possihle for goi fo use your strength — or shold 1
sty erprese I I thet why [ ieasted o put sy Rasd
i goiers as I looked af Suem— 1 don 't kaow. Do oy
wndersiand a Hitha?

The ook in your eyes that etartlad me so ... 1
R just Ficr from eges — I had tier e sad orly fo
Jind a plmmer of the same thing in new eyes — 3o |
fooked away — wondering, Wasnt there any place
to e ey e Eheal boaok — frome fodie Thaet foad
tlead aney @ boaed mae, MY SRl — pes, Mayha,

Strand’s letters to O Keeffs have been lost or destroved,
but it appears that, like Mecmahon, he was taken aback by
the frankness of her emotions. He must have made some
such protest, because her next letter was defensive. “If you
Enew more of me you would probably be disappointed. . ..
You need nod write me anymore if you don't want to. 1 fiecl
that in a way 1 am spoiling — meybe — a person you had
muyde up that giee vou plepsure, Honesty s a merciless
thing.”

With that same disconcerting honesty, she carried on,
"Bo rany peopls had kissed mg In such a short thme — and
T hd 18ked them all and hsd et them all Tl waanfed
them all too — It simply staggered me that 1 stood thers
wanting Lo kisg someans else — analher ane Tihoaght —
for goodness sake — What am T gebting o — It wouldnt De
Elr Lo yow ™

OHeefle's vacllaling belween dependence and Lnde-
pendence had the deglred effect of keeping her sulfors con-
fused Bhe seems to have sullered from feelings ol Insscu-
rity whenever she was confronted with relationships or the
prospect of eomimitment. =1 seem to Hke many people
enough to make them miserable — Mo one enough to make
them happy. I &am not fine — nothing fine abont me. And
I'm not sorry about i€ either. I'm only what I am — and I'm
free to live the mirmites as they come to me — If you know
me gt &l Fow must know me 85 1 am.”

In a punitive tone, she added that men

never yndersiand me — unless mayhe SHeglils
does — don'f know that I understand mpseff— It
really Huinking a preat deal of many — wanting fo

give much o many — because [ some
lay aeen bo el sfeal [hey foel —
nener wnting bo gine all L.

Ar o woman i means willingress
for prime Hife — mot only her Hife buf
other life — Nobody I kmow means
fhext mauch fo me — for more han
momend af g Hme — [ canrot help
Knoaning el — Lo momerd does ol
Jooal o e J v B0 s iy cthesd
frelo Bhe pegrs =— aluviys o see folks
Iy plevrly, s abaps odoneness,

When Strand told her the, this lisst letter
was unklnd, she turned mesk and apale-
wethe, *T wanted B0 take the unkindliness
Away by putbng iy Arms around your neck
and asking you nob bo mind. ™ FEeele had
started to habe Camyon, the place tat she
had loved just a few maonths before, and she
tald Strand that her favorite picture was no
mere than a black piece of fabrie in & black
frame echoing the black view from her win-
o,

=1 want to be out under the stars — out
where there is lots of mom,” she sighed.
During one of her noctamal ramkbdes, she
thought thet the cities of Amarillo and Can-
yon “sparkle like black opals on the plains.”

The nets of stars that 50 sharply ihami-
nated the darkness of the desert prompted
her to return to the technique of meking a
grid of nevy-blue watercolor — the geps re-
vesiling white paper that created the efect
of stars in blue sky, Starlight Nigh! so
plessed herthit she laker had E reproduogesd
a5 e Churlstrmas card,

Btiying up all night, she watched diom
radiste in guraz above the horfzon, “The
light would bDegln Lo appear and then it
would disappesr and there wauld he a kind
of halo effect, and then b would appear
agaln " she sald She captured that halation
i three watersalors, Lipht Coming o Hhe

Plaing, Nog, I-ITT The elreles within ¢eeles, thils tims ren-
dered in livid moenctones similar to the silvery neatrals of
photography, once again recall Strand’s influence on
O'Eeeffe's work

And g0 it went for many weeks as O'Heeffe encouraged
Strand, diseoursged Macmahon, dated Reid, and corre-
sponded with Stieglitz. Bhe dedicated sheaves of corre-
spondence to the ingdequacy of langusge. To Strand, she
complained, “Gueer that two folks have such a hard time to
get aoquainted.” Blaming Stieglitz, she added, “1t wouldn't
hawe been 50 herd if nobody else had been in the world —
that iz — if cther folks hadn't seared us =0.°

Then, sbruptly, (Keeffe's letters stopped coming.
Strand was staying In Twin Lakes when he wrobe to Stheg
litz ait Taske Gregrgs [MNew York] to see B he had heard from
*Camyon” lagely, “T hepren't,” Strand wrobe, *T supposs there
s semething that madees it impoesible — something per
haps that [ sald or leftansald — Tdon't know,™ Stleglits re
assured Strand, "Letter writing of all kinds to anyone
would hiave heen foreed — and a8 you know Canyon does
nal fopss,”

Stleglitz's oon poaitlon was consliralned, a5 it had been
with alher women, *0f sourse, iy oam teuble 1 purely the
family question — the same troable Tve had for 80 many
years.” He wrole that his pholography wis stagnant.

After the lengthy wadt for a letter, Strand hardly was
comtorted by O'Kesffe's next confessional, in which she an-
nouneed that Reid had proposed: “He 15 like this coun-
try- . .. I belteve I7d like to live with him — for 8 while any-
way bt I hate the idea of being tied — It zeems I have never
seen anyone with such damnable nerve — 1 don't see how
we could possibly make it anything . . 'We have lsughed
over i — and talked over it — both saying it looks impos-
sible but that doesn't phase him at all.®

After delivering her surprising news, O'Keeffe left for a
month's vecation in the Bocky Mountains with [her sister]
(landia — leaving Strand in an uncomfortable state of
ligrb,

A fopd hud washed out bridges along the most. direct
riute Ehrgugh Denver, Coloric, so the tao sisters bought,
passags omoa Braln thet braveled through Adbagusengque,
New Mexien, Georgla, who had neaver visibed any of Ehe
Southwest except the Aat terrain of the Panhandle, geeed
ol the window at g passing mossic of msy soll and Bhae
tinged mountaing covered in plivon and fir.

Tpan arrval In Colerado, the glaters took & ERock along
a road so rubted that # took them fAve howurs o Eeasvel
twenty miles. Georgla sal in the feont passenger seat, n-
sistlng, °1 don't ke second hand scenery.” Durlng the trip
sl resumed her eplstolary Qirtatlon with Btrand, (avaold-
mg any mention of Redd) and trvited him to Mew Mexieno,
where “the nothing ness i several times larger than in
Texag.”

The si5ters returned by way of Banta Fe, an artists’ colo-
ny af eccentrics and sophisticates from around the soan-
try. The light of the town was lueld and the colors scintillat-
img_ "I lowed it immediately,” O Keeffe recalled. “From then
on 1 was always on my way beck *

&iill, the Texas plains remained, “like 8 marvelows song
toa lovely to sing — to wonderful to try to sing.®

Upon her retum to Canyon, O'Heeffe found thet
Strand's letters hed plled up, Impetaously, she decided to
end her reltionships with Reid and Macmahon and wrote
o Btrand, U feed 0% though I've Just wiped my hand pgoross
thetable they were all on and tumbled themall off. | They
ars all gone froam the present, angway, And ®'s g greag fissl
img that 1 hepre of belng glorkmsly free. Some would call it
flcdde — a ridlculous word, With me, j's more ) fecing of
mpslery of mysell. Talways feel ke a sort of slave ahen T'm
lklng anyans very rach.”

Imo the garne letter, she wrote 8 lengtihy Bable of a chest-
nut tree that stops sharing s nutrients with 185 fellow
trees in order Lo grow abiove them Into deaner alr wiki bel-
ter light Lo praduce larger Frult, The Laller tres s resented
by other trees, but s fruit endures as theirs does not and
its zepd produces ancther lovely teee of equal quality.
O'Eeeffe explained that the tree was belng “unsentimen-
tal.” It was a waming that her oam survival depended upan
her ability to be unsentimental

President Woodrow Wilson had called for a declaration
of war sgainst Germany om April 6, 1917, and Canyon was
abuzz with patriotic enthusissm althongh Americans had
been divided on the merits of intervention, after Wilsom as-
sured them that “the world must be made safe for democ-
racy,” a jupgernaut of petrictism rolled across the land,

Despibe Wilson's mssurance that “We hawve no selfish



