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“Matisse got as
close as one can get
to heaven with a
pair of scissors.”

—Romare Bearden
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Krista Bennett






young man, he drew pictures Henri was sick in bed with appendicitis one winter.

on contracts, deeds, and wills. His mother gave him a box of paints,
and he painted until he was well.
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Henri painted pictures day after day

ing, forgot about law, and

— _ ————

/n to be an artist in Paris. and year after year.



is paintings made people happy.

But when Matisse was an old man, he fell ill1—
so ill he couldn’t paint,
so ill he couldn’t sit up,
so i1l he could only lie in bed and sleep.

His paintings floated by in his dreams.




1ally opened his eyes,
re filled with sadness.
must remain in bed

se 2 wheelchair.

ever have the energy

paint again?
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When Matisse was strong enough to travel,
he went to the seaside—
the sea air might help him get well.

Before long, he sat up.
A little later, he drew.




hen one day Matisse
ed up a pair of scissors
and cut out shapes

om painted paper—

s drawing with scissors!

"A pair of scissors
IS a wonderful instrument.”




Matisse cut paper all day.

“My pleasure
in cutting things out
grows even greater.
Why didn't T think of
it earlier?”
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PGS N y As he fell
. ~ R ] « ¢ 2 asleep,
oo o ~ . they looked down
' ~ on him and saw
his dreams.







, Matisse cut bigger and bigger shapes.
led his seaside room with color.

"You see, as Tam
obliged to remain often
inbed. .. Thave made a
little garden all around me
where Tcan walk. .. There are
leaves, fruits, a bird"










yme of the stars
» see at night
ing to us from
1ri’s scissors?

Perhaps.
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