Forty five of & mas

recent warks o JaogEes
M. Dupower regresenialye
of 'he confemperary
French Remamtic Pain-
ing, will be smvesied, In 2
major one mam Show On
March 158 a8 De Ligny's
709 Eas’ Las Oias Blvd,,
Fort Landerdale.
Jacques M. Dunoyer one
of the finest young French
artists, gained in-
ernational fame by his

mor by _prevailing
movements or fashions in
Art. Dunoyer has a secref
of contrasts:

The audacity of his color
harmonies and the
strength of his touch never
excludes the sensibility of
the expression.

The shades he selects
and uses are generally rich
and while Duhoyer’s
florals are always a
profusion of colors, his
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‘“La Mare au Diable”

dreamlike landscapes are (Devil’s Waterhole)

‘harmonious, peaceful and
subtle.

Jacques M. Dunoyer is a
poe!. One cannot but feel it
and see it in his works. He
paints enthusiastically and
with sincerity. |

Jacques M. Dunoyer was
born in Arras (France) on
June 20th, 1933 and now
/liﬁres and works in Saint
Paul de Vence, at the
foothills of the Alps of
Provence, S0 many
masters of the previous
generation loved. Vincen!
Van Gogh was inspired
there by an olive tree or-
chard. Matisse lived
here at the Villa “Le
Reve’’ (The Dream) and in
1951 built and decorated
with immortal frescoes,
the Dominican Chapel. ...
Monsieur Roux, at the “La
Colombe d’Or’’ Inn,
remembers a score of
famished daubers whose
works, accepted in lieu of
payment, are now
priceless! Dunoyer’s._'
reputation as a painter has

grown with increasing

unique poetic sensibility
approach !'oward nature.

A self taught painter,
Dunoyer is not influenced
either by some Art School
or Academy’s 'eaching,
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We could not see the
Vence chapel, conceived and
decorated by Henri Matisse, |
because once again it was!
impossible to find a parking
space. So we drove on to St.
Paul-de-Vence, a hillside |
fortress town with dark nar-
row streets that climb steep- |
1V upwards, often with' the
help of steps. There are
‘harming fountains
Street-corners and a Roman-
esque church on top of the
hill with a Tintoretio paint-
ing and a graceful 15th-cen-
ury alabaster Madonna.

From the ramparis one
has a sweeping view of the
foresi-covered undulating
hills that descend in gentle
curves towards the coast. of
palm-irees waving their
fronds in the breeze and
dark cypresses pointing fo
the blue skies, of vineyards
laid out with a precision of
armies on parade, and,
beyond, the azure Mediterra-
nean iramed by Alpine
peaks. -
8 As we climbed St. Paul's '"
dfNnarrow main street that
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§§ Pears the mecongruous name .2 | . '
§ ot Rue Grande to veach ihe oo awards and

§ church and view the Tin- acclaim.
toretto, we were momentari- §
13& deflected from our pur- |
pose by the attraction of a
small gallery belonging to a §f e R B B e g SRR Y e
Painter who lives in this old i TE s * e et LA et
town. Before the day wasfift : i B aR oo ou § S 2R s el
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“Heureux Presage’’
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