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To have reached the age of forfy without ever handling
a brush or fiddling with a pencil, to have regarded with
mature eye the painting of pictures of any kind as a
mystery, to have stood agape before the chalk of the
pavement artist, and then suddenly to find oneself
plunged in the middle of a new and intense form of
interest and action with paints and palettes and canvases,
and not to be discouraged by results, is an astonishing
and enriching experience. I hope it may be shared by
others. I should be glad if these lines induced others to
try the experiment which I have tried, and if some at
least were to find themselves dowered with an absorbing
new amusement delightful to themselves, and at any
rate not violently harmful to man or beast.

I hope this is modest enough: because there is no
subject on which I feel more humble or yet at the same
time more natural. I do not presume to explain how to
paint, but only how to get enjoyment. Do not turn the
superior eye of critical passivity upon these efforts. Buy
a paint-box and have a try. If you need something to
occupy your leisure, to divert your mind from the daily
round, to illuminate your holidays, do not be too ready
to believe that you cannot find what you want here.
Even at the advanced age of forty! It would be a sad
pity to shuffle or scramble along through one’s playtime
with golf and bridge, pottering, loitering, shifting from
one heel to the other, wondering what on earth to do —
as perhaps is the fate of some unhappy beings — when
all the while, if you only knew, there is close at hand a
wonderful new world of thought and craft, a sunlit
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