


his study of painting until he
ran away and shipped as a
sailor. That act of rebellion
had made his family allow
him to study at the Beaux
Arts, but soon he had military
service to do, and he had be-
gun to paint in his head, for
lack of another chance.
When he got out of the army
he found he was a Cubist,
malgré lui — he'd never
heard of Cubism before he
started practising it. But the
Cubists had a formula and
that had alienated him. So he
threw away Cubism and
started hunting for his own
style.

Intrigued by the identity of this
mysterious Provengal painter |
thought of Auguste Chabaud (1882-
1955). The excellent work by Ray-
- mond Charmet, Auguste Chabaud
(La Bibliotheque des Arts, Paris,
1973) together with information
kindly provided by Monsieur Louis
Malbos, Conservateur du Musée
Granet in Aix-en-Provence, who
personally knew Chabaud and ad-
mired his works and Le Chénier, a
Provengal painter, reinforced my
intimate conviction. What we know
indeed about Chabaud fits with E.
Sergeant’s version of her friend’s
life and personality. Auguste Cha-
baud, born in Nimes, beionged to
the small bourgeoisie. After an un-
successful start in business, his
father had taken a modest teach-
ing job. However, in 1890 the Cha-
bauds’ situation improved when
they inherited the fine estate of
Graveson south of Avignon includ-
ing an important vineyard (cf. Ser-
geant: ‘‘the wild man from a Pro-
vengal vineyard’). But contrary to
the Sergeant version, Auguste’'s
parents did not oppose their son’s
artistic vocation which the child
manifested at a tender age. His fa-
ther was himself a peintre ama-
teur. He was also fond of literature
and music. Charming, good-na-
tured, with Bohemian dispositions,
he certainly was the kind of person
who could understand the chiid's
aspirations. Madame Chabaud, the

daughter of a Cevenol minister
was more strict. A woman of ex-
ceptional energy, she had the
heavy task of managing the estate,
fields and vineyard. She had a gen-
uine sense of dignity and at the
same time she was extremely gen-
erous and kindhearted.

Even if we may suppose that she
would have preferred for her son a
more settled position, she did not
attempt to discourage her son’s
calling. Often, when the young art-
ist in Paris ran short of money, she
would send him welcome subsi-
dies. In 1896 or '97 Auguste’s par-
ents allowed him to leave high
school and take, instead, the
courses of the local School des
Beaux Arts. In 1899 the young man
left Avignon for Paris where, as
mentioned by Sergeant, he at-
tended les Beaux Arts and also
worked in the studios of painters
like Carriére where he met promis-
ing people such as Matisse, De-
rain, Laprade, Puy.

Around 1900 the Chabauds’
vineyard suffered heavily from the
phylioxera disease which badly af-
fected wine crops in France at that
time. No longer able to support
their son in Paris, they asked him
to return to Provence and find a job
less hazardous than painting. Au-
guste complied with his parents’
wishes as reported by Sergeant
(but not as an act of rebellion). He
shipped on a boat owned by the
Fraissinet Company. His boat plied
along the shores of Africa and dur-
ing the six months his career as a
sailor lasted the young man sorted
in his mind lores of violent colors
and impressions he was to use
later in his paintings. Upon the
death of his father at the end of
May, 1901, he returned to Grave-
son. Letting his mother take care
of the estate (as she already did)
he preferred to take long walks in
the country around, drawing in-
numerable (and often remarkabie)
sketches on sheets of brown
paper. Chabaud was not exactly
the kind of rebellious young man
depicted by Sergeant, though, no
doubt, her romantic version of the
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artist bent upon the pursuit of his
ideal had much appeal to Willa Ca-
ther, herself totally dedicated to
the cause of art.

Later, as indicated by Sergeant,
Chabaud did his military service
(from 1903-1906) in Tunisia. in an
unpublished narrative in which he
represented himself as the painter
Michaud (Le Tambour Révolu-
tionnaire) hjs recollections curi-
ously echo Sergeant’s report [p.
114] (*‘he had begun to paint in his
head for lack of any other
chance’’). Chabaud indeed writes
of his alter ego that during military
drill or marches he learnt to mem-
orize what he saw and select es-
sential details, because he could
not use his sketch book. E. Ser-
geant dates Chabaud’s cubism
back to the end of his military ser-
vice. Actually, what Chabaud inau-
gurated at that time was his ‘‘Fau-
ve period,”’ certainly the most cre-
ative and the most original one in
his career. He did not exhibit at the
1905 Salon d’Automne at which
the art critic Louis Vauxcelles was
reported to exclaim ‘‘Donateilo
chez les Fauves!'’ upon noticing
a small statue by Albert Marque
surrounded by the flamboyant
paintings of Vlaminck, Marquet,
Derain and Matisse. But as early
as 1906 the vigor and intensity of
Chabaud'’s colors and volumes en-
titted him to be recognized on of
the Fauves and to take part with
them in the Saion des Indépen-
dants and the Salon d’Automne
of 1907.

In the recent past several inter-
national exhibitions dedicated to
the ““Fauve’’ painters included a
number of works by Chabaud (Aix-
en-Provence, 1960: Tokyo, 1965;
“Le Fauvisme Frangais” Musée
National d’Art Moderne, Paris,
1966; New York, 1968). What is es-
pecially interesting about Ser-
geant’s discussion of Chabaud’s
art is that, as early as 1913, she
was stressing his ‘‘Fauve’’ charac-
teristics which were little known
until 1950 the year when several
major paintings were discovered in
Chabaud’'s studio at Graveson.



Dealing with portraits of prostitutes
or interiors of maisons closes
Chabaud did not want these paint-
ings exhibited for fear of embar-
rassment to his family. Bold, su-
perb, they unmistakably bear the
mark of a Fauvist temperament. E.
Sergeant had ample opportunity to
get acquainted with this original
aspect of Chabaud's art during her
prolonged stay (several months al-
together) in southern France in
1913.  She indeed visited the
French Riviera in the company of
her friend, Mrs. James F. Muir-
head, the wife of a Scottish pub-
lisher. Then she settied in Avignon
in early spring as evidenced by the
following passage:

Springtime really is merry,
sensuous, expansive in Pro-
vence ... If | wrote {Willa Ca-
ther] of the yellow irises flam-
ing in the ditches, and the tall
black cypresses piercing the
blue like arrows, she matched
me with the yellow mustard in
the tragic theatre at Arles and
the little willows of Avignon
resting their elbows in the
flooded Rhone. (p. 96)

Judging from what she writes (p.
97) she met the Provengal élite
during that stay in the Midi:

There was plenty more, espe-
cially about the Provencal

poets, artists and writer
whom | met through my
French literary friends in

Paris; or through my Scotch
hosts at the Avignon pen-
sion.

Regarding these Provengal per-
sonalities, one cannot fail to men-
tion Sergeant’s encounter with
Frederic Mistral at his house in
Maillane. In the company of two
curés and a nun, she left Arles
where she was staying with the
Soeurs Gardes Malades and

dressed as an Arlésienne, paid a
visit to the old poet. Mistral ‘‘with

his goatee and his sombrero on the
back of his head’’ was sitting in his
garden drinking eau sucrée. Ser-
geant was presented to him as a
true Arlésienne by the two cures.
Mistral was so pleased with the de-

ception that he invited the young
American to the fétes given by the
Felibrige, his literary group writing
in the Provencal language.

A picture of E. Sergeant in Arlé-
sienne dress can be seen in Willa
Cather, A Pictorial Memoir. (p. 56)
It conforms to the description she
gives of herself in her Memoir (p.
98) as ‘‘a perfect counterfeit of the
native article, headdress, fichu,
black bodice . . . and Roman nose
included." This picture is of consi-
derable interest when confronted
with a portrait painted by Chabaud
entitled ‘‘Portrait of Miss S. S.”
This work is still in the possession
of a member of the Chabaud fami-
ly. A reproduction of it was given to
me by Monsieur Jean Chabaud,
one of Chabaud’s sons when he
kindly allowed me to visit his fa-
ther's studio at Mas de Martin,
Graveson some time ago. Undeni-
ably the elegant model painted by
Chabaud and the lovely Arlésienne
of the photograph reproduced in
Pictorial Memoir are the very
same person, the young Elizabeth
S. Sergeant. The mysterious sau-
vage Sergeant alluded to in the
passage already quoted (. . . my
portrait was painted by a Cubist
from a vineyard — un sauvage, a
wildman...a ‘‘Fauve” .. .)is then
no other than Chabaud himself as
definitely established by the com-
parison between the photograph
and the painting. They both corre-
spond to the year 1913 and to Ser-
geant’s prolonged stay in the south
of France. In the ‘‘Portrait of Miss
S. S.”” the young American is
painted side-face. Her ‘‘Roman
nose’’ the curve of which has been
softened in the three-quarter face
photograph, is revealed by the
thick outline technique used by
Chabaud, so is the rather promi-
nent cheekbone hardly marked on
the photograph. In both pictures
the hairdressing is similar, sois the
shape of the ear, chin and the am-
ple breast which in the Belle Epo-
que days embodied the very es-
sence of feminity. In the portrait
Sergeant is not in Arlésienne
dress. She perhaps wears one of
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her fashionable Paris frocks. How-
ever, the armchair on which she
sits is unmistakably of Provengal
design. The portrait is infinitely
more expressive than the photo-
graph. The painter has captured a
kind of inner radiance which il-
lumines the whole face, intelligent
and graceful. The attitude of the
body is natural and supple, beauti-
fully alive. It is certainly one of the
best works by Chabaud.

E. Sergeant describes le sau-
vage not only as a Fauve but as a
Cubist. Chabaud’s admirers ig-
nored this aspect of his art almost
completely. Even during Cha-
baud'’s cubist period very few peo-
ple mentioned the painter’s experi-
ments. In 1911 the critic Jean
Granie included Chabaud among
the only seven genuine (so he
thought) representatives of Cubism
such as Metzinger, La Fresnaye,
Lhote. Later the poet Apollinaire
ranked Chabaud with the cubists
instinctifs such as Dufy and Jean
Puy. So, at that time, Sergeant was
one of the very rare persons fami-
liar with this side of Chabaud’s art.
Later, of course, Chabaud's limited
venture in cubism was practically
forgotten all the more so as none
of his cubist paintings were pre-
served, as far as we know. It is only
fairly recently that photographs
showing Chabuad’s studio in Paris
were discovered, clearly revealing
cubish paintings along the walils.
However, Chabaud’s cubism is of
a special nature. Today, art critics
would perhaps hesitate to regard it
as genuine. Indeed, contrary to
what Picasso or Braque did, Cha-
baud does not disjoint reality to re-
construct it in an arbitrary way. He
only resorts to geometrica! lines
and volumes. Persons and objects
remain perfectly indentifiable. Cha-
baud knew Picasso’s experiments.
Berthe Weil in 1910 displayed in
her gallery some of his works to-
gether with those of Matisse, Dufy,
Marquet and Picasso. But Cha-
baud, as reported by Sergeant, did
not find much satisfaction in the
cubist “formula.” So he ‘‘threw it
away’’ to quote Sergeant again.












Festival. The improvised seating
did not look secure and | asked M.
Gervaud if the bucket-like seats
were safe. He told me that a cou-
ple of years previous, his wife's
seat had upset and she had broken
her foot, but the authorities had
declared no such thing could have
happened, as the structure em-
bodied safety. (Shades of Bureau-
crats everywherel)

| could imagine Cather’s agony
over the present (albeit artistic)
use of the Papal Courtyard.

We climbed countless stairways
in the Palace and viewed ancient
murals, present for six hundred
years. We saw painted portraits of
the seven Avignon popes. The
guide (who spoke fair English) said,
“If you wonder why all these popes
look alike, the same model was
used for all the portraits.”

Security must be maintained, al-
though guards were not particular-
ly in evidence, but recently a whole
room of tapestries had been stolen
frem the Palace. Those remaining
hung timeless on the ancient walls.

| could have lingered until sun-
set about the Palace, the Cathe-
dral, and the Gardens where peo-
ple strolled all day long. Every turn
of the road brought new splashes
of color, new evidences of con-
stant care. As | looked out over the
Rhone River and the red roofs of
Avignon (they are of red tile) | could

not believe | was standing where
Willa Cather stood eighty years -

ago.

How much we have missed that
she did not live to complete her
story of those early days of life in
this historic and fascinating set-
ting.

Viola Borton, president of the
WCPM and Mildred R. Bennett,
chairman of the Board, attended
the Governor's Travel Industry
Conference, 1982, in North Platte
on February 4 and 5. The Willa Ca-
ther Pioneer Memorial received a
Merit Events Award for our 1981
annual Spring Conference featur-
ing Maya Angelou.

THE STUDIO OF
AUGUSTE CHABAUD

Before we had made certain
plans to visit Provence, Mr. Jean
Chabaud, son of Auguste Chabaud,
Mas de Martin, Graveson, had in-
vited us, through Professor Michel
Gervaud to visit his father’s studio.

On a beautiful, warm afternoon
we drove into the yard of a Proven-
¢al farm. Madame Chabaud apolo-
gized for taking us through a part
of the house that was being replas-
tered, but we soon emerged into a
sunny backyard. Would we like to
visit Monsieur’s studio? We cer-
tainly wouid.

A large structure, two  stories
high, stood in the backyard of the
premises. We entered through an
unpretentious wooden door and
looked around. On all the walls
hung paintings of M. Chabaud's
work, and by the staircase winding
to the second floor stood a work of
his sculpture. The display room
was large, the paintings impres-
sive,

But what we wanted to see was
the portrait of Miss S. S. as it had
been so listed in the art maga-
zines, M. Jean Chabaud brought it
out and stood it in the right light for
us to admiire. Certainly the portrait
was that of Miss Sergeant. As we
were talking M. Gervaud went over
and picked up the painting to look
on the back. Much to his and our
surprise, the inscription on the
back of the painting was ‘‘Miss E.
S. 8.” The “E” had been added
later than the original letters, but
was, his son said, unmistakably his
father’s handwriting.

We were all delighted since this

additional “‘E" confirmed our al- ,

ready certain opinion that Auguste
Chabaud had been le sauvage of
Miss Sergeant’s communications
with Willa Cather. The portrait was
one of his best paintings.

We peered into every part of the
old studio, admiring the work of a
man whose life spanned the first
half of this century, but much of
whose work has not always been
known to the world of art.
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The son and his wife invited us
inside their beautiful Provencal
farmhouse, where the old fireplace
in the kitchen could still be used to
cook meals, and where burnished
furniture at least three hundred
years old gleamed in the sunlight
which crept into the dining room,
where we, at the invitation of the
hospitable Chabauds sipped spark-
ling wine and talked of art, of farm-
ing in Provence,-and of our visit in
France.

Unfortunately we had to drive
back to Aix, and leaving with regret
this historic shrine, we thanked our
hosts and bid them goodbye. We
deeply appreciated their kind invi-
tation to visit them again.

I did not want to leave Elizabeth
Shepley Sergeant there in the stu-
dio, but perhaps that is where she
should be, a marvelous memory of
the artist’s work.

— Mildred R. Bennett

COTTONWOODS IN
AFRICA

Patrice Brown of Fullerton, Ne-
braska, sends the following infor-
mation, which, since cottonwoods
were Willa Cather's favorite trees,
we feel might be of interest to you.

Ms. Brown’s cousin, David Par-

- son, visited Sierra Leone, Africa, in

1980. With his photographs he
captured a native village in the
midst of which stood a dead cot-
tonwood tree. He learned that in
slave-trader days cottonwoods
stood in each village and com-
manded a look-out post for slave
traders. The lookout could warn
the people in time for them to flee
to safety. "

As Ms. Brown looked at the slide-
of the dead, sinister, cottonwood,
she noticed on a large branch a
huge vulture, looking right into the
camera. Not even the photograph-
er had seen it before. It looked at
them from its dead perch, a sym-
bol of the decay and evil of slavery.

In Freetown, Africa, stands a
giant cottonwood which is now an
historical landmark where the



slaves were once bought and sold
but years later, when some slaves
returned, they were set free be-
neath the tree — hence the name
Freetown.

CATHER IN VOGUE

Red Cloud’'s Mildred Bennett
and Vi Borton, chairman of the
Board and president, respectively,
of the Willa Cather Pioneer Memo-
rial Foundation, were in high glee
clutching a copy of Vogue maga-
zine last week at the Governor's

Travel Industry Conference at

North Platte.
They had scored an internation-
al coup in selling Catherland and

Nebraska. The magazine was the .

January issue of the British edition
of Vogue, and it featured 13 pages
of color photographs of British
models and Red Cloud children in
Catherland settings in a feature en-

_ titled Pioneer Fashions in Nebras-

ka.
Willa Cather quotes are used to
describe the old-fashioned settings

‘made famous in her novels.
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“The British models and a cam-
era crew spent a week with us in
June doing it,"”” said Mrs. Bennett.
“Of particular delight was their us-
ing so many Red Cloud children
with the models in such settings as
the old Dane Church and the little
red school house.”

“Oh, did we make it big,”" ex-
halted Mrs. Borton. “We've al-
ready had letters from Spain and
England wanting to know more
about Cather and Nebraska."

— Tom Allan
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