
Get Well 

QUICKER 
From Your Cough 

Duo to o Cold 

FOLElTSSSg&gL* 

SIMPLE NIGHT-TIME PLAN 
RELIEVES THOUSANDS 

Many get to sleep easier by putting 
this rough drop in mouth at Ixxltime, 
keeping Smith Brothers lx>x at Ix-dside. 
Ingredients long use<l by tkxdors help 
coughs due to cohls 3 big ways: 

I* Eos* throat tickle 

2* Sooth* dry membranes 
3. Help loosen phlegm 

IT’S BETTER THAN 
PRIZE FIGHTING 

Continued from page nine 

Joe read that 20 people had frozen 
to death in New York, victims of 
an early cold snap. "I think, hully 
smoke,” he says, “I wonder if 
Mom’s okay? So I get back on 

this bus and come right up to New 
York to see. I make sure Mom’s 
not froze and then I go back to 
Florida again.” 

Since his mother’s death, being 
unmarried and lonely, Joe has 
been spending more and more time 
with the Barzanskys, who regard 
him almost as a son. They exhib- 
ited his work first in 1943, after 
he had been discovered in the 
open-air show in Washington 
Square. There he sold some paint- 
ings for as little as $5. Joe began 
painting rather late in life, in 1937, 
when he was 44. He had done some 

drawings in 1929, however, and 
his interest dates from childhood. 

Better Then u Elephant 
“All my whole life I been in- 
'erested in nature and animals and 
wild things like a jungle,” he 
states. He has a fantastically accu- 
rate memory, and claims that he 
can remember things that hap- 
pened to him as an infant. "They 
had me like lyin’ out in this yard 
once when I was nine munts old,” 
he recalls. “I started to look up 
at these clouds in the sky. You 
know, the shapes. Well, 1 stare at 
’em so hard my father thought I 
was sick or had somethin’ wrong 
with my eyes, so he t’rew vinegar 
in 'em. I told him ahnnt it latpr 

when I was older and he couldn’t 
unnerstan’ how I could remember. 
I don’t myself.” And then, mus- 

ingly, “I guess I’m better’n a 

elephant.” 
Joe relies on his memory, plus 

an agile imagination, for all his 
work. Perhaps his most amazing 
canvas is one of the circus at 
Madison Square Garden. Joe 
visited the circus four times and 
just used his eyes. He made no 

preliminary sketches and no 

roughs, but just returned to 
his room and began painting. 
The finished picture, on which he 
worked at one point for a stretch 
of 36 hours, measures about 30 
by 36 inches. In addition to wild 
beasts, bareback riders, floats, 
clowns and acrobats, it shows an 

audience of 18,600 people — and 
each person has a face! 

He Amazed the Critics 

In order to accomplish the 
Lord’s-prayer-on-a-pinhead task 
of reproducing the people’s fea- 
tures, Joe had to cut his brushes 
down to two hairs and to use a 

magnifying glass. Some time pre- 
viously, he had painted another 

picture of the Garden, this one of 
a prize fight; this work contained 

only 9.000 faces, and was presum- 
ably a warm-up. 

These are only two of some 225 

paintings that Joe has done since 
he began working 10 years ago in a 
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A FATHER'S LETTER TO SANTA ( LAI S 
« 
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Dear Santa: 
P 

i I don't ask for everything under the sun; 

My wishes are few, and in fact only one. 

I don't ask for ash trays or slippers or ties, 
Or any such other delightful surprise. 
But after the merry tree’s presents are shed. 
And Jimmy has skis and a tent and a sled. 

And Janie and Susie have dolls by the score. 

And Mother has half of a jewelry store, 
1 

And the turkey’s consumed and the scraps go to Rover, 
Dear Nick, all I ask — 

Is a buck left over. 

• CHARLES D. RICE 

cold, dingy flat. His easel was a 

chair, and he mixed his cheap, 
thick housepaint on an old piece 
of glass. But in spite of his rude 
equipment, he soon began to trans- 
late into warm, living color the 
scenes and stories he remembered 
and loved from his reading: nursery 
rhymes {The Old Woman Who 
Lived in a Shoe, Little Boy Blue), 
Biblical scenes (The Children of 
Israel Crossing the Red Sea, Noah's 
-drfc), and famous disasters (The 
Sinking of the Titanic), in addition 
to his favorite pictures of lions, 
tigers and elephants in the jungle. 
The critics were promptly (and 
properly) stupefied. 

Imagination Does It 

They couldn’t understand how a 
man who had never been to the 
jungle or the Holy Land could 
paint both so beautifully and with 
such fidelity. As in the case of his 
memory, Joe can’t quite under- 
stand it himself. “I just use my 
imagination,” he says modestly. 

Joe has had no formal training 
at all and maintains a complete 
detachment from the rest of the 
art world. “I associate by myself,” 
he told a friend recently. More- 
over, he knows almost nothing of 
the work of other primitives. ‘They 
tell me I paint like this here 
Rosso,” he says, referring to the 
great French artist, Henri Rous- 
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seau. “So I want to see his pitchas. 
I guess maybe this Rosso is pretty 
good, but to tell the trut’ his 
animals look to me like he posed 
’em.’“But he is exceptionally gen- 
erous in his attitude toward rival 
artists: “I guess they’re all 
pretty good. After all, they’re 
only tryin’ to make a buck.” 

Joe himself has had considerable 
difficulty in making a buck during 
his lifetime. He was born Victor 
Joseph Gatto, in New York’s 
Greenwich Village, the son of a 

Genoese workman. He went to 
public school on the West Side, in 
the Italian section, and one of 
his earliest recollections from his 
school days is a visit from Theodore 
Roosevelt, who predicted a great 
future for the seven-year-old-boy. 

“He come down to the school to 
see his aunt. Miss Slattery,” Joe 
reminisces. “She told him I was 

the best drawer in the class and he 
picked me up in his arms. They 
took a pitcha o’ me bein’ scared o’ 
him. He just made president about 
that time.” 

Although T. R. was impressed 
by the Gatto drawings, it was a 

long time before anybody else was. 

Joe had to leave school in the 
sixth grade to help support his 
family. He cleaned milk cans, ran 

errands, worked as a shipping 
clerk, finally became a steamfitter. 
But before that he had a fling 
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at boxing, with dubious success. 

His first fight was in Brooklyn, 
in 1913. They put him in the ring 
with Eddie Martin, a veteran 
of 14 professional matches. “He 
gimme the worst beatin’ I ever 

took in my life,” Joe recalls. After 
three bloody rounds, Joe was given 
a purse of one dollar. As he stag- 
gered out of thfr auditorium, he 
caught sight of an old woman sell- 
ing shoe laces. He gave her the 
dollar, and then, since he had no 

more money, he walked all the 
way across the Brooklyn Bridge 
to his home. 

That was the first of 32 bouts. 
Although subsequent engagements 
netted him more than a dollar 
apiece, Joe never did take much 
money nume irum ms Dailies. 

Trouble With tbo FBI 

Joe served in the Navy in World 
War I. During World War II 
he got a job in a shipyard at 

Kearney, N. J. A few months 
later, he made a painting of the 
place, which the Barzanskys duly 
placed in their gallery window. 
Two days afterward, an FBI man 

walked in and demanded that they 
take it out. “That’s an exact copy 
of the Kearney shipyard,” he said. 
“What if a spy sees it?” Joe, of 
course, had painted the yard from 
memory. 

Today, with his sight failing and 
his hands beginning to tremble 
(“I’m noivous. I drink say tenner 
twelve cupsa coffee a day”), Joe 
wants a rest from painting for a 

while. He is an inventor, as well 
as an artist, and hopes to get a 

company to market a fire alarm he 
recently patented. 

And he might well turn his hand 
to writing the story of his life. He’s 
been thinking about it a long time. 
“Since I’m this primitive painter,” 
he says, "mebbe I can be like say. 
a primitive writer. I don't know 
very many long words, but I 
know an awful lot of good short 
ones.” The End 


