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Preface

Of all his contemporaries and painter friends, Monet was
the one who put in the most effort to advance the cause of
new painting. So much so that today, his name goes hand
in hand with the Impressionist movement, which probably
wouldn’t have seen the light of day without his involvement.
Like all revolutions, his began with the reevaluation and
calling into question of centuries-old painting traditions.
What Monet wanted was not to represent reality, nor to
idealize the model as the Old Masters did, but to paint
a visual feeling, to the detriment of details. To paint
emotions and impressions, to represent only one thing: his
perception— “The motif is something that’s secondary;
what I want to reproduce is what’s between the motif
and me.” Impressionism, therefore, owes its existence to
Monet’s gaze. “My God, what an eye!” Cezanne used to
say.

No upheaval of such magnitude can be accomplished
in one day. From the early break with tradition--painting
outdoors? Why, what a ridiculous idea!-- to the critical
disaster of the Salon of the Rejected--Monet’s first
impression--the slavish faithfulness to atmosphere and
light and the quest for the spontaneity of the moment—
akin to the one found in the then new art form known a
photography--was a lifelong journey.

And it is this journey that Salva Rubio and Ricard Efa
show us here, focusing on the human being behind the
icon: the vagaries of this quest, the trials and errors, the
reflections, everything that led him to become the painter
everybody knows today. By shifting the focus, by painting
the artist’s works and those of his friends from a different
point of view, Salva Rubio and Ricard Efa help us see
Monet’s art in a new light. Using a subtle mirror effect in
which the painter and his works become the models, they
enable us to enter the space that Monet was so fond of,
the space between the motif and the canvas. Under their
brushes, we witness the birth of a painter.

Hucues GaLL

DirecTor oF THE CLAUDE MONET FOUNDATION AND THE
GIVERNY MUSEUM



“My instincts lead me, in spite
of myself, to reckless activity that
swallows up my day-to-day life.
Like a beast grinding at the mill.
Feel sorry for me, my friend. "

Claude Monet



All right,
Mr. Monet.

Perfect. Now
don't move.

Get your friend to hold Get away from me!

Mornet; you silly etil, Mr. Clemencean! | said no surgery!

old coward!

I'd rather spend the rest
of my life half-blind than
to completely lose my
sight here and now!

)

Mr. Mortet, this ; ' Pull yourself together, Monet!
procedure is V(rtuallly — ! You were a chasseur in the French
pamlessé If we d?l? t — A Army of Africa, for heaven's sake!

operate, you Wi y

go blind soon.

There has to be
another way.

—

OK; Mr. Monet,
| need you to
hold very still.

No! I'm a
painter! | need
my eyes!

| mean it.




; You mean besides
You krow whag S the little show you
funny, Tigers put on back there?

| once told Lilla Cabot Perry
that | wished | had been
born blind and then suddenly
recovered my sight.

That way: | would have
started painting light and
color without knowing a thing &
about the objects in front of 4
me. As if | were seeing them 4
for the very first time.

Careful what you
wish for, my friend.

Giverny - 1923.

Well either way:; it was high
time you had those damn
cataracts removed. You've
had them since 1912.




Get some rest, old chap, while : " | don't want to rest!
| tend to your wine cellar. There's too much to do!

And how, esteemed old wreck, do you But my parels for They can wait and you can
presume to paint if you can't see anything? the Orangerie-- rest. | managed to run this
b country once, | think | can
handle your dear garden
for a few days.

-
Georges... _ No | am not Georges, what if | And what am |

reading you a | never see again® supposed to do for
bedbimg gcory' i s three days if
: o R | can't see?

There's only one
thing you can
See right now.
Think about it.

You're a beast of a
man, Monet. Nothing
can keep you down.




=3 My grief had robbed me of
The days had 1 all energy and motivation.
become strange | .

Time to go
to school!

Go ahead, 'l
Le Havre - 1857. catch up!

[bal l ...: A




The days seemed to go <
by faster in that prison L alpacy W

whenever | was drawing. with' authority bac 1.

| had no choice but to submit dc%f:[lﬁnéo:;d

to it: though, namely by helping
my father at the store. _ gobg\ée;s?he

That's Théodore!

one's Jules
Didier!

And
“Rufus Croutinelli”
has got to be
Henri Cassinelli/

Well if it isn't our
young artiste! I've been
meaning to introduce you
two for some time now!/




. S R RY T
Mr. Boudin, meet Mr. Oscar =
Monet, our very own Pleasure to meet you, Mr.
local celebrity. Moret. You have duite a gift.

Would you
like to paint
with me
sometime?

e loo

ailor than a painter...

n
z e
| managed to avoid him for
months, but once summer
break rolled around, | was

fresh out of excuses.

Our first work
Session was a
revelation to me.

The Romantics are ancient

history. What we must look
for now is the pure and
simple beauty of nature.

| was expecting yet another authority
figure, a man of theory and doctrine.
But Boudin was nothing of the sort.

.

At his side; | saw nature for the
first time. It was as if a vell
was being lifted from my eyes.

[ % éught me what painting
real apdre, sincere and
iy -,

M
Woe

The sea, the sky;,
people... Paint them
as nature made
them, outside, in the
clear light of day.

as they are.




You must go to Paris. Nobody
invents a whole new art on
their own, in some tucked away
corner of the countryside.

| forbid you to go! End
of discussion! You
belong at the store.

That's out of the duestion! |
want to go to Paris and paint.

Those morons have
filled your brain with
nonsense!

Jongkind, an artist praised My aunt Marie-Jeanne,

by Baudelaire and a friend an amateur painter herself;
of Boudin, encouraged | also took my side, and my
me to come to Paris. o father eventually gave in.




First | attended the Académie
Suisse at Quai des Orfévres,

A great city bathed in a whole
new kind of light awaited me.

x next to the office of a
non-certified dentist.

Then | fulfilled my military duty in Algeria,
with the 1st Regiment of African chasseurs.

e 5 :

Later; | enrolled at the workshop of
an artist named Gleyre, famous for his
"Lost lllusions”, a fitting description
for the man, his work, and his classes.

Nevertheless;, | did
learn a thing or two
there. As for Gleyre...

Young man, you're drawing
these crude feet as you see
them. But you should be painting
the ideal version of them.

appalled. Nature,

" the only thing capable

oving me, was of no

iportance to this man.

 And the other
students
agreed
with him.

| hated being there, but
.ihfy way my father and m%
. Kkeep sending me my all

The model doesn't count!
Mornsieur;

the model-- back to the old Masters.

Except for
a handful of
true artists.

So you say you
paint just for the
fun of it?

Style is all that matters! Think



! A practical joker with an irrepressible zest
e o= R s | for life; as the son of a tailor; he had

= f
! smgﬂg&:'g g:ew:g;réti;un, fought tooth and nail to join the workshop.

Bazille came to the
workshop every day:
even though his parents
wanted him to study
medicine. Poor Bazille...
he would meet with a
tragic, untimely end.

As far as old man Gleyre was
concerned, Renoir and | were rebels
who preferred color to drawing. But

we weren't the only true artists.

Am §FmE A =S
Then there was Pissaro.
What a character! An
anarchist born in the Danish
West Indies to a Portuguese
Jew and a Creole mother.

< | g}gﬁm@
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We hac\ségoney M Ee];':i

‘Were stubborn and determined.

We were against academic |
;p|aincing and rules of any Kind.

We wanted to
change art forever.




75,\:1;2;,3% i was&g%::gg m:g:ﬁsmzz %L": I;Eet;heorcafes. ...Whenever | would talk about Boudin and

: Jongkind. We discussed topics like the new
Champﬂury, Baudelaire, Duranty and Gachet. things Courbet and Corot were doing.

Naturally, our discussions
centered on art. And as
crazy as it may sound, chey

actually listened to me..

Down with
Academia/

Let's set
Gleyre's studio
on fire!

We have to study
painting elsewhere!

! ledbured chem about the tyranny N /N We have to

of academia, about nature, about
color... | spoke to them of rebellion!

e i

But their idea of rebellion amounted'l o
merely copying the Louvge mascgrﬁ

| hgy; d those
paintings. They were
*g oid of truth.

My friends
would soon have
no choice but
to face one
important fact.

We would never find

the true essence of _ > | We could never capture

nature using that natural light indoors.
approach.




Light and color, however, were
not my only concerns. | knew |
wouldn't be able to rely on my
family's financial support forever.

| heeded to eam a living.
And if | wanted to live off my
painting, | needed to exhibit
my work at the damn Salon.

What's worse; a
bad review could
destroy my career.

The Salon favored classicism
and histerical paintings over
realism and landscapes.

Being selected by the official jury would
be no small feat, but | didn't have any
choice: nobody bought a painting unless
it had been shown at the Salon.

It wasn't going to be easy.

Plus, a noted academic had to

vouch for your work: always the
same old song: shenanigans, nuisance/
nepotism and hidden agendas. ™

IF I wanteel
to live off rﬁy
- work, | Had w
l get accep

at L:be Salon . |

But something unusual came
to pass: that year of 1863.




Salon des Refusés.*

lc caused such a stlr that Napoleen Ill

‘himself had to intervene and bring the -

president of the jury, another idiot by
t:he name of‘ Nleuwerkerke, to t:ask

Thanks to some idiot by the
name of Signol, the jury had
rejected 3,000 works.

f And so the rejected works
“were shown to the public, who

~ was to judge them itself. In
truth, though, the public f;l.l'st:

wanced to have a little




It was bold and risky and it portrayed light in
a way | had never seen before. You could even
make out the brushstrokes on the figures/

I\; )
i
V

But make
no mistake.

\

The portrait of a female
nude in the company
of fully clothed men

was anything but
revolutionary: but it
was the only thing
all those cretins
could see.

| had come to the show
with a single objective

in mind: to be inspired.
And inspired | was...

~ There were audacious contrasts between shacdow
—and light, and the people fit in beautifully with the
landscape. It was a masterpiece of modemi_;:y.

[T

The motif, inspired by
a work by Titian, was
no improvement over
those insipid
classical paintings.

In reality, to paraphrase
Zacharie Astruc, Manet
was “light, inspiration,
potent flavor, wonder.
Sober, energetic and
sensitive to strong
impressions.”

However; | intended to succeed
where Manet had failed. To do so,
| had to get away from Paris.




Just then, an opportunity )
up. Old man Gleyre, who was ill and
on the verge of bal
forced to close

- We had to make the most
of it! We were free at last!
 Free to follow our own path
and escape Academia!

B

We headed for Chalilly-en-Biére, near

Fontainebleau. It was a beautiful day
and we were in high Spirits.




Hey. Bazille, / - : =
I'm broke. Can y > N Again, Monet:

f=3
| borrow some Reallyr?

It's so | can invite Gabrielle
and Eugénie to the picnic.
Don't tell me you wouldn't love
to see them again...

Oscar and his money problems!
Clearly, the 800-franc debt he
accumulated with old lady Toutain
on the Saint Simon farm didn't
teach him a thing!/

He'll never
learn/

Bazille helped him out of that

jam, and here he is asking him

for money again. That guy has
some nerve, ha ha ha!

| hope for your sake that
Eugénie and Gabrielle show
up at the picnic! And don't

forget to pay me back!

?

You can
count on me,
ha, ha, ha.’




g ‘jlaq !‘ 1 I-,-'.r
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In Chailly, we met the masters of the Barbizon school:
Corot, Diaz, Rousseau and Millet.
» ‘_1 T A

5§ Pl

/ | - But | wasn't one
These respected land ! hundred percent won

in nature were our sou : e y over by their approach.

Yes, they painted in 5
but they finished their Work In the studio. Old school style.




At Fontainebleau, we decided to keep
our distances from the Barbizon school
masters in order to find our own style.

Even though we were all Was i
" as it because | had more
students, my friends looked experience? Or beca?.lee [ IP'ﬁu:(

at me differently. worked alongside Boudin?

Whatever it was, they listened
to me on many subjects.
| had become their leader.

i

Ard |
liked that. \ \ ; B
i 2 et i f " The Salon was coming up and |
R ' was determined to exhibit a real

" masterpiece there.
._‘M




- At five by seven meters, this
isterpiece would be nothing less than
“my own “Luncheon on the Grass"!
But | wanted to succeed where Manet

No refererice to art history,
to politics or to society:

just a charming and pleasant

and Courbet before me had failed. = &= portrayal of a deeply modern

Don't count on it, Monet! | still
have to study for my medical
You're crazy, my friend! exam, otherwise my parents--
There is no way to paint
a work that big using
that motif!

Quiet! | have to do it. It's my
only way into the Salon. Stand
still, Bazille! You have two
more poses to go.




A painting so impressive
it would ensure my
acceptance into the
Salon and make me rich!

gne, I’llll ask
abrielle to .
; Gabrielle? You
pose with you. always know just
what to say:,
Moret.

I'll get Eugénie; as
well. She can come with her
friend, Camille Whatsherface.
By the way, could | borrow...

Again? Really,
Moret...

This painting was a real challenge, not
just because of the size, but also for
the light, which | had to capture using
almost nothing but a palette knife.
But those weren't the only problems...




¥ That English
discus-thrower
Sure saw you
coming!

Shut up
and paintg/!

At least you won't
be asking me for
morey for a while!

Then, | wasted a lot of time i And\zo make things even
and paint having to listen to worse, | had to go old school
Courbet ramle on and on. " andpaint in my studio/ l

| owed so rr:l-ﬁch héney bo_ t:hé
Z?fmfglﬁg \V,‘f; innkeeper that | had to leave
fast and | still my painting as a guarantee.

hadn't finished my
painting. | had to
face the facts.

| wouldn't lay eyes
on it again until 1884,
20 years later.

The Salon doors would be
opening in a few short weeks
and | didn't have anything
decent to show the jury.

But | had to try
something...




“Behold; a man among
eunuchs,” Zola wrote.
“Behold; a painting filled
with energy and life.”

“He is more than a
realist; he is a scrong
and delicate artist..."”

“...who's managed to
render every detail without
losing any vivacity."”

“Now that is character!"

Although they didn't hang

the painting right, it was a

huge success, much to my
surprise. | had made it!




You deserve it. | . .
always knew you The mysterious yet flirty pose had
would do it! made an impression. The black

velvet jacket and the taffeta
dress had drawn attention. As
William Biirger wrote, the dress
was as “bright and shiny as
a Veronese fabric."

| had managed to get into the Salon/
What's more, my painting had received rave
reviews from both the public and the critics.

Congratu-
lations, my
. friend!

For some, the work was an obvious ref- And the comparisons
ererce to Courbet's “The Painter's Studio.” with Marnet put an
end to the squabble
between us over
the similarity of our
names when we were
finally introduced,
thanks to Astruc.

-

2%

An American commissioned a
copy of the work and Ernest
d'Hervilly himself wrote a
poem about the mysterious
woman in the green dress.

. to know who that
! woman was. (

Who was the
mysterious... Camille?

My dear, sweet'
. Canmille... have you:
ever forgiven me?

s - AT




Her name was Camille Léonie Doncieux.
She was just 19 years old.

She had posed for “The She was the daughter | tried so hard to

Luncheon on the Grass" as ; i
ao= of a businessman and forget you, Camille.
well as for other paintings. she loved the theater.

You were crazy
about me.

| was Monet, the young bold painter
with a promising future, according
to the critics and the public. '




S
Chemin des Closeaux, - \ :
Ville-d'Avray. = = b :
; Even though my aunt had sent me a bit of money
. as congratulations for my success with “Canmille,”
| soon found myself drowning in debt yet again.

To get rid of it | needed
another great painting for the

I'd 'managed to talk Bazille
into buying my next work
and giving me an advarce.

= -

TR
| kriew what had Kept ! _ I'had no intention of | was determined to ﬁainb
" me from finishing 2@ giving up this Cll’n? aound. ; TN AP P r e ipet——
e Luncheon on the Gra - . , brushstroke to the last.
e | There were some, of
dfourse, who doubted me.

=

| dismissed their
servations. |
knew | was right.

- )

S The sun went . Manet didn't

do,,{:% g;g»;ggfor behind the clouds. . 2 = =~ get it either.
y 4 The light has changed. N £, |

In that case, % A K . |

work on the - : . o Il

God's sake!
landscape while
you wait/!

K]

You don't
get it.

This makes
no sense! The old
Masters never worked
this way!

And- oﬁe other
person did as well.




This time, Camille
posed for three of
the female subjects
while | used Eugénie

for the young redhead
walking away in
the background.

It had been done
entirely in the great

— 5 i '- " 1 ' T
My painting was ~ Most of the colors

revolutionary! It was

|
lonary.t| . _  had been mixed
bathed in light, in stark _ . with white! \

 contrast to the dark
~ works of the academics
" and the realists.

The painting that would
make me rich and famous. g
= It was time

‘ " to go back
2 [ to Paris.

But hothing could have pr
me for what came ne




Rejected?
That's impossible!

The ‘Salon jury had rejected | was so broke

“Wormen in the Garden”! then that | didn't
have a single franc

with which to pay
anyone back.

They rejected it
because | was
growing as an
artist! They
saw me as a
threat!

My creditors were threatening to
seize my paintings and sell them!

If I let them; my
market ranking
would drop
even more!

BuUt the
worst was yet
to come.

" I'm pregnant!

32



...my aunt and my father
had wasted no time finding ;
out who the woman in the - Since they didn't approve of our
green silk dress was. _ relationship, they had decided to
= : T cut me off. My past success didn't
g matter in the least to them!

There was only
My own father had had
an illegitimate daughter °g§ufde';‘i?" r"’;’:°
with a servant, for Ratmes
heaven's sake!

They were nothing but
provincial hypocrites!




This time, | wasnh't going to beg
Bazille for money, as money couldn't

| asked 'him to get a feel for things
by writing to my father and my aunt.

help me out of this predicament. Ty &

Their response could not | %, — W But they would not accept
have been worse. Sure, they [ el a woman without a dowry

agreed to give me room, | = : | who was nothing more than

board and an allowance. - ’ 3 ~a tramp in their eyes.

“She surely knows better than
anyorie what she's worth and
what she deserves,” they wrote.

They were asking me to break it
off with Camille immediately.




| went home to live
with my aunt...

= 8

...leaving Camille all
alone in Paris.

N
e).
J

\/{ VIV x-

f’_a(\r’)'u

to the care of
a med student,
Ernest Cabadaé.
As payment,
| painted his
portrait.

On August 8, 18©7, at
©:00 p.m.; in @ room at 8,
Impasse Saint-Louis in Batignolles,
my first son was born:

Jean Armand Claude Monet.

As for me, all | could
do was paint. Paint to the
poir;:; of'; exhﬁuscio?, paint
so that | might be forgiven.

As paradoxical
as it may sound,
and despite my
state of mind,
I've never painted
such peacefiul
landscapes.




| had reached an impasse. | was almost out of paint and
| wasn't selling any paintings | had just become a father.
and | was completely broke.

| couldn't see any other way out.
Bennecourt - June 1868.

| couldn't even manage
to drown properly...

I dlidin't deserve you... How did you ever find it
in your heart to forgive me?




Le Havre - September 1868.

pro—=— T — e b it

B T N S

| found a benefactor: Mr. Gaudibert, a wealthy | wasn't very interested in
man from Le Havre. Every artist's dream. e, painting portraits anymore, but...

A place in the countryside

be surrounded by water
by fresh air and color;

Where the light
would be unlike
any other.

I\ I‘,A peaceful place absent of ﬁnancia\
woes. A place without starvation,
without debt, without creditors to
repossess my belongings...

However; that place
wouldn't becorme a reality
for another fifteen years.
Many a storm would brew

between now and then.




. A o e Since “The Luncheon” had been rejected by the
chel hamlet —
val- 1869.

But | I:Iad n i___a
just how difficult. ol
’

We went without bre
~ and light for eight
~ days. It was aw

| was furious. |
was envious. |
was enraged.

/ i oknpeiﬁo— do something . i
~ else besides paint™ Absolutely never. Despite the hardship,
3 & - Yyou never complained,
Canille. Just being with
me was enough for you.

You were so--




It was thanks to him that |
made it out of that impasse.

‘Those days working side by side are
ong my favorite memories. We had
different personalities; yes...




La Grenouillére,
Croissy-Sur-Seine.

| was able to

We were going through
for we were on the verge

and more fluic ggautifully ap;$\g‘ :
the light and undulations of the
water. Most

We would remain close friends for the
rest of our lives. My dear, dear Pierre...




Was it because
| owed her as I do.
much?

Was it because it
just had to be done?

Was it bécausé
we both needed a
little happiness?

City Hall - 8th
Arrondissement - Paris.

On June 28, 1870,
| married Camille.

But something

Our withess was none oald happeried.

other than Courbet!

When | signed
the papers, the
mayor asked
me a guestion.

He wanted to know if | was fit
o join the Reserves again.

==

41
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9 Rue de la Condamine - Paris.

1 ‘112

A month later; the pointless
corflict between France and
Prussia broke out. The declaration
of war interrupted the little
happiness we had managed to
create, ripping our group apart.

As the son of a widow,
Zola was exempt,
and he went to join
Cézanne in Marseille.

Renoir, who didn't know a
thing about horses, was

assigned to the quart:

‘master
depot in Tarbes. h




When it came time to
defend the Republic,
Marnet enlisted with
the National Guard.

L

\

Bazille jointed the 3rd
Zouaves Regiment



o - | refused to die for Napoleon lll,
TrouMle = Fall 1370. Gambetta, Thiers, or anyore else.

| couldn't very
well give up
painting just
when | had
discovered a
new technique
that | needed

...l had no interest to work on.
in their war.

= : ¥ .v'i s i !,
The ever-changing London light was going to
be a considerable challenge, mainly because

| brought Canmille along. First we moved - l As well as Daubigny and my dear |

‘to a flat in Piccadilly before settling p . old friend Boudin. Together, we

into No. 1, Bath Place in Kensington. - Thxg‘:egggge”%%fniﬁg?m formed a sort of small society

- — faces there! Pissarro ¥ of exiled French painters, which
waslenelortherm. —— - would later prove to be key.

Most notably when | was
introduced to Paul Durand-Ruel.




. Durand-Ruel was an art dealer
who represented the Masters
of the Barbizon school.

He had been
the only one to
believe in them.

He had bought several of
my paintings before and
was prepared to buy more.
He was a godsend!

' Either w%y, there was
no reason to hide out
in London anymore.

But the news
from France was
devastating.




" a-
After the deadly war and the ’ g Courbet and several
German siege, the Commurne had ¢ of our friends were in
suffered a bloody repression. prison and potentially
S 2 : : facing the death penalty. g
Famine, pillaging, ) = &
massacres... What : : - "
. was happening to my : ) . ) ’
d beloved Paris? o’ . - . BUb it got
* rl - : worse...

battlefield. At

-nine. He had helped me so many times.

He was patient, generous and loyal.

And he was a gifted artist.

Who would | turn
to now, in my
times of need?




Argenteuil - 1871.

into a place that bore a strong
p resemblance to my dream house.

We;ygztﬁ?féseshtexars My father had died and left

e I i me a little money. Not as
e a‘.f'%bc' " much as | had hoped for;
7 F— - but thanks to Durand-Ruel's
‘{(l{ ) acauisitions, | was earning
14,000 francs a year.

N5

> servants and a
payroll. It was a

- R
o - | even set up a

| painted more works in Argenteuil than workshop in a row-
in the thirteen previous years combined. W boat so | could be
Happiness was making me prolific. closer to the water! 2 L
. And guess who came :
to do my portrait?




| ho loﬂ I
on che FomET

| ho lo{nger painted what was real
but how the light reflected off i -

| was searching for something
else: reflections, shards of
light; an overall feel...

e o .




A T 0 O T
Café de la Nouvelle Athénes, Paris — 1873.

What if we organized
our own show?
Independently of

the Salon?

[ —
The truth is, our project would
have been much simpler had
a certain Edgar Degas not
favored a different approach.

1"l admit he w.

: rélali—:a'f;gé_r, bu;;l H__;wq

|:| |
Post-war prosperity
had been followed by
another financial crisis.

Durand-Ruel could no longer buy our
paintings. We had to do something.

. A But we didh't wish to
=0 return to the Salon.

A

= @i

| pitched them an idea Bazille
and | had once mulled over.

It was risky, but
we couldn't just
idly stand by.

We can't afford
to be viewed as
“rejects.” We need
to invite some
academic painters.

also a strange, solitary man. Plus, he didn't do
landscapes and rumor had it he was very rich.

I'm not the only
one who feels we
should showcase a
homogerous style.

Our style.

| agree, but the more we are,
the less we'll each have to
contribute financially.

The Society was born and our first
exhibition was soon upon us.

If only we had known we
were about to change
the course of history!




Have you
Seen yolr titles?
“Village Street,"

“Mominq in the
Village,” “Village
in the Snow,"
etc.

“Impression” 2

exhibit was to be held in the former studio of a
photog pher—namec_l Nadar; on boulevard des Capucines.

[E,

o 9" This ore, for instance
1, - ! !
iR i i titled “View of Le Hawre.”
: i Can't you think of a
better name?

Sold! We'll call it “Impression,
Sunrise.” Pierre, your friend is
a great painter but his titles
leave much to be desired.




...and
| invested a
ot of money.

The exhibition
| lasted a month.

|
...they felt our works
were unfinished.

<

Orne moronic critic by the name
of Leroy wrote in Le Charivari: g :

“Moriet was the one to deliver the 5 4 74 The Society went bankrupt.
final blow to the old Masters.” f oy We dissolved it.

| returned to Argentedil,
but the golden days
were behind me.

g my “lmpression,
ought to insult us




A failure of that scope was damaging.

To promote our work, to
help one another and to
protect ourselves.

We had such a terrible
reputation now that
nobody commissic

Our aim in founding the
our work anymore.

Society had been to
support each other.

The only
thing we
could do...

q

|




As Durand-Ruel was forced to
quit buying my work, | had to
go in search of new buyers.

Names like Faure, the baritone, or Ernest Hoschedé, the
wealthy businessman. But occasional orders weren't enough.

And the financial crisis was
only making things worse.

| could no onger travél
to go looking for new
pectives.

There was no escaping poverty. ; i
Our days of joy were over. ]

Argenteuil was no longer the -
peaceful place of my dreams.

But we had nowhere
else to go.

ereremed
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20 francs for
the piece by Mr.
Mornet. Going
once, twice...
sold!

It was a disaster.

Luckily, we could

always count on

Pissarro to make
things worse.

Now; a work by
Mrs. Morisot.

This is a
scandal!

"Cancel all I'm calling
the sales! the police!

Stop the
masdguerade/
It's not art: it's
an outrage!




one who had ever bougP,E
my work,_ils ing hem for money. J

" Maret, Zola, De Bellio, Duret,
- Calilebotte, Hoschedé, Faure
Charpentier; Chocauet...

| asked them to bLly _one of m>; palntlﬁgs, oF col

But sometimes; | just asked for money.
%

 “Could you send me 20 france? ,f
That would really help me out.”

sment when | would have to
bhing else besides paing.




In 1876, we put up another Impressionist
show; this time at Durand-Ruel's gallery.

Again, | was viewed as the Perhaps that's why Manet introduced He wanted to be a patron of the
leader of the group. That me to Ernest Hoschedé. : arts and had already bought one
was something, at least.. = or two of my works in the past.

- As it had in the
past, fate smiled
on us just when we "
needed it the most. I_‘;
| decided to go
work at the chateau
in Montgeron.

| didn't have
a choice.




Chéteu de Rottembourg,
Montgeron - 1

Mr. Hoschedé welcohed me
and introduced me to his wife.

L .
| once again found myself in a
beautiful place where | could leave
my troubles behind and just paint.

Alice Hoschedé had five children
| and was the daughter of a

wealthy draper. She was refined,

well-read, and played the piano.

There was no shortage of work

at Rottembourg: Hoschedé had

commissioned a series of large
decorative panels from me.

Clearly though,
he was in no
hurry.

But | couldn't gi
ﬁggfﬁgzll#ecvshnglrl‘el her glp ::swer? %\éere
planned on coming home. _ ; ﬁgsa’é' ?ztoicoenmqggurg?

So much work, of course...




I'd been there long enough
to notice that Rottembourg
was not paradise on earth.

And that the Hoschedés
weren't the perfect
couple they seemed.

Hoschedé had
terrible business
sense and was

Alice was used to a
luxurious lifestyle and grew

spending too 1 | increasingly worried about
much to boot. her husband's debt.

Though wealthy, he
was losing way too
_much money.
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v [as hard to
e back to a
d of misery.

| il

So hard
that | made
some bad
decisions.

4 i | hired two servants, Marie and
} but | wanted to glve ! ; - Sylvain, and a garderer; Leliévre. |
hing they deserved. ] even leased a piano. And | treated
S A ; " myself to the best wine and tobacco.

In gruth, though | was ...We were so much in It was just
making a little money... debt we couldn't pay impossible.
back our creditors. - =

i
So we decndqd to
leave Argenteuil.




| went back to Paris.

My old pal Caillebot}:e
had rented a pad for me
there, at 17 Rue Moncey.

| was looking for new motifs,
which | found at the nearby
Gare Saint Lazare.

The third Impressionist
show was opening soon.
Once again, the critics referred
to me as the group leader.

Once again: the reviews
were scathing: “Children do
a better job when they play

with paper and crayons.”




| was selling my paintings An utterly And then Canille
for 100 ranf:g <=.r=|cl'|.g told me the news.

Having another aborti on
would be as risky as givin

She had just given
birth to a son.




T T e e e
Thanks to Caillebotte, who f i I p
pUt us up in a nice apartment S - p{,ﬂ?oﬁg;n l(liﬁilz‘bil’t
in Paris, we were finally able B o thark God g
to leave Argenteuil. / Pl :

Hounded by his creditors, he had fled to
Brussels and sold his Rottembourg chateau
and his art collection at auction. His own wife
had sued him and he had even served time.

" | decided to arrange a meeting
with Ernest Hoschedé

| Not a word about Alice . Marvelous! | can
or the baby. And despite X give you 100
his woes, he asked me... : francs for it.

What have you
painted, recently?

He owed 2 miillion francs to 3 As
151 creditors but he gave me s, d o The man was
100 francs for a painting | ¥ - fr ) truly reckless.
without batting an eye! . : : ;




Paris was too expensive and we 2 But the move
moved back to the courtry. ; wasn't the orily big
= change in our lives.

| decided to take in
the Hoschede farily.

1t was the least | could do.




There were twelve
of us, not counting
Alice's servants, who
eventually left us.

——

This must have been an especially
or-Alice, who was
fferent lifestyle:

Canmille started drinking--to keep
warm, she said. She gradually
stopped breastfeeding Michel.

| nevertheless manag
to paint Michel's bab:
portrait for Camille.

Ernest returned to
Paris, leaving me in
charge of both families.




The weather was too
bad to paint outdoors.
| was trapped inside
for weeks on end.

!
\

\

Renoir's “Madame
Charpentier and Her
Children” was a big hit.

| only made about 100 francs
' during February and March.

~ Calllebotte asked me to
take part in the fourth
Impressionist exhibit.
BuUt the circumstances
had changed.

As for me, | had no
choice but to join gur' .
show; as Calillebotte had
sent me 2,500 francs

Degas now exerted
considerable influence,
- and that despicable
reature known as Gauguin
- had joined the group.
- Worst of all; though...

According to some
critics: my 30
landscayes looked as
if they'd been done
in a single day. For
others, | was still
the leader of the
Impressionists.

they had sent their
.. the Salon!

\




Every time | thought we'd
hit rock bottom, more

creditors came knocking. Nire et fthe
. 4

grocer; wanted her
3,000 francs.

The Augier widow;,
800 francs.

Mrs. Ozanne, who sold
the latest fashion, wanted
everything we owed her.

Then there was the tobacco
merchant, and the wine
jealer; and the butcher,

he gardener, and...

Ernest had left
ages ago. | had to
support two families
on my own.

| sank into a state
of deep depression.

| couldn't paint.
My miserable life
was one big failure.




Q_chy advised us to et: her the best
care possible. To this day, | wonder if
we really did everything we could.

Maybe it was my
fault. Maybe it was
all those abortions.

ut we couldn't a
We alread

She was in agony for four
. days and five nights. It was |
~_heartbreaking to watch her
say goodbye to her children.

- She remained fully conscious
until the end. The pain was
SO excruciating that death

seemed a welcome prospect.

But | had to paint, write
letters, and look for money.
And Alice had to tend to
the children and the house.

At long last, on
September S around
10:30 in the morning,
Canmille passed away.
She was only 32.




Before Canmiille died; Alice had
asked Father Abbot Amaury to
. “rehabilitate” our marriage

and perform last rites.

While | was at her bedside; a | caught myself...

few hours before the funeral, a
strange feeling came over me.




Hues of blue, yellow,
grey? That's how
low | had stooped.

I- ac:ee,uw%‘
the pattem,
I caught myself, as gracual loss of color that

| stared down at
" death had brought to her
her tragic face... lifeless features. "\.‘i

My natural instinct was to
react to color first...

...and my reflexes were leading me...
...in spite of myself; to
Subconscious rote behavior.




What kind of monster
would | be if | painted her?
If | was unable to see the
devoted woman...

...the mother of my sons, the |
companion, the faithful wife?

What kind of person
would paint his
departed beloved; his
wife, the mother of
his children, just to
capture the unidue,
fleeting light of dawn?

| was unable to weep...

...over either her death or that obsession
that had led me God knows where.

| was a beast
grinding at the mill.




“Canmille or The Woman
in a Green Dress”...

“Woman with a Parasol,” “Canmille
on the Beach,” “The Red Kerchief,"
“The Bench,” “Gladiolas,” “Camille

Mornet in Japanese Costume,”
and so many others...

The following winter; the kids fell ill.

The creditors were
increasingly aggressive.




She dealt with Madeleine, the
~ cook, who threatened to leave.

And even the butter lady: to
whom we only owed 30 francs.

Imagine what it : ...for a woma
must have been... 4 like Alice...

live in abject
poverty.




Her husband, Ernest
And \‘:ljtl:er‘ll9 lbhe Hoschedé, wrote from
PllHeVl 3l de =F Paris, accusing us of...
appened. o | immoral conduct.

—- would have been
easier had she left me.

He wanted her and
the Kids to join him . .
in the capital. ! v BUt she replied that | was

- ; ~ as miserable as they were.

That | helped them
more than he did.

In other words, she

decided to leave him
and stay with me... in
spite of everything.

' Christmas 1879
was a joyless day. No presents
for the kids.
And life in Vétheuil was
increasingly difficult.




On December 28, all
we had to our name
was five francs.

| needed to regroup.

| needed to paint.

And | needed

Alice was making to measure Up

a huge effort.

Fon

| had to haye = But that came at a price.
her at my side. &
k-‘«-’_" Pejees T : '
2T T e ’ e
* e ¢ % .- 0|
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. Le Gaulo/s had published my I
Jarary 2dth 1880 obituary. In the blurb next to it, the - Eém:u:gigyci):g

reporter claimed that Alice and | i b
were supporting Ermest Hoschedé... IImprgeEloni SRl R

Apparently, | was dead.
Or at least officially.

The article wasn't that far
fetched. | was dead as an
artist. No longer even on
the market. A total failure.

Submit work to
the Salon, Oscar. Leave
the group and send the
Impressionists packing!

No! I'd
rather die/
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I've rejected any and all forms
of authority my entire life.

You're an
idiot, Oscar.

If | leave the group,
the press will crucify me!
And | refuse to bend to the
Salon's authority!

Renoir had left the lmpressioni .
and become a big hit at the Salon.
He now did portraits of the wealthy.

_—

~ Maybe

The times have changed, Oscar. |
Aé‘: éh':ggze Tne critics, l\‘:he ﬁollectﬁrs and B Sor bub... gy .
the art dealers have changed. ! - ! -
the way | . 4 - | haven't changed either.
YOU don't need to change. \ . We did it, Oscar. We won
¢ - y . the battle! You won it!

act or the

way | work
just to

please the
Salon!
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Degas is just as bad
Cézanne is gone But | as the Salon when it comes
too. He left the created the to making demands! Doing as
group for good. group! It was you please is the only way
You know how my idea for to be independent!
Paul gets! us to do our ; ’
own shows/ ;
You need to leave the ] ’
group. It's finished anyway. . You don't

e e : ' $ understand! I'm
Slrf—:;ll:ya:;e f.t.;‘;hea rga;lgmed — — e . the leader of the

Impressionists!

Everybody

Huh? The says so! I'm the You really 0 Oscat: the
leader of... leader of the don't get it/ . Impressionists you're
who? Where Impressionists What do talking about... the ores
did you get and I'll never-- you mean? who stayed... Degas,
that idea? . Morisot, Caillebotte,
e Rouart...




l'{hgey’ve gevler h%d to live gﬂ-‘ their an:d This lﬁ all just a game to them. |¢2l've rllqever ’
ike you, Sisley, Cézanne, Pissarro an been hungry or poor or miserab we have. They're great painters
me. That's why they defy the Salon. . and 'y resgecc t:ﬁeir Work,
but... they have nothing
in common with us.

Pissarro, on the other hand,
is just as broke as you are.
I'Ve never understood why

he stays with the

R
e ' After all these years, the : Ly
; k. J critics and the collectors are You are our leader,
more open to our art. But: . Oscar; yes. You've
they will never accept a painter N | 3 always been one step
who publicly opposes &= ahead of us.
the Salon.

As for me, Oscar, my
painting hasn't changed.
In fact, it's improved! ¢

...you have a family.
You'll always be the
best. But you don't

need people like them.

You have friends.

And most
of all...




You're always so

removed, Oscar; except : You've lived with i Do you intend to
from the light you love so i them For years = || force this lifestyle
much. You could probably live k. but you act like ! on them until the
that way for the rest of oulre alone day they die?
your life, but your loved ; 4 ’ ! . :
ones deserve better. N

o Y They've remained
If that's the case then leave Or you could by giving ac);our side all

. ry giv
them. They don't deserve to - back what they've given _ these years.

be treated this way. Youral:&/eéuﬂgtﬁgtion,

You spend so Don't you think

s : you deserve to
landrgg:g:slmaengtggggnztand Succeed... if only Forget about the

for them? Impressionists, Oscar.
Join us! Send the Salon
your best work! It's high
time you reaped what
you've sewn.

rivers that | wonder if you've
ever even noticed your
loved ones were there.










10 Rue des Pyramides, Paris - April 1st, 1880.

It came as ho s
' called a traito

April 30, 1880.

| submita;ed mly
work to Salon. |55 |
rk codieieg Much to my surprise, “The

Seire at Lavacourt,” done in o
the purest Impressionist style, _ B, '}j
was accepted (and then hung in y " S vo]
a most inappropriate place).

' Char&gntier and his circle were big fans of

Though Zola didn't love
my painting this time...

~ ...the public and the critics
weren't as ruthless as before.
_ Something had changed.

| met Gambetta, Edmond de
Goncourt, Flaubert... A whole

modern art and took to my work immediately. new world was opening up.

“La Vie Moderne" gallery, 7 Boulevard des
Italiens, Paris - June 7th, 1880.

Charpentier organized my first
solo exhibit, after doing the
|same for Manet and Vollon.

| sold several pieces
at that show, some of
which went for over
1,000 francs!

Many new buyers took
an interest in my work.




hanging
alo _i

SKREEEEE(

Petit, Delius, Cocdueret,
the Serveau family from
Mantes, Lauvray
the property attorney...

| had reached a turning point.

" 4
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Collectors who used to buy my paintings
for a few thousand francs were now
forking out tens of thousands of francs!
The prices were skyrocketing!

Yes, it would take me
decades to get out of debt,
but | was on the right path.

My nomadic
lifestyle was coming
to an end as well.

Etretat, Belle-lle-en
Mer, Bennecourt,
Antibes, Norway,
London... but not

as often as before.

For | was on the verge of making
my lifelong dream come true.

Settling into a peaceful
place to paint, surrounded

by landscapes and family. The garden of my dreams.
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Giverny - 1883.
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The suffering, the cold,
and the hunger we'd
endured took on meaning.

A place out
in nature.

A timeless garden
in an ever-
changing light.

A place called Giverny.
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Then Suzanne, whom | loved
like my own daughter; and
her poor father; Ernest.

Jongkind, Caillebotte, gone far
too soon... Mrs. Morisot...

.

Pissarro, as proud ar)d
independent as ever...

Years of i:ure
~ happiness

7 Friends, wine, food...

-

e

BUt life goes by..t fast.

My sweet, dear Alice
and my son Jean--
excruciating losses...



Degas... We may have butted heads,
but we had nothing but profound
respect for each other's work...

And you've left me too,
~ Renoir, my dear friend...

In many ways: | am
the last survivor...
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Is my old pal still
sleeping or did
he finally take
his last bow?

Actually, I'm thrilled
] to see | won't have to
You would like that, drink that foul-tasting
wouldn't you? This way Al hooch alone. Ready?
you could polish off the =
Bourgogre on your own.

P You would no doubt enjoy that,
Ready for what? i I'm sure. No; silly man, | mean the
To Kick you out of - | bandages! The doctors said
my garden once ~ ; they could come off today.
and for all?




No acid commentary?
Have you lost your voice, in
addition to your sight?
O happy day!

S e S o

> &
What if | can't see?
What if | can never
paint again® What would
become of me?

It would just mean
you've become an old
man, my friend.

%

Quiet. We're here.
Don't be so nervous.

Here you go.
Try not to fall in.
I'd rather not be
charged with murder.

Do you
want your
glasses?
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Well2 What will it be? Will you finally
retire or do you intend to get back
to your workshop?
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This IS my workshop, Tiger!
Could you please bring me

my brushes and paints™
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time of light left...
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Monet’s Mirror:
Bebhind the Canvas

Madrid, 2002. As an art history student at the Univer-
sity of Complutense, I was supposed to be studying for
my exams, but I was completely engrossed in a fascinating
book I was reading: The History of Impressionism by John
Rewald. Structured like a novel, the book uses a dynamic,
journalistic style to recount the captivating adventures of
a group of young rebels rising up against the status quo.
Essential reading for a young man of twenty-three!

One of the artists in Rewald’s book clearly had all the
qualities required for my recently discovered calling as a
writer: inspiration, determination, and passion. I remem-
ber thinking: “Why hasn’t Monet’s life story ever been
the subject of a film or comics?” Fifteen years later, I am
grateful for the opportunity to tell that story myself in
graphic novel form.

Naturally, this book is an adaptation that uses poetic
license and the usual process of developing characters.
Much like a film is not a documentary, this graphic novel
is not a history book.

However, my training as a historian compels me to list the
works referenced in the pages that follow. Readers should
keep in mind that those works by Monet chosen for the
book are not always presented in the chronological order
in which they were created. In many cases, the paintings
were selected for the emotional dimension they lend to the

narrative.

Furthermore, several passages and monologues have been

taken verbatim from various sources.

This graphic novel includes facts and anecdotes presented
without any explanation: mysteries that inquisitive readers
will enjoy trying to solve.*

It is time to shed some light on Monet’s life.

Sarva Rusio

1 : For reasons of layout, the dimensions of some of the paintings are not an
accurate representation of the real dimensions. Additionally, since some
of the sources we used were contradictory, the book may contain errors,
for which we apologize and for which, as the writer, I take full and sole
responsibility.
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PAGE 10 : The overall mood of this page was

inspired by the many paintings Engene Boudin
did of the Trouville beach, most notably the
Beach Near Trouville with the blue sky and the
one with the cloudy sky (1890), on display at
London’s National Gallery.

Beach Near Trouville, Eugene Boudin, 1864

© Beacu NEAR TROUVILLE, 1864 (01L ON cANVas), Boupin, EuGeNE Lours (1824-98) / Art GaLLERY oF ONTARIO,
‘ToroNTO, CANADA / ANONYMOUS GIFT, 1991 / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES

PAGE 12 : We thought it would be a good idea to place
Monet in his first famous landscape, Vzew at Rouelles (Le
Havre, 1858). As suggested by the position of the easel, this
view is exactly the one Monet is about to paint.

View at Rouelles, Claude Monet, 1858

© View aT RoUELLEs, 1858, MoNET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / Pr1vaTe CoLLECTION /
NoorTMaN MasTER PAINTINGS, AMSTERDAM / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES

PAGE 14 : This image of Paris was inspired by Van Gogh’s Reoftops in Paris (1886). We got carried away by our enthusiasm

and love for the famous Dutch painter and didn’t hesitate to place this painting... 24 years before it was actually painted! We

hope our readers will forgive us for this anachronism.
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The Luncheon on the Grass, Edouard Manet, 1863

PAGE 18 : For the many attitudes, expres-
sions and faces of the visitors, Ricard
Efa drew his inspiration not only from
the statuettes and caricatures of one of
Monet’s contemporaries, but also from
Louis Léopold Boilly’s Group of Thirty-
Five Headys (circa 1823).

© THE LUNCHEON ON THE GRass, 1863 (OIL ON CANVAS), MANET, EDoUARD (1832-83) / MUsEE 0’ ORsay, Paris, FraNce / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES

PAGE 19: Though it needs no intro-
duction, the painting Monet is admi-
ring is Edouard Manet’s The Luncheon
on the Grass. This work, which caused
a huge scandal at the time, was a key
source of inspiration for Monet and

his friends.
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PAGE 23 : As alert readers will
have no doubt observed, the pain-
ting the group is working on is
none other than Monet’s The Road
from Chailly to Fontainebleau (1864).

The Luncheon on the Grass,
Claude Monet, 1865-1866

© THELUNCHEON ONTHE GRASS, 1865-1866 (01L ON CANVAS), MONET,
CLAUDE (1840-1926) / Pustkix Museum, Moscow, Russia / BRIDGE-
MAN IMAGES

PAGES 24-2§ : This two-page spread reproduces one of Monet’s most ambitious works, which was an homage but also a
challenge to Manet, because of the dimensions and the subject matter. Monet’s Luncheon on the Grassbrings together several
of his friends, including Bazille, whom he used as a model for several of the characters, and Camille, who makes her first
appearance in the graphic novel here. This huge painting was damaged and cut into different pieces, so we drew from the
étude of it that belongs to Moscow’s Pushkin State Museum of Fine Arts. Putting Monet inside the painting while he’s
metaphorically—or perhaps for real—painting his friends is a mirror effect inspired, it goes without saying, by Veldzquez’s

Las Meninas.

PAGE 26 : Another mirror effect. The accident Monet was involved in gives his friend Frédéric Bazille the opportunity to

paint a work titled The Improvised Field Hospital. We thought it would be interesting to show the scene from the opposite point

of view.
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PAGE 27 : Readers will have no
doubt recognized one of Monet’s
most famous paintings, Camille, or
The Woman in the Green Dress (1866), in
a version that’s probably more realis-

tic and romantic.
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Camille, or The
Woman in the
Green Dress,
Claude Monet,
1866

© CamiLLe, or T Woman
1IN THE GREEN DREss, 1866
(o1 oN canvas), MONET,
CLAUDE (1840-1926) / KuxsT-
HALLE, BREMEN, GERMANY /
BripGeEmMaN IMAGES

PAGE 30 : The first panel is a reference to a beautiful

painting by Corot, Lsttle Chaville (circa 1823, i.e. one of the
artist’s first works), belonging to the Ashmolean Museum
at Oxford. The next page is another famous painting by
Monet, Women in the Garden (1366). Camille is thought to
be have been the model for most of the characters. Like
many other authors, we had fun trying to guess the iden-
tity of the redhead, who was probably one of Monet’s

ex-lovers.

Waomen in the Garden, Claude Monet, 1866

© WoMEN IN THE GARDEN, 1866 (01L ON caNVAS), MONET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MUSEE
p’Orsay, Parts, FraNcE / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES



PAGE 37 : In yet another mirror effect, Monet is getting

ready to paint The Luncheon (1868) and is asking his models to
strike a pose. The canvas should be bigger: the work, which
belongs to the Stidel Museum in Frankfurt, measures 23r.5
x 151 cm. We reduced the size to make it look like Monet is
doing an étude. This page also features a reference to another
work by Monet, On the Seine at Bennecourt (1868), whose open,
peaceful mood is a perfect reflection of that time in his life.

PAGE 40 : This is another famous
painting by Monet, Bain a La Genouil-
lere (1869). We chose it because it
represents one of the key moments
in Monet’s evolution towards a purely
impressionist style, and also because
it embodies the close bond between
Claude Monet and Pierre-Auguste

Renoir.

Bain a la Grenouillére, Claude Monet, 1869

© BaiN A La GRENOUILLERE, 1869 (o1L ON caNvas), MoNET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART,
New York, USA / BripGEMaN IMAGES
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PAGE 42 : An homage to Bazille’s most famous painting, Bagzille’s Studio (1870) and a tribute to the friendship and
mutual admiration between the different members of the group. This work also portrays one of the last peaceful
moments before the war broke out.

PAGE 44 : The cold, misty and humid atmosphere of London is a perfect illustration of that particular period in Monet’s

life. We found the best representation of that atmosphere, as well as the typical boats and docks, in Boats in the Port of
London (1871), a work that is nothing like the more famous foggy and enchanting images the artist painted in the 1890s.
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PAGE 47 : The first panel is a reference to The Artist’s
House at Argenteuil (1873). The other panels present another
mirror effect, this one inspired by the influence Monet and
his friends had on each other during the Argenteuil days:
Monet is probably painting The Artist’s House at Argenteuil,
while Renoir is painting Monet in Monet Painting in His
Garden at Argentenil. Manet would later also paint his friend
in Monet in His Studio Boat.

Claude Monet Painting in his Garden at Argenteuil,

Auguste Renoir, 1873

© CLaupe MoNET (1840-1926) PAINTING IN HIS GARDEN AT ARGENTEUIL, 1873 (OIL ON CANVAS),
RexoIR, P1ERRE AUGUSTE (1841-1919)/ WaDsworTH ATHENEUM, HarTFORD, CONNECTICUT,
USA / RoGer-VioLLET, Par1s / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES

The Artist’s House at
Argenteuil
Claude Monet, 1873

© The ArTIST’S HOUSE AT ARGENTEUIL,
1873 (o1L ON caNvaAS), MoONET, CLAUDE
(1840-1926) / THE ART INSTITUTE OF
Cuicaco, IL, USA/ MRr. aNp Mgs.
MarTiN A. Ryersox CoLrecTioN/
BripgemaN IMAGES



PAGE 438 : The days of happiness and
productivity Monet experiences in
Argenteuil inspired most of the scenes
on this page: The Reader (1872); Lilacs,
Grey Weather (1872-1873); Fean Monet on
His Hobby Horse (1872); Camille Monet
at the Window (1873); The Monet Family
in the Garden, by Manet (1874); Wild
Poppies, near Argenteuil, (1873); and of
course Impression: Sunrise, a view of Le
Havre dated 1872.

Impression: Sunrise
Claude Monet, 1872

© IMPRESSION: SUNRISE, 1872 (01LON CANVAS), MONET, CLAUDE
(1840-1926) / MusEe MARMOTTAN MONET, Par1s, FRaNCE /
BripgeEMaN IMAGES

PAGE 49 : The inside of the Café
Nouvelle Athénes is borrowed from a
work by one of our fellow Spaniards,
Santiago Rusifiol, from 1890, i.e. a few
years after the scene shown here.

Wild Poppies, near Argenteuil,
Claude Monet, 1873
© WiLp PoPPIES, NEAR ARGENTEUIL, 1873 (OIL ON CANVAS),

MonET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MUsEE p’Ogsay, Paris,
France / BRIpGEMAN IMAGES
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The Magpie, Claude Monet, 1869

© THE MAGPIE, 1869 (O1L ON cANVAS), MONET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MUSEE D’ ORsay,Par1s, FrRaNCE / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES
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PAGE §3 : The reference here is obvious; it’s an homage to
The Magpie. Though this work was actually done a few years
earlier (1869), we couldn’t resist the temptation to include
it here. We hope our dear readers won’t hold it against us.

PAGE §4 : The painting here, being shown upside down

(a true anecdote, apparently), is none other than Berthe
Morisot’s The Little Windmill at Gennevilliers (1875).




PAGE §6 : The painting referred to indirectly in the last
few panels is Camille Monet in Japanese Costume (1876). Regar-
ding Camille’s health problems, “Monet believes she has
an “ulcerated uterus.” The conclusion was that Camille
suffered from a botched abortion. (...). It appears as if the
surgical procedure being planned was avoided, possibly

following Dr. de Bellio’s intervention.”>.

Camille Monet in Japanese Costume, Claude Monet, 1876

© CamiLLe MoNeT IN JapaNese CosTUME, 1876 (oL ON caxvas), Moxer, CLaUDE
(1840-1926) / Museum ofF Fine Arts, Boston, MassacHuseTTs, USA/
1951 PurcHasE Funp / BripgEMaN IMAGES

PAGE §8 : The paintings shown in the first three panels are, respectively, Turkeys (1977),
The Pond at Montgeron (1877), and The Avenue (1878).

2 : Wildenstein, D. (2014) : Monet ou le Triomphe de l’impressionnisme, Taschen, Koln, p. 131.
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PAGE 63 : This page
features several refe-
rences to the amazing
painting Monet did in
1878, The Rue Montorgueil.

The Luncheon, Claude Monet, 1873

© The LuNcHEON: MONET’S GARDEN AT ARGENTEUIL, C.1873 (OIL ON CANVAS),
MoxET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MusEe p’Orsay, Parts, FRaNCE / BRIDGEMAN
ImaGES

PAGE 60 : Though it’s winter here and the simi-
larity isn’t obvious, the first panel is inspired
by The Luncheon, from 1873. The fifth panel
is a reference to Camille Monet with a Child in the
Artist’s Garden (1875).
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PAGE 61 : This page is obviously inspired by the series
of paintings on the Paris Saint-Lazare train station.
When we learned Monet had done a bunch of prelimi-
nary sketches, we couldn’t resist the temptation to show
him working on them.

The Gare Saint-Lazare: Arrival of a Train, Claude Monet, 1877

© THE GaRE SAINT-Lazare: ARRIVAL OF A TRAIN, 1877 (OIL ON cANVAS), MONET, CLAUDE
(1840-1926) / Focc Art Museum, Harvarp Art Museums, USA / BEQUEST FROM THE
CorLecTION OF MAURICE WERTHEIM, CLASS 1906 / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES
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PAGE 6§ : The paintings showing
the rivalry between Camille and
Alice are, respectively, Michel
Monet as a Baby (1878-1879) and
Jean-Pierre  Hoschede, called “Bebe

Fean’(1878).

Michel Monet as a Baby, Claude
Monet, 18-8-1879

© MicHEL MONET (1878-1966) As 4 Bagy, 1878-79 (o1L
ON caNVAS), MoNET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MUSEE
MarMOTTAN MONET, Paris, FrRaNce / BRIDGEMAN
InmaGES

PAGE 68 : The garden in panel 3 was inspi-
red by several of Monet’s works on the garden
at Vétheuil. Though no doubt different than
the real life version, the door to the house is

nevertheless easy to recognize.
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PAGES 70-71 : One of Monet’s
most peculiar paintings. These two
pages are an homage to Camille on Her
Deathbed (1879), a work that embodies
the artist’s grief. The text on these
pages corresponds to the author’s
own words almost verbatim, and we
wanted to include the whole passage
right here :

“You can’t imagine,” Monet replied to
me, “how true everything you just said
really is. It’s what obsesses me, torments
me, and fills my days with joy. To such
an extent that one day, having found
myself at the bedside of a dead woman
who had been and still was very dear to
me, 1 caught myself, as I stared down
at her tragic face, casually wondering
about the pattern, about the gradual
loss of color that death had brought
to her lifeless features. Hues of blue,
yellow, grey? That’s how low I had
stooped. It’s a natural reflex to want
to reproduce the last image of the one
who has just left us forever. But before
the idea came to paint the features I
was so deeply attached to, my natural
instinct was to react to color first, and
my reflexes were leading me, in spite of
myself, to subconscious rote behavior that
swallows up my day-to-day life. Like a
beast grinding at the mill. Feel sorry for
me, my friend.””

3 : Clemenceau, G. (2010) : Claude Monet “intime ™,
Parkstone Press International, New York, p.24.

Camille on her Deathbed,
Claude Monet, 1879

© CamiLLe MoNET (1847-79) ON HER DEATHBED, 1879 (01L
ON caNvas), MoNET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MUSEE D’ORsay,
Paris, France / BRipGEMAN IMAGES



Ice Floes on the Seine at Bougival, Claude Monet, 1868

© Ice FLOES ON THE SEINE AT BoucGIvaL, c.1867-68 (OIL ON CANVAS),
MoxEeT, Craupe (1840-1926) / Musée p’ORrsay, Paris, France/
BripGeEmMaN IMAGES

PAGE 7§ : This image drew its inspiration
from Ice Floes on the Seine ar Bougival, which

Monet painted in 1868.

PAGE 84 : As we can see in panel 2, the painting exhibited at the Salon is
The Seine at Lavacourt (1880).

The Seine at Lavacourt, Claude Monet, 1880

© THE SEINE AT LaVACOURT, 1880 (OIL ON CcANVAS), MONET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / DaLLas MUSEUM OF ART,
Texas, USA / Muxcer Funp / BRipGEMAN IMAGES
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PAGES 92-93 : The last reference shows, through Monet’s eyes and in all their glory, the garden and the lake at
Giverny in a composition titled The Set of the Orangerie, made up of Water Lilies: Clear Morning with Willows, Water
Lilies: Green Reflections, and Water Lilies: The Clouds.

Water Lilies: Green Reflections, Claude Monet, 1914-1918

© WaTerLILIES: GREEN REFLECTIONS, 1914-18 (LEFT AND RIGHT SECTION) (OIL ON CANVAS), MONET, CLAUDE (1840-1926) / MUSEE DE L’ORANGERIE, Par1s, FRANCE / BRIDGEMAN IMAGES
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in screenwriting for film and television (University
Carlos III in Madrid) and has written scripts for
several short films as well as for film projects for
various Spanish production companies, including
the animated feature film Deep (2016). He is the
author of several novels, works of non-fiction and
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Le Lombard’s “Signé” collection. In 2014, he met
Salva Rubio. As they both share a passion for art
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