
was in a little cabin intended for skaters.Not only was my childhood excessively lonely and sad,



it was also filled with torments. I once had a nurse who threatened to cut out my tongue if I dared
to repeat to my mother the foul things she said to me. In desperation and fear I told my mother,
and the nurse was dismissed at once. Also I was not at all strong and my parents were
perpetually fussing about my health. They imagined I had all sorts of illnesses and were forever
taking me to doctors. When I was about ten I got an attack of acute appendicitis and was rushed
off to the hospital at midnight and operated on.Not long after this I had a bad accident while
riding in Central Park. As I passed under a bridge some boys on roller skates overhead made
such a noise that my horse bolted. I lost my seat, fell to the ground and was dragged for quite a
distance. I could not disengage my foot from the stirrup and my skirt caught on the pommel. Had
I been riding astride this never would have occurred. I not only hurt my foot but I seriously injured
my mouth. My jaw was broken in two places and I lost a front tooth. A policeman, finding the
tooth in the mud, returned it to me in a letter, and the next day the dentist, after disinfecting it,
pushed it up into its original position. This did not end my troubles. My jaw had to be set. During
the operation a great battle took place among the attending surgeons. Finally, one of them
triumphed over the other and shook my poor jaw into shape. The vanquished dentist never got
over this. He felt he had superior rights over my mouth, as he had been straightening my teeth
for years. The only good that came out of all this was that it put an end to the agonies I had been
suffering in the process of being beautified. Now that had to end. The first danger incurred was
the possibility of being blood-poisoned. When that passed, the only risk I ran was of getting hit in
the mouth and losing my tooth again before it was firmly implanted. In those days my sole
opponents were tennis balls, so that when I played tennis I conceived the bright idea of tying a
tea strainer in front of my mouth. Anyone seeing me must have thought I had hydrophobia. When
it was all over, my father received a bill for seven thousand five hundred dollars from the dentist
who had never admitted his defeat. My father persuaded this gentleman reluctantly to accept
two thousand.In spite of all the trouble I went through to preserve the tooth, I knew it could not
remain with me for more than ten years, after which time its root would be completely absorbed
and the tooth would have to be replaced with a porcelain one. I was prophetic in gauging its life,
may I say, almost to the day. After ten years I made an appointment to have it replaced before it
fell out, which it did exactly two days before the dentist expected me.My sister Benita was the
only companion of my childhood and I therefore developed a great love for her. We were
perpetually chaperoned by French governesses, but they were always changing, so that I can
barely remember them. Hazel, being so much younger, had a nurse and lived a distinctly
separate life. I don’t remember my mother at all at this age.When I was five or six my father
began to have mistresses. A trained nurse lived in our house in order to massage my father’s
head, since he suffered from neuralgia. According to my mother, this nurse was the cause of all
her troubles in life, as she somehow influenced my father for the bad, without actually ever
having been his mistress. It took my mother years to free herself of the poisonous presence of
this woman in our household, for my father depended on her so much for the massage.
However, we finally got rid of her, but it was too late. From then on my father had a whole series



of mistresses. My mother took it as a great offence that my aunts remained friendly with this
nurse and had long feuds with them for befriending her. All this affected my childhood. I was
perpetually being dragged into my parents’ troubles and it made me precocious.My father
always called me Maggie, only much later did I become Peggy. He had beautiful jewellery made
for us which he designed himself. In honour of my name, Marguerite, he once presented me with
a little bracelet that looked like a daisy chain, made of pearls and diamonds. My mother received
more substantial presents, among them a magnificent string of pearls.I adored my father
because he was fascinating and handsome, and because he loved me. But I suffered very
much, as he made my mother unhappy, and sometimes I fought with him over it. Every summer
he took us to Europe. We went to Paris and to London, where my mother visited hundreds of
French and English Seligmans, and we also went to fashionable watering-places.My father
engaged a lady called Mrs Hartman to teach us art. We brought her to Europe with us and it was
her duty to make us cultured. She took us to the Louvre, the Carnavalet and to the châteaux of
the Loire. She taught us French history, and also introduced us to Dickens, Thackeray, Scott and
George Eliot. She also gave us a complete course in Wagner’s operas. I am sure Mrs Hartman
did her best to stimulate our imaginations, but personally, at that time, I was more interested in
other things. For one, I was infatuated with a friend of my father’s called Rudi. He was a typical
roué and I can’t imagine now why he fascinated me. I was so much enamoured of him that I
wrote mad letters about my passion, in which I said my body was nailed to the fire of the cross.
When Rudi married one of my cousins, whom my mother had brought to Europe with her, and
whose unfortunate marriage I fear she and my father arranged, I wept bitter tears and felt
completely let down. I complained, saying he had no right to trifle with the affections of two
women at once. At this time I must have been about eleven.

confessions of an art addict peggy guggenheim, peggy guggenheim confessions of an art
addict, peggy guggenheim out of this century confessions of an art addict, confessions of an art
addict, confessions of an art addict pdf, out of this century confessions of an art addict,
confessions of an art student, confessions of an artist, confessions of an art collector,
confessions of an art junkie, confessions of an art dealer, diary of an art dealer rene gimpel,
diary of an art dealer

Peggy Guggenheim: The Life of an Art Addict (Text Only), Strapless, Peggy Guggenheim: The
Shock of the Modern (Jewish Lives), Fierce Poise: Helen Frankenthaler and 1950s New York,
Leonora in the Morning Light: A Novel, The Shock of the New: The Hundred=Year History of
Modern Art, Everything She Touched: Life of Ruth Asawa, Sargent's Women: Four Lives Behind
the Canvas, American Mirror: The Life and Art of Norman Rockwell, Party of the Century: The
Fabulous Story of Truman Capote and His Black and White Ball, The Philosophy Of Andy
Warhol: From A to B and Back Again, How to Be an Artist, Seven Days in the Art World, The
Lady in Gold: The Extraordinary Tale of Gustav Klimt's Masterpiece, Bloch-Bauer, A History of



Art History, A Life of Picasso IV: The Minotaur Years: 1933-1943, The Confessions of Catherine
de Medici: A Novel, Double Vision: The Unerring Eye of Art World Avatars Dominique and John
de Menil, Life with Picasso (New York Review Books Classics), Finding Dora Maar: An Artist, an
Address Book, a Life



Plato Closeted, “NIce To Hear Her Thought Process. Who was Peggy Guggenheim? Personally,
all I had until this read was a vague understanding that as a Guggenheim heir she contributed a
lot to the art world. Pretty vague, no? Well, that's a lot more than many contemporary artists will
come up with. In fact I mentioned this book to quite a successful modern artist and his response
was, "She was pretty crazy, right?"Crazy, not when you read her writing, she wasn't. She had an
amazingly open mind about what art is and what it ought to be. Amazing especially because her
family, wealthy though it was, hadn't really given her much of an education in it. So I think what
we have here is the liberating effect that vast wealth can inspire.I was taken with a kind of
simplicity she exudes in her writing. Like a child, she delights in all manner of little things, while
simultaneously entertaining the most sophisticated people in the world.She talks about
marriages and relationships but never gets too detailed about it. I know her artist daughter
Pegeen came to a bad end but as an example, she mentions nothing about her except to say
that she collected her work. So, while the book is the interesting there is clearly a lot missing.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Reflections of a Patron of the Arts. Some years ago, the Jewish Museum
(NYC) had a most interesting exhibition on Jewish Women and their Salons, focusing on a
limited number of women who made a difference in the art of their times by creating settings
within which artists could meet with other artists and with patrons. In the fine book
accompanying the exhibition (Jewish Women and their Salons:The Power of Conversation....by
Emily D. Bilski and Emily Braun), they explain the absence of Peggy Guggenheim, among other
very important women helping artists to become recognized-"We also distinguished those who
held salons with regular hours and a circle of habitues, from occasional if important
hostesses(such as Peggy Guggenheim)". In other words, being a small museum, half of whose
viewing space is consumed by a permanent exhibition of whirlwind tour of Jewish art over the
millenia, they had no room for more than five and they found a reason to exclude her and other
outstanding Jewish women (eg, the Cone sisters of Baltimore) who provided financial and
social support to artists often desperately in need of it. One understands the inexorable
limitations, but also recognize that P. Guggenheim is right up there in creating a demand among
collectors for modern art.I did not know, until reading through some of the reviews here that there
was an earlier edition than the kindle one which revealed more of the "dirt", that is, more details
of here sexual encounters over the years. There are a number of good biographies which will
satisfy that yearning, but this one has the value of being the story the subject of those books
decided to tell in her own way. No doubt it has been subjected to professional editing, but,
nonetheless, its text shows every sign of being not unlike what she might write to someone not
an intimate friend who wanted to know something about her life. Frankly, further details as to just
who she 'slept' with and what they did together, are not missed by this reader As Ben Franklin is
said to have said..............................Actually sufficient information is conveyed to give a glimpse



of what it was like to be the daughter of the Guggenheim who didn't become mega-wealthy,
although quite well off compared to 'ordinary folk'. She suggests the number and range of her
associations, and also, what she tried to do for the artists to whom, rather early in life, she
decided to dedicate her personal and financial efforts to trying to create situations which would
allow those she patronized to become better known and more likely to be able to survive as
artists. While she had many significant friends and associates, no doubt her NYC gallery, the
marriage to Max Ernst, permitting him to escape Hitler by coming to America as husband of a
citizen, her collection in Venice and her major financial and social support of Jackson Pollock,
will rank most highly in art histories of the period.Rather than finding the prose style primitive, I
found it simple and to the point. Obviously, it reflects what she and/or her publisher wanted to put
down on paper. It is easy and enlightening reading. Hopefully, the average reader will want to
know more and will turn to biographical sources for greater detail and more objective
viewpoints. These will not  supersede the value of the book”

LitChick, “ENDS ABRUPTLY. I enjoyed this Peggy Guggenheim memoir. Although brief, it
condenses her collection into too few pages. She also foretells of the greed of collectors who
buy bc the work is expensive. Her position as a “patron” of artists and their work is refreshing in
light of today’s market. I didn’t realize it was her uncle’s collection that is the basis for the
Guggenheim Museum in NYC, designed by Frank Lloyd Wright who designed it but died before
its opening. She is an incredibly intriguing woman; I’ll look for a biography to learn more...”

Anne Phillips, “I recommend reading the long version instead. This is the condensed version of
the Peggy Guggenheim autobiography Out of this Century and leaves out everything connected
with Max Ernst (that is a lot). I recommend reading the long version instead.”

Sharon Hodson, “Really enjoyed the Peggy Guggenheim story. I have followed the Guggenheim
art museums and especially like the New York gallery designed by Frank Lloyd Wright. It does
seem strange however to walk up curved ramps to each level, and viewing is difficult.
However,Peggy started the modern movement and is admired for her tenacity in the face of
financial hardship at times. I agree that art today is for collectors and many of the new artists are
not interesting.”

SH, “What a story..! Amazing vision. Guggenheim was an original w/ spot on artistic sense. Her
life was almost too interesting to be true..! If you hv any interest in the visual arts, do read…”

C. Templeton, “Great read for art addicts. I bought this book because it was cheap and because
we were just about to visit the Guggenheim Bilbao. It was a great surprise. Very easy to read and
packed with interesting art gossip of the time, Peggy really makes it work and brings to life many
of the artists of her time. The palazzo in Venice that holds her collection, is not small at all as
opposed to what she says in the book, but we knew that.”



lizc, “Very good. This is a book by the lady herself detailing her fascinating upbringing and life. I
would recommend it to anyone interested in the development of art in the 20th century.”

Jen simpson, “What a woman. What an amazing woman”

Lintobo, “Five Stars. A good read.”

seasidereader, “A good read. Having visited the Guggenheim Collection in Venice I was
intrigued to learn more about the lady herself, and this autobiography gave a good, easy to read
insight into her life.  Also getting the Kindle version was a real bonus.”

Jane Walby, “A good read. Great insight in such a well known fiure but who I knew nothing about.”

The book by Peggy Guggenheim has a rating of 5 out of 4.1. 135 people have provided
feedback.
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