71.  
Not far away from my cottage, there stands a castle that was built in the seventh century.  After the Essone provincial office purchased and refurbished it through many years of restoration work, it was finally open to the public.  
Visiting a chateau--any chateau--is always fun.
The neatly restored chateau surrounded by its spacious garden and in the splendor of the colorful fall foliage looked ever so beautiful. 
I was driven by an instant impulse to transform the scenery into a painting, just like my high school days when I was overcome with the urge to draw the Changdeok Palace shining in the blazing autumn sun. 
So I drew an esquisse in black and white, with the resolve to transform it into an oil when I returned to atelier. 

Since a long time ago, I was carrying around a few individual pieces of paper and a brush instead of a sketchbook and pencil. 

72.  
The chateau looked truly gorgeous in autumn’s resplendent sunlight, with its garden filled with colorful trees. 
During my high school days, I frequented the Deoksu Palace, Kyeongbok Palace, and Changdeok Palace.  I drew lots of paintings, mostly with watercolors.  
While I was drawing this painting at my atelier, based on the esquisse and the picture taken with a camera, I reminisced my young school days when I was enthralled with the experience of painting the Palace sceneries blazing with the autumn’s splendor.
Although the autumn foliage in France was not so impressive as in Korea, the leaves dyed with various warm colors, in dark or light shades, were diffidently dancing and falling to pile up on the ground.  

The scenery was too pleasing to pass; and I froze and transformed the autumn of the Chateau de Chamarande onto my canvas in praise of its glory.  The early afternoon autumn sunlight tinted the rose-hued building into an even brighter red and the grass was shining gold, warming the viewer’s heart.  The fall shadows were softer and all was quiet.  The turmoil that had been stirring in my mind at the enchanting autumn was fixed into the eternity of this painting, while soothed by the moment’s solitude.
73.  
In order to get to the little town of Saclas, I would pass by the city of Etampes, located 50km away on Highway 20 which leads to Orleans, south of Paris. 

This landscape painting is of the farmhouses standing alongside the Juine River, a small stream that also runs along the terminus of my cottage in Saclas. 
Etampes is in the center of Beauce, the largest wheat field in Europe; and holds a population of about 20,000.  

They say that for a French baguette to taste good, it must be baked with the wheat produced from the Beauce region.  
74.  
Villages and roads like those depicted in this painting can be seen everywhere between the open wheat fields around Etampes.

The wheat fields are so vast that they seem to touch the blue sky, conjuring up an illusion that I was standing right at the center of a never-ending circle.  
I chose to use a wide canvas to accommodate the huge expansive fields.

France is envied for its endless arable land, with only a few mountains concentrated in the Alps, Pyrenees, and Massif Central. 
Since I was born in the city, I would have grown up without knowing anything about country life but for the 3 years I had spent in a countryside where my family had fled during the Korean War.
I now know that my would-be farmer’s experience during the remote country life has been continuously influencing my painter life.

75.  
Saclas is located about 10km along a local road running south of Etampes; and has about 2000 residents or 700 households.  
The narrow Juine River runs into the Essonne River, a branch of the Seine, naming this area as the Juine Valley.  
Parts of the great plains, now occupied by the wheat fields, had been eroded for millions of years to form a U-shaped valley.
The Juine River has served the role of a waterway for transporting wheat to the Etampes region.  There still are traces of water mills and laundry washing places along the river. 

The Roman military forces came via the Juine River and stationed here around 50 A.D.  That is the reason this town has a Latin name, Saclas; and there are many remains from the Roman Empire being excavated in this town. 
76.  
Mrs. Chunghei Kang Kim, who had returned to Seoul after a simple lunch at my house on her 60th birthday, e-mailed me a thank-you note.

In reply, I sketched the rose that had decorated her 60th birthday lunch table and sent it to her in lieu of the flower. 

77.  
This dessin is an esquisse for an oil painting. 
Because Paris is designed to spread radially like a spoke, the Eiffel Tower--albeit its top only--is visible from anywhere in the city. 

During the two years of construction, Parisiens continuously voiced their opposition and complained over the building of the Eiffel Tower.  When they finally turned around and praised its beauty, Eiffel, the engineer who designed it was seen sitting still, gazing at the sky, in a cafe on the first flow of the Tower. 

People, who found it strange, asked him to join them and enjoy the sight of the Tower together.  However, he replied that he chose to sit in the café because that was the only place where the Eiffel Tower was not visible. 
By the time when people began to appreciate the beauty of the Tower, the engineer was already absorbed in planning another creation.

It was a clear case of illustrating that no true creator would be satisfied and settled on his past accomplishment.
78.  
It is not easy to preserve the sentiment of an original sketch in an oil which has been transformed from the sketch.  
This must be one of the problems every painter has to deal with.
Matisse would not draw an object in oil until he became convinced that the sketch made in the dark was as complete as the one drawn under light.  Matisse did so because he did not want to leave the traces of his trial-and-error efforts on the canvas. 

In other words, he wanted to draw a painting that looks fluent and pleasing. 
The story strikingly resembles the anecdote of Han Suk Bong, the famous calligrapher in Yi Dynasty.  In the dark, Han Suk Bong’s mother trained him until he could write in the dark as well as she cut rice cakes in the dark. 
Matisse always said that art should offer joy. 
In this painting, I tried to show Matisse’s cheerful touch of dessin and Dufy’s fluent stroke of brush. 
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