ART TRAVEL LOG: DIARY FROM FRANCE
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by Elaine Adams

Balloons behind the Chateau preparing for ascension.

n September 3 Peter and 1 left our home in Pasadena

for a six-week excursion through France and Italy. In
an attempt to share our art adventures with our fellow
California Art Club members, this article is written as the
first of a three-part series.

After a twelve-hour flight, we arrived at the Charles de Gaul Airport
on September 4. While in baggage claim and awaiting our cavalcade
of luggage, we spotted CAC artist Glenna Hartmann with her hus-
band, Albert. We knew that they would be joining us in Normandy,
but we had no idea that they were on the very same flight and seated
only ten rows ahead of us. We excitedly embraced and talked about
how fortunate we were to be among twenty-two artists (plus several
spouses) for eight days at Chateau de Balleroy. This sumptuous invita-
tion came as a collaborative endeavor between Mr. Stephen Doherty,
Editor of American Artist Magazine and Mr. Christopher “Kip”
Forbes, Vice-Chairman of Forbes Magazine.

According to our instructions, the following morning we returned to
the airport arrival terminal where we were met by a chartered bus to
Balleroy. Aboard were Sara and Stephen Doherty along with Barbara
Spohn, the group’s travel agent from Specialty Tours. Also on the bus

were Margaret and Preston
Trombly. Margaret is the
Director of the Forbes Magazine
Collection. A special treat was
the inclusion of Ronald Pisano,
the eminent art historian and
epert on William Merrit Chase
(1849-1916). The rest of the
passengers were, of course, the
invited artists. The four-hour
ride was ample time for all of
us to become acquainted with
each other.

Upon first sight of the chateau
we all realized instantly what laid
ahead — a week of decadent
luxury. The imposing 17th
century architecture was designed
by one of France’s most impor-
tant architects, Fran¢ois Mansart
(1598-1666). Mansart is recog-
nized as having been highly
instrumental in the development
of the French Baroque or the
Louis XIVth style of architecture.
The Norman village of Balleroy,
located near Bayeux, Caen, and
World War II’s famed Omaha
Beach, is unique as it was entirely
designed by the sole architect,
Mansart. As 1998 will mark the
4ooth anniversary of the archi-
tect’s birth, it was decided that a
selection of the forthcoming
paintings would be exhibited at
the Forbes Gallery in New York
as commemoration.

When we arrived, the staff
quickly took everyone’s luggage
up to their individual rooms.
Each of the thirty bedrooms was
referred to by a dignified name
such as “Normande,” “Orléans,”
“Les Roses” and “Henri II.” Our
room was located on the third
floor and was known as the
“Princess” room. The brass
identification plate on the door
proclaimed “Mr. and Mrs.
Adams” as its occupants. Recent
guests of the Princess room
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included the King of Greece and
the King of Romania. While
these Kings may have had their
boxes of traveling crown jewels
delivered to their rooms by way
of footmen, we had Peter’s sever-
al boxes of painting boards of
varying sizes delivered via
Federal Express. With the addi-
tion of these boxes, we now had
a grand total of thirteen pieces of
traveling paraphernalia to tote
all over France and Italy.

Lunch was waiting for us in
the main dining room. Standing
in the vestibule to welcome us to
his family chateau was
Christopher Forbes, who gra-
ciously asked that we call him
“Kip.” Several artists were
already familiar with each other,
either by reputation or through a
similar event held the previous
year at the Forbes Ranch in
Wyoming. Invited artists to the
chateau were, Clyde Aspevig,
Carol Guzman Aspevig,
Christopher Blossom, Daisy
Craddock, T. Allen Lawson,
Michael French, David
Montgomery, Fran Dodd, Jason
Gaillard, Mary Helsaple,
Thomas S. Buechner, Joseph
McGurl, Ross Merrill, Tom
Pressly, Paul Rickert, Joseph
Skrapits, Curt Walters, and
Sharon Weilbaecher. The
California Art Club was well
represented by artists, Marcia
Burtt, Gil Dellinger, Glenna
Hartmann, and of course, Peter.

There was a mix of emotions,
a combination of exhilaration,
anxiety and fear. The artists had
one week to get over jet-lag,
become familiar with their new
surroundings and Norman cus-
toms, and to paint their finest
works. Artists were encouraged
to paint on the chateau grounds
and in the village. In addition
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Artists, Jason Gaillard, T. Allen Lawson and Glenna Hartmann with her pastel
painting of the Chateau’s dovecote tower.

excursions were made to nearby
towns, Rouen, St. Malo and
Mont Saint Michel. An all day
trip was made to Monet’s home,
the artists’ Mecca, in Giverny. As
a result of one of these trips, I
discovered that our co-host,
Stephen Doherty, is not only an
exceptional magazine editor, but
also a very fine artist. No won-
der American Artist is so com-
plete with knowledgeable and
intelligent art information.

The chateau is filled with
exquisite art and furniture mostly
dating from the pre-French
Revolution and Empire eras. The
most lavish of rooms is the
“Waterloo Suite.” The Waterloo
Suite displays historical art and
artifacts pertaining to Napoleon I
and the Duke of Wellington,
including grand scale portraits of
both generals. However, the
suite’s most significant claim to
fame is the fact that Elizabeth
Taylor had slept there.

Particularly welcoming (and
surprising) to the artists was the
display of paintings by an ances-

tral member of the Balleroy lin-
eage, the son of the fourth
Marquis de Balleroy, Count
Albert de Balleroy (1828-1873).
In his day, Albert exhibited regu-
larly at the Salon and for seven
years shared a studio with
Edouard Manet (1832-1883).
His forte as an artist was sport
paintings, including dogs, horses,
wild game of all sorts, and general
hunting scenes. His paintings
could be seen throughout the
chateau’s salons, halls, and
dining room. A few of us were
permitted to enter the newly
uncovered Balleroy art studio
that was located in one of the
towers. Peter and I, along with
the brilliant (and fun) historian,
Ronald Pisano, played art
archaeologists as we uncovered
and analyzed dozens of forgotten
drawings and paintings by the
Count.

In the Victorian “smoking
room” is a collection of intrigu-
ing paintings hung in the tradi-
tional salon style. Most
captivating, however, is the por-
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trait propped up on a freestand-
ing display easel of the artist,
Count Albert de Balleroy painted
by the celebrated French artist,
Paul Baudry (1828-1886). In the
“salon d’honneur” are Royal
portraits painted by Juste
d’Egmont (b.1601), a pupil of
Rubens and a co-founder of the
French Academy. On the mantel
over the dining room fireplace
sits a life-size terracotta bust of
Malcolm S. Forbes, forever smil-
ing at his guests. The dining
room has a pair of portraits fac-
ing each other from across the
room. Their appearance is rather
mysterious as both gentlemen are
depicted wearing peculiar black
scarves loosely wrapped around
their necks. Monsieur George
Lenoir, the chateau’s charming
manager explained that the two
gentlemen were brothers of the

Balleroy Marquisate and that the
black scarves signified that they
were beheaded during the French
Revolution. After learning that,
the paintings went beyond mys-
terious and directly into eerie.
The chateau is further decorat-
ed with clever balloon motifs
that can be found on some furni-
ture, fabrics and fine china.
Ballooning plays an instrumental
role in life at Balleroy and is of
great interest to the Forbes family.
Just five years after the avid bal-
loonist Malcolm S. Forbes pur-
chased the chateau for Forbes
Inc., he had the grounds desig-
nated as a site for international
balloon festivals which are held
each June. The event draws
70,000 balloon enthusiasts and
celebrates the anniversary of the
opening of the world’s first
Balloon Museum, which just

Joseph McGurl, T. Allen Lawson, Christopher Blossom and Thomas S.
Buechner conversing in the drawing room. Painting of Louis Phillippe, Duc

d’Orléans in the background.

happens to be housed at the
Chateau de Balleroy. With all
this talk and testimony of bal-
looning surrounding the Forbes
family and the mystique of
Balleroy, many artists decided
that when in Balleroy, do as the
Balleroyans do.

Our host, Kip Forbes, generously
provided balloon rides for us twice
a day in either the mornings or the
early evenings, weather permitting.
While Peter was off painting, I
decided to take one of the sunset
flights. On this occasion two bal-
loons ascended at the same time. |
was in a balloon with artist, Daisy
Craddock, and Alice Merrill (Mrs.
Ross Merrill). At the helm was
Gauy, our pilot or Montgolfier, a
title given to professional balloon-
ists in honor of the inventor Joseph
Montgolfier who with his brother,
Jacques, built and ascended in the
first practical balloon in 1783.
From several hundred feet above,
the views of the chateau, the
Norman villages and the agricul-
tural farm patterns was a glorious
experience for artists and laymen
alike. The sensation of flying in a
balloon is a combination of gentle
floatation, serene silence and, sur-
prisingly, an overall feeling of secu-
rity. However, one is constantly
reminded of one’s mortality as one
moves about in the basket and
hears the creaking of the straws
rubbing together, echoing life’s
fragility. Since steering a balloon is
impossible, landings are rather pre-
carious. Nevertheless, it’s a mode
of travel worth experiencing.

The artists were provided with
three meals each day, all served
in the elegant main dining room.
Dinners were quite lavishly pre-
pared by the resident chef,
Madame Langlois, and accompa-
nied with more than ample
amounts of exquisite wines. It
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was quite the rigueur to dress for
dinner, and the artists did so
with tasteful results. We also had
after dinner entertainment. On
two subsequent evenings we
enjoyed slide presentations held
in the vestibule. On one evening
we viewed works by each of the
guest artists. The next evening
Ronald Pisano gave an inspira-
tional lecture and slide presenta-
tion on William Merrit Chase.

After dinner those who still
had some energy would gather
for conversation in the drawing
room. We would sit beneath an
important painting of Louis
Philippe, Duc d’Orléans por-
trayed as a child, who later
served as King Louis of France
from 1830 to 1848. Another sig-
nificant painting in the room is a
portrait of a young countess by
Franz Xaver Winterhalter (1806-
1873) the noted painter of
Europe’s royals. Here, we would
discuss the events of the day and
share our philosophies on art.
On one such occasion I had the
opportunity to speak with Ross
Merrill. Mr. Merrill is not only a
fine painter, but he also holds the
distinction of being Chief of
Conservation at the National
Gallery of Art in Washington,
D.C. As all of us were keenly
aware (and excited) over the
upcoming exhibition on Thomas
Moran (1837 -1926) at the
National Art Gallery, I took full
advantage of interviewing Mr.
Merrill with the intentions of
publishing his responses for our
CAC Newsletter readers.

Mr. Merrill explained,
“Moran’s ‘Holy Grail’ was
J-M.W. Turner (1775 -1851).
Although there is really no com-
parison in technique to Turner,
there is a use of imagery, particu-
larly in the sublime that suggests

Marcia Burtt
Poplar Reflections; Normandy, France
30" X 20" Acrylic

a Turner influence. Moran did
not seem to do many modelos for
his larger paintings, rather, he
relied heavily on photos. We
know this because we kept find-
ing black and white photos of his
paintings, particularly the larger
works. However, the photos did
not always match the paintings.
Often the photos themselves were
manipulated with India ink and
Chinese white. This was a mys-
tery. Fortunately, the mystery was
solved when another artist, who
knew Moran, described later in
his life the method that Moran
used to create his compositions.
Apparently, Moran would work
up a charcoal drawing on a full
size canvas. He would then pho-
tograph that drawing and print
the photo. Then by using India
ink and Chinese white he would
directly paint on top of the
photo, thereby creating his ideal
composition. Moran would then
wash the charcoal off his canvas,
and by using his manipulated

photo as reference, paint his sub-
ject. On site, Moran made draw-
ings in graphite pencil with color
notes and would heighten with
white gouache. He used whatever
paper was handy, including hotel
stationery.”

In answering what was one of
the most complex problems in
cleaning and restoring Moran’s
paintings, Mr. Merrill replied,
“Moran often built up texture
with the intention of putting a
glaze over it, for example, on
rocks. The glazes can be easily
damaged during the cleaning
process. Most Moran paintings
have been cleaned at least once.
Conservators have found this
problematic.” Mr. Merrill

regaled, “Art conservator, Perry

Huston of Fort Worth, Texas

commented, ‘There are two

types of Morans, those with
glazes, and those which have been
cleaned’.”

By the end of the week each of
the invited artists had produced
a dozen or so works that were
put on display in the staff’s
dining hall. The entire staff of
twenty were invited to see
paintings of their environment.
Madame Annick Lair, the
chateau’s gracious assistant
manager, expressed how the staff
were particularly moved by the
works, as they have a great
fondness for the chateau and the
sustenance it provides for the
village. The exhibition’s overall
effect was most impressive, a
complete and varying analysis of
life at the Chateau de Balleroy.

An exhibition of these paintings
will be on display at the Forbes
Gallery, located on sth Avenue
in New York City. Opening
night reception is planned for
April 23, 1998.
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ART TRAVEL LOG: D1IARY FROM FRANCE

Part Il: Pasis and Barbizon

by Elaine Adams

On September 3 Peter
and I left our home in
Pasadena for a six-week
excursion through France
and Italy. In an attempt to
share our art adventures
with our fellow California
Art Club members, this
article is written as the sec-
ond of a three-part series.

Spending eight glorious days at
the Forbes’ Chateau de Balleroy
with twenty-two stimulating
artists was a sheer rhapsodic
experience. However, as in all
fantasies, it was now time to
wake up and return to the real
world. We bade our reluctant
goodbyes to the enchanted set-
ting and boarded the chartered
bus back to Paris. We departed
the quaint Norman village at
four-thirty in the morning, which
may be an appropriate hour for
the local farmers, but certainly
not for the now luxury-spoiled
artists. The many pairs of
drowsy eyes transformed the
touring bus into a sleeper car.
The bus arrived at the Charles
de Gaul Airport at eight-thirty
a.m. and dropped off those who
had scheduled flights returning
to the U.S. However, several of
the artists had decided to extend

William A. Bouguereau 118" X 853/4"
Birth of Venus, 1879 oil/canvas
Collection: Musée d’Orsay
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their stay in France. Peter and I made an impulsive
decision to visit Paris for six days. A group of us
arranged to meet the following afternoon in front
of the Musée d’Orsay. We agreed to begin with
lunch at a local café and then a visit through the
museum.

THE MUSEE D’ORSAY HOUSES AN ARRAY OF
collections spanning the years from 1848 (the
2nd Republic) to World War I, and includes a vari-
ety of art disciplines. On the ground floor are archi-
tectural plans of several important Parisian
buildings. Most intriguing was to experience walk-
ing over the city of Paris. This sensation was
achieved by a detailed model of the city encased
under a plexiglass floor. In the same vicinity were
fine sculptural works by Carpeaux and Barye, as
well as paintings by Ingres, Delacroix, Millet,
Corot, Courbet, Moreau, and Fantin-Latour. Also
on the ground floor were works in pastel, and
paintings from the schools of Plein-Air, Realism and
Orientalism. An additional treat were original
Craftsmen furniture pieces designed by William
Morris and Frank Lloyd Wright.

The middle level of the d’Orsay has examples
of Naturalist and Symbolist paintings, as well as
works by Boldini and Bonnard and paintings by
American, Mary Cassatt. Also on display are Art
Nouveau furniture pieces and ceramics, as well as
glassware by Gallé. On the upper level are paintings
from the Impressionist and Post-Impressionist
schools. A real treat was seeing the impressive Birth
of Venus by William Adolphe Bouguereau. There
are very few artists, if any, who have ever excelled
to as high a level of fine draughtsmanship, graceful
composition, and beautiful rendering of skin tones
as Bouguereau did.

Upon exiting, we stopped in the museum book-
store where we discovered difficult-to-find art
books, including Dr. Gerald Ackerman’s American
Orientalism. There was so much to see at the
Musée d’Orsay that we made the difficult decision
to forfeit visiting the Louvre (as we had seen its col-
lections on previous trips) in exchange for a second
day at d’Orsay. What is particularly fascinating
about the d’Orsay is its focus on the mid to late-
nineteenth century. The extensive variety of artistic

styles created during that specific era positively
proves that it was truly the age of artistic enlighten-
ment.

A visual treat of architectural proportions, per-
spectives and pure artistry is the Paris opera theatre,
Le Palais Garnier. It was built on the orders of
Napoleon III as part of the great nineteenth century
Parisian reconstruction project. The design of the
theatre for the Paris Opera Company was put to a
competition and won by Charles Garnier. At the
time Garnier was a 3 §5-year old unknown architect.

The Palais Garnier was inaugurated in 1875,
after fifteen years of construction. Its interior is a
successful collaboration of fine architecture, sculp-
ture and painting. Multi-colored marble staircases
flow in fascinating directions and mingle with great
works of sculpture. Peter was so intrigued by the
shapes, lines, and amber glow, that he asked for
special permission to do paintings of the interior.
Permission was granted, and he spent three days
painting within the premises.

The grand foyer’s ceiling murals, painted by Paul
Baudry (1828-1886), depict themes from the histo-
ry of music. At the very top of the opera house on
the highest pinnacle of the roof stands a bronze
sculpture of Apollo, the God of music. In both his
hands he grasps a golden lyre, extending it directly
toward the heavens. When the sun shines on Apollo
and strikes the lyre, it is as if the God himself comes
to life.

FTER VIEWING SO MANY INSPIRATIONAL

works by the historic French artists, we decid-
ed to investigate the works of the contemporary
Parisian artists. We began our search in the vicinity
around the Sacré-Couer Basilica in Montmartre.
This area is a famous breeding ground for tourist
art, nevertheless, amusing to visit. The atmosphere
of this hilltop village is set back in a time warp rem-
iniscent of Hollywood’s 1950’ version of the
Parisian art scene.

The “artistes” are still typically seen wearing
berets, neckerchiefs, mustaches and goatees. There
were very few female artists, but those that were
present were generally spirited gypsy types. Their
painting styles ranged from bad examples of
Surrealism, to sloppy Abstract Expressionism, but
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Jean-Baptiste Carpeaux

This is the main figure of the famous Le Danse,
which graces the outside of the Palais Garnier,
and is displayed in variations and in many stages of
completion at the Musée d’Orsay.

they mostly excelled in cliche Parisian street scenes.
A great deal of their energy is spent in trying to
muster up some on-the-spot portrait commissions.
One offered to do my portrait for five francs, that’s
less than one American dollar. I wasn’t sure whether
that was a compliment or insult. These artists nego-
tiable prices were anywhere from ten to one-hun-
dred francs ($1.80 — $17) per painting. However,
the real art is in the study of these characters who
have learned to live the life of true Bohemians.

HEN WE WALKED DOWN THE HILL FROM

Montmarte, we unwittingly came across the
famous Moulin Rouge. | remembered reading from
Dr. Gerald Ackerman’s Catalogue Raissoné on Jean-
Léon Gérome (1824-1904) that Gérome’s home and
studio were directly across the street from the
Moulin Rouge on the Boulevard de Clichy. There it
was, the famous three-story building with the atelier
on the top floor encased in northern skylights. I also
remembered reading that the building had become an
apartment complex with a chapel on the ground
floor. Lo, there it was, a Catholic Chapel located on
the floor where Gérome used to create his sculptures.

We tried the door, but it was locked. We Looked

about the building for a plaque of some sort to
prove this was the home of the great nineteenth
century master, but there was none. Suddenly, the
front door opened. A man and woman were exit-
ing. I quickly asked, “Est-ce que la maison de
Partiste Gérome?” The gentleman responded,
“Oui.” We explained that we are Americans and
that Peter is an artist who greatly admires the
works of Gérome. The gentleman asked,
“Connaissez-vous Docteur Gerald Ackermanz”
We lit up with excitement and enthusiastically
explained that not only do we have the honor of
knowing him, but that he has lectured for our art
club. With that, the gentleman opened the door and
allowed us to enter the vestibule.

ALTHOUGH WE COULD NOT GO BEYOND THIS

point, it was worth our persistence to just
enter. The vestibule is modest, but one is immedi-
ately confronted by a unique staircase entirely
designed by Gérome. The wood carved designs on
the rail and the bronze serpent sculpture at the base
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is all very much in the Orientalist flare of Gérome.
This sort of per chance tour is not found in any
Michelin guide book!

The following day, we continued our quest for
local contemporary artists. We discovered that the
art galleries are spread throughout Paris. In an area
known as the “Bastille” region, we found a number
of galleries located on Rue de Charonne. There, we
found a mix of scribble drawings, tonal abstrac-
tions, and primitive cartoons heightened with
American vulgar slang expressions. It is ironic that
these galleries, so near the area of the once famous
Bastille Prison, exhibit art work that could have
been “committed” by the criminally insane. We did
discover, however, a much larger district of art gal-
leries located near the Picasso Museum. The thirty
or so galleries in that region were a cut above the
Bastille region.

THE GALERIE THADDEUS ROPAC ON RUE
Debelleyme had an exhibition of American
contemporaries, Julian Schnabel, Cindy Sherman
and Roy Lichtenstein (who passed away two weeks
later). The overall art scene was basically a ‘7os and

BARBIZON '

‘8os New York/L.A. retrogression. Even the clien-
tele were typically dressed entirely in black, com-
plete with the black turtleneck sweater uniform and
snooty attitude — a throwback to the Soho beatnik
clique set. In some galleries there were occasional
attempts at realism, including still-lifes and land-
scapes, but not much in figurative works. Although
this expansion into realism was refreshing and
promising, it lagged decades behind the realism
found in the United States.

In Paris we picked up our car from the rental
agency, which was maliciously located near the Arc
de Triomphe. As anyone knows who has experi-
enced driving around the landmark to Napoleon’s
imperial capital designed by Chalgrin in 1806, the
“triumph” is making it out of that auto whirlpool. I
must say, however, Peter drove our four-door Fiat
stick-shift like a true Parisian. He had one hand on
the stick, and the other on the horn, and honked
and squeezed our way out.

The country drive to Versailles is peaceful and
pleasant, a big difference from the hubbub of activi-
ty in Paris. We spent a full day visiting the enor-
mous Chateau de Versailles. Particularly intriguing
to us was the regal indoor opera
theatre that is still in use today.
Next, we continued our drive
toward Fontainebleau and
Barbizon. We were told it would
take us only thirty minutes.
Unfortunately, our timing put us
right in the middle of “rush”
traffic, extending the drive to
four hours. Actually, we didn’t
mind driving slowly because we
had very little rear view vision,
as our collection of thirteen bags
and boxes successfully filled our
trunk and back seat to full
capacity.

E STAYED FOR A WEEK IN
C C the small town of Avon
which backs the town of
Fontainebleau, only ten minutes

Peter Adams at the entrance to the village of Barbizon.

from Barbizon. The Chateau de
Fontainebleau, built in the
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12th century, was a favorite
Royal hunting lodge as it was
surrounded by plush forests and
ample wild game.

Artistically, Fontainebleau was
more interesting to us than
Versailles. During the reign of
Francois I (1494-1547) the
palace underwent tremendous
transformations and expansions.
To embellish these new construc-
tions, the French King called
upon the services of Italian
artists, Rosso (1494-1540) and
Primaticcio (1504-1570). Both
artists became founders of the
First Fontainebleau School.
Furthermore, Francois I brought
diverse collections of art to his
beloved Fontainebleau, including
Leonardo da Vinci’s Mona Lisa,
and works by Andrea del Sarto and Raphael. These
collections are now housed at the Louvre Museum
and the French National Library. The expansion
plans of Frangois I continued through his son and
daughter-in-law, Henri II (1519-1559), and
Catherine de’ Medici (1519-1589).

ATER, UNDER HENRI IV (1553-1610) THE

Second Fontainebleau School was founded by
Flemish artist, Ambroise Dubois and French artists,
Toussaint Dubreuil and Martin Freminet.
Remodeling the chateau continued thereafter with
each sovereign reign. However, after the pillage of
the French Revolution, Napoleon I (1769-1821)
found the palace completely emptied of its furnish-
ings. In 1804 Napoleon refurnished the entire
palace. He did this initially to receive the Pope, but
later he made Fontainebleau into one of his favorite
residences, refurbishing the small apartments for his
private use and for that of his wife, Empress
Josephine (1763-1814). However, after their
divorce in 1809, he refurbished it for Empress
Marie-Louise (1791-1847). Louis Philippe (1773-
1850) also had his hand in restoring the chateau.
Finally, under Napoleon III the refurnishing pro-

Monsieur G.A. Richard, the responsable to the museum and home of
Jean Frangois Millet.

gram was completed, and his wife, Empress Eugénie
(182.6-1920), installed new salons and a Chinese
Museum. Fontainebleau is a fascinating juxtaposi-
tion of historic episodes.

Upon entering Barbizon, one encounters a road
sign that reads, Barbizon, Village des Peintres (vil-
lage of the painters). Barbizon is a small village
with one main street, Grande Rue, which stretches
out for about one mile. However, its surrounding
majestic forests greatly inspired artists from the
mid-19th century. The artistic philosophy and style
of Barbizon continue to influence artists of today.

Just about every building on Grande Rue, now
either an inn or cafe, was once the home of a
famous Barbizon artist. Théodore Rousseau’s
(1812-1867) studio is located on the second story
of a building connected to the village church. A few
buildings past Rousseau’s is the home and studio of
Jean Francois Millet (1814-1875). Millet’s home is
now a charming museum dedicated to the artist and
his contemporaries. The responsable of the muse-
um, Monsieur G.A. Richard explained that the
museum intentionally displays the works in a some-
what scattered about salon-style. This is to empha-
size how the home looked during Millet’s life.
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ACROSS THE STREET FROM MILLET’S HOME
was once the home of Scottish writer, Robert
Louis Stevenson (1850-1894). Next door to
Stevenson’s house is the home of sculptor and
painter, Antoine Louis Barye (1796-1875). And
next door to Barye was once the home of Narcisse
Diaz de le Penia (1807-1876). Continuing on
Grande Rue is yet another building once home to
Charles Francois Daubigny (1817-1878).

We stopped for dinner in a charming restau-
rant, La Boheme, where we sat outside. (Side note
to artists: If you sit outside in France, you are sit-
ting en plein air. Sound familiar?) We began to
admire the lavish desserts placed in front of a pair
of lovely ladies. They noticed us gawking, and invit-
ed us to join them. We asked how they could stay
so trim with such enormous and creamy desserts?
One of the ladies, Sabine Ballard responded that
they don’t normally indulge in such extravagances.
However, as her daughter, Camille, had just success-
fully passed some rather difficult college exams, it
was cause to celebrate. So, we ordered champagne
and joined in on the celebration.

We somehow got onto our favorite subject, art,
and discovered they had a strong interest. Sabine
and Camille invited us to join them the following
day at a museum opening in Barbizon for a
retrospective exhibition of works by Rosa Bonheur
(1822-1899). We happily agreed.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING WE ARRIVED IN
Barbizon to meet our new friends, but the
Grande Rue was blocked to auto traffic. The town
was packed and the sidewalk cafes had spilled onto
the streets. The Ballard ladies explained that today,
September 21, marked an important national annu-
al event, Journée du Patrimoine (Day of Patrimony).
On this day all French monuments and legacies are
open free to the public. I wish we had something
like this in the United States.

The Bonheur exhibition was at the Museé de
L’Auberge Ganne. The museum was itself quite
interesting as it was once an inn for artists. Since so
many artists couldn’t pay their bills, they would
leave a painting, many done directly onto the walls.

Although I didn’t find any signatures, two of the
paintings looked like Corot landscapes

Upon entering the museum the first painting to
welcome us was by George Achille-Fould (1862-
1927) of Rosa Bonheur dressed in trousers in her
studio. Those who are familiar with Bonheur will
realize that this was significant as she was the first
woman in France to have been given legal govern-
ment permission to wear trousers. The reason for
this decree was that she so frequently studied her
animal subjects in slaughter houses, and dresses
were not practical attire.

Bonheur made tremendous efforts in studying her
subjects for both form and character. She had gone
to the extent of sculpting impressive clay figures
and casting them into bronze so that she could have
them available as reference for her paintings. Also,
on exhibit were several of her studies done on paper
where she would sketch various positions and head
studies of a particular animal. These were most
interesting to study as they proved her excellent
skills in draughtsmanship.

THE BUFFALO WAS A FAVORITE SUBJECT OF
Bonheur. In a portrait by Edourd-Louis
Dubufe (1820-1883), a young Bonheur is seen
(wearing a dress) with her right arm extended
around the shoulders of an enormous buffalo. She
and the buffalo look as though they are best of
friends. In her right hand is a paintbrush, while in
her left is her sketchbook. We later learned that it
was actually Bonheur who painted the buffalo in
Dubufe’s portrait of her. This fascination for the
creature may have led her to do a painting of the
American Western legend, Buffalo Bill (now in the
collection of the Buffalo Bill Historical Center in
Cody, Wyoming). Incidentally, Buffalo Bill is still
highly revered in France.

A powerful painting to mention is that of L’Aigle
Blessé (The Wounded Eagle), on loan from the Los
Angeles County Museum of Art (note: I've never
seen it exhibited there). An incredible painting
focussing solely on an eagle who appears to have
been wounded and bleeding in the chest, perhaps
by gun shot. The eagle’s wings are stretched verti-
cally as it descends toward earth. Bonheur was such
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a master at recreating the power and purity of the
animal world, but she also excelled in interpreting
natural light. Happily, the exhibition has continued
to the Dahesh Museum in New York City where it
is presently on display.

After viewing the exhibition, the Ballards invited
us to their lovely country home for lunch. It was a
gloriously sunny day at 85 degrees Fahrenheit.
Sabine had set a beautiful picnic table for us, and
we lunched superbly with the addition of excellent
French cheeses and wines.

EFORE SUNSET, PETER DECIDED TO PAINT

from a scene made famous by Millet. In the
painting, I’Angelus, Millet portrayed a peasant and
his wife stopping their work in the fields. They rev-
erently bow their heads in prayer as the bells in the
distant church sound the Angelus. As it so hap-

Conseulo Achille Fould

Rosa Bonbeur in her Atelier
357/8"X487/8" oil/lcanvas
Musée des Beaux-Arts, Bordeaux

pened, that very church was just a block’s distance
from the Ballard home, and the farm fields still
exist. Somehow Peter located a small dirt road that
led into the fields. Among the rows of cabbages
with the church steeple in the background, Peter
searched for the spot from which Millet may have
painted. Watching him stand there painting in the
twilight made me contemplate the magic of
Barbizon. Its light, its forests, its fields and the sim-
ple country life that lured Corot, Rosa Bonheur,
and Daubigny over a century ago is still very much
alive.
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ART TRAVEL LOG: DIARY FROM FRANCE
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by Elaine Adams

O n September 3 Peter
and I left our home in
Pasadena for a six-week
excursion through France
and Italy. In an attempt to
share our art adventures
with our fellow California
Art Club members, this
article is written as the
third of a four-part series.

After one week’s indulgence in
Barbizon’s famous art, forests,
and sunsets, we decided that we
had better move on. Our new
Barbizonian friends, the Ballards,
recommended a scenic drive
heading southward to Buene
through the Burgundy wine coun-
try. From there we would head
east to Chamonix to visit the leg-
endary Mont Blanc in person.

As our car was visibly packed
with thirteen bags and boxes of
travel gear and art paraphernalia,
we felt a simple stop for lunch
wasn’t possible without running
the risk of losing all our belong-
ings. We hoped to get to Buene
before sunset, in time for a quick
pastel painting and dinner.

Driving through the French
countryside is nothing less than
glorious. Miles of wide-open
fields, rolling green hills roamed
by herds of cows and flocks of
sheep, quaint little farmhouses
and villages, and rows of plush

Elaine Adams at a restaurant in Beune, sampling a bottle of the
region’s local resources.

vineyards. It’s no wonder the
Burgundy country is known as
France’s Cote-d’or, or Gold
Coast. The Gold Coast certainly
does provide France with agri-
cultural riches, as well as visual
opulence.

The town of Buene is located
in the heart of Burgundy.
Fortified in 1368, Buene was res-
idence to the dukes of Burgundy
before they moved to neighbor-
ing Dijon. We drove around the
ramparted fort a few times trying
to find its entrance. A modest
arch, which the locals affection-

ately call their “Arc de
Triomphe,” marked the gateway
to this medieval duchy.

Central Buene was bustling
with people, mostly tourists from
Germany, Holland, England, and
the U.S. This was a bit more
activity than we envisioned for
ourselves, so we decided to find
someplace more peaceful and
paintable. Just a few miles out-
side Buene, we came across acres
of vineyards, and at that time the
sun had just set majestically
behind them. From a far away
distance we could see a beacon
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of light above the horizon. We
knew that the light had to come
from a village church steeple. In
almost every historic European
village or town, the tallest build-
ing is the church.

We drove a few miles off the
main road toward the light
beam, which brought us to a tiny
eighteenth century village by the
name of “Pommard.” Nestled in
the midst of vineyards radiating
in every direction, Pommard was
a perfect location for us. Those
of you who are wine connois-
seurs are no doubt familiar with
the Pommard label.

We booked a room in the
local hotel, “Hétel Café du
Pont,” where we were the only
guests in the only hotel in town.
The room was surprisingly com-
fortable for only $40 per night.
However, to reach our room it
was necessary to cross the out-
door café where all the local
grape pickers hung-out drinking
together. With their long
unkempt hair and grape stained
clothing, they looked more like a
band of cutthroat pirates than
they did university students of
viticulture. Pommard is one of
the few grape growing regions
that still utilize the traditional
handpicking method as opposed
to the modern grape picking
machines.

After driving all day and set-
tling into our room, we were
anxiously looking forward to a
gourmand’s dinner and a good
night’s rest. Across the street
from the hotel and located in an
underground wine cavern is the
“Restaurant Le Pommard.”
Some of the finest restaurants in
the Burgundy region are hidden
in historic wine caverns, and this
one was a superb discovery.

While enjoying our sumptuous

dinner and bottle of local
Burgundy, we engaged ourselves
in conversation with the couple
seated at the next table. We
learned that they were from
Holland and owners of a large
conglomeration of insurance and
finance companies. Out of

Félix Ziem

Palais des Doges, Venise

the habit of performing a nightly
bacchanalian ritual of drinking
and singing until dawn. Peter
thought to make the best of it,
and went out with his French
easel to capture the sun rising
over the vineyards. After I arose
from a good night’s rest [ went

25" X 35" oil

Collection: Musée des Beaux-Arts, Beaune, France

curiosity we asked them about
the art situation in Holland.
They revealed to us that since the
government became involved in
supporting visual artists several
years ago, the quality of art has
declined. They told us of a good
friend of theirs who used to
paint in the traditional style, but
who never received any govern-
ment support until he began to
work in an abstract fashion. The
couple informed us that currently
Holland is undergoing a huge
debate over the validity of gov-
ernment intervention in the arts.
We found this information fasci-
nating and all too familiar.
Although I slept soundly that
night, Peter did not. Apparently,
our grape-picking friends were in

downstairs for breakfast. There
was little evidence of last night’s
vinous activity, except for the
occasional passed-out local.

On our second day in
Burgundy, while Peter was rever-
ently painting an interior scene
of Buene’s Notre Dame
Cathedral, 1 decided to visit a
less solemn side of Buene, their
famous wine museum. The
Musée du Vin de Bourgogne,
housed in the fourteenth century
palace of the Ducs de Bourgogne
(Dukes of Burgundy), was
founded in 1938 and installed in
its present palace location in
1946. As wine making plays an
important role in the Burgundian
lifestyle, artists and artisans have
utilized the grape and wine
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themes throughout the region’s
history. Of course, the museum
exhibits historic wine presses and
cultivating tools, but it also dis-
plays works of fine paintings,
sculpture, and tapestry. Of addi-
tional interest are the wonderful
examples of seventeenth and
eighteenth century
glazed pottery with
the grape motif and
scenes from the life
of Bacchus. Also
intriguing is the his-
tory of the wine bot-
tle and its evolution
from the short, round
models to the tall,
sleek ones we see
today.

Of further sightsee-
ing interest in Buene
is the Musée des
Beaux-Arts where
they house art collec-
tions stemming from
the fifteenth to the
nineteenth centuries,
including Flemish
and Orientalist
paintings. An impor-
tant collection at the
museum are works by one of the
most celebrated “sons of Beune,”
the artist, Félix Ziem (1821-
1911). Several examples of his
drawings, sketches and paintings
are featured prominently at the
museum.

Ziem is an exciting artist to
study. His poetic and sublime
works are reminiscent of J.M.W.
Turner. In addition, his sense of
adventure and interest in Algeria,
Turkey, and Egypt evokes the
mystery of the British
Orientalist, Talbot Kelly. Ziem’s
draughtsmanship is fresh and
lively and full of ease, inviting
the viewer to journey through

the picture. Beune’s Museum of

Fine Arts is a modest museum,

yet its retrospective on Ziem

seems fairly complete.
On our third day in Burgundy,
we visited Buene’s biggest attrac-
tion, their medieval hospital,
“Hétel-Dieu” (Hotel-God).

The Great White Peak by Edgar Payne; A View of Mt. Blanc

Founded in 1443 by Nicolas
Rolin, Chancellor of Philippe-le-
Bon, Duke of Burgundy, this
hospital for the underprivileged
was dubbed the “palace for the
poor.” The interior is lavishly
decorated with fine wood carv-
ings and oil paintings, including
the chapel’s famous polyptych
painting by the fifteenth century
Flemish artist, Rogier Van der
Weyden. In the Saint Hugues
Room are eleven paintings by the
seventeenth century Parisian
artist, Isaac Moillon. Nine of
Moillon’s paintings are dedicated
to Christ’s miraculous healings,
and two are of St. Hugues bring-

ing two children who succumbed
to the plague back to life.

A prominent exterior feature
to Hotel-Dieu is the geometrical-
ly-laid multicolored glazed
ceramic rooftop tiles. Although
this fashion of tiles is thought to
have originated from central
Europe, they gradu-
ally spread through-
out Burgundy to
eventually become
typical of the province.
The overall architec-
ture of Hotel-Dieu is
of the Gothic style
and is considered to
be “a jewel of
medieval architec-
ture.” Amazingly,
this hospital from
“the dark ages” was
in professional use
up until 1971!

After staying four
days in Pommard we
realized that if we
didn’t get moving,
we wouldn’t make it
in time to Italy
before our six weeks
were up. We were
reluctant to leave, as we had
become more enamored with the
region than ever expected. Our
hotelier, Marcel, who was usual-
ly found tending his bar, gave us
each a hug and asked us to return.
With such an invitation, how
could we refuse? The customers
seated at the bar smiled and nod-
ded, and a few of them stood-by
waving at us as we drove off.

We drove into Switzerland and
spent the night in Martigny. The
following morning Peter painted
the sunrise over the Alpine range.
In the afternoon we drove to a
small village set in the Alps,
where we had our first glimpse of
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the tip of Mont Blanc. Peter
stopped to do a painting while I
hiked further along the trail.
Every view was breathtaking
with tall pine trees and snow-
capped mountains in every direc-
tion. Occasionally, the Alpine
silence was broken by the
ringing of the famous

Swiss cows’ elaborately
decorated bells.

We crossed over the
Swiss Border and back
into France. Peter
stopped the car immedi-
ately at the first full sight
of the incredible Mont
Blanc. However, I couldn’t
see the mountain. Peter
pointed it out to me, but
I still couldn’t see it. It
took a while for my eyes
to adjust, and then I
spotted it. I kept raising
my head higher and
higher, until I could see
the very top. An enor-
mous solid mass of snow
set against a lucid white
sky, all blended into a
great blinding brilliance.
What unbelievable
majesty! We were in a
rickety old village by the
name of “Argentiére.”

This vulnerable village

set against the back-

ground of the invincible
Mont Blanc was something Peter
had to paint.

We drove into the town of
Chamonix at the base of Mont
Blanc. We found a wonderful
hotel, “Hotel Labrador,” posi-
tioned on a world-class golf
course in the village of Chamonix
aux Prax. Room number 10
located on the first floor is the

Jacques Louis David

ideal room for any artist. From
our entry hall, which had ample
storage space for our extensive
equipment, we could see a mag-
nificent view of the dramatically
jagged peaks of Mont Dru. From
our bedroom, we could walk

Bonaparte Crossing the Great St. Bernard Pass

The painting was first commissioned by the King of
Spain in 1801. Later, David and bhis students made
four copies. It depicts Napoleon en route to the Battle
of Marengo (1800). The same pass was used by
Hannibal as well as the Adams’.

onto our balcony where we had a
perfect view of Mont Blanc. The
following morning Peter painted
from our balcony, while I joined
him for breakfast. This was defi-
nitely the most comfortable situa-
tion I had ever experienced while
patiently waiting for him to finish
a painting.
On our second day in

Chamonix, Peter left at six in the

84" % 7011

morning to catch a ride on the
cable gondola up to Aiguille du
Midi near the top of Mont Blanc.
At nearly thirteen-thousand feet,
even on a sunny summer day, the
temperatures are often below
freezing, and so I opted to stay
warm in bed.
Interestingly, some people
travelling on the cablecar
haul their luggage with
them to take a shortcut
over to the Italian border.

Here in the snow, on
top of France, Peter set
up his pastels to do a
painting of the sun rising
over a panorama of
Alpine peaks. As he
focused on his work, he
began to notice a distinc-
tive mountain located in
the far away distance,
perhaps a hundred miles
away. It was Switzerland’s
Matterborn.

That afternoon we left
Chamonix, and drove
via the Mont Blanc
Tunnel, an astonishing
eight miles through the
center of the mountain.
Off we went, making our
way through the Swiss
Alps. Tracing Napoleon’s
steps toward Marengo,
we crossed over the his-
toric Saint Bernard Pass.

Much like the adamant force
of Hannibal with his elephants
crossing the Alps in the 3rd cen-
tury B.C., we too were deter-
mined to get to Rome. The only
difference was that unlike the
Carthaginian General our reason
was not for war, but for love —
love of art.
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ART TRAVEL LOG: DIARY FROM ITALY
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by Elaine Adams

n September 3 Peter and I left our

home in Pasadena for a six-week
excursion through France and Italy. In an
attempt to share our art adventures with
our fellow California Art Club members,
this article is written as the last of a
four-part series.

What an amazing difference crossing over the
Swiss border into Italy. Not only is there a climatic
change from cold to pleasant, but there is a notice-

Giorgio Kienerk (1869-1948)
(An artist of the Post-Macchiaioli movement)

Arno River, Florence, 1891
Private Collection

able shift in personalities. Where the Swiss are typi-
cally cool and reserved, the Italians are generally
hot and animated. I was quickly thumbing my way
through a copy of the Italian Travelmate, a phrase
book that claims to list “useful words and impor-
tant phrases.” However, upon brief inspection, I
surmised the book was written for male American
tourists on the prowl and out for a “good-time.”
For instance, if one looks up the word “love,” the
book lists three examples, “I love you,” “do you
love me?” And, “I love this wine.”

23 1/2" X 40" oil on canvas
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Albert Brenner with a copy of Michelangelo’s Moses, at
the marble yard of Cervietti Franco and Co. in Pietrasanta.

ITHIN TWENTY MINUTES DRIVE INTO

Italy, the landscape alters dramatically. Rather
than the continuous snow-covered Alpine range, we
had ahead of us a myriad of individual and tall pro-
truding peaks veiled in mist. The panorama was
reminiscent of Oriental scroll paintings, or perhaps
what one would imagine to be Shangri-la. Peter
commented that the terrain reminded him of Kwelin,
China. We were both intrigued by the mysticism of
the area, and agreed to further explore the locale.

Trying to locate a town or village in this area

proved to be most challenging. Small roads led to
dirt roads, which led to dead ends. We kept going
in circles, back and forth, zigzagging, and succeed-
ing in getting nowhere. Although there were a few
small villages, none could provide overnight accom-

modations. Finally, as it began to grow dark, we
spotted an illuminated church steeple. We kept our
bearings focused, and were eventually led to the
town of Ornavasso nestled among the peaks.

RNAVASSO HAD ONLY ONE ALBERGO

(inn), however, it was deliciously imbued with
old world charm. My phrase book helped us
request a room for the night, and whether la
colazione (breakfast) came with the room. The lady
innkeeper responded, “si,” but proceeded to ask us,
“Matrimoniale?” We thought she wanted to know
if we were married. I thought to myself, ‘how
quaint. This town truly has been isolated from the
rest of the world.” We immediately responded by
saying, “Si, Si,” and showed our passports with the
same last name as proof. (Later, we learned that
“Matrimoniale” simply refers to a double bed-size,
and not to our marital status.)

In the morning Peter went off to paint while I
had breakfast downstairs. A waiter heard that there
were two Americans staying at the inn, and was
anxious to practice his English. Nicola, poured a
cup of tea for me and welcomed me with “good
morning.” I asked him where he had learned to
speak English? He said that he had learned on the
job while working in Dublin, Ireland for six
months. It was interesting to hear English spoken
with an Italian-Irish accent.

As the town was not listed in any of our travel
guides, I asked Nicola to tell me a little bit about
Ornavasso. He explained that they have a popula-
tion of 2,000 citizens, most of whom are either
farmers or stonecutters from the local marble yards.
Apparently, the marble was produced from the
mysterious mountain peaks.

AFTER PETER RETURNED JUBILANT FROM
painting, he shared his revised travel plans
with me. He said, “I’ve been thinking. While we’re
here in Italy, why don’t we visit the Brenners?”
Susan and Albert Brenner are good friends or ours
and members of the California Art Club (Albert is a
“Signature Sculptor” member). The Brenners make
it a routine to reside in Italy for eight months out of
the year. Albert was originally lured there on the
advice of his mentor, sculptor Bruno Lucchesi.
Peter asked me if I remembered the name of the
town where the Brenners were staying? I said that I
thought it was something like “Santa Pietro.” Peter
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located a small town on the map named “San
Pietro,” and found that it was near Ferrara. It
sounded somewhat familiar, and so we were deter-
mined to drive there and surprise the Brenners by
sundown. We packed our bags and left Ornavasso,
vowing to return in the future.

After driving an entire day, we finally reached San
Pietro. We knew that the Brenners were living in a
town frequented by sculptors, and thus, we should
see evidence of sculptural works or foundries, but
found none. Obviously, we were in the wrong
place. Spending the night in nearby Ferrara, we
called Pam Ludwig, director of the Joan Irvine
Smith Gallery in Laguna Beach, California, where
Albert is represented. Pam told us that the Brenners
were not in San Pietro near Ferrara, rather, they
were in Pietrasanta near Carrara.
We were over 250 miles off track!

TH[-’. FOLLOWING DAY WE
arrived in Pietrasanta located
in the Toscana (Tuscany) region.
We stopped at a public telephone
and called the Brenners. Susan
told us that she would meet us at
the Bar Michelangelo located in
the Piazza Duomo. Indeed, we
had crossed over into the sculp-
tors’ zone. In every direction one
sees works of marble and bronze,
as well as marble yards and
bronze foundries. Michelangelo
had lived in Pietrasanta for seven
years, and obtained his marble
from the nearby quarries of
Carrara and Montaltissimo.

We sat at the cafe and ordered a
cappuccino while we waited for
Susan. Looking about, everyone
looked like an artist. Where in
most of Italy the locals dress fash-
ionably, here, they dress comfort-
ably — ready to chip, chisel, and
drill. From a distance we spotted
Susan Brenner riding on her
Italian Vespa motorbike, looking
very much like a native. After

Joseph Sheppard

Tattooed Nude 20" X 24" oil

excitedly embracing, we followed Susan to their villa
just two miles away, where we were graciously invited
to stay for a few days.

THE BRENNER’S TWO-STORY VILLA WAS
charming, and painted in the traditional Tuscan
color of burnt sienna; a color named for the red
clay found in nearby Siena. Albert showed up after
a day’s work at the foundry where he was creating
an exciting new series of figures. We all went out
that evening for dinner at a nearby restaurant
where seafood is the local specialty, as Pietrasanta is
at the base of the Italian Riviera on the Tuscan Coast.
In the morning we each had separate plans, but
agreed to meet at one o’clock for lunch at the sculp-
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