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life is threatened at the root,
and my steps are wavering.”
This year Gachet’s house

was opened to the publie, also
under Janssens’ careful
stewardship. Again, it remains
very much as the doctor left it
- his son lived a hermit-like
existence there, refusing even
running water, into the 1960s.

-The house is presented

stripped of fussy museum
clutter = just a few wall
projections, a print made by
Vincent in Gachet’s upstairs
studio, the garden table where
the doctor’s artist friends
lunched, and at which Vincent
painted his portrait. In the
garden we peeked in at the
old outside loo, complete with
the original stone seat that
had received the buttocks of
Cézanne, Pissarro, Renoir an
many more.

Later that aflernoon we
dropped in on the 17th-cen~
tury Chateau d’Auvers, where
one glimpse of people walk-"
ing around with infra-red
headsets, off to board an
indoor railway carriage that
would take them past Ile de
France landscapes, and -
preparing for a 3D film of Van
Gogh'’s Last Days, sent us
scurrying back down the hill,
aware of the fate that might
have befallen the room where
he died.

That night we ate at the
auberge. It was crowded with"
local families, the odd couple
from Paris, people from
neighbouring towns, Word
has got out about the cooking
— dishes from the recipe book
of the original patron, Arthur

. Ravoux, and other authentic

19th-century sources: superb

Van Gogli's day, which means that many of Its vistas and bulldlngs, such as the church, are In

marinated herring and
salmon, “seven-hour lamb™
that had been simmering all
day, a chocolate mousse to
bring tears to your eyes —
terrines, pots and bowls all -
brought from kitchen to table,
containing more than you
could eat.

Early on Sunday morning,
we walked up to the cemetery
on the outskirts of the village
where Vincent and his .
brother, Theo, are buried,
side by side, their graves
intertwined with ivy brought
from Dr.Gachet’s garden. The
leaves bore a rather macabre
dust — many people ask for
their ashes fo be strewn on
the graves. A note among the
foliage read “Dear Vincent, I
pray you are happy now”. And
there were others, some
mawkish, a few surreal, ., - :

We left the graveyard, and .
walked out through the clear
air of the wheat fiélds. The .
skies were cloudless, the sun
was warm, and crows rose

from the corn. We might have

been peasants passing
through a Van Gogh land-
scape — except that the
weather he describes to Theo
is more ominous. “They are
vast stretches of corn under
troubled skies,” he wrote,
“and I did not have to go out
of my way very much to
express sadness, exireme
loneliness”. g .
The paintings of the wheat’

fields were among his last.
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