PROVENCE - 2004

ITINERARY 

3 May

Olympia to Portland




Quality Inn near airport  (503) 256-4111



8247 NE Sandy Blvd, Portland, OR  97220

4 May

Depart Portland 6:57 a.m. to Chicago

United #468



Arrive Chicago 12:45



Depart Chicago 3:45 p.m. to Frankfurt
Lufthansa #431

5 May

Arrive Frankfurt 6:50 a.m.

Depart Frankfurt 9:15 a.m. to Marseille
Lufthansa #5732

Arrive Marseille10:50 a.m.



Bus to Aix-en-Provence



Grand Hotel Roi Rene



24, boulevard du Roi-Rene



13100 Aix-en-Provence



Telephone (011-33-442) 37-61-00

12 May
Depart Marseille 7:40 a.m. to Frankfurt 
Lufthansa #5757



Arrive Frankfurt 9:05 a.m.



Depart Frankfurt 10:10 a.m. to Chicago
Lufthansa #430



Arrive Chicago 12:00 noon



Depart Chicago 2:45 p.m. to Minneapolis
United #719



Arrive Minneapolis 4:10 p.m.



Holiday Inn Metrodome



1500 Washington Ave



Minneapolis



(612) 333-4646

17 May
Depart Minneapolis 8:00 a.m. to Chicago
United #676



Arrive Chicago 9:15 a.m.



Depart Chicago 10:10 a.m. to Portland
United #605



Arrive Portland 12:31 p.m.

Total trip price:  
all airfares, all hotel, meals, and airport transportation in France =

 $5440.00 for two people

Not included:  hotels in OR and MN and car rental in MN

The travel agent who arranged our flights was Katherine Plonka of AHI International, Rosemont, IL  888-384-7001 ex. 4524.  (Alumni Holidays and Alumni Campus Abroad)

4 May (Tuesday)

We drove to Portland on Monday afternoon, after Betsy finished working at the Thurston County Food Bank, and stayed overnight in order to catch the early morning flight from Portland to Chicago.

On the flight from Chicago to Frankfurt Bob and I were separated in order to both have aisle seats.  I sat beside two Roman Catholic priests from Croatia who spoke only limited English.  Behind me were two Serbians (I saw their dictionary).  Also on the flight with us were 10 LDS missionaries (8 elders and 2 sisters) on their way to the Hamburg, Germany mission.  In the airport they were making their last minute phone calls to parents before leaving the US.

5 May

After our overnight flight to Frankfurt and then on to Marseille, we were met at the airport by Alumni Campus Abroad staff and driven to our hotel in Aix-en-Provence via our dedicated tour bus.  Our driver for the week was Jean-Pierre and our tour manager was Charlotta Adolfsson, a young woman in her 30s, born in Sweden but lived in France since her early teens.  Jean-Pierre appeared for work each day in a suit and tie and spoke almost no English.  We settled in to our hotel rooms just before noon, and the 10 of us who had arrived together ate an arranged lunch in the hotel restaurant.  The remaining 17 members of the tour group were arriving at different times throughout the afternoon.  Lunch was a green salad, croque monsieur, and chocolate cake.  Bob and Betsy then set out walking around the town to get oriented.  By evening the full group had arrived and we gathered for a cocktail, get-acquainted reception and dinner at the hotel.  

Dinner at 7:30 p.m was Alpilles Salad (greens; Les Alpilles, “small alps,” is a mountain range in Provence); Veal saute with olive sauce and mashed potatoes; and three-flavor very rich ice cream.  Only the salad was good.  The veal was tough and fatty, the heap of mashed potatoes covered ¾ of the dinner plate, way too much for anyone to eat; and one of the three flavors of the ice cream was mocha, not one we eat.  Throughout the week we would find only a handful of meals that lived up to our expectations of French cooking.  Lunches were large, suppers were light.  Vegetables were in short supply.  Meals were heavy on meat or fish.  Every lunch and dinner included a rich dessert.  And, of course, all meals were accompanied by at least two kinds of wine.  There was always bottled water for us.

6 May (Thursday)

Today we began our week’s touring and lectures.  First of all, breakfast.  We always had a wonderful buffet breakfast at the hotel—yogurts and cereals, breads, croissants, chocolate croissants, sweet breads, boiled and scrambled eggs, bacon, baked beans, cold lunch meats, cheeses, fresh fruits, dried fruits, grapefruit and orange juices, hot chocolate.

We began this morning early since we our first lecture was at 8:00 a.m.  “History of Provence,” with Prof. Claude Blanc.  He spoke to us twice and was excellent.  He teaches at the University of Aix in Marseille.

At 9:30 we were on the walking tour of Aix-en-Provence, which would last the rest of the morning until lunch.  Simone was our guide for this as well as all the remaining bus and village tours throughout the week.  We learned about the Provencal pastry specialty—Calisssons.  They were first made for the bride of a nobleman who asked his baker to produce something special to mark the wedding.  Calissons means, in Provencal, “cuddles.”  The city has 50 public fountains and 51 additional fountains within the grounds of private homes.  Thus Aix is often called the “city of 101 fountains.”  The fountain rims here are never higher than knee height.  Traditionally sheep migrated through the town on their way to or from summer pastures and they needed to stop for water.  Thus the fountains were required to be accessible to the sheep.  Prominent fountains include the Four Dolphins (our own “neighborhood” fountain), the great fountain in La Rotonde (a new fountain built in 1860), the moss-covered fountain on Cours Mirabeau, and King Rene’s fountain.

Cours Mirabeau is the main street, dividing the town into two sections.  On one side is the ancient, medieval city with its narrow winding streets and the cathedral.  On the other side is the “new” district laid out in the 18th century and called the Quartier Mazarin, named for local resident Mazarin, brother to Cardinal Mazarin.  Cardinal Mazarin succeeded Cardinal Richelieu as chief minister of France.  When Louis XIV inherited the throne as a young child, Mazarin functioned essentially as the ruler of France and became so powerful he continued to dominate when Louis XIV was an adult.  Cours Mirabeau is named for a local nobleman who became one of the leaders of the French Revolution.  This beautiful avenue, lined with plane trees, has banks on one side and sidewalk cafes on the other.

In the medieval section we saw an open, pebble-paved courtyard created by a rich homeowner 300 years ago.  He didn’t like the crowded, dark conditions of the city. He purchased all the houses across the street from his residence, demolished them, and paved an open courtyard to bring light to his front windows.  In the center of the courtyard is one of the city’s public fountains.  A pebble-pavement is known as “calades.”  Calades are typical of Provence, and their uneven surface allows for rapid draining of the heavy rains.

The street names are in both French and Provencal.  At second-floor level of many buildings is an alcove cut into the corner of the building for a saint or a virgin and child sculpture.  These outdoor oratories were created during the plague years so that people could pray and worship from the safety of their own homes.  By looking through their window at the outdoor shrine, they were meeting the requirement to be in church.

In the town hall square a daily farmers’ market was in business from 8 to 1:00 p.m.  Nearby was a flower market.  The clock tower dominating the square was built in two phases.  The base comes from the 14th century and the upper level, in ochre yellow, was added in the 16th century.  Across the square from the clock tower is the Grain Market Building with an ornamental sculpted pediment depicting the gifts of nature.  

Aix is an ancient city.  Built in 122 B.C. by the Romans and known as Aquae Sextiae for its wonderful waters, the site had already been populated in the 4th century BC by the Celto-Ligurians.  The city has remnants of the Roman baths, which we did not see.  Aix has a university established in 1409 and now enrolling some 35,000 students.  Aix is, in fact, an important university town.  It is also the ancient capital of Provence; however, with the Napoleonic division of France into departments, Aix is now the capital only of its own department, Bouches-du-Rhone.  Aix has a population of 124,000.

St. Saveur is the cathedral of Aix.  Built from the 5th to the 15th centuries it is a compendium of art history.  There are stones and columns from the ancient Roman city on this site.  The interior is Gothic Flamboyant.  The statues on the façade are post-Revolution (since most religious icons were smashed during the revolution).  The baptistery is Romanesque.  Within the cathedral is a painting by Nicolas Froment, “Le Buisson Ardent,” Moses and the Burning Bush.  This is a famous painting from art history.  Froment was the court painter to Good King Rene of Provence.  This painting is from the Provencal school of art, which blended Flemish (detailed and realistic) with Italian (dreamy landscapes of Tuscany) Renaissance styles.

We were admitted to the locked 12th century cloisters.  Here the columns are unusually slender because the roof is flat and wooden, not vaulted which is much heavier.  Carvings on the columns depict, along the north gallery, the life of Jesus; along the west gallery, scenes from post-Constantine Christianity; along the south gallery decorations from nature and agriculture; and along the east gallery, scenes from the Old Testament, e.g., Balaam’s ass, David and Goliath, Elijah and the raven.  Each column is made of a different stone—green or white marble, limestone, etc.  

Our tour guide, Simone, is beautifully turned out each day.  Casually dressed but with great care and style.  She has a daughter who lives in Paris and dubs American films into French.

Lunch at Restaurant La Brocherie was excellent.  We had a cold salad buffet; chicken curry on rice; and caramelized apple tarte.  The restaurant had an open hearth fire where foods were grilling and was decorated with blacksmith tools and old photos.

We then boarded the bus and rode along Highway A-8 southward to the coast.  We got out first view of Montagne Sainte Victoire, which would come to be a symbol of our time in Provence.  Cezanne, who lived in Aix-en-Provence, painted the limestone mountain 50 times.  It is 3,200 feet high.  

It was a 50-minute ride to the fishing village of Cassis.  “Manon des Sources,” a famous book and movie is set in the hills between Aix and Cassis.  Cassis has experienced rapid recent growth.  People from Marseille have established vacation homes here, and we could see much new construction.  The same was true in Aix.  We spent all our time only in the old city of Aix, but it was surrounded by new suburbs.  Growth in Provence has been enormous.  

Cap Canaille is a massive cliff overlooking the harbor of Cassis.  This is the highest cliff in Europe.  A castle-like home on a lower cliff above the village is owned by the Michelin family.  This village is bigger and less untouched than the villages of the Cinque Terre in Italy but has similar charm.  To preserve the inner village and because the streets are simply too small to handle vehicles, buses and many cars park on the edge of town and people ride a free tourist tram down to the harbor and village.  The seas were rough today, so Charlotta advised those subject to motion sickness to skip the boat ride to the Calanques.  Much as I wanted to go, I stayed back with about half the group, while Bob and the other half of the group took the boat tour to the white limestone cliffs and inlets on the Mediterranean coast.  I walked along the beach, sat in the sun by the harbor’s limestone sculpture of fishermen, and watched 5-foot waves breaking on the rocks.  Finally I walked out to the lighthouse and watched the waves crash in like at Oregon’s Devil’s Churn.  When the tour boat returned to the harbor, I stood at the lighthouse, waving my straw hat to welcome them.  After their return the whole group sat at a sidewalk café for drinks (hot chocolate for us, wines for others).  The beautiful white stone of Cassis’ landscape has made this area a natural quarry.  The village is an ancient fishing port but what you see today was a rebuilding of the village in the 18th century. Population is 8,000.

Frederic Mistral, the Nobel-prize winning poet of Provence, said, “Who has seen Paris and hasn’t seen Cassis, hasn’t seen anything at all.”

Grapevines are everywhere, even planted within the centers of the roundabouts on the highways.  We are here early in the season so the leaves are just beginning to appear on the severely pruned old grapevines.  The redbud trees are in bloom.  There are wild herbs—valerian, rosemary, and thyme.  Wild poppies are everywhere.  The season is not too early for luxuriant flowers, however, and everywhere is a rich palette of sun-drenched color.  In addition to vineyards there are many cherry orchards.

On the way back to Aix, we drove through the village of Carnoux, established in the 1960s to handle the rapid influx of immigrants from Algeria.  These Algerian French are known as the pieds noirs because they all wore black shoes.  The village is composed almost entirely of the hideous 5-story, concrete, Soviet-style, functional apartment buildings.  Many of the best roads in France are toll roads and the tolls are high.  It costs $100 in tolls alone to drive from Marseille to Paris.

Dinner this evening was at Chez Maxime, a 15-minute walk from our hotel into the old section of Aix.  We had cooked vegetables in aspic; grilled salmon on ratatouille; raspberry mousse cake.  Afterward Bob and I walked, on our own, along the Ring Road, built on the route of the medieval city ramparts.

7 May (Friday)

At breakfast we sit with different groupings of people each day, depending on who is up and ready at the same time we are.  At 8:30 we boarded our bus—no lecture today—for our trip to the villages of the Luberon.  The Luberon is the mountain range visible just north of Aix.  One of the reasons that Provence is considered so beautiful is the variety of landscapes—from the sea to the mountains.  This range is protected as a regional park.  In the 1970s it became “chic” to live in the Luberon, so protection has been necessary to avoid over-development and garish architecture.  

We crossed the Durance River into the Vaucluse department.  “Bastide” is the name for the beautiful homes in the countryside.  We begin to see villages built on the hilltops.  These villages were established in the aftermath of the fall of the Roman empire when the countryside became a dangerous place.  A fortified castle atop a hill was a place of security.  Little houses clustered about it to share the safe haven.  The south slopes of the Luberon are covered with three kinds of pine tree and with home oak (an evergreen oak).  

At the village of Ansouis we visited the Chateau Ansouis, begun in the 10th century and still inhabited by the same family.  Parisian-accented French would not pronounce the final “s” of the village’s name, but Provencal-accented speakers would do so.  The stone houses and church of the village are clustered tightly around the stone chateau.  A flag was flying over the chateau showing the family was in residence.  We drove up the winding driveway lined with slender, dark cypress trees.  We were met at the door by the eldest son of the Comte de Sabran Ponteves.  Aged 30 and named Elzear, he is a lawyer in Paris, working on his doctorate in law.  He will inherit the title, but all three children of the family, all sons, will inherit an equal share in the estate.  They are talking about who will actually live in the chateau and manage the estate.  Elzear is the most interested and committed to it, and his siblings seem inclined to allow him ownership.  The father is a corporate financial officer consultant and mayor of the village of Ansouis.  Population of Ansouis is 900.  The first record of this village is 961 AD.

As we toured the chateau we saw first the oldest sections, which are now just for tours—a chapel, an armory full of armor, shields, rifles, staffs, lances, and other weapons.  There was a rich marble altar, a gift to the family from Louis XV.  The castle was built from the 10th through 18th centuries and is full of tapestries.  Our tour progressed to the 18th century rooms, which the family actually use—dining room, various sitting rooms.  We were received as guests in the final sitting room, clearly used by the family when in residence. We were offered fruit juice and pastries and invited to sit or look at the family portraits, go out on the terrace and, in general, act like private guests of the family.  

The Sabrans were a powerful family of Provence.  Ancestors of our charming guide include a Marechal of France under Napoleon, an admiral under Louis XV, a general at Sebastopol in the Crimean War.  This family is “nobility of the sword,” of whom military service was required under the monarchy.  The ancestor alive at the time of the French Revolution was be-headed, and the remaining family members fled to Germany for two decades until it was safe to come back and reclaim their estate.  It was clear that today this is a close-knit and happy family who are beloved in the village.

Enroute toward Rousillon our bus was stopped not by a flock of sheep crossing the road, but by a truckload of olive trees being delivered to a farm.  We drove, without stopping, through the village of Loumarin, the home of Albert Camus.  We wound through the Luberon range in the Combe de Lourmarin, a canyon that cuts through the mountains.  I felt a little motion-sick on its twisting roads.  In April 1545 a massacre of Protestants took place over five days in this combe.  Whole villages were wiped out and at least 3,000 were killed.  The combe follows a small river that divides the Luberon into east and west sections.  A forest of cedar trees from Morocco was planted here, which has provided favorable conditions for edible mushrooms.

In Bonnieux, the main street was so narrow the bus had to back up to allow every car in the village out first.  Then the bus negotiated the street slowly, no more than 1 foot from the house walls on either side.  There was much shifting forward and backward to maneuver the bus along the only street in the village.  As we passed the village of Lacoste, we saw the ruined castle of the family de Sade.  This was the site of the orgies of the Marquis de Sade.  During the revolution this castle was destroyed and has not been restored.  In the distance we saw Mount Ventoux, the highest peak in Provence and notorious on the route of the Tour de France.  

Ovid said, “To wish is little: we must long with the utmost eagerness to gain our end.”  The poet Petrarch exemplified this maxim as he told of his experience climbing Mount Ventoux.  Petrarch’s brother headed for the summit by the direct and hardest route.  Petrarch tried various ways that looked easier, but every time he had to turn back.  Petrarch realized that shameful half-heartedness does not lead to achievement of a goal.

Throughout the countryside we see stone beehive constructions.  They are not for bees but are well covers to protect the farmer’s water supply.  As we approach Rousillon the soil becomes red-orange.  We cross le Pont Julien, a bridge built by the Romans on the oldest road in Provence.  The bridge was ordered by Julius Caesar but actually built under the reign of Caesar Augustus.

Rousillon, population 1100, is a jewel of a town, red buildings clinging to the top of a hill.  All vehicles must remain outside the village.  The first historical record of the village is 989 BC although the name comes from Latin “vicus russulus,” red place.  There are prehistoric finds here as well as signs of the Roman occupation, although we did not see any of either during our very brief visit.  The red ochre ore is mined here and is used for paint pigment, cosmetics, and as a food coloring, for example to color crystallized fruits.  Ochre is iron oxide plus clay plus sand.  It is mined, then washed to separate out the sand.  The remaining iron-oxide-rich clay is dried in blocks and then baked.  The longer the baking, the darker the color.  The brick-red village is set in an emerald green nest of trees.  

Lunch was at the Restaurant Le Piquebaure.  Here was our single best meal of the trip—rolled boneless chicken breast and potatoes fried in Provencal herbes and butter; Marly Griottes, a white chocolate mousse cake with cherries.

W learn that the cicada is a symbol of Provence and we see it pictures on linens and in ceramics.  We drove on to the village of Gordes.  Just outside the village was one of the many small stone huts we have seen which are called borries.  They are of dry stone construction and are used as tool sheds or sheep pens.  Ansouis, Rousillon, and Gordes are all “perched” villages, meaning they are atop and clinging to a hill.  Viewed from just outside the village, this is one of the prettiest places in Provence—the calendar photo opportunity.

As we drive into Gordes we see a blue geometric sculpture by Vasarely.  The town includes a Renaissance castle and a WWI statue.  The Luberon was a center for the resistance during the Nazi occupation because it offered easy hiding places.  Gordes was bombed by the Germans in 1944.  The population of Gordes is 2,000 and it was first noted in historical documents in 1031.  However, numerous Neolithic, Roman, and pre-Roman artifacts have been found here.

In this village we purchased a Santon for Laura, the Lavender Woman.  The Luberon is famous for its lavender.  The altitude favors its production.  Lavender does not thrive at lower altitude.  The word “lavender” comes from the Latin “lavare” meaning to wash.  Lavender was used from ancient times to make clothes smell sweet.  The harvest is July to September.  Lavandin is a hybrid lavender which is not quite as good as the natural lavender but is widely used commercially.

In the evening, back in Aix-en-Provence, our dinner was at L’Acteur Restaurant.  The name comes from the owner who is a former, fairly well-known actor.  We had the specialty of the house, La Bourride Provencal, a fish soup somewhat like bouillabaisse, with mussels, squid, shrimp, fish fillet and potatoes in a creamy sauce.  Dessert was ice cream.  After dinner seven of us went to a piano concert at the church of St. Jean of Malta.  The concert was a fund-raiser for a new organ, and the performer was Danielle Laval, an important French pianist with many recordings and performances with orchestras all over Europe and Australia.  Her program, and her specialty within music, was works by Chopin and was so well received that she performed three encores.  This was our only chance to see inside this church, the tallest one in Aix, and there were Maltese crosses on all the interior columns of the nave.

8 May (Saturday)

Today is what we call in the U.S. V-E Day, or Victory in Europe Day, signaling the end of WWII in Europe.  WWII did not end for the US until August and the final defeat of Japan.  Today is the 59th anniversary of the event and we saw floral wreaths and flags and closed shops all in commemoration of this most important event for France.  Ansouis, we noted when visiting there yesterday, has a gathering of WWII veterans and a parade today.

Today was our second lecture, this one given by Pamela Morton, an art historian, on “The Art of Provence.”  She concentrated on the two late 19th century/early 20th century artists most closely identified with Provence—Cezanne and Van Gogh.  This outstanding lecture helped us to see more deeply when we view the paintings and also to understand their importance.  

Until lunchtime we were on our own in Aix.  Most of the group went to the markets, for today is a big market day in Aix.  But five of us—Nancy and Fred Morgan, Marian, and Bob and Betsy—went directly to Cezanne’s studio on the north end of town.  Cezanne built this studio in what was then open space just outside town and today is simply another suburb.  The studio is just as Cezanne left it at his death.  His brushes and paints are in one corner; his coat, outdoor easel, and camp chair are in another, ready to go up the hill to his viewpoint.  More about that below.   In the studio are the items he used in his many, many still life paintings—the table cover, the metal coffee pot, the blue and white sugar bowl, the glass goblets, and the fruits (always renewed, of course).  The studio, set in a shady, peaceful, green garden, is a large room with high, north-facing windows and lots of indirect light.  We next walked up the hill to a splendid viewpoint eastward over Aix toward La Montagne Sainte-Victoire where we could see the view Cezanne painted over and over.  The studio and viewpoint were among the highlights of the trip.

We met the rest of the group for lunch at “Juste en Face,” a restaurant behind the Town Hall.  Our lunch was a selection of cold salads served family style at each table:  marinated garbanzos, ratatouille, marinated artichoke hearts, squid, dolmanthes in tziki, cheese baked in a flaky crust.  Dessert was crème caramel a l’orange or chocolate cake.

We walked directly to our bus waiting on the edge of the old city to travel to Arles for the afternoon.  In Arles we visited the Roman arena, which is still used today for bullfights.  In the sand of the arena floor someone had scratched, roughly translated, “no more killing of bulls.”  With our guide we visited the forum and theatre of the ancient Roman city.  The open-air theatre, too, is still in use today during the summer.  On the site of the former forum are an open square and the yellow café featured in a Van Gogh painting.  We visited the hospital where Van Gogh was treated.  Then we were on our own to explore for an hour.  We quickly visited the ruins of the Roman baths, on the banks of the Rhone, and also looked out at the majestic Rhone River.  We see the remnants of a bridge over the river that was destroyed, we think in WWII, but that was not clear.  We saw the façade of the Cathedral of St. Trophime in a vast open square, the focal point of the city, and our meeting place after our free time.  Arles is less prosperous than Aix.  It has a run-down, weary look.  Aix is the second richest city in France after Paris, so everything else in Provence looks seedy by comparison.

The population of Arles is 52,000.  It was established in the 7th century BC and was one of the richest cities of Roman Gaul.  The Roman ruins are unique in that they have been incorporated into the houses and buildings of the town.  For example, at the forum, the old columns and pediments can be seen as part of the wall of an 18th century building.  Van Gogh lived here for 14 months, during probably his most prolific time, producing over 200 paintings here.


Back in the bus, we pass through a Rotonde and in the center is a ruined Roman aqueduct.  Simone now tells us a joke about the Christians and the lions in a Roman arena.  Afterwards Charlotta leads us in singing Dan McClean’s “Starry, Starry Night” and passes out a snack—calissons, the pastry specialty of Aix-en-Provence.  Each day she has some treat on the bus for us as we head home from our excursion.  Yesterday is was chocolate truffles.

A Christian was led into the Roman arena to be eaten by a lion.  While the crowd roared in anticipation, the Christian bent his quaking knees to kneel in the bloodied sand to offer his final prayer.  Although he expected to die within a few moments he folded his hands, summoned his faith and prayed.  “Oh Lord, if it be thy will, please convert this lion to Christianity that it may have compassion on me, a fellow Christian, and spare my life.”  The lion snarled and licked his lips and teeth with his great tongue.  The lion paced toward the kneeling Christian and stopped a few yards away.  The lion dropped to his knees, folded his paws and bowed his head.  “Oh Lord,” prayed the lion.  “All thanks be to thee for converting me from my unholy ways and bringing me to the Christian faith.  I acknowledge thy great goodness.  And now, I ask you to bless the meal I am about to receive. Amen.”

Tonight’s dinner was at the hotel and was so prolonged that we were not finishing our desserts until a few minutes before 10:00 p.m.  The menu was onion tart with anchovy, green salad, aioli (see below), and fresh pineapple with sorbet.  The entrée was a plate of fish fillet, boiled egg, cooked beets, potato, turnip, carrot and green beans.  Aioli is the garlic mayonnaise sauce that each item was dipped in before eating.   

9 May 

Today’s lecture began at 8:00 a.m.  We don’t have much time to laze about because this tour is rich with places to visit and things to learn.  Dr. Blanc taught us about “When the Popes Arrived in Provence.”  Actually his lecture was less about the papal reign in Avignon and more about how the Popes came to live in Avignon rather than Rome for some 70 years.  His topic was the importance of the church in the Middle Ages and its interaction with the growing power of Europe’s monarchs.

At 9:30 we boarded our bus for Avignon.  Simone gave us a tour of the Pope’s Palace, one of the three UNESCO World Heritage Sites we are visiting on this trip.  The Roman ruins of Arles and the Pont du Gard are the other two.  As we walked from the bus outside the city walls to the Pope’s Palace, we found a troubador in the vast palace square, singing a renaissance song in falsetto.  The palace is far larger than we could visit in an hour or so.  But we did visit the following locations within the sprawling palace:  The Lower Treasury Hall, the Great Treasury Hall, Jesus Hall, Consistory Hall, Chapel of Saint John, Cloister, Grand Tinet, Upper Kitchen, Chapel of Saint-Martial, Pope’s Chamber, Stag Room, Great Chapel, Loggia, Great Staircase of Honor, and the Great Audience Hall.  Artistic highlights included the painted tiles of the floor, and the frescos in the Stag Room, which was the Pope’s bedroom.  During the French Revolution the palace was used by the French military as a barracks.  The soldiers cut away many frescoes to sell and installed extra floors in the high ceilinged halls.  You can see the holes cut into the stone walls for the floorboards.

Avignon has a well-preserved city wall in a beautifully worked brick design.  Just outside the fortified city flows the broad Rhone River.  Pont St. Benezet is the famous bridge of the children’s song, “Sur le pont, d’Avignon, on y danse…”  We followed a rising city sidewalk to a viewpoint above the Pope’s palace for a splendid view of Mont Ventoux beyond and the city below.  From the viewpoint we took photos of the celebrated bridge.  At the time of the bridge’s construction the Rhone River was the boundary between two kingdoms, Provence and France.  Across the river we could see the Tower of Philipe le Bel, the King of France.  Provence was eventually ceded to France by Good King Rene of Aix-en-Provence.  

We gathered for lunch at Le Cintra Restaurant in Avignon and were seated in the glassed-in sidewalk solarium.  Our menu was:  assiette de crudités, paupiette (ground veal and beef with tomato sauce), fried potato, French haricot beans, lemon and cassis sorbet.

Back in the bus we all sang “Sur le pont d’Avignon…”  The afternoon was spent at Pont du Gard, the magnificent Roman aqueduct built in 50 A.D.  The aqueduct carried water from a spring at Uzes 50 kilometres to Nimes.  The drop in elevation is only 45 feet so the aqueduct could have a drop of only 22 inches per mile.  Such a level flow made this structure a difficult engineering feat, one reason this aqueduct was considered one of the wonders of antiquity.  Today it is a UNESCO World Heritage Site.  A foot traffic bridge was attached to the aqueduct in the 18th century and that is what you can walk across today.  In the grounds of the Pont du Gard is an olive tree that was planted in 908 A.D.

On the bus ride home to Aix we ate sweet, fresh local strawberries.  Our route followed the Gardon River and we saw where it joins the Rhone.  We had more fine views of Mt. Ventoux, which always appears white on top.  That is not snow but white stone.  In Avignon today and in Arles we saw many Muslims.  Islam is now the second largest religion in France and is causing friction and unease in the nation.

We drove through Tarascon and past a house labeled as the home of Tartarin, the eponymous hero of Alphonse Daudet’s comic novel.  The castle in Tarascon is one of the oldest in Provence and a perfect example of a fortress castle.  In Tarascon we also saw a group of men playing boules on a quiet Sunday afternoon.  In the countryside we saw rice paddies.

Before dinner in Aix, Bob and I walked along the Cours Mirabeau where an antiques market was set up.  As one of our tour group commented, “There’s the same junk the world over.”  A band was setting up in one of the old city squares.

Dinner was at the hotel.  The menu was:  Provencal fish soup with rouille; roasted pork with sweet and sour sauce; rice; haricots verts; and apple tart.  Our guest at dinner was a local resident, an oenologist (wine expert).  He answered questions, and the purpose was to give us a chance to learn about modern life in Provence.  He expressed a strong fear and distrust of the Muslims and said France was turning into another Israel.  He told of news stories of Muslim girls in France being killed by male relatives for not wearing a head scarf.  

10 May (Monday)

After breakfast we walked around town before boarding the bus for a trip to Val Joanis, a vineyard and winery.  In the countryside we pass “bastides,” large country houses.  “Hotel particuliere” is the name for a city house of the well-to-families.  The three main crops of Provence traditionally were wheat, olive oil, and wine.  Gradually wheat has been replaced by fresh vegetables and fruits.

Vines were cultivated here as early as the Celto-Ligurians.  Fifteen percent of the wines of France are from Provence.  The rocky soil here is good for vines.  Stones in the soil hold the sun’s heat during the night so the roots are kept warm 24 hours.  In order to produce the best grapes, growers limit the growth and production of the vines.  Vines are kept knee high, severely pruned each year.  This reduces yield but improves quality of the crop.

Chateau Val Joanis is just outside the village of Pertuis.  Established in 1575, the vineyard’s first owner was Joanis, the ex-secretary of the King of Naples.  The land was a gift to him for meritorious service.  The estate was originally a Roman villa with vineyard.  Roman ruins can be found on the land.  There is evidence that the Celto-Ligurians cultivated vines on this site.  Catharine de Medici passed through here on her way to marry Francois I.  <www.val-joanis.com>

The estate has 400 hectares and half of the land is in vines and olive trees.  Much of the estate is woodland.  In 1936 and 1956 very cold winters killed many olive trees.  Our guide is Kareem, a staff member at Val Joanis.  French wines are produced according to rules, such as no artificial fertilizers, no irrigation, no mixing of grape varieties.  Good quality wines are designated A.O.C. = Appellation d’Origine Controlee.   The wines produced here and in vineyards of this region are collectively known as “Cotes du Luberon.”  Although established in the 16th century, the estate had fallen into disrepair.  The house, grounds, and vineyards had all been severely neglected.  In 1977 the Chantal family was searching for a vineyard to restore and purchased this one.  In addition to the vineyard the grounds include a terraced garden that the family has restored.  Kareem showed us through all the steps of the wine-making process in their facility, from bringing in the harvested grapes, to getting them into fermentation vats within 30 minutes of picking, to the huge oak aging barrels and finally the bottling line.

We ate lunch in the courtyard:  eggplant terrine, poached chicken, shredded zucchini with vinaigrette, grilled tomato Provencal, lettuce and goat cheese with olive oil, mixed fruit smoothie with whole strawberry garnish, and gaufrette.  This was one of the best meals of the trip, and was an extremely pleasant, high point of the trip.

On the bus, Simone gave us traditional Provencal recipes.

1) roast chicken 1 ½ hour with olive oil, lemon, salt and pepper, and herbes de Provence

2) cook eggplant, mash with herbs, lemon, olive oil

3) smear unbaked crust lightly with mustard, layer of Swiss or mozzarella cheese, sliced tomato, olive oil, herbs de Provence, bake 25 minutes

4) salmon with lemon and onion slices, wrap in foil; bake

Meanwhile we were riding past many picturesque perched villages in ochre yellow stone.  We drove through the Alpilles along a road named for Jean Moulin.  He was a resistance fighter and organizer for southern France.  He met Charles de Gaulle in London during the early years of WWII and then parachuted into the Alpilles mountains to take up his work.  He was captured by the Germans, tortured, and died of the injuries.  He is now buried in the Pantheon in Paris.


We drove through St. Remy with a stop in Glanum, just outside the present day village.  Glanum was the site of a 20 A.D. Roman settlement and we saw the archway entry to the city and a mausoleum built by the children to their father and grandfather who had become Roman citizens.  In St. Remy we drove by the psychiatric hospital St. Paul de Mausole (mauseoleum) where Vincent Van Gogh spent a year being “cured.”  It was later used as a WWI prisoner of war camp.  Albert Schweitzer was interred here for a time.  It was here that Van Gogh received inspiration for his cypress and olive tree paintings.  He was depressed and lonely, and he saw the cypress as a lonely tree.  During his stay here he painted “Starry Night” and “Self Portrait.”  He was declared cured and released from the hospital.  Two months later he committed suicide.  Princess Caroline of Monaco has a home in this village.

As we drove through the Alpilles we saw many stone quarries that are not open-air, but cut tunnel-like into the mountain flank.  One has been turned into an indoor museum and film theatre.  

Simone’s English is good enough but her pronunciation is often eccentric.  I’m sure we’re just as bad in French.  She amuses us when she pronounces the “w” in “sword” and says muskels for “muscles” and van gog for “Van Gogh.”   

In the village of Les Baux no cars are allowed.  Our bus parks at the bottom of the hill and we walk up into the village, which is perched on a rocky promontory.  This is one of the most beautiful villages in Provence.  It now seems to have no life but to serve tourists.  It is the second most visited site in France outside Paris, according to Simone.  (The #1 most visited site is Mont St. Michel.)  Lovely at it is to appearances, it is clearly only a stage set now.  We have an hour to walk around the village.  This village is not fully intact like other perched village we have seen.  This area was a stronghold of Protestantism, so in 1632 Louis XIII ordered the castle and walls destroyed.

We quickly visit the Santons museum, probably the tiniest museum in the world.  Exquisite 18th and 19th century Santons are displayed in glass cases in a darkened room about the size of a modest American bedroom.  These “little saints” originated in Provence during the French Revolution.  Before the Revolution, a living nativity was a Provencal Christmas tradition.  The entire village would parade along the streets of the village to the church.  Thus the nativity scene included not only the Holy Family, the magi, and the shepherds, but also French villagers from all walks of life.


The leaders of the Revolution in the late 18th century forbade public displays of religion.  The villagers of Provence were forced to celebrate Christmas quietly, creating manger scenes within the privacy of their own homes.  Around the cowshed where the child Jesus was born were the usual biblical personalities, but enhanced with all the characters familiar to village life.  Like the public processions, the in-home displays were enlarged with people from daily Provencal life such as the fisherman, the baker, the mayor, the lavender woman, and so on.  The tradition remains strong in Provence to this day with elaborate manger scenes in each home in December.

Real Santons are made of clay, never wood or other materials.  The clay figure is formed in a hand-carved mold.  Once out of the mold, the Santon is left to dry for up to two months.  Then it goes into the oven to be fired.  Finally the Santon is painted and clothed.  The process is slow and is usually done as a family business.

As we depart the village and the bus rolls down the hillside, the scenery is pure Van Gogh—olive trees and cypresses.  The aluminum ore bauxite is named for this village because this is where it was first discovered.  Bauxite is no longer mined here in quantity because cheaper ore is available from Africa.  Baux comes from the Provencal word for rock.  

We drive past the Via Aurelia, an old Roman road.  We speed through a village called Mouries, which produces A.O.C. olive oil, the best in France.  We learn that olive trees flower in June; the green olives are harvested in September; the ripe olives are harvested in January and either eaten or pressed for oil.  To get 1 liter of oil requires 5 kilograms of olives.  We are reminded of the long life of an olive tree and the long latency before it comes into production.  A Provencal saying goes like this:  Plant an almond tree for your son and an olive tree for your grandson.  A sign in town advertises a bull-fight.  We learn that these are held frequently but not necessarily weekly and are seen as a way of keeping the old traditions alive.  

To return to Aix our bus follows Nationale Sept (Highway 7).  This highway is the main southward highway from Paris to Provence.  The highway is famous in the French culture for it signifies going on vacation.  Charlotta played for us an iconic French song from the 1950s, called “Route Nationale Sept.”  The words of the song are roughly “we’re so happy we’re on National 7, on our way to sunny Provence for vacation.”  The song was a tribute to the newly-introduced, paid vacation that made holidays in Provence and elsewhere possible for ordinary families.  The singer/composer was Charles Trenet, one of the last great French singers in the tradition of Maurice Chevalier.  He died in 2001.  

In the landscape we see a range of green hues from the black-green of the cypresses to the silver-green of the olive trees.  We see a variety of landscapes from flat fields, to rolling vineyards, to mountains.  We see rich agricultural fields and rocky crags with plant struggling to survive in cracks.  We see the brilliant blue of sky, sea, and rivers and everywhere bright flowers.  Provence is like a complete country in itself.  It has more variety than some nations.

Cezanne was a seminal artist for the modern movement.  Like Moses, he led painters to the promised land of new art but did not enter it himself.  He opened the door for modern painting with its focus on color and shape.  He died in 1906, and in 1907 Picasso and others had their first showing in Paris.  Picasso often said that he was most influenced by Cezanne.

Dinner this evening, back in Aix, was at L’Axquis, a very small, family-run restaurant.  We had asparagus soup, monk fish in pastry, and pot de crème au chocolat.  

11 May (Tuesday)

Our last full day in Provence and a free day.  While most of the group went shopping in the open-air markets of Aix, we climbed Montagne Sainte Victoire.  Charlotta gave us good directions on how to find the bus station and the trail.  From the bus station in Aix we took bus #10 that shuttles back and forth between Aix-en-Provence and the village of Vauvenargues with three stops along the way.  The bus driver alerted us to get off at the Barrage de Bimont stop.  From there we walked along a road about a mile to a dam, a large parking lot, and the trailhead.  And so we followed the trail to the summit.  The ascent was about 2500 feet and the path was very rough in places, suitable only for mountain goats.  It was a very hard trail.  But we persisted.  Along the way we passed and were passed repeatedly by a group of three climbers from Marseille:  Jean Paul, Chantal, and Sylvie. <JP.Perol@wanadoo.fr>  We took photos of each other for exchange via e-mail.  After three hours of climbing we reached the summit.  Just below the peak was a now-empty Priory with a dry fountain in the courtyard.  According to a sign, there may be a guide at the priory during the summer.  At the summit is a cross, visible from surrounding valleys.  The cross was under repair and cordoned off with plastic netting.  We descended the mountain on the opposite side from our upward climb.  The trail here was wide and smooth but much steeper than our upward trail.  Although the climb upward took 3 hours, the route was largely along a ridge so the elevation gain was relatively easy.  Not easy to be sure, but better than the route we took downward.  Our descent took only 1 ½ hours, but to have climbed up this route might have taken well over 3 hours.  The descent was so steep that Betsy fell a couple of times.  The trail exited at a parking lot on the highway about 2 kilometres from the village of Vauvenargues.  We walked along the highway, dodging fast-moving vehicles on the shoulderless road.  

In Vauvenargues we found our Marseille hikers already long-ensconced at a sidewalk café.  They invited us to join them and we had hot chocolate and apple tart.  I went in to the restaurant to use the bathroom and found a chamber of commerce brochure describing the village.  The town has a population of 800 and sits at the crossroads of two trails so that in the summer there is very high hiking traffic.  The chateau in the village was purchased by Picasso in his later years and he is buried there.  Our guides had never said a word about this, so I disbelieved what I had read or suspected my translation from French had been imperfect.  When we got home to Olympia, I checked the information on the Internet and sure enough, it was all true.  We walked over to the chateau and found the security gate locked and a sign posted saying generally, “The chateau is closed.  No visitors are ever allowed.  Do not ring.  Do not knock.”  The owner or manager seems to be a museum in Paris.

When we arrived, around 2:00 p.m., the village was shuttered and deserted.  No stores were open.  No people were on the street.  We wandered through the cobble-stoned streets, past golden stone houses with no sign of life.  By 3:00, however, the town had come to life.  The city hall had opened.  Two more cafes were now open and filled with customers.  As we walked around the village we found many streets named for martyrs of the French resistance during WWII.  There are about 6 busses a day between Vauvenargues and Aix-en-Provence.  We spent about 2 hours in the village before a return bus was scheduled to arrive.  As the bus arrived we saw several children getting off and being met by parents.  I later asked the bus driver, and he said those children attend school in Aix rather than in the village school.  The bus fare, one way, was about 1.5 euros per ticket.  We had earlier explored taking a taxi to the trailhead, which was estimated to cost 50 euros, one way.

In the evening our group had dinner at the hotel and a “graduation” ceremony in which we all had to either give a poem, reading, skit, song, or similar performance or be asked some questions about what we had learned.  Bob and Betsy wrote some new words to Frere Jacques about our trip and with a group of three others, led the group in singing it.  

Charlotta, Charlotta.

Simone speaks.  Simone speaks.

Jean-Pierre drives us.

Jean-Pierre drives us.

Here’s the bus.  Don’t be late.

Rousillon, Rousillon.

Ochre red, ochre red.

Where are the boutiques,

Where are the boutiques,

We want to shop.  We want to shop.

Starry night. Starry night.

Olive trees. Olive trees.

Beautiful Provence.

Beautiful Provence.

Where’s the wine?  We want wine.

One couple did a humorous skit about making wine.  Another couple had written new words to “Starry Night” by Dan McLean, now entitled “Sunny Days.”  One woman had been making watercolor sketches throughout the trip and she passed around her notebook.  The sketches were so exquisite we all wanted to buy a page or two from her.

Dinner was tomato and mozzarella salad; roasted chicken with spring vegetables and artichokes; chocolate mousse.

12 May

We met very early in the hotel lobby where juice and muffins had been set out for us.  Our bus was standing by to take us to the airport for our 7:40 a.m. flight onward toward home.  On the Frankfurt to Chicago flight, we had a small group of LDS missionaries on their way home from the Madrid, Spain mission.

In Minneapolis we picked up our rental car and checked in to our hotel.  We discovered that a bottle of concentrated lavender scent, carefully wrapped in Betsy’s pajamas to protect it, had leaked into Bob’s carry on bag.  Both Bob’s and Betsy’s pajamas were so drenched in the scent that they were unwearable.  Two runs through the Laundromat reduced the scent just enough to make them tolerable.

13 May

Today was Nicholas’ graduation from the University of Minnesota with the M.A. in Communication Disorders.  We met our granddaughter Adelyn Elisabeth Schafer for the first time and she immediately stole our hearts.  The celebratory graduation dinner for the five of us was at Oceanaire on Nicollet Ave.

14 May (Friday)

We spent the day with Nicholas, Janet and Adelyn.  We walked along the Mississippi River and had dinner at their apartment.

15 May

We drove to Ames for a brief visit.  Bob visited his old department, spending some time with the new department chair, Paul Lasley.  We took Lydia to lunch at a new restaurant in the Somerset Village housing development in north Ames.  We walked around campus and our old neighborhood, seeing our former home on Country Club Blvd.  We visited with Joe and Eileen Cheney.

16 May (Sunday)

We attended church with Nicholas and Janet, and Bob participated in blessing Adelyn.  Carolyn and Drew Thomas and Carolyn’s mother were also there, since they all live in the same ward.  After church we went to the Thomas’ and had dinner together.  The Thomas family has a long tradition of a grand Sunday evening dinner cooked by Drew.

17 May

And at last we were on our way home.  On the flight from Chicago to Portland, a fellow passenger in coach was Howard Dean.  Sitting in a center seat as that.  How low can you go?!  He was no longer surrounded by crowds of reporters and supporters as only a few months ago.  (For future reference, Howard Dean was the apparently strongest candidate for the Democratic nomination for President.  But at the February Iowa caucus and succeeding state primaries and caucuses, his lead and support disappeared and he dropped out of contention for the candidacy.)  We looked for the reporters or others who might be at the airport to greet him, but there was nothing.  He was on his own.  In the newspaper the next day we read that he had come to Oregon to stand by and help the current Democratic favorite, John Kerry.


Notes From Lecture 1 – History of Provence, 5 May 2004

Geography – Provence was covered by ocean.  Rock is sedimentary, limestone.  Cliffs of Cassis are limestone.  Many fossils, including sea creatures such as sea urchins, and dinosaurs.  The latter were first discovered only 4 years ago. 

In 1985, off the cliffs of Cassis, a scuba diver found a tunnel 110’ below the surface with hand prints and cave paintings.  The cave is from 24,000 B.C.  Paintings dated from 16,000 B.C.  This is long before Bronze Age.  The first such signs of humans discovered so far east along the Mediterranean Sea.  Access to this cave is only by the sea tunnel, which has protected the contents.  At the time the tunnel was used, the ice age had lowered the level of the seas and the cave was inland and not flooded.  This is one proof of climate change.  Cave also has paintings of penguins.

Fortified settlements established on hill tops.  Hill forts.  

Aix was a pre-historic site.  A Gallic city.  Statue heads found in excavated site.  Romans destroyed pre-historic city.  Some of the statue fragments are enemy heads, made by the Romans of their Gallic enemies.  Celto-Ligurians were pre-Roman.  Ligurians extended from Genoa to Rhone River.  About 900 B.C. Celts settled in Central Europe, moving toward the Atlantic.  Mixed with Ligurian population.

600 BC Greeks came to Provence coast, settled Massilia (Marseille).  Greek city for 5 ½ centuries.  No monuments saved from this time.  Broken columns, pottery fragments and coins, however, have been found.  In 1960s a Greek wall was uncovered.  Greeks brought olive tree and vines.  Greek cities along the coast.  Celto-Ligurians were inland from the coast in co-existence.  Other Greek cities were Antibes, Albia, Agatae on the Catalonian coast.  Greeks came seeking raw materials—tin, amber.  Those two commodities were not available in Grecian world.  Rhone River was a major route north.

125 BC major attack planned by Celto-Ligurians against Greek Marseille, so Greeks called for help from Rome.  General Sexius helped but took over.  Destroyed Gallic city on the hill, but stayed at a downhill site and founded Aquae Sexius, (now Aix-in-Provence), the oldest Roman city in Provence.

Major Roman monuments in Nimes (temple), Orange (theatre).  Pont du Gard aqueduct to Nimes.

In Aix the Roman city was north and somewhat west of present day Cours Mirabeau.  In Cathedral the north wall incorporates part of the ancient Roman forum.  A parking garage in the city is over Roman mosaics.  Mosaic pavements from Aix are now found in Old Getty Museum in L.A.

The past is always being rediscovered in the cities and in the countryside and in the sea.

The wine vats of a Roman winery were found on a farm.  A Roman ship was found below Marseille harbor.  Cousteau found many shipwrecks in Marseille and on the coast.  An undersea shipwreck with a cargo of Italian wine in amphoras was found and dated to 70-50 BC.

Arles in Roman period had forum, theatre, coliseum.  In medieval time amphitheatre transformed, filled with houses and towers added to wall to make it a mini-fortified city.   Early 19th century began protection and restoration of monuments.  They then destroyed what was built during middle ages n order to restore the Roman monument.

After Roman empire collapsed cities in Provence shrunk.  Not till 18th century did Aix regain the size it had during Roman times.  In Middle Ages Aix very small city clustered around the Count’s home.  In 15th century city walls were still evident with many towers.  Today only one tower remaining, on the NW corner of old city.  15th century Roi Rene, whose statue is on Cours Mirabeau, was last of independent Counts of Provence.  Died in 1480, and in 1481 Provence was annexed to France.  Today’s café terraces are on site of medieval city wall, which was southern edge of the city.  In 1640s extension of city to the south to create Mazarin District on a grid system.  Until French Revolution many, many religious buildings—monasteries and convents.  Confiscated during revolution and the monks, nuns, expelled.  Old city north of Cours Mirabeau shows medieval organization of space, narrow winding streets, tightly-packed buildings.  In 1787 a plan developed for “urban renewal” of city which would have destroyed the medieval section.  French Revolution stopped the planned destruction.  However, the Palace of the Count was destroyed.  The trees on main street once were elms.  Died from disease and in 1840s all replaced with plane (aka sycamore) trees.  Aix has only monument in France, dated 1792, to the French Revolution—in city hall square, justice figure atop and figures of Moses and Europe, also African man asking for protection of the law because the French assembly at that time was debating slavery in the French colonies.  Mirabeau artistocrat chosen to represent Provence in National Assembly being called by the king, 1789.

In mid 19th century Aix had not grown but city wall was being removed and replaced by the trees.  Aix population 

1789 30,000

1950 50,000

2004 140,000

Why?  (1) Since 13th century Aix was provincial capital but after French Revolution capital moved to Marseille.  (2) Main railroad from Mediterranean to Paris bypassed Aix; therefore industrial revolution bypassed Aix.  “Long period of gracious sleep.”  Today central Aix retains 18th century look.  Marseille explosive growth from 19th to 20th century.  Marseille is almost nothing but 19th century architecture.  In 1860s were built Chamber of Commerce, Cathedral, and Canal Palace.  At this time Aix, to keep up, created fountain at entrance to Cours Mirabeau.  1950s Aix began to grow, new developments on the west.   Tree-lined blvd rings the city.




Notes from Lecture 2 - Art of Provence, 8 May 2004

Focus on Paul Cezanne 1838-1906 and Vincent Van Gogh 1853-1890

Cezanne born and died in Aix.  Most of life in Aix.  Few years in Paris when meets impressionists.  Van Gogh begins painting in 1880, spends 1 year in Arles and 1 year in neighboring town.  In 10-year painting career spent only 2 years in Provence but at height of his career then.  

Both are post-impressionists, as also are Lautrec, Seurat, and Gaugin.  These 5 are the post-impressionists.  The direction of their art was due to working in Provence, due to the light.  Impressionists use effects of light of the north—fog, hazy.  Interested not in objects but in the envelope, the atmosphere surrounding objects.  Cezanne interested in form, almost sculptural painter.  Van Gogh interested in color—strong, vivid, intense.

Cezanne – Impressionists had visible brush work, broken brush work.  Radical technique.  Impressionists also had new idea not to mix color on the palette but on canvas, optical color mixing.  Considered father of modern art.  Background equally important and an integral part of the design.  Different from the impressionists, he worked very slowly, methodically.  There are 800 Cezanne paintings.  Only 12 are signed.  Perhaps others were not finished.

Cezanne’s father’s hat shop on Cours Mirabeau near statue of King Rene.  Look left toward Deux Garcons restaurant, see on an upper floor a sign “Chapellerie.”  Father became banker, rich.  Provided small allowance to Paul, then Paul inherited the money.  Allowed him to paint and not worry about earning money.  Painted Montagne Sainte Victoire 50 times.  Painted 125 still lifes.  100 have apples.  In still life used exaggeration, distortions to give vitality, expression and movement.  His still life paintings not static.  Matisse and Picasso interested in Cezanne.  Cezanne eliminated conventional perspective; very much a lead-in to Picasso.  Cezanne’s sea is a flat triangle of blue.  Treated nature as cones, sphere, rectangles, triangles.  Late career he nearly cubist, patchwork-quilt style.  Best friend was Emile Zola, also resident of Aix.

Van Gogh came south to get in touch with nature.  Used broken brush work to create decorative effect.  A purpose in coming to Provence was to see the light.  In 1st 2 weeks he did 14 paintings of the spring orchards.  200 oil paintings in one year.  Also came to Provence because wanted to see Cezanne.  Uses complementary colors:  blue-orange; red-green; yellow-violet.  The yellow house in Arles.  Van Gogh a replacement child, the brother born before him died infancy.  He put sunflowers in yellow house to welcome Gaugin.  Lived with Gaugin only 2 months.  Couldn’t get along.  Van Gogh emotionally charged while Gaugin tranquil.




Notes on Lecture 3 – Importance of the Catholic Church in the Middle Ages, 9 May 2004

7 popes outside Rome

Theodosius made Christianity official and mandatory state religion.  At end of Roman empire political and religious unity.  Now Christians can worship and celebrate openly.

(1) Omnipresence

Now Christians build cathedral in city center, usually on the site of the roman forum and cathedral and bell tower will be largest, tallest, most important building in city.  Villages were also transformed with big, prominent church.  Church is also present where no people are, e.g. monastery.  Monastery invented in Egypt, hermits in desert.

410 A.D. Honorat arrived in Provence from Egypt.  Established 1st monastery in Provence on island off Cannes.  St. Honorat Island.  Remains prominent monastery.  Many church leaders studied here, e.g., St. Patrick.

Church everywhere—in cities, villages, and deserted places.

(2) Unity

political unity lost with fall of roman empire.  Provence among last areas to fall.  422 A.D. Arles taken by Germanic barbarians, Visigoths.  Final end of Roman empire in Europe.  Split into many kingdoms.  Brief period of unity under Carolingians (Charlemagne).  Breaks down again into feudal system.  Many, many centers of power.  A castle in every village.  During Middle Ages much nostalgia for political unity of the Roman Empire but impossible.  So Church says, at least we will have religious unity.  History of church a constant battle to enforce unity.

Religious ideas from east moving toward west.  Zoroaster in Persia (Zarathustra) centuries before Christ.  Followers of these ideas are Cathars (the pure ones).  Catharism moves into Languedoc.  Rhone River separates Provence and Languedoc.  Toulouse main city of Languedoc.  Languedoc rich, vast, civilized area, especially in comparison to other areas of western Europe in Middle Ages; where first poets, troubadours came from; first to use popular language; first literature of Western Europe, chivalric poetry.  In Divine Comedy Dante meets 4 troubadours from Southern France.  Problem in Languedoc is many people leaving church and adopting ideas of Zoroaster.  This group called the Albigensians, a large group of Cathars.

Pope Innocent III upset at cathars, decides to solve problem by crusade against Albigensians.  Terrible episode.  Crusaders from north massacre, destroy the cities, lands, 1209-1229.

Consequences:  (1) Inquisition created.

                          (2) Map of Europe changed.  Count of Toulouse defeated, his kingdom given to King of France, greatly expanded France and gave it land extending from Atlantic to Mediterranean.  First great European power on Mediterranean.  King of France now has border on Rhone.

                           (3) Pope acquires sovreignity over Avignon.  Avignon and Vaucluse now given to Pope after being taken away from Count of Toulouse.

(3) Supremacy

Church not satisfied only with supremacy in religious matters but also claims political superiority.  Pope higher than king or emperor.  Pope Boniface VIII (one of strongest popes) vs. Philip IV, le Bel.  Point of contention is monasteries.  Pope demanded 10% of monastery produce from their vast lands.  But Philip needs the money, too, so he demands the 10% for himself.  Pope threatens excommunication of Philip.  King puts Pope on trial.  Philip considered the first modern king.  Gets lawyers who accuse Pope of many crimes.  Trial can only occur if general council called.  So King attempted to have Pope kidnapped in 1303 from his vacation home:  The Anagni Incident.  Kidnapping was staged by French soldiers and family that feuds with Pope’s family in Rome.  But kidnapping not successful.  Boniface is roughed up, frightened, and dies soon after. 

Newly chosen Pope is French! rather than Italian, and was not even a Cardinal before becoming pope.  Clement V (chosen in 1305).  Had been Archbishop of Bordeaux.  Refuses to be pope, afraid to go to Rome.  Pressured by King Philip.  Remains in Bordeaux, France to mediate between Louis VII and Henry II.  French Louis VII divorced wife Eleanor of Aquitaine.  She marries Henry II of England, giving him title as Duke of Aquitaine.  

1309 Clement V moves to Avignon to organize a general council.  “I should be in Rome but circumstances prevent.”

1314 Clement V dies.  Funeral in Avignon.  Takes 26 months to choose new pope.  All seven popes that reign from Avignon are French.

1316 John XXII.  Good organizer; rules from Bishop’s Palace.  He had been Bishop of Avignon.

1334 Benedict XII.  Builds the Pope’s Palace in 1335.

1342 Clement VI

1352 Innocent VI

1362 Urban V.  Goes to Rome for 3 years and then returns to Avignon.

1370 Gregory XI.  Goes to Rome, dies in Rome.

70 years of Popes in Avignon.  Next pope after Gregory XI is Italian and resides in Rome.  At this time have 16 cardinals, 13 of whom are French.  French cardinals regret their choice of Italian for Pope and choose another Pope.  Now have 2 popes.  The Great Schism from 1378-1417.

Result for Avignon:  sleepy city booms with growth, building; universities, culture, art.

14th century among worst in Europe – epidemics, war, famine

The Avignon Paradox:  14th century was the golden century for Avignon.

